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THE DUTY OF SOVEREIGNS.

The schoolmaster has been abroad, lately—very lately ; and, if we
mistake not, the Spirit of the Age, in all the intellectual majesty of

moral warfare, has travelled, incognito, with him. He has visited

Kalisch and Tceplitz by appointment ; and he continued his predeter-

mined route to Vienna. The Schoolmaster made a call, too, on that

remnant of poor mortality, Charles the Tenth, of unhappy memory, ^
at Prague. Wherever the Sage halted for the purpose of delivering a

lecture on moral government, there the Spirit of the Age was found to be

also. We may fairly pretend to a knowledge of the "cause" of these

visits ; and we cannot but feel deeply interested in the development of

their effects upon the entire population of christian as well as barbarian

Europe. The schoolmaster made his appearance in the capital of to-be-

restored Poland ! And in that devoted city, he perceived, with delight

not unmingled with surprise, that the Spirit of the Age had preceded

him ! Nevertheless, the slioolmaster delivered a very strotig and con-

vincing lecture on royal insanity, which the Calmuck war-hounds mis-

construed into a blow-up ! How stupid ! How vicious ! How male-

volent ! How strange a fatality accompanies practical wickedness,

whether in the guise of ignoble and brutal sovereignty or impotent state

pauperism !

It is related of Francis I. (by Pasquier, in his Researches, we think,

and deser%-es particular notice at this period of European historv, as

displaying a proper feeling in that monarch, in regard to one of the

greatest duties of a sovereign,) that the Seigneur de Talant, a gentleman

highly allied, having murdered one John de Manesto, long escaped the

punishment due to his crime, through his interest with the persons in

power. At length, the grandmother of the deceased went to Fontain-

Heau, and fell on her knees before the king as a suppliant. Francis

asking her what she wanted, "Justice, sire, justice!" she replied.

He immediately bid her rise, and addressing himself to the surrounding

courtiers, " By the faith of a gentleman (said he), it is not for this gentle-

woman, who desires nothing but what my duty to the public obligij

M.M.^1, B



2 THE DUTY OF SOVEREIGNS,

me to grant, to prostrate herself before me : but it is for those who im-

portune me for pardons and remissions, which are only matters of royal

o-race and favour." He then patiently listened to her complaint, and

promised that she should receive redress ; which was soon after per-

formed by the public execution of the offender, notwithstanding the in-

tercession of all his kindred and friends.

We confess this version of the fact pleases us better than one which

is told by Millot, and others, of Henry IV., as a striking proof of that

prince's consideration for the lower class of his subjects. Having been

informed that some peasants at Campagne, had been plundered by his

soldiers, he wrote thus to their officers, who were in Paris :
—" Set oft'

immediately—let the matter be rectified—you shall answer for it.

What ! if my people be ruined, who are to maintain me ? who are to

bear the public burdens ? who are to pay your pensions, gentlemen ?

Bv heavens ! to quarrel with my people, is to quarrel with me !" Tliese

words, as Millot observes, are those of an enlightened politician ! and

we know from other facts that they were spoken by a prince of great

humanity. But, considered in themselves, they imply nothing more

than a prudent regard to his own interest. For, might not the owner

of a flock of sheep, who had been informed that his servants jjlucked off

their wool for their own profit, say to them, " If my sheep are fleeced,

how am I to be maintained ? how are my rents, and your wages, to be

paid? to rob my sheep, is to rob me!" Yet this very master, at the

" shearing season," will have them clipped to the skin, or will sell them to

a butcher, if he think it for his own advantage. If a monarch comes to

consider his subjects merely as his property, he can have no claim to

patriotism or philanthropy, or any exertions to promote their prosperity,

any more than a West Indian planter, for keeping his slaves in health

and vigour. It is true this is " a policy" which mean and little minds

do not readily adopt, yet it is compatible with the most perfect selfish-

ness. Its principle betrays itself as soon as some favourite object is em-

braced by the monarch, which opposes the happiness of his people ; for

then, the sacrifice of the latter to the former, is made without hesitation.

Thus, this very Henry IV., after he had brought his kingdom, by the

assistance of Sullv, into such a flourishing state, that he was able by

heavy imposts to fill his cofters, was about to put the public welfare to

hazard, in pursuit either of a grand scheme of ambition, or of a licen-

tious passion, disgraceful to his age and station.

The prince who says my peo^^le, in the same sense that he would say
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my dogs or horses, is in perpetual danger of using them, like those ani-

mals, only as instruments of his pleasure or pastime.

Let these examples, which we have contrived to set down on paper

—

for the most part from memory—serve to persuade the Sythian Oppres-

sor of outraged and groaning Muscovy, that his days are numbered ; and

that the " weapon" which destroyed his Father, now glitters beneath the

indestructible sun of Poland's everlasting glory. Go to, vain man, proud

Czar, thou talk est of nothing.

But this is not all. England must look to it. The time is come

when her deeds, her acts (not her " words" sxidi fair promises) , will be

looked upon, by all good men, as demonstrative of her sincere, generous,

and noble intentions, as regards degraded Poland. Let all true patriots

—whether at home or abroad, pause, ponder, and pronounce, after they

shall have read the following, from a poem entitled " The World,"

lately published : we quote froua that melancholy, but spirit-stirring

work; as follow, respecting Poland and L'eland :

—

"Oh ! would that thy sad fate. Napoleon !

Would speak unto the nations with a voice

Whereto the sound of thunder were the lisp

Of infant innocence.—O ! taught by thee,

Would they but learn the sacred claims of Freedom—
Whicli, long oppress'd, viust rise again in strength

Of fury irresistible, and break.

Even as a potter's vessel, thrones that stand

In self-assur'd security—how frail

—

Upon a groaning nation's prostrate neck.

Still are the nations blind,— still are they deaf;

Or they would hear the earthquake muttering,—
The first of that tierce tempest brewing now.
And gathering with fell wrath, that soon must break
Upon their crowned heads, and crush them down
Unto perdition, thence no more to rise.

For how much longer, think ye, tyrant slaves.

Fair Genoa shall mourn her freedom gone,

—

Or Venice, thron'd upon her hundred isles.

Look out across the Adriatic wave,

Whose every rij)ple murmurs liberty.

And count her forged chains, and deem them sweet
How long shall Norway writlie beneath the Swede,
Or Poland curse in vain the Russian voke ?"

"Oh England!—orphan child of Liberty,

Whicli else had died, and left the world no heir ;

—

Shame to tliee, when the Polish battle cry

First reach'd thine ear,—that thou wert foun as one
B2
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That never had shed blood for Freedom's sake,

Nor worn her colours on thv plumed crest

!

Shame on thee ! what thou inight'st have done is clear.

Nor can'st thou now evade the damning stain

Of foul reproach which still must cling to thte.

Conniving, as thou didst, at Poland's wrongs.

Oh ! had the British lion from thy shore

Plung'd into ocean, and with dauntless breast.

And streaming mane terrific, stemm'd the seas,

How had the Baltic trembled at the sight

!

How had the Karpacs echoed with his roar

!

While slaves that languish in Siberian wastes

Had heard the glorious sound with ecstacy.

Shame on thee, France, white-liver'd France ! (for then

Thv lilies were a symbol fit for thee)

That thou didst not pour forth thv chivalry,

Thy armed youth, invincible indeed

Had Britan'join'd thee—and with rapid march

Baffle this new-fledged tyrant of his will.

And Austria, thou,—absorbing gulf of freedom.

In which fair Italy has sunk at last,

—

Thou many-kingdom'd nation of fierce slaves

Which soon shall drag from thy ensanguin'd brow

Thv bold tiara, gemm'd with pilfer'd spoils.

Thou hypocrite,—whose " arm'd neutrality
"

Was but a secret coaipact with the lluss,

—

Could nought appeal to thee ?—could nought avail ?

Could not the claim of gratitude, well earn'd,

Kmck at thv heart for one remembrancer No.

—

Ee nemberest thou when Sobieski came,

In thv most abject need,—or else thy name,

Austria, ere this, had been of things that were

—

And with fell valour suddenly put forth

S atter'd the Moslem host, and with his sword

S uck down her glittering crescent to the dust ?"

"Yet Poland shall be free— she shall be free

—

The sound of her immeasurable wrongs.

The sound of her de?i?airing voice, goes forth

To all the nations, and the time's at hand

When, Russia, thou shalt pay the great account,

/nl retribution shall be wreak'd on thee.

Say, dost thou fondly tliink that liberty,

Wiiich, lilce the element of water pent

In the earth's centre by compulsive force.

At length must find its level—dost thou think

That freedom, portion of the living God,

His attribute and essence, and His power,

Shall be subdued by thee ?—oh vain of thought !

—

Thou think'st, perchance, he Polish husbandman

Shall deem his bondage Ugirt, when he beholds
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His father's sacred bones obstruct the ploug'i,

Or knows the blood outpour'd of his brave sons

Has sunk in silence to enrich the soil ;

—

No—not far off I see the levyinjj hosts,

—

Their bristling spears bright glist'ning to the sun

—

Their flashing swords OjUick leaping from the sheath,

—

Their fierce artillery with hurrying speed

Drawn to the field,—charg'd for the ready matc'i

—

And there I see thy downfall—thy defeat

—

Thy vain opposing weakness, Tyranny,
'Gainst the resistless power of Freedom's sons !"

" O England ! purify thy hands from sin.

From the foul spot and stain of tyranny.

Look to thy sister isle, and there behold

A portion of thy empire, how depress'd.

Degraded, and despis'd—wrong'd, basely wrong'd !

Faction predominant, that borrows terms

_ Of Christian faith to work oppression by.

Upheld at home her curs'd ascendancy

—

Justice delav'd, because her groaning sens

Have long become impatient of delay

—

Redress withheld, because they dare to tell ye.

That they have wrongs that ouglit to be redress'd.

Faith foiced upon them, on religion's plea,

Because ve say (truly) " cur faith is best,"

The Vv-hich to prove j'ou claim tbeir money for it.

O profitable faith ! and worth adoption.

Since it serves two at once, both God and Mammon.
Oh I tamper not with Justice, till at last.

In deep disgust and horror at your sins,

Siis fling her scales aside, and wield the sword.

The two-edg'd sword, with no respective mercy.

When her most sacred dictates are despis'd.

Wliat ! know ye not, or have ye never heard.

Perchance, of the wild justice called Revenge ?

Oh ! sv/erve not from tlie path direct from right.

Still to uphold a bloated hierarchy

Useless or worse ; since to their sacred charge

Incompetent, or else unserviceable.

If rather they have not betiay'd their charge.

You have tried force with Ireland : it avails not

;

You have tempted them with scenes of luxury.

Which, traitors to the faith they have been taught

To hold as true, might have been sliar'd with them.

You liave tried all things with them—and in vain :

All things, save Ju.-iticc, which you ne'er have tried

;

Give them but justice—make them one with us.

And leave their altars free, and they are one !"

,t

One word more, and we have done. Is Lord Pulmerston in good
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earnest, or not ? And shall not England, the land of the greatly and

proudly /?'^c—the nurse of manufactures—the cradle of commerce—the

mother of arts and sciences—the empress-queen of the ocean—shall not

England be permitted to

—

Strike the Blow ?

Alas ! mv country. How are the mighty fallen ! Your political cox-

combs cry "peace," but there is no peace. Oh, my country ! How

long shall we be doubly doomed to await the doubtful result of Lord

Durham's ministerial prostration before the lingering animal remi-

niscence of the Czar's late Empress Mother, Catherine ? How long

of political time will that otherwise sagacious and high-bosomcd Saxon

nobleman waste, in attempting to fling his peerless toga over the iron-

plumage of the Russian Eagle ? Is Lord Durham acquainted with the

language of the eves ? Can his Lordship look into the eyes of humanity,

as well as inhumanity ? Has he not looked into the bright and beautiful

eyes of bridal loveliness? Has- he not— long ago— looked into

the eyes of Imperial, but villanous manhood ? Now, if his Lordship

have not done so already, let him look " sternly," into the eyes of the

Eagle of the north. And if ice are not prophetically deceived, he will see

the words—Turkey! India!! England!!! The whole world (?) !!!!

engraven on the tablet of his heart.

As Englishmen, having some just pretensions to true patriotism—we

conjure Lord Durham not to make this discovery a state secret. Lord

Palmerston must not felicitate his vanity, by a constant contemplation

of the splendour of his gaudy, yet worthless coronet—but spring away

from his couch of political sloth, and put on tlie Roman, once for all

—

Humani nihil alienum.

Would to heaven we could persuade ourselves that our Foreign Secre-

tary had a mind calculated to grapple with the sun—that glorious day-

god of wisdom, and universal benevolence—and deem his nearest rela-

tion to be the beatific and patriotic Creator of the wide and teeming

universe—but we canr.ot. Ed.
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SONG.

O coMK, my love ! with me,

And let us tempt the sea

:

The storms are all reposing in their -wintry cave :

The sun is shining high.

And all cloudless is the sky,

And the merry bark goes cheerly on the sparkling wave.

But if thou'lt come with me,

The sun, the sky, the sea,

Shall wear a fresher tint and fairer beauty soon :

Far brighter than the sky

Shines thy bonny laughing eye.

And thv " merry smile" is dearer than the deep spring noon !

O come, my love ! the deep

Lies hushed in sunny sleep :

The dolphin goes rejoicing through his ocean blue :

O come, my love ! we'll be

As blithe and gay as he,
'

Careering in our little bark the wild wave through

;

And, as we bound along.

We'll list some faery song.

Of elfin champions tilting in the moonshine pale
;

Or knights and ladies sheen,

Beneath the summer treen.

With sunbeams flaunting bright, on pennon, plume, and mai\

Then come, my love, with me
;

Our little argosie

Shall quickly leave the land and all its Cfre5 behind:
Or should they dare pursue,

We'll drown the haggard crew.

Or fling them with our canvass, to the soft sca-w!rd.
For o'er the glittering tide,

Attendant love shall guide

Our little bark, light dancing through the foam and spiay.
And from his fragrant wing
The vernal breezes fling,

To guide Ui o'er the waters on our clear pathway. H»"
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THE DESPOTISM OF THE AGE OF BRONZE.

Thb despc'tism of the last reign is proverbial. It was, however,

pregnant with events which have not only rendered our age an age of

enli"'htennient ; but they have conduced to signalize it in a very eminent

de"-ree. True it is, " the age of bronze" fostered that literature which

was one day destined to destroy it. The literature of despotism, like

our church pestilent-cant, and pulpit-hypocrisy, may not stand upon its

own wickedness. Truth must be sought from a simple heart. It is

impossible that we should discover it elsewhere. The learning of despot-

ism consists of folly, ambition, and madness. Death is its bosom friend ;

annihilation its polluted and final sanctuary. The chambers of Orus, and

the burning brow of the adamantine divinity of heaven, have no charms

for despotism. It shrinks, appalled, from both daylight and rational

liberty. It turns with hatred, from unpretending patriotism ; and

affects to despise every true lover of his country. It presumes to de-

nounce every independent principle of loyalty, and recklessly violates the

first duty of practical humanity, by trampling on the laws which weremade

to secure the general good, the peace and happiness of a free-born people.

The intrusion of any popular voice was received with uncommon bitter-

ness of exacerbation, and rewarded by a " significant frown " from the

highest quarter of the state. The very mention of the name of Henry

Brougham was said to have more than once deprived the wearer of the

crown of England of sleep,—not to say sweet sleep. Good and reflecting

men will not marvel at what has been writ. They who have, through

the noiseless loopholes of retreat, watched the progress of concurrent

events, are more than prepared to hear what the historian shall write

on the truth-telling page of history.

It is no less a singular than an afflicting fact, that the reign which was

so hypocritically celebrated as the climax of warlike and literary splen-

dour, but which has always appeared to us to have been the consumma-

tion of all that was terrible to human tenderness and the best interests of

humanity, should have been sovereignised by a vain, dissolute, and ig-

noble national magistrate.

Talent appears, in those days of private and public abominations,

to have been robbed of its conscious elevation in the scale of society, and

of its undoubted claims to respect, if not deference, from both the King

and his Ministers. Talent and independence, which almost invariably

walk hand in hand, were invariably at a discount, whilst the Jerry

Sneaks of both Oxford and Cambridge ever found a ready way to the

imperial smile of valetudinarian decrepitude and irrecoverable debauchery.

" Where are the miglity thunderbolts of war ?

" The Roman Csesars and the Grecian ciiiefs,
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'» Tlie boast of story ? where the hot-brain'd youtli

«' Who the tiara at his pleasure tore,

"From kings of all the then discovered globe,

" And cried, forsooth, because his arm was hanijier'd,

"And had not room enough to do its work?
" Alas ! how slim, dishonourably slim,

" And cramm'd into a space we blush to name !

"Proud royalty ! how alter'd in thy looks!

«' IIow blank the features, and how wan thy hue

!

" Sou of the morning, ^;\ hither art thou gone ?

" Where hast thou hid thy many-spangled head,

" And the majestic menace of thine eyes,

<• Felt from afar ?"

When splendid talent sufTers itself to be deprived of that noble eleva-

tion, of which it isreasonably proud—robbed of the erectness and giantry

of its manhood, which is its noblest attribute, and best concomitant
;

it

is high time the nation to which it belongs, should se^s/jecif the purity

of its motives, and the bent of its calamitous, if not pestiferous inclina-

tions. In the last reign we had some independent, many good and

literate men. The belles lettres are said to have flourished exceedingly.

The mild and unostentatious philosophy of Bentham ;
the sublime fer-

vour of Reginald Heber : the simplicity of Crabbe ;
the lofty, but

satanised spirit of Bvron ; the wonderful powers of Scott
;
the attic

mind of Mackintosh ;' the patriotic purity of Can-ington ; all these, with

a brilliant exception or two, should seem to have been confounded by a

discustino- servility. It appears to us, as if the resplendent genius

of °man were laid prostrate at the foot of that shrine where sat the

Tyrant Gentleman of the age. which he manifestly disgraced, who

practised the duplicity and corruption of courts, without their amenity

of manners, and entailed upon his people the awful responsibility of

wars, that he might bask for a short hour beneath the sunshine of

national glory.

The highest praise the impartial historian can award him amounts

to nothin^g; nav, less than nothing. He supported the stage-trick

of royalty with more than usual sagacity, if not intellectual powers

;

but it i6 surely painful to contemplate any character more odious and

despicable than that of a First Magistrate having become a bloated liber-

tine, who, under the frown of a civil-list female, or a pluralist priest,

sign's the warrant for the execution of a malefactor, or the mandate that

is'to murder industrious citizens—lays waste a populated town or village

— to create in the bosoms of mothers all the agonies of despair; ia the

minds and appreliensions of orphans all the horrors of indescribable de-

solation !
< • • ir

True courage, manlv fortitude, is ever found displaying itself on, as

well as round about, the throne. It has been said that " heroism" itself

possesses a splendour that in great measure apologises for its want of

moderation—or, in other words, its manifold excesses. But what ex-

cuse shall be urged for him who, from the giddy summits of ideal se-

curity, sanctions an order for the massacre of the inhabitants of bcio,

or impels a Castlereagh to applv the knife to his jugular vein ?

It is well for the English nation that a " change has come o er tlie

shadow of its dream." William the Fourth will live and die in the

licarts of his people. Was " Reform" necessary ? O.
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THE COLTON PAPERS.—No. IV.

I NOW turn from the sanguinary triumphs I have been attempting to

describe to scenes of a less active, but scarcely less wondrous description ;

I mean those in which, in the midst of danger and anarchy, a provincial

government was suddenly organised ; established order called into exis-

tence from the elements of the wildest confusion ; and the dynasty of

one of the most powerful monarchs in the world, overthrown with a ra-

pidity almost unequalled in history.

To' put the reader fully in possession of this part of the subject, I

must return to my narrative. On the morning of Wednesday, I stated

in a preceding " paper," that a meeting of sevei'al of the deputies had

taken place, to consider the measures necessary for them to adopt under

the circumstances in which they were now placed by the obnoxious

ordinances.

These gentlemen held subsequent meetings on Tuesday and Wednes-

day, and on the latter day put forth a solemn Protest against the legality

of this audacious attempt of the Ministry against the rights of election

and the freedom of the press, declaring that they still considered them-

selves the legitimate representatives of the people. It was at the man-

sion of M. Laffitte, the banker, that this Protest was agreed upon. It

was signed bv most of theDeputies resident inParis,but the absence of some

well-known names gave rise at the moment, and also subsequently, to

considerable remark. Among the signatures appeared the name of one

never backward when the cause of liberty demands his aid, that of the

venerable Lafavette. This genuine patriot was now called upon, not

only by his brother Deputies, but by the unanimous voice of the capital,

to become the head of a Provisional Government, and Commander-in-

Chief of the National Guards.

These important, and at this moment most dangerous posts, the vete-

ran patriot of 1789 did not for a moment hesitate to accept, and having

hastilv written a proclamation, announcing his acceptation of the com-

mand, which concluded with the following cheering sentence, "Liberty

shall ^triumph, or we will all perish together," he set out from ]M. Laf-

fitte's] to assume his functions at the Hotel de Ville. The General

was escorted by a large body of the National Guards, and followed by

thousands of his fellow-citizens, amid whose acclamations, and the

roar of cannon and musketry from the neighbourhood of the Lou-

vre, where the conflict was raging with unabated violence, he was in-

stalled in his great office. General Gerard and the Duke de Choiseul

were appointed to co-operate with Lafa}-ette in the government at this

momentous crisis, but the nomination of that respectable nobleman ^I. de

Choiseul was not acted upon. Other members were afterwards added to

the Provisional Administration, as will be subsequently explained. But

we must now proceed to put our readers in possession of the public do-

cuments and immediate operations of this Provisional Government,
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which, with a courage truly Roman, and a conviction that at sucii a mo-
ment neutrality was a crime, because vacillation might be fatal, grasped
with an untrembling hand the reins of authority—Trepidantem protegit

urbem. Acting on this principle, " Salus populi suprema lex," thev in-

stantly adopted those firm and decisive measures which we are about to

record ; measures that, in the glowing language of Demosthenes, "have
caused the danger that hung over the city to pass from it as a cloud;"
measures that reinstated tranquillity, security, and happiness,—those

golden fruits of a constitutional freedom, their legitimate and parent

stock. The principal and prominent acts of the temporary Government
will best be understood by a perusal of those documents through which
they were promulgated. These authentic papers will be matter of future

history, and we give them a place in our memoir, on account of the great

interest they must command. They paint in the most forcible language
the then very critical state of Paris, and the feelings of the legislative

authorities at this awful moment :

—

" BRAVE CITIZENS OF PARIS.

Your conduct during these days of disaster is above all praise. While
Charles X. abandoned his capital, and gave you up to gendarmes and
Swiss, you defended your homes with a courage truly heroic. Let us
but persevere and redouble our ardour ; let us put forth a few more efforts,

and your enemies will be overcome. A general panic has already taken
possession of them. We have stopped the courier they had despatched to

Dijon for reinforcements, and to command the Duchess d'Angouleme not
to return. A Provisional Government is established—three most hon-
ourable citizens have undertaken its important functions. These are
Messrs. Lafayette, Choiseul, and Gerard, in whom you will find courage,
firmness, and prudence. This day will put an end to all your anxieties,

and crown you with glorv. " Les Deputes de la France."
"Julv29th.

The first public document of General Lafayette appeared as follows,

on the morning of Friday :

—

" DEAR FELLOW-CITIZENS AND BRAVE COMRADES.

"The confidence of the people of Paris has once more called me to

the command of the public forces. I accept witli devotedness and joy
the duties entrusted to mc, and, as in 17 89, I feel myself strongly sup-

ported hy the approbation of my honourable colleagues now in Paris. I

make no profession of my principles—they are already well known. The
conduct of the po])ulation of Paris during the last days of trial has made
me still more than ever proud of being at tlicir liead. Liberty shall

triumph, or we will all perish together

!

" Vive la Liberte! Vive la Patrie !

"July 29. "Lafayette."

"staff of the national guards.

" Gen. I>afayette informs the Mayors and Members of tiic Municipal
Committee of the different Arrondissements that he has accepted the chief

command of the National Guards, which had been assigned liim by the
public wish, and with which he has just been invested unanimously by
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the Deputies assembled at the house of M. Laffitte. He invites the May-
ors and Committees of each Arrondissement to send an officer to receive

the General's orders at the Hotel de Ville, whither he is about to proceed

to await their arrival.

" By order of Gen. Lafayette,
" July 29." " His Aid-de-Camp, Beauvais Poque."

" ORDER OF THE DAY.

" The Ci^neral commanding in chief, on issuing this his first Order of

the Day, cannot refrain from expressing his admiration of the patriotic,

courageous, and devoted conduct of the population of Paris. They won
their freedom in 1789, and France will owe them the same obligation

in 1830. The Commander-in-Chief considers it a cause for great satis-

faction to tlie Capital and himself, that he is aided by the co-operation

and counsel of General Gerard, whose name alone promises every thing

for France, and for all Europe, but towards whom the General-in-Chief

feels bound to express his personal gratitude for his conduct towards his

old friend on this important occasion. The generous conduct of the

citizens of the capital is a sufficient guarantee that they will maintain

that which thev have conquered, but the necessary repose must be united

with the noble eflbrts which the country and the cause of liberty still re-

quire from them. The Commander-in-Chief is thei'efore occupied in

regulating the dutv in such manner that a part only of the citizens need

be under arms on each day. Orders in this respect Mill be published.

"July 29."

These were immediately succeeded by the three following proclama-

tions :
—

"head-quarters op the national guards.

"General .Lafayette has been to-day, as he was in 1789, nominated

General-in-Chief of the National Guards. Count Alexander de la Borde,

one of the Deputies, resumes his functions as Cliief of the Staff. JVl. Au-
dry de Puyraveau, merchant, another Deputy, has been appointed by the

General-in-Chief to be his first Aid-de-Camp. To Arms ! to Arms !

brave citizens of Paris ! To Arms, ye National Guards. We call upon
you in the name of the nation. The women are invited to make up tri-

coloured cockades, the only national colour.

" The National Guards of Paris are re-established.

"The colonels and officers are invited to re-organize immediately the

service of the National Guards. The sub-officers and privates should be

ready to muster at the first beat of the drum. In the mean time they

are requested to meet at the residences of the officers and sub-officers of

their former companies, and to enter their names upon the roll. It is im-

portant to re-establish good order, and the municipal commission of Paris

rely upon the accustomed zeal of the National Guards in favour of liberty

and public order. Tlie colonels, or in their absence the chiefs of battal-

ions, are requested to present themselves immediately at the Hotel de

Ville, to consult upon the first steps to be taken for the good of the service.

"This 29th of July. (Signed) " Lafayette.

A true copy, etc." " Zimmer."

"The companies of the National Guards will continue their formation
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SO happily commenced. An officer from every legion is to be sent im-

mediately to the Hotel de "\'ille for orders.
'

' The different armed corps will receive orders from head-quarters, or

are to apply there for them.
" All persons are expressly forbidden, in the name of good order and

the public safety, to fire off their arms upon any other occasion than for

the defence rendered necessary by the most outrageous aggression upon
the public peace and liberty."

ORDER OF THE DAY.

" I^et the means of defence be organised in each legion, and let com-
munications be established, so that the weakest points mav be most
stronglv guarded. Let a reserve be made from such of the legions as

are least in danger, and be formed of a moiety of the disposable force,

and let the abandoned barracks be as much as possible re-established.

Let them be put into relation with tlie envii-ons, so that no person may
be permitted to pass beyond the barriers without a permission from the

Comraander-in Chief, or from the commission of government. Let a

daily return be made to head-quarters of the numbers of each legion, the

state of the arms and ammunition. The commandant renews his order

to the commanders of legions for them to send daily an officM- with 25
men to form the guard at head-quarters. There shall be established at

head-quarters a body of 25 young men, to be employed in carrying out

orders, and who shall be distinguished by a badge on the arm.
•' From the Hotel de Ville, this 29th July. Lafayette."

General Duboui'g, who in the anarchy which reigned during this morn-
ing, had been momentarily invested with, or had assumed, the command
of the citizens, and was afterwards admitted to a temporary command
under the provisional government, issued the following proclamations:

—

" FELLOW CITIZE.NS.

" You have by universal acclamation elected me to be your general.

I will prove mjself worthy of the noble National Guards of Paris. We
fight for our laws and liberty. Fellow-citizens ! triumph is certain. I

entreat your obedience to the commands of your chiefs. Troops of the

line have already surrendered, and some of the regiments of the royal

guards are ready to do the same. The traitors who have excited this

civil war, and have conceived that they might with impunity massacre
the people, will be compelled to render an account before the tribunals for

their violation of the laws and for their sanguinary plots.

" From head-quarters on the Place de la Bourse, which is the general

rendezvous, this 2yth July. "General Dubouro."

ORDEU OF THE DAY.

"The authorities, who derived their title from the charter, have torn
it to pieces, pronounced their own condemnation, and abandoned all their

posts ; all good citizens have now only to follow the dictates of their own
courage and conscience. The people have taken up arms ; they have
luaiiitaineil order, and «tr« on the point of reconquering ull their rights

)
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but organization is still called for in every direction. To obtain it, it is

earnestly desired :

" 1. That the deputies of the departments assembled at Paris, will im-

mediately proceed to the Hotel de Ville, which is become the centre of

organization, tliere to consult on the measures to be taken.

" 2. That tlie mayors of Paris do immediately repair to their respec-

tive mayoralties to wait the instructions that will be sent to them for the

maintenance of order, and the defence of persons and property.

" 3. That each of the mayors will send one of his deputies to the

Hotel de Ville to join in forming a commission to deliberate upon the

interests of Paris.

"4. The members of the definitive bureaus of the colleges of Paris

at the last elections, will meet at the chief places of their respective

mavories, to form together with the mayors a permanent council.

"5. The deputies of Paris are specially invited, in the name of the

duties imposed upon them by their nomination by tlieir fellow citizens,

to proceed immediately to the Hotel de Ville.

" 6. All persons employed at the prefecture arc required to repair to

their posts to execute the orders of their superiors.

" 7. The legions of the National Guards will muster in their respec-

tive arrondissements, in order that they may, by the usual measures,

protect persons and property. " For the provisional government.
" By order of Genearl Duuoirg, " J. Baud.

" Hotel de Ville. 29th July. " Colonel Zimmkr."
The reader may conceive theeftcct of thc^e inspiriting documents upon

the public mind,—harassed by the most frightful suspense, and hourly

agitated by reports of disaster and defeat. Until this period, the inhabi-

tants of Paris had not permitted themselves to hoi)e that tlieir resistance

could be attended with a triumph so complete. But the name of Lafay-

ette and his patriot associates gave a promise of success, of peace, order,

and security, which tranquilHsed the most timid, and gave new courage

to the bold. Crowds surrounded every placard, and they were every

where read with tran^^ports of joy.

Previous to the formation of the provisional governmeut, an attempt

at accommodatibn with the King was made on the part of the Deputies,

who had again assembled in the morning, at the house of M. Latfitte.

A deputation, consisting of General Gerard, Count de Jiobau, and
Messrs. Lathtte, Casimir Perier, and Mauguin, proceeded, amidst the fire

of musketry, to treat with the Duke de Raguse, at the chateau of the

Tuileries. M. LaiHtte represented in glowing language the dejilorable

state of the capital, blood flowing in all directions, and the report of

musketry heard in every quarter as in a city taken by assault ; and in the

name of the assembled deputies of France, declared the marshal personally

responsible for tlie fatal consequences of so lamentable an event. The
marshal replied—" military honour is obedience." " And civil honour,"
rejoined M. LafHttc, " is not to massacre the citizens." The marshal
then said :

—
" But, gentlemen, what are the conditions you propose ?"

The answer was :
—"Without reckoning too much upon our influence, we

believe we may reply that every thing will be restored to order upon the

following conditions :—the repeal of the illegal ordinances of July 25
;

the dismissal of ministers ; and the convocation of the chambers on the
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3d of August." The marshal admitted that, as a citizen, he might not
disapprove, but even participate in the opinions of the deputies ; never-

theless, as an officer, he had received his orders, and would execute them
;

he would, however, engage to lay the propositions before the King,
in the space of half an hour. " But, moreover, gentlemen," added the

marshal, "if you wi.?h to have a conference on this subject with the

Prince de Polignac, he is at hand, and I will go and ask him if he can
receive you." In a quarter of an hour the marshal returned, and inform-
ed the deputies that the Prince considered that the nature of the conditions

proposed rendered a conference useless. " There is then a civil war,"
answered M. Latfitte. The marshal bowed, and the deputies withdrew.

It would appear, however, that the conditions thus peremptorily re-

jected by the President of the Council, were not so unpalatable to his

master, for, on the same evening, the IMarquis de Pastoret, Chancellor of

France, !M. de Semonville, grand referendary, and the Count d'Agnault,

a peer of France, arrived at the Hotel de A'ille, to announce that his

majesty^had appointed the Duke de Mortemart to the post held by Polig-

nac, and to declare that he would accept any ministry he might select,

and withdraw the fatal ordinances ;—but that which would have been
accepted in the morning with gratitude, it was now too late to ofier,

and the reign of Charles the Tenth had, from that moment, virtually

closed.

There are many other brilliant exploits conjoined with this brief era

of prodigies, but of a minor and less important character : among which
may be named, the storming of the archbishop's palace, and gallant

attacks upon several strongly-guarded public buildings; but, as these afl'airs

are more or less connected with anecdotes of personal prowess and
traits of individual magnanimity, an account of them will be reserved

for a subsequent part of our narrative.—At four o'clock on the evening
of this glorious day, the awful question of victory might be said to be
decided, and the battle won. At this triumphant moment, we might,

without a solecism, affirm that the Parisians had taken Paris ! Words
of brief but most portentous import, involving no less a consequence than
this, whether that city, the emporium of such treasures of science and
chefs d'uuvre of art, a city so heroically rescued from the grasp of

tyranny by its inhabitants, should, henceforward, be tenanted by free-

men or by slaves.

We will now proceed to give a rapid sketch of the aspect, crest-fallen

and forlorn, which the troops exhibited at this particular moment.
Three days of fatigue and ]nivation, of peril and of havoc, had consum-
mated their work. Of all that formidable array of splendour and of

strength, of )iomp and of power, nothing but a wreck remained. These
brave, but misguided victims of an authority both insolent and imbecile,

were broken down and frittered into numerous small parties of fugitives,

presenting motley groups, composed of fragments of different regiments

whom chance or accident had thrown together ; many of these fugitives

were without arms or equipments, and many more in disguise, but all

of them in full, but disorderly retreat, occupied by one solitary hope,

and actuated but by one consideration, the preservation of theij lives.

Tlii.s hope was realized ! and it was a spectacle most exhilarating to the

best feelings of our nature, to observe, that the moment these brave but
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unfortunate men had ceased to be an object of fear, they had also ceased

to be an object of vengeance. The valour that had effected their defeat,

was a sure and certain guarantee that such courage would be accom-

panied with clemency. It would seem that this great and magnanimous

people, though left to the sole impulse of their own generous hearts,

had already prejudged all the circumstances of their case, and, even in

the tumultuous moment of victory, had unanimously decided for mercy.

T)ie principal body of that confused mass, which once formed an army,

took the direction of the road to St. Cloud, and if the slightest spark

of hope still remained in any of the adlierents of the Court, it must have

been extinguished by the silent tale of total discomfiture, so visible in

the forlorn appearance of this shattered band. Their march, or rather

their flight, was retarded at times by the feeble resistance of their rear-

guard, occasionally facing about, and keeping up a desultory fire, re-

turned with vivacity by the people, who harassed their flanks, and con-

tinued their pursuit as far as the barrier of the Etoile. Cuirassiers

mingled with the gendarmes de chasse, officers grouped with privates,

trumpeters and drummers thronged in by dragoons and lancers, some
dismounted, others on horses jaded or bleeding, portions of regiments

of the line mixed up with the splendid but disordered trappings of the

garde royale ; some fainting and breathless from exhaustion, others

tendering their feeble help to the. wounded ; the flashes of musketry

piercing, at intervals, through the heavy cloud of dust that envelopedthem ;

the triumphant acclamations of the people ; the melancholy and dejected

air of the vanquished, formed altogether a moving picture, which the

imagination may conceive, but a true idea of which can be formed only

by those by whom it was witnessed. By degrees, and in proportion as

the knowledge began to diffuse itself, that quarter would be granted to

all that surrendered themselves, this multitudinous and motley mass con-

tinued to experience, at almost every step, a diminution of its numbers.

Already, in various quarters of Paris, whole bodies of troops, of all arms
and descriptions, had thrown themselves, with joint acclaim, into the

ranks of the people ; and it was evident, that the fratei'nisation of the

whole army, and their adoption of the popular cause, was at hand.

Already mutual embraces, and tears of joy and I'apture, certain omens
of the triumph of liberty, were exchanging and exchanged. At this

moment of generous enthusiasm, hands were joined in the grasp of friend-

ship and love, that had, but a moment before, been engaged in the work
of mutual carnage and destruction.

Hurried avi'ay by the current of events, so animating from the uni-

form success that attended them, we have not, hitherto, noticed the

proceedings of that infatuated family, whose fatal obstinacy gave rise to

these scenes of blood. By the culpable silence of those around him, we
must charitably hope, that the monarch, on liis tottering throne, was not

aware of the dreadful slaughter which rendered Paris, on the Wednes-
day, a vast and reeking charnel-house. Those who best knew, in private

life, the deposed monarch, testify to the kindness of his natural disposi-

tion : but, surrounded by " the curst ungodliness of zeal," his native

benevolence was converted into the rigidity of despotism, and, while his

subjects were falling in every volley, he was calmly pursuing the plea-

fiures of the chase. Far liiifergnt wero the sensations of the uaiiable



THE COLTOM PAPERS. 17

Duchess de Berry on that eventful day. She was universally beloved

by the Parisians ; her numerous charities, and the innocent gaiety of lier

disposition, had endeared her to all classes. With feelings that amounted
to agony, she distinctly heard the volleying musketry, the booming of

the artillery, which rung alike the knell of many a brave citizen, and
of lier maternal hope of seeing her offspring on the most brilliant throne

of Europe. Unable any longer to endure the torture of suspense, she

mounted one of the towers of St. Cloud, and clearly distinguished, by
the aid of a telescope, the tri-coloured flag on the public edifices of the

city. Struck with consternation, she descended, embraced her children,

bedewed them with a mother's tears, and vowed never to be separated

from them. On the return of the King from the chase, the last that the

roj'al domains of France afforded him, she threw herself at his feet, and
implored him, in terms the most energetic, while it was yet time, to

change his resolution, if not for the sake of humanity, at least, that he
might not, for ever, destroy the splendid destiny that awaited her son.

The misguided monarch received her very coldly at first ; but, when he
had heard her pleadings, told her that she was a fool, bid her busy her-

self about her ball-dresses, while he, an indignant monarch, punished an
ungrateful people.

At this period, not a doubt of the ultimate success of the royal cause

could be entertained by the inhabitants of the Court. The verv sup-

position, tliat nearly twenty thousand of the finest troops in Europe
could be beaten by a mob of citizens, hastily collected, and without

arms, was scouted as ridiculous ;—and, although on the very verge of

fate, a calm reigned over the palace of St. Cloud : its inhabitants were
fully persuaded that tbe morrow would restore tranquillity to the city,

and then for the work of vengeance .-' The arrest of many eminent men
was decreed, and a council of war summoned, to speedily extirpate the

political heresy of many of the liberal peers, the editors of the journals,

who had so nobly signed their protest against the Ordinances, and those

fearless judges, Messrs. De Belleyme and Genneron, who, from the

judicial seat of their respective tribunals, had pronounced their illegality.

Musketry and the guillotine were to be the instruments of vengeance ;

and dreadful would have been the fate of the proscribed, had not the

valour of their fellow-citizens rendered the designs of arbitrary power
unavailable. Various and conflicting accounts reached the palace on
the morning of Thursday. Tlie mingled roar of musketry and artillery

was more tremendous than on the preceding day. Nature had not gar-

nished the visible horison with a cloud ; the sun shone with splendid radiance

in the blue serene, but over the city, at a low elevation, hung a sulphureous

canopy, which a|)pearcd like a funeral pall. To the inliabitants of the

surrounding heigiits, it must have liad the appearance of a volcano, sud-

denly throwing up its columns of smoke over the edifices it was about

to overwliclm. At last arrived the Duke of Ragusa, the master exccu

tioner, to whom tiic work of slaugliter had been confided, pale and brealh»

less. Reports had preceded him, and he found all in consternation.

Tlie Duke of Angoulcme, equally weak in adversity as heedless in pros-

perity, was reviewing tlie troops on his arrival ; he had more the air of

a suppliant for protection, than the heir apparent to a crown, in the

presence of his soldierv. Not a cry of loyalty to his cause was uttered,

M.M.— 12.
'

C
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to raise his drooping spirits, and the stolidity of consternation pervaded

every rank. On his return, he met the Duke of Ragusa, and the follow-

ing singular scene took place. The Marshal recounted his discomfiture,

but was rudely interrupted by the Dauphin exclaiming, " You promised

to hold out fifteen days, and here you are ; you have betrayed us, as you

did the city of Paris before. Do you know to whom you speak ?" The dis-

concerted Marshal answered, " To the Dauphin." " The King has made
me Generalissimo of the Army," was the rejoinder, " and in that quahty

I declare you to be a traitor." Then turning to a garde du corps, lie

ordered him to take the Marshal's sword. However, snatching it him-

self, he endeavoured to break it on the pommel of his saddle : the steel

resisted, and the Dauphin wounded his hand. He, thereupon, ordered

the Marshal into arrest.—-When the King was informed of this rude

and absurd conduct, he was much annoyed. Marmont was the only

man of mihtary talent who remained attached to the Court. However,

not to disgrace his son in the eyes of the army, he ordered the Marslial's

arrest to expire at the end of four hours, and invited him to dine at the

royal table. His cover was placed, but the indignant and ill-treated

officer did not attend. All was now confusion ; a council was hastily

called, and the blinded monarch proposed to abdicate in favour of the

Dauphin, who was in vain sought after for some period. He was at

last discovered, in the Hall of the Baths, whither he had repaired, in

consequence of a letter received from the Duchess, announcing that she

should arrive at eight that evening, and ordering a bath to be prepared.

It was then resolved by the council to place themselves in communica-

tion with M. Chateaubriand, whom they supposed to have some influence

with the people. Some letters passed, but nothing arose from this

attempt at negotiation. It was then finally resolved to dispatch the

Duke of Mortemart with ofl^ers to the Provisional Government, announ-

cing, that the obnoxious ordinances would be withdrawn, the ministry

changed, and every-thing placed upon its ancient footing ; also giving

him full powers to ofier, not only the King's abdication, but that of the

Dauphin, in favour of the Duke of Bordeaux, if found to be requisite.

" Let us," said the fallen sovereign, " preserve a remnant of the mon-
archy in the family." Embarrassed by the serious responsibility of this

mission, the duke requested a written authorisation, but the King quieted

his scruples Ijy assuring him upon the faith of a gentleman and a chris-

tian, that he would not, in any manner whatever, break through the en-

easements that might be made in his name. It is difficult to describe

the profound stupor and melancholy into which the late events had

thrown the King; whfn told by M. Coetlosquet that he had seen the

capture of the Tuileries with his own eyes, he replied, " It is not true."

The Dauphin still asserted that the royal cause had been betrayed by

the Duke of Ragusa. As the reports became more and more unsatisfac-

tory, the anger of the King increased to a degree of fury. He seized a

pen, issued an order declaring the Duke of Orleans a traitor to his coun- -

try, and ordered a party to proceed to his country residence at Neuilly,

and to make him a prisoner ; enjoining, at the same time, all his faithful

subjects to rally around him. This order, however, it was found impos-

sible to obey, the inhabitants of the adjoining villages having already

taken up arms in the national cau.*e.—Still further enraged at the safety
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of his Intended victim, and information reaching him of the heroic part

taken by the young gentlemen of the Polytechnic School, he launched

forth an Ordinance, ordering its dissolution. This was the last degree of

infatuated imbecility ; and, like many which preceded it, was more the

subject of contempt than obedience. By this time the Duke of Morte-

mart had leturned from his important mission, with a countenance that

announced the worst. It appeared that, on repeating the concessions of

which he was the bearer to General Lafayette, that staunch patriot of

other times returned for answer, in presence of his assembled staff and

officers, that " He was only called to head the National Guards, for the

preservation of public safety, and had no authority whatever to treat with

His Majesty."

How gladly would now the terms, proposed in the morning, by M.
Laffitte and the deputation to the Duke of Ragusa during the murderous

slaughter, and contemptuously refused by Polignac, have been accepted

!

but the hour was past—victory on all sides rested witli the people. At

the expense of their life-blood they had torn the sceptre from the be-

sotted family, who had abused its power, and precautions were now to

be taken that a conquest so dearly obtained, should not be rendered futile

by the arts of diplomacy. The people generously did not ask indemnity,

or vengeance for the past, but tliey demanded security for the future.

Taught by experience, that even the charter might be explained, by artful

and designing men, to be hostile to their liberties, that the solemnities of

an oath might be broken at pleasure, they determined that sovereign

power should no more revert into the hands which had so arrogantly

abused it ; and nothing less than a total abdication was the general cry.

Hope, however, had not yet abandoned the court : another messenger

was di-spatched by Charles to the Provisional Government, demanding an

explicit replv to the offer of concession he had made. General Lafayette

returned the following note :

—

"An explicit answer is requested of me upon the situation of the

Royal Family since their last aggression upon the public liberties, and

the victory gained by the citizens of Paris. I will give it frankly. My
answer is, that reconciliation is impossible, and that the Royal family

have ceased to reign. "Lafayette."

About this period the Duchess of Angouleme arrived at St. Cloud.

Her determined and masculine mind is known to have had great influence

over the whole of the late royal family. After hearing the particulars,

and learning from the state of the troops, and the preparations made for

their reception in Paris, that any furtlier attack on the city was hopeless,

she proposed, with what soldiers still remained, and whose ranks were

hourly thinned by desertion, to retire behind the Loire, and foment a

counter revolution in La Vendee. Their deliberation was, however, cut

short by intelligence of the a])proach of large bodies of the National

Guard and the poi)uIace of Paris, upon which preparations were made to

abandon the palace ; and, lute in the night, this culpably obstinate family,

to whom former exile and adversity had given no lesson, once more left

the jjalace of their^ancestors on their melancholy pilgrimage
—

" The
world before them where to choose their place of rest, and Providence

their guide."

Tlic JJauphiu did not leave until the next day at ten o'clock, in a car-

C 2
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rlan-e drawn bv six hor?es, and followed by nine pieces of artillery, with

their caissons! Tlie Duke of Raguf a, who had been reconciled to the

prince, mounted on a spirited bay charger, with a scarlet velvet saddle,

and in the splendid uniform of a Marslial of France, rode by the door of

the carriai'-e. The 1st rej^nment of infantry of the Garde Royale, some

of the Gendarmerie d'elitc, and the scattered remains of the Lancers of

the Guard, followed. Tlie regiments under the command of General

Bordesoult, stationed at Versailles, refused to march ; the general him-

self, nevertheless, joined the melancholy cortege. The chateau was in-

stantly taken possession of by the popular force.

The onlv ministers who accompanied the royal family were M. Mon-

thel and C'apellc. The other five had dispersed, each to seek his indivi-

dual safety.

Previous to the departure of the troops, those who had suffered defeat

in Paris, and were encamped in the Bois de Boulogne, had refused to

assist in an\ movement contemplated against the people. A deputation

of officers ()f the line and pupils of the Polytechnic School had waited

upon the officers of the Royal Guard, and requested their co-operation.

These gallant men answered, that they were decided not to carry arms

in the cause of tyrannv against their fellow -citizens, but that until they

were released from their oaths, they could not unite with their brethren

in Paris. Dreadful to relate, the evening previous to the departure from

the palace, a number of soldiers of the royal guard who had cried Vive la

Charle ! were shot, and buried in the park of St. Cloud. It is said that

the number of thes3 victims to the frenzy of despotism amounted to

twentv-ei^ht. This, if it be true, was an act of cold-blooded assassina-

tion, for which tlie Duke of Angouleme, as Generalissimo of the Army,

must be responsible.

Bv easy stages, and at afoot-pace, the lugubrious and silent procession

reached llambouillct, a small town about twenty-eiglit miles from Paris,

where they seemed determined to make a stand, and to obtain, by a show

of resistance, the best terms possible. On his first arrival at Rambouillet,

the King sent to the Duke of Orleans, who bad been called upon unani-

hiouslv to assume the office of Lieutenant-General of the Kingdom, an

unqualified abdication; requesting, at the same time, a million of francs

in gold, and a safeguard to protect him on his passage to Cherbourg,

where he intended to cndjark for a foreign country. (This imj)0)-tant

fact will hereafter ap])ear, when 1 resume my account of the proceed-

ino-s in Paris— I am lierc compelled a little to anticipate, in order to

render the narrative clear.) The abdication was evidently dictated by

the fears of the King for his personal safety, as intelligence hourly reached

him tliat, as his ordinances arrived at the most remote towns and vil-

lan-es, no other stimulus was necessary to call into life the national flag,

and the tri-coloured cockade, even long before the events of Paris were

known. La Vendue, the most unenlightened province of Fi'ance, and

the supposed very focus of loyalty, displayed instantly the ensign of revolt.

The citizens of every town which led to the coast were under arms, and

the national guards of Rouen, Bolbec, and Elbcuf, were marching upon

Paris, and in the rear of his little army, not amounting to 3000 men.

With equal alacrity and generosity the provisional government imme-

distely depUted> as a safeguard, the five following comraissioucrs, of the
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highest respectabiUty in their different classes of society, the Duke of

Coigny, M. Odillon-Barrot, M. de Schonnen, M. Jacqueminot, and
Marshal Maison, sending- four millions of francs instead of the one de-

manded, but requiring at the same time the surrender of the crown dia-

monds, which although an heir-loom of the kingdom, the royal fugitive

had thought proper to carry oS". As if, however, this vacillating mo-
narch was determined to give one more proof to Europe of his want of

faith, or pitiable weakness in yielding to the pernicious counsels of those

around him, what was the surprise of the commissioners, on arriving at

Rambouillet, at being refused admittance to the royal presence, although

one million of the gold they had brought, and perhaps with too much,
confidence sent into the coffers of the king, was retained ! Evil coun-
sellors, it is to be supposed, had been at work during the few hours that

intervened between the abdication of the already deposed monarch and
the arrival of the commissioners. It is reported, that the only man in

the family, as the late emperor w-as used to call the Duchess of Angou-
leme, had insisted upon the king's putting a good face on the matter,

and probably, by this means, gaining better terms, and the assurance of

a magnificent pension during his exile. This vv'as eagerly seconded by
the numerous courtiers and placemen who formed the court, who spoke

of each retaining, by such a stipulation, his rank and salary. Another
plan was proposed, which I only mention for its absurdity, and as in-

dicative of the criminal ignorance of the rulers of the nation. The
Duchess asserted that twenty thousand troops remained faithful to the

royal cause on the frontiers of the liingdom ; that thofe, united to the

little army that followed their fate, might take possession of Montmartre,
and establish there a battery of fifty mortars. She assured them that

the present insurrection was by no means general, but was only caused by
the manufacturers of the Chaussee d'Antin, who had discharged their

workmen. Her project was to proclaim the dauphin king, to make all

other concessions but the liberty of the press, and then to offer to the

provisional government the alternative of submission, or of seeing fifty

thousand bombs thrown into the quarters of the Palais Royal, and the

Chausce d'Antin, the liot-bed of the revolt. As to the inhabitants of

the Faubourgs, they would be friendly to the royal cause, on promising

them the pillage of these two rich quarters of the city. M. Despinois,

de Guiche, and de Vassy, warmly supported this absurd ]ilan, but a chief

was wanting for this enterprise,—where was he to be found ? The
intended king was in such a state of abasement and confusion, that he
could not utter two consecutive ideas. He observed on this proposal,

however, with some degree of sagacity, " That the population of J'aris

would roll barrels of powder into tlie plaster quarries of Montmartre,
and blow himself and his camp into the air, which v.'ould not be very
agreeable to cither party." This resolution therefore w'as dismissed;

and the only liope that remained to the court was, that, by abdicating in

favour of the Duke of Dordeaux, a party might be formed, round which
the royalists might rally. It was also known that a few among the peo-

ple were for a rej)ublic : therefore, if time could be gained, a collision

upon tlie form of government might ensue among the Parisians, and
somctliing at last turn up in their favour.

That the wild and mischievous designs above described were enter-
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tained, after the desponding monarch had sent in his act of abdication,

and the remains of the com-t were anxiously waiting the expected safe-

guard and pecuniary supply, of both of which every passing hour more

and more disclosed the necessity,—is said to have been wholly the work

of the dauphiness, who had arrived at Rambouillet after her royal rela-

tives. On being informed of the steps taken on the preceding evening,

her fury knew no bounds. She protested, —nay, even swore, at the imbe-

cility of the measures taken, and endeavoured, by every argument in her

power, to persuade the king and her husband to make a stand, and at-

tempt, at least, the projects above-mentioned, to reduce the Parisians to

submission. The king did not dare to raise his eyes from the ground

in her presence, and the dauphin was equally intimidated on the occasion.

At this period the national commissioners arrived ; the king hesitated as

to what steps he should pursue ; the duchess ordered that they should

not be admitted ; the king acquiesced, and they were refused accordingly.

After some written negotiation, it was resolved to permit the Duke de

Coigny alone to have access to the royal presence. He was assured that

many of the troops still remained faithful to the cause ; that some stipu-

lations must be entered into for a pension to the retreating party, as

many of the courtiers spoke of retaining their emoluments and rank ;

and if these conditions were not granted, they talked in lofty terms of

defending themselves at Rambouillet. The king at last determined to

make a final effort, and transmitted the following letter, addressed to the

Duke of Orleans, as Lieutenant-General of the kingdom :

—

" Rambouillet, August 2.

" Cousin,—I am too deeply grieved at the evils which afflict, or

which might menace my people, not to have sought for the means of

preventing them. I have, therefore, formed the resolution of abdicating

the crown in favour of my grandson, the Duke of Bordeaux.
" The Dauphin, who shares my sentiments, also renounces his rights

in favour of his nephew.
" In vour capacity of Lieutenant-General of the Kingdom, you will

therefore have to proclaim the accession of Henry V. to the crown.

You will, moreover, take all the measures which concern you to regulate

the forms of government during the minority of the new King. Here

I confine myself to make these arrangements known ; it is a means of

avoiding many more evils.

" You will communicate my intentions to the diplomatic body ; and

will make known to me as soon as possible the proclamation by which

mv grandson will be acknowledged King, under the name of Henry V.
'"

I charge Lieutenant-General the Viscount de Froissac Latour to

deliver to you this letter. He is directed to confer with you on the

arrangements to be made in favour of the persons who have accom-

panied me, as likewise on the suitable arrangements with regard to my-

self and the rest of my family.

" We M'ill hereafter regulate the other measures which are consequent

wpon the change of reign.

" I renew to you, cousin, the assurance of the sentiments with which

I am your affectionate cousin. " Charles,
" Louis Antoinb,"
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On the morning (Tuesday) succeeding the return of the National

Commissioners to the metropolis with the bearer of the foregoing letter,

at eleven o'clock at night, the report of this last breach of faith flew

about with astonishing rapidity. Tlie whole city groaned with indigna-

tion, and long ere General Lafayette could make application to each of

the twelve mayories for five hundred men, each which he did, twenty

thousand were under arms, pressing with the utmost rapidity through

every barrier which led to Rambouillet. Every vehicle which plies for

hire in the city and its environs, was engaged by the government.

All felt that a rapid and numerous demonstration of force upon Ram-
bouillet was necessary. It was known that in the rear of the royal party

the citizens were firm in the cause of their country. Expresses were

sent instantaneously to them to march upon Rambouillet, while the

Parisian army advanced upon it in front. No words can express the

enthusiasm of all ranks ; every horse and carriage was gladly tendered

for the conveyance of the national troops ; the Citizen Guard of Havre,

Bolbec, and Elbeuf, a very fine body of sea-faring men, although

fatigued with the march of the day, for they had just arrived at Paris,

eagerly joined their brother patriots, and in a few hours from the return

of the commissioners, the advanced guard was rapidly proceeding to the

intended attack. The national army was placed under the command of

General Pajol. Great was the consternation of the fugitive family, when
intelligence reached them of the approach in front of this formidable

column, which was increased on its march by the armed population of

Versailles and Rouen, which they met on the road : the Dauphiness her-

self trembled. The commissioners, who had returned with the national

forces, preceded them to the chateau. Fear had now rendered this mis-

guided family docile, and a fresh negotiation being opened, at the de-

mand of M. Schonnen, the crown diamonds were surrendered, without

any remark ; and " boot and saddle" being sounded by the trumpets of

the cavalry, at ten on the night of Tuesday, the 3d of August, having

accepted the safeguard of the commissioners, they resumed their flight.

Such was the hesitation, however, previous to this step, that the commis-
sioners were obliged to press upon them the information that another

hour might be too late, and at last peremptorily to off'er the alternative,

either that they should proceed voluntarily to Cherbourg, or be con-

ducted to Rochefort.

Casting, it cannot be doubted, " a longing, lingering look behind,"

as the chateau of their ancestors receded from their view, the cortege,

much diminished in number, reached Chartreson the 4th, and after some
rest proceeded to Dreux, where they slept.
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JACK IN A CHURCH.

" Some of you fellows are looking snoozy," said a "wide awake"

member, addressing the w.itch one night. " What say ye to a yarn ?"

" That's right, Bob," cried two or three, starting up. "Let's have[it
!"

" It shan't be a doleful one, because we've runned out our grog—and

watery stories, d'ye see ! require a dash of the spirits, — ha ! ha ! that's

good, arnt it ?" " Humph !—tol'rable !"

"And it shan't be false, 'cause then, you see again, you can't place no

dependance on it. I likes a story that when you're telling it again, you

can say, 'I'm hanged if it aint as true as the Bible!' Then people

can't shake no heads at ye, or if they do you may blow 'cm up for it with

a good conscience. But this, boys, is as true as you're all sitting there,

so when you're paying it out again, you may all say that you've seen it

yourselves ; and I'll be bail for your 'debility."

" Well, you've heard what things the Killease,* 40, did in the West
Ingy seas, and what a set o' stiff fellers she had aboard her. I know'd a

few on 'em in difl"rent places, and was once half inclined to sarve aboard

her myself; only at the time I wanted, I was sarving in the Andrewi"

Maakie, one of the crack thirty-sixes, and had a skipper what I didn't

want to part company with,
—

'tall events, as I said afore, I know'd a few

on her men, and jolly fellers they were too—capital hands at the grog,

and as glib at a yarn, long or short, taught or brightish, sad or merry,

true or 'poeryph.al, as ever you'd wish to see. I'll tell you how I got

'cjuainted with Joe Fisher, who was one of the best among 'em. It was

at Falmouth, and I was in a public-house, witli a pipe in my bow port,

and a pot o' beer afore me, sittivated in one of the inshore reaches.

There was a good many coasting crafts, and unregular navigators, brought

to an anchor about, and amongst 'em was Joe : he and I, you must know,

was the only thorough-breds in the place. Well ! I didn't know
nothing of Joe then, in course, and though I could see he was a true 'un'

—

and he must have made me out to be the same—we hadn't as yet hailed

each other. Well ! I, and some of the long-shore coveys, got into con-

wersation, and starting some perfessional subjects, at last, into summat

like a little breeze. The fellers hadn't no right to dispute the 'pinion,

certainly, of a man of wars' man ; but, howsomever, they did, and afore

I know'd where I was, or into what latitude I'd got, I found myself carry-

ing on like the devil, in a stiffish running fight, with a couple of blazers

ahead, and some small craft in each bow. Thei/ jawed, and /jawed, till

their woise nearly runned me down ; for four at one, you know, wasn't

fair plav ; and I was just thinking of hauling off out of the smoke, when

up shot Joe Fisher on my starboard quarter, and beginned thundering

away on mv side. I directly gathered fresh heart, and remanning my
guns, peppered away on two of the coveys on my starboard beam, while

* Achilles. 1' Andromache.
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Joe, already loaded ar.d primed, sent a whole broadside slap aboard the

others. Even now there was four to two—but, Lord !
Joe's metal was

fifty times as heavy as his 'tagonists ; and his guns was so well sarved,

that their fire gradually fell oft' to nothing. By and by, they all begm-

ned to sheer ofl', wonderfullv disabled in their upper nggmg ;
and when

the smoke had a little cleared awav, I hailed Joe, and Joe hailed me, and

we beginned to grow wondrous thick. He singed out for biscuit and

cheese, and I for porter, and we soon got as comfortable as a couple o

kings,andknow'd each other's history,from the time we shoved off our keels

into the ocean of sarvice, to the moment he steered down to my assist-

ance. A generous feller was Joe indeed ! for when ' to pay ' was the

word, and the landlord shoved in his warrant, while I was rummaging

for small shot, he tossed a handful o' coppers into his starboard fin, and

told him to bear oft', and say nothing to nobody. But, howsomever, I

was even with Master Joe another time,—but never mind about that.

Well, you must know, mv lads, that Joe wasn't going to stay at Falmouth

only a verv little time, for his skipper had only put in there for a day

or two, and was bound for Portsmouth harbour. The day a'ter this, Joe

and I shaked hands, and steered dift'erent courses—he went aboard his

craft, and I cut off for Sheerness ; and I didn't hear on him for some

time a'ter. But blow me !—if I havn't forgotton to tell ye that he had

been married for a couple o' years, and his partner—a wcU-rigged young

'oman, so he said, fond of new clothes in her mainsail, and of mighty gen-

teel behaviour,—he had her from a 'spectable stock : for her father kept

a wholesale crockery shop, and her mother had been cook-maid to an

admiral's ladv :—none o' ver flaunty, fly-away, bunting-decked, ginger-

bread, tittering voung lasses, but an orderly tort sailing-craft, that

never' runned with loose rigging, but had al'ays her spars scrup'lously

squared, and her cordage neatly rattled down ;
al'ays answering her helm,

and turning lightly to wind'ard, and 7iever missing her stmjs.
_

She lived

in Bortsmo'iith, and, in course, Joe was in a main hurry to join company

whilst he staved in port.

" Well, what's to come, I had from a very 'edible witness, and when I

sawed Joe a'terwarns, and axed him about it, he fully bored out the

other's testy money, and confessed that no long bow had been drawed in

tlie bus'ness. The next day a'ter Joe got ashore happened to be Sun-

dav, and as his consart was very 'ligious, nothing would do, but he

and she should go to church. Joe hadn't been to no church for a num-

ber o'years, and stiived hard to be excused the sarvice. But this only

made ' the young 'oman ten times more dissolute ; an, at last, Joe was

reasoned down into the vovage, and made to ship his holiday toggery.

Afore they got aboard the praying-place, his missus thinked fit to give

hirn a little destruction in the way he should behave himself, and amongst

the rest, savs she to him, savs she, ' Joe' says she, ' mind you musn't

say nothing to nobodv, till the business is all over, and then only in a

whisper.' ' Very well,' says Joe, ' I won't.' ' You musn't,' says she, ' keep

rolling your eyes about the deck ; and when the people gets up, and sits

down, mind you gets up, and sits down too.' 'Ay, ay,' says Joe; 'I

won't sit down at all, and then I can't fail o' being right.' ' Well,' says

she, • that'll be better than keeping vour seat all the time,' says she, ' and

with a little rcg'lation from me, you'll do in that rcsjiect tol'ruble well,
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Now, the next thing,' says she, ' what I'd have you mind of all things, is

that you must remember, no one upon no account whatsomdcver must
say nothing, except the parson. 'Aye, aye,' says Joe, ' I'll be blowed if

I won't mind that, 'specially as I know nobody has no right to give no
orders, except the captain. Well, that's all, I 'spose,' says he ? ' Yes,'

says she, ' that's all, only be sure to remember that nobody's to speak
never a word, except the parson.' And with that, they cried hands to

the lee braces, and stood in.

" Well, my lads, having slackened sail, they brought their helm to

port, and espying a sunny anchorage, with only a single craft moored in

it, stood across to'ards its nearest end. Then they clued up their courses,
and backing their maintopsail, got starn way, and let fall their kedgers.
But they'd got so far abaft, that they could see little or nothing of what
was a going on ; and, as Joe kept every now and then poking up his

starboard eye, over the hammock rail, and seemed mighty restless, his

missus thought they might get a better berth. So she got under weigh,
and with her consart in her wake, doubled a cape, and stood on, under
an easy sail, through the whole fleet, till at last she brought to, under
the bows of the Admiral's ship, and throwed out a signal for Joe to do
the like. This was a much better sittivation, for they could hear beauti-
ful, and faced the whole congregation. All went on very well, for some
time ; the parson was a getting through his log, like an East Indiaman
in a stagg'rer, and Joe seemed very 'tentive. Well, my hearties ! as bad
luck would have it, just as the old gentleman, who was a reading, had
cut through a tarnation long thingum-bob, a strange voice from above
singed out— drawing it out as long as the maintop bowline—A—men !

My eyes ! you should ha' seen Joe ; he pricked up his ears directly, and as
he didn't know well what to make on it, at first, he said nothing to nobody,
but looked very queer, and beginned to grumble to himself. His missus,
who had all along been very fearful of his behaviour, heered him saying
summat just above his breath, and, ' What's the matter, Joe ?' says she.
' Matter !' says he, ' blow me ! nothing's the matter, only this here feller in

the fore-top has been a saying what he should'nt ha'said.' Well,the people
about beginned to look rather funny, and Joe's partner told him to let down
his bowsprit, and not say no more. The parson, you know, had it all to

himself now for some time, and Joe knowed all that was right enough,
and so kept wonderful quiet.

" But by and bye, you know, the fore-top feller striked up again, and
beginned to sing out summat considerable longer than the first. Joe
bobbed up his truck again, and looked rather flustered. ' Poll,' says he,
• didn't you tell me afore we corned in, that nobody was to say nothing,
except the parson.' ' Hush ! for goodness sake, be quiet, Joe,' says she.
' Quiet,' says he, ' when I sees no discipline aboard the Admiral's ship,

d—d if I will !' Joe started up, throwed down his log-book, and primed
for action. ' I say, you mister !' he sings out, ' you mister in the fore-

top, ahoy ! What 'thority have you to cry out when the captain's a
speaking, and you've orders to run in your piece, and lash down the
port.? Pretty regg'lations aboai'd here, indeed! Don't you see, his

honour looks quite dumbfoundered with your impudence ?
' What bus'-

ness have you to keep there mocking the skipper, in this here insiniva-

ting way, eh—you long-shore toddler ? I wish I'd got you aboard the

I
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Kill-ease, that's all ; I'd see if you'd play such pranks again. Blow ine

!

if you should'nt have a lash from every man in the fleet. I heered you

the thne afore, you luhber, I did, only I thought I'd give you an offing

for consideration, and fancied what you singed out slipped from you con-

vohmtary. Shiver my timbers ! here's a pretty go ! mutiny, by George!

a d -ndable, sculking mutiny ! And you, too, old gentleman, why
don't you unship your barnacles, and sing out for the master-at-arms ?

If you won't make your men ])ay you proper respect, why that's your

fault, that's all. Blow me ! if he won't get under hatches in a minute.

Hail for a guard, and clap him in the bilboes. Here's a jolly revolution !

men turned skippers, warrant coveys, flag officers ! Blow me ! if you
arn't all a disgrace to His Majesty's Sarvice ; one and all, one and all,

from skipper to landsman.'
" By Jove ! but you should ha' seen the church. All in as much con-

fusion, as the cock-pit after a thundering action. The lighter craft

screamed, and beginned to scud from their moorings. The men o' war
beared up, and wanted to see what was the matter. The parson dipped

down the hatchway, and swinged down to the lower deck ; while the

charity boys, and the chap what keeps order, corned running through

the reaches, to get hold o' Joe. Joe got on the seat, and was singing

out like a thirty-two pounder. ' I say ! you sir !' says he, ' you chap
with the cocked hat, three-penny cane, and laced toggery, capital order

you keeps 'tween decks, when the captain can't say his sav, without

being put out every minute. I'll warrant you was ogling the young
woman alongside, instead of attending to your duty. Clap on more
sail, old bottle-nose, and bowl down as you ought to do. Clear away
your grappling-irons, and run aboard your chase, or the clipper '11 slip

through your fingers. I've a good mind, only it 'udbe interfering with
regg'lations, to bring you down myself, you lantern-nosed, goosebeny-
eyed, bason-headed, limber-finned, bell-pulling, spade-driving, psalm-

singing, son of a poor-box and parish book. You'll soon heave to in

limbo, that's one comfort ; so come down, and victual for the cruise, and
be d—d to you !'

" Howsomdever, Joe was stopped short in his 'dress to the ship's

company, and hauled out by a half-dozen of the hands, into the stern

galleries. A few o' those on board, 'specially the parson, and his first

and second mate, wanted to march him off for a court-martial, under the

charge, as they said, of disturbing the congregation at their 'votions
;

but one or two of the most 'spectable passengers offered to become
bail for his 'pearance, and so they taked ofl"liis lumburgo, and let him warp
away. The damage a'ter all was wasn't of no great importance ; but

often as he's been since in Portsmouth, blow me if you could ever get

him into any thing what mounted a steeple, or had a warrant officer

forreds with a cocked-hat, cane, and laced jacket."

Bill Rogers,
LATE H. M. S. " FIRE-l'LY."
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WHAT DO FOLKS LAUGH AT ?

DEMOCRITUS.

" I'll dwell in cities, (as my genius guides,)

To laugh my fill, for siiiiling Peace provides

Sucli plenteous store of huigiiing stulFto fill me,
That still I'll laugh, unless that laughing kill me."

Dialogue upon Uie Troubles past, be/ween (lie JVcepiuf/ and Laughing Ph'iloso-

pltcrs, bij Josiah Sglcester, IG.'J.'J.

Ay ! what do folks laugh at ? Is it not an awful question ? Dear

reader, you must now confess, that it is of paramount moment to ascer-

tain what is the cause tliat equally disfigures, willi contortions, (horrihle

if minutely inspected,) the fairy cheek of girlhood, curtained with love

and innocence, the enchanting languor of the leader of ton, the ruddy

face of the ploughman, the funereal visage of the chimney-sweep, the lofty

features of majesty, the memher's hrow of care, the card-playing cat-

loving old maid of fifty-eight, the haby in the cradle, the man of 'change

and checks, ditto of no 'change and drafts, the exquisite of Belgrave

Square and the omnibus box, or the box of the omnibus ; in fact, every

breathing being, from Mr. Green the aeronaut to IVIr. Blue the miner.

I say again, is it not of equal importance, as the miyJity mysteries of the

philosopher's stone
;
preventive checks ; checks to ])revent pickpockets

;

or the query of how many of Dan O'Connell's tails will reach to the moon ^

— Alas ! is it not doul)tful if anv will jjierce tlie clouds at all, at all, un-

less it be those of their oivn pigtail and potatoes ?—But to return to

my text.— I was walking—no, not walking, sauntering down Regent

Street the other morning, about 4 o'clock p. m., leisurely drawing on to

my left hand a kid glove of the purest white, Parisian make, and in-

wardly anathematizing the man, who, having taken the length, breadtii,

and depth of my manners, and afterwards counted its solid contents,

could be so insufferably donkeyish, as to make the receptacle for my
little finger so clumsily as not to show the figure of the brilliant turquoise

that embraced it, when, who should I perceive advancing on the same
side of the way hut my very amiable friend Emma Stanley, leaning upon
the arm of atallvouns: man, whose dark mustache actually twined from the

exterior of his features around his nasal organ, from which issued sounds

not at all in accordance with the inspired notes so often heard in War-
wick Street ; and whose finely-formed waist seemed trying, with won-
derous plunges, to escape the thraldom both of stays and buttons. My
eyes involuntarily glanced from the youth to his fair companion : (it's a

strange thing, they generally do) alas ! to my astonishment, her beau-

tiful lineaments were actually disfigured as horribly as those of her fellow

])iomenadcr. She, who was looked up to as the beauty of beauties, was

actually more like the beast.—Her once smooth cheek, of the most deli-

cate hue of the sweetest flower coyly blushing at its sister bud, was no

longer to be discefned ; but, in its place, a surface of the texture and dye

of a red pickled-cabbage leaf ; the mouth, made for the home of kisses,
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had " vanished into thin air," and a feature occupied its site like a

squashed orange. As 1 came up to them, I unconsciously, so great was

my alarm, exclaimed, " What, in the name of heaven, can have hap-

pened, tohave thus suddenly disfiguredthelovely Miss Stanley."—" What
do you mean. Sir Charles, I do not comprehend you,—allow me to in-

troduce the Count D'Or— Sir Charles Markland, Count D'Or— Count

D'Or— Sir Charles Markland." Of course, the usual happiness was ex-

pressedonmypart. " Andnow, Miss Stanley, pray pardon me, and appease

my curiosity—tell me what you were laughing at ?" " Oh ! a mere
trifle, nothing at all. Sir Charles," replied the beauty. " Nothing,"

nothing !" echoed the Count. " Good God !" I mentally ejaculated,

as parting from the elegant pair I continued my saunter down the

street ;
" how can people he such unmitigated asses, as to riggle their

faces into such shapes, that even " the attractive monkeys" of the Zoolo-

gical Gardens would blush blue to own. Surely, they cannot have the

minutest idea how execrably ugly they looked !"

Now, peruser, duck ! you must be aware that I am a bit of a met-a-

physician, an ontologist ; a bit of a poet ; a bit of a mis-an-thrope ; a

bit of an exquisite ; and a complete—nonentity. Dreaming, I like to walk

about, a sonnambula in fancy, not in reality. Hating the world, I once

thought of exploring the untrodden wilds of Africa ; in hopes of finding

a Utopia in the bosom of the vast Continent ; some faery glen 'mid the

cloud-capped hills, and gardens of flowers ; whose inhabitants were
as unstained as the mountain dews which fed their streams, rippling

through the wilderness. I delighted, too, in German literature ; it was
my joy to clothe things in robes of mystery ; to believe men were but

shades stalking o'er the world ; their actions springing from no cause,

or if any, unknown, but to the initiated : this I longed to be.

" What do folks laugh at?" The gong was struck—it vibrated in

my ears, like a rusty voice of an old harpsicliord, doomed to be thumped
by the bread-and-butter fingers of some blue-sash-white-frocked school-

girl, for three hours per diem ; unhappy instrument, what are the mise-

ries of the " interesting niggers" compared with thine ! It haunted me
—what do folks laugh at ? I entered the Athenreum ; the first person

I saw was one of the footmen, with his hands rubbing to and fro be-

tween his legs, convulsed with laughter ; which, vainly endeavouring to

repress, spluttered out on either side of his mouth, like—I have, at a dis-

tance, heard—sausages squabbling in a frying-pan. Now, thought I,

here is a fit subject to be anatomized ; and touching the fellow on the

shoulder with my cane, I vociferated, " How now, sirrah, what are vou
laughing at ?" The man became calm in an instant, and turning round
wilh an awkward bow, replied :

" Nothing, sir— I beg your honour's

l)ardon—Sir Charles." " Nothing again," I muttered, as I walked
awav, " confound the rascal ; what do folks laugh at ?" How fearful

was the thought tliat stuck to mc by day and by night. I had mooted
a problem, which like perpetual motion could not be solved, for what
was nothing ! Could I grasp it, gaze upon it, hear it, taste it, smell it ?

—no ! I sought my chambers with a fevered brain. All round the

room the things were grinning at me—the chairs U4jliftc(l their scats,

resembling mouths stretching with merriment ; the open piano uttered

fierce yells ; Hood's Annual and the Pilgrims of the Rhine lay upon the
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table,—all were in hysterics, even " The World*"; I looked into the

glass, my own face laughed at me. " Bah !" I sighed, " this will never

do." I went to bed, and although the pillow, as I lay my weary head,

enveloped in five silk niglit- caps, upon it, exuded a giggling growl,

which penetrated tjirough their downy folds ; I at length got to sleep,

how I cannot tell. This state of passive happiness was not long to last

;

I awoke and looked at my time-piece, it was just four.—I had forgotten

the fever of yesterday, and was quietly again courting the dews of sleep

to fall upon my eye-lids ; when, horror of horrors, I was aroused by a

he, he, he ! issuing from the next room ;—like lightning the frightful

sound scathed my heart—I trembled for a moment in the bed ; when
again, he, he, he ! ha, ha, ha ! came in smothered accents up the stone

stairs, from the apartment below. " Fire and furies," I exclaimed, as I

jumped from the couch, " I will catch the demon now !" I threw on my
dressing gown, and ruslicd down stairs. The perspiration hung in great

drops upon my night-capped brow, I quivered in all my joints, so great

was my anxiety to fathom the mystery, which not content with taking

possession of my mind by day, must, like some gloomy spectre, yawn its

death-laugh even o'er my pillow. " Infernal demon," I ejaculated, as I

pushed against the parlour door, " I have you now;" it flew open with

a terrible crash—a sound like that which we are told shall be heard

when the sky will crackle together as a lawyer's scroll, or mortgage

deed— but, above it all, I could distinguish the everlasting grinning.

My taper was out, I stumbled into the room spluttering forth in my rage,
" Fiends ! what do you laugh at ?" the fresh morning breeze played

across my cheek, the window was wide open, and by the grey dawning
light I could discern

—

nothing—nothing but my table in a recumbent
position upon the carpet, minus two legs, a loss indeed, although they

were but wooden ones ; and around it slept, in elegant confusion, the

empty bottles of my best champagne ; and my Dresden china in rather

more pieces than even a dealer would recommend. The noise and cries

of my poor shepherds and shepherdesses, broken thus rudely from their

cups, and the hollow sound of the fallen marines, soon brought the in-

mates of the house to my assistance. It was unanimously agreed, that

there had been thieves—midnight robbers ! think of that ; for, of my
plate, excepting a few broken ones, could be found—nothing ! Per-

ceiving the means of making a rich repast, these " nice," hopeful young
gentlemen had set down in my room to enjoy themselves, and tickled by
some strange fancy, had burst out into the merriment that aroused me
from my dreams;—hearing me astir above them, they Jiad placed the

table loaded with bottles, &c. against the door to retard my progress

until they could eflect a a escape. Alas ! why they laughed could be

told—nothing !

In a few days, I left town on a trip round the coast, in order to loosen

from my mind its shackling thoughts ; or, by picking the apple from the

tree of knowledge, to give judgment in the yet untold cause—Laughter
V. Sir Charles Markland. As I love now and then to see a little unso-

phisticated vulgarity, by way of procuring fresh food for my i)hilosophy

(philosophy can't stomach salt junk), my intention was to commence my

* "Tlie World," a Poem in 6 Books, lately published,
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cockney tour by proceeding to Heme Bay, per steam. I was put in re-

collection of this mode of travelling, and the place, by watching the

steam slowly curling from the urn at breakfast-time. It was one of those

delicious mornings termed "a doctor's real friend," when the streets at

the east end of London are found ankle deep in a kind of pea-soup, tick-

ets for which may be had gratis : the rain came misseling down, and the

east wind, in slight pufls, just kindly wafted it into my cabriolet as I drove

from Cornhill to the place of embarkation. However, I had " made up
my mind " to go, (a kind of bolstering up) let the weather be what it

would. I soon arrived at the steam-packet wharf, and stepped aboard the
" Red Rover," which seemed, from the colour of its breath, to be rather a

black one. We cut the waters of old father Thames, and dashed through

England's hoard of riches :
—"Ships, Colonies, and Commerce," muttered

I to myself, used to be great Buonaparte's toast ; but now, in these milk-

sop reforming times, they oppress our shipping, throw away our colonies,

and damn our commerce!—A truce to politic*, I did not leave Jermyn
Street, to hinder my digestion by studying political economy. Hearing
from the cabin (whither the rain had forced me) " the band" attempting

to play " Rule Britannia, " I immediately guessed that we must be off

Greenwich, so I sallied forth to gaze upon that fine monument of British

glory and philanthropy. The rain had nearly ceased : but I had scarcely

placed my foot on the last stair ere I heard a sound which made me stare

;

guess of my infinite joy, to find " softly o'er my senses stealing," a me-
lodious " ho-ho-ho-ho-hoov." I hastily turned round ; there, under the

lee of the paddle box, sat a mountain of fat, labouring in its laughter as

much as the paddle beneath it—actually, the flakes of gross substance on
either side of its pug nose, quivered like a jelly. I am certain it Vi^as im-

possible for this animal's eyes to have doubled its promontory sufficiently

to discern the top-boots which decorated its handsome legs. "He,he,he

—

la. Pa, is that here Green-vicht," shouted a little fellow by his side, who
might very properly have been called mole-hiU. "Yes, dear, that's the

Horsepittle, and them men in blue coats and three-cornered hats, like

raspberry-tarts, turned up at the hedges, are the practitioners," replied a

raw-boned, tight-skinned woman, who was dealing out porter and polo-

nies to her comfortable coterie. I fell into one of my reveries (compan-

ions of my genius, or disease) u])on the enjoyments of my near neigh-

bours, who, I am glad to say, whilst plunging into their capacious maws
great lumps of grease, and draughts of muddy water, were wise enough
to hold their tongues, lest they should bite them. However, I was not

long left to my musings, for no sooner were the porter and polonies re-

duced into something like their original stale, than my longing and elon-

gating ears were again saluted with the man mountain's "ho-ho-ho-ho,"

followed l)y the "he-he-he-he," and "ha-ha-ha-ha—haa" of the old

woman (" lady"— so the steward called her), and a stranger nightingale,

who had joined the group with a "hi-hi-ho-hoop—buzs-buzs—hi-hi-ho-

hoop—buss-buss." I could stand this no longer : so going up to the

mortal, I accosted him with, "I hope you will excuse me. Sir, but you

seem very merry; perhaps you will allow me to partake in the joke

—

what might you be laughing at ?" " Oh ! nothing. Sir, nothing !" replied

the monster, in a growling tone. "The devil you wern't !" ejaculated I.

" No, Sir, nothing-,— { Ijkcs to laugh at nothing, sometimes, it mf^kes a
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body grow fat." Good gracious, thought I, asl turned away, your crops

must have been very successful lately, if we may judge by your granary.

But, however, the old (/entlemans wit was not to pass with only my soli-

tary reflection ; for from the wheel I could hear it followed up by the

enchanting " hi-hl-ho-hoop—he-he-he—ha-ha-haa," and then came the

thunderinng bass, " ho-ho-ho-ho"—bringing up the rear, like a body of

heavy artillery. I shuddered as I said aloud " what do folks laugh at ?"

I reached Canterbury—Canterbury Cathedral is a beautiful building

—

I was always particularly fond of old churches and castles : there is a

gloomy grandeur hanging about them which I love ; they have existed

when mortals, vainly famed for their learning or their greatness, trod

their stone aisles, or knelt before their holy altars : they still exist when
those heads are laid low in the dust—when even their memories are

almost forgotten. When we gaze upon this time-seared fane, how natu-

ral is it for the spirit to fly back to the days of Henry the Second and
Thomas a Eecket ; the past is once more embodied, it lives again in

the imagination of the beholder. But such was not to be my lot ; for I

had no sooner cast eyes upon the crumbling pile than my meditations

were interrupted by the cachinations of some impertinent jackass at ray

elbow : I turned abruptly upon the inquisitive animal, with, "and pray.

Sir, what do you laugh at?" "Nothing, Sir, nothing," replied the in-

truding ape, in a sharp wiry tone, like the grating of a weather-cock.
" D n, do all folks laugh at nothing ?" bellowed I. " May be," con-

tinued tlie inquisitor, who was a little—very little creature, 'arrayed in

dirty black, with[a nose that resembled the shape of a gun made to shoot

round corners, and a pair of bullet eyes, " may be you've never seen our

cat before. Sir? "—casting his lively orbs from his spindle knee, breeched

legs, to the gorgeous mass—the house of prayer !
" No, Sir," I replied,

" I have never seen your cat before, or behind. Sir—do you take me for

a cat-skinner,or what do you mean by asking such impertinent questions ?"

"Pertinent, yes, very pertinent to the time—cat means Cathedral here.

Sir ; it's a way I've got of my own,—I am the sexton. Sir—shall be happy
to show you all over the Cathedral, Sir—for half a crown. Sir : if you

go into the vaults, six-pence more. Sir.—He-hi-he-hi-ho-ho-hum !"

"What the devil do you laugh at now, my good fellow, ch?" "Oh,
nothing Sir," again squeaked the weather-cock, more shrilly than before.

Escaping the temptations of a trip to Calais, and the perils of Romney
Marsh, I arrived at Hastings. Beautiful country round about. Put up

at the " Albion," fine sea view from Dungcness to Bcachy. " Boots,"

said I, the first morning, as he brought up the hot water ;
" what kind

of batliing have you here ?" " De bathing, Sir, is dewine generally."
" Bathe in wine ! what Jo 5'ou mean!" "No, Sir, bathe in de sea,

but there he's a monstracious big swell on, dis morning. Sir." " Well,

never mind, I shall try it," said I ;
" and then there'll be two swells

together." I strolled down to the beach, and found myself safely

ensconced in " a machine." I now discovered why bathing is recom-

mended by the Faculty, (who certainly have the faculty of taking people

in, as much as they do tlieir phvsic) in order to remove pimples, or

bumps, from the skin; for just as I started, forgetting it was a shingly

beach, I was standing upright, when away I went from my pins, and

my hands being engaged, my face must inevitably have come in rude
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contact with tKe wooden side, and have removed my Roman nose from

its seat, placing in its room a broken Bridge of Sighs, had not it gone

forth on its travels, through the little hole left to admit light, which

luckily was |open. At last I stopped in my rapid flight. I opened the

door to spring out, when I was assailed with a " hoa-hoa-hoa-hoop."
" How !" said I, " does the devil live in the sea, as well as on land !

What's the matter ?" putting my bead round the machine, and covering

my nakedness as well as I could, " Oh, Sir! I just fell in—with, but

I believe it's nothing, Sir—Nothing," retorted the merman, looking up

at me with wonder, and wiping the water from his eyes and hair. " Do
please tell me, Sir, what it was ?" exclaimed I eagerly, and with a disap-

pointed air (nearly resembling the way in which his hair was appointed),

at having so nearly solved my problem, but to feel my hopes not only

damped, but actually drowned by his crying, " Oh, no, no," as he jumped

into his Domicile ;
" it was, I assure you—nothing !"

The next day I received a letter, which required my immediate atten-

dance in town. Accordingly, at 10 o'clock, I mounted the box of "the
Paragon," and crawled along at the rate of about seven miles an hour

;

but the tediousness of the journey was made up for by the

splendour of the country through which we passed. I was en-

chanted ! Hill and valley came in succession, and displayed some of

the most luxuriant views that could be desired. We stopped at Ton-
bridge-wells to dine. Every traveller knows that not much time is

allowed for this operation : accordingly, I made the best use of it, by

putting a piece of potatoe into my mouth, which was so exceedingly hot,

I was obliged, after burning my tongue into blisters, and trying in vain

to bolt the dainty morsel down, to dislodge it precipitately from its

hiding-place, into the lap of the lady who sat next to me, much to the

amusement of my felow passengers— miserable sinner that I was !

" What the deuce are you laughing at ?" vociferated I, in torture from

my dozen wounds, to a slender dapper draper's-boy-looking youth, who
ever and anon burst forth like a volcano, with " buz-buz, splutter-

splutter !" " Oh ! Sir, nothing. Sir," replied he, half frightened, and
turning quite white in the face. " By G— , Sir !" retorted I, " what do

you mean by nothing ? It is the most detestable word on earth !"

" Coach is ready. Sir, London coach," shouted different voices from

without; and again we rolled off' towards the metropolis. We had just

passed through Farnborough, when a most violent giggle broke from the

inside of the coach ; startled by the sound, splash went the near leader,

a little blood mare with elegant action ; and away we went into a full

gallop—whizzing along at double our former speed. I stretched over so

as to be able to parley with the causers of the fright ;
" For heaven's sake,

my dear young ladies, hold your tonges," I exclaimed, " or we shall be

all upset. But tell me first, what have you found to laugh at ?" " We
don't know," weezed the cracked voice of an antiquated dame. " I

believe it's nothing," said a round-faced country girl, putting her bonnet

out of the window to shew it ; "I believe it's nothing. Sir." " Sacre 1"

muttered I, "nothing again." "Hough-hough-hough!" pealed from

the dickey, at this exclamation, " Hough-hoagh-hough !" " Good
heavens! who ever heard such a horse-laugh ?" groaned I to the coach-

man. " They'ra Rllfour off," replied ]vt, Hlluding to his Suttle> " SKliitit
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above defend me, four horse-laughs !—this is more than I can bear!

Coachman, coachman, stop, for the love of mercy, stop ;" gasped I,

" let me down." " Oh, you're afeavd. Sir, are you, it's only nothing"

—

" Only nothing ! how cool the fellow talks !"

The next day I arrived at my old apartments in Jermyn Street. My
little Tiger opened the door with a smiling face. " You young vaga-

bond," said I, " what do you smile at ?" The boy said nothing, but

smiled again. Reader, I dare say now, that whilst you have skimmed

these pages, you may perhaps have grinned a ghastly grin ; and yet, if

I asked you what you laughed at, and you were to speak the truth, you

would reply nothing ! Every body laughs at nothing, and nobody laughs

at nothing. I determined to live solus no longer, to be haunted by

horse-laughs, cat-grins, and donkey-smiles. So, thinking the case carefully

over, I made up my mind (a kind of bolstering up, as I before said) to

get married forthwith, which is no laughing matter, I assure you ; only

consider coolly as I did, over a bottle of iced claret and cayenned

biscuits, and you too, I guess, will grow rather timorous. A wife's like

a cut at cards—both may either turn up an ace, a trump, or the deuce ;

and oftentimes they cut a heart, which cannot cut from them—and

then the squalling brats ; slobbering and greasing you, from top to toe,

worse than any brick-bats ; curtain lectures, hair combing, long faces,

longer tongues, tears, cucumbers and onions, cum multis uliis—never, I

hope to come, for a poor weak-minded wretch that I am. I hummed the

popular song of " Why don't the men propose ?" and it hummed me, for I

obeyed its injunctions the next morning ; how ? but I shall tell you no-

thing about that, excepting that I went on my marrow-bones, and the

lady laughed in my face. I asked her what about, and she replied

" nothing," yet 1 verily believe it was from joy ; for Ellen and I were

soon made one, (as it is called) and ever since that blessed day, we have

both been so happy, (which I hope may be the case with you all) that

even I, the ontologist, the poet, misanthrope, exquisite, nonentity, no

longer ask folks what they grin at, but laugh myself at everything,

anything, or nothing ! Umbra,

October, 1835.

EPIGRAM.

Thy heaving bosom is the couch of Love,

He kindles passion at thy flashing eye.

Anon—among thy brown tresses will he rove ;

Anon—to thy sweet lips for kisses fly !

So charm'd is he with his enchanted bed.

So loth fi"om such delicious lips to part.

So amply at thine eye his torch is fed.

He never yet has rack'd thy icy heart

!

S. T.
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A FEW WORDS ON THE DRAMA.

It has of late been so general for managers of theatres to accuse

the public of withholding from them a due share of encouragement, that

it would seem, at first, there was some truth in the often-repeated asser-

tion.

How frequently do we find them asserting, " it is not my fault that I

play everything but the legitimate drama, for were I to do so, the

consequence would be, an audience scant in the extreme. People

win not patronize it ; at the present day, the taste has altogether

changed, " and I must follow the stream." Upon this false foundation

they base all their arguments, and the result proves their sophistry

;

season after season comes to an end, and we find the managers con-

gratulating themselves upon every thing but their profits. This ought to

show them their errors—but, no ! they seem determined to commence
the next year W'ith even mcreased vigour in every department, save

always that which tends to uphold the dramatic literature of the country.

We can remember how we winced some vear or two since, when ac-

companying a foreigner to one of our national theatres, at his remark-

ing, that the three pieces were translations from the minor theaires of

Paris, and any thing but improved by the adaptation. It would have

been of little use reminding him, that there were more eminent men
engaged in literature in England than in any other country in the

world ; but the national theatre was not their arena.

One of the greatest drawbacks to the success of the theatres, are the

galleries ; not that we would be supposed for a moment to object to

them, for we should indeed be sorry to see them closed ; but every fre-

quenter of places of amusement must admit that the galleries always

rule the house : it is their tastes the managers and actors seek to please,

because they are loudest in their applause, and the most villanous

trash in the shape of maudling sentiment and vulgar songs is intro-

duced, for the purpose of what is called, in theatrical parlance, " bringing

down the galleries." What is tlie style of music selected by the galle-

ries for an encore ? some comic song, or sentimental air overladen with

meretricious ornament, and wliich every person of taste or judgment
in the house feels ought to have been left out ; and yet they ai'e obliged

to suffer the infliction of its repetition, and endure the double annoyance
of listening to such trash, and having it asserted that "it was stamped
by the approbation of the whole house."

The managers, instead of striving to do away with the much-abused
system of an encore, do all in their power to encourage it. They seem
not to be aware that those morceaux which are really deserving of encou-

ragement will find their way quietly and surely, without any of those up-

roarious bursts whicli they so much delight in hearing, and which are

more generally the harbingers of bad success than otherwise.

D2
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There are many persons of taste and education who would go to the

theatres for a refined and intellectual amusement, that are now driven

away by the managers so continually playing up to the galleries ; they

are disgusted with the nonsense and trash put forth on the stage, and

prefer remaining at home and perusing quietly a favourite author to the

trashy medley of our national theatres.

That pieces devoid of real merit, spiritless in dialogue, and whose

strength lies alone in the disgusting horrors of their situations, may for

a time please the " multitude," we will not deny ; but they soon surfeit,

and even the very persons for whom they were designed feel no pleasure

in their repetition, or if they do look on them a second time, it is languidly

and without interest, and with feelings more, perhaps, of disgust than

pleasure, and they are glad when the performance is finished. They miss

the rich racy dialogue of the old comedies ; when they laughed they

scarce knew why, or felt themselves excited by the beautiful sentiments

and imao-ery of the sterling tragedies of the old English writers, and the

repetition of which they could bear without experiencing the same lan-

guor or ennui so generally caused by witnessing a second time the

dramas of the school of horrors.

The managers never seem to lose an opportunity of courting their

friends the galleries, for even in the production of an opera, which has

been frequently played abroad and the su-ccess of which is almost certain,

they are not content until some fiddler in the orchestra whom nobody

scarce knows has thrust in a villanous composition of his own, calculated

for the galleries, and which perhaps are the only encores of the evening,

and therefore considered by the manager as suiting his purpose much

better than the works of Mozart, Beethoven, Meyerbeer, &c., whose

music is listened to quietly, and without that noisy approbation bestowed

upon the interpolaters.

It will be in vain for managers to attempt, with any degree of success,

the performance of the legitimate drama for a few evenings with a badly

assorted company :— persons wholly incompetent are thrust into parts

they are incapable of understanding, or even properly reading, and it ia

but little amusement to a discriminating audience, to listen to the beau-

tiful passages of our old English Poets delivered by an actor who consi-

ders himself engaged in the operatic department ; and to whom, acting

and elocution are a very second-rate concern. In one company we must

have members for Tragedy, Comedy, Opera, Farce, Ballet, and Panto-

mime ; none complete in themselves ; each lending to the others, and

forming a discordant whole, that rarely insures success :—there is a

want of harmony consequent upon thus getting up performances that

makes them any thing but the source of amusement they ought to be.

Managers may well say " the public will not patronize the drama in its

highest range," for they will not listen with pleasure to the murdering

of their most cherished authors, delivered in a sing-song style, by an actor

who considers, either that it ought to be turned into music to suit him,

or into a ballet, in which he might attitudinize the principal character,

and who, perhaps, has grace enough to feel that he understands about

as much of his author as he does about Greek Apophthegms.

Were & cotaifnny to be formed solely for the representation of tragedy*

comedy) and farc% J^aVing to the oth«r house _tbe getting up $f c^jperas/
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ballets, &c., there might be a chance of eiiceees to till ; the public knight
have the drama again raising its head as proudly as ever, and bpefas and
ballets well sustained, and the managers find, bj' their replenished ex-

chequers, that the English will still patronize their native talent.

At the present day we have no national theatre, for those so miscalled

are the least of all to be considered as such : the English drama has
latterly taken up its resting-place in the neighbourhood of Whitechapel,
the denizens of which still relish the literature of their native country,

and care little for the incongruous translation of the theatres of the

Parisian Boulevards. B.

TO A DISAPPOINTED WASP.

FOUND ON MV BUEAKFAST-TABLE IN NOVEMBER, ON WHICH THE TIMES
NEWSPAPER WAS LYING.

Say, aged thing,

What chance till now has kept thee on the wing

;

Say, sober veteran.

Ere Death e'en thee within his clutches clasps.

Why art thou here.

Long after each compeer.

Thou obsolete, old-fashion'd man,
Methusaleh of wasps ?

Methought that thou wert dead, entomb'd and rotten,

With all thy beautiful array

Of pleasures in a happier day.

Quite, quite forgotten !

—

Dost come once more, ere slumb'ring in thy grave,
December's storms to brave.

Prowling about in speculative mood,
Despite thy grey decrepitude.

For ancient food ?

Dost come with tott'ring limb.

Once more to climb

The sugar-bason's parapet.

And make thereon thy wonted revolution ?

Although the time when you shone

Is at a distance I would fain forget.

But for thy impotent endeavour.

To be so frolicsome and clever.

And frisky yet !—
Oh ! for the days when thou wert young !

A rival of the Goseamer,

As on the Zephyr's breast it hung.

Which of the two were happier !

—
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Claiming thy tithe of all

In fashion clerical,

Tho' at the best thine was but cant

Itinerant !

—

Thou hadst a goblet in the full round grape,

And on the sweetest things that be.

Didst most flagitiously

Commit a rape !

—

Perhaps thou wert the very fellow.

Who, like a man of gallantry,

Didst sit thee where the roses lie,

Upon my lov'd one's cheek—and made her bellow I

If so—I'll kill thee with an endless death.

With a stout breath

I'll whiff a hurricane around thy pate,

Or set thee here,

To wither in a tropic atmosphere.

On my hot plate ;

I'll poison thee with horrible device.

Of melted butter

;

Or drown in a trice.

Beneath the waves of that continuous gutter.

By heedless tea- cup in its saucer spilt.

All for thy guilt !—
Yet no !—Thou seem'st unconscious quite,

Tho' quite unhappy—come, then, lonely wight.

And with a kindlier thought, I'll haste thine end ;

Nay ! wherefore for our mercy blame us.

Poor ignoramus!

No dainty breeze nor warm sun can befriend

Thine agueish old bones, and hungry snout

;

The half extinguished taper of thy life

I'd better much put out

—

No doubt.

Come, come then—here's relief;

Beneath my pocket handkerchief

Down falling

Upon the ground you 're sprawling

Now with my merciful great-toe

I'll stamp—Ah ! no,

'Tis horrid I—Yet it must be so.

And in an instant thus your writhing trunk

la trodden into atoms—Crunk ! crunk ! crunk

!
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SOPHENE AND SOPHOCLES.—No. 4.

The pilot having lost all hope, gathered his crew around him. " The
anger of the Gods," said he ^Yith a faltering accent, " is full upon us

;

our ruin is inevitable ; Jupiter arms against us all the elements ; nothing
can keep us from his vengeful hand ; let us forbear tiring him with

vows he rejects ; Neptune is less unmerciful ; let us renew a custom
that has always proved successful ; let us offer up a human victim that

shall save the rest, and see whom chance will appoint. His discourse

met with general approbation. Every one was eager to throw his name
into the funeral urn. Every one made towards death in order to avoid

it. The first signature that came out from the deadly vase, (can I say it

without expiring?) was that of Sophene ! Mad with the most exorbi-

tant grief, I canied her into the hold of the ship, with a fixed determina-

tion rather to be torn into a thousand pieces than to surrender her. Fear
rendered me cruel. Those who the very evening before would have laid

down their lives to please her, are the first to sue for her death. They
cried aloud that Religion had been violated, and they fancy that the sus-

pense of a moment increases the violence of the storm.

Imlacca attempted to plead for her ; but instead of being listened to,

and obeyed, they threatened to make away with him also.

They then rushed upon me, and, in spite of my utmost struggles, tore

her from my arms. I sank down in a deep swoon. She made her way
through the crowd, towards the pilot. "New minister of the Gods," said

she, "their rights shall not be transgressed—fear no opposition from me.
The life ol Sophocles depends upon my death—perform tliy office

—

Neptune calls for his victim—she is ready : why dost thou defer sacri-

ficing her?" These were her last words ! two seamen took hold of her

—

"what are you going to do, ye cruel men?" but already the sea had
received and swallowed up its prey. Jupiter ! do you countenance
such horrible sacrifices ? Or if you execrate them, why does not your
thunberbolt blast the impious men that dishonour you by offering them.
The storm abates. But, Gods ! ought a crime to be the purchase of man's
deliverance ? and you, monsters, tliat hold me down, you did well to

chain my fury—it would have rendered this horrible device abortive."

The pilot enjoined me silence : I strove to rush upon him. "Load him
with chains," cried he aloud. Then every thing near me became a
weapon for me—the Furies inspired me—horror and dismay attended

them ; the crew looked upon this new danger as more imminent than
the first.

But my strength was soon spent—they overpowered me. Revenge
rendered me thirsty of her blood—I panted for it ; but my rage was re-

duced to impotent cries.

In order to get free of me, they steered to the shore and cast me upon
the land, Imlacca I you were not permitted to attend me. You would
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have been a comfort for me : had I been susceptible of any, sorrow, when
It rises to an excess, makes one sensible. I remained in sullen silence

—

I lay motionless—a fatal state ; and more horrible than the most violent

agitation. It was not long before my despair gathered new strength :

the rocks resounded with my screams—the lions and wild boars echoed

them from their dens—the Gods heard them, unmoved! The tortures

of those famous criminals which their unrelentless justice pursues, are

milder than mine : all hell was in my heart—and what was I guilty of?

I loved, and I love still. Are these my crimes, O Jupiter? How long

has the thunder-hearted man been the object of thy cruel vengeance? Is

it an offence to imitate thee ? And you. Goddess of the sea, do you suf-

fer Neptune to give you a rival ? Our interests are united : give me So-

phene again. Love! what art thou doing ? Jealous of Sophene's beauty,

thy mother detains thee at Paphos. Sophene was thy votary ; thou hadst

promised her to my ardent wishes—dost not thou know that she is ravish-

ed from me ? But what am I doing ; and why do I address'myself to cruel

and deaf gods ? Sophene, you are no more—I have caused your death ;

mine alone can atone for my crime. If I delay it, it is to prolong my
misery : but now you inhabit either heaven or the Elysian fields ; and

I am not worthy of those delicious abodes.

The only god whose kindness I did not implore, pitied me. A friend

to mankind, he often anticipates their desires, in order to give himself

up to them ; his power is boundless ; he triumphs over such as even Love

could not tame. He reigns amidst the frightful din of arms ;—the

dreadful noise of raging storms cannot trouble him whom Jupiter him-

self respects, and it is through his favours that the most unhappy mor-

tals, in spite of fortune and fate, become gods themselves.

In a word, sleep shed his soft dews on my eyes, when, on a sudden, I

was dazzled by a glaring light that surrounded me ; Cupid broke through

the air, and showed me Sophene. " Forbear thy complaints," said he,

"I restore her to thee;" he said, and flew away. I fixed my eyes

upon her, and enjoyed the pleasure of seeing her, tliough under the abso-

lute impossibility of expressing it. It seemed as if she herself tried in vain

to speak. Nevertheless, we lost nothing in that involuntary silence : our

looks, our sighs, our raptures, were but more eager, more inflamed,

more ravishing for it. At length Sophene said to me, " I live,—I love

vou !"—" How so," cried I, " is it you ?" The vision flits away, and

when I awake, I find myself in a ship among a crowd of ^Ethiopian

pirates, whose slave I am. 'Tis thus, ye cruel gods, that ye abuse us

weak sons of men ! However, I was astonished at the calmness of my
heart ;— I was sorrowful, but my sorrow was tranquil, and when I had

no room for hope left, I gave myself wholly up to fluttering expectations.

An oar in my hand, I looked wishfully at the companions of my misfor-

tunes. Too much weakened to share in their labours, I remained only a

spectator of them: "And how," said a barbarian, smiting me, "dost

thou think that thou art here to be idle ?" I found in my courage means

to curb his brutality. " O, Sosthencs ! the gods fully retaliate the wrongs

you received at my hands. O, my father ! let the shameful condition

I am reduced to never reach your car." The vessel in which I sailed

—

Eurycone having put into harbour, to make up the damages it had suf-

fered from the tempest—was pursuing its voyage, when we descried it
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gave it chase, dvei'took, bo&vded it, and dfter" two hours of hard fighting;,

became masters of it.

I know that vengeance is the portion of the gods, and that they have
kept it to themselves ; but I was so much exasperated with the pilot,

the cruel author of all my afflictions, that I could not but see him with
pleasure a captive. That pleasure soon gave way to new sorrows. Im-
lacca, wounded and dying, appeared before me ; upon examination, his

wounds were declared mortal. The crew would have thrown him into

the deep, but I prevented it by crying out that he was a noble Greek

;

the hopes of a ransom withheld them—the gods and my care restored

hini to life. The next day the pirates held a council ;—a little city they

descried lying on the coast was the victim of their fury and avarice. They
took it by surprise in the night. Men, women, and children, all were
reduced to slavery. They pillaged and burnt that unhappy city, which is

now a heap of stones—a sad and mournful scene of desolation and ruin,

upon which the spirit of time seems to fling the unuttera1)le gloom of

eternal woe and endless lamentation.

Returned to the vessel, they divided the booty among them. The
women and girls were placed by themselves,—some to be sold, others to

serve the pleasures of their masters—the old men, or such as their

wounds rendered useless, were unmercifully murdered, and thrown into

the sea.

My woes had not dried up the source of my tears ; that scene of
cruelty made me shed many—it was a crime, and I suffered for my pity.

Their riots knew no bounds ; yet even now I cannot remember with-
out horror either their discourses or their deeds. The impious punish
themselves for their impiety—drunkenness and sleep betrayed our tyrants

into our hands. " Let us," thought I, " heboid enough to attempt re-

covering our liberty, and we shall succeed ;" this was my resolution,

Imlacca approved of it, so did some of our companions to whom ire im-
parted it ; though they were but very few, they agreed with us. The
others, or, at least, most part of them, preferred their slavery to so easy
and so glorious an undertaking. Who could believe it ? some of them
were base enough to entertain the idea of arousing and informing* tfie

barbarians of the conspiracy we had formed against them. It failed of

success ; but happily the barbarians did not know the danger which had
been impending over them.

Being recovered from their brutal intoxication,'they thought of selljng

their prize, and accordingly hung out a flag of peace ; they then entered
the haven of Artycome, delivered, and received hostage?..

Soon, in a spacious market, they exposed, and offeJ'ed to sell, rich

furniture, gold and silver vases, and all that could minister either to the

wants or the luxury of men. The inhabitants contended for. and snatched
them from each other. Cupidity found nothing too dear. As for us

slaves, we were cooped up in the vessel; this voluptuous and unfeelin"-

people regarded us but little. Imlacca was the handsomest man breath-

ing; they bought him alone : nobody manifested a disposition top o?f ess

me ; I was destined to new adventures.

Artycome is famous for a temple consecated to Minerva. At the
entrance of it is a golden statue that represents the goddess to the life.

She has a helmet on her head; with one hand she holds a shi«ld, and a
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Spear in the other ; at her feet a porphyfy bason receives a stream, the

waves whereof are in perpetual motion. It was there that the pirates

resorted, in order to try the young captive girls they wanted to sell—

a

dangerous ordeal, indeed, from which they came off with infinite honour

to themselves and their tender and beloved sex. What a magnificent sight

does an innocent and lovely woman present to the admiring eye of a

devoted and benevolent man ! Search throughout the wide and wonder-

ful domain of variegated nature, and you shall find nothing to be com-

pared to her peerless beauty, which is the very acme of human dignity.

Protectress of chastity, you declared them virgins, and yet they were

recklessly and wantonly devoted to ignominy !

Some time after I was witness to that ceremony—here is the relation of

it : such as durst hazard the experiment, crowned with laurel, and dressed

in a white garment, stepped into the fountain. Their innocence is their

glory and safety. Minerva smiles on them, and holds out her hand to

them : they retire with universal applause. But the goddess casts a

severe look upon the guilty ones. Frightened at the sight of her di'ead-

ful spear, that threatens them, they plunge into the water that flows

from under their staggering steps, their chaplet falls off, and they be-

come the object of scorn and derision. Sometimes, for want of help,

they unhappilly perish there.

This is a severe, but merited punishment, for an improper intercourse

with men who are base enough to take every possible advantage of their

" weakness," and glory in their loss of virtue, personal dignity, and

peace of mind.

The hostages being restored on each part, the pirates embarked again,

with their treasures. Proud of their late success, they meditated new
enterprises. They had soon wasted their " detestable riches" with the

carapanions of their debaucheries. Tremble, unhappy Greek ! You
think yourselves secure in the bosoms of your families : your pirates

cannot protect you. Chains or death must be your lot.

The storm fell upon the deplorable and wasted city of Silena. Thy
precious wines made thee renowned : they caused thy ruin ! Thou
couldst redeem thyself by giving them up ; thy inhabitants relied too

much upon their courage ; they were all of them put to the sword. Soon

shalt thou be revenged. We saw those villains sitting down upon the

shore, scoffingly celebrating their too criminal revels.

Bacchus could not allow those wretches to profane his worship and

mysteries, with impunity. He deprived them of their reason. Tran-

sported with rage, they forgot they were brethren—they took to arms—
they attacked and tore each other in pieces ! The fight of the Centaurs was

less bloody. A troop ot Greeks (for Greeks are addicted to piracy, too)

came falling upon them unawares, and put the finishing hand to their

entire overtln'ow, and final anihilation.

At the sight of this, we burst into shouts : we shook off our chains,

and thinking we found deliverers, in the murderers of our tyrants, we came

up to them, and threw ourselves into their arms. Yet we had only

changed our servitude ! It was in vain for us to plead the rights of our

birth, and of our common country : they did not hear us, and forcing

us into their ship, conveyed us across the blue and open sea, to

Daphnipolis,
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This town is consecrated to Apollo. His love for that nymph is too
well known for me to gis'e a recital of it : it was in the inner part of his

temple, that we were exposed for sale.

I fell upon my knees, and addressed a prayer to Apollo :
—" Son of

Jupiter ! be sensible of my affliction. Twice a slave, already I am
threatened a third time with the loss of my liberty. Do not permit an
envoy of thy father, to linger in disgraceful bondage. Soften the hearts
of my new masters ; let them remember they are Greeks, and that I am
equally so. Powerful god, from whose all-beholding eyes, nothing can
escape ! what has become of Sophene ? If the fatal sisters have cut off

her days, it was not a god who condemned her to death. Thou canst
repair the crimes of men, and restore Sophene to me. The pains that
love made thee suffer, must render thee compassionate to mine."
The moment of being heard was not yet come. I was torn from the

altar to be delivered to a citizen who had bought me ; Dvmas was his
name, and Chriseis that of his wife. Curiosity, it has been frequently
asseverated, is the predominant characteristic of her sex ; scarce had
she seen me ere she inquired who I was, whence I came, and bv what
charm I was their slave.

With downcast eye I modestly entreated her to spare me a woful
relation, that could not be of any great concern for her ; Dymas, (I can-
not call him master,) Dymas listened to us, and was displeased at my
refusal. He darted upon me a threatening look, and being told that
dinner was brought in, he bade me wait upon him ; I obeyed, and thus
Sophocles, who some months before was minister of Jupiter, and loaded
with glory, sat the first at Sophenes' table, served and loved by Sophene,
found himself confounded among vile slaves in his own country, and put
to the drudgery of the house he was in.—O fortune ! such are thylsports !

Towards the endof the entertainment, Dymas orderedhis slaves toretire;
Iremainedalonewithhim: "I will have thee," said he, "tell methv adven-
tures ; thou shalt entertain me till I fall asleep, and then beware of in-
terrupting my rest." This order, delivered in so imperious and abrupt a
manner, made me more sensible than ever of the rigour of my lot.

My eyes were ready to overflow ; my heart was oppressed ; I could
not complain. " Know," added he, "thou art my slave and must perform
my commands : speak, or fear, if thou provest obstinate, to be chastised
into the knowledge of thy duty.—An angry master is a severe preceptor."
"O Dymas !" cried I, "letthe Gods judge between us. I am a Greek

;

you have no authority over me, but that which you derive from my mis-
fortunes and your injustice ; will you, more cruel than the barbarians
themselves, who sold me, take away my life, which they have spared in
spite of me ?—Strike !—born a freeman, I fear death less than slavery."
Chriseis was pleased with my courage ; she pleaded for me ; Dymas
fell asleep, and I came off with threats only.

The youthful days of Chriseis were past ; but it was not difficult to per-
suade myself she had been handsome, if not lovely. She thought she
was so still. In reality she was benevolent, mildly disposed, and, above all

sweetly compassionate. I received at her hands many tokens of kindness!
that deeply engaged my gratitude ; and if I failed to disclose to her everv
thing that concerned me, what I said was sufficient to please her, by the
confidence I reposed in her.
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Dymas, wno did not like W(J, bad laid upon me the most painful Usks.

Incessantly busy, I could not venture to steal a moment's time to muse on,

and bemoan ray ill fortune. Covered, with rags, lying upon the ground,

reduced to the most common and most insipid food, I marvel I did not

sink under my misfortunes. The Gods would not have it to be so. Nay

I experienced that, if bitternes springs from the bosom of pleasures,

contentment and comfort also arise from afflictions. I had been thirty

days in that condition when the feast of Jupiter drew near. What a " re-

collection
" for me ! It is not solemnized atDaphnipolis—they celebrate

that of Daphne. The rites of it are almost the same. The difference

lies only in the choice of the messengers. They are allowed to be mar-

ried at Daphnipolis. Dymas was named for Artycome. While every

thing was preparing for his journey, Chriseis said to him (fixing her

magnificent eyes upon me), "That slave looks sensible—he is wise—he

speaks httle. But it is plainly to be perceived how much he labours un-

der sorrow—1 advise you to leave him here. A melancholy slave is

Iways ominous to his master ; at least, it is an unpleasant object which

you would have before your eyes. However, as he boasts of being an

envoy of Jupiter, he may prove useful to you—think of it yourself."

Dymas replied, " It is the common custom with slaves to be proud and

liars ; that man has a mind to put himself forward. "Is it true, " con-

tinued he, turning to me, " that thou hast been honoured with the min-

istry I am now invested with } Take care not to add an untruth to thy

iother defects!" " O Dymas!" I replied, " I may not desire to impose

on your credulity—the Gods forbid ! Fortune may render unhappy, but

she cannot banish truth from ray heart ! Do you judge men by their

personal appearance ? Virtue does not disdain the tattered cloak of sla-

very. Yes," I continued, " I have been an envoy of Jupiter ; I have

received all' the honours that will be paid to you. They were the source

of my distresses,—may they prove that of thy felicity !"

These words rendered him milder : he put other questions to me—he

appeared satisfied with my replies, and abated something of his unkind-

ness, conceiving, as I opine, that I might be of service to him. Chri-

seis would fain have accompanied us; Dymas was against it—we went

awav without her, and I saw her no more.

Arrived at Artycome, he met with the same eagerness from the inha-

bitants, to welcome him to their houses, that I had met with at Artycome

on a similar occasion. I endeavoured to banish frora my mind the recol-

lection of the honours that were paid to me—it was vain, however. But

mv meddlin"- memory continued to torment me in the same ratio as I

endeavoured to obliterate the most pleasurable scenes of my ministry.
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FILL THE BRIGHT GOBLET.

Anacreontic, No. 3.

?3i) jHti. C. 33. mUSon.

Fill the bright goblet, and scare way sorrow,

'Tis folly to dream of the evils to come ;

Fill the bright goblet ! at least till to-morrow

—

The sunshine of joy shall our pathway illume.

Pass round the chalice ! the wine let us sip,

Till the heart yields to mirth, and the spirit is gay !

'Tis the nectar most soothing, save woman's sweet lip.

But oh ! like her smile—it will never betray !

Fill the bright goblet ! and leave care and sighing

To those who choose bitters, from life's mingled bowl

;

The fountain of joy is our wine-cup supplying,

"With the grape that has ripened to gladden the soul

!

Pass round the chahce ! the wine let us sip,

Till the shadow of care from each brow flies away

;

There's balm in the goblet, like woman's sweet lip.

To charm and to soothe us—but never betray !

Fill the bright goblet ! if kriendship is fleeting.

It will not fleet faster, 'neath wine's rosy beam ;

Fill the bright goblet ! if love will be cheating.

We'll drown his deceit, in the grape's ruby stream.

Pass round the chalice ! the wine let us sip !

And quaff" from the fountain of bliss while we may,

"What nectar is sweeter, save woman's dear lip.

To chase from the bosom all sorrow away r

—

Fill the bright goblet ! and scare away sadness

—

There's full time for care, through the long busy day
;

But night's social hours should be given to gladness.

Since from its charm'd circle all griefs flee away

!

Pass round the chalice ! the wine let us sip

—

It will brighten the wit—and the fancy inflame
;

Then press we the goblet !— like woman's ripe lip.

There's a Lethe for care, in the nectar we drain !
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DE BERANGER AND HIS SONGS.

Paul Jean dk Beranger, whose verses have for twenty years dehghted

the philosopher, animated the patriot, inspirited the soldier, cheered the

ouvrier, and greatly contributed to bring about the revolution of 1830,

has retired from the turmoil of politics and public life ; and has found a

retreat in charming Passy, for the remainder of his days. In the last col-

lection of his songs, published, he touchingly alludes to this determination

:

Paris, adieu ; je sors de tes muiaillcs,

J'ai dans Passy trouve gJte et lepos.

Ton fils t'en'eve un droit de funerailles,

Et sa piquelte e'cliappe a tes imjiots.

Puisse-e-je, ici, vieillir exempt d'orage,

Et de I'oubli pres de subin le poids,

Comme I'oiseau, dormir dans le feuillage,

Au bruit niourant des tchos de ma voix !

Few of our countrymen are, we believe, acquainted with the beautiful

songs of De Beranger, which have justly exercised considerable influence

in France ; and as the finest moral and political sentiment pervades his

more serious efforts, we intend to lay before them a few of his chansons,

translated as literally as possible, but which, notwithstanding every care,

are greatly inferior to the original.

De Beranger has ever been an honest and consistent politician ; and

the whole of his poetry breathes the purest spirit of liberty : he has com-

pared himself to Diogenes with some justice, for though he does not ab-

solutely inhabit a tonneau, he has through life exhibited an utter contempt

of riches ; and when wealth, power, and titles were offered him by his

friends, the short-lived ministry of M. Lafhtte, he firmly refused every

thing, though he was not the less sensible of their kindness.

The first song v^e select, "Les Gaulois el les Francs," was written in

1814, when the allies were about to enter France; it is a soul-stirring

address to the army and people, in which Napoleon is supported, for the

first time, by the national poet—he having steadily refused to write in his

favour, until France was menaced and her emperor in adversity.

It is scarcely necessary to point out the admirable tact with which De
Beranger has seized on every idea that could arouse the enthusiasm of

the French people, to whose feehngs and sympathies he has, though a true

citizen of the world, invariably addressed himself; and this circumstance

has, no donbt, in some degree contributed to the great and deserved

popularity his poetry has acquired. «

THE GAULS AND FRANKS.

Gay, gay! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France
;

Gay, gay ! close in you ranks,

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks !

Again doth Atlila's fierce call

Urge the savage

France to ravage
j
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Ay, and again the Huns shall fall,

Scatter'd o'er the fields of Gaul •

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks.

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France ;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks

!

The Cossacks quit their marshy homes—
So icy cold.

For English gold.

The Kurd, as through the south he roams,

Bejieves he'll sleep beneath our domes 1

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance.

Ye sons of France ;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks.

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks

!

The Russian hates his climate dread,

Nor comfort knows
Amidst his snows

;

To train oil and dry acorns bred.

He longs to eat of our white bread.

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance.

Ye sons of France

;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks

!

We've sav'd the red juice of the vine,

Glory to toast

;

Shall then the host

Of Saxons, from beyond the Rhine,

Forbid our songs, and drink our wine ?

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France ;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks.

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks

!

The Kalmucks' fire his blood shall quench.

Ere to despair

They drive our fair

;

Shall our wives' cheeks witli tenor blench,

To think their sons may not be French ?

Gay, gay! close in your ranks.

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France ;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks.

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks !

What though now misfortunes lour

O'er the name
Dear to our fame,

Never did our legions cower

Before the might of Prussia's power

!
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Gay, gay! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France

;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks.

Bravely onwards, Gauls and Franks

!

Noble Gauls and worthy Franks,

When welcome peace
Comes to release

Your sons from our unbroken ranks,

How sweet will be a nation's thanks.

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks,

Grasp the lance,

Ye sons of France
;

Gay, gay ! close in your ranks-

On to the battle, Giuls and Franks !

The next song we select, if song- it can properly be termed, is one of

a totally different character, and exhibits De Beranger still linked with

the national feelings, grieving for the loss of a true friend and noble

patriot, M. Manuel, who, after serving his country for many years on

the field of battle, was elected to the Chamber of Deputies during the

reign of Louis XVIII., where for several years he advocated, with the

greatest talent, perseverance and courage in the cause of freedom, and un-

dauntedly attacked the anti-national policy of the Bourbons.

We do not recollect in what year this celebrated deputy breathed his

last ; but it was in 182C or 27 ; he died as he had lived, poor, but con-

tented ; the tears of his countrymen followed him to the grave, and De
Beranger, in expressing his own feelings, touchingly appeals to his coun-

trymen to furnish him with the means of erecting a tomb to the memory
of their departed friend :

—

THE TOMB OF MANUEL.

The scene is o'er, the tearful crowds depart

—

To his sad i^rave a nation's bid adieu
;

The tears of friendship flowing from my heart

Are given alone to the Creator's view.

1 hear the earth falling upon the brave

—

He may forget, who now much grief dis[>lays.

In after ages, to point out his grave.

Aid the poor barJ a monument to raise.

'Tis thus I seek to honour here on earth.

The name of him, who was our best support

;

I knew his virtues, all his secret worth

—

Oh, France I for thee, with heart and hand he fought.

Humbly we'll pray for his immortal weal,

As we unite in tribute to his praise.

Beside his grave behold us sadly kneel—
Aid the poor bard a monument to raise.

Against a court that from us turns away,
His eloquence has ever been employed

;

Not changeful as the forked lightning's play,

But with the ftiSnly tons Of vifiue ttjualloy'dt
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When from the tribune torn by brutal force,

His patriot voice the nation's rage allays ;

Siill hate pursues, insulting e'en his corse!

Aid, then, the bard a monument to raise.

Down his pale cheek cours'd many a scalding tear,

'When twelve years, in an unhappy hour

—

Amidst the ruin of all we hold most dear,

Base treachery gave France to foreign pow'r.

'Tvvas then we met the vet'ran of Arcole

—

Smil'd, as I sung of former glorious days

—

Frenchmen, your tears the humble bard console,

—

Tiien grant his wish, a monument to raise.

Yes, let a tomb bear witness to our grief;

Of virtue's friends the assistance 1 invoke,

Frenchmen, sweet peace shall come to our relief,

Willi hope of Freedom, e'en beneath our yoke.

Pay then these lines, which celebrate his name,
The humblest oft''ring shall reward my lays

—

Of Manuel to consecrate the fame !

Aid your poor bard a monument to raise.

Our third specimen, " La Mort de Poniatowski," was written in 18-3'2,

and published with some others, for the benefit of the Polish exiles ; De
Beranger being unable to contribute to their relief from his own purse,

with his usual benevolence, took this means of aiding them,—we need

scarcely add, no inefficient one.

Joseph Poniatowski, nephew of the last king of Poland, served in the

armies of France, for several years, and after the battle of Leipsic,

Napoleon raised him to the rank of Marshal, and gave him the

command of a body of Poles and French. Tht ISth of October,

1813, the bridges of the Elster having been destroyed, Poniatowski with

his division covered the retreat of the French army ; and, after perform-

ing prodigies of valour, rejected all overtures to surrender made to him,

by the allies. Though dangerously wounded, he exclaimed, ," God has

confided to me the honour of the Poles, I will surrender it but to God,"
and dashing into the river on horseback, he attempted to gain the

opposite bank, but exhausted from loss of blood, and carried away by the

force of the current, he sunk to rise no more.

THE DEATH OF PONIATOWSKI. '

Ye fly, ye fly, the conquerors of the world !

Slmll l.eipsic see us lose this hard-fought day ?

liave ye not seen inio the river huil'd

The blown-up bridge, Ihe torrent bears away ?

Horses, dragoons, artillery, grenadiers

—

Ail are erigulpli'd who have its passage braved !

On rolls the Elster, deaf to ciies and tears;

" A single hand, Frtnchnien, and I am saved."

" A single hand !''
'lis vain in this sad horn,

r,;ich presses foiward, anxious but to flee

—

l{iit who is he the angry waves devour,
I'icrccd by ihrei' wounds? 'Tis Poniatowski

!

M.M, 1. B
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None see him, or despite the conquering force.

Full many a warrior had the torrent braved;

"Alas !" he cries, when parted from his horse,

"A single hand, Frenchmen, and I am saved."

He struggles, swims,—alas, 'tis but to sink I

Ah no ! he grasps his courser's flowing mane,

lie cannot drown, when at tlie river's brink.

He sees the foe, and hears the martial strain

:

" Frenchmen, ye boast I'm ever first I'advance,

For you, my friends, I've every danger braved,

And still would shed my heart's best blood for France

;

A single hand, Frenchmen, and I am saved."

No aid is near—his hands become too weak

To keep his hold—Poland, adieu, adieu !

But softest dieams upon his senses break

—

Heaven gives a noble prospect to his view

;

Polonia's eagle, to her sons so dear.

In Russian blood her snowy plumes has laved,—

A cry of glory breaks upon his ear;

" A single hand, oh, France ! and I am saved !"

'Tis Poland and her brave and gen'rous sons,

Who have for us in many a battle fought

;

A crimson torrent from her bosom runs,

—

Alas, in vain,—her efforts all are nought

!

Like this brave chief, who for our country died.

From France, alone, assistance now is craved—
In her despair, to us a nation cried,

" A single hand, oh France ! and I am saved

!

Our next selection is one of the political songs, for which De Beranger

was prosecuted by the Bourbons. " Les Infinement Petits," is indeed

a severe satire, and it would be difficult to conceive a happier medium of

attack than the Magic Mirror ; this song, conjointly with another or

two, cost our poet nine months' imprisonment. The giant alluded to in

the last verse, we presume to be Russia.

THE MAGIC MIRftOR.

In magic I believe of late,

And a wizard of great wight

Shewed me our country's future fate.

Reflected in a mirror bright.

Would I had ne'er the picture seen

Of our own native land, so plain,

In nineteen-hundred and nineteen,

For still tlie hateful Bourbons reign.

France to a race of dwarfs must pass.

And our grandsons are so small.

That scarcely in the magic glass

Are seen the inhabitants of Gaul.

France has become the wi'eck, the shade,

Of the France no power could rein

—

None fear the little state t' invade,

For still the hateful Bourbons reign.
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I see at their religious feasts

Little bilious Jesuits in black,

And thousands of other little priests,

With little saints borne at their back.

Blessed by them, all things recede

—

Of liberty and truth the bane,—
They swarm about the court to feed.

For still the hateful Bourbons reign

.

All is little I examine—
Justice, the sciences, and arts,

And a pretty little famine

Is desolating various parts.
'

Towards the frontiers of France,

With little cannons in their train,

Their imperceptible troops advance,

And still the little Bourbons reign.

Again is chang'd the magic scene,

Our fearful destiny completing :

And a barbarous giant's seen

The world's entire strength defeating.

Approaching Paris, all elate,

He braves the pigmies chatt'ring vain,

Pops in his pouch the little state,

With the worn-out Bourbons who still reign.

Our fifth chanson, " Les Adieux de Marie Stuart," needs no comment

:

the eventful career and unfortunate end of Mary, Queen of Scots, is fa-

miliar to every one

.

MARV STUAKt's farewell TO PRANCB.

Adieu, dear France, adieu to thee,

No other clime with thine can vie

—

Thy bosom long hath cradled me.
Adieu—to quit thee is to die !

Thou sunny country of my choice,

Thy children's love to me is dear

—

Listen to Mary's falt'ring voice

—

Oh France ! to leave thee much I fear.

Just Heaven, then, as I quit thy shore,

Viewing with pity my emotion,

To give me back to thee once more.

Will surely wake the slumb'ring ocean.

Adieu, dear France, adieu to thee.

No other clime with thine can vi«

—

Tliy bosom long hath cradled me.

Adieu—to qu4t thee is to die !

When through the capital I rode,'

The people breathed for me their vows;

'Twas not to rank this joy I ow'd,

But to the lilies round my brows.

E2
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With honour—glory—love—imbued,

I passed my youthful days elate.

Alas! in Caledonia rude,

How sadly changed will be my fate.

Adieu, dear France, adieu to thee,

No other clime with thee can vie

—

Thy bosom long hath cradled me.

Adieu—to quit thee is to die!

Sovereign power tempts in vain,

'Midst Scotland's mists and winds so keen,

But if decreed that I must reign,

I would of smiling France be queen.

So happy hitherto I've been.

That now I dread to cross the sea.

Since in a fearful dream I've seen

A horrid scaffold raised for me

!

Adieu, dear France, adieu to thee,

No other clime with thine can vie

—

Thy bosom long hath cradled me.

Adieu—to quit thee is to die !

Oh France, whatever ills assail

The daughter of the Stuart line.

When ev'ry other aid shall fail.

Many will rest secure of thine.

Alas, too fast the vessel sails,

We pass beneath black threal'ning skies ;

And darkest night already veils

The dim coast from my tearful eyes.

Adieu, dear France, adieu to thee
;

No other clime with thine can vie :

Thy bosom long hath cradled me,

—

Adieu,—to quit thee is to die !

We shall conclude our series by " Le Chant du Cosaque," in which

the poet beautifully alludes to the evil consequences which may ensue

from the introduction of the wild hordes of Russia into civilized Europe,

since her ancient ramparts, Poland and Turkey, may be said to he no

more ; and though these verses were written in 1815, when France was

smarting beneath the presence of the Cossacks, they have, through the

insatiable ambition and barbarian cunning of the Russian Government,

become even more appropriate to the present day. The Cossack is sup-

posed to be addressing his horse previous to another or third expedition

into western Europe.

THE Cossack's address to his charger.

Approach, my horse—the Cossack's noble friend,

Dost thou not hear the trumpets of the north ?

Prompt to attack ;is ready to defend

—

Aided by thee, I'll towards the west set forth-
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Silver and gems, spoil of our conqu'ring force,

Shall deck thy curb, now hid by dirt and rust
j

Neigh, then, with pride, my ever-faithfiil horse,

And kings and nations trample in the dust I

Dull Peace h?s fled—advance, ye northern bands,

—

Europe has lost her ancient firm ramparts
;

Come, then, with treasure fill my eager hands.

And rest thee in the city of the arts.

Twice hast thou wash'd in the Seine's winding course
Thy blood-stain'd hoofs, and wilt again, I trust

}

Neigh, then, with pride, my ever-faithful horse,

And kings and nations trample in the dust

!

Nobles and princes, plung'd into disasters

By suffering subjects, whom they seek to enchain,
Are willing now that we should be their masters

—

Pieas'd to be serfs, so they as tyrants reign.

I seize my lance—the sceptre and the cross

Their rights divine to my rude hands entrust;

Neigh, then, with pride, my ever-faithful horse,

And kings and nations trample in the dust

!

Of a vast form I see the shade immense,
Ilis glance our bivouac fires arrest

;

" Again," he cries, " my reign shall recommence;"
And with his axe he points towards the west.

The modern Huns his wishes shall enforce,

—

Att'la to us his vengeance doth entrust ;

—

Neigh, then, with pride, my ever-faithful horse,

And kings and nations trample in the dust

!

That glory—fame of which Europe's so proud,

—

Her learning,—science will defend her well

!

'Twill vanish all, lost in the fearful cloud

Rais'd by thy hoofs our dread approach to tell

!

Destroy, destroy, in this, thy frightful course.

Palaces, cities,—the wicked and the just!

Neigh, then, with pride, my ever-faithful horse.

And kings and nations trample in the dust!

We cannot conclude without observing, that if the reader will glance

again at the third verse of the last song, and will then reflect on the

honours paid m England, at the close of the last war, to the leaders of

these filthy savages, he will wonder at the infatuation of his countrymen

at that period, and will be thankful that reason at length begins to dawn.

Edward Baingbk.
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WE ARE A RUINED PEOPLE AND NOTHING CAN SAVE
US.—THAT'S FLAT!

(Extract of a Letter dated at Aberdeen, &;c.J

You ask me how I come on, how I like the place of my nativity,

after a 23 years' absence, and put me in mind of the bickerings old Growly

and I had as to the political effects of the last half a dozen years' enact-

ments, and previous inroads on our ancient institutions—according to

Tory CANTICLES. I will not enter into any tiresome analysis—differing

as that honourable old worthy and I do; he as a blind.though conscientious

refuser of all reform, and I as ardent in my wish for every safe and

reasonable one. But as nothing can afford a greater solace to him
and his Tory acquaintance than giving them occasion to weep o'er the

increasing misfortunes of this misruled and unhappy part of the king-

dom, I will just set down some of the signs of the times, and of the

impoverished state I fovind things in, in this ruined country—after my
absence of near five lustres in a far distant land :

This town, which was hardly heard of south of the Trent, till

Mr. Hume's name, as its representative, brought it into daily notice,

—

Has freJ/ec? its population within the last 50 years, between the bridges,

from 20 to 60,000 !

New streets, squares, and terraces adorn it ; a magnificent new massive

granite bridge, of many arches, has been thrown across the Don ; whilst

numberless smaller ones facilitate intercourse on all the roads—these

roads being most of them turnpike, and in the best order. Elegant new
churches of granite have been built, and are now being built : Union
Street, when finished, will be one of the finest in Europe. The building

of the Public Rooms, with its superb portico of eight gigantic columns of

the chastest Ionic, is surpassed, as a whole, by nothing in the kingdom.
Very fine, commodious, and strong nexo granite bridewell and jails have
been built at great expense. The shore and harbour dues, which yielded

a few years ago but a bare £3.000, now yield £13,000 a year ! At one
time there was more registered tonnage belonging to Aberdeen than to

all Ireland

!

—an estate in the county which was bought about 30 years

agofor £45,000, sold last week for £1 16,000. Streets which not long

since could scarcely be kept clean, paying some hundreds, pay now many
more hundreds for tiie privilege of cleaning them. Our hospitals are

many, rich, and thriving—a single individual has just given one thousand

pounds to commence the work of a refuge for the destitute ! But I should

tire you was I to enumerate half of the splendid things done, and in

progress, at this my native town. As, however, an illustration of all I

have been anxious to impress upon the mind of Old Growly,through you,

you may just tell him a small matter—that at a marriage, which was
lately solemnized between two highly respectable young persons, amidst

dozens of vehicles which streamed through Union Street, there were, at

least, seven private equipages, with the ladies' and gentlemen's own
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horses, servants, and liveries—few of whose immediate progenitors knew

what a chariot was ! I am told, but having honourably earned wealth,

well deserve its enjoyment. Bankruptcy is an endemic scarcely known.

The learned professions, too, thrive—the lawyers, in particnlar—conquests

have been achieved by them in a little time, which those at Westminster

would lick their lips at. Their brethren of the cassoc, also, are up and

stirring in true puritanical agitation, emulous of meriting the purple and

fine linen of their southern lawn-sleeved zealots, by dumbfounding and

disgusting quiet people in their incessant cry of the church in danger.

ft is true, I confess, that the old feudal prejudices are still in full force

midst the Tory riding of the high-ultra aristocrats—pride and resent-

ment actuate them—reform-plucked of their old ascendancy, their sour-

vinegar exclusiveness and stupid hauteur would punish, if they could,

those here who have thought and acted liberally. Their noble chiefs living,

most of them, perdue, and buried like so many unsocial crows in a rook-

ery, surrounded by their parsons and parasites—associating with no one

—

in splendid seclusion, save when some stray bird of passage, of their own
*
feather visits them, en passant, brooding over past and boding over future

inroads on power and privilege, so rudely handled by reform (that mon-

ster !) Is such the way to acquire or regain popularity ?
'

But these are

fining down, and if they don't speedily mend their manners they will soon

have no society but their own—and from that, good Lord defend us !

—

Growley will say I but furnish argument against myself, and that all these

improvements are but the fruits of Tory dominion; whilst I again avow

that this town and district have thriven, spite of taxation and corrupt

extravagance in government. We are thriving, and will continue to do

so. We have a most worthy, active, and sensible provost: our other

magistracv are leal, honest, go'odmen—not, perhaps, so high m estate,

but more alive to a proper sense of their duties. The ultra-tones, if they

had a grain of foresight, should conciliate by their manners, instead of

indispose by their sour and solemn emptiness.

SONG.

A TEAR stood in her hazel eye,

Some lustrous gem it seem'd to be!

Her gentle heart breathed forth a sigh-

That sigh, that tear, was not for me.

No! no ! another owns that form.

Those beaming eyes, that neck of snow

;

Which from this heart can ne'er be torn

Till its life's blood has ceas'd to flow.

The tear that trembled in her eye

Cours'd slowly down her cheek

—

Again her heart breath'd forth a sigh.

As though its strings would break.

But for me was not this sadness.

Else with joy those tears I'd seen

—

Spurn'd and goaded, nigh to madness.

By her coldness, as I've been.
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RANDOM RECOLLECTIONS OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS.

1)Y ONE OF NO PAUTY.*

Among the host of new publications that have been flung upon the

town since " the season," as it is called by the gcnllemeii of Paternoster

Row and Albermarle Street, commenced; no one "volume" has made

so o-rcat an uproar among the disinterested Commons, as the woi'k wc

have taken up for the purpose of transferring to our pages some valuable

and entertaining matter. The author remains incognita. There is some-

thin"- in that—so the honourable member for Westminster has been

heard to say. Whomsoever he may be however, his book is not only a

smart essay, but an useful and entertaining companion for Lords as well

as Commoners. Lideed, we have heard it said that a second edition .

is actualy in the press ; this, too, within the space of six weeks ! Who
shall say that book-writing is any thing but a money-making as well as

fame-creating procedure, after this so flattering instance of \inknown

authorship. To the work, however, which we perceive almost all the

periodicals besides our own, have already reviewed, as the publication

richlv deserves, in a handsome manner ; so much so, indeed, that we

can find no new comphment to pay the " great unknown," whoever he

may happen to be.

To those who have not visited the Commons House of Parliament, and

have not witnessed the whole course of "parliamentary proceedings,"

from the first to the last day of the session, the striking and truly graphic

representations which are so well drawn by the dextrous hand of the pen-

and-ink artist, will be of the first interest. We have delineated in this work

from the life, as we say in the studio—the young fellow of 22, fresh

from his introductory borough, and big with the fate of Hume and Smol-

lett—no, not Smollett,—Roebuck: Stanley, and Graham—Fancourt, and

Scarlett (the blushing members for Stanbury's borough of integ-

rity' and principle,) and all the gallant and fighting host of them, first

entering upon their new "process verbal" with all the apparent alacrity

of half-educated schoolboys, up to the sedate, gentlemanlike, and classic

senator, whose very manner and style of entering the house convey

to the beholder a fine idea of parliamentary pride and senatorial au-

thoritativeness. It must be conceded, that the House ofCommons, as it

is now constituted, comprises a greater number of men of business than

at any former period. It is quite rational to infer, that, among 640 mem-
bers, some heavy and untalented men would be numbered. But even

this evil, if it be one, we would hold to be a benefit. There are, (thank

heaven!) some sensible men found, who seldom say a word beyond "yes"

and " no :" or, " I want so and so 1" and " will yougrant me so and so V
—such is the mercantile prose-poetry of every-day parliamentary and

business life.

* Sniitli, Elder, and Co. Cornbill.
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As, however, our learned and renowned brothers of the press have

descanted so largely and ably upon the unquestionable merits of the work
before us, we think we cannot do better than proceed to those parts of

the " Random Recollections" we are anxious to transfer to the pages of

the "Monthly."
We remember, quite well, a humorous afi'air of Sheridan's during an

unusually heavy debate. A member who had generally been prudent

enough to confine his legislative exertions to voting, astonished the

"House" by suddenly addressing the speaker. " Sir, have we laws, or

have we no laws? If we have laws, to what purpose are those laws?"

Sheridan was on his legs, and instantly replied :
—"Mr. Speaker, has the

honourable member spoken, or has he not spoken ? If he has spoken, to

what purpose did he speak ?" But Sheridan is gone to his account, and

his brilliant wit and fine oratory, where are they to be found ?

Take, for example, the following, which may serve as introductory :

—

" Some amusing {mistakes from ignorance of the rules of the House
occasionally occur. In the session of 1833, a Scotch Highlander, newly

arrived from his native hills, got, by some strange oversight of the

officers, into the side gallery appropriated for members, on the right of

the Speaker's chair. He knew no more of the rules or localities of the

house than he did of the politics of Timbuctoo, Never suspecting that

he was transgressing any law, human or divine, in entering the side

gallery, or when there, taking the best place he could find, he at once

advanced to one of the front benches, and there seated himself with the

utmost imaginable coolness,—just as if about to " rest himself " on the

brow of some of the heath-clad mountains of Caledonia. There were a

few straggling members in the side gallery at the time, and perceiving

at once from his Highland costume—he was dressed in tartan—that he
did not belong to the fraternity of St. Stephen's legislators, they richly

enjoyed the amusing blunder which Donald had committed. He mean-
while, after gazing with boundless astonishment on the huge propor-

tions of the Speaker's wig, and witnessing the bustle that was going on
on the floor of the house, turned his eyes towards the stranger's gallery,

and seemed quite amazed that so many persons should quietly submit to

be so closely squeezed together—to the imminent hazard of their ribs—
that they looked like one solid mountain of mortality, while there were
BO many cushioned and comfortable unoccupied seats in the place where
he had located himself. At this moment one of the members on an ad-

joining seat, seeing poor Donald had transgressed from ignorance,

whispered to him to make himself scarce in a moment, or that otherwise

he would be tal<en into custody. A word to the wise is enough : the

mountaineer, took the hint of the friendly M.P,, and darted out of the

house as well as the gallery in a twinkling. I am credibly assured that

he ran at his full speed, not casting one " longing lingering look be-

hind," till he reached Somerset House in the Strand, a distance of full

one mile and a half."

" On another occasion, during the session of 1834, a lady, the sister

of one of the members, entered the side gallery by mistake, instead of

going to the only place above the ceiling whence " the sex" were per-

mitted to have a " peep," for it was nothing more, at the house. She
immediately, to speak in parliamentary phraseology, " caught the eye of
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the Speaker," then Sir Charles Manners Sutton, whose visual organs

were always allowed to be as acute in this respect as they were said by

the Liberals to be in first recognizing a talented Tory, when a Tory and

Reformer rose at the same time to address the house. The Speaker

seemed quite delighted with the novelty of a politician in petticoats ; he

never withdrew his eye from the fair intruder an instant during the short

time she remained in the house. She was infinitely more attractive

than the eloquence of the orator who, for the time being, chanced to be

addressing " the house." Until the lady vanished, Mr. Speaker was as

inattentive to the arguments of the honourable member " on his legs,"

as was the wig on his head or the chair on which he sat. Had the in-

truder been of the masculine gender, he would, if observed, have been

pounced on by the officer in a moment, but gallantry forbade taking a

lady into custody ; and therefore, as in the event of its being known
that he had seen the transgressor in petticoats, and had failed to do his

duty, he would have subjected himself to something more than reproof,

he, unlike the Speaker, contrived to appear as if the lady had not caught

his eye. After she had been in the prohibited place for nearly a minute,

it occurred to her that she was in the wrong locality, and accordingly

she made her exit forthwith.

But the most amusing mistake of this nature which occurred in my
time, was in the case of a young gentleman from the north of Scotland.

It happened in April, 1833. A member having taken him into the

house, pointed him to a seat under the gallery, of which he immediately

took possession ; but he had not been above half an hour in it M'hen he

began to feel the inconvenience of which the reporters so often com-

plain, namely, that of certain members being " totally inaudible," and

as the orator who then addressed the house happened to speak from the

third bench on the left of the Speaker's chair, the young Scotsman

very naturally concluded that the best way to remedy the evil of not

hearing at all, or hearing but very imperfectly, would be to place him-

self as nearly as possible in the vicinity of the orator ; and as he had

always taken it for granted that if introduced into the house by a mem-
ber, he might take any of the back seats, if not occupied by the legisla-

tors themselves, he very deliberately walked himself to the bench imme-

diately behind that whence the honourable member poured forth his elo-

quence. The house chanced to be pretty full at the time, and there he

remained undiscovered upwards of two hours, when it adjourned, and

he went out amidst the crowd of honourable and right honourable gen-

tlemen. Mr. Hume, who sat only about two yards distant, cast sundry

very suspicious looks trwards him, as if apprehending that he was some

spy from the Tory camp on the opposite side. Had the house come to

a division on the debate during part of which the young Scotchman was

present, he would have made the discovery, to his cost, that there is all

the difference in the world in the house itself, whatever there may be

elsewhere, between a private individual and he whose name is graced by

the appendage of an M. P."

Again, at page 64, we have a very amusing relation of a " parliamen-

tary " mistake, which is not only strictly characteristic, but true to the

letter C :—
" There are several naval members in the house, who, though they have
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as large an allowance of good judgment—in some instances, more—as

those members who have spent all their days in polished society,—yet

have lost much of their early literary acquirements. There is more than

one of these—and there arc several members who have chiefly spent

their time in rural retirement in the same predicament—who have for-

gotten the first rudiments of their orthography. I could mention several

amusing instances of such blunders committed by M. P.'s ; but let one

suffice. A worthy Welsh baronet, distinguished for his maritime ex-

ploits, was lately asked by one of his constituents, who chanced to be in

town at the time, for an order of admission into the house. With his

characteristic disposition to oblige. Sir immediately complied

with the request, and wrote an order in the usual terms, and addressed

it thus—"To the Door Ceeper of the House of Commons." The per-

son for whom it was intended, discovered the error in the spelling after

he had gone ten or twelve yards from the worthy baronet, and turning

back and running up to him said, " Oh, sir there is a mistake in

the word "keeper ;" you have spelt it with a c instead of a k." " A
mistake !" responded the baronet, taking the order into his hand. " Not
a bit of a mistake is there in it, both ways are right—quite right, my
friend," at the same time returning the order uncorrected to his con-

stituent.

Those unacquainted with the secrets of the prison-house, would natu-

rally infer that those members of opposite politics whom they see night

after night so heartily abusing each other, were not on friendly terms

together. There are some cases in which the conclusion would be just

:

in the great majority it would not. Before and after the dissolution of

Sir Robert Peel's government, the Right Honourable Baronet and Lord

John Russell were often seen in most friendly conversation together.

Some weeks after the meeting of the present Parliament, Mr. Hughes
Hughes, the member for Oxford, made a most violent attack on Mr.
O'Connell, pointedly referring, among other things, to his ordering

death's-heads and cross-bones to be painted over the doors of those

electors who would not vote for his nominee in the county of Cork.

Mr. O'Connell repelled the attack with equal violence, and retorted, as

he did to Mr. Shaw, the member for the University of Dublin, on ano-

ther occasion, that Mr. Hughes's head was a calf's-head. Some nights

afterwards both gentlemen were seen walking arm-in-arm up Parliament-

street, on their way home from the house."

At page 72, we have a bit of " fun senatorial," in which Mr. O'Con-
nell and Mr. Shaw were the "principals." We then have a sketch of

one or more of the " general scenes," as follows :—

•

"I come now to what are called general scenes. One of the richest of

this kind which I have ever seen, occurred on the 17th of July last.

The question before the house was that the Municipal Corporations Bill

be re-committed. Several of the leading members having delivered

their sentiments on the subject, Mr. Hughes Hughes, the member for

Oxford, rose to address the House. This gentleman, for what reason I

am at a loss to guess, generally meets with a very unfavourable recep-

tion : on this occasion it exceeded any thing I ever before witnessed.

The moment he pronounced the word " Sir," addressing himself of

eourse to the Speaker, he was assailed with the most tremendous uproar
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and confusion. Such a variety of sounds, and eo discordant, hrtrdly

ever before greeted mortal ear. Mr. Hughes's voice was at once
drowned amidst the bahel of sounds. Lord Brougham (then

Mr. Brougham) once compared the House to a menagerie ; the apphca-
tion of the term would certainly have been most appropriate in this case.

Had a blind person been that night conducted into the House, and not

told what the place was, he would assuredly have supposed that he was
in some zoological establishment. The Morning Post of the following

day thus described the scene :
—" The most confused sounds, myste-

riously blended, issued from all corners of the house. One honourable
member near the bar repeatedly called out " Read" (to the member en-

deavouring to address the House) in an exceedingly bass and hoarse
sound of voice. At repeated intervals a sort of drone-like humming,
having almost the sound of a distant hand-organ or bagpipes, issued

from the back benches ;—coughing, sneezing, and ingeniously extended
yawning, blended with the other sounds, and produced a tout-ensemble

which we have never heard excelled in the house. A single voice from
the ministerial benches imitated very accurately the yelp of a kenneled
hound." The most graphic description would fall short of the scene

itself. At the farthest corner of the house, on the ministerial side,

there was a constant movement of the persons as well as the tongues of

honourable members. At one time you would have thought, from the

rapidity with which they rose up and sat down again in their seats, that

they had been trying some gymnastic experiments. The best performers

in another sense, were also chiefly in that part of the house. One
honourable member imitated the crowing of a cock so admirably, that

you could not have distinguished it from the performance of a real chan-

ticleer. Not far from the same spot issued sounds marvellously resem-

bling the bleating of a sheep,—blended occasionally with an admirable

imitation of the braying of an ass by an honourable member a few yards

distant. Then there were coughing, yawning, and other vocal perform-

ances, in infinite variety, and in most discordant chorus. There were
yelpings worthy of any canine animal, and excellent imitations of the

sounds of sundry instruments not mentioned by the Morning Post.

The deafening uproar was completed by the cries of " Chair, chair
!"

" Order, order !" groans, laughter, &c. which proceeded from all parts

of the house. A more undeliberative assembly was never seen, than
that which constituted the House of Commons at this moment. One
fact will give as good an idea of the scene as the most lengthened des-

cription. Mr.Poulter, the member for Shaftesbury, succeeded Mr. Hughes,
who had been obliged to sit down ; and though the former, whose voice

is one of the best in the house, exerted himself for at least ten minutes

to make himself audible, there was not, as far as I was able to ascertain,

one member who could make out a complete sentence of what he said.

Very few heard even a single word. Mr. Hardy made the attempt

after Mr. Poulter, but with no better success. He at once saw it would
be hopeless ; and accordingly sat down. Other members who wished

to deliver their sentiments, shrunk from even an effort to procure a

hearing. The House had determined on a division ; and a division on
the question before it accordingly took place immediately, which had the

effect of restoring order."
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At page 289, we have a masterly portrait of Mr. Pease, the quaker

member for Durham,—our author says

—

" Mr. Pease, the Quaker member for Durham, is one of the most use-

ful, though not one of the most shining, members in the house. In his

attendance on his legislative duties he is the most punctual and close of

any man I ever saw. He even beats Mr. Hume himself. From the

beginning of the business till the adjournment, no matter how late the

hour, there he is, not indeed in one particular seat, but in some part or

other of the house, all attention to what is going on. It is clear he acts

from principle. As to a party object, he knows not what it is. A more

conscientious or upright man never sat in the house. His amazingly

close attention to his duties in parliament has told visibly on his consti-

tution. He is much thinner, and much more sallow in his complexion,

than when he entered the house.

Mr. Pease speaks pretty often, but it is chiefly in committees, or on

questions which do not call up the leading members. His mode of ad-

dress is, of course, different from that of other members. He never uses

the word " Sir," in addressing the Speaker, which all other members do

at almost every fourth or fifth sentence ; nor does he call any member,

according to the invariable practice of all other members when address-

ing the house, " the honourable member," but simply says " the mem-
ber" for such a place. In short, agreeably to the principles of the so-

ciety to which he belougs, he applies no honorary titles to any one.

He speaks with great rapidity, and is never at a loss for words or

ideas. His style is correct but plain. In his manner there is no action

whatever. He stands stock still. His voice is weak, which with his

great rapidity of utterance, often renders him inaudible.

He is about forty-five years of age. His stature is of the middle size.

His face is of an angular form, and is expressive of the mildness and in-

telligence for which he is distinguished. His complexion, as I have

already intimated, is somewhat sallow, and his hair of a light brown.
He is not a man of brilliant parts ; but his judgment is remarkaljly

sound, and he always takes the common-sense view of a subject. He is

not only a man of great intelligence, but is always correct in the state-

ments he brings to bear on any question. Taken all in all, he is, as I

observed in the outset, one of the most useful members in the house. If

he is a fair specimen of the society to which he belongs, the country would
have no reason for regret were the entire six hundred and fifty-eight

members selected from the Society of Friends."

From our author's concluding remarks, (which are shrewd, and exhibit

that aptitude which evidently fitted him for the task he has done so well)

we take the following :

—

" I have often been struck with the number of members who have
shone on the hustings, and at public meetings, who have completely

failed in the house. The cause of this is sometimes to be found in the

members themselves, sometimes in the House, but more frequently in

both. The confidence which sustains public speakers when addressing a

mixed multitude, often forsakes them in their maiden eflbrts in the house,

and there is consequently a corresponding inferiority in the quality of

their matter— if the speech be not previously picparccK—and a propor-
tionate deduction from the excellence of the delivery. Nonnebut tlioso
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who have experienced it can form any idea of the paralysing effect pro-

duced, both on the matter and manner of the speaker, when, instead of

having his almost every sentence greeted with the deafening plaudits of

a mixed assembly, he is not only heard without a murmur of applause,

but perhaps with the most marked indifference and inattention. A new
member who meets with a cold reception when making his first speech

in the house, especially if previously popular with promiscuous assemblages

of people, is usually so mortified, disappointed, and disheartened, that he

either never makes another experiment of the kind, or if he do, the

chances are ten to one he will be so disconcerted by the recollection of

his former failure, as to meet with no better success on his second effort.

There are many new members, however, who make an unsuccessful

debut,—as I have already mentioned when speaking of Mr. Sergeaitf

Talfourd's failure,— simply from ignorance of the best time to address

the house. Unless the person have a very high out-of-doors reputation,

indeed, for his oratorical acquirements, he is sure to have a listless un-

willing audience if he speak between the hours of five and nine o'clock,

when a question of importance is before the house. Not only, as ob-

served in a previous chapter, is no good speaker, or member of talent,

expected to address the house in that interval of time, but the constant

bustle and noise occasioned by the ingress and egress of members, are

most unfavourable to oratorical effect.

I know there are many new members who are aware, that to address

the House at an early hour when any question of importance is under

discussion, is sure to operate against them ; but then they are equally

aware that there is very little chance of catching the eye of the Speaker

at a later hour, the most distinguished men in the house being, in almost

every instance, previously fixed on in the Speaker's mind, for addressing

the House after nine or ten o'clock. The best course for new members
to adopt, who are qualified, or conceive themselves to be so, for making
an appearance, as it is called, in the house, would be to give notice of a

motion for a particular evening on some question of general importance.

They would, in that case, make their debiU under every advantage.

Those anxious to see how they would acquit themselves on their first

effort, would be present, and be attentive listeners, which would go far

to insure the attention of others. The debtltant would be allowed to

speak as long as he pleased, and would be certain of meeting with no
clamour or interruption ; for I hardly recollect one instance,—with the

single exception of the case of Mr. Hunt, when he brought forward a

motion which had folly on the face of it, respecting the propriety of grant-

ing a general pardon to those who had been convicted by the Special

Commission of that period, and which he prefaced by a speech extending

to so unreasonable a length as to occupy four hours in the delivery,*

—

with this exception, I scarcely recollect an instance of any attempt to

put down a speaker when introducing a motion to the House. Then,

again, new members have, in this case, the right of reply, which affords

an excellent opportunity to those who have talents for extempore speak-

ing, of displaying those talents to advantage."

• Tliis motion was negatived by a majority of 209 to 2.
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With this last extract we conclude our text review of this popular vo-

lume of parliamentarj' reading ; and we do so with feelings of no ordinary

respect for talent so modest, and truth so plainly yet inoffensively repre-

sented. To the younger members of parliament, themselves, this work

will be desiderated and read with no little interest.

Another word at parting. The fresh and vigorous style the author

has adopted reminds us very much of one of our oldest literary associates

;

and if we do not greatly err, to him belongs all the praise that has been

awarded to this essay : and, as we said before, perhaps no one man could

be mentioned better fitted for the task. The author's intimate acquaintance

with the literature of the subject—his own practical experience—his

sagacity as a critic—and his ability as a writer, have long been deservedly

acknowledged.

The work now before the reader afforded a fine field for the exercise

of his talents, and cannot fail, we think, to attract attention from |^all

those in any way connected with the subject.

SONG.

When the night wind is swelling,'

With sweet-scented gale.

And the ring-dove is telling.

To his mate, his fond tale :

Then, dearest, Avill I watch for thee

Beneath the well-known old oak tree

!

When the bright moon is beaming
In the high heaven above.

And her sweet light is streaming

O'er mountain and grove

:

Tlien, dearest, will I watch for thee

Beneath the well-known old oak tree

!

When the stars are all peeping

From their casements of blue, ?

And each flowret is sleeping

Enshrin'd in its dew;
Then, dearest, will I watch for thee

Beneath the well-known old oak tree

!

Then let not thy breast, love!

Be saddened by fear

;

Here, secure, thou mayst rest, l^v*!

No danger is near

:

Then, dearest maiden, come to me
Beneath the well-known old oak tree

!

George II.
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A CHRISTMAS SONG.

33)) pivs. C. 33. tiliasJon.

Nay ! turn not away, with a pout and a frown.

Fair maidens ! ye all must allow

The privilege granted to 'squire and clown,

Under the MISLETOE BOUGH.
Far hence be the Prude

Who would fancy it rude.

And dislike to the custom avow ;

Or in scorn turn away,

With a heart- chilling " nav,"

When under the MISLETOE 'BOUGH.

In this age of improvement, in earth, air, and steam.

Old customs are waning away :

Our grandsires' gay Christmas to us is a dream ;

So coldly 'tis kept in our day.

But though Fashion's hand

Has polisli'd our land.

And made us more elegant now ;

Have we friends more sincere.

Lips more tempting and dear

Than they had 'neath the MISLETOE BOUGH ?

Then, let not the habits of England's past day

Be so much softened down and refin'd,

That in taking the dross of rude ages away,

Wc leave nought of the silver behind.

While our table is found

With smiles circled round,

And good fellowship beams on each brow,

Whac improvement can mend
The heart of a friend.

Or love's kiss,—'neath the MISLETOE BOUGH ?
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PUBLIC OPINION IN ENGLAND AND AMONG THE

ENGLISH.

" Vox Populi vox Dei."

In England public opinion might ^be supreme was it honest ; but

while it is mixed up with party, and each party and partizan shall con-

tinue to set right and justice at defiance in forming its opinion, so long

shall public opinion be over-ruled by the party in power, and so long

shall it remain comparatively weak.

It, however, has been the fashion of one powerful party in the state,

to pretend to despise the opinion to which the great majority of the peo-

ple continually arrive at, on those momentous questions which the course

of public affairs continually evolve. That party, with the most barefaced

impudence, would make black appear white, and truth look like a lie,

—

would, after the public voice has passed judgment upon them over and

over again, pretend to be unconvinced, and as they would fain cheat God

of one of his attributes, that of omnipotence, so they would also lay

claim to another, that of unchangeableness. Trenching themselves on

all sides with piles of parchment surmounted with bristling bayonets and

open-mouthed cannon, they proudly transcribe on their banners " Sem-

per Eadem," and would declare themselves invincible, and shut them-

selves out from argument, reason, and conviction. Truth they know

not, evidence they would shun, demonstration they would evade, and

deduction they would despise. The thunders of the public voice they

would laugh at, and the gigantic strides of the human intellect, as it

topples down, one after the other, every intrenchment in which they

feel secure, although it may alarm and does alarm them, will never

bring them to confess they have been wrong.

For this deep and terrible iniquity, this blasphemy against the voice

of nature, this total prostration of common sense, they not only bring

the wrath of the people on themselves, but irresistibly force the honest into

an adoption of their own abominable mal-practices. Those who sincerely

desire to fi"-ht the battles of the people, are forced to meet the cunning and

the crafty with corresponding circumvention and stratagem, and thus, in-

stead of holding opinions, they suffer opinions to hold them, and possessed

with this error, it is like a demon, only cast out with great diHiculty.

Whatever the blind partizan of either side lays hold of, he clings to

it like a drowning man Ignorance of the great springs of human policy

M.M.—

1

F
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renders him impregnable both to justice and moral fitness, and makes

him hold out to the last, although he has nothing to defend. On the

abstract right of things he is as dark as pitch, and sticks as fast to, and

defiles as much, every thing he laj's hold of. The political skulls of such

people are so thick as to be proof against any reason, and never crack

but on the wrong side, just opposite to that against which the impression

is made. The lighter and more inconsistent the opinions of this portion

of the public are, the faster he holds them ; otherwise they would fall

asunder of themselves, for opinions that are false must be held with

more strictness and assurance than those that are true ; otherwise they

betray their owners sooner than they are aware. To differ outrageously

on things indifferent is the first article of their political creed, and to

hold, with bull-dog tenacity, opinions once formed, is the second ;—to

make them a freehold, and to give up no right and title either to justice

or common sense, to understand no man's reason but their own, and, if

possible, to let no man reason but themselves.

These characteristics apply particularly to that prodigious cormorant,

Toryism ; but, as we said before, the spirit has descended even among
those who have higher aims on the side of man and his rightful destinies.

A lesson so ably propounded, with all the pomp and circumstance of ex

caihera excellence and dignity, so eternally insisted upon by our betters,

so minutely interwoven with the minutest ramifications of the art of

government, and so shooting and shady the very aspect of public affairs

has been conned over, studied, learned, and applied.

" They but teach

Bloody instruction, which being taught,

Returns to plague the inventor."

Thus the same defiance of abstract right, the same setting at nought

of common sense, the same unblushing effrontery in making the worse

appear the better reason, and the same recklessness of the public opinion

of honest men, is beginning to taint our patriots, to defile our legislative

chieftians, and to sap the foundations of public principle, that glorious

superstructure, which a Hampden in the field, and a Russel on the scaf-

fold, cemented with their best blood. Nor is this all ; there is a species

of mean shifting, of low cunning, of despicable and meagre reprisal, of

paltry art, brought to bear upon the law-besotted ignorance of the peo-

ple, particularly of the benighted midland counties, where the squirear-

chy and high Church-of-Englandism would dye dark ignorance in " tre-

ble dun." Traps are laid from the common beer-shop to the very church

doors to catch the unwary voter, and clouds of dust are raised on every

side to mystify his mind, and to blind his eyes to his true interests. An
atmosphere that distorts and throws out of shape, truth, under all her
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aspects, is created for the elector, through which alone he is permitted

to view surrounding things. The terrors of bye-gone ages are brought

up like hosts of hobgoblins to scare him in his path.* Like the lover in

Der Freischutz, he is hemmed in by the magic circle of existing interests.

Bishops in their white wigs scowl on himjand flap their wings on one

hand—fat bulls of Basan enclose him on every side—the law, like an

alligator with open jaws, grins at him on the other. The blue devils of

penury, when a nobleman will do what he likes with his own, would

" Hiss him into madness,"

and skeleton horses and skeleton riders are presented to him if he would

think on the corn laws ; and thus he is compelled to cast those magic

bullets which lead him on to irretrievable ruin and despair.

To makeup for this, the Liberals are forced to be also ilUberal—to fight

the devil with his own weapons—to throw up at times, as was the case

with Mr. Hume some time since, principle itself to gain a point. He
was forced to vote luhite was black to save the cause of the people. There

is not, perhaps, a man of more steadiness of purpose than Mr. Hume

;

or of more upright and manly political conduct, or of greater political

consistency. But if the archangel Michael was to come down from

heaven, or Aristides, himself, to rise from the dead, so great, so ex-

tended, and so universal is the taint of this moral depravity, that they

would have to go with the stream, to fight with the same weapons, and

to own Satan's own creed as a standard of political faith.

Now where is the remedy against this moral apostacy .? ten thousand

times more dangerous, to a people, than all the political apostacy that

ever existed. The one has its reward in the execution of millions, and

the everlasting perdition to his fame; but the other multiplies itself, and
throws its gorgon features on the community, till it turns them into its

own likeness, turning their hearts to stone against the finer and higher

calls of their better nature, and making them the bulwarks of that spe-

cies of depravity which ends, sooner or later, in the ruin of thrones and
dynasties, or in the subjugation of the people themselves to the most

odious and accursed tyranny.

The remedy must come frum the people themselves ; it is they that

must be the morduant that will fix the fleecy colours of the patriot's prin-

ciple, and make him not only stick to his party but to that which is higher

than party, or even country—namely, to "moral consistency." No man,

• At the late Northampton election one of those miserable tricks was i)layed to

frighten the people with Catholicism. A small map of England was exhibited,

wilii all the catholic chapels marked in it, which of course entirely covered the

map, and this made the people think that Catholicism was universal.
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whatever, who can unblushingly depart, publicly, from that strict hon-

esty and veracity which is demanded of him in private life, is fitted to

legislate for a people or have a voice in the regulation of her civil policy.

For this it becomes the people to fix the standard of moral as Avell as po-

litical consistency; and if they would prevent their country from sinking

to those depths of degradation, from which there is no after hope, it is

for them to say to would-be tyrants, and would-be patriots, " we will

judge you by a law which you have long forgotten—we will try you by

a standard which you have dared to despise! we will pronounce upon you

according to your real worth, and shall throw all your blandishments and

tinsel and puff and chatter to the dogs, in our estimation of you."

To do this the people must unite—not for political but for moral pur-

poses. They must unite in every city, town, village, and hamlet, and

form "SociKTiES of Public Opinion," whose object shall be to report

upon the "sayings andthe doings" of public men,from the king on his throne

to the half-starved Irish member, who peels his potatoes in a " two-pair

back." A central society should be immediately formed in London,

which should comprise honest men of every degree, and who should dis-

cuss the conduct of every political leader. This society should have

cori'esponding societies throughout the Empire, who should meet at any

particular moment, to denounce with the thunder of their maledictions,

echoing far and wide, not merely the political tergiversation of the man

who forgets himself, but the moral obliquity which leads man to forget

that which ought to be dearer than himself—the law of moral honesty,

which God has written in his heart.

The moral thunder of a people thus raised, would it not be more tre-

mendous in its effect than the power of any government that could pos-

sibly exist? Such societies would have not political but moral ends in

view, and could not be sent to the hulks as malcontents, or strung up

as traitors, nor impeached of sedition. The aristocracy and the demo-

cracy would alike be held in awe by their sentences of condemnation,

and the honest man, whether Tory, MHiig, or Radical, would be cheered

bv their ajiproval and the eulogiums they might pass upon their conduct

;

and thus, at a time when political terror seems to have slain moral ho-

nesty, the people's voice, freed from the rancour of party and the venom

of its spleen, would arise in a glory of its own creating, and pitblic opi-

nion would be prevented fiom sinking in public estimation, and the

voice of the people would be for once the voice of God.

Lucius Junius.

[The pages of the Monthly will therefore be open to the formation of

such a society. We earnestly entreat our friends and correspondents to

favour us with their opinions in this society, and we pledge ourselves to

u«e all our personal and literary means to the furtherance of so desir-

able a work. Ed.M.M.]
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DEPARTED JOYS.

When the gay sunny dreams of our youth are departed.

And the blossoms and spring of existence are flown.

When withered by sorrow, and half broken-hearted.

We mourn in our " solitude," darkly and lone.

In that night of the soul, when no hope-star is gleamin'^,

No moonlight of love " smiles" the spirit to rest

;

Oh ! then, like the glory of northern lights streaming.

The joys of remembrance illumine the breast.

Though mildew our heart's dearest hope may have blighted,

And the friends of our youth may be scattered and gone.

Some bright rays of bliss must our pathway have lighted.

And sunbeams of gladness must sometimes have shone.

And these the intense gloom of sorrow will brighten
;

These visions of joy, in the memory enshrined.

With faint corruscations of bliss will enlighten

The darkness and clouds that envelope the mind.

Like the evening, in calm, melting loveliness veiling

Some landscape of Italy's azure-sky'd clime,

Wlien the fervour and glare of the sunlight is fuilin".

On towers grey with lichen, the hoar-frost of time

;

So holy and sweet is the soft shade of sadness,

Wiiich memory throws o'er the joys of the past

:

Tiiough they have not the sunshine that crowns prese.it gladness.

We love to contemplate them e'en to the last. JE.
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ROYAL AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY

OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

The general meeting of the Local Agricultural Associations took

place at the Freemasons' Tavern on Tuesday, the 15th ult., for the pur-

pose—first, of forming a grand Central Society; and, secondly, of

obtaining a Committee of Inquiry as to the best mode of alleviating the

present agricultural distress.

It was amid " hopes and fears" that we found ourselves in the great

hall, surrounded by no small number of wealthy and influential landed

proprietors of Great Britain ;—of hopes, because we did hope that some-

thing might, haply, be proposed, which, while it should improve the

aspect of agricultural affairs, would yet steer clear of political manifesta-

tions;— of fears, lest such should not be the case. If it was with mixed

feehngs that we attended the meeting, so was it with mixed feelings

that we listened to the proceedings. That we were gratified to hear

voices upraised in defence of the farming interest of the country, we
gladly and readily admit ; still, we cannot say that we listened without

a dash of a contrary feeling to the proposition, made by Earl Stanhope,
" of replenishing the country with paper—paper of a valid description ;"

in short, " an issue, to an immense extent, of the lowest denomination

of Exchequer Bills."

Before, however, we proceed to make any observations upon the

remedy suggested, we will give the motion in the words of its mover,

the noble Earl himself—viz. :
" That nothing can remove the present

overwhelming distress, but the adoption of some measure which will

either raise the price to the level of the burdens imposed, or bring down
the burdens to the level of the present prices." That one of the two
things must take place, we feel convinced ; but we cannot say that we
advocate the one which manifestly found most favour in the eyes of the

meeting— that of factitiously raising the price of wheat from 40 to .50

shillings the quarter ; since, however advantageous such a price might
be to the farmer and agricultural labourer, we hold that it would not be
equally so to the manufacturer and mechanic.

As to the attempt to work upon the fears of the fundholder by the

declaration, " that, if the price of wheat was factitiously reduced, those

who had money in the funds must be prepared to endure the loss of it"

—

we can only say, that, should a factitious scarcity of gold be, for a

time, created under the influence of such fears, and the price of agricul-

tural produce fall, pari passu, the blame will rest far less with the funded

than with the landed interest who conjured up " the ghastly spectre."
" Oh ! the debt !" we have heard a conservative " blue," of the softer

sex, exclaim :
" mere moonshine—nothing but moonshine, I do assure

you." Moonshine, indeed, it may be, in the opinion of those who
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mainly created it ; but, like moonshine, it may produce corruption, and,
like moonshine, its influence is a borrowed one. Give the moonshine of

night, then, say we, to love and the lute ; but for the general interests

of the country, for the labourer, and the mechanic—be theirs the broad
sunshine of day !

As we have never been of the opinion of those who attribute the low
price of corn to the imperfect operation of the corn-laws— since, " in

point of fact," to use Lord Stanhope's own words, " they amount to a
positive prohibition;" so neither have we, at any time, considered " that

the depression of the agricultural interest is to be attributed to that high-

way robbery, the confiscation edict of Sir Robert Peel ;" and, therefore,

it is not toa " replenishing the country with paper" that we look to any
vital improvement in agricultural affairs.

It has, indeed, been ably and rationally argued, that, as the Union of

England and Scotland with Ireland has, or ought to have, placed all

three countries on the same footing as to currency, it is unfair

to allow the circulation of paper notes of small value to the one, yet to

deny it to the other, which has been, for some years, and still is, the case.

To this v/e answer, well ! and why are there not small notes in England .''

If " the Royal Agricultural Society" really think that this system would
be a panacea for agricultural distress, why don't they form themselves

into a Joint Stock Banking Company, and issue 1/. notes.' Would
government interfere to prevent it .'' We trow not—but, then, should

that portion of the population who are interested rather in keeping
down the price of agricultural produce than in making it rise—should

these, we say, determine not to circulate the said notes of the said

company, would the government, could the government. Whig be it or

Tory, make a law to compel them so to do .' and, if not, to what extent

would a limited circulation of them assist the agriculturist ?

On turning to the prospectus issued some short time previous to the
meeting, we were struck with the quotation from an able writer, that
" in Wales, agriculture is still most backward, the country does not

produce half of what it is capable. This remark is not much less appli-

cable to England; in fact, were all England as well cultivated as

Northumberland and Lincoln, it would produce more than double the

quantity that is obtained from it." Should such be the fact,—and who,
on authority quoted by such competent judges as the Agriculturists

themselves, may venture to doubt it ?—would it not be worth while for

the landed proprietors to experiment whether that, which the plough
has avowedly failed to do, might not, to a certain extent, be effected by
the spade ? because, if the same acre, which, now under plough cultiva-

tion, produces, on an average, no more than twenty bushels of wheat,
can be made to produce, under that of the spade, thirty bushels, the

income of the cultivator of it would be increased 33 per cent, and that

too, be it observed, without the assistance of hawthorn-bushes leafed

with one-pound notes and exchequer bills. To the proposition of the
revival of the annual grant given by the government to the old
' Hoard of Agriculture," wc do not object, neither do we to the govern-
ment affording the use of some public building for a museum, library, &c.

As to Frederick the Great, his barbarous age, and his yearly expenditure

of £300,000 in the encouragement of agricultural improvements.Ave must
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be allowed to remark that it will be quite time enough to adopt his mode
of relief when Great Britain shall have relapsed into the same " compa-

rative barbarity" as that of the country which owned him for its monarch.

In fine, however we may admit the truism, " that nothing can remove

the present overwhelming distress but the adoption of some measure

which will either raise the price of produce to the level of the burdens

imposed, or bring down the burdens to the level of the present prices,"

still we do not think that the best mode of obtaining that object is by
continually tampering with the currency.

Since writing the above, we learn from an advertisement in the pub-

lic journals, that, at a meeting of the committee, held this day, Dec. 26,

it was resolved
—" That the objects of the Central Agricultural Society

be exclusively national ; directed to no theoretical purposes, but formed

solely with a view to procure the co-operation of the owners, and occu-

piers of land in every practicable measure which can afford relief to the

present distressed state of the agriculturists, as regards poor-rates,

county-rates, poor-laws for Ireland, unequal parochial taxation, &c.

;

and, also, with a view to improvement in every branch of practical agri-

culture."

To what extent agriculture can be relieved in this way, we know
not ; but this we know, that it is by far the more open, straightforward,

and fair way of obtaining any such relief, than that of raising the price

of land produce by flooding the country with one-pound notes ; in other

words, by establishing a war circulating medium in time ofpeace.

TO THE POET'S MISTRESS, WITH A NOSEGAY.

Go, happy flower, and touch the beauteous hand
Of her whose smiles would " cheer" a drooping land :

Go, and approach her lips of roseate hue,

—

Enchanting thought!—go, taste the balmy dew :

From her sweet lips, where loves and graces play.

Imbibe the rapture which her words convey.

Mortals with envy shall behold the rest,

lAixuriant seat upon her swelling breast ;

—

That throne of bliss, where Cupid lurking lies,

And steals unerring darts from Adah's eyes.

Go,—but when every fibre she has fir'd.

And every leaf with rapture is inspir'd ;

—

For beauty, heavenly beauty, nerves the weak ;

Gives eyes to blindness, makes the tongueless speak;

—

Remember me, in terms resistless prove

The fire of feeling and the force of love.
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MONTHLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE.

The Edinburgh EnclycopEedia Britannica, or a Dictionary of Arts,

Sciences, and Miscellaneous Literature, Part 68 ; Seventh Edition,

greatly improved, with the Supplement to the former Editions incor-

porated, and Illustrated by an entirely new set of Engravings on

Steel. Edited by Professor Napier. Adam and Charles Black,

Edinburgh; Simpkin, Marshall, and Co., and Whittaker, Treacher,

and Co., London.

This elaborate and truly scholarly work proceeds with increased merit, and we
are delighted to add, additional success. Professor Napier, already placed above

most of his literary compeers, by taleuts peculiarly bis own, and by the performance

of this vast, (and to some minds) frightful undertaking, will erect a monument to

his own memory, which posterity will not fail to admire and revere. The pre-

sent part commences with "Indiana," and concludes in the middle (Query ?) of a

new and deeply interesting history of that singularly ill-fated part of his Majesty's

British dominions—heland. The plates are splendidly done on steel. In this

part also we have a fine " paper" descriptive of the Ionian lsLA^DS. Without
doubt, this is the most valuable—because, in every sense of the word, the most

utilitaiian—EncyclopjEdia of which the present age can, with strict regard to truth,

boast.

The Scottish Annual, 1836. Edited by William Weir. John Reid,

and Co., Glasgow ; Oliver and Boyd, Edinburgh ; and Whittaker

and Co., London.

LiKR most of the Scottish publications, so really useful, so decidedly utilitarian,

litre we have sent to us, in the form and character of an Annual, one of the best

among the number that have been presented to the British public, to commemo-
rate the year of our Lord, 1836. We have, feeling a deep interest not only in

the past but current literature of Scotland, made ourselves acquainted with the

contents of this delightful harbinger of good sense, fine feeling, a- d purity of

sentiment; all of which do honour to the genius and mind o( the gifted Editor.

The " autograph letters," which may be said to embellish this interesting northern

stranger, will be held in high estimation by the literati. That of Dr. Southey,

Mrs. 0|)ie, Maria Edgeworth, William Godwin, &c. are inimitable, and will be

held in the light of " valuable relics" for ages to come. We cannot but regret,

forllie Editor's s.ike, (who is evidently a highly gifted literaturist) that wc have

no room for extracts from his work, and reluctantly conclude our notice in his own
language—" Let Glasgow flourish I"

*' Let Glasgow flourish !'' Mongo said,

As he bowed his white and sacred head
Over the first foundation stone

Of a town, where the wild stretched wasted and lone.

And hovering choirs of cherubim

Echoed his prayer with a holy hymn—

'

" Let Glasgow flourish
!"

The " plan'' of this Annual is perfecUy original.
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On the Mental Illumination and Moral Improvement of Mankind, &c.

By Thomas Dick, LL.D., Author of the " Christian Philosopher."

Glasgow : William Collins. 1835.

This is another aud a still more valuable work of the learned and devoutly-minded

autiior. In this age of menial (and we religiously hope moral) improvement, we
do not know of any work more seasonably calculated to inform, improve, and

enlighten the human understanding. The very title will convey to the reader llie

character of the admirable matter which this utilitarian work contains: and we

take leave to direct the early attention of our readers to the " paper" entitled the

History of Education, and others of permanent interest.

Lardner's Cyclopedia, Vol. 73.—History of Rome. Longman and Co.

This highly talented work becomes more and more entertaining, both to the scholar

as well as the general reader. The present volume commences the History of

Rome ; and we do think it in the very best style ofmodern writing.

The Poetical Works of Samuel Rogers, Illustrated hy 128 Vignettes,

by Stothard and Turner. Part 10.

This, we apprehend, is the concluding number of a very cliarming and elegant

work. Praise is out of tune. As a whole, it is above praise. Mr. Roijers's fame

"is irrevocable.

The Angler's Souvenir. 1836. Charles Tilt, Fleet Street. Splendidly

appointed, in every respect.

We never regretted the absence of a knowledge, such as good fishermen possess
;

and such as poor, dear old Izaac justly boasted, during the noiseless tenor of our

single blessedness. It is not unwoitUy of remark, that, notwithstanding the mani-

fest advance of art and science of every kind, during the last tiiirty years, llie art

of angling seems almost if not altogether neglected ; or, if not neglected, suffered

to remain in the precise same state as it was when our venerable father, Mister

Izaac Walton, gent., &c. &c. left this fly-fishing world, for another and a less pre-

carious one. Men, generally,—those, we mean, who have no tasle for " fly-fishing, i

—are wont to ridicule those who are wedded to the flinging of the " fly" upon

the smooth surface of the gliding streamlet in solitary silence, and so on ; for our

part, we, in turn, could ftmg back their gratuitous ridicule, and, in the true sjjirit

of a Fisherman, say " taste and try." There is a charm—a pleasure— to be

derived from angling that anglers (fishermen) only know,—and those wlio do

not, cannot appreciate. Away, then, widi "ridicule:" and learn, sir, to venerate

not only the memory, but the profession of King Fislierman Walton.

Mr. Fisher (what a name for the author of the Angler's Animal !) has made the

very best use of his time and talents in applying them to the production of this

remarkable work, which, notwithstanding what has been said respecting the annuals,

generally, we declare to be unusually interesting. The subject of " Ant;liug," in

all its branches, is treated of in a way we lilile expected ; in short, inttlkctually !

so much so, indeed, that the " mind" of the author should seem to have been

designed for the express purpose of demonstrating that books are to be found in

the purling streams and murmuring brooks of musical solitude, where the aiiL;Ier,

as he skilfully throws the lly that lures the trout, can, at the same time, enjoy (lie

delights of sober-minded contemplation : can look from nature up to Nature's

God.
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Margaret Ravenscroft, or Second Love. By Mr. St. John. 3 vols.

Longman and Co,

Mr. St. John's new novel is a work of considerable merit. The story is one of
deep interest, and will be read by tlie lovers of light literature with no little satis-

faction. " Second love," moreover, is one of those admirably managed tales cal-

culated to make a powerful impression upon the mind of the young reader, if not
of the old. The scenes are well described ; and, what is more, the characters are

successfully sustained throughout. Mr. St. John is a man of no ordinary power

;

his polished mind and general information fit him for higher walks in the literary

arena. Novel writing, perhaps, pays him better than any other ; if such be the

fact, we frankly confess that it is to be gravely deplored. In tiiis age of practical

usefulness it almost constitutes a " moral crime" in any public writer to employ
his pen upon works of fiction, doomed to die a natural death.

The Book of Common Prayer Illustrated. Thomas Kelly, Paternoster
Row.

This is, without exception, one of the most elegant and splendidly appointed
editions of the Book of Common Prayer, pocket size, with splendid illustrations

and notes, &c. we have ever seen ; and, as a " present'' to the young, we venture
to recommend it in preference to most others that have come under our notice.

Miscellanies. By the Author of the " Sketch Book." No. 3. Con-
taining Legends of the Conquest of Spain. John Murrav, Alber-
marle Street. 1835. pp.340.

This is an ad.miiable effort of the gifted author, and full of entertaining and
valuable matter relative to subjugated Spain—a beautiful and aspiring councry
and one, too, upon which all eyes are fixed on this so interesting epoch of her
history. The Legend of Don Roderick will be read with unusual interest, as
well as the Legend of Count Julian and his family. The work has been brouc^ht
out in Mr. Murray's best style.

The Gallery of Modern British Artists ; consisting of a series of En-
gravings of their most Admired Works, with Illustrative Descriptions
Charles Tilt, Eeet Street.

Tins is a splendid publication. Indeed, it is difficult to find words calculated
to serve the just and honest purpose of praising it becomingly. The publiiher
however, seems to succeed so admirably in all his illnstriuus undertakings, that
we need not dwell longer on that point.

" A characteristic feature of the present times is the increased taste for the
fine arts ; nor is its gratification any longer exclusively confined to one peculiar
class of society ; but works of merit are sought for with an amazing avidity by
all, and their circulation has become univei-aal." The whole series of illustrations— thirty-five in number—contained in this elegant 4to. volume are, without
exception, beautiful specimens of the art. We most cordially recommend it to
the early notice of our readers. The letter-press, too, is of the best description.
The binding chaste withal.

The Parricide
; a Domestic Romance. By the Author of " Miserri-

nms." 2 vols, po.st 8vo.

Tins is a very clever production,— full of interest from beginning to end. We
have only room for a few lines, by way of quotation, which we transfer from the
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" Introduction'' to our pages. This amusing writer says :
—" In the hope of

benefitting some few of my fellow-men, and of thereby making a slight atonement

for my crimes, I record the events of a long life of self-indulgence, anarchy,

passion, and truculence, of which every minute has been a tempest, and every

tiiought a wouad. Now, the aches of my h°art are entombed in my breast, as in

a sepulchre of ice
;
yet once tiiat breast was formed of fire, and burned, and raged,

until it perished, self-consumed."

Hume and Smollett's History of England. With a Continuation. By
the Rev. T. S. Hughes, B, D. vol. 18. A. J. Valpy, M. A.

This is a very superior edition of the history of our own country. The rev. editor

has hitherto done his work, with a masterly hand. We are glad to hear of its

increasing success. We may observe, by the way, that the volume now before

us contains two splendid engravings, in addition to 350 pages of excellent letter-

press.

Thoughts in the Cloister and the Crowd. Henry Wix, 4 1 , Nev/ Bridge

Street, Blackfriars.

Here we have a very amusing common-place book; and one, too, of a superior

order. This is evidently lUe protege of a man of learning and refined sentiment.

The work is very nicely printed.

Stanfield's Coast Scenery. No. 6. Smith, Elder, and Co., Cornhill.

This is a strikingly brilliant number of this justly popular work. The present

number contains four highly-wrought engravings—namely, a view of Calais Pier;

Hastings, from the sea; Dieppe, and Boulogne, upper harbour.

Gilbert Gurnev. Bv the Author of " Savings and Doings," " Love and

Pride," &c.
'
3 vols. Whittaker and Co. 1836.

Several of the sensible and graphic chapters (and they are all of a very lively

and talented description ; and can never fail, we think, of pleasing the literaturist,

even though they were read severally once a month, throughout tiie year) have

already appeared in print. Two of the incidents contained in them have been

dramatized: one on the French ; the other on tlie English stage.

This circumstance, which has been noticed by one of the ablest and most impar-

tial of our weekly periodicals, (the Athenaium,) ha? arisen from the fact of the

editor's having, in society, frequently described the events, which actually occurred

many years since. He does not, however, think this a sufficient reason for omit-

ting tliem in his bundle of gleanings, from the late lamented Mr. Gurney's
" papers,"' m wliicii they stand originallj/ recorded. We had intended to extract

largely from "Gilbert Curney,'' but the crowded state of our pages prevents our

doing this at present. We shall, in all probability, give a scconf/ no/ice of this

woik, which, if we mistake not, will be thought deserving no ordinary praise.

Visit to Alexandria, Damascus, and Jerusalem, during the successful

Campaign of Ibrahim Pasha. By Edward Hogg, M. D. 2 vols.

Saunders and Ottley.

These are two delightful volumes, full of interest from the beginning to the end ;

and the vivid, though perspicuous, details the author enters into of the scenes
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through which he passed, arc a sufficient proof of tlicir faithfulness.^ Could we

afford space for an extract, we should be templed to give Dr. Hogg's interview

Willi Lady Hester Stanhope, which is both curious and interesting in the extreme.

As we cannot, however, do so, we must content ourselves by strongly recommend-

ing a perusal of the work to all our readers who are fond of travelling by their

own fire-side, and viewing, " through the loopholes of retreat," the wonders of

nature, or the inventions of art.

The New Year's Gift for 1836. Edited by Mrs. Alaric Watts.
Whittaker and Co.

This pretty juvenile annual comes before us in its usual pleasing dress, and wiih

its usual share of elegant embellishments. V/e are inclined to think its literary

contents are improved this season, as it boasts many names of high note, especially

among the female contributors ! We take leave, however, to inform the author

of the tale entitled " The Little Shropshire," that the females employed as described

to plant fruit in the market-gardens surrounding the metropolis, arc from the

principality, and not from Shropshire, and that «' clean sleeves" are not a dislin-

guisliiiig mark of '' \he rcclicrc/tc" among the Shiopshires ! The Conscript is a

very sweetly-told tale,—and we wero much struck by some playful lines, from the

talented pen of Miss Pardee, to illustrate a plate emilled " Dressing for the Fair!"

New Year's Gift for Young Ladies. 183G Tisdale, Strand.

Wk are sorry to give an unfavourable report of any work, well intended, parti-

cularly one by a lady, but we really must in candour confess, iliat we consider this

to be one of the most silly kind of account-books for the use of young females we
ever looked over.

To suppose that every girl would sit down to enter a record of her faults and

untruths, with her weekly expenditure, is to suppose human nature totally diflcicnt

from wliai it is, or ever will be! These confessions can be written with sincerity

on the tablet of the hecnl alone ; there to be subjected to the seeing eye and faithful

admonitions of conscience, to produce any good effect on days to come.

Marco 'N^isconti ; a Romance of the Fourteenth Century, from the

Italian of Tommaso Grossi. By Miss Caroline Ward. Smith,

Elder, and Co.

Tins romance consists of a scries of events strung together without order, consist-

ency, or regular design ; and is consequently con.pletely devoid of interest. The
horrors acted after the deposition of Pope John XXIL, known as the wars of Pope
and Anti-Pope, would, judiciously woven into the web of a regular well-sustained

story, form an iiiterestiiii: and s)iirit-stirring romance. But the extreme tenacity

evinced by the author of " Marco Viscunli," to adhere to historical memorials, has

not left the smallest scope for invcn'ion or imagination. As, however, a record of

(he dissensions in the Italian Church, during its most turbulent era, the romance
is not without value. We cannot award much commendation to the fair translator,

— a singular want of "translating tact" is betrayed throughout the woik;— the

dialogue is tendered poinih-ss fiom the lilnid manner in which it is rendered ;

while the descriptions, both of character and scenery, are from the same cause
devoid of that richness of diction and beauty of verbal illustration, so essential to

relieving the monotony of didactic writing! In truth, the story of" Marco Vis-

conii" IS a .'eries of detached scenes, totally indciicndent of, or unconnected with,

each oilier, uhhougi), considered separately, meiilorious enough.
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Narrative of a Voyage Round the World : comprehending nn Account

of the Wreck of the Ship " Governor Ready," in Terres Straits ; a

Description of the British Settlements on the Coasts of New Hol-

land, more particularly Raffles Bay, Melville Island, Swan River, and

King George's Sound ; also, the Manners and Customs of the Abo-

riginal Tribes ; with an Appendix, containing Remarks on Transpor-

tation, the Treatment of Convicts during the Voyage, and Advice to

Persons intending to Emigrate to the Australian Colonies. By T.

B. Wilson, M.D., Surgeon, R.N., Member of the Royal Geographi-

cal Society. London : Sherwood, Gilbert, and Piper, Paternoster

Row. 1835.

There is no class of literature so instructive and amusing as voyages and travels:

while perusing the narratives of those who either from circumstances which they

could not control, or a love of adventure, have dared the numerous perils attend-

ant on savage lands, the thoughts of the reader transplant tiiemselves to the place

described, and he sympathises with that intrepidity of spirit which, reckless of all

obstacles, has accompanied the traveller in every enterprise and danger.

We have been led into making these remarks by a perusal of Doctor Wilson's

highly interesting volume, which describes most minutely and graphically the

British Settlements on the northern coast of New Holland, viz. Raffles' Bay, Mel-

ville Island, and others hitherto undescribed, together with accounts of the Abo-
rigines, enlivened with amusing anecdotes concerning them. Swan River and

King George's Sound are also touched upon, and the first attempts made to form

these seldements are described with great accuracy.

The events that led our voyager to these remote climes are too numerous to be

detailed here : suffice it to say, the book is well worthy of being read by all who
desire to be informed of tribes no previous traveller has afforded us a relation of,

and of the lands they inhabit, which although at present barren wildernesses at the

remote ends of the earth, may at no distant period become the settlements of

Europeans, and be replete with the produce of the civilized world.

To conclude, our author has furnished diose who purpose emigrating to New
South Wales, or Van Dleman's Land, with an invalualile article, entitled "Hints

to Emigrants," which we sincerely commend as the best that has been written on

that very important subject. The good sense and observation that dictate the

whole, our readers will be able to form ajudgment of from the following specimen :

—

" The average sum, for cabin passengers, is from £70 to £80; but a family

—

say a man, his wife, and five children—may be very comfortably accommodated

with a reasonable table for £300 or £350.
" Although I am aware many are of a contrary opinion, yet I would not advise

a passenger to have any written agreement, as to what kind and quantity of meat

and drink is to be received by him during the voyage, as such conduct infers sus-

picion and mistrust. The owners of vessels trading to Australia from the port of

London, are wealthy ; and the masters highly respectable, and not bkely to act with

duplicity, after they have sailed.

" Emigiantb have freq'iendy applied to me for information, as to what articles

they ought to take with them to the colonies ; and I have invariably advised them,

not to expend their money in die purchase, eitlier of merchandize, household fur-

niture, agricultural implements, or a superfluity of wearing apparel ; as they can

obtain all these articles, when they really want tliem, at Sydney, or Hobart Town,

nearly on as reasonable terms as in England.
" On arrival at Hobart Town, or Sydney, the first care of die emigrant must be,

to get into the country as fast as possible, as a sellkr, who has a family, and mode-

rate means, ought not to idle away his time, and spend his money, which he may
do, in either of these places, with as much facility as in London. I would also

particularly caution him to be on his guard against purchasing extraordinary good

bargains, either in sheep, land, or catde, which may be offered to him immedi-
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alely on iiis arrival in the colony. Tiic most judicious plan—wiiaievor the temp-
tdlion to purchase may be—is still to keep his money, rent a farm, and remove
his family to it as speedily as possible. He has then time to look about him

;

also to acquire a knowledge of the country, and its inhabitants ; and to take ad-
vantage of a real good bargain, should any such occur.

" Having got his affairs in some order, and his family settled on his farm, he
ought to proceed in search of land ; and, in doing this, he must make up his mind
to struggle with many annoyances and disappointments. But a person who cannot
dispense with what are called '• necessary comforts," nor determine to bear up
against disasters and many misfortunes, ought not to emigrate, as it is more than

probable, that, being paralyzed by supposed insurmountable difficulties, he will

become discontented and inactive, spend the remainder of his money, regret that he
%vas ever induced to leave his native land, and write home dismal accounts of the

colony. Whereas, had he exerted a little extra mental energy, all the difficulties

which appeared, at first sight, insurmountable, might have been overcome, and he
would have added another to the vast number of flourishing Australian settlers

—

many of whom, to my certain knowledge, have had great and varied difficulties to

contend with in the first instance, and are now in the well-merited enjoyment of
affluent independence."

MUSICAL REVIEW.
The Musical Keepsake : consisting of Selections, Vocal and Instrumental,

from the Operas of " Gustavus," "Anna Bolena," " Masaniello,"
&c. &c. By Herz and John Barnett. T. Hurst, St. Paul's Church
Yard.

—

(Second notice.)

The pieces in tliis excellent souvenir are selected with a degree of taste and
judgment highly creditable to the editors, considering the immense quantity of
musical matter contained in the book. Of the five original songs composed by
Barnett, the Spanish Girl's is to our taste the best. The melody is in a flowing six
eight, and the accompaniments are disposed with a simplicity and elegance highly
pleasing. This keepsake will be found an excellent and appropriate present to

all young ladies possessing a musical library.

1. " The Christmas Party." By J. E. Carpenter, Music by J. C. White.
2. " The Wood-cutter's Eve." By John Clare. Music by J. Whittaker.
3. " Swiftly o'er the Waters Bounding." By W. H. Wells. Music

by Rossini.

4. " Les Amusemens de I'Opera ;" containing " Le M'Abbandoni,"
" Carnival Chorus," and " Se Mi Credi," arranged for two perforin-
ers on piano-forte. By C. W. Glover,

5. " Duke of Reichstadt's Waltz," arranged for piano-forte. By G. F,
Harris.

G. " Six Grand Waltzes" for piano-forte. By J. Wilkinson.

"To sing Carpenter's clever Christmas Carol with proper gusto, we beg to
recommend the following recipe :

—

" Roast beef, one pound
; plum-pudding, eight ounces ; boiled turkey, six

ounces ;
Port wine, five pints ; Rum-punch, as per formula of Royal navy. Quant,

suff. To be taken about 5 o'clock, A. M., with patients assembled in best possible
spirits, and in immbernot less than twelve."

No. 2. Is a rural ballad,—the words by a Norlhamptonshire peasant, and the
music by a London composer. Town and country form a pleasing combination
in this instance. The melody is extremely pretty, but the treble of the accom-
paniment going in unison with the voice creates a monotony which a little well-
dispersed arpeggio would have relieved.
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No. 3. Is aa arrangement of the subjects in Kosini's overture to tlie " Barber
of Seville," for which we are indebted to Miss F. Romer, who has thus presented
us with one of the prettiest cavatinas we have for some time seen. The words are

supposed to emanate from a syren in the form of an invitation, which ends thus:

—

" Dive, love, with me."
Thank you, madam, we would rather not, while the thermometer remains at

freezing point.

No. 4. Is one of those clever productions which has all the eflPect of difficult

music without any of those scampering impossibilities which disfigure the scores

of many modern piano-forte writers. Mr. Glover's music deserves to be very

popular, because players of moderate ability can get through it with satisfaction

to themselves and pleasure to their hearers.

No, 5 is an unpretending airangement of the beautiful waltz imported into th's

country on the barrels of divers French orgnns.

No. 6. We have carefully tried over No. 6,—and when we repeat that it

consists of "Six Grand Waltzes fur piano-forte," our readers will know as much
about it as we do.

The Miseries of an Omnibus. Comic Song. By J. E. Carpenter. Music
arranged by S. Godbe.

The good taste of sporting; with money hath often been questioned, but the

miseries experienced in an omnibus are of a peculiarly comic cliar.icter, the mal-
agremens so essentially funny, that Mr. Carpenter must not only be forgiven on
the score of taste, but applauded for " hitting tlie right nail on the head," while

liaiiiincriiig his brains for a subject. He has made, without boxing us, a great dad
of it, and we have no doubt his omnibus will run !

German Air, " Du, Du," &c. arranged, with Variations, for Piano-forte.

By C. W. Glover.
ANOTHEn of Mr. Glover's sensible and musician-like arrangemenls, the finale of
which is peculiarly sjiirited ami effective; the modulation of the last jiage gives a
return to the subject at the end, a charming and captivaiing character

!

Military Introduction, &c. to La Parisienna, arranged for Piano-forte.

By T. A. Rawlins.
A CAPPnicio in the key of B flat, presenting many beauties and few difficulties.

Les Fletirs de France, a New Set of Quadrilles. By W. Ethrington.

A SET of popular airs, by French composers, duly arranged to give life and motion

lo the " light fantastic toe."

The Holly Branch. Words Ijy J. E. Carpenter. Music by J. Whittaker.

A CENUIXE Christmas diUy, neither very seniimental nor very elegant, with a

chorus at the tail of each verse, well adapted for the stentorian lungs, strengthened

by good cheer. The idea is, however, not a new or original one—the holl^-boiigh

having last season appeared from the pen of a lady !

Thine ! Thine ! Ballad. Words and Music by Mrs. C. B. Wilson.

Our Auld Roof Tree. Scotch Ballad. Words and Music by the same

Composer.
These are two very sweet, thour;h plaintive billads, both words and music by a

lady who does not jiretend to compe'.e. with those lo whom the composition of

music is a study. As the works of an amaieur, unijietendcdly put forth, we feel

happy to be able to give them our good word.
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THE DRAMA.

Drury-Lane.—Theatricals, to use a Corn-Exchange expression,

" are looking up." Generally, they have been prosperous within the

last five or six weeks ; but the success of Old Drury has far exceeded

that of any of the other houses. The Jewess still runs its trium-

phant course. While continuing to afford entire satisfaction to the thou-

sands who troop from all parts of the metropolis to witness its represen-

tation, it is, we are happy to say, proving ecjually satisfactory to Mr.

Bunn. In fact, it were strange if either he or the play-going public were

dissatisfied in the smallest degree ; for never, in the records of theatri-

cals, was so splendid a spectacle, and one moreover abounding with

great dramatic merits, exhibited to the public gaze. The public, tliere-

fore, would be what The Times has on more than one occasion called it,

" a beast of a public," if it did not extend its most liberal patronage to

a piece which possesses such great and manifold attractions. And that

patronage being so prodigally extended to Mr. Bunn, that both tlie house

and his exchequer are regularly full to overflowing—the first with the

ordinary race of mortals, and the second with sovereigns— it would go
hard indeed if he were not on as good terms with the public and "the
Jewess," as the public are with Mr. Bunn, " His Majesty's servants,"

the performers, and the piece performed. The extraordinary attractions

of " the Jewess," suffer no diminution from the frequency with which

thev are exhibited ; on the contrary, the more they are seen the more
they seem to be admired. Mr. Bunn calculates—^justly, we have no

doubt—that the charms of the Jewess are not to be eclipsed by the

"pantomime affairs" which at this season of the year were wont, from

time immemorial, to throw the" legitimate drama," and all other sorts of

dramas, completely into the background. While, therefore, in his com-
mendable anxiety to suit all tastes, not forgetting the gods in the gal-

lery, he has brought out a pantomime to gratify the lovers of that sort

of theatricals, he has determined to continue nightly his representation

of " the Jewess." We hojje we shall in our next month's review of the

drama, have to report equally favourably of the fortunes of Drury.

The pantomime produced on the 26th is founded on the well-known

story of Whittington and Ills Cat. As our readers were acquainted with

that story from their boyish days, and as it must then have made such an

impression us to be still fresh in their recollection, we will not weary them
by a repetition of the leading incidents. Suffice it to say, that there ai e

some deviations from the story as it passes current in the nursery, and
some considerable additions to it ; but these are perfectly allowable in

the getting up of a pantomime. There are various excellent scenes in

the course of the i)iece, which cannot fail to be attractive during the

usual season. What the audience felt to be tiresome the first night

was the length of time taken in managing some of the scenes. This,

liowcver, was doubtless unavoidable on the first representation: but will be

M.M.—

1

G
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guarded against in the future representations of the piece. The princi-

pal character, that of Grimaldi, was given to Mr. H. Mathews, who cer-

tainly did it ample justice.

CovENT Garden.—Matters have proceeded but indifferently well at

this theatre during the last month . The principal novelty brought out has

been The Bronze Horse. It was attractive for some nights, but has been

losing ground in public favour. It has some excellent scenes, but,

as a whole, there is a heaviness about it. We doubt if the receipts at

the treasury have at all been equal to the expenditure in the getting

up of the spectacle. But, even had the piece been more meritorious than

it is, it would not have " drawn," in the more enlarged acceptation of

the term, while The Jeioess was in the zenith of its popularity. Mr.

Osbaldiston has committed a great mistake in allowing himself for a

moment to suppose that he could cope with Mr. Bunn in the article of

•' spectacles." One insuperable obstacle, were there no other to his

doing so, would be found in the " reduced prices," of Covent-Garden;

he could not afford the necessary expenditure of money. Besides, the

only pieces which are likely to " attract" the " reduced price" part of

the play-going public, are Jonathan Bradford, Poll and My Partner

Joe, Black-Eyed Susan, cSc.

Saturday, the 26th of December, being the first night of the panto-

mime, the house, to use phraseology which the gods will understand,

was an overflowing bumper in both galleries and the pit. The boxes

were not so well attended at the commencement, but they also filled up

at half-price. The very name of the pantomime. Harlequin Guy Fawkes,

or the Fifth of November, could not fail, on boxing-night, to fill the

loftier regions of the theatre. The pantomime was preceded by The

Carmelites, and The Bronze Horse, both of which pieces, but especially

the latter, were very favourably received. It would have added much to

the enjoyment, which that part of the audience in the boxes and pit

derived from the representation of these pieces, had their divinityships

in the neighbourhood of the ceiling been somewhat less uproarious.

This, however, they were above submitting to. It was boxing-night,

and, agreeably to ancient usage, they were determined to carry matters

with a high hand—to have everything, in short, their own way. The
commencement of the pantomime, however, had a wonderful effect in

hushing the storm of voices which raged during the whole of the pre-

vious performances. The deities in the upper regions were propitiated

by the very first scene: the huge noses, "prodigious" eyes, and the

expression generally of the countenances of Grumble-gloom, Mischief,

and the other personages of the same character, were just the things for

them. Scene succeeded scene, one character followed another, and

lively incidents passed in such rapid succession before their eyes, that

they must have been a strange race of deities, indeed, if they had not

been gratified to their heart's content. This we know, that the less

dignified people in the boxes and pit were pleased to a degree of which,

we are sure, they could have had no previous anticipation. Some of

the scenes were beautiful. That representing Lambeth Palace^and the

Thames, was really excellent. The only defect in it was, that while

some of the boats which were ever and anon gliding up and down the

river, bad their shadows correctly given, others had no shadows at all
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The scene, too, representing the heavens and stars, while the immortal

Francis Moore, of astrological and almanac-making memory, consults

the planets as to the meaning of the equivocal letter which Lord

Mounteagle received from one of the Guy Fawkes conspirators, is also

good. Others, while they pleased us much, and were the subjects of

general admiration, we have not space to advert to. The piece does not

strictly adhere to history ; but that is of little importance in such a case.

If an occasional deviation from Hume—not Joseph Hume, the Member
for Middlesex, but David Hume, the historian—be not allowable in a

pantomime, we wish some one would inform us in what case a little

liberty of the kind would be justifiable. As to the acting part of the

affair—if acting be in such a case a " legitimate" expression—we hardly

suppose our readers will expect that we should be particularly critical.

Mr. Bannister performed his part well as the Genius of Discontent, and

we could not, for the life of us, see any rational ground of quarrel which

any one could have had with Mr. Beckett, as his familiar agent. Mr.

was unexceptionable as the Mysterious Stranger, and if any one

saw anything amiss in Master Catesby (Mr. Clarke), or any of the other

Masters with whom this piece abounds, all we can say is, they must

have been more quick in their perceptions than we were. The manner

in which Mr. C. J. Smith acquitted hinaself, as Guy Fawkes, was unde-

niable, Mr. Bender earned quite a reputation for himself as Dame
Caudlecup, Alice's nurse; and Alice (Miss Cehill), the beloved of Lord

Monteagle, gave her nurse a very reasonable quantum of trouble, as girls

in their teens always do to those entrusted with their guardianship. The

other personages made the necessary movements on the stage, and

tumbled and fell, and knocked each other about, and occasionally each

other's heads, in a manner which could not fail to satisfy the most fasti-

dious in such matters. In one word, Guy Faivkes has been extremely

well got up, and afforded extreme gratification to those for whose special

delectation Mr. Osbaldiston has " brought it out."

The Adelphi.—The " fair widow," by her transplantation from the

Queen's to the Adelphi, appears to have added to her fascinations. The
house has been nightly crowded since her settlement in her new locality.

It has been, it is said, as prosperous during her short administration of

its affairs, as ever it was when under the dynasty of Mathews and

Yates. Some of the pieces which have been " running," are excellent

;

others are but indifferently good. However, as the public seem in this

case to consider " all to be fish that comes in the net," and to applaud

tlie indifferent as heartily as the good, we see no rational ground of

quarrel with Mrs. Nisbett for repeating them " every night till further

notice." The great end of all theatricals, in the eye of the proprietors

of theatres, is to draw money into their coffers by drawing ])eople into

their houses, and as that object is accomplished in the present instance, as

far as the size, not of the proprietors' pockets, but of the Adelphi, will

allow, it is all in the nature of the things that they should suffer matters

to remain as they are.

In our next number, we shall devote greater space to matters con-

nected with the Drama.
G2



(84)

CUPID, EARTH'S MOST FAVOUR'D GOD.

Love"still has something of Ihe sea

From whence his mother sprung.—Sedlev.

Cupid, earth's most favour'd God,
At thy shrine all nations bow ;

Thine the wilcls of far Pequod,
Thine old Sunium's marble brow.

Owns not ocean, too, thy power,
With its billows, fresh and free ?

Yes—for e'en mid forest bower,
" Love has something of the sea.''a

Calmly sleep the summer waves.
As if they would wake no more ;

Hark ! how the mad tempest raves,-

How the billows lash -the shore !

Cupid, such thy changeful form

—

Well doth ocean emblem thee

;

Even in his calm and storm,
" Love has somethin^r of the sea."'o

Now its tide serenely flows.

Now it ebbs, obedient still

To some spell, no mortal knows,

—

Nature's superhuman will.

As the tide of ocean, so

Passion's tide of grief or glee ;

Spell-bound in his ebb and flow,
" Love has something of the sea."

Weeds that spurn the billows dark.

Die upon the sunny shore
;

Young Affection's stranded bark
Owns its pride of conquest o'er.

To his ocean parent true.

Ocean-like he needs must be ;

Even in his eye of blue
" Love has something of the sea."

Deer. 1st, 1835. H. B.
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AGRICULTURAL REPORT.

It is natural enough for those whos uffer to cry for help ; and hence
complaints, both loud and deep, resound from one end of the kingdom
to the other; from those who perseveringly promoted, and for a while
fattened upon, a system, which, containing within itself the seeds of its

own destruction, was sure to crumble to pieces at no distant period.

Complaints were stifled as long as possible ; legislative enactments, in

opposition to reason and justice, were vainly brought forward for the
purpose of arresting the progress of that alarming retrocession which
appears to bid defiance to all restrictive appliances ; for, as the rise of
the tide had been unnaturally rapid, so its reflux became equally astound-
ing, till at length, it has eddyed into a terrific whirlpool which threatens

to swallow up the agricultural interest in its unrestrainable and frightful

vortex !

Although the interest of all those who have come forward to vent
their complaints in public must be mainly the same, it is not surprising

that a difference should exist as to the mode of relief; which, after all,

can arise neither from the repeal of the malt tax, nor the re-establish-

ment of that system of currency, which was so injudiciously demolished
by Mr. Peel, and which has produced more mischief and misery than all

the measures which have given to the memory of his prototype, Mr.
Pitt, an infamous immortality : an alteration of the monetary system might
appear necessary perhaps, during the ill-fated and ruinous administration

of Mr. Peel ; such an alteration, however, as this WTetchedly-miserablc
politician effected, which tripled his own enormous cash account, and
filled the pockets of the fundholders at the expence of the Agiicultural

interest, could not operate as a remedy for the evil, (if evil existed ;)

but must, necessarily, produce those ruinously-desolating results which
are as impressibly perceptible in the manufacturing parts of the king-
dom as in the rural districts.

The Agricultural Reports of former days, which had reference merely
to the influence of the weather, and the appearance of the crops, are
superseded by political discussion ; since, however abundant the returns
of grain may be, the blessings of Providence are, generally speaking,
rendered unavailable by the wretched pecuniary incapacity of the work-
ing classes :—hence the present depressed price of agricultural produce.

TEH QR. PER QR.
Wheat, English, white S-is, 38, 42, to 45

red 34, 36 40
Lincolnshire red 34s. 36s. to 38, white 37 40
Yorkshire 32,34 36
Northumberland and Berwick .... 32 to 34. fine white 37 88
Dundee and choice Scotch 38 to 40. extra
Irish red 30 to 33. fine 34 —

white 33 35
RvE 30 32

R^„, /English, Grinding 23 to 26. distilling 26 27
\lMalting 28 to :n 3'i 33

Irish good Grinding, about 27 to 28 stoi.e to the quarter 21 23
line (30 st.) 22 35

Malt , 44 to 54. fine new 56 6i
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NOTES OF THE MONTH.

A Convenient Conscience.—A meeting was lately held In Bungay,

by certain persons calling themselves " friends of the church," for the

purpose of enforcing on the refractory Dissenters in that place, the duty

of paying church-rates. At this meeting, a Rev. gentleman, who

rejoices in a very lucrative living in the neighbourhood, in addition to

the name of Hobbs, is represented, by one of the provincial papers, to

have held forth to the following effect :
—" I maintain, it is the duty of

all men to contribute to the support of whatever is the established church

of the country in which they dwell. I myself, acting on this principle,

cheerfully paid for the support of the Roman Catholic Church, when

residing on the continent." This Rev. gentleman, according to his own

showing, has a marvellously pliable conscience. He runs but little risk

of ever suffering martyrdom for his principles. It is impossible, be his

lot cast where it may, that he will ever find himself in a wrong position.

What simpletons he must think such men as Cranmer, Latimer,

Ridley, and others of his own church, were, for suffering their heads to

be chopped off on the scaffold, or their bodies to be burned at the stake,

for such a trifling affair as conscience ! The fires of Smithfield may be

again kindled whenever religious intolerants of any denomination please

—

there is no danger of their ever singeing a hair of the Rev. Mr. Hobbs's

head. What matters it, in so far as this enforcer of the duty of paying

church-rates is concerned, whether the Mahometan religion, or the

Christian religion, be the established religion of the land ! In either

case, he will be equally cheerful and prompt in his payment of church-

rates. In Turkey, there cannot be a question, he would make a most

exemplary Mussulman. Of course, if in India, he would not have the

slightest scruple in contributing his share to the support of the worship

of Juggernaut. The Scriptures tell us, there will be a severe and

deadly struggle between the true and false religion, immediately before

the Millenium. The late Rev. Mr. Irving died in the firm belief that the

Millenium is to commence in 1847. If this ornament of the church

happen to live to see the struggle which is to precede the Millennial

advent, he will be quite safe, however others may fare. He will always

be on the strongest side—always a supporter of the established church,

whatever it may chance to be. What a mighty convenient thing it is

to have so accommodating a conscience

!

Marhying Extraordinary.—The following short paragraph is just

now making the round of the papers :

—

"A woman recently died in Italy, who had attained the, advanced age of 142

years, after having eight hushands, the last of whom has survived her."

There is so much curious matter indicated in this brief paragraph,

that we wish, with all our hearts, the inditer thereof had been somewhat
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more communicative. We wonder at what age the lady was buckled
with husband the first—it would have been gratifying also to know, at
what particular era of her protracted existence, she engaged at the altar

to perform all the duties of wedlock to husband the eighth. As to the
respective periods of ths half dozen intervening marriages, we would
have made calculations of our own, which would at least have been
satisfactory to our own minds. But the rogue who wrote the paragraph,
has left us completely in the dark on these points. For a century at

least, we may safely assume, this wife of many husbands produced but
few of those " little pledges of mutual affection," which are ordinarily
looked for with so much anxiety by " a newly-married pair," During
that time, there can be little doubt she has been as anti-Malthusian in

practice, whatever she may have been in theory, as the most strenuous
advocate of that hypothesis could wish. The paragrapher says nothing
about her charms. They must have been great to have brought no
fewer than eight swains into her arms, while others of the sex are
unable to get one. We wonder if her attractions continued to the last

;

if they did, we are prepared to shed an additional tear in sympathy with
the bereaved husband, now mourning in the anguish of his soul, the
death of her in whose arms he was wont to be supremely blest. On
talking to husband the last of his predecessors in her affections and arms,
we presume she must have done so, as No, 1, No. 2, No. 3, and so on,
to prevent any mistake as to the identity of the " dear departeds !" The
fact of the deceased having in her time wedded eight husbands, is

fraught with an important moral and social lesson—a lesson which must
especially commend itself to the female sex. Never was the blessedness

of matrimony so forcibly inculcated before. Here is a woman, who for

nearly a century and a quarter—assuming, as we think we have every
right to do, that she was wedded to No. 1 when in, or only just out of,

her teens—here is a woman, who for this long period had experience of
the married state, and found it so sweet to her taste, that she died as she
had lived, in it. Had she felt it irksome, she had, in her eventful

domestic career, several opportunities of escaping for ever from it ; but
she found it to be so much the reverse, that as soon as she was thrown
out of it, she made all possible haste to get herself reinstated in it.

Marriage is said to be a lottery—by which we suppose is meant, the
quality of the partner whom one gets. It is a lottery also with young
ladies, whether they get a husband at all. The deceased had remarkable
luck in the mere article of getting husbands. If she drew prizes

—

that is, got good husbands—her luck, we are confident, must have been
perfectly unprecedented in the annals of matrimony. Seriously speakin"-,

we question whether it be just or politic in the laws of Italy to allow
one woman to have eight husbands, while so many of the sex are
vegetating in celibacy. It were a pity the memory of such a woman
should be confined to oblivion : the brief notice which the inditer of the
paragraph we have quoted gives of her, will hardly serve to rescue her
name from forgetfulness for even one little fortnight. We hope the
surviving husband, when the first overwhelming emotions of sorrow
have somewhat subsided, will seriously set about writing her biography
at full_length ; if we had the necessary matter, we would do it ourselves.
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The Tables Turned.—Mr. Mortimer O'SuUivan, and the other

reverend church-and-state itinerants, have hitherto had it all their own
way in their denunciations of poor Peter Dens and his system of theolgy.

With meetings packed with as great intolerants as tliemselves, every

thing they uttered was applauded to the echo, and they hegan to look on

themselves as specially commissioned to establish an Orange Church on

the ruins of the Roman Catholic religion. Matters, however, have

begun to take a turn. A meeting was appointed to be held at Brighton,

on the 1 6th ultimo, for the purpose of again parading the ghost of the

aforesaid Peter Dens, and dealing out " damnation on the Roman Ca-

tholics." The usual precaution of admitting only by tickets, was

adopted on this occasion ; so that, but for a rather ingenious expedient

on the part of the liberals of Brighton, there would have been an

audience of the usual complexion, and Mortimer would have received his

accustomed modicum of cheers from "the gentlemen," and of approving

smiles from the ladies. The more tolerant portion of the community of

Brighton, determined not to be " done" by the reverend zealots, sent

the public criers through the town, announcing that the meeting would

take place an hour earlier than was originally intended. A vast con-

course of persons, of all classes, and both sexes, assembled ; when the

liberal party, after a hard struggle, succeeded in inducing Lord Teign-

mouth, Mr. O'Sullivan's chairman, to withdraw, and in appointing a

Mr. Good, a hairdresser, in his place. Lord Teignmouth, on leaving the

chair, declared the meeting adjourned. The liberals maintained it was

not ; and the point of adjournment was settled by a scuffle, in which

the antagonist chairmen—the noble lord and the " democratic hair-

dresser," " with several other couples"—we quote the Times' account

—

" rolled on the floor together." The opposing parties in the hall in

which the meeting was held, got up " a scene" in exemplary imitation of

the chairmen. The chair—as a prelude, we ] resume, to the fate of the

Church of L-eland—was overturned ; and the benches followed the example

of the Orange chair. The ladies were to be heard screaming, and to be

seen fainting, in all directions. They could not have been more aflrightcd

had Peter Dens himself made his escape from purgatory, and suddenly

appeared amongst them. Order being at length restored, Mr. O'Sul-

livan addressed the meeting in a speech of three hours' length. Of
course, it was the old story over again. Mr. O'Dwyer, the ex-member
for Drogheda, replied to the rev. bigot ; and the whole affair was very

appropriately wound up by a resolution being proposed and carried,

amidst loud acclamations, to the eflect
—" That it was inexpedient to

interfere with the regulation of ecclesiastical aflairs, and the differences

between Protestants and Roman Catholics, as the subject was now under

the consideration of government!" The example of the inhabitants of

Brighton is not likely to be lost on the liberal part of the population of

those places where these politico-religious mountebanks may contemplate

playing off their fantastic tricks. It is clear, that a few such receptions

and results, would put a stop to the" mission," and ship the missionaries

hack to their own country. We hope O'SuUivan has taken care not to

make the amount of his remuneration dependent on the continuance of

his mission, but that the £2000 he is understood to receive from the

Orange party for his exhibitions, is to be equally paid to him whether it

shall be found expedient to repeat those exhibitions or not,
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Encouragement to " accomplished " LaBies.—One of the morn'
ing papers, a few days since, contained the following announcement in

its advertising columns :

—

" Wanted, a daily Governess for a young Lady, to teacli English, French,
Drawing, Singing, Writing, and Aritlimelic. The required hours of attendance

are from eleven till four daily. Silary, £12 per annum.

Parents who move in what is called a respectable sphere of society,

but whose means are so limited as to render them unable to make provi-

sion for their children when they are grown up, often stretch a point to

give one or more of their daughters as much education as will make them
sufficiently " accomplished," as it is technically called, to go out as

governesses. Those of them who may chance to cast their eye on the

above advertisement, will not congratulate themselves on the profession,

if so it may be termed, which thev have fixed on for their daufrhters.

To ofl'er such terms as a salary for the services of an educated ladv, is

synonymous with a regular proposal to starve her ; and if there be any
way of getting at the father of the young lady whom it is proposed to

educate in all the above branches of learning, to the tune of five hours
a-day, at £12 a- year, we would suggest to the public prosecutor the pro-

priety of indicting him for an attempt on the life of some unfortunate

governess. It is clear the fellow never intended she should have any-

thing to eat other than chameleon's fare. See how carefully, with this

view, he specifies the hours during which she is to teach the " Young
Lady English, French, Drawing, Singing, Writing, and Arithmetic."

They are to be from eleven till four—just such hours as wonld prevent
her presence during breakfast and dinner ; the first meal would be over

before she commenced her duties, and the second would not begin until

after she had finished them, and retired. The advertiser is evidently no
fool : be knows it would be dangerous to have a governess in the house,

at meals, with a stomach no better furnished than it would be by a salary

of £12 a- year. Why, the poor creature would not be able to find her-

self in tolerably decent clothes, putting washing out of the question, at

the sum. And yet, ten to one, it would be a sine qua non, in making the

engagement, that she should " go genteel." In the same paper which
contains this advertisement, which must literally outrage the feelings of

every governess without a situation and without friends, whose eye may
chance to see it,— in the same paper there is an advertisement wanting a

housemaid, where the washing is given out, and where several servants

are kept, in which the wages offered are £14, Let the circumstances of

the housemaid and those of the governess be compared, and then say

which of the two is in the most enviable condition. The one has

no feelings refined by education, and by previously moving in a

respectable sphere of life ; the other has. The housemaid has no appear-

ance as regards clothes to keep up ; the governess is expected to be in

appearance a lady: the housemaid has "her meals tied to her head;"
the governess, unless she get it through some other means, will never
have a meal at all. What a miserable prospect for those young crea-

tures who are, at a great personal sacrifice it may be on the part of

their ))arcnts, fitting out for governesses, in the hope of, by that means,
making out a livelihood ! Tlie schoolmaster, at this rate, had better
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Stay at home ; and intellect, instead of advancing, had better remain

stationary. Instead of education raising those in society who seek to

make it the means of earning a livelihood, it only sinks them lower in

the scale.

Ingenious Equivocation.—At the Middlesex Sessions, held on the

17th ultimo, a person named Sheering was cross-examined relative to an

information he had laid against a publican, for selling beer during the

hours of divine service. The following is part of the dialogue which

took place on the occasion, between him and the opposing counsel :

—

Mr. PrenderKast.—You have been often in this Court, I believe ?

Sheering.—Yes, many times (giving a glance towards the dock).

Mr. Prendergast.—Ah, I see you are looking towards the bar.

Sheering.—Yes, I was brought up to the bar.

Mr. Prendergast.—What do you mean by that, fellow ?

Sheering.—Why, I was brought up to the bar when I was drinking in the de-

fendant's house.

Mr. Serjeant Andrews.—What did you mean when you said you were brought

up to the bar ?

Sheering.—Mr. Prendergast made an observation about

—

Mr. Sergeant Andrews.—And you meant to give him a pert answer ?

Sheering.—No, I did not, sir.

Mr. Serjeant Andrews.—Take care how you answer, then, as your answers may
affect your credit with the Court.

Mr. Prendergast.—Have you never stood within that bar [pointing to die dock] ?

Sheering.—Never.

Mr. Prendergast.—Do you mean to swear you were never tried in this Court ?

Sheering.—No.
Mr. Prendergast.—Then what did you mean by your former answer ?

Sheering —1 never stood behind that bai ; it was a different one when I was

tried.

Mr. Flower indignantly asked how he dared equivocate thus with his oath ?

Mr. Prendergast.—What were you tried for ?

Sheering.—You ought to know, for you defended me.

Mr. Prendergast.—I insist on an answer. I can't be your witness, and if I

could I would not.

Sheering.—It was for rescuing a fellow-creature from the grave.

Mr. Serjeant Andrews.—Was it not for stealing a dead body ?

Sheering.—Yes.

There is clearly a mistake in the destiny of this person, who is said by

the newspaper reports to be a common informer. Nature obviously

intended him for a lawyer; and had not some "untoward affair"

thwarted her purposes, he would have been " brought up to the bar " in

a professional sense, instead of to the bar of a public-house or a criminal

court. In that case he would unquestionably have raised himself to emi-

nence. As it is, there is every probability that he will raise himself, or

be raised by others, to a certain kind of eminence, though one of a very

different description, before he goes out of the world. The ingenuity of

the fellow's equivocation about " the bar," could only be equalled by the

cool effrontery with which he parried the questions of Mr. Prendergast.

The equivocation about the old and new bar was also good. But de-

cidedly the most ingenious of the three grand equivocations, and indeed
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by far the most ingenious we ever met with, was that about *' rescuinij

a fellow-creature from the grave." It ought of itself to immortalize the

fellow : this, we know, that many a person has been immortalized who
never said anything half so clever. When we first read his statement of

having been tried for " rescuing a fellow-creature from the grave," our

admiration of his humanity was only equalled by our regret that he
should ever, by so meritorious an act, have got himself " into trouble."

Judge of our confusion, when, in answer to the next question, the

rogue, with the most consummate impudence imaginable, admitted he
had been tried for stealing a dead body, which was what he meant by
" rescuing a fellow-creature from the grave !"

Matrimonial Advertising.—The practice of advertising for wives

is beginning to be revived. In a morning paper, a few days since, we
see a couple of these " ads," as the printers call them, together. This

shows the taste of the person who " makes up " the paper. In both cases

there is the usual notification that " the dust" is indispensable; but
from the wording of the advertisements, it is obvious, that if the matri-

monial candidates be only satisfied on that point, they will not be over

scrupulous on others. In fact, it would be a perfectly fair inference

from the advertisements, that the " monish," as a Jew old clothesman
would say, is the only qualification which either of the aspirants at do-

mestic bliss considers in the least necessary. It is a pity that persons

who can thus sacrifice all the better feelings of human nature to their

passion for money, should not, by mistake, run their necks into some
matrimonial halter, which they would find anything but agreeable.

There are still a goodly number of Xantippes in the world, and it is to

be hoped that this brace of adventurers may each in the end be united,

for better for worse to one. In the meantime, why dc not the fair sex,

when they see such advertisements, rise en 7nasse to revenge themselves

for the insult thus offered to them ? They are not lacking in spirit nor
deficient in ingenuity in other cases. Why not give an illustration of

both these qualities in the present instance .* It would be no difficult

matter, if a dozen or so of the ladies were, as the representatives of their

sex, to put their heads together, to devise some scheme for inveigling

these devoted lovers of money into a place in which, in the true Ameri-
can fashion, they might be tarred and feathered from top to toe, and
then turned out into the streets, to be barked at by the dogs, pelted by the
boys, and laughed at by all. Windsor had its " Merry Wives" to vin-

dicate the honour and honesty of their sisters in matrimonv, and to

revenge the attempts meditated against their own nuptial fidelity, in

the days of Falstaff, And has not London its " Meny Maids," in

January, 1836, to 'punish these insulting speculators on their simpli-

city and good nature ? If a few good examples were made in the way
we are recommending of these " fellows of the baser sort," female sensi-

bihty would soon cease to be wounded by such advertisements as those
we have referred to.
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Curious BfiQUEST.—A Scottish provincial paper mentions that a gen-

tleman who lately died in India, has left the whole of his fortune to the

old maids, daughters of " respectable parents," of his native place. The

fact is pregnant with meaning ; there is more in it than meets the eye.

There can be no question that the deceased must have, in early life,

been a great gallant, and trifled with the feelings of more than one of

the then " young ladies," now the " old maids," of his native place,

and that he has bequeathed his property to them simply for the purpose

of administering an opiate to a troubled conscience. We are always

happy to see, under any circumstances, symptoms of a sense of past

cjrors, but we are specially so, when such a sense of them is accompa-

nied by an earnest desire to render atonement as far as practicable. It

must be admitted on all hands, that the gentleman in question, in

making his bequest, gave the most convincing evidence in his power, of

his anxiety to make reparation for an injury done the contemporary sex

of his native place ; but we wish he had been a little more particular

and definite in the terms of his will. "We are informed by the same

provincial print, that the introduction of the terms, " daughters of

respectable parents," is likely to lead to endless annoyance and difficulty

to those who are to be the executors of the will, in deciding as to the

eligible claimants,—every old maid, as might have been expected,

stoutly maintaining, whatever her parents may have been, that they

were " respectable." It is much to be regretted, as all our lexicogra-

phers difier as to the import of the word " respectable," and as the ma-

"•isterial luminaries of our metropolitan offices are equally at variance on

the subject,—that the deceased, out of pity to his executors, had taken

the trouble to give his own notion of what constitutes respectability.

Another inconvenience has arisen from his not being sufficiently precise

and definite in his phraseology. He gives no data by which one can

judge of what he considered the time of life at which a virgin may be

said to cross the threshold of old maidship, and consequently become

entitled to the benefit of the bequest. The only hope the executors have

that they will not appropriate the money improperly, by giving it to

persons not entitled to it, arises from the well-known abhorrence of the

sex, especially of the " daughters of respectable parents," to be included

in the hateful categorv. Nothing but dire necessity will induce a

female, the daughter of " respectable parents," to confess herself an

old maid.

The King and the Informer.—Some days ago, Mr. Perring, the ce-

lebrated hat-manufacturer, of the Strand, appeared at Bow-Street Office,

to answer an information laid against him by Carter, the notorious

informer. Mr. Pcrring, who has the merit of having invented the

much-admired light hats, has, it seems, lately, by a further exercise of

his inventive powers, hit on a truly singular mode of advertising. He
has caused a beautiful cabriolet to be made, in the form of a hat, which

is betwixt four and five feet in height, and ten or twelve in circum-

ference. This " standing " advertisement—to use a printer's term—is

drawn by a horse, and makes the daily tour of the town. Carter, with

the lynx eye of his profession, soon made the discovery, that, however
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ingenious this mode of advertising, it was not a legal one ; and there-

fore, in the hope, no doubt, of receiving as much from Mr. Perring, in

the shape of a penalty, as would replace, by a new one, his " shocking

bad hat," he at once pounced on Mr, Perring and dragged him to Bow
Street, Mr. Perring had his name, " Perring," and " 85, Strand," on
his hat ; but the letters, though of a size which Dominie Sampson would
have called " prodigious," and therefore leaving room for " no mistake,"

were in gold, and on the hat, while the act of Parliament, it seems,

requires that they should be on a particular part of " the vehicle," and be

either black on a white ground, or white on a black ground. It there-

fore appears, that Mr, Perring transgressed what Carter called the
" hact," inasmuch as he omitted to have his Christian name on his

cabriolet. There was consequently no alternative for Sir Frederick

Roe, but to fine Mr, Perring. The worthy magistrate, however, to show
his sense of the undue strictness of the statute, and his opinion of the

virtue of the informer, imposed on Mr. Perring the mitigated penalty of

half-a-crown—which, as all the world knows, is just the price of the

Monthly Magazine—in the purchase of a number of which, we doubt not,

Mr. Perring would infinitely have preferred spending the sum. But
who, do our readers suppose, does the aforesaid penalty of half-a-crown

go to .' Why, it is divided between the King and the informer—persons

whom the law, by one of its fictions, assumes to be, in all such cases,

in co-partnership together. His Most Gracious Majesty (whom Heaven
long preserve among us) gets credit for pocketting fifteen-pence, while

Carter, his colleague in this prosecution, is rewarded for his virtuous

trouble by the other one-and-threepence. It is high time that this firm

of the King and Carter the informer, be broken up : we hope we shall,

ere long, see a notification of the dissolution of partnership in the

Gazette. To us who are, and always have been, loyal subjects, it is not
very pleasant to see the " divinity that doth hedge a king," broken
through by so degrading an association. If Carter is determined to

prosecute his disreputable calling, let him do so on hi? own account, and
not be suflercd to drag his Sovereign through the mire with him. In
the meantime, we are sure that our readers will come to the same deter-

mination as ourselves—namely, to prevent, by an extensive patronage of
his unrivalled light hats, Mr. Perring being eventually anything out of

pocket by this joint-stock prosecution of him by the King and Carter,
the informer.
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THE EDITOR'S LATEST MOMENTS.

The French arms have been signally and gloriously victorious in

Africa ! Honour to the brave Marshal Clausel !—to the young Duke of

Orleans ! Honour to the French troops ! Mascara has been levelled

with the dust. The vile and vicious Abdel Kader, together with his

savage and ferocious mountain troopers and Arabian satraps, have been

triumphantly defeated. The enemy has been deprived of his habitation

—of his home—and the city of his fathers, and his brutal chieftainry !

Honour to France! Humanity—civilization—demanded this "magna-

nimous effort" at the national hands of modern Gaul. The Duke of

Orleans—the future monarch of France—behaved nobly in the field of

battle. He is a prince of rare courage and brave promise. May
this bold young man of war lead into battle the troops destined to fight

the good fight with a view to the restoration of benighted and suflfocated

Poland ! And may God defend the right. The cry is up ! Woe to the

modern Huns

!

whittaker's house.

The Literary Souvnir, for 1836,—second series. Edited by A. A.

Watts, Esq. A most splendid production,and worthy of allcommendation.

Sherwood's house.

The Volume of the Affections, or Bridal Offering, By the Editor of

the Young Gentleman's and My Daughter's Books.

smith and elder's house.

The Second Edition of Radora Recollections of the House of Com-

mons. —""

We have much pleasure in devoting the space we have left to the an-

nouncement of a new " daily evening" newspaper, to be called

"THE SHIPPING GAZETTE;"

which, we are informed, bids fair to become one of the most important

journals of this important commercial age. We most cordially and anx-

iously lend our aid in giving this promised publication the publicity we

can command ; and desire nothing less than its speedy appearance and

mediate if not immediate prosperity. We add the following, by way of

addenda from the prospectus, which is ably written :

—

"The Shipping Gazette will prove to be a publication which will

combine all the essentials of an evening newspaper, with a commercial

shipping list of the most correct and comprehensive description."

" One of the most prominent features in the Shipping Gazette will be

discoverable in the supply of those deficiencies to which allusions have

already Jbeen made ; and which will be understood to be generally com-

prised in the efficient and unflinching support of the Shipping Interest."
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LITERARY ANNOUNCEMENTS.
FOR JANUART, 1836.

The Volume of the Affections, or Bridal Offering, by the Editor of
" The Young Gentleman's Book" and " My Daughter's Book," ele-

gantly bound, with a splendid portrait of her Royal Highness the

Princess Victoria ; on the 1st of January, 1836; by Messrs. Sher-
wood and Co.

It is the intention of Mr. Valpy to reprint in Octavo (uniformly with
the established Library Editions of Hume and Smollett) the Rev. T. S.

Hughes's Continuation of The History of England, from the Reign of

George II. to 1835. This Continuous History will be completed in

six monthly vols., the first to appear in Februarj'.

The Book of Common Prayer, printed in a clear type, with short

Explanatory Notes, for Church Service and Private Use, in a neat

Pocket Size, by the Rev. G. Valpy, late Fellow of King's College,

Cambridge. Price 5s. 6d.

A Complete Latin-English and English-Latin Dictionary, for the Use
of Schools, by the Rev, Dr. Niblock, in one thick square vol., will be
published early in February.

An interesting little work is on the eve of appearing, by the Author
of "Five Minutes' Advice on the Care of the Teeth," entitled, " What
is Phrenology ?" in which the evidence and principles of the science are

familiarly stated and explained.

Elements of International Law, with a Sketch of the History of the

Science. By Henry Wheaton, L. L. D. President Minister from the

United States to the Court of Berlin.

A New Edition of Gifford's Poetical Translation of Juvenal's Satires,

with Notes. &c. is preparing by Dr. Nuttall ; printed uniformly (so as

to correspond, page for page) with his forthcoming edition of Juvenal.

Mr. Montgomery Martin has in the press a popular Work, entitled
" The British Colonial Library," to appear in monthly volumes, at six

shillings each, illustrated with finished engravings of the Capital of each
Colony, with Maps, &c. ; forming a valuable and interesting history of

these vast possessions of the British Empire, and peculiarly adapted for

the instruction of the rising generation.

Brief Memoir of Sir Wm. Blizard, Knt., F. R. S, L. & E., Surgeon
and Vice-President of the London Hospital, read before the Hunterian
Society, with Additions and Appendix. By Wm. Cooke, M, R. C. S.,

Secretary to the Hunterian Society. Longman and Co.
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A Series of Outlines from the well-known collection of Italian Pictures

in the Possession of W. G. Coesvelt, Esq. Engraved by Monsieur Jou-

bert. Royal 4to.

On the Education of the Eye in Reference to Painting. By John

Burnet. To be printed uniformly with the author's Practical Hints on

Painting.

Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson (the justly populai- Editress of the

" Belle Assemble,") is preparing for the press—at the kind suggestion

of her wide circle of literary and other friends,—a New and Complete

Edition of her Songs and Poems. We shall be glad to receive an early

copy of this forthcoming volume.

Mr. Leitch Ritchie has nearly finished a historical Romance in three

volumes, to be called " The Magician." The scene is in France—the

epoch, the end of the English dominion in the fifteenth century—and

the main interest of the story arises out of circumstances connected with

the favourite studies of the period. Alchemy and Magic.

LITERARY OBITUARY.

Died, in November last, aged 4 months, the infantile bantling of

Peter Gaskill, Esq., which had been most happily christened by the late

very rev. and learned Dr. Slop—"The Constitutional Magazine." The

sudden demise of this truly excellent miscellany has been remarked

upon by all classes of the king's subjects. We hope Mr. Gaskill may

be consoled under this severe affliction. We sincerely wish Mr. Gaskill

every possible success in his future undertakings.

Died, early last week, in Warwick Square, in the house of a printer,

all that remained of " The Christian's Weekly Journal ;" which, from

the commencement, had been most benevolently edited ^by the self-Rev.

Josiah Penny, late of the Devonport Porter Brewery ; and formerly of

the Colchester Gazette ; and still more recently of the Devonport Inde-

pendent. Among the " Christians," we believe the reverend and pious

editor will be found wanting. It is but bare justice to Mr. Penny's

talents to state, that we think him better fitted for the pulpit he has pre-

sumed to occupy, at Islington (we believe), than for any other occupation

of the kind.
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IRELAND PREVIOUS TO THE INVASION BY THE
ENGLISH.

ANCIENT NAMKS OF IRELAND, AND DERIVATION OF THOSE NAMES.

Ireland, the second of the nations which compose the British realm,

was known anciently by the names of lerne, Inverna, and Hibernia.

The first of these names, lerne, is supposed to be of Phoenician deriva-

tion, and was, perhaps, pronounced Erin, which signifies the Country of

the West ; and of which Mr. Pinkerton—an authority on the subject of

British antiquities of high standing—considers Hibernia, as well as the

Gothic appellation, Ireland, to be mere modifications. As much, per-

haps, may be conjectured with respect to Inverna, which bears no very

distant aflSnity to lerne. With respect to the name Hibernia, however,

authors are not agreed as to its derivation. Some deduce it from Heber,

one of its most ancient kings, while others consider it a corruption of

Iberia, the classical name of Spain— the country from which Ireland,

according to some, was first colonized.

colonization of IRELAND. OPINIONS OF WRITERS ON THE SUEJKCT.

Respecting the people who first settled in Ireland as colonists, much

doubt exists, though various accounts are given. If fable is to be

quoted, three of Cain's daughters were the first who visited that island,

three hundred years before the deluge.

From the same authority, Partholanus, a descendant of Magog, the son

of Japhet, is said to have landed on its shores with a thousand followers ;

and subsequent to him, and before the year of the world 2700, another

colony, headed by Nemedius, a descendant also of Magog, attempted

the same project with no great success ; a failure which the fabulists

attribute to the successive revolts of a body of the colonists called For-

norians, a race of giants, and descendants from Nimrod.

Spenser, the celebrated poet, whose residence in Ireland at a time

when the national character was undivested of its peculiarities, and

which must have afforded him great advantages of observation, sup-

poses the Irish to have been of Scythian origin. He is also of opinion

that the western part of the island was occupied subsequently by a

body of Gauls, who had previously settled in Spain, and who had

M . M.—No. 2. H
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acquired of the Phoenicians settled in that country a knowledge of those

arts for which that people were distinguished.

Pinkerton's opinion is, that Ireland was originally peopled from Gaul

;

and at the time that the Belgse invaded the south of England, kindred

Gothic tribes emigrated to the south of Ireland ; these, according to his

account, were the Firlboigs of the ancient Irish historians, and the Scoti

of the Roman writers. General Valiancy's supposition, from the atten-

tion he has given to the antiquities of Ireland, is also entitled to consi-

deration. His idea is, that the people who first colonized Ireland were

of Southern-Scythian, the same as Phoenician, extraction, and who

directly owed their origin to that central Asiatic nation—the source

whence Ancient India, Egypt, and Babylon, derived their knowledge

and civilization. The antiquarian sagacity of Mr. Whittaker has also

been directed to this subject, and he has given his opinion with a confi-

dence and clearness which savours much of probability.

According to this writer, the Belgse, about 350 years before Christ,

crossed the channel, and drove the inhabitants of the several southern

districts of England before them ; and these, giving way, emigrated

to Ireland. After a lapse of about 200 years, or about 100 years

before Christ, these colonists were joined by another body of Bri-

tons, who fled from their country on the landing of Divitiacus. And

that about the 150th year of the Christian era, the whole circumfe-

rence of the island was thus successively peopled.

author's OPINION ON THE SUBJECT,

While on the subject, and without any wish to set up his individual

opinion against such authorities as he has quoted, the author ventures to

state a few particulars which have occurred to his reflection.

He has observed throughout the writings of the Irish historians who

profess to treat of the antiquities of their country, a general disposition

to ascribe the origin of their nation to the visits of certain colonists of

eastern extraction : and that they never will allow the idea of any

settlement having been made from Britain prior to this.

To what this partiality for oriental extraction is owing it may be

difficult to say : it must, however, be allowed, that, by selecting the

Phoenicians for their ancestors, they have made a ver)- good choice ; as

that people, when possessing the ability to colonize, were perhaps the

most intelligent and most enterprising people upon earth. And if their

maritime excursions are regarded, which extended to all parts of the
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Mediterranean, and even to Britain, the idea is not improbable that they

visited Ireland in the course of their traffic. Whether in the course of

these visits they ever considered Ireland desirable as a settlement, is a

point which the author is prepared neither to maintain nor dispute : he

only observes, that if such is the case—and it is far fi-om being impro-

bable—it is the reverse of the mode of colonization in these times,

which is generally in the direction of from north to south.

It is much more probable that the ancient nations moved northwards,

to escape from the invasions and aggressions of their southern neigh*

hours, to conceive the whole of the north of Europe, including the

British islands, to have been thus peopled.

A similarity, in many points, between the Irish and Highland Scots,

is too remarkable not to be here attended to. Without deciding on the

claims of either side, as to priority of settlement, with Macpherson, on

the part of his country, that Ireland was colonized from North Britain,

or that, according to the Irish authorities, Argyleshire was peopled in

the third century, by an Irish colony, headed by Riada the son of OUid

Olum, a native prince, it seems that the intercourse between these

people, in former times, must have been intimate and frequent. Their

language is nearly the same, which is of Celtic character. Some of the

same names are common to both countries, such as those beginning

with Mac; though the prefix of O' is peculiar to Ireland. The bag-

pipe is the national instrument ofboth ; and an affinity of sympathy may be

traced in several of their respective melodies ; in such whose object is to

excite and enliven, as well as in those whose effects are of a more

powerful and deeper kind.

A SHORT REVIEW OF ITS HISTORY, PRKVIOUS TO THE INVASION OF HENRY II.

Previous to commencing this review, it may be proper to give a short

sketch, previous to the invasion of Henry II., of the state of things and

parties in the country on that monarch's arrival. In this sketch, how-

ever, the author does not guarantee as authentic the account he is about

to give. Unfortunately, all information respecting the early state of

Ireland, is to be obtained from sources, in point of historical veracity,

extremely questionable : such as traditionary tales and poetical records.

Since, however, he has no other, he must exhibit what he has, accom-

panied at the same time with the above qualification.

Having given his conjectures respecting the Aborigines of the country,

he now proceeds to the Milesian conquest.

H2
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MILESIAN CONQUEST.

Some time about the 2900th year of the world, the Irish historians

describe the arrival of an adventurer in their country of the name of Ith.

This prince, who was a son of Milesius, sailed from Galicia, in Spain,

and belonged to a wandering tribe of Egyptians or Phoenicians, which

had lately settled in Spain. On the death of Ith, Heber and Heremon,

his two surviving brothers, jointly ruled the country ; in whose reign

the Picts are said to have attempted the invasion of the island, but un-

successfully. To Heremon, the surviving brother, succeeded a series of

monarchs of the same line, the sum of our information respecting whom,

being their character for valour, the number of battles they had fought,

and the violent deaths that awaited them. And it is here worthy of

remark, that of 121 kings which belonged to this line, not above ten or

twelve are described as having died a natural death. They fell, either

by assassination or in the field of battle.

A monarch of more than ordinary merit, however, appears early in

the series, who deserves particular notice, of the name of 011am Fodlah,

and who appears to have united the talents of legislator to those of the

warrior. In his reign, and by his command, was instituted the as-

sembly convened at Tarah every three years ; to which, along with the

nobility, the learned from all parts of the kingdom were summoned

;

at which laws were enacted and repealed ; public grievances redressed ;

and festivities kept on a scale of great magnificence. To Keating's

History, in particular, the curious reader is referred, who is desirous of

an ample description of this assembly.

STATE OF GOVERNMENT.

The ancient form of government in Ireland, if the same sources are

to be relied on, was monarchical. Besides the monarch, who sub-

sequently was styled also king of Meath, there was a tributary king at

the head of each of the four provinces, besides a number of princes

more or less subject to these again, according to their extent of pos-

session. The degrees of precedency which these kings held, may be

seen from the description of their places at that assembly of Tarah, just

noticed, in which the King of Ulster is represented as seated on the

monarch's right hand ; the King of Munster on his left ; the King of

Leinster opposite to him ; and the King of Connaught behind the throne.

Besides these, other kings and princes occur in the perusal of ancient Irish
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history : as the Kings of Breffny of Ossory, the Princes of Orgial, Des-

mond, Thomond, Decies, &c. &c.

With respect to the election of this monarch, it should be remarked,

that of the royal Milesian line, he that was most distinguished for his

valour, enterprise, or martial skill, was selected for the dignity.

The Irish monarch's revenue was paid him, occasionally in the form

of a settled stipend, occasionally in presents given in kind. And, to

assist him in any exigency, taxes were levied by the heads of the assem-

bly just described.

The form of ancient Irish judicature also deserves notice at this place.

Of the Pentarchy, every king had under him a chief, as the represen-

tative of his family, each of whom had the administration of justice

among his own tribe. As an indispensable part of the chief's establish-

ment, a judge was kept, called in those times a Brehon ; and from

whose judgments, delivered in the open air, and in the presence of the

whole tribe, there was no appeal. It is uncertain to say how long this

form of judicature had lasted ; an act of King John, however, confirmed

its abolition.

INTRODUCTION OF CHRISTIANITY.

In the midst of these scenes of aggression and slaughter, a new era

commenced in Irish history, not distinguished, indeed, for any immediate

good effects attendant on it, but which is no less than the succession of

the Christian religion to Paganism ; which, up to the middle of the fifth

century, prevailed there.

It was in the riegn of Lagoar\', of the Milesian line, that Patrick—or

St. Patrick^—animated with the zeal common to the primitive Chris-

tians, arrived in Ireland, and made the first effectual stand, by the in-

troduction of the pure precepts of his religion, against the Druidical

forms and institutions which prevailed throughout the island. Notwith-

standing the testimony of early writers respecting the exemplary piety,

the unwearied zeal, and the astonishing influence which this philanthro-

pist possessed, and continued to exercise, in humanizing the natives of

this country, the Irish character seems to have been divested, after all

his benevolent efforts, of very little of its former habits, as subsequent

to his death, to the very extinction of the Milesian line of monarchs,

the same depositions, aggressions, ravages, and assassinations, continued

in successive record, and in instances of unmitigated violence.

DRUIDS OR BARDS.

Previous to the introduction of Christianity into Ireland, the rcligioE
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of the country was that no doubt which was common to Britian, as its

priests or professors were Druids. Of this order nothing is recorded to

distinguish them from the Druids of Britain. Like them they had the

direction of all religious ceremonies : they enjoyed the same reputation

for wisdom ; their advice was asked with the same readiness in all mat-

ters of policy or emergency ; and their directions were followed with an

attention equally scrupulous. They excelled in divination, and in all its

mystical concomitants ; and to them, as bards, was assigned the task of

embodying in verse, and adapting to the music of their harp, the deeds

of departed valour. Their verses and their music were alike the lan-

guage of passion ; and to this period may, possibly, be ascribed the ori-

gin of several of those airs, the effects of which at the present day are

neither slight nor transient.

DANISH CONQUEST.

About the end of the 8th century, the Irish were destined to expe-

rience a share of those depredations which the Danes, Norwegians, and

other northern adventurers, had previously committed in Britain ; and

who, in the reign of Hugh V., of Milesian extraction, landed on the

coast of Munster, in very considerable force, from a fleet of fifty ships.

To these other adventurers followed, and so successful were their plans of

subjugation, that, in less than half a century from the period of their in-

vasion, a Norwegian of the name of Turges or Turgesius was proclaimed

monarch of all Ireland, A.D. 845. Though the unfortunate feuds and

conflicting animosities which prevailed among its princes, rendered Ireland

an otherwise easy prey to foreign conquest, yet, amid their humiliation,

the spirit of resistance in the breasts of Irishmen, towards these scourges

of their peace, seems never to have been extinguished. Repeated battles

were fought between the invader and the invaded, with various success ;

the attempt of Magnus, a Norwegian king, to subjugate the island, was

unsuccessful, and a blow to the Danish power, from which it never re-

covered, was given by the forces of a celebrated king, named Brian Bo-

riome, near Clontarf. Though thus conquered, and having the supreme

power thus wrested from them, the Danes and Norwegians yet possessed

great influence in the country ; as they were in possession of the princi-

pal seaports and forts, which the native princes, with great simplicity,

allowed them to occupy, with the view of encouraging commerce. Such,

then, was the state of Ireland, her fortresses and seaports in the posses-

sion of these Scandinavian adventurers called Easterlings or Ostmeu

—
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previous to the invasion of tlie English ; distracted in her councils

—

without any common interest—her princes suspicious of each other's as-

cendancy, and prosecuting their plans of aggression and retaliation for

injuries received with a ferocity merciless and unbounded—its natives of

everv degree averse to the arts of peace—of course, of civilization ; and

attached, even to enthusiasm, to the fame attendant on martial enterprise.

INVASION OF IRELAND BY THE ENGLISH IN THE REIGN OF HENRY lU

In the reign of Roderic O'Connor. Dermod, King of Leinster, a prince

deposed by his subjects for his intolerance, and flying from the ven-

geance of several neighbouring princes, who had, according to the ac-

counts of some historians, made common cause against him, in conse-

quence of his treacherous conduct towards the King of Breffrey, went to

England, and, as an injured prince, threw himself on the monarch's

protection.

Henry, an ambitious and wise prince, having, for some time previously,

considered the annexation of Ireland to his kingdom as an important

consideration, and having, according to some, obtained a bull from Pope

Adrian, several years even before this application, conferring on him the

sovereignty of that country, considered the present application as occur-

ring most fortunately for his views. With his usual caution, however,

he was unwilling to embark personally in the enterprise, till he sounded

the opinions of his subjects relative to the affair. With this view, then,

he dismissed the applicant Dermod, with many promises, and gave him

a letter of licence under his own hand, authorizing permission and con-

sent to any of his subjects who might be willing to aid Dermod in the

recovery of his lost kingdom.

The prince, it seems, made the very best use of this letter ; as he

found means to interest in his favour the celebrated Earl of Pembroke,

sumamed Strong-Bow, at that time one of the most powerful and war-

like barons of the kingdom. As a stipulated condition, for his granting

Dermod the assistance he required, Pembroke insisted on the hand of

his daughter Eva in marriage ; and, of course, in the absence of a male

heir, on right to succession of the throne of Leinster. To these Dermod

having as readily assented, he departed for Ireland to await the promised

assistance.

Previous to his leaving England, Pembroke having sent before him

about 400 men, under Fitzstcphen, Hervey of Mountmaurice, and



104 IRELAND PREVIOUS TO THB INVASION BY THE ENGLISH.

Maurice de PrenJergast, and, subsequently, Maurice Fitzgerald and

Raymond le Gros, -with a few levies, he sailed, a.d. 1171, for Ireland

•with about 1500 men, and landed near Waterford without opposition.

This city he took on the following day ; and on the evening of his suc-

cess, the marriage ceremony was performed by which he was united to

Eva.

Henry, considering the success of his views with respect to Ireland

as certain, and perhaps jealous of Pembroke's influence, which was what

might have been expected from his great abilities, resolved to visit Ire-

land in person ; and sailed from Milford, for that kingdom, in the

month of October, a.d. 1172, with several barons, 400 knights, and

4000 men.

Of those who paid homage to Henry on his arrival, the Prince of

Desmond was the first ; to him succeeded the Princes of Limerick,

Thomond, Decies, and Ossory. The last who made his submission to

the power of the English monarch, was Roderic King of Connaught.

It certainly seems surprising, that in the short space which intervened

between the landing of Henry at Waterford and his arrival at Dublin,

when the warlike habits of the Irish nation are considered, that he

should have obtained the sovereignty of that kingdom, without fighting

a single battle or losing a single man. It is true that the military

talents of Pembroke and the superiority of the English force, which had

previously proved decisive in every engagement, were of great use to

Henry in the accomplishment of this project. It is, nevertheless, be-

lieved by some writers, and among the rest by Dr. Leland, whose opinion

on the subject of Irish history deserves respect, that, in order to com-

mand the oaths of allegiance and submissoin from so many spirited and

powerful princes, besides the effect which his great force was calculated

to produce, promises and professions of no ordinary kind were made

use of to facilitate his views. The subserviency of the native clergy to

Henry's power on the occasion is notorious ; as a concluding resolution

of a synod held at Cashel, by order of that monarch, at which several

chiefs and the heads of the church were present, declared, that the good

order and tranquillity which then prevailed throughout the kingdom, were

owing solely to the wise government and regulations which Henry had

introduced.

It may not be here improper to remark, that from a perusal of the

resolutions passed at this public meeting, a direct tender of the'supreme

government of Ireland is made to Henry, not only by the principal of
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the clergy and other princes, but by the monarch Roderic himself; and

a title was hereby given to the King of England for the sovereignty of

Ireland, of a kind superior to any other, inasmuch as its delegation was

general and spontaneous. As to any other right to the sovereignty of

this kingdom, Henry will be found to possess none more legitimate or

better founded than that of any other conqueror, with the exception of

succession to the kingdom of Leinster, which he held in the person of

his subject Pembroke, who made it, along with the hand of Eva, an article

of stipulation previous to his granting to Dermod the assistance he

desired.

A HIGHLAND BARD'S LAMENT,

FOR THE PROSCRIPTION OF THE NATIONAL DRESS AFTER THE

REBELLION.

The famous Tartan which has braved

The conflict of unnumbered years.

And in the wind of freedom waved.

That o'er the mountain's crest careers.

No more must cheer our darkened sight.

No more must o'er the breast expand.

Must vanish from the wild and height

;

Such is the strangrer's dire command.
'b^

The lofty plume to which is given

The hues and glory of the sky.

Must from its airy path be driven ;

And in the depth of darkness lie.

The broad unblenching highland blade.

Which our brave fathers proudly bore,

Must fall within neglect's black shade.

And glad the mountain eye no more.

Alas ! where is the glory gone.

Which once along our mountains gleamed ;

And on our vanished fathers shone.

Who ne'er of base dishonour dreamed ;

Through whom the noblest feelings flowed.

Whose every thought was dauntless might

;

Where are their eyeballs' lightnings broad.

The Saxon through the soul to amite.
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And will our anguished hearts consent

To cast aside the tartans free ;

And in the Saxon's garb be pent.

Token of abject slavery.

Will not our sunk hearts, when they feel

The pressure of his base array.

Back in the bosom wildly reel.

And wither hastily away.

We have consented ! we have spurned

The tartan and the breezy plume.

And the bright steel of honour urned

In silence and in gravelike gloom

;

Yet still our shrunken hearts are warm,

Still thro' our frames the pulses roll.

Still the wild thought, commanding charm

Of life, clings to the stricken soul.

No more let worth and honour breathe

Within our hearts, the prey of blight

;

No more let freedom's hand unsheathe

The sword, upon our beamless sight.

Valour^departed from the breast.

The 'mountain-spirit passed away.

When heavily around us pressed

The stranger's desolate array.

Tread not the mountain paths, O Gael.

Keep to the dull and level plain.

Let ne'er thy locks in ardour sail

Upon the free-born breeze again ;

Lest its wild spirit, stern and pale,

Should on thee cast its piercing eye.

And with a wild soul-freezing wail.

Sweep thee in breathless horror by.

Tread not the mountain's paths, O Gael,

Lest the shrill, lonely, voice that lies

Within the dark mysterious vale.

Should from its secret depths arise.

And send throughout thy frenzied soul

The dark recital of thy shame,

And spectral visions o'er thee roll.

Of all thy former fame

!

W. Mayne.
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THREE DAYS AND THREE NIGHTS ON BOARD A STEAMER.

On Tuesday, the 24th of February, 1835, we shipped ourselves at

Greenwich on board the Lomond Castle Steamer, bound for Belfast. A
considerably greater cargo than anticipated arrived upon the quay a

short time before the hour appointed for sailing ; and the consequence

was we were detained several hours, at which we began to murmur.

The entire number of cabin passengers were seven—first and most

important were ourselves ; next was a fat, thick, gaudy man. dressed

in a blue coat, yellow buttons, white trousers, tartan waistcoat, and

coloured neckerchief, and who, it appeared afterwards, was a Scotch-

man resident in Belfast, in the provision line, and had been over selling

a cargo of Cara pork : he was a funny fellow, and afforded us some

amusement during the time we were murmuring at the delay. Next

him sat a scurvy-faced, lanky, lean, proud-looking subject, who appeared

to have filled up Burns's idea of a Hieland gentleman by having nothing

particular about his appearance saving scabs and hunger ; he called out

so impertinently to the steward, that he was instantly set down as a

writer's clerk, broke loose from his desk and stool—he turned out after-

wards to be a poor lieutenant, after a six weeks' leave of absence, return-

ing to his regiment in Ireland, there to resume his old occupation of

pig-driving. Next him sat a quiet, sedate, pale-faced-looking young

man, who was a travelling clerk for a stationery house in Edinburgh,

who, finding their goods likely to be truly stationary unless their clerk

got unstationary, had sent him over to Ireland with his bundle of sam-

ples. Lying at full length on one of the sofas was a remarkably nice-

looking young man, dressed in the top of the fashion, having his clothes

put so nicely on that one almost thought they had been adjusted with a

plumb-line and square, and whose ruifled shirt showed that he had stu-

died the art of tying the cravat ; his wrists were encircled with most

beautiful wrist-collars, his hands delicately white, while he sported a

large ring on the little finger of one of them, and spoke with a lisp, ap-

parently almost afraid that his voice would destroy the tie of his cravat,

or the posture of his surtout collar : who he was we were puzzled to find

out. He had so much nicknackery about his appearance, and smelled so

dreadfully of musk, that we would have set him down as the shopman to

Bome metropolitan perfumery house, only his conversation and manners
were truly polite, and made me regret that his dress had so much of the

fop, as otherwise he had the appearance of a gentleman. Sitting read-

ing at the table was a young man having a very white face, terrible

brogue, and conversation smelling so rank of the shop, that there was no
doubt who he was, and we all thought he might have spared himself the

trouble of telling us he was a medical man—but we never would have

done the profession the injustice to have called him doctor, unless he had
shown us his diploma. Who the seventh passenger was we do not re-
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collect, but certes we had a seventh. In order to pass the time, we got
the table covered, that we might have dinner the moment the vessel was
unmoored, and before we got into what we had every reason, from ap-

pearances, to suppose would be rough water.

Dinner was soon over, and we all did full justice to what the steward

set before us. After dinner, each one was enjoying his glass of toddy amid
the conversation, which was of a very general kind, and in which all

joined. By degrees, however, it rested upon the harm or the good which
Ireland was receiving from the church as established by law. The me-
dical man was a bigoted Catholic, and maintained the injustice of obliging

a Catholic population to support a protestant establishment ; he of the

nicely clad raiments said that, for his part, he would, as a general princi-

ple, allow every one to think for himself, and sujiport what religion he
thought best, }'et he could not see any great hardship there was in ob-

liging a people groaning under the rank bigotry, sujierstition, and into-

lerance of Popish en'or to support the pure doctrines of protestantism,

as every one must admit who knew anything at all, that Protestantism

was the only true faith. We, on the contrary, defended the rights of

conscience on the broadest ground, and denied the right of any sect to say

their's was the true faith. The soldier denied that the church of England
could be called a sect ; it was the religion that the king, the government,
and the people, had sworn to accept, and therefore they who denied its

tenets, ought to be at least obliged to support it—even though it should

be at the point of the sword ; while the provision-dealer called us all a

parcel of bigoted fools for believing either in one sect or another, and
openly avowed himself an atheist, and at the same time a believer in

Bishop Berkely's theories : why he disbelieved the actuality of his own
existence he said he knew not—but such was the fact, and he cared

nothing more about it.

It may easily be supposed that, with such an incongruous mixture of

opinions, and especially over a glass of toddy, all harmony and real

argument were soon lost, and what termination might have been made to

the debate it is hard to prophesy, had every one been allowed to carry it

on as he wished. Much snarling had been manifested on the part of the

soldier and the dealer in provisions, and each party had during the dis-

cussion told the situation in which he stood in society ; but the wind
was now blowing hard above, and the sea was rough below, which caused

the vessel to pitch so much that the lieutenant stretched himself upon
the sofa, after declaring that it was foolish to enter into a discussion of

this kind with a dealer in pigs. Having said this, he uttered a groan, but

was roused from his sickness for a moment at his adversary throwing

back the term pig-dealer with contempt, telling him that it was at least

an lionester, if not more honourable trade than that of a pig-driver,

•which he had doubtless been during the time he had served in Ireland.

The answer to this unceremonious retaliation upon the man of fire

was attempted, but alas, alas ! the most honourable of men have some-

times to succumb to circumstances, and he was, notwithstanding he held

a commission in his Majesty's service, obliged to content himself with

again laying down his head, and uttering a series, not of oaths, but of

groans, which were, we shrewdly guessed, not for the benighted condi-

tion of the pig-dealer's mind, but for the perturbed state of the pig-driver's
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Stomach. After the soldier had retired from the contest, the travelling

clerk took up his argument, but instead of fighting for the Church of

England, ke fought for that of Scotland. The argument was, however, of

a more moderate nature. The arguer of the fine garments soon also felt

rather queerish, and declaring that such arguments were unfit for a ma-

rine company, as some gentleman was sure to have his feelings shocked,

laid his head down upon the hair pillow, and began likewise to groan. He
was soon followed by the defender of the Church of Scotland ; and as

the vessel was now pitching so dreadfully that there was little pleasure

below, we lighted a cigar, wrapped ourselves up in our cloaks, and went

upon deck, leaving the Papist and the unbelieving believer fiercely en-

gaged in the war of opinion.

It was now about nine o'clock in the evening —the night was pitchy

dark, and nothing was to be observed but the light-houses and the un-

certain appearance of a mountainous coast on the starboard quarter, and

which, the mate assured us, was the island of Arran. We are not given

to sea-sickness, and never were afraid of the sea ; we were therefore in

a good mood to enjoy ourselves, and we certainly did so. The wind blew

right a-head, and the little steamer laboured much. We had rarely

seen a more superb sea, and as each wave broke over the vessel, we
clutched firmly the bulwark near which we were sitting on a chest made
fast to the deck, and as the water passed over, we felt a delight that can

only be felt by some mischief-loving spirit,—nay, so much did the imagi-

nation assist us, that we almost fancied ourselves the demon of the storm,

and as the little vessel rose over the wave, that but a moment before

seemed ready to swallow us up, we felt a buoyancy of spirits, that it is

rarely our lot to experience. After sitting for more than two hours

watching the sea sporting in its grandeur, we were astonished to hear

the Captain and Pilot in earnest conversation on the probability of her

being able to weather the channel. We could observe the high peak of

Ailsa indistinctly seen darkening the horizon at a little distance, and we
rejoiced at the prospect of soon being in what we knew to be the rough-

est part of the Irish Channel ; the Captain was not, however, apparently

so much at his ease, as he was pacing the deck with hurried steps, and
as he was not aware there was anv one within hearing, the Pilot and he

were talking earnestly what they thought. The Pilot was a bold fellow,

and counselled keeping her on her course, as to turn and run was more
dangerous, he said, in such darkness, than standing out to sea ; the Cap-
tain, however, was of a diflerent opinion—said the boat was not fit to

live unless the gale went down. As it drew near midnight, we began to

feel hungry and thirsty, so rising to descend for some refreshment, we
asked the Captain if he had never been in this boat in a gale before. He
said, he had never been in that steamer before, that this was his first

voyage ; that she was not fit for the ordinary gales of the channel, and
if he got safe back again, he would never more attempt to cross the

channel in her. During eight years that he had been in these channels,

he had never met with such a night, had never been in a finer sea-boat,

but at the same time, one that had not suflScient power for the work
assigned to her.-— It was with some difficulty that we managed to find

our way down to the cabin, where we found the disputants all engaged
in one argument, and that not of a pleasant kind—they were all sick.
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and moaning in concord. We congratulated them on the present harmony
of their opinions, and desiring the steward to bring forth some of his

good cheer, were in the act of putting a glass of Guinness's good stout to

our lips, when a tremendous sea struck the larboard quarter, and in a

moment the two stern dead-lights were dashed in and the cabin covered

with water ;''catching up one of the dead-lights in our arms, while the

steward took the other, we stumbled over the wreck of men and luggage

that now covered the floor, and succeeded in fixing them before another

heavy sea struck the vessel's stern, and which, had the dead lights not

been replaced, would have filled the cabin with water. After this was
accomplished, we commenced lifting up carpet bags, portmanteaus,

broken tables, stools, &c., and succeeded in restoring order to the cabin.

The steamer was now riding more easily, and the passengers were sit-

ting on the lower tier of sofas in a most piteous and dilapidated condi-

tion. The soldier said, that had he known we were to have had an
Atheist on board, he would not have come with her—that he doubted
not this was a judgment for the horrid blasphemies that had been
uttered during dinner ; the dealer in pigs denied that it was anything but

the usual course of nature ; the papist said, it was, he doubted not, for

the purpose of hindering the soldier's return to oppress his poor country-

men; while the traveller's clerk and the perfumed gentleman begged of

them to hold their tongues, the former remarking that the present was
a time fitter for each man to spend at his devotions, than in impious and
useless recriminations, the latter saying that, on his part at least, the

going to sea at all was a tempting of Providence, as he had a wife and
three little children, who he feared, after this night, would be left desti-

tute upon the world, and vowing that, if it was his lot ever to set his

foot on terra firma again, he would leave the sea to those that

liked it. We got our plate and glass replenished, and leaving three of

them groaning and the other three at their devotions, lighted another cigar,

and went upon deck to ascertain why the vessel was now riding so

smoothly ; we had been in the dark some time, and in the darkness

vainly attempted to solve the problem—the wind was apparently as high

and the sea as rough as ever, yet the water broke more rarely over the

vessel, and she rode more easily. We were unwilling to break the charm
that appeared to us enhanced by silence in asking any question of the

pilot, who was now alone on the quarter deck, until we had resolved in

our mind every possible reason without being able to convince ourselves

of the solvency of any of them, when, turning to the pilot, we were in-

formed that, upon getting to Ailsa, the channel appeared so rough as to

make it dangerous to continue longer to bear up against it, and that the

helm had been put up and the vessel brought round—that we were now
running for Lambash Bay—that the commotion in the cabin had been

caused by two tremendous seas which had struck the vessel in the act of

putting round, and hsd almost foundered her. We continued our course

for some time ; the captain came on deck and asked whether or not the

light had been seen—but was answered that it had not ; from all the

calculations that could be made, it was now thought we must be in the

A-icinity of Penda, but as no light could be seen on account of the dark-

ness, it was judged advisable not to attempt Lambash, but to run for the

Cambraes. Accordingly, the pilot steered for the channel, and about three
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in the morning we thought the Cambre light ought to have been

visible. However, it was not to be seen : there was a dark dull uncertain

atmosphere hung around the quarter of the vessel, which told pretty

surely that we were in the firth, yet not so surely as to make it certain

;

and as the proving of it with the wind blowing so fresh from the south

might bring instant destruction, it was judged advisable not to attempt

the bay, but again to put about the helm, set the bow of the vessel to

the wind, and beat down the channel a second time, in order to wait for

daylight, as it appeared the only hope that we had of the vessel being

able to hold out.

The wind still continued from the same point, and the little steamer

gallantly held on her way. We descended to the cabin, but all was
gloomy silence and darkness : physical fatigue had overcome mental fear,

and the passengers were all, if not sleeping, at least quietly dozing in

their beds ; we lighted another cigar, buttoning our coat close to the

neck and wrapping our cloak more firmly about our body, and again

hied ourselves upon deck. The night was now so dark, that we could

not see two feet in advance, and the vessel was steered alone by the

compass in the binnacle, the light of which threw a death-like glare on
the face of the man at the wheel. The funnel was vomiting forth flame

like a volcano, but even this was insufficient to illuminate the vessel it-

self, as the spars, rigging, and paddle-boxes were perfectly invisible,

and no point to be seen from the quarter-deck, but the red mouth of the

glowing funnel.

No light or living thing was seen by our forlorn ship in that awful
night. She went scudding along, as if she had been a thing not of this

earth, and we joyed in the freedom that she then possessed from all

harm, from all help, from all responsibility, and from all human ken.

Atlast thePeak ofAilsa again appeared—the storm blew as hard as ever

—

what was to be done ?—she durst not venture beyond it—the helm -vas

again put up, and the vessel put round, and we for the second time at-

tempted to enter Lambash Bay, but to have done more than attempt it

would have been certain destruction ; so for Cambraes we again made
sail, but with no better effect ; we could see no light—we saw a dark
indistinct horizon, and we had a guess from the compass, and the dis-

tance we had run, where we were. So as it could not want more than an
hour of sunrise, it was judged better to make in the direction of Rothsay
Bay. We accordingly rounded the point of little Cambraes, and were
just passing the point of Lomond as the sun began to appear through the
spray, and about nine in the morning we cast anchor in the bay. A boat
was soon alongside, and with the exception of the poor lieutenant, we all

embarked in her for the shore—the poor fellow wished to keep himself
select, and therefore remained on board in single blessedness—we, on
the contrary, got into Mr. Porbindal's Inn, and there had a jolly good
breakfast, not one of us eating less than nine whitings and six eggs,
not to mention cups of coffee and bread. Breakfast being finished, we
got upon the top of the chapel hill, and really the day looked most beau-
tiful, and we saw with regret the signal made of hauling up the anchor ;

we accordingly repaired on board, but did not sail for nearly two hours,
during which time we amused ourselves by playing at pitch and toss on
the quarter deck, in which all joined but th« poor lieutenant, who de-
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clared such a method of amusement to be vulgar and out of place. We cared

little for himself, and less for his opinion, and managed to amuse ourselves

thus pretty well until mid-day, when the gale having apparently abated, we
got up the anchor and again stood out to sea. During an hour or two the

wind had fallen, and as the vessel had nothing to contend with but the

swell, she was enabled to get on pretty well ; but a little after ten, it

again began to blow hard, and by four was a perfect hurricane. We
had seen few of the steerage passengers during the day, and we pro-

posed that a visit should be paid them—a call of ceremony merely. The
stomach was pleaded as an excuse, and we were left alone to go with
the captain, and see how they were faring. As we entered, down the

narrow stairs, the steam that ascended was of so rank and noxious a

nature that we had nearly stopped short in our intention. The steerage

floor was covered with men, women, and children, stretched at full

length, not in parallel lines, but " higgledy piggledy," for the greater

part sick and groaning, and a few of them vomiting. The seats round
about were covered with those who had been so fortunate as to procure

the elevation, from which the roll of the vessel was occasionally pitching

its possessor down upon his more humble bedfellow, while the table was
covered by an old man lying on his back and. snoring loudly, with his

two hands clutching firmly the two sides, to prevent his abdication.

In one of the side rooms were three old women, drinking what they

called tea out of an old black pot—they had but one cup between them
—and it was in the form of a dirty, rusty-looking tin jug. Two or

three men were sitting on the seat, resting their head and arm upon
the table, and fast asleep. In the other room were a party of drunk
bacchanalians carousing away over their porter, and singing so loudly

that, had it not been for the storm, they might have been heard on
the quarter-deck ; while, looking further forward, we saw, amidst the

indistinct gloom of the lamp which hung above, a pair of bright eyes

—

not sleeping, but wandering wildly around ; it was a young mother
suckling her infant child. What a scene for pity ! Young, beautiful,

poor-looking, and a mother, with a child at her breast, sitting in the

carousing-room of an Irish steam-boat steerage, in one of the wildest

nights that ever blew, with those around her who appeared more like

fiends than men. We appealed to the carousers, if it would not do
honour to an Irishman's heart to move to the other room, and rather

disturb the old beldames at their tea than the young mother with her

child, and the appeal had not to be repeated. She asked us, if we would
not consider it too much, that she would feel thankful for a glass of

porter ; that she had come on-board the boat imagining that one day

would suffice ; that her little stock of provisions was exhausted ; neither

did she feel inclined to eat, but, for the sake of her babe, she would
like a drink of porter. She said she had applied to the steward, but

found his price beyond her means. The steward was hailed, and the

porter produced. We joined her in the finishing of it, and were pleased

to see what an efi'ect it had in rendering what was purely a pretty and

interesting face yet more beautiful and interesting. We asked her,

what could induce her to place herself in such a situation. She said,

that about five years before that time she had been married to a worker

in one of the large bleaching-fields in the north of Ireland ; that they
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lived happy and contented for two years—so very comfortable, indeed, tlmt

they got discontented, and thought they would be better elsewhere ; that

three years ago they had gone over to Scotland, where her husband had

not succeeded in getting constant employment, and that he had a few

months ago gone back to his native place, leaving her in Scotland ;

that she had subsisted by her needle, and by washing linen, and ma-

naged to keep her family, consisting of two boys and a girl, besides the

one at her breast, from starving; that her husband had sent for her,

and that she was now on her way to meet him ; that her whole stock of

money had been four shillings and tenpence, three shillings of which

she had reserved for her fare, and laid in a stock of provision and cor-

dials for the voyage with the remainder. She said, if once back to her

native place, that no power on earth would ever force her to leave it

;

that we saw her condition, but we could not imagine wliat she had suf-

fered the night before, and was then sufiering,— daring the previous

night, she had been in the steerage, sitting upon the floor with her

children around her, sick, wearied, and ill-natured ; that having no one

to protect her, she had been much annoyed by her fellow-passengers,

until she had threatened to break the skulls, of some of them with an

empty bottle she held in her hand ; that when the morning came, and

her fellow -passengers went on deck, she had gatheied her children, and

placed them below the table where she was sitting, and having taken

up the slop pail, she believed she would have been sick was it

not for the fear she had of her fellow-passengeis, but that the sea in all

its fury below, and the wind whistling above, was not so frightful as

her present unprotected state. We sat for nearly an hour listening to

her tale. We gave her another bottle of porter and a few shillings ;

and when we rose to come way, we left her, to ajijjearance, the only

waking eve in that crowded steerage. The old women were sleeping

on the effects of the tea, and the Bacchanalians were snoring upon that

of the poteen. The poor mother alone was waking, attending to her

children, and thinking of their father, enjoying, doubtless, bright and

beautiful dreams of the future amid the phantoms that hope would not

fail to raise, notwithstanding the misery and wretchedness wiiich was

strewed around the parent.

After the sun had set, we found the fog increase so much as to pre-

vent our attempting the channel in that state of the weather ; and as

Landach Bav lay before us, we entered, and came to anchor amid a

great many lights—some of them, it is true, but dimly seen in the fog,

but serving to tell that there were others there in the same condition.

We rode very smoothly iu the bay, notwithstanding the storm blowing

outside, and dinner was soon on the table. After dinner we got on

shore, and found a good many sailors, captains, &c. strolling about the

few houses. A piper was sent for ; we took possession of a house that

had no lock upon the door, and in a little all thoughts of the sea and its

dangers were gone. We were dancing like as many crickets, and the

only thing we wanted to make us happy was a few more of the lairer

eex, as the greater part of us had to make partners in the dance of those

of our own sex. About ten o'clock at night, we repaired on board our

own vessel : where the other dancers went to we cannot tell—we sui)pose

on board their own vessels—we never saw anv of them before nor

M. M.—No. 2. 1
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siiice, and would hardly know tliem even if we were to meet. Some of

them, doubtless, found a watery grave, as several of the vessels that le

that bay next day were never more heard of. The steward found an

old pack of cards, and we sat down to play, first one game and then

another, until two in the morning, when we agreed to give it up for

the ni"lit. Upon then going on deck, we found that the weather had

entirely changed : the moon was bright ; the sky was clear, and

studded with thousands of sparkling stars ; the bay appeared one quiet

sheet of glass, broken only by the dark hulls of the many wind-bound

ships that sought a shelter in her bosom. We wrapped ourselves up in

our cloaks, and lay down upon the deck on our backs, and, contemplating

the scene above, contrasting the calmness of this night with the rough-

ness of the former, fell fast asleep, and awakened not until aroused by

the hoisting of the anchor at eight bells.

Upon getting out of the bay, we found the wind blowing still right

a-head. We had also a considerable fall of snow, and the air became

piercing cold. It appeared, as we laboured against the wind for the

forenoon, that we were never destined to reach our port ; we got

wearied of the cold wind, and descending below stuffed up all the

cabin windows, and, filling the stove full of coals, wrapped our cloaks

around us, and had soon the satisfaction of making it comfortable. Din-

ner was now out of the question, as we had not wherewithal to make a

dinner of; so, contenting ourselves with a lunch, we lay down and fell

fast asleep ; nor did we wake until three in the afternoon, when we
found ourselves entering Belfast Loch. We then fully expected to land

that night, but the fog closed around us, and we were at seven o'clock

at night obliged again to cast anchor, although we knew we could not

be more than four miles from Belfast. We endeavoured, by shouting, to

get a boat to come oft' from the shore, but to no purpose. About ten

o'clock at night, the fog cleared away, and we could distinctly see the

lights on the quay. We then offered the sailors of the steamer a hand-

some fare to take us up. The captain said, they might take the boat if

they liked. They said that nothing but necessity could tempt them to

venture upon such a dangerous place as Belfast Loch at night in a

small boat. We were obliged to content ourselves in our billet, and

pass the evening the best way we could, by relating hair-breadth

escapes and perils by sea and land, until the drowsy god arrived about

ten in the morning, and clasped us in his arms. When we awoke, the

sun was shining brightly, and we were moored at Belfast Quay in safety.
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SON OF THE STRANGER.

Son of the stranger, whence and wher«.

With thine eyes of fierce despair ?

Whither bent, and \Yho art thou ?

—

The dog- star's gloom is on thy brow !

Camest thou from Moslem's soil.

Where liberty is bondsman's coil ?

Where Freedom was, but is not now ?^
The stamp of Fame is on thy brow !

Stranger, bringest thoii from far

The blade whose flash was seen in war ?

An arm that, nerv'd 'gainst tyrants' vow.

Own'St the briofht manhood of thv brow ?

Wilt thou stand by freedom's cause.

Despite the Muscovite's applause ?

And wilt thou hail avenging w'ar

With thy patriot heart—from far ?

Thy Father Land ! Whence camest thou

Poland's glory plumes thy brow !

Doubly dear thy clime to me —
A curse on Calmuc tyranny !

Thy words are few—thou speakest not

—

Has England Poland's throes forgot ?

Will martial France—that victim state

—

Not say to thee—" Arise ! Awake !"

Alas for Freedom and her sons.

Whose glory midnights Wellington's :

Alas for bald-head tyranny

—

The heartless pride of victory.

Where are your vagrant Caesars now

—

The chiefs of Greece, with laurelled brow?
All shrunk into a shameful pass

—

Not thine—not thine—Leonidas !

No : thine should ever seem to be
The heaven below of victory.

Cambyses never tried his hand
In war upon old Parga's strand.

I 2
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Had Picton lived, and lived to fight.

The " Emperor" had seen new light

:

That spark of fire which Polish youth

Kindles in every breast of truth.

Had Brunswick's lord escaped the ball

That scorch'd his blood before his fall-

Throughout the isles the cry of " woe r
Had rent the air

—" weep, Waterloo .

Brave Polander ! thy country's mine—

Her soil, immortal. Fill with wine '.—

Immortal shines her stolen gem

Alone which gilds his diadem.

Drink deeper stiU. Murder is rife,

When Russian serfs promote the strife ;

And Catherine may well demand

The bloody knife, the gory hand.

And Paul, the wisest of those fools

—

At best but kindred tyrants' tools

—

May well deserve our brave disgust.

While his own dagger eats its rust.

But where walks he, miscalled the great.

Whose pride and power endured defeat ?

Do thebe-fabled, mad-brained shades

Preserve his spirit, or—Jack Cade's ?

Osiris' darknes? glooms that soil

Where riots still on human spoil

Earth's tyrant, man : those vampire kings

With whose " vain words" all Europe rings.

Fill up the chalice ! Let it pass

As quickly as your bright cuirass

Into the cold Siberian breast

Of him—who owns vile slavery's crest.

Divine refresher ! wine, bright wine !

Thou crown'St the spell of love divine ;

On ear' h beneath, e'en tyranny

Dare not usurp—dear woman's plea.

Poland ! for thee shall we despair ?

Or shall we toast all patriots there ?

The Eagle of the Sun is ours

—

A righteous cause and heavenlv powers.
Sempbr Fidklis.
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THE FIRST VIOLET.

BT THOMAS MILLBR, BASKET-MAKER.

But ever and anon of griefs subdued,

There comes a token like a scorpion's siina:.

Scarce seen, but with fresh bitterness imbued
;

And slight withal may be the things which bring

Back on the heart the weight which it would flnig

Aside for ever : it may be a sound

—

A tone of music—summer's eve—or spring,

A flower—the wind—the ocean—which shall wound.
Sinking the electric chain wherewith we are darkly bound.

CBILDE HAROJ.D.

Our thoughts thread strange labyrinths, windings intricate, and mazes

unknown even to the will. They are indeed the only free denizens

that roam unchecked down the dark slopings which lead to the untrod-

den avenues of the past. They alone dare to climb the cloud clothed

battlements, that look over the dim distance of the future : they see the

mist, the dense gathering, the faint gold-bursting that announces sun-

shine, or the blackness that heralds the thunder-storm. Restless when
the body sleeps, they wing away through the pale starlight of memory ;

they traverse dreary shores, wildernesses, desolate and wild places,

peopled with the distorted shadows of wilder realities. When awake,

like restive steeds, they start aside at objects that rear up on every

hand, and bound away over immeasurable plains, sweeping earth, air,

and sky, and even daring to heed the vapoury track over which Time
has hurried.

We find monitors in every thing around us. The slow-pacing silvery

cloud, as it glides, spirit-like, over the blue fields of heaven, brings

before our eyes the white-robed idol of our youth, and we sigh to see it

vanish like the object we adored. The murmuring river, sweeping

along in liquid music between its willow-waving banks, rolls away like

our cherished hopes, and is lost amid the forgetfulness of the ocean.

Even music is heard with a sigh ; though it awakens the echo of the

eternal hills, it dies heavily upon the heart, like the sweet voices that

have for ever faded away from our hearth. The dancing leaf falls on our

footpath, and its green beauty is soon worn away, like the happiness of

childhood. Flowers wither, and friends grow cold. The hope of spring

too soon bursts into the reality of summer ; then comes the staid autumn,

solemnly demure, and her heavy eyes are fixed upon the darkness of

winter. Still there are patches of sunlight in our paths—tiny glades,

which no gloomy umbrage overhangs—spots in the unfathomable dreari-
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Jiess of the forest, where we may sit down for a moment and smile, ere

we resume our journey through the deep solitudes.

I was born at the foot of the green hills. The silence of woods, and the

overhano-ino- of antique boughs, were but a little distance from my home.

The sono- of the cuckoo often rang above my roof-tree. Meadows,

rainbow-coloured with flowers, spread out near my dwelling. The silver

Trent wound alon"- past my door. The crown-rose of the whole wreath

lias not to me charm enough to inspire a sonnet. But last spring.

heavy with care, bowing beneath the cypress, which now binds the

poet's brow in place of the laurel, I emerged from the dusty din of the

metropolis, and wandered among those few green fields, which yet

spread like solitary oases around its environs. Many a dreary day had

flided by, bearing its leading links along, since I had seen a budding

hawthorn. Oh ! how sweetly came the fragrance of that morning air !

The birds that sang around me felt not a greater thrill of delight than

that which gushed silently from my heart ; I gazed upon the clear sky,

and the young green that carpeted the earth, and wondered how, amid

so much beauty and brightness, sorrow dared to set her bleeding feet on

such a lovely world.

Wandering along by an old hedge, stunted and ivied, (just such a

hedo-e as the blackbird would select, in a more retired place, to build its

firm nest,) I discovered a wild violet. By a mossy bank it grew ; the dead

leaves lay around it, solitary, and blue, and beautiful ; not another com-

panion near, it stood alone amidst the bur-sting of young leaves and the

decay of the old ones. I sat down beside it. A little brook gurgled at my
feet,—a low faint melody just audible, not the glad singing of the hill-

brook, but a mournful murmur, a sound that well accorded with my
.«olitarv violet. Had tliere been a bed of those lovely flowers, I should

have wished for the singing voice of a river, all silver and sunshine ; but

the brook had a low sound, and there was but one violet. I sat in silence,

and gazed upon it ; I wondered if the deep alleys in Somerbywood yet

contained those sweet flowers. I thought of my old schoolmistress,—

I

saw her a^-ain seated on the sunny bank ; I brought her a handful of

the newly-gathered treasures,— she chaunted me the old ballad of" Queene

Eleonare." The rest of my little schoolfellows were chasing each

other round the old oak trees. The wood rose before me, the very fir

where the stock-dove sat cooing, tapering and dark. Then the scene

chano-ed, and I was in an ancient chapel, amid windows, where saints

and c-lories, and the flooding crimson of gules, gorgeous in the shields of

azure and gold, threw a rich light upon the wicked Queen. And there

a Kino- " looked a grim look," upon the trembling Earl Marshal, and

frowned forgiveness. Poor old Deborah, she has long been dead ! no

more shall the speed I made, when running thy errands, tempt those

withered lips to chaurt another ballad. The violets now spring up, un-

gathered by thy trembling hand, " Ah!" thou didst say, " when I was

a voung lass, we used to gather violets, every spring, and put them

amont^st our clothes, and stick them in our hair, and make ourselves as

smart as you please, when we went to meet our sweethearts." And
then I looked at thee, and at thy skinny arms and wrinkled face, and

the few silver hairs that escaped from under thy coal-skoop-like bonnet,

and I wondered how fourscore years could sweep over thee, and not
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wear away all traces of thy early love. No ! Deborah, they conld not,

—thou hadst always a smile and a tear for the first violet.

A solitary flower, a sweet violet, how small a key, opens the door of

memory ! how, the veil rolled from the face of time, the gray, the for-

gotten years moved before me ! I became a youth ;—Park—house— fields

—rose upon my sight ; alovely girlhung upon myarm—she bore a basket

;

now her face was hidden by the stem of a mighty tree, again her while

kirtle faintly glanced between the thick underwood, as she flew from my
side in search of violets ; anon she emerged from behind the broom-
covered bank, then stood like an angel of light between me and the sky.

And then I closed the leaves on Comus, and we listened in the old wood
for another voice,

"To smooth the raven down of darkness till it smil'd."

And trees started into enchanters,and spirits sung in the brook. We saw
their long hair wave in the water-flags. Then we grew bold, and
threaded " lanes and alleys green." Then I stole away, not far, just so

far as to see her lovely figure hurrying to and fro, and calling upon my
name ; then she sat down in despair on the green moss, her white

^ ^ " made sunshine in a shady place ;'

and I thought of Una. A knot of wild lilies of the valley shot up beside

her, like a milk-white lamb. Then I stole gently up to her, " How
could j'ou leave me ;" I looked on her sweet face, on her gentle eyes,

as they were uplifted in kind reproach, just reaching the nrargin of tears,

and my heart reproached me, and I wondered how I could leave her for

a moment; then I bound our violets in little bundles, and she soon

forgave me : oh, I could have hidden myself behind the trees again, to

be so sweetly forgiven ! But she left me,—Death stole her,—how I have

haled him ever since ! And the dead leaves that were strewn around

my lonely violet, seem neat emblems for a thing so lovely,—for then I

thought of her. No, those bright leaves that glittered round the stalk of

my little flower, were not so sunny as her silken locks ; nay, the blue

of her eye would shame the flower's radiance, and her lips—so exquisite !

and to die so young ! and with her heart filled with love ! Oh ! I would
sooner that spring had withheld its flowers for ever ! the sweetest violet

that ever blowed withered when she died,—the woods will never bear

such another I

A little flower had assumed the reins of my thoughts ;—how feeble a

charioteer can drive the fancy ! Within one short hour I had visited the

old forest of Sherwood. Rohin Hood, in his garb of Lincoln green, fol-

lowed by his many outlaws, had swept before me. The bugle had
sounded through the glimmering glades, and rude drinking-horns were
seen waved to and fro by powerful arms, keeping chorus to the loud
" Dcrry Down" that rang beneath the greenwood tree.

The dark groves of Newstead had again risen before the Arcady of

England, where the mighty-minded Byron had so often trod. Again I

traversed those violet-scattered solitudes, again paced the long oaken
galleries of that ancient abbey, lifted his skull-cup to my lips, rugged
with the dregs of the blood-red wine, seeing the smooth lakes on whose
surface he loved to ride, or within their sullen depths to plunge. The
ruined window, with its eternal ivy; the old fountain, with its quaint
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imager}', the solemn cloisters, the rusted armour, the satyrs partly

covered with the green moss—his impressive portrait above the wide

}irei)ta;ee,—had all risen before me as distinctly as when I first saw them.

That simple violet brought the velvet valley of Sneinton before my
mind's eve,— the rocky hermitage, the flowery banks, on which I loved to

sit and angle in the sunrise of morning, or the gray twilight of eve. The
finnv-tiibe had but few charms for me, unless it was to see them leap up

and scatter the loosened silver spray of the river, like fairy-stars in the

sunshine, then glide away beneath the clear water. The dreaming trees,the

distant hills basking in their variegated beauty, the rustling of slender

flags, the rising and falling of the water-lilies, the breeze sweeping

across the long grass, the tall willows bending to their own shadows in

the river, the slow clouds mirrored below—all these were sights and

soun.U that accorded well with my varying moods. Then those dead

leave- sa closely surrounding an object of beauty ! Oh, how like past

pleasures thev seemed,—the dark night closing n}>on a sunny day, the

grave surmounting a flowej-bed, the bier placed in a ball room, the

inneral btll knelling homeward the wedding party, the slow muffled

footsteps of death stealing noiselessly behind us !

What changes had taken place since I last saw a violet. Could I forget

tlie dark room, the narrow window on which the sunbeams beat not,

lest they should become prisoners. Hope had whispered me away from

my green hills ; ambition had allured me from my quiet woods ; and

thev had all forsaken me—even Patience grew wearied with long watching,

and bent over the pale paper her paler cheek. But memory went not

away : she still recognised the blue sky and the bright sunshine, and

t-ighed when shethought on such mornings. How fair the primroses grew

in Clifton Grove ; what a gushing of song there was then in the green

woods ; how the sunshine slept upon the river ; how the happy breezes

were ladened with the purfume of violets. Then rose the blossoming

hawthorn, the hillside white with daisies, the golden glow of king-cups,

the gaudy beds of ci'ocusses ;—all these still existed. And even their

light hearts and merry voices, were ringing through the haunts of the

dove—Dryads fair as those which peopled the forests of poetry. Per-

chance they were singing the songs which I had woven in my happier

days.

And could they think of me ^ wish me seated on the well-known bark,

beneath the old oak. There was pleasure in the thought—the dingy couch,

the torn dictionary, the neglected candle, that had burnt down un-

watched in the moments of wandering thought ; the expiring fire, with

its dying embers ; the low chilly feeling that follows a sleepless night

;

the pile of paper, showing confusedly its rows of scribbled lines ; voices

in the streets ; the sun struggling through a murky atmosphere ;—form

gloomy contrasts to the little window in which the woodbine peeped.

When free from care and refreshed with slumber, the lark awoke us

with its song, when the woods emerged from their misty canopy, and

the earlv breeze brushed the gentle dew from the leaves ; when con-

tentment smoothed our pillow, and the white wings of peace wafted us

into slumber ; when we heard not a mournful sound in the brook, and

torvow came not at the sight of the first violet.
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A VISION.

Of vampires, goblins, gbo'ts thai fright

Sweet timid girls, at dead of night.

And through their chambers for to wa'k

Forthwith their love-sick hearts to talk.

'TwAS fairest Anne, around the fire —
Its light did faintly gleam

—

Told this vision, dark and dire.

Of a vampire she had seen.

Anne to scan

Thus hegan

:

One night I had a frightful dream.

And heard a piercing shriek

And saw a vampire's ghastly mien.

All withered, pale, and weak :

Its hrow was of a sickly hue ;

Its eyes with ulcers sore ;

Upon its lips a clammy dew,

And clotted o'er with gore.

Methought it held a taper flame.

Which shewed its tainted skin ;

—

I saw its meagre livid frame.

And saw its ghastly grin.

At first it gave a dismal groan.

Mysterious to my ear,

And next it gave a lonely moan,
Which filled my breast with fear.

Thrice it gave a mournful cry.

And thrice a hideous scream

;

And when it did approach me nigh.

It woke me from my dream.

'Twas midnight when I heard its yell.

And faintly coulil I trace

Its hollow voice— 1 knew the knell,

'Twas Oscar's jiallid face.
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Its eyeballs from their sockets wild

Stared at me, fierce and red ;

—

I shuddered like an infant child,

And many a tear I shed.

It tried to clasp me in its arms,

My virgin blood to sip ;

My heart it overcame with qualms,

—

I dashed away its lip.

And then it raised its livid crest.

And terribly did say,

" You never shall be at rest.

Fair Maid,—with me away.

" Tliis gloomy hour, I come to tell

Your fearfid heart betide ;

Awav, away !—I break the spell,

I claim tou as my bride."

" What ! claim me as your bride," lisp'd I,

" You ghastly ugly sprite !

My beauty tempt, and nature try,

At this mid hour of night

!

" Vain monster, hence, be off and fly !

I sicken to be thine ;

With chastity I do defy

The threats you now divine.

" Nay ! honour, wisdom,—I'm too proud

To be betrothed to thee."

" 'Tis false," the demon roar'd aloud,

" Thou art betrothed to me."

" Oh fiend !" I said, " be calm, be still,

You never can claim me ;"

—

" Yes, claim you always, 'gainst your will.

When you least expect me.

Upon your bridal morn I'll come,

My claim will never falter ;

Mv visag"^ you can never shun ;

I'll claim you at the altar."

A light blue flame lit up the night.

The vampire vanish'd from my sight ;

Methought it had my blood to sip,

And left a taint upon my lip
;

And oh ! to wipe away its stain,

A madness seized rav heated brain ;
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A Uiist came o'er my startled eye,

I fainted, fell !—raethought, I die !

Oh no!
A hectic flush ran o'er my cheek ;

I sighed,—and next began to weep :

—

I liv'd ;—and now with friends to dwell ;

—

This -vision of my brain to tell :

And breaking from my languid frame,

Methoiight I spoke—and thus

I spoke again.

Oh ! when the dark nights come on,

And dreary hours beside.

How sad to hear the midnight tongue.

Whispering;—" Away, my bride !"

And in the gay and festive dance.

When mirth and joy abound.

To see its meagre form advance.

To fright me and confound.

And through my sleepless nights to hear

It breathing out to me.

That I by force must be its dear.

And never to be free.

And in my lonely hours at home
Inflict a cureless wound ;

—

My sisters they will hear it come,

A hollow, death-like sound.

It matters not at ball or play,

Or 'mid the giddy throng.

My spirits never can be gay,

Shock'd by its fiend-like tongue.

Deep wrinkles to my brow 'twill bring.

And misery and care

;

And leave behind a bitter sting,

To haunt me every where.

Where'er I go, by force or choice.

No earthly power can save

Me from tlic terror of its voice,

—

'Twill haunt me to my grave.

B.
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NOTES OF A TOWN TRAVELLER.

" Truth is strange,

Stianger than fiction.'

Lord Bvro.v.

THE VICTIM.

I WAS sitting in a corner of the traveller's room, at a small inn on the

road toNorthampton, comfortably smokingmy pipe, and carelessly listening

to the conversation held by my fellow travellers, about five or six in

number, when one of them, a very genteel -looking man, of the middle

age, suddenly rose out of his seat, and after a few hems and has to gain

the attention of the company, said, " Gentlemen"

—

" Hear, hear," responded those around him.
" You've each told some wonderful tale to-night, gentlemen," conti-

nued he, " and I have listened to them with pleasure ; because I believe

them to be true, though I must confess some of the situations were, in

my opinion, mighty marvellous."
" Oh, oh !"

" Now, gentlemen, what I am going to relate to you, is not an every-

day occurrence, simply because it happened to me in the night."
" Morrison's pills !" whispered one.

" I was travelling from Devonshire to London, in the year 1794, in

the month of December. On the first day's journey, I arrived, about

nightfall, at a small inn, or rather public-house, the only habitation of

the kind for ten miles round It being a dark winter's night and a

heavy shower of rain coming on at the same time, I was glad enough,

as you may suppose, to meet with this accommodation, bad as it seemed.

After seeing my horse and gig put into safe and happy keeping, I

entered the traveller's room, as they were pleased to call it, but which
to me, having been accustomed to the delightful and roomy parlours in

London, appeared nothing better than a common tap or pot room. A
bright fire was burning in the grate, which in some degree compensated
for the shabbiness of the room, but which sadly contrasted with the dark

features of three men, who were sitting in the farther corner.
" I cannot say that 1 am an extraordinarily brave man, nor do I think

I am actually a coward ; but I must confess, the appearance of these

men threw a damp upon my spirits and 1 almost began to wish I had
gone on to the village, notwithstanding the rain.—I rang the bell.

" Waiter, bring me a glass of brandy and water and a pipe."
" ' Yes, sir,' replied a grinning dirty-faced bumpkin, who I suppose on

occasions served as waiter, ostler, and every thing.
" • Damned unfortunate !' exclaimed one of the men in an under-tone.
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though sufficiently audible for me to hear him ;
' no other way but

through the window,'—and then they all fixed their eyes upon me.
" I shivered—cold sweat ran down my forehead—my knees knocked

against each other, and I positively believe I could have fainted, and

indeed perhaps I should have done so, had I not at the moment tossed

off nearly the whole of the brandy and water.
" 'Well,—it can't be helped,—must be so,—and damn me, if I care

•who knows it
;' exclaimed the same man, as he, with the other two

rose to leave the room.
" • Good night, sir,' they all gruffly exclaimed, as they passed me.
" ' Good night, gentlemen,' said I, ' a wet walk home, I fear.'

" ' Oh ! we have not got far to go,' replied one. ' Where's my
dog.''—Bess, have you seen my dog?'—he continued, as he shut the

door upon me, and addressed himself to some personage at the bar. I

heard no more.—I was alone. I filled my pipe, and having desired the

boy to replenish my glass, I turned my chair round, and seated myself

in front of the fire.

" ' Dog !'—
' far to go !'—

' window !'—I pondered in my mind.

Ominous words !— oh, I'm marked !—I'm a victim !—going to be mur-
dered—butchered in cold blood!—pleasant reflection. I sipped my
brandy and water. What's to be done, thought I,—I've no fire-arms

about me ; never carried any !—I've no doubt but that one of them
has already gone off with my horse and gig !—oh ! what a miserable dog

I am.
" I was about to rise in order to see if my predilections were in truth

realized, when a gentle voice suddenly arrested my attention.

" ' Would you like to have a pan of coals run through your bed, if

you please, sir ?'

" ' Eh !'—I turned round, gentlemen.—As pretty a little flower as

ever you would wish to set eyes on, stood before me. Rich tresses of

the deepest jet flowed gracefully about her neck,—eyes, dark,—face,

beautifully fair,—figure, splendid. I'm no poet,—but, positively, her

tout ensemble beggared all description. This was the glance of a moment.
" Somehow or other, I have a great horror of a pan of coals ; I

don't know why, but so it is,— and I modestly replied, ' Thank you, my
dear,—you are very kind, but when travelling, I never accustom myself

to it, and therefore, my dear
—

'

" She had got her answer, and was leaving the room. To lose the

society of so charming a creature in such a dull place, and so soon too,

was more than my weak nerves, from the state they were then in, could

support. I looked at my watch,—stammered out—'My dear!'—she

returned.
" ' My name is Betsy, if you please, sir,' she blushingly replied, which

made her look ten times more beautiful.
" ' Well, then, Betsy, my dear. You are a—very— pretty girl.'

" Gentlemen, you will recollect I had taken two glasses of strong

brandy and water.
" ' Did you please to want anything, sir }'

" ' Yes, my dear ;—I want a kiss from those sweet coral lips of your's.'

" ' Do you V exclaimed a stentorian voice, as the door opened, and in

walked a tall powerful-looking fellow, whom I had not had the pleasure
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of seeing before. ' What me you doing here, Bess—can't Liikiii an-

swer the bell ? Come, trudge ofi', and go to bed. As for you, sir,' he

continued, turning to me, and looking as fierce as a tiger, ' if you don't

know how to behave in a body's house on the roadside, you'll find some

one, perhaps, who will teach you, and that in a very short time.'

" I could almost fancy I saw the blade of the dagger glittering before

me ;—the ill-omened words rushed to my recollection ;—new fuel seemed

added to the flame.
—

' That in a very short time.'

"The appearance of the men, their coarse manners, the loneliness of

the house—nay, every thing, tended to confirm my suspicions. The poor

girl, too ! some deluded victim, no doubt, brought from London. Ro-

mances, legends of old, in which I had read, in my boyhood, of bravos

capturing princesses, and obliging helpless beauty to serve them as

their cup-bearer, and in some instances to become their wife, in a mo-

ment rushed to my imagination. I shuddered at the thought. Could

such a creature as Bessy be the wife of such a wretch .'—Tliere was a

modesty, a puritv in her manners, which plainly convinced me she was

not his sister, and, by her features, no relation.

" Brought back, as it were, to a sense of honour, from the stern manner

in which I had been addressed, I blamed myself for the inconsiderate

manner I had acted towards her, and I now thought, had I pursued a dif-

ferent course when she first entered the room, I might have learned her

history, perhaps saved her from a life of misery and shame, and myself

from being murdered. It was now eleven o'clock—the door opened, and

Lukin entered.

"'Your light, sir,' meaning my bed-candle. 'What time would

vour honour like to be called in the morning ? Being such a quiet place,

gentlemen who stops here generally sleeps very long.' I thought I

could distinguish a smile of triumph on the fellow's lip.

" ' Indeed !' I replied.

" He was leaving the room, but before he reached the door, suddenly

turning round

—

" ' Oh ! I beg pardon, sir,' he said, ' but master—that is, as how,

master's son,—the old gentleman's up stairs, laid up with the gout
—

'

" ' Oh ! the person whom I saw just now was your master's son, eh ?'

" ' Yes, sir. Master Gregory. He desired I to say he hoped as how
you wouldn't be very much oft'ended with what he had said just now ;

he's had one or two friends here to- day, sir, and they've had a little

brandy together.' The latter part of the sentence was said in a half-

whisper, as an excuse for his master's abrupt address to me.
" ' Well,' I replied.
"

' He begged I to say, sir, that if you would have no objection, the

old gentleman would take a bit of a lift with you in the morning.'

"'Oh! no objection in the least;' I quickly replied. My spirits

began to revive. After all, they might be honest.

" ' How far will he go ?' I inquired.

" ' As far as the church-yard, sir.' A sudden chill came over me.

"'He's going to try the change for the benefit of his health : his

brother Nicholas

—

Old Nick, as I calls him, will be main glad to see

him, I know ; besides, it's warmer for the old gentleman a little way
belotv there, and young master thinks as how he'll be better able to keep
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up bis spirits there than up here hi this dull place, and as you was going

that wav too in the morning, he said, he thought he'd make bold to ask

jou.'
" I was standing with my back to the fire, holding the candlestick in

mv hand, as the fellow finished his tale, and glided out of the room.
' The rascal's been roasting me,' at length I exclaimed. ' He also is

an accomplice. Alas!' I sighed as I left the room, 'no hope! no

escape
!'

" The lovely form of Bessy crossed me as I passed the bar. I would

have apologised for my rude conduct, but that I saw the stern eye of

Gregory fixed upon me. As it was, I simply and civilly wished her

good night.
" ' Good night, sir.'

" Oh ! the tone of her voice—the manner— the look she gave me,

struck to my very heart-strings. I shall never forget it. ' This way,

if you please, sir,' said a voice. It was Gregory's, and he led me to an

inner room, separated only from the bar by a partition. Now, thought

I, as I threw myself into a chair, ' what's to be done ?' I had not an

implement of defence about me, nor was there even so much as a poker

in the room. Suddenly the words, ' Through the window!' flashed

across my mind. I examined it ;—not a fastening of any kind about it

;

and, to add to the misfortune, it was a casement window reaching down
to the ground—no shutters, and, in one or two instances, paper substituted

for glass.

" By the side of the window, in a sort of recess, was a door which led

—Heaven knows where ; but it struck me, if I could but contrive to

force it open, it might eventually lead me into the stable, where, with

a very little difficulty, I could But no ; it resisted all my efibrts,

and I was compelled to leave my task unfinished. I took oflf my
coat,—laid it upon the chair,—looked under the bed. All was safe there.

I was just about to undo my straps, when suddenly I heard a low

moaning, like the groans of a person struggling to shake off the weight

which oppressed him» The noise evidently proceeded from the bed

Gracious God ! I saw the bed clothes move ! It's all over with me,

thought I ; and there I stood, in the attitude of taking ofT my straps,

expecting eveiy moment to see the floor open and the bed gradually

descend. A growl—a shake,—the very clothes were moved, or were

dragged off the bed. My head whizzed round like a teetotum; my
eyes grew dim, and I was about to call out murder, when out jumped

—

Oh! God!—
" ' A man !' exclaimed the company.
"'A dog!' reiterated the speaker. 'A damned large New-

foundland dog.'
"

The company gave a hearty laugh. Fresh glasses were called for,

and in a few minutes the gentleman resumed his story :

—

" I was not long, you may be sure, gentlemen, in opening the door

and letting the beast out. It was the animal before mentioned, and
which, as I afterwards learnt, was very fond of taking a nap in that

particular room, and on that particular bed. It had very ingeniously

crept under the counterpane, which prevented my perceiving it when 1

first entered tlie rocm." The company smiled.
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" I now hoped, indeed, to enjoy a little rest. All my fears seemed

satisfied. Once more, however, I took a survey round the room, and

then, consigning myself to the care of Providence, threw myself fear-

lessly on the bed.
" I had reposed in the soft embraces of Somnus about two hours—it

might have been less,—when I was suddenly awoke by the noise of a

scratching at the door by the side of the window. I looked,—could see

nothing. The clouds were driving rapidly through the sky, and the

pale moon, breaking at intervals from behind them, threw a fitful and

uncertain light upon the spot. As it gleamed upon the old-fashioned

walls, my fevered mind could almost discern the figures which were
marked upon the paper, dancing before, sometimes throwing up their

hands as if in triumph at my capture, and at others beckoning me by
various gestures and grimaces to follow them. Again I heard the

noise,—it now proceeded from the window ! I fell back, and lay for

some time in a breathless suspense. How, gentlemen, how shall I

describe to you my astonishment, my agony, when on again openmg
my eyes I heheld the figure of a man standing before the window .'' By
his dress, and the light of the moon which shone directly upon him, I

easily recognized him to be one of the three before spoken of. He was
beckoning to the others. The window presently opened ! In about a

minute, the other two men appeared, carrying what seemed to me to be

the body of a man. Oh ! thought I, how easily now can I account for

the use of that door. It is into that cell they convey the bodies of their

murdered victims ! Alas ! how soon might I be one of the number !

and I felt as if I could freely and without a murmur have given up every

farthing about me, if gain was their purpose, so would they spare my
life. My heart almost came up into my mouth ; there was a choaking

in my throat,— I could scarcely breathe. They entered the room. The
first was furnished with a dark lantern, and led the way to the door.

" ' Hush! softly! This way, my boys; the chap's sure to be asleep

by this time.'

" He took from his pocket a key. unlocked the door, and they all

three entered the place. ' Now,' thought I, ' now is the time,'—and

I was about to spring out of the bed and lock the door upon them ;

when I perceived by the light of their lantern they had deposited their

burden, and were returning. ' Lord have mercy upon me !' I in-

wardly prayed. They approached my bed,—my eyes involuntarily

closed,— I saw no more, I heard no more. I was gone—fast—dead as

a door-nail ! How long I had remained in this happy trance, I know
not ; but when I again opened my eyes, how changed was the scene !

" It was a fine beautiful morning,—the sun was riding high and gilding

with its brightest beams the prospect around. I was soon dressed and

in the parlour. Break'^ast was brought in by Lukin, who, with one of

his usual grins, said, ' Master Gregory would be happy to speak

with your honour, if as how your honour could spare him a moment.'

I told him I was perfectly at leisure, and in a few moments the said

Gregory appeared, bow-ing profoundly as he entered.

" ' I beg pardon, sir,' he said, after satisfying himself no one besides

ourselves was in the room,— ' I beg pardon, but I hope you were not

very much disturbed last night.'
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"•Whv not very,' I replied, endeavouring to ma1<e the best of the

matter, now that I'had got safe through the night with my life, and

even without the loss of a shilling. ' And yet, I added, there was

something rather strange'

—

" ' True, sir,' interrupted Gregory. ' we are honest enough with our

travellers and customers, and try to serve them well, and I hope, sir, the

brandy and water you tasted last night was to your liking. 1 replied in

the affirmative.
" ' Well, sir,' he continued, ' that's the way we live

;
we do a little

in the smuggling wav, and if any one's robbed—it's only the king.'

"
I expostulated with him ori his want of judgment, m not having in-

formed of this ere I went to bed ; for, had I been provided with fire-

arms, I should certainly have been inclined to have had a pop at one

of them.
" ' You see, sir,' he replied, ' it happened very unfortunately tor me,

for Black Sam and his two mates had got a long keg of svhiskey, of the

first sort, on shore yesterday, and had agreed with me in the afternoon

about price ; and you know', sir, it is necessary for the safety of all parties,

that such an article should be off their hands as soon as possible, and

if I didn't yield prettv quickly to their fancies, they would soon find a

ready customer for their goods, and ten to one if they'd ever bring me

another keg of whiskev or brandy. Now, you see, sir, that little cellar in

vour room is the only place in my house where I can stow any thing of the

kind away,—for I don't even let my boy, Lukin, know of our little trade,

for it's dangerous, as the old saying is, " to let too many cooks make the

broth." I tried to persuade them to leave it somewhere till you were

gone ; but no, they were obliged to be off to another place to-day.

However, sir, I hope you'll forget the circumstance, and pardon my

boldness.'
" Saying which, he made a low bow and withdrew.

" Gentlemen, I could have brought forward many arguments against

the impropriety of the affair,—but J was so satisfied with finding myself

in propria persona again, that I freely forgave them all. and there was

a frankness of manner about the fellow which pleased me vastly. He

was certainly not that wretch I at first thought him to be. One only

thought threw a momentary damp upon my joy. Where was Bessy ?

Her lovely image was still wandering in my mind. I had not seen her,

and from motives of prudence, did not dare ask for her.

" ' Chaise is ready, sir
—

' exclaimed a shrill little voice, and Lukin en-

tered the apartment, bowing and scraping. 'Every thing's ready,

your honour,—the wheels were main dirty,—but I've made 'em look

as bright as a looking-glass, and the harness too, your honour.'

"
I took the hint, and threw him a shilling for himself, with which he

appeared delighted.
" 'The old gentleman is not so well this morning, your honour,' he

continued, as he was leaving the room, ' and Master Gregory thinks

as how he'd better not attempt the journey. Mainly obliged at the

Eamc time, your honour."

"This last speech brought to my recollection the last night's roastiny,

and I was glad to see the back of him.
" ' Here's a .small keg of branilv. sir,' iaid the landlowl, in a hall

M. M.—No. 2. K
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whisper, as I was stepping into my chaise, ' which the men left, with

their compliments, for you, sir, as a small recompense for last night's

business. They warrant it good. I think it will just go under the seat

of your chaise,—and if you should, sir, at any time want a gallon or so

for a friend or two, I hope you will not forget " The Hole in the Wall."
'

" I thanked him—told him such a remuneration was quite unnecessary

—promised the strictest secresy,—and drove off.

" Gentlemen, my yarn's spun, as the old sailor says ;—many years

have passed since then,—to me many happy years. The old man
shortly after died, leaving Gregory and Bessy, who was his cousin, the

whole of his property between them. Gregory was wise enough to

know when he had enough, and retired, a respectable man, in the

County of Kent. As for Bessy"

—

" Ah ! what became of Bessy ?" ejaculated the company at once.

" She soon got married," was the reply.

" Married !—to whom, to whom ?" again exclaimed the gentlemen.

The speaker cast his eyes round the room,—took up his pipe,—and

then resuming his seat,—modestly replied, " To myself; gentlemen!"
" Huzza ! Bravo ! Bravo !—To the health of Bessy ! Hip ! Hip !

Hurra
!"

POLAND RESTORED.

A SONNET.

{^Inscribed to Jacob Jones, Esq., Barrister at Law, author of " Poland is

not yet Lost." By a Member of the Commons House of Parliament.
'\

Not, Bard sublime, alone !—a prophet true !

Thou shalt, anon—in euphonistic verse,

The joys restored of Poland's sons rehearse.

And wreaths of triumph o'er their path bestrew !

What ! though auspicious gleams be dim and few.

Amid the blackness of appalling night,

—

Though northern wintry storms their regions blight,—

And, in a death-like trance, their forms we view,

—

Freedom and glory shall the silence break ;

A patriot zeal lead on reviving day ;

A genial Spring their winter chase away.

And to heroic deed? the brave shall wake

!

Poland's dire fate invokes a glowing song,

—

Strike, strike aloud the lyre ! the thrilling tale prolong !
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ROME AND ilER CHURCH.

At a period like the present, when every part of this christianized em-

pire may be said to be rife with " alarm," fearing as they do that the

Papists, with their pontifical Monomaniac of Rome, may procure the re-

li"ious ascendancy—for so long a period enjoyed by the Protestants of

England under the sway of tlie princes of the house of Hanover,—we

think we cannot show our regard for the National Church, which we

venerate, the Protestantism which we revere, and the respect which we

owe to the prejudice of the nation in favour of them more than by trans-

ferring to the pages of the " Monthly" the valuable contents of a dis-

course touching that important question, by the Rev. James Fordyce,

D.D., the same having just been reprinted, with additions and correc-

tions by the Rev. George Crookshank, A.B.*

The delusive and persecuting spirit of Popery seems to have counted

on " better days," long ere the Bill for the emancipation of t!ie

Catholics passed the English parliament. Since that time, it is demon-

strative that the Popish warfare has extended its baleful influence with

untiring ardour and a pestilent secretness of purpose, which have

aroused the timid to incessant watchfulness ; the bold and competent,

to openly and fearlessly expose the horrid trumpery of that ambitious,

blood-thirsty church; to lay bare all and every " trick" which she so

artfully and cunningly practises upon the ignorant and daily-tortured

human victims who are found within her doleful pale. As a discourse,

the one before us, to say the truth, is a most triumphant and scholarly

essay ; and one, too, wliich we beg our youthful clergy to make them-

selves acquainted with. The Rev. Editor, in his introduction to Dr.

Fordyce's Essay, sensibly observes, that

—

" The Editor having in his possession, among other original papers

of Dr. James Fordyce, a copy of his Sermon upon ' the Delusive and

Persecuting Spirit of Popery,' and, as it is one of the most powerful

efforts of the author's pen, and sets forth, in the strongest and most

forcible manner, the horrors so naturally to be dreaded from Catholic

supremacy, and shows Papism in its true and natural colour, he attempts

no apology to his readers for bringing it before them at the present

season of just alarm.
" At an epoch like the present, when our church establishment,

from the apathy of most of its members as to the question of Catholic

claims, and from the unwearied and incessant attacks of its opponents,

totters to its very foundation,—when those very principles which placed

the reigning house of Hanover upon the throne of these realms are

shaken,—when the very members of that constitution, which, by law,

is bound to support and maintain our temperate, but firm, ascendancy,

coalesce in lending the aid of their talents and their learning to under-

Ilalchard and Son, Piccadilly.
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mine tho?c pillars upon which rest the fairest and most beautiful of

edifices—the Established Church of England,—when talent and genius,

worth and understanding, condescend to become the advocates of super-

stition and idolatry, and strenuousl\' labour to effect equality for those

who were never known to rest content with it ;—when things arrive at

this alarming crisis, it behoves every honest man to stand forth, and

endeavour, to the best of his ability, to avert from his country the hor-

rors of monkish superstition and of papal idolatry.

" To all who would treat such fears and apprehensions as imaginary

and ideal, the Editor recommends the calm perusal of the following Dis-

course : from it they will acquire sufficient information to guide them
in forming an accurate opinion of the nature and temper of papal

government, in temporal as well as in spiritual matters ; and enable

them to ascertain the objects which for centuries it has had in view, and

the means and wavs by which, without mercy or judgment, it has at-

tempted to obtain them.
" The author, in this powerful and fearless exposure of the Romish

church, its delusious, its impositions, and its unparalleled cruelties, has

armed the Protestant advocate with weapons which no adversary can

foil ; while he has, at the same time, laid open the crimes, enormities,

and atrocities, of every description, with which the self-styled infallible

and impeccable church of Rome polluted itself for ages.

" While the subject of Catholic emancipation, as it is technically

called, or of Catholic claims, as the Papists themselves modestly term it,

is daily canvassed,—while it is even now under the consideration of the

legislature, whether they will or will not concede to seven millions* of

the people the same portion of liberty and equality which they possess

;

while, in short, the die is about to be cast, which will either leave us

under the happy and mild government of a Protestant prince and Pro-

testant legislature, or subject this favoured country and her sister island

to scenes of anarchy and bloodshed,—let such as take a warm interest in

advancing the Catholic claims, and in placing the Catholic subject on a

par with the rest of the people,—let such read this Discourse coolly and

deliberately, laying aside all previous impressions ; and, when they have

done so, let them speak and argue from at least theoretical conviction.

" Admit Catholics to a participation in the administration, and no

very distant era would behold our church-government transferred from
Lamhcth to the Vatican, and the diadem of England only as a jewel

in the mitre of a Roman pontiff.

" It is now upwards of seventy years since the Sermon now again

brought before the public was first printed. Immediately on its publication,

it was translated into two or three European languages, and such was

the effect produced by its perusal abroad, that even foreign prelates did

not disdain to answer 't, with a view to preserve the character and

maintain the dignity of their church, and to show and prove to all

• "I would ask Mr. B—gh—m, if he were to subtract from this seven millions

of people all children, women, and labourers, liow many would he have left who
would be bettered by emancipation, and how many would he find who knew,

until they were told, that they had been labouring under this grievous weight of

oppression and bondage ?"
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Christendom how their faultless and unerring mother had heen reviled

and slandered by the heretical pen of a Scottish preacher !

" But no splendour of dignity, no elevation of rank, no power of

authority, could suffice effectually to controvert facts, nor wash out the

foul stain of human blood which crimsons every page in the history of

that all tolerant and all-merciful church—the Romish.
" We know what the Catholics have been when in power; we have

no ' guarantee' from them of what they will be ;—the doctrines of

their religion inculcate feelings and sentiments which must ever keep

them morallv and politically at variance with us, and until we can with

safetv trust the wolf into the sheepfold, we may in vain hope to admit

Catholics to a participation in our Protestant legislature."

The " text" chosen by our learned and reverend author is at once

striking and prophetic ; here it is :

—

" By thy sorceries were all nations deceived, and in her was found the

blood of prophets, and of saints, and of all that were slain vpon the

earth."—Revelations, xviii. 23, 24.

He then proceeds with his discourse, in a manner every way calcu-

lated to impress the reader with the vast importance of his subject, and

the magnitude of the responsibility which those who undertake to preach
" the word as it is in Christ" take upon them, &c. But let us hear the

learned divine himself :

—

" These striking words exhibit the two principal features of a very

extraordinarv picture, which we find in this book of Revelation, repre-

senting a delusive and persecuting power that was to make its appear-

ance in some after-period. By this destructive power, the best inter-

preters of Scripture have always understood the church of Rome, long

ago established under the pretence of an authority purely divine, but

still applied to purposes the most different imaginable : and, indeed,

whoever shall compare the picture itself with the state of the world for

manv ages past, respecting religion, will, I doubt i.ot, be obliged to ov> a

that it is as complete and characteristic a representation of Popery, in

her most flourishing times, as could have heen given, had that ' mo-
ther of abominations' actually existed when she was shadowed out to

the prophetic mind of our apostle.

" The chapter from which we have taken our text contains a lively

prediction of the ruins awaiting the church of Rome in some future

time, as published by three angelic voices :—the first declares the cer-

tainty of that ruin ; the second points to its extremity ; and the third

pronounces it to be irrecoverable, assigning the reasons of a retribution

so awful, viz.— her spiritual witchcraft and her shocking cruelty, both

verv strongly expressed in the words before us :
' For by thy sorceries

were all nations deceived ; and in her was found the blood of pro-

phets, and of saints, and of all that were slain upon the earth.'

" The last expressions require no paraphrase ; they are dreadfully in-

telligible. The first are explained by the apostle Paul, where, painting

the man of sin, who was to be revealed in colours which correspond

wonderfully with those contained in the apostle John, he tells us that

this son of perdition was to come with all deceivableness of unrighteous-

ness in tlicm that perish ; an emphatical Hebrewism, which seems to

intimate not only that the grand apostate in view should erect and

maintain his kingdom by the most impious frauds, but that he should
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destroy the souls of men by numberless ungodly acts of rendering thera

religious without religion, or deluding them into a fond opinion of their

piety, whilst guiltv of the greatest enormities; and then, by the most

fatal kind of magic, making them dream of paradise on the verge of

perdition. It is in the latter point of light that we propose to contem-

plate the sorceries of this wicked enchantress ; after which we will look

a little, and but a little (it is a spectacle of horror !), at scenes of blood,

where she stalks along with infernal fury, drunk with her slaughter of

the Almighty's servants, and boasting of her zeal for the Almighty's

interests. From both, so mournful to religion and humanity, we will

make such reflections as may appear proper and useful on this oecasion.

" First, we are to contemplate the sorceries of the church of Rome,

or those pleasing but pernicious delusions, by which she cheats her

votaries into a persuasion of their safety, at the same time that she

leaves them " in the gall of bitterness and the bond of iniquity ;" nay,

that she makes them sevenfold more the children of the devil than she

found them : you will comprehend my meaning better, if we take

things from the beginning, even as far back as the earliest notices we

have of the history of the universe. Now we gather from the sacred

records, that the Eternal, having formed innumerable hosts of glorious

and happy spirits to be the first and highest subjects of his government,

whole Ic'ions of them revolted, and became degenerate and miserable

beings, whose sole employment and delight was to work mischief ; and

accordingly Satan, the head of the revolt, found means to draw into it

the creature man, who had been lately called into existence, and placed

in a state of innocence and joy, which the other could not behold with-

out envy ; thus he introduced on our earth a kingdom of his own, in

opposition to the kingdom of Jehovah : but the Governor of the world,

who • loveth righteousness and hateth iniquity,' resolved to overthrow

his insolent adversary ; and, taking pity on the new race, of whose

inexperience this malicious and artful spirit had taken advantage, he

was "-raciously pleased to promise, that ' the seed of the woman shall

bruise the head of the serpent ;' he fulfils his promise. ' In the fulness

of time he sends forth his son, made of a woman,' with proper authority

and quahfications, to subdue the original apostate, reduce deluded

men to their duty, and restore them to their primitive felicity. The

Son of God was manifested to destroy the works of the devil.

In prosecution of this noble plan, worthy of its infinitely wise

and benevolent Author, our Redeemer no sooner appears on the public

theatre, than he openly proclaims war with the powers of darkness,

after having privately baffled the personal assaults of their prince. He
raiseth an exalted standard of truth and goodness in the name and on

the behalf of his Father ; he calls on his unhappy brethren of mankind

to return to their allegiance and follow him ; he publishes a general

indemnity, in the clearest terms, with the most merciful intentions and

conditions, on the most earnest and honourable conditions ; he actuates

them to accept, and deems it no way beneath his dignity to propose,

such a scheme of salvation as, if truly understood, and embraced cor-

dially, cannot fail to recover men from ignorance and corruption ; and,

by illuminating their minds and purifying their hearts, to make them

partakers of a divine nature and willing subjects of the great empire of

light and love. Yes, my brethren, it is the glory of the Christiaii
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system, that its precepts, prohibitions, doctrines, and examples, are all

directly calculated for the restoration of human nature, as might hs

shown at large, were it necessary,— it is not necessary. Those with

whom we are concerned in the present argument profess to agree with

us, that the gospel is a doctrine according to godliness, and immediately

adapted to promote it ; but now we say, that they have so adulterated

this doctrine, as to pervert it entirely from its genuine character and

original use, • making void the commandments of God, by the traditions

of men ;' we say that, in place of the mystery of godhness, they have

framed and adopted a mystery of iniquity—an astonishing compound of

wicked opinions and observances, suited to keep men in ignorance and

corruption, and, by nameless illusions, to conceal from them their

danger. In a word, we say, that the system of Popery is a direct

apostacv from the religion of Christ, and the practice of popery a direct

revolt from the kingdom of Christ ; and all this under the impudent

pretext of alone retaining that religion, and alone defending that

kingdom.
" It is thus that we explain, at least in part, the prophecy with

respect to the dragon's giving her power to the beast. We consider

the church of Rome as the chief retainer, or prime-minister, if I may be

allowed the phrase, to the prince of the dark kingdoms ; employed and

supported by him, and, in return, upholding and propagating his

dominion over the children of disobedience, ' who are dazzled with a

phantom of liberty, while in truth they are taken captive by him at his

pleasure.' We should not be understood to mean by this, that all are

slaves to Satan who are votaries of Rome : God forbid. It were a

strange want of understanding not to allow a possibility of being pious

or virtuous in that communion, corrupt as it undoubtedly is. It v/ere

equal want of candour not to acknowledge that it hath, in fact, pro-

duced many persons of unquestionable piety and virtue, and some who
have soared to as noble heights in the spiritual life as ever were attained

by uninspired mortality. This, I think, is certain, that a man may be

mistaken greatly—mistaken in many things relating to his religious

principles, and yet be perfectly sincere in his religious practice : the

goodness of his affections, the strictness of his education, the influence

of those truths which he retains, and the assistance of that grace

which is never denied to the conscientious, may well be supposed suffi-

cient to overbalance the ill eiFects even of tenets exceedingly erroneous.

It is manifestly the j udgment of an apostle, formed in consequence of an

heavenly vision, vouchsafed him to overcome his prejudices on this

subject, that there are persons ' who fear God, and work righteousness

in every nation,' and, of course, under every form and aspect of

religion. We Protestants condemn the church of Rome for her want

of charitv ; let us never imitate her in the most anti- Christian ot all

dispositions : but still we cannot help thinking, that the native tendency

of her religious system is to make men irreligious under a specious mask

of zeal, by leading them to pursue an imaginary righteousness, to the

neglect of a real one ; this we affirm in general, and we endeavour to

prove it from the whole composition and genius of Popery. At pre-

sent, we can only give a sample of our proofs, with respect to some

particulars ; from which, however, it will not bo dillicult to judge the



136 liftME AND HER CHUlUfJ.

rest. Christianity, we all know, aims immediately at the heart ; that is/

sets itself to regulate and reform the inward man in the first instance :

as its morality points chiefly to internal purity, being all refined, yet

solid : so its ritual leads directly to internal devotion, being alike simple

and expressive. It pronounces the highest beatitude to ' the pure in

heart, and promises the divine acceptance to those only who worship

God in spirit and in truth.' It prescribes no pompous ceremonies ; it

prohibits all ostentations; in short, it calls off the attention of its

disciples from whatever is merely mechanical or formal in religion, to

whatever is vital and substantial. Now Popery does just the reverse :

it introduces an endless train of senseless, yet showy observances, the

parade of which wholly engrosses the popular imagination, and leaves

neither leisure nor disposition for minding any thing more rational or

moral. So many sacraments, fasts, and festivals, however superfluous

and burdensome ; such indefatigable saying, and hearing of prayers,

thoiKjli in an unknoim tongue ; such continual crossing and counting of

beads, though perfectly childish ; such eternal grimaces and bowings to

images, though rank idolatry : all this, and much more of the same

kind, mixed up with infinite solemnity, so intoxicates the unguarded

populace, that they fancy themselves wonderfully devout and holy for

being out of measure superstitious ! Their designing or deluded priests

fail not, in the mean time, to forward the flattering idea by many of

their writings and discourses, as well as by the utmost insinuation of

private address, till they have inflamed the vulgar mind into the most

passionate admiration of a plausible exterior, totally distinct from true

religion, and in effect exclusive of it.

" To prevent their followers from discovering the truth in an hour of

sober reflection, they take care to keep them in profound ignorance, and

to inculcate upon them a fundamental maxim, that such ignorance is the

mother of devotion. To make all sure, they hide from them the Scrip-

tures, which were given for the purpose of making men good and wise

to salvation ; those Scriptures, which all are concerned to know, those

very Scriptures which Christ himself commands all to search. Christ's

pretended vicar, as it has been frequently remarked, forbids all to search,

excepting the clergy ; so that, if any layman, desirous of being ascer-

tained concerning his Maker's will, presumes to look into his Maker's

word, without permission from the bishop or inquisitor, or without the

advice of the minister or confessor, or even, after this, without a licence

in form, he cannot receive absolution for his sins, and for this grievous

sin among the rest, unless he first surrender up his Bible to the ordinary.

Having thus shut out the broad daylight of Heaven, and set up, in lieu

of it, the miserable taper of human authority, the baneful magician of

Rome hath the fairest opportunity of working his spells, and calling up

what spectres of superstition he pleases, in order to awe and impose on

the wandering multitude. I think I see him, with all his implements of

deceit about him— pretended relics, real images, fictitious saints, false

legends, and forged traditions,—playing innumerable tricks with the

souls of men, and bewitching them into all manner of idolatrous and

vicious practices ; exactly agreeable to that strong description of him

alrcadv referred to, where the apostle Paul, speaking in the anticipated

style of prophecy, hath these remarkable words :
—

' Whose coming is
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after the working of Satan, with all power and signs and lying wonders,

and with all deceivableness of unrighteousness in them that perish.' Is

this, then. Eternal God ! the man who professes to call himself, like

Thee, infallible, the sovereign judge of truth, and the unerring guide of

Christians ! Unhappy souls, that are under the guidance of such a

man,—a man, too, who hath been declared subject to no law, but, by
the plenitude of his power, entitled to make right wrong and wrong
right ; to make virtue vice and vice virtue ; to dispense with all laws,

human and divine ; and to do all things above law, without law, and
against law. With what peculiar propriety does the apostle, the most
masterly of all writers, term his impudent deceiver,— that wicked one,

or lawless person, as the original word signifies, and still more em-
phatically,—the man of sin, the son of perdition.

" Such he hath always been in his public character ; in his private

one, he hath often, God knows, been very little better:—very little

better, did I say ? Were there ever more execrable monsters than some
of the popes have been ; whose names are infamous to this day for

perfidy, for cruelty, for voluptuousness, for infidelity, for blasphemy,
for every brutal, every diabolical excess, that can outrage Heaven or

shock humanity ? I appeal to the testimony of their own historians—

I

appeal to the confession of the keenest advocates of Popery ; and could
those monsters—stupendous impiety ! unparalleled eflVontery !—yes,

those very monsters could call themselves the representatives of Jesus
Christ,—of that adorable character ' God manifested in the flesh,' who.
whilst he preached to mankind the divine life, was himself a perfect

model of it, the brightness ofhis father's glory, and the express image of
his person ! I leave you to imagine what effects are likely to be pro-
duced on the manners of a religious society, from having such revei-end

profligates at the head of it ; especially considering their extraordinary

influence and vast domination : indeed, their example alone, in such
circumstances, must be infinitely dangerous. Nor is the matter at all

mended by the example of many of their saints, whose principal recom-
mendation to the honour of saintship appears, from history, to have
been often fiagitiousness, or singular frenzy ; so that they were com-
p.imented with a distinguished place in Heaven, who were unworthy or
ui.fit to live on earth : and those canonized wretches are held up as
patterns of imitation,—nay, as objects of adoration, as well as the first

l6vourites and privy counsellors of the Almighty, and powerful interces-

scrs with him, for their mortal brethren! Now, I submit it to the
ireanest understanding, what sort of impression it must necessarily

ir.ake on ignorance or enthusiastic minds, to be taught, that persons may
be, and actually are, exalted to the highest imaginable dignity in the
other world, for committing the greatest imaginable villany in this

;

and, withal, to be worked up by all the machinery of superstition to the
most sacred veneration for such odious characters. After what hath
been said, we need wonder the less, though we must wonder, at the
abominable artifices the Roman Church hath devised, to assure men of
Heaven, without a single grain of holiness, provided they will pay
her sufficiently for their admission. Our master, who came from thence,
declares, that none can enter there but l)y the strait gate and the narrow
way of real regeneration, efficacious faith, and persevering obedience :
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his apostles preach the self-same doctrine ; it is the ground-work of his

whole religion : and to engage men efFectnally to deny all ungodliness

and worldly lusts, and to live soberly, righteously, and godly, looking

for the blessed hope, is the very superstructure intended to be raised on
it by the grace of the gospel. Now, the Roman Church overturns this

glorious fabric of evangelic virtue at once, by sapping the foundation of

it ;—I mean, by persuading men that such virtue is not necessary to

their salvation, but may be supplied and superseded by a variety of

other methods, much more agreeal)le to their inclinations,—in short,

perfectly consistent with all their vices. And here there opens such a

scene, such a gulf of delusion and perdition,—pilgrimages, penances,

purgatory, prayers for the dead, prayers to the saints, auricular confes-

sion, extreme unction, masses without number, an inexhaustible bank of

merit ; and, above all the rest, indulgences, pardons, and dispensations,

as many and as large as can be desired by men, or purchasedfor money !

" Indeed, these last may be considered as a main pillar of that amazing

structure of wickedness which Popery hath erected on the ruins of

Christianity. It has been positively affirmed, nor did I ever hear it

denied, that there is fixed, in a public office at Rome, a rate for sins,

according to the nature and degree of each, where the most heinous and
horrible are not excepted, even the breach of oaths the most solemn

and important, the murder of a parent, and the debauchery of a sister.

Quake, O earth ! tremble, ye heavens ! and all ye stars withdraw your

shining ! the infamy stops not here. It is notorious, that the pope, for

a larger sum, grants indulgences for many generations, sometimes for

thousands of years together. Need I mention, after this, the open

traffic in pardons and dispensations that was carried on in Germany by
those—what shall I call them ?—those spiritual pedlars, or hawkers, the

strolling friars, whose unheard-of abuses in retailing them gave rise to

the blessed reformation. And what, my brethren, is the natural lan-

guage of the Popish doctrine and practice in this particular ? Are you
strongly inclined to any sin whatever, you need be under no restraint

;

go to the priest, and he wiU give you an indulgence : have you actually

been guilty of any sin whatever,—make yourself easy, go to the priest, and

he will give you absolution. Never fear, man, you may perpetrate the

blackest crimes, and be absolved for payment ; or even without it, on
performing some trifling ceremony of unsanctified devotion. Now, in

making men believe that they may thus indulge in any wickedness, or every

wickedness, with safety, for the next world as well as the present, is

such a masterpiece of infernal policy for destroying human souls by
multitudes—is so enormous a delusion of hell, that I can find no size of

words to clothe the bulk of it. " Let it go naked, then, that men may
see it the better."

What reasonable and thinking churchman shall read this part of the

learned and reverend divine's essay, and not be found ready, exclaim

—

" Well done, thou good and faithful servant—enter thou into the joy of

thy Lord ?"—Let us proceed, however. Thus far have we transferred

our learned and reverend author's essay : and we are free to confess

with unpretending interest and concern. And now, looking at the space

we have occupied of our journal, we would deem it advisable to conclude

our text review ; but, really and sincerely, the subject is one of such
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interest, and so irresistible, that we can scarcely prevail upon ourselves

to stop short ; and, therefore,we determine to give this essay—so admirable

and so well propounded—entire. The learned doctor continues :

—

"Thus have we considered some of the chief ingredients of that en-

chanting ' cup full of abominations,' with which the mighty sorceress

of Rome deceives her unhappy adherents, and which accounts, indeed,

but too well for that spiritual blindness and peculiar profligacy, which
ran, like a wide and deep contagion, through popish countries. Yet all

this is but a part of her wickedness ; for, while she makes the inhabi-

tants of the earth drunk ' with the wine of her fornication, she herself

is drunk with the blood of the saints, and with the blood of the martyrs

of Jesus ;' or, as it is expressed in our text— ' In her was found the

blood of prophets and of saints, and of all that were slain on the earth ;'

which was the second point we proposed to view very briefly. Now,
it is certain that this sanguinary prostitute, not contented with ruining

the souls of those who are seduced by her, has often thirsted to murder
the bodies of those who are not. I speak to facts, and say that, armed
with bulls in one hand, and faggots in the other, provided with frightful

apparatus of axes, racks, and gibbets, and accompanied v/ith an hideous

train of holy executioners, she has frequently gone forth to make war
with the saints and to wear them out ; pretending, all the while, that

she went forth in the name and cause of the Prince of Peace and Saviour

of men, in the name and cause of Him who, as we observed before, des-

cended from the bosom, aud appeared on the behalf of the God of Peace
and the Parent of mankind, to defend and enlarge the kingdom of

righteousness and peace. Satan, the adversary of God and man,
having, as was already hinted, laid the foundation of an opposite king-

dom, subversive to those best interests, he labours to support and extend
it, not only in person, but by his agents on earth and in hell ;—of all

his agents on earth, we contend that the dreadful power we are des-

cribing is the most assiduous and the most successful. We contend
that, in managing this work, she sustains, like her master, a double
character,—that of deceiver and murderess. The first, if I am not mis-

taken, we have fairly proved ; for the second, we appeal to all history,

and here we are encompassed with a cloud of witnesses. Mysterious
Heaven ! what a spectacle do I behold !—Methink I see the souls of

those that have been slain by that sanctified destroyer for the testimony
of Jesus, and slain under the pretence of zeal for his amiable name ; I see

them rising up in millions, and hear them crying out with a voice that

shakes the pillars of heaven,—" How long, oh Lord, holy and true,

dost thou not judge and avenge our blood on them that dwell upon the
earth," and on that blood-thirsty city ? Let impartial history recount,

if she can recount, the number of God's creatures that have been mur-
dered in God's name by that blood-thirsty impostor. Let history tell of
the carnage committed in the many holy wars—the holy wars under-
taken for the extirpation of the infidels !

" Let her tell of the cruel proceedings against the Protestants in Hun-
gary, in France, in Flanders, in Germany, in Bohemia, in the Palatinate,

and many other parts. Let her tell of the fires in Smithffeld, par-
ticularly in the reign of Mary, of England ; of the Armada, in Spain,
in the reign of Elizabeth ; of the Gunpowder Plot, in (he reign of
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James I., a conspiracv truly worthy of hell and Rome ! Let her relate

the massacre of Paris, on St. Bartholomew's Day, in which about thirty

thousand Protestants were butchered in cold blood.*

" Let her relate the massacre of Ireland, in the reign of Charles 1.,

in which above one hundred and fifty thousand Protestants— I say above

one hundred and fifty thousand Protestants—were barbarously mur-

dered in the space of two months, chiefly by the Popish priests. Let

the same faithful hand paint the slaughter of about forty millions— I say

forty times ten hundred thousand—poor Americans, on pretence of their

resisting the attempts made for their conversion, as well as on accounts

purely political.

"And let her pencil draw, if it can find adequate colours, the horrors

of that infernal slaughterhouse, the Inquisition, where all that the ima-

gination of demons can invent, or the malignity of demons inflict, to

insult and torture, and, if possible, to damn the miserable victim, is

practised in terrible perfection. Let history proceed to rehearse ; but

nature sickens at the story,—religion turns away her ear with abhor-

hence, and groans for her suffering and bleeding children ! Let us hasten

to a more comfortable theme. Let us speak as we promised to do, in

the third place, of that glorious deliverance wrought for these nations

from the delusion and persecution of Popery, which your piety, my
reverend fathers and brethren, hath taken care to preserve the particular

remembrance of, within your immediate circle, by appointing discourses

relative to it to be preached before you from time to time. The appoint-

ment with which you have honoured me, on this head, I now obey with

pleasure. I rejoice with you, and all the friends of religion and liberty,

in the noble triumph obtained by both, at the blessed periods of the refor-

mation and the revolution. I rejoice with the whole kingdom of light,

in the victories then gained by the combined powers of Christianity and

public zeal. Adored be that all-inspiring and all-supporting providence,

which raised up and cairied, with a spirit truly wonderful, those re-

ligious and civil heroes who made so illustrious a stand for the interests

of truth and of mankind !

"Would your time permit, with what delight could we enter into the

detail, and point out to your admiring view that honourable band of first

reformers, who, throwing off their mental fetters, broke from the dun-

geons of Popish superstition, led forth the everlasting gospel, long de-

faced and imprisoned there, displayed her in her ancient honours, and

raised her banner before the nations
; proclaiming, as ' the Captain of

Salvation' himself had formerly done,— proclaiming, in his name,
' liberty to the captives, the opening of the prison to them that were

bound,—proclaiming the acceptable year of the Lord.' Immediately

after, we might show you multitudes M'ho had been sleeping in their

chains, and dreaming they were free, awakening at the animating call,

wondering at the enchantment that held them so long, bursting their

• " It is worthy our observation, that no sooner did the news of this day's dread-

ful work arrive at Rome, than the Pope went in procession to the church of St.

Lewis, and there returned public and solemn thanks for it to the merciful Parent

and Saviour of men. And the same shocking scene was represented in a splendid

picture, with this inscription, 'THE TRIUIWPH OF Tilt: CHURCH !'"
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bonds asunder, marching out into open day—the open day of evangelic

light,—and all exulting in ' the glorious liberty of the Son of God.'
" By the way, when we talk with such high approbation of those

excellent persons who first set on foot this wondrous work, we do not
pretend once to insinuate, that they were guilty of nothing weak, or of

nothing wi'ong in their manner of conducting it. Great failings, it hath
been observed, are nearly allied to great virtues. When the spirits of men
are sharpened by debate, and stimulated by opposition, it is certain that
even the wisest and best will betray uncommon keenness, and be hur-
ried into miscarriages, which, in a calmer hour and milder mood, they
would condemn exceedingly. The danger is exceedingly increased by a
particular kind of warm and daring enthusiasm, which fires and rouses
them, when engaged in any difficult or important struggle ; and which,
whilst it comes in aid of the cooler principles of piety, and the feebler

dictates of reason, is insufficient alone to carry them through, and is apt
withal at times to abuse them. And where is the man who can answer
for himself, that, in a similar conjuncture, he could be sure of escaping the
snare ? But to return :

" I might even proceed to represent to you that distinguished deliverer

of immortal name, who, when the fiend of Popery, and his kindred
devil, tyranny, were fast regaining their sway in these islands, from
whence they had been happily expelled, came with the most distin-

guished and heroic zeal, and drove them back again to Rome, their

native abode, and chosen seat of empire.
" And, lastly, I might remind you, how, after a new attempt to

recover their dominion, they were baffled by the accession of a family to

the British throne, whom Heaven long continue, that hath been always
noted for its inviolable attachment to the joint cause of reformation and
liberty,— for its invincible abhorrence of all usurpation over the con-
sciences and rights of mankind, and for a set of princes equally adorned
with bravery, integrity, and true humanity.

" To whom, my beloved brethren and honoured fathers,—to whom
shall we ascribe all these marvellous events, and the unspeakable
felicity which, as men, as Christians, and as Britons, we enjoy in con-
sequence of them ? I ask, once more, to whom .' You reply with
rapture, the rapture of undisserabled gratitude, to the All-Wise, the
All-Mighty, and the All-AIerciful. True, indeed, ' if it had not been
the Lord who was on our side,' may we of Israel say,— ' if it had not
been the Lord who was on our side, when men rose up against us, they
had swallowed us up quick, when their wrath was kindled against us.

Blessed be the Lord, who hath not given us a prey to their teeth ! Our
soul is escaped as a bird out of the snare of the fowler ; the snare is

broken, and we are escaped. Our help is in the name of the Lord,
who made heaven and earth.' Let us indulge the transports which
these reflections and these acknowledgments are fitted to inspire ; but
yet there is something occurs to damp our joy, though not to diminish
our praise. Shall I mention it?—I am sorry to mention it. You
may guess, I mean our neglect was misimprovement of our mercies.
Such deliverances—such privileges!—Yet such insensibility—such
abuse ! I appeal to you, are we not really the most favoured people on
earth, and the most ungrateful ? As to the particulars of our ingrati-
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tude, they are,—but I will spare myself the painful task of specifying

them, and will wind up what has already been said with a short illus-

tration and improvement of the whole.
" For this, suppose that a sensible and serious stranger, from some

remote region of the world,—an intelligent and virtuous heathen, for

example,—no idolater, but a natural religionist, whose soul was open to

truth, and endowed with goodness,—just such another man as Cornelius

seems to have been before he became a Christian ;—suppose, I say, that

this man, led by the love of observation and inquiry, was to visit the

European countries, and, after acquiring the necessary languages, was
to traverse, first of all, the land of Popery, and to view the aspect which

that religion wears, and the effects which it produces : what do you

imagine would be his astonishment and disgust, when he found the

priests requiring and commanding the people, under the pain of exquisite

tortures in this world, and of consummate misery in the next, to believe

the most monstrous absurdities and contradictions ; to swallow the

grossest lies and blasphemy ; and to revere, to imitate, to worship, as

saints and gods, some of the worst and vilest of mankind ; as well as to

practise, without end, the merest foppery and futility, in place of real

religion and morality ;—nay, directly undermining the foundations of

all religion and morality, by encouraging men to sin with the assurance

of a pardon, whenever they may please to purchase one : in a word, in-

culcating, in the name of the Thrice Holy, such tenets and such prac-

tices as are almost beyond the very refuse of Paganism, and denouncing,

in the same infinitely venerable name, death and damnation against all

who will not fall down and worship the image which they have set up !

How would this amazement and horror be heightened, when, looking

into history, he understood what dismal fields of blood, and hellish

engines of torment, this church did boast of, as the noblest proofs of her

piety and zeal ? How would our honest heathen burn with indignation

at such a church, and with what impatience would he break away from

such a land of abomination ? Suppose him now to bend his course to

Great Britain, to observe, in general, the plain, good-natured, manly

face of the religion taught and professed in it, and, upon inquiry, to be

particularly instructed, by any of its most rational and worthy teachers,

concerning the divine original, the heavenly nature, and the excellent

tendency of that religion. Suppose him next to consider the politi-

cal state of the country, to contemplate its freedom, its wealth, its inde-

pendence ; and to be informed how all these do naturally grow out of

the frame of its government, as a government of laws—of laws enacted

by the people and maintained by the prince—by a prince who is at this

very time a father of his people. After this, let him look once more
into history, and there read by what strangely merciful interpositions of

Heaven this religion and this government have been restored and

secured, when both have been in danger of being extinguished. Oh

!

my brethren, what emotions of delight and admiration may we conceive

would fill the breast of our sensible and virtuous stranger, on this com-

plete survey ? But how would these be mingled with sentiments of the

sincerest regret and displeasure, when, after all, he came to look more
attentively into the character and manners of this greatly favoured

nation, and to discover the corruption that runs through all ranks, ap-
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pears amongst them in every shape, and sadly obscures those good
qualities and commendable actions which their religion and liberty

inspire ! And now, at last, suppose him, whilst full of these different

reflections and feelings, to address a mixed and numerous auditory, con-

sisting, like this, of clergy and people,—may we not figure to ourselves,

that he would express himself in some such manner as the following ?—
' Thrice happy Britons, if you had understanding to know and virtue to

improve your happiness !—Your religion appears in itself divine : why
would you disgrace it by practices unworthy of it ? Would you display

its excellency to strangers, let it be seen in excellent lives. You have
departed from the tenets, depart from the spirit of Popery. Let your
devotion be solid and humble, your charity large and active. Let tem-
perance and integrity be your undivided companions, and the disinterested

love of truth your inseparable guide. Honour and defend your king
and your laws, both of them the best on the face of the earth. For
shame, Britons, do not show yourselves undeserving of both, bv actin"-

or speaking against them ; guard solicitously against eveiy encroachment,
against every attempt of Rome,—she is your natural foe'. Think on the
days that are passed, and adore that propitious providence which hath
delivered you from a thousand dangers, and blessed you in a thousand
ways. You are surely the most privileged of all people ; expect to be
the most accursed, if you are not the most grateful and worthy. For
you, who are the priests of Jesus, see that you preach his religion, and
his religion only. When you preach, think of Him, not of ' yourselves.'

Remember, real Christianity is not an engine of power, a banner of
popularity, or a badge of party. It is religious virtue.—It is universal
love. That virtue, that love, do you inculcate, breathe, and practise :

beware of giving ground to say, that the patrons of delusion and tyranny
show more ability, more assiduity, and greater zeal in promoting the
worst of causes, than you do in promoting the best. To make the pious
and peaceful honest and loyal, by the united force of jour prayers, your
instructions, and your example,—be this your sovereign pursuit, and
this your sovereign praise.'

"

We hope our readers may be as well satisfied with this excellent
legacy of Dr. Fordyce as ourselves. It should be read and re-read by
every devout and pious clergyman, whether priest or deacon, byour Pro-
testant militant bishops, and by all good churchmen.
One word more in conclusion :—Let us not be misunderstood in what

we have said concerning this walking pestilence of Catholicity as a sys-
tem of spoliation—of human and religious degradation, and the " Catho-
lic Religion," apart from that horrid and victimising system. We by
no means wish to impugn the whole body of Catholics—far from it

we believe there are hundreds of good and pious catholics to be found
among the multitude. We take leave also to remark, that we hold
that there is as much difference between the Catholics of Ireland and the
Catholics of the Continent, as there exists between the Protestant reli-

gion of England, and the Catholic religion of Ireland. But the time is

at hand when Ireland shall be rendered peaceful, prosperous, and happy,
by means, firstly, of a code of poor laws—and, secondly, by educating her
five millions of starving, poor, and destitute peasantry, whose unhappy
and fearful ignorance in u lamentable pica for the improper influence of
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the priests, and furnishes, as we opine, an excuse for their desperate

and inhuman barbarities—shall we add—murders ?

It is more than probable, we shall be accused, by the hirelings of the

hired Press, of having " imposed" our sentiments in the shape of a text

review upon our subscribers. We do hope, however, that they, one and

all, will be alive to the real state of the case,—perfectly cognizant of

what we desiderate. Let them remember the " language" employed by

the Roman poet, and say whether or not it has no been acted upon by

every succeeding generation

—

" Nulhis amor populis, nee fcetlera santo,

Exoriare aliquis iioslris ex ossibus ulior

Qai face Dardaiiios fenoque sequare colonos.

Nunc, olim, quocuiiqiie dabimt se tempore vires.

Liltora httoribus contraria, fluciibus uandas,

Imprecor, arma armis : pugent ipsique nepotes.''

For our own parts, we are as indifferent to the abuse and moral depravity

of these gin-drinking brnvos, who stab every man of downright honesty

and plain sense in the dark, to gratify some base and disgusting

desire—as we are anxious to deserve the unbought and wholesome eulo-

giums of those who, by their determined firmness of character, support

and embellish the intellectual dignity of the heaven-directed press :

—

" That wliich most likens us unto the gods,

Is to be cauiious and to speak tlie " truth"

—

This is the blessing I bequeath you, friend !

The blessing of good precepts jou may hoard,

For after-guidance through the maze of life.

What are we ? what is man ? is he not formed

A being—not ignoble, nor confin'd,

As to a congregation of his kind,

To he spectator of the wondrous whole

:

And, in the mighty amphitheatre,

To agonize, ambitious for renown ?

Nature, unto this end implants in us

Invincible desires of what is great,

And nearest to the essence of the gods.

Not the whole world, and all that are therein.

Can fill the inquisitive, capacious mind
Of man, that overleaps the bounds of space,

And claims its kindred with eternal good,

The beautiful and the magnificent,

Proclaiming we are born for things above."

Touching Rome herself, not one word need be set down—not a line

need be written. Of what she has been guilty, her abominable and

damnatory crimes—l.er unholy and unhallowed intercourses—her count-

less abominations, may not be spoken of, except to amplify her eternal

infamy, and seal the last signet of her ungodly desolation and impious

ruins ; and that our children, and our children's children, should be made
to understand rightly all those things pertaining to her fanatical and

blood-spilling history

—

" Whpnce, unaccustomed drops !

Whence come ye o'er the fiinmess of my soul
'"



HOME AND HER CHURCH. 145

There is another and most important fact connected with this all-en-

grossing subject, which does not seem to have made any great impres-

sion on the " minds" of thinking and literate people. It is this. Tlie

distinction always to be made between an educated and uneducated
Catholic. We aver, from our own personal knowledge ; long, and we
may fearlessly add, tried experience—that an educated Catholic is inva-

riably found a good, if not exemplary practical Christian and humanist; it is

only the ignorant poor, and uneducated Catholic, therefore, on whom the

priest—if he be other than good, pious, benevolent, and charitable, can

by possibility " work wonders." The educated are not wont to suc-

cumb to his pastoral humours ; they are—beyond the latent tyranny of

the " cowl." There is, manifestly, all this difference and distinction

between the uneducated and lettered Protestant : notwithstanding the

dogmas your Exeter Hall publicans and sinners may bellow forth to the

contrary.

To those who have seen " the hand-writing on the wall," in England,
we need not say they have nothing to fear ;—rather let them look to

the " education" of the people. The religion of the uncorrupted human
heart is very wide apart from all the pretended religions of the earth,

especially that denominated Catholic. Ignorance and guilt are ever

found alike equally eager to seize that which may—by the roguery and
wretched pandering of the magistrates (magister docet)—or, more plainly,

the self-degraded and hypocritical priests—be rendered serviceable to

their personal safety, and thus secure their longer continuance in this

mortality. But for a good man to contemplate upon these things, and
not feel vitally disgusted, it were impossible.

" Siistain'd in conscious virtue, and atliirst

With longings of celestial ecstasies,

And ' franchises' of disembodied bliss.

These men do no indignity to me

—

They hold me not—my last undying part

Soon shall walk the empyreal realms of space,

With sages and philosophers of old

—

Majestic Homer, and the bards of Greece,
The eagle-pinioned spirits of past days

;

With Plato, who held converse with the skies

—

And Socrates, lufio show'd us how to die.

Worthies, the master spirits of their age.

With minds of giant mould, whose nerve of soul

Coidd look in the face of thunderbolts of heaven

—

Beautified companions of my joys

—

And see, with them, the Fust Great Cause of all."

Slmpbr Fioelis.

M.M.—2.
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THE DRAMA IN FRANCE.

A SERIES of articles has lately appeared in the Constitutional,

criticising somewhat severely the present state of the English drama
and its supporters ; and the writer, after some vaunting comparisons,

comes to the abrupt conclusion, that in England " the drama is dead
and the opera unborn." Though we are free to confess that the drama is

not in the most prosperous condition, we are certain there is still talent

more than sufficient for respectably filling the higher branches, and that

too in a manner not to be surpassed at the present time in Paris.

The " Theatre Frangais" must of course be considered as the strong-

hold of the legitimate drama in France ; and we naturally look to it,

(particularly when we consider the privileges of the Director) as possess-

ing the best company the country can produce ; and the performances
consisting always of tragedy and comedy, there is no reason why every

character should not be adequately filled. The company at present

contains, amongst others of less note, the names of Ligier, Monrose,
Sanson, Volnys, Manelle, Mars, Mesdames d'Orval, Menjaud, and
Volnys. Now, amongst these, is there more than one name of extraor-

dinary talent ? Mile. Mars is of course, at the present day, without a

rival, either in France or elsewhere, but it is not very often that the

Rue Richelieu is honoured by her performances, as she is a little fastidi-

ous in the choice of character, so that the burthen may be said to rest

upon the others. That these may be all persons of talent, no one will

deny, but after the sweeping censure against our own actors by the

French critic, we did expect to find something more than mediocrity in

n theatre exclusively devoted to the drama. M. Ligier is the Hamlet
and Othello of the company, and if in his own country fault is occa-

sionally found with him, for a want of originality in the conception of

his characters, we have no right to impugn the judgment, but at the

same time, considerable applause was bestowed upon his performance of

the Duke of Gloucester, in " Les Enfants D'Edonard,"—and until some
one springs into notice, he is likely to continue the leading business in

Tragedy.

Monrose is the Figaro of Beaumarchais' Comedy, and is a lively

actor, though not a very young man, since he has a son on the same
boards. Sanson is the original representative of Bertrand, in Scribe's

play of " Bertrand and Raton," known in this country as " The Minister

and the Mercer." Volnys and his wife have but lately joined the com-
pany, their reputation being gained at the minor theatres. Mad. Volnys,

who is better known as Leontine Fay, began her career as a child, and
until she was more than sixteen years of age, stirred the provinces as

the " Prodigy only ten years old." Madame Dorval is an actress of

much merit, and, we think, not yet sufficiently appreciated ; her per-

formance in " La Fiancee de Lammermoor," at the Porte St. Martin,

g-ave promise of future excellence, Madame Menjaud is a great

favourite, and increased the number of her admirers by the character

she sustained in " Les Enfants d'Edonard."
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Comparisons are at all times invidious, but in the present instance, it

has been provoked, because we are certain, that little as the drama is

now esteemed in this country, there is still talent in one of our national

theatres to cast a tragedy or comedy stronger than at the " Theatre

Francais," devoted as it is solely to the higher walks of the drama.

The old plays are rarely attractive at Paris, excepting Ma'mselle Mars
performs, and she rarely fails of attracting an audience ; but when
novelty is the order of the day, the Director has no reason to find fault

with his speculation. The performance of " Bertiand et Raton,"
" Les Enfants d'Edonard," " Le Tyran," and recently " Don Juan

d'Autriche," liave given him no cause to complain that the public will

not patronise sterling dramas ; and credit is certainly due to the Direc-

tor for the manner in which the pieces are produced ; they are not con-

sidered as dead weights for " off nights" and brought forward with every

disadvantage to the author, by vexatious alterations and readings by
the actors, of which he is wholly innocent, but are produced only after

very frequent rehearsals, and then with the minor parts well cast, so

that there should be no want of harmony to prevent its playing smoothly.

Great praise, too, must be given for the beauty and fidelity of the cos-

tumes, which, in many instances, are magnificent ; the principal

performers being obliged to find their own dresses.

The last production, " Don Juan d'Autriche," has been very successful,

and deservedly so, although the last act is very weak and defective

;

but this is by no means an uncommon fault with the French Dramatists,

who generally make the conclusion of their pieces so unsatisfactory, that

you are hardly aware when it is finished.

At the Porte St. Martin a new dramatic school seems to have sprung
into existence, and we are rather at a loss to assign it a title. A few
years since the French were most fastidious with regard to the nature of

their performances for the stage ; and any author who presumed to

diverge from the beaten track was certain of the fate that awaited his

production. The taking away life on the stage, in what shape soever, was
against every acknowledged rule of propriety, and these little matters,

out of regard for the delicate feelings of the audience, were arranged be-

hind the scenes, the actor's word being considered sufficient that it had
been done ; and great was the surprise, not to say indignation, of the

spectators wlren the Espglish company were playing at the " Salle Favart,"

to find Othello ruthlessly slaying the unhappy Desdemona. But now
the opposite extreme is all the rage, and what a few years ago would
the same audience have thought of such pieces as " Dix Ans de la Vie
d'une Femme," " La Tour de Nesle," " Antony," " L'Armurier de
Brientz," " Lucrece Borgia," &c. &c. The first of these is by Scribe,

and has at least the merit that a good moral may be drawn from it

—

though the incidents and situations are revolting in a very high degree

;

andinone scene in particular, where the paramour of the unhappy woman
compels her to write a letter after his dictation, the audience even of the

present day generally express their disapprobation, and consider it a

little too much. The principal performers at this theatre are Boccage,
Lemaitre, Lockwy, and Mile. George, so well known as the rival of

Duch6snois; these actors are considered in France as belonging exclu-

^vely to the " new school." Boccage is indisputably a man of superior
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talents and his favourite characters of " Antony," and " Buridan," in

the "Tour de Nesle," would be faultless, could we reconcile ourselves to

the dramas. Lemaitre is known in this country by his excellent per-

formances in " L'Auberger des Adrets," and the sequel of which he is

the author. Lockroy is a rising actor, and more than respectable in the

character of AackmanofF in " Catherine II." of which he is partly the

author : Mile. George is almost without a rival at the present day in

tragedy, and though much praise has been bestowed upon her perform-

ances in " Perinet Leclerc," " Bergami," and " La Tour de Nesle," we
must confess we regret to see her in such pieces. As the director of

the Porte St. Martin has found this new class of dramas so much to his

profit, it is most probable they will continue to multiply.

The great strength, however, of the French must be considered to rest

on their vaudevilles, and it cannot be denied that in these light and ele-

gant pi-oductions they are unrivalled ; the actors seem exactly fitted to

their parts, and move in them with an ease and grace that seems like

nature itself. The greater proportion of these pieces are intended as

moving pictures of the manners of the day, and any little incident that

attracts momentary attention is seized upon with avidity, and before the

recollection of the circumstance has passed away, it is attracting crowds

to the theatre which is lucky enough to be the first in the field—what a

host of talent is comprised in the names of Odry, Verner, Boufte, Arnal,

Perlet, Bernard L'eon ; Mesdes. Albert, Vertpre, Jenny, Cola, Allan,

Despreaux, and Dejaset—it is here we find what we are unfortunately

almost without, in England, comic actors, for a proper distinction is

drawn in Paris between the actor and buffoon, and the authors are care-

ful which of the two they intrust with their characters.

This seems the favourite field with the authors, and one in which the

talents of Messrs. Scribe and his coadjutor Melesville are seen to the

o-reatest advantage, and to which the Chevalier de Rock transfers his

admirable novels with all their original freshness. M. Ancelot is parti-

cularly successful in this line of composition, and the care with which he

finishes his productions is deserving of every praise.

It is a fortunate thing for us in England that the writers of vaudevilles

in France, generally construct their works upon such very slight mate-

rials, and that their success depends greatly upon the actors ; who
rarely fail to embody the author's conception most faithfully—since it

saves us from being more beholden at the present day than we are for

pieces at our miscalled national theatres. The English adapters consider

that, because a vaudeville has been popular at Paris, of course it

must be so in London, but that is by no means a just criterion. What is

" L'Ambassadeur," or " Le Savant," without Perlet
—

" Fortun6," in

" Le Bossu a la Mode," without Vernet,—or " La Femme de L'Avoufe,"

without Jenny Vertpre ? The managers of some of our theatres can

tell us to their cost. A vaudeville requires very little plot, but much

care is bestowed in the delineation of the characters, and which by the

time they have assumed an English garb, have altogether ceased to be

what the author intended them, and the adapter has nothing to rely on

save the plot, and the consequence is a most vapid piece, discreditable to

the theatre that produces it and the translator who has bungled it. B.
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ADVICE TO CONTRIBUTORS.

Literature, which at one time was confined to royal and monastic
retreats, has now become so widely diffused, that it may fairly lav claim
to the rank and title of a learned profession. The extensive rano-e of
reading which it embraces, the seductive investigations of natural phi-
losophy, and the splendid but abstruse science of metaphysics, give it

additional claims to precedence over some of those which are called, par
excellence, learned. It is, indeed, a gratifying fact, that genius and
literary industry now find a ready mart. There are few who pretend to
literature that may not now, with little more than ordinary care, rise,

by the aid of that magic engine, the " gray-goose quill," from indi-

gence to comparative independence. Genius of every cast has an
almost boundless field in the increasing number of periodicals, where
merit is rarely neglected.

Few, however, have commenced a literary career unassailed by diffi-

culties of one kind or another, most, if not all, of which may be
fairly ascribed to causes apparently trifling ; and as I cannot better
describe them than by giving some brief account of how I fared when
I started with quill in hand, I shall here, for the assistance of youno-
men, who with few friends to direct them in their first appeals to the
tender mercies of editors, and with no other knowledge of the world
than what they may have picked up from books, state some of the
obstacles which strewed my road, " thick as leaves in Valambrosa."

I was, unfortunately, by the death of both my parents, thrown at a
very early age upon my own resources. During tlie lifetime of my
father, 1 had often heard that, with prudence and perseverance, a man
of tolerable quickness might secure, by the exercise of his pen, in
London, a comfortable mode of living. The mill-horse work of profes-
sional life had always for me the greatest horror ; and it may easilv be
supposed, that, freed as I no\v was from any obligation of filial duty,
I should not willingly devote myself to the drudgery of office. Mv
mind thus unshackled by the routine habits of any fixed calling, I
plunged heedlessly into the precarious field of periodical literature, and
full of the dreamy anticipations of youth, I started for the metropolis.

It is almost impossible to convey to the mind of a Londoner, sur-
rounded as he is, from his cradle up, with friends and connexions of
one kind or another, an idea of the feelings which London, with its

living panorama of faces, leaves on the mind of a friendless, moneyless
adventurer. It is a wilderness of living beings without one feelino- in
common. Though I was perfectly conscious that I had not one to
whom, even as a directing friend, I might appeal in this world of place,
yet, when I moved through its gay and fashionable crowds, a feeling of
despondency came over me. I had often heard of the old saw, of a
great city being a great wilderness ; I now for the first time felt its
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painful reality. For days and weeks, with a curiosity incident to youth,

I sauntered about, led on by the beauty and variety of its streets,

squares, and public ])uiluings. In the crowd of fashionable equipages,

through which as a street spectator I moved during the day, I forgot

the misery of my own condition : but at evening, when returning from

those scenes, the loneliness of my situation was most appalling. The
living panorama of faces which was constantly before my eyes during

the day, afibrded ample facilities for disposing of all the useless

time which I had on my hands, and which, with the exception of the

intervals usually set apart for dress and meals, composed the entire day.

As night closed in upon me, my thoughts, which were abroad all day,

now centered ujion myself, and I fancied that I alone was the special

object of Divine wrath, and whilst all others were laughing over the

occurrences of the day, or forgetting them in the tumult of dissipation,

I was doomed to my own painful reflections in my little back room—

I

forget how many pair of stairs up—in the vicinity of that terra incognita

north of the New Road. I bad often all but come to the silly resolu-

tion of ending this state of things, even with a " bare bodkin"—a resolu-

tion which, I fear, nineteen-twentieths of the young men who embark
upon the dangerous sea of a London speculating life, without some
friendly direction, often think of. Thanks to the kindness of a good-

natured old man, with whom I lodged, I was left as little to my own
reflections as the pressing calls of a large family would admit. It did

not require much ingenuity to discover, that the occupier of a small back

bedroom was not overburdened with cash. From an impression of this

kind, this good old man repeatedly pressed on me many little attentions^

He allowed me the use of his little stock of books, which, though not

very recherche, still had some curiosities among them. There was a

collection of stray magazines here, which first fixed my attention. The

ephemeral nature of monthly periodicals, with perhaps an innate con-

viction that there was nothing in me which could fairly lay claim to

greater longevity, directed all my eflbrts to this particular department.

Though I had yet figured in no other character than as an occasional

contributor to a weekly newspaper, I had the vanity, like all young con-

tributors, to suppose that I could infuse a degree of point and humour

into any subject. My first essay was a love tale. I brought to its

composition such qualities as I thought must succeed. I was young,

which of itself is alone suflTicient to people the imagination with all

manner of fairies and fancies, and somewhat also of the disposition

of the sentimental tourist, that a man who had not a sort of aflfec-

tion for the whole sex, could never love one as he ought ; so you may

judge, that there was no parsimony of praise or perfumery. My periods

were long, straggling collections of rambling, romantic expressions,

stuck full of poetic effusions, which had about them manifest traces of

having more than once served the office of some extravagant German
romance-maker. In all the interviews which I eflected between my lovers,

I endeavoured as much as possible to make them deviate from the com-

mon ordinary mode which simple, unaffected nature invariably pursues.

Nature, in my tale, had little to do ; to adhere to her unerring rules

would argue a poverty of genius, which I was desirous to avoid. It

may be easily imagined, that my tale was returned, with a note expres-
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sive of regret that the tale would not suit The Magazine. The

reader, if he has ever had returned upon him a paper upon which he has

appended a tolerable portion of his literary reputation, may be able to

form some idea of my indignation against that Vandahsh act. Here

was a love tale, which had about it the evident traces of more labour,

both mental and physical, than ever love-tale before bore, and yet it

was rejected. I put it aside, and set about another, of a more sombre

cast—more in unison with the temperament of the editor, who I learned

to be a thinking Scotchman. TliC fate of this differed little from the

former : it was returned with a hint that the paper was rather too long

,

but that, in other respects, there were some good points about it. I

read the tale over and over twenty times, and could not for the life of

me discover even a word that seemed out of place ; so chary are we of

our paper bantlings. I tried to cut it down, but found it impossible :

—

brevis esse laboro, obscurus fio.
" No," I exclaimed, " I will not

spoil it ; some other editor may discover its merits." So I put it aside.

In this way I went on for several months ; when one day I mentioned

to a friend of mine, who had considerable experience in those matters,

how difficult it was to hit tlie peculiar vein of writing which suited the

magazines. He seemed irclined to think otherwise, and said, that the

very nature of the subjects would incline to the same impression. I

then said that I had been plaguing editors for months back with la-

boured contributions, but had had all returned upon me—to be sure, with

some such salvo as this : that the subject was too old, the matter too

voluminous, and such-like hints. " I should like," said my friend, " if

you have anv of those papers by you, to see some of them." The love

tale, which I considered a chef-d'auvre, was the first which I showed
him. As 1 handed it down from an old press which stood in a corner

of the room, my friend exclaimed, with a loud laugh, as I untied a piece

of red tape from what looked more like one of those chancery briefs in

the case of Atwood and Smale, than a modest contribution to a maga-
zine, " Well may you fairly say you have been plaguing editors with

papers, if this be a fair specimen. Who, in the name of all that is good

or reasonable, could expect an unfortunate editor to sit down and read a

voluminous quarto like this, with its additamenta of blots, bad writing,

and dirty paper. You are, I see," says he, " entirely unacquainted

with some of the important items in this great affair, as you call it, of

writing for the periodicals. They are apparently trifling ; but take the

assurance of one who has had some little experience, both as contri-

butor and editor, that they are indispensable to success in these wordy
matters. In the first place, you must know, that the nature of maga-
zines is such as to exist only by variety, and cannot consequently afford

space for your quarto contributions, except at the sacrifice of excluding

more amusing matter. Papers that have any chance of insertion should

not exceed three or four pages ; they should be written in a clean, fair

hand, without blot or stain. I cannot give you any idea of the

favourable impressions which a contribution in a neat, gentlemanly

manner, leaves on the mind of an editor. They are generally men of

extensive reading, and are not strangers to fine writing, be it ever so

good; they will hardly take the trouble to read over a slovenly paper.

A communication in a form such as I here advise, has this great ad-
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vantage— it is, at any rate, a presumption that it is the work of a
gentleman, -which will at once imply a cultivated state of mind. The
fag of an editor differs, perhaps, only in kind from that of a ' brewer's
dray-horse.' Tired and exhausted with an endless perusal of papers in

which he has little interest, you may easily imagine that the shortest,

neatest, and most legible paper will be sure to obtain the first reading,
and, unless it be bad indeed, a place in the next number. To these little

secondary matters, I think I may fairly ascribe any success which I have
had : and, as human nature is about the same now as when I laboured on
literary ground, and as editors' tables still groan under all manner of
writing, believe me, that the most promising in appearance will be sure
to command the editor's attention first. Bear this well in mind in all

future efforts, and I am greatly mistaken if you do not find your ac-
count in it."

After my friend had left me, I began a paper which I was determined
should not exceed four pages. I wrote it out on ruled paper, and
inclosed it, when finished, in a handsome envelope. The " paper"— it

was a reminiscence—had, I know, some merit, but, I think, not superior
to some which I had unceremoniously returned on me—and it appeared
in the next number. I have since written much, and have had few
indeed refused ; which, I think, is owing as much to those little

elegancies of finish as to their intrinsic merit. To great geniuses,
perhaps, these trifles are unnecessary ; but few indeed, unless they are
Bacons, can altogether reject them.

Anonymous.

TO THE MOON.

Art thou pale for weariness

Of climbing heaven, and
Looking down on earth ?

Wandering companionless

Among the stars, that have

A diflerent birth ?

And ever changing, like a

Joyless eye.

That finds no object worth
Its constancy ? M,
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THE MEANS OF IMPROVING THE PEOPLE.

CONSERVATIVE POSTULATE.

Do they need improvement ? No, say the Tories, they are very well

as they are. Good machines, very good machines, to work for us—but

not for themselves. Fire is a good servant, but a bad master— so are

the people. That is, the common herd, the canaille are dregs,—the

scum, the froth, the rakmgs and scrapings of the road we walk upon ;

put them in red, they are good tools for tyrants to cast away, to whip
at the halbert, to shoot and be shot at, for tenpence a day. Put them
in hlue, they will regulate the swinish cloffer clow—the poor devils that

do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame. They will make war
upon apple-carts of a Sunday, and upon cobblers upon Saint Monday,

—

wUl smash iron-hoops, stop peg in the ring, upset the waiter, and safely

lodge those who mingle

—

" Black spirits and white, red spirits an<l gray,

With their dull bits of bodies made up of cold clay.

Put them in black, or like magpies dress them
;

They'll preach and they'll pray all night, heaven bless them."

But the people themselves

—

have they minds ? That was a mistake in

providence—the gift of language is an inconvenience. Why were they

not without mouths .'' it would have saved the making of tongues and
stomachs, and much valuable time now employed in eating and drinking,

might have been spent in hard work. Could we have arranged the

universe, we would have managed better, and have reduced the science

of government to a fraction. It is a pity the people have souls, it gives

us a deal of trouble : they never take any care of them, tee have to do

it ; besides, they break all the laws that ive make, and are always finding

fault with every thing. Improve them—yes, this would be the way to

improve them and to make them happy. Take away their souls—eight

millions a year would be saved, now paid for expounding the scriptures,

and two millions spent in printing them : take away their mouths—
seventy -fivemillions of meals (for the creatures will eat three times a-day,)

would be saved, and goodness knows how many pots of beer and glasses

of gin. Take away their minds, they would not always be trying to

think—which they never can do correctly—nor bothering themselves

about things that are too high for them. What do they want to think

for ? Do they ever do any good by thinking ? And what does the

elaboration of their thoughts amount to, after all,—why, Public opinion,

a dangerous, mischievovs, awkward, saucy, impertinent, impudent, pro-

lific, awful supernumerary

—

think, nonsense ! are We not paid for think-

ing. Then, what need of education, or mechanics' Institutes, or young
men's societies, or mutual instruction parties, or aught besides to make
them. The people are very well of tliemselvcs, and would have no more
propensity for thinking, than bacon curiously cured by the Westphalia
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process. But Lord Brougham aud Dr. Birkbeck, by reflecting them-

selves in the many-mirrored multitude, multiply themselves most

odiously. Mechanics' institutes ! and what are they ? Ginglemerations

of intelligence ; in which, by a process of mental chemistry, the popular

intellect is purged of its dross, and the understanding is emancipated

from its darkness—and who wants this ?—Not a Tory. This is at least

no torious.

THE PROOF LIBERAL.

Mechanics' institutes, without being ostensibly political, may be

termed the Conservative associations of the middle classes. They con-

tain, within themselves, the seeds of future improvement, and not only

the seeds, but the germs of perpetual reproduction ; originally framed by

men of the most comprehensive mmds and the soundest judgment, they

have gone on " into the bowels of the land without impediment," and

have called into action, from the most obscure depths, spirits who have

materially aided in changing the moral and political atmosphere that

surrounds them ; and adapted in degree to their common wants, their

common sympathies, and their common nature. From mechanics' in-

stitutes, not only have individuals arisen, but what is of more importance

to mankind, as having that eternity of undying truth about them, which

will extend aud multiply itself while mind shall last, are the principles

which have been evolved by their transactions. Dead and dormant flesh

has been called by the voice of a Birkbeck, a Brougham, or a Stacy,

to the resurrection of life, to the enjoyment of a new and more delight-

ful existence. The gross husk of the animal nature has been stripped

ofi", and the pure mind has begun to mount, as on eagles' wings, towards

that sun of knowledge, whose focus is truth, and there it has not failed

to catch a glimpse of its own likeness. Mechanics' institutes ought to be

looked upon, by the people, as fortresses of their intellectual power— as

the rock of their mental strength. Here, without the deceit of politics,

or without being made the tools of party, the people may firmly en-

trench themselves, and stand at bay against their oppressors, armed

with a panoply of living light, which, like the fabled shield of Minerva,

would paralize all who dared to molest. Science and Philosophy be-

come in them co-operators in the great work of human improvement,

and in the intellectual emancipation of man, and adjuncts in the sacred

cause of civil and religious liberty all over the world.

But other societies, modifications of the great leading ones, the me-

chanics' institutes, are striking their brachia into the ramifications of

society. There are the Mutual Instruction Societies—associations of

young men, who meet together not only to imbibe truth and receive

opinions, but to subject all knowledge to rigorous examination, and the

test oi public discussion and investigation. Here the mind is not only a

passive recipient of knowledge, but an active disseminator of its own
acquired stores, for the benefit of others. No fallacious theory can

withstand the grasp of their rigorous and impartial analysis ; and no

quack systems can be foisted upon the amount of vigorous intelligence

which the Mutual Instruction Societies comprise. Every man in

England, who loves his country better than himself, who values freedom

of speech and opinion—who would have that portion of society, of
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which he is an integer, raised into numeral value, by the advance of its

component parts, should fail to become a member of a Mechanics' In-
stitute, or of a Mutual Instruction Society. Unfortunately, there are

some who, from education and associations early imbibed, are afraid of

drinking of the castalian waters of Parnassus, or of diving into the ar-

canum of nature ; under the idea that religion would suffer, or that the
peculiar notions of theirsect may be disturbed. But woe to that religion,

which truth can unhinge— aud woe to that individual, who thinks that

he is not the inheritor of knowledge—which is the peculiar gift of God
to man. But there is a " movement" even among the religionists of

the day. They dare no longer say that knowledge is inimical to faith ;

they are at last forced to throw aside the paltry fear, and seem eager to

look abroad upon nature, her powers, and her phenomena—and upon
those applications of men's powers, to that knowledge which forms jmre
science, as the mighty lever which must at last move the world, when
the minds of men will deign to be the fulcrum. And there are The Young
men's Societies, which are composed of ardent young men, who range
themselves besids religion, and would make science aud philosophy her
handmaids. They will go on, and with the other means we here
mention, tend to the improvement of the people. In their service they

have an organ than which there is none more valuable or able. The
Educational Magazine, which comprises, in a word, the highest philo-

sophcial talent with the most perfect practice, in not only school in-

struction, but in the instruction of men, and the dissemination of those

great and glorious principles, which have brought mankind out of savage
barbarism and feudal slavery ; and which shall yet bear him onwards
and upwards, till the abuses and error, which surround, shall fade away
like mists at the coming of the sun.

The people, then, must improve themselves—they must not wait for

acts of parliament, or trust to penal or retributive legislation. They
have the means in their own hands ; they have talent, energies, if roused,

more dreadful than the Conservative fire of ten thousand Birmingham
associatians. We, therefore, advise them to unite in intelligence, and
lay hold of the truth in legislature, in science, in art, in nature ; and
thus led to trust to themselves, the Truth shall make them Free.

W. M.



( 156 )

THE CENTRAL AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY OF
GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

Of all the unions which have yet been established for national pur-

poses—whether in defence of our liberties, our rights, or our interests

—

not one has yet presented an aspect more formidable, or better calcu-

lated, if ably and judiciously conducted, to work out some great good

for the suffering millions, than the Central Agricultural Society of

Great Britain and Ireland.

The objects being to collect the scattered forces of the Laned Inte-

rest into one powerful body—to give efficiency to the Local Agricultu-

ral Association, by correspondence with the central board in London,

partly represented by deputies from the former, and by the united in-

fluence of the whole to obtain, for tlie first time, a full, free, and unre-

stricted inquiry, in both Houses of Parliament, into all the causes of

ao-ricultural distress, whether it be the cuiTency, or tithes, the want of

poor laws for Ireland, or an equalization of the poor-rates in England,

or any other local burden.

In connection with these objects, the " Agriculturist's Journal,"

—

(see advertisement)—has been established, under the patronage of the

central society, but at the sole risk and responsibility cf the two hono-

rary secretaries; not only that it may serve as an organ for communi-

cating weekly, to every district of the country, the proceedings of the

society, but also, by a total abstinence from party politics, and an inde-

pendence of the conflicting struggles of Whigs, Tories, Conservatives,

or Radicals, it may, by its neutrality, cause the agriculturists to be re-

spected by all parties ; making the farmers that which in reality they

are, too influential to be neglected, too numerous to be bribed, too intel-

ligent to be cajoled, and too importunate to have any longer a deaf ear

turned to their prayers for redress.

With these views and principles, the Central Society has gained

rapidly in public estimation. It has only been established a few weeks

;

fifty Local Agricultural Associations in different parts of the kingdom,

have already declared their adhesion ; many others are now forming

for the purpose of joining ; and more than four hundred Noblemen,

Baronets, Members of Parliament, Land-owners, and Fund-owners,

Potestants and Catholics, Whigs, Tories, and Radicals, comprising, in

fact, every shade and hue of politics. Religion and interest are here

found cordially associated, and sitting at the same board, determined not

to be again humbugged by false principles of legislation, for the accumu-

lation and not the diffusion of wealth, by ignorance or blindness, but to

reveal what ought ne^ er to have been concealed by honest men,—namely,

the 7-eal cause of that intolerable Agricultural distress, which cannot be

much longer endured without endangering the monarchy itself, and in-

volving the whole empire in one terrible convulsion !

With a view to avert this dreadful calamity, and to discover not only

the real cause of such insupportable evils, but some adequate remedy for

them, hitherto so repeatedly denied by Parliament, sub-committees have
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been formed on each of the alleged grievances, and reports will be

made by the more competent and experienced authorities, on each and

all of the suspected causes ; and that cure will be unanimously-

adopted by the whole Agricultural Classes of the United Kingdom,

which may, after due deliberation, be pronounced by the General Com-
mittee and Deputies assembled, to be the principal cause of a condition

so alarming and full of peril to the whole kingdom.

We most cordially lend our aid to this valuable institution, with a

lively anxiety for its prosperity and immediate usefulness.

Ed. O. M. M.

BALLAD.—FROM THE SPANISH.

When from France we went together,

One and all, our faith we plighted,

That, whoever fell in battle,

We would bear him home to rest.

But now, when the victorious Spaniards

Press us close in hot pursuit,

Amid the rain, and stir, and turmoil,

We have lost one Patriot here.

Seven times they cast the lots.

For who should venture back to seek him
To the good old man, his father,

Seven times the lot was given.

Thrice the lot fell fairly to him,

Four times it was foully dealt

:

And yet, though it had not been dealt him :

He could not have stay'd behind.

Back the old man turn'd his bridle,

None to bear him company.
And in anger and in anguish,

Ere he went, did he reproach them.

—

" Home to France ! ye recreant Frenchmen !

Ye who love your lives with shame !

Only for the sake of Beltram,

Cowards, came I here with you

—

And not the faith which I have plighted,

Nor the lots so falsely dealt me.

" Send me back to seek my son.

Love and vengeance are enough
;

Since my son for love of honour,

Did not call to mind his father.

Back I go to St. Sebastian,

Back I go—remembering him.

"But if oaths and plighted homage,
Frenchmen ! are of force with you.

Think not that by my destruction

Ye from danger shall escape !

Cast again the lots, I tell you.

See who next must seek for me,
'Tis not for the dead I hasten,

—

Tis for vengeance and for death." H.
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NOTES OF THE MONTH.

A Hard Case.—An American paper has the following brief, corn-

plaining paragraph :

—

" One of our subscribers has stopped his paper, because we refused to

insert an obituary, two columns in length, of a child of his which died

at the age of two months. We should have had no objection to publish

a short obituary of the infant— but what would our other readers have

said to two mortal columns ?"

It was, doubtless, a most unreasonable thing, to request the insertion

of so voluminous an obituary of a child, which only reached the innocent

age of a couple of months, and the fact of the father stopping his paper,

because it was refused—only ?hows what queer customers our Yankee

brethren of the press have to deal with. We are sorry, however, after

all, that our friend of the broad sheet, on the other side of the Atlantic,

did not, as a matter of curiosity, publish this two- column obituary; and

we beg to give the father of the infantile deceased due notice, should

this meet his eye, that the pages of The Monthly Magazine will be at

once thrown open to him. Let him, by all means, send the obituary

to us as soon as possible ; and, even supposing it should occupy half our

space, it shall grace the next following number of the Monthly. What
we are curious to know is, where, or how, this exemplary parent pos-

sessed himself of materials respecting this infant—out of which he could

spin two newspaper columns. We had thought the first two months of

infancy were not particularly prolific of epochs or vicissitudes, out of

which an obituary might be manufactured. It is pretty clear, one

would think, that at that tender age, babies free from the vices of after

life, could not have been overstocked with the positive virtues. What
then, in the name of wonder, could this Yankee parent have had to say

about his " little cherub," that would have filled two columns. It may
have been a " dear babe," as all babes are; and it may have been de-

votedly attached to " nurse" and to " pap ;" but then this is so common-
place an affair in the annals of babyship, that we cannot conceive on

what ground this affectionate father thought them worthy of particular

mention, in the case of his child. We wish we had not seen the above

paragraph : it has inspired in us a cosuming curiosity to see these two
columns of infantine biography. The best biography ever written of

any philosopher, statesman, or warrior, would not have half the same
charms to our minds
The Anti-Musical Mr. Laing.—Mr. Laing, the poor man's

friend, of Hatton Garden office, ordered three poor " foreign fellows,"

to be sent, tlie other day, to the House of Correction for one month.

And for what crime, do our readers think ? Some very serious one, no

tloubt ? For the crime of discoursing, the previous evenings, most sweet

music in the streets. We had always supposed the Hatton-Garden
worthy could have no relish for harmonv ; otherwise it would have
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softened his disposition, however severe naturally, to a greater extent

than we have yet seen any indications of ; but we were not before aware

that he carried his anti -musical disUkes so very far as it now appears

he does. It is fortunate for Orpheus that he did not hve in these days,

and within the magisterial jurisdiction of Mr. Laing. Whatever effect

his melody might have had on the stones of the field, it would have liad a

most awkward effect, for the musician, on Mr. Laing. The music,

which, in this case, called forth so fearful a burst of this gentleman's

magisterial ire, is said to have been exquisitely beautiful, and such as

might have softened and subdued the most unfeeling soul—always, of

course, excepting Mr. Laing's—in Chri--tendom it has happily been

decided at head quarters, that to treat the lieges to a little music in the

streets, is no offence cognizable by law, however annoying it may be to

the tympanum of the Hatton-Garden Solon. The three poor fellows

have consequently been set at liberty. For this consummation, they and
the public are indebted to the benevolent and spirited exertions of Mr.
Barber Beaumont, who brought the case under the consideration of the

Home Secretary. If Mr. Laing could not endure the charming music
of these foreigners, we wonder how he would relish the Scotch bagpipes ?

We know that Donald, on one occasion, when travelling in Spain, was
attacked by a wolf; which, after eating the dinner to which he had sat

down by the road-side, threatened to masticate himself—and that he

only escaped the animal's devouring jaws, by causing his bagpipes to

emit some of their most discordant and snorting sounds, which made the

wolf immediately take to its heels. We should not be surprised, now
that to play the musician in the street is declared to be no offence against

the law, if some kilted Highlandman should occasionally station himself

opposite Mr. Laing's house, and serenade him, with his bagpipes, for

some two or three hours at a time. This, to a person like Mr. Laing,

would be much more intolerable, than was the House of Correction to

the three unfortunate foreigners alluded to.

Compliment to the Electors of Westminster.—" Old Glory," as

Cobbett used to call him, has addressed another epistle to the electors of

Westminster, in reply to Mr. O'Connell's " last" from Derrynane Abbey.
A more wishv-washv, milk-and-water affair never emanated from the

quill of any goose. In sheer stupidity it outdoes all that even Sir Francis

himself has done of late. The epistolian, however, if he does nothing

else to the purpose, takes care to give the electors of Westminster a ra-

ther broad hint as to the measure of respect in which he holds them,

and the gratitude he feels towards them for their past services to him.

If Mr. O'Connell escapes, they do not. Indeed, it may be more than sus-

pected that, though the professed object of the letter was to chastise the

member for Ireland, the real one was to express, by means of ironical

language, the most sovereign contempt for his representatives. He com-
mences his epistle thus:—" Gentlemen,—A frost having interrupted the

sports of the field, I take up my pen to perform a work of supereroga-

tion in noticing the last drowsy, feeble, Alexandrian epistle from Derry-
nane," &c. We are sure the electors of Westminster cannot fail duly to

appreciate the high compliment thus paid them by implication : Sir

Francis here very candidly admits that he infinitely prefers the sports of

the field to his duties as representative of Westminster, and that he
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disdained to bestow even a tlioaght on his constituents, so long as there

was any chance of unkenneUing a fox, with any probability of pursuing

him to the death. When the hoary-headed lover of the sports of the

field next appears on the hustings of Westminster, we hope the electors

will, without ceremony, take care to insure to themselves the sport of

hunting him off the hustings, and thus put it into his power, as far as

they are concerned, of enjoying the pleasures of the chase till doomsday.

But let us do justice to Sir Francis : he deserves credit for his straight-

forwardness. There are other representatives who hold their constituents

equally cheap, but they either lack the honesty or courage to say so.

Sir Francis says that, could the people of Ireland open their eyes, they

would say to O'Connell, in reference to the tribute, as the frogs said in the

fable—" Though this be sport to you, it is death to us." Does not this

look very like certain personages' representative. Might not the foxes,

with a still greater—nay, with a literal propriety, address the same lan-

guage to Sir Francis himself, when prosecuting the " sports of the field."

Episcopal Lords.—Whatever it may prove when time shall be no

more, it must be a very comfortable thing to be one of the " dignitaries

of the church," as they are called, in the present life. It is true, they

all promise, on taking holy orders, to renounce the " pomps and vani-

ties of this wicked world," but how far they adhere to the solemn en-

gagement, we leave to themselves to say. The following short para-

graph, which appeared in the daily papers a few days since, speaks

volumes on the subject :
—"The Archbishop of Canterbury and family

have arrived at the Palace, Lambeth, for the season."

We wonder if the Apostle Paul, or the Apostle Peter, or any other of

the twelve, had palaces to reside in ; and if so, whether their transit

from one such place of residence to another, was heralded in the same
way as that of their successoi's of the present day. When the Apostles

arrived at any particular place, during their sojourn on earth, it was for

a " season" of a very different kind from that indicated in the above

brief paragraph. Their " seasons" were seasons of cold, hunger, thirst,

nakedness, reproaches, and persecutions of every kind. They knew
nothing of the " seasons" of routs, balls, levees, operas, card-playing, &c
Neither did they know what it was, like their self-styled successors of

the present day, to roll about in their carriages, preaching, or " charging"

their diocese rather, once in three or four years. If we would be uncon-

verted until it is done by the dignitaries of the church, we have no san-

guine hopes of living to see, even should we reach the age of Methuse-

lah, that desirable consummation. How abundant the cause which the

church of England has to pray that she may be saved from her friends !

Hume, Gibbon, Paine, and all the Roman Catholics and Dissenters to

boot, never inflicted on her half the injury which her own " dignitaries"

have done.

The Siamese Twins.—These interesting personages arenow, it appears,

in Paris. One of the Journals compliments them on being much attached

to each other. So they undoubtedly are ; but like many an attachment

beween husband and wife, it is one which they cannot help. Whether,
if they had it in their power to part with each other when they pleased,

they would betray so much fondness for one another's company, is a

question which it is not for us to answer. They act wisely, however,

in existing circumstances, to make themselves as agreeable together as
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possible. It would prove a much more " untoward circumstance" in their

casethanin that of any " united pair," were they addicted to quarrelling, as

neither could, by any exercise of his ingenuity, escape even for one little

moment from the vituperation of the other. Husband and wife, when
they quarrel, can betake themselves to separate apartments ; and by
that means, enjoy a temporai-y exemption, at least, from the reproaches

and criminations of each other. Not so with the Siamese Twins : what-
ever the one chooses to say, the other is compelled to hear.

Working Colliers.—We could almost wish, that fate had destined

us to be " working colliers." In that case we should have had some hopes
of eventually attaining to wealth, if not to fame. As poor maga-
zine editors, we have not the most slender prospect of either. The in-

dividual referred to in the following paragraph, may bless his stars, that

he was made a working collier, instead of the editor of a journal. Had
he filled the latter situation, he could, most certainly, never have had the

good luck which is in reserve for him ; for no one ever yet heard of "an
editor" establishing his claim to property of " immense annual value ;"

nor of septennial value either. But let the paragraph alluded to, tell its

own story :

—

*' A working collier, hitherto in very distressed circumstances, has recently es-

tablished his claim as heir to property of immense annual value, near Ashby, in

Liecestershire."

This is the eleventh or twelfth "working collier," who, if the papers may
be credited, have had similar good fortune within the last six months.

In all the other instances, if we remember rightly, there was a peerage,

or some great title, associated with the " immense property." We are

surprised to miss this pleasant-sounding appendage in the present

instance. Probably, it may be the next thing to which this " working
collier" may establish his claim. What lucky rascals these underground
gentry are ! It is right, however, to add, that however clearly they

establish their claims to immense property, distinguished titles, &c., in

the columns of public journals, they do not do it in one case out of a

thousand in a court of law. It is the latter consideration alone, that

prevents us from throwing ourselves into a " coal mine" at once.

Important Discovery.—Men may laugh and ridicule as they choose,

but intellect is on the march at the present moment. Important dis-

coveries are daily—nay, hourly being made in the arts and sciences. The
most remarkable discovery which has been made of late, is thus recorded

in the "Morning Herald" of Saturday the 22d, with all the solemnity

which distinguishes the announcements of that journal :

—

" A newly invented instrument called tlie Axi/rite, has just been announced,
with wliicli, to the tjteat dismay of the Barbers, persons may shave themselves

without the use of either razor, soap, or water."

It is quite natural that the announcement of the discovery of the

Axyrite should spread dismay among the barbers, just as the expected

loss of office, when in power, spread dismay among the Tories. But

on the Benthamite principle of the greatest happiness to the greatest

numbers—that is to say, when we ourselves chance to be among the

latter—we rejoice with ineffable joy at the ingenious invention. The
barbers, fortunately, have one course open to them, whicii, wc doubt

M. M.—2. ' N
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not, thev will forthwith take : namely, to apply to the legislature for

compensation. If their occupation, like that of Othello, be gone, what

matters it to them, in point of fact, whether it he by an act of the legis-

lature, or by the ingenuity of some of their fellow subjects. Their right

to compensation is, in either case, as undoubted as that of the Town
Clerks of the corporations. We understand, that the Duke of Cumber-

land and Colonel Sibthorpe intend henceforth to shave by means of the

Axyrite ; as their only objections to the process before had their origin

in an unconquerable aversion to the application of soap or water to the

lower parts of their physiognomies. It is also said, that, as a mark of their

admiration of the great genius of the inventor, they mean to use all

their influence with their Tory friends to procure a government pension

of 5001. a year for him, when they return to ofl[ice. The ingenious

inventor of the Axyrite, who is a zealous Conservative, also holds out

hopes, we understand, of being able to discover, in three or four weeks,

a similar instrument by which he will not only be able to eject Lord

Melbourne and his mendacious colleagues from office, but by which he

can secure to the Tories the reins of government till the crack of doom.

The name of the latter instrument has not yet transpired.

Miraculous Escapjc.—A morning paper, in describing an explosion

which took place a few days since in a house in the New Cattle Market

at Islington, states, " that two persons were blown through the roof, but

happily escaped uninjured." Lucky dogs that they were ! The escape

was certainly a miraculous one, but that is no reason why the truth of

the " penny-a-liner's" statement should be doubted. This class of

literati are in the habit of seeing and hearing of hair-breadth escapes,

and other marvellous occurrences, which never meet the eye or ear of

any body else. We have no doubt that Baron Munchausen was a
" penny-a-liner," for no one not a member of the fraternity could ever

have undergone such wonderful vicissitudes, or witnessed such marvel-

lous incidents, as those with which his celebrated pages teem. There

exists no more rational ground for doubting that these two individuals

alluded to were blown through the roof of the house by the explosion,

and escaped uninjured, than there is for questioning the veracity of the

venerable Baron's statement, when he states that on one occasion, when
he had ascended a tree, it was torn up by the roots in a storm, and after

beino- whirled for many hours in the air, and travelling a distance of three

hundred miles, returned to the same spot, and struck its roots again

in the earth, he remaining all the while quite comfortably ensconced

amidst its ample foliage. We have, we repeat, 'no more right to doubt

the truth of the first statement than we have to question the veracity of

the second. We might have added, that the story of the two men being

fired through the roof, just as if discharged from the barrel of a gun,

without receiving the slightest injury, further perhaps than a momentary

fright, is every whit as true as that other adventure, narrated by the

aforesaid Baron,—namely, that when on one occasion making a long

voyage, some huge fish swallowed the ship, a three-decker, with her

largest mast one hundred feet high, and that the unfortunate ship, with

all on board, remained in the belly of the said fish three months, when
the " finny animal," on being suddenly seized with sickness, one morn-

ing, discharged himself of a commodity which must have been very
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burdensome to her stomach, especially if tender. We may ourselves

mention a rather marvellous occurrence which took place in the county

of Elgin, in lS-29, and which, as being 200 miles from the metropolis,

has escaped the penny-a-liners :—the memorable flood of that year,

amongst other ravage's it committed on the property on the banks of

the Spey, swept off, in the middle of the night, a little house, with no-

thing but " a but and a ben," tenanted by an aged v.'eaver. The water,

somehow or other, never entered the house, though it carried it away ;

and the weaver, who had been up all night in order to finish a web he

had on hand, continued most industriously to ply the shuttle during the

time he and his house were being carried forty miles down the river,

when the water gently deposited the house and its inmate on an emi-

nence it chanced to overflow to the depth of five feet, and left it there

perfectly uninjured. In passing Craigellachie Bridge, the son of the

shuttler chanced to look out at the window, and observing a great num-

ber of people standing on the bridge, gazing at the flood, he took off

his hat, and making a gentle nod, saluted them with—" It's rather a

dewy morning, friends !" the spectators assented, and the industrious

weaver resumed his shuttle. It was only when he went out after taking

breakfast—by which time the waters had subsided—that he discovered

that a change had taken place in the locality of his humble abode.

LITERATURE AND ART.

The Supplement to "Bent's Literary Advertiser," for 1835, just

issued, contains lists of the New Books and Engravings published in

London, during the past year, with their sizes and prices. The num-

ber of books is about 1400, exclusive of New Editions, Pamphlets, or

Periodicals, being 130 more than in 1834. The number of Engravings

is 100 (including 47 Portraits), 15 of which are engraved in the line

manner, 75 in Mezzotinto, and 10 in Aquatinta, Chalk, &c. This pub-

lication is so well known—its reputation so well grounded, that praise

from us would be superfluous. It constitutes, perhaps, the only really

genuine and well-authenticated daily and hourly Reference Book, to

which the London and Country Bookseller may refer with confidence

and security: moreover, it is well established as the "Text Book" of

the literary commonwealth of England, if not of France, America, and

Europe. It is but bare justice to the present Editor and Proprietor to

state, that under his able management, the arrangement of " Bent's Ad-

vertiser" has been considerably improved.

The Paris Advertiser and Journal of English and Foreign Literature,

George W. M. Reynolds, British and Foreign Library, Paris :—We
have received the first number of this enlarged and much improved

weekly emanation from the teeming press of Paris, or La Belle France ;

and feel bound to state our cordial approval—admiration, indeed—of the

metamorphosis it has so suddenly undergone. We congratulate both

the Editor and Proprietor of the " Journal of English and Foreign

Literature," on their new undertaking, which, we think, merits ex-

tensive patronage.
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Reminiscences of a Literary Life. By the Rev. T. Frognall Dibdin,

D.D. Ill two handsome volumes, royal 8vo., with a finely done portrait

of the author, together with numerous engravings on wood and copper

—all of them of a superior order. John Major, 71, Great Russell

Street, Bloomsbury, pp. 982.

At length—but not until the patience of the literati had been, in a sHght degree,

discomposed, in consequence of tlie delay—this astute and scholarly performance

has made its appearance in the arena of modern classicality ; and although we are

not prepared to aver that it is,

" Above all Greek, above all Roman fame,"

yet we incline to the belief that it will be acknowledged—by all " honourable

minds" and impartial critics—to constitute a work of no ordinary character, emi-

nently calculated to adorn the " library table" ofLady Blessington, our benevolent,

accomplished and exalted literary patroness ; as it is worthy of a place riear the

portfolio of Lord Holland, and our first-class schoolmen.

These, and such as these, are the masters, as we also opine, that teach without

scolding, and chastise without stripes ; and, despite the " clamorous prattle" of

desio-ning reviewers, we most cheerfully rank ourselves amongst those who think

highly of Dr. Dibdin's " Reminiscences of a Literary Life;" and as we really

think, so we express, in respectful, but by no means eloquent language, our

unbiassed opinion. We shall, in all probability, return to this refreshing work in

our next Number. We have to express our qualified regret, that Dr. Dibdin's,

like many other respectable publishers, did not forward our copy before the 16th

of the month. We hope this may be attended to in future—by all our friends

—

and by publishers especially.

We had nearly forgotten to remark upon Dr. Dibdin's dedication. *• To Sir

Francis Freeling, Bart., &c., this work is respectfully incribed by his affectionate

friend and faithful servant, the author." These handsome and illustrated volumes

are admirably printed.

The Tourist's Guide through the Swiss and Italian Cantons. By Wm.
Beattie, M.D., &c., illustrated in a series of views taken expressly

for this work, by W. H. Bartlett, Esq. Parts 18 and 19. G.

Virtue, Ivy Lane.

Much as we approved of some of the former parts of this highly interesting work,

we cannot help expressing our still more favourable opinion of the two parts now
before us. The one (part 18) contains, independently of the excellent letter-press,

lour beautifully ergraved views—namely, Mount Caroin, Bern, Breig, with the

ascent of the Simplon ; together with a view of a street in Sion Valais. The other

(part 19), contains a scene in the Valley of St. Nicholas ; Magadino, Lago, Maz-

zione ; the Pays de Vaud ; and the defile of Gotlenon. We are right glad to see a

work so replete with highly finished landscape engravings—the best in this way

we have yet seen—proceed with such increasing excellence. It speaks volumes

for the taste of the present age.
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Friendship's Offering for 1836. Smith, Elder, and Co.

This splendidly-bound volume contains many excellent articles, both in prose
and verse. The illustrations are also of the highest order. Mr. Harrison has paid

a feeling tribute to the memory of the able Editor who preceded him. His name
is alrea:]y familiar to the reading world. His own admirable article in the present

volume, entitled " The Man that could never say No," alone bespeaks his com-
petence for the present undertaking. When we mention the names of W. Jerdan,
Barry Cornwall, L. E. L., the author of the Gipsy, the Hon. Mrs. Norton, T.
K. Harvey, Douglas Jerrold, " Chartley," " Truckleborough Hall," and many
others which have become household words in our literature, we have said

enough, to confirm its high rank, which is sooner increased than diminished.
There are also four poems by Thomas Miller, basket-maker. The Literary Ga-
zette, AthencBiim, Court Journal, Courier, Globe, and many other able papers,

have already pronounced their favourable opinion of his merits, and we shall pro-
ceed to extract the following poem, without offering any further remarks than say-
ing, that we coincide in their judgment.

THE EVENING HYMN.

How many days, with mute adieu.

Have gone down yon untrodden sky .'

And still it looks as clear and blue.

As when it first was hung on high.

The rolling sun, the frowning cloud

That drew the lightning in its rear.

The thunder, tramping deep and loud,

Have left no foot-mark there.

The village bells, with silver chime,

Come softened by the distant shore
;

Though I have heard them many a time,

They never rung so sweet before.

A silence rests upon the hill,

A listening awe pervades the air

;

The very flowers are shut, and still,

And bowed as if in prayer.

And in this hushed and breathless close.

O'er earth, and air, and sky, and sea.

That still low voice in silence goes,

Which speaks alone, great God! of Thee.
The whispering leaves, the far-off brook,

The linnet's warble fainter grown.
The hive-bound bee, the lonely rook,

—

All these their Maker own.

Now shine the starry hosts of light.

Gazing on earth with golden eyes;

Bright guardians of the blue-browned night

;

What are ye in your native skies ?

1 know not ! neither can I know,
Nor on what leader ye attend.

Nor whence ye came, nor whither go,

Nor what your aim or end.

I know they must be holy things,

That from a roof so sacred shine,

Where sounds the beat of angel-wings,

And footsteps echo all Divine.
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Their mysteries I never sought,

Nor hearkened to what Science tells.

For, oh ! in childhood I was laiight

That God amidst lliem dwells.

The darkening woods, the fading trees,

The grasshopper's last feeble sound,

The flowers just wakened by the breeze,

All leave the stillness more profound.

The twilight takes a deeper shade,

The dusky pathways blacker grow.

And silence reigns in glen and glade,

—

All, all is mute below.

And otlier eves as sweet as this

Will close upon as calm a day.

And, sinking down the deep abyss,

Will, like the last, be swept away
;

Until eternity is gained,

That boundless sea without a shore,

That without time for ever reigned.

And will when time's no more.

Now Nature sinks in soft repose,

A living semblance of the grave

;

The dew steals noiseless on the rose,

The boughs have almost ceased to wave;

The silent sky, the sleeping earth.

Tree, mountain, stream, the humble sod.

All tell from whom they had their birth.

And cry, " Behold a God !"

The Book of Christmas. By T. K. Hervey. With Illustrations by R.
Seymour. Spooner.

We had thought that with Hone, who furnished the reading world with some in-

teresting and amusing essays on the cproUcustoins of old Christmas, all hope of

a further and still more graphic delineation of those ancient and pleasant revelries

of our Saxon forefathers had passed away for aye. It is true that the great Ame-
rican literaturist, Washington Irving, in his fascinating " Sketch Book,'' most hap-
pily contrived to dovetail some of those scenes and sketches, which led us from
time present back to the " merry Christmas " time of other days, with no less de-

light than laughter-loving amusement Nevertheless, it needs no confirma-

tion, nor, indeed, does it require a Bible oath to be taken, to more plainly show
that, to T. K. Hervey, the poet of fancy and of feeling, was it left to consummate
the task which had only been begun by the before-mentioned sons of genius and
of fame.

This clever and trenchrnt annual, then, has made its first appearance on the

metropolitan stage of the world, under auspices of no ordinary kind. Although
T. K. Hervey must be considered—in the exalted sense of the phrase—its audior-

editor, yet we are bound to state, that this accomplished gentleman and scholar

has been assisted throughout his labours consequent on this astute undertaking
by Mr. Crofton Croker, of whose taste and literary acquirements we do not feel

called upon to speak :—suffice it, the association of Mr. Croker's name with
that of the editor's, we think, ought to have its due weight with our generous and
enlightened republic of letter?

,
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The " Book of Christmas " is divided into two parts : the first treats of this fes-

tive season of the year— feelings of the season— the signs and tokens of tlie

season, and so on. The second part sets forth the different "Days"— Christmas

Day—Christmas Eve—St. Stephen's Day, with many other saints' days— the eve

and the day of the new year— Twellili Day, and so on :— the fun and frolic—
the festive and other feeling— the vernacular poetry of the season— all, all these,

with many more, conspire to make this time-and-care-destioyina: merry Christ-

mas Book what, in fine, it ought to be— every English family's fire-side compa-
nion. We have no room for extract; and, if we had, deem it unfair to transfer

to our pages in part, or in "shreds and patches," what will be best read in the

" Book of Christmas " itself. The work is well appointed in every respect—^the

illustrations are really

—

genuine— and no mistake. The " Book of Christmas"

will, no doubt, be added to the list of our annuals, with literary exultation, by the

generous patrons of literature and art. A word in " season," and to sensible

I^eople—how good it is !

The Comic Annual, by Thcias Hood, Esq. A. H. Bailey and Co.

Cornhill.

Come what may—after this annual remembrancer of every-day comicalities—we
give this latter emanation from the piquant pen of Thomas Hood, Fsq.—yea, and
every inch a gentleman—a cordial welcome to this our sacred and ever noiseless

studio, in good sooth, in the very best season, the

" Witching time of night,''

and therefore—all the better, and still more welcome. Hail to thee. Sir Thomas
Hood ! grand master of indispensable comicalities ; surveyor-general of fun

and frolic
;
potent arbiter of all literary pasquinades, whether done in prose

or verse; rigmarole verbiage j or double-distilled doggerel rhymes— all hail to

thee, " great captain of the age." Humph ! To be serious. Once more— from

a crest overlooking Kaltenerberger in the Eifel, cur exquisite Punster makes
his annual bow. "To be sure, as he says in his " Preface," he is more than two
thousand feet above the level of the sea, on a teutonic mountain, in the midst of a

palpable fog, to which it is accustomed eight days out of seven,—but neither

difference nor distance make any difference to us Germans in our salutes :

—

lue

can bow round a corner, or down a crooked lane. To see us bow retrospectively .

sometimes, would remind you of that polite author, who submitting to a classical

authority, said, with an appropriate bend, " I bow to the Ancients." "We all

smoke in Germany," and '' Country Quarters," are clever " papers," and laughably

illustrated. On the whole, the " Comic Annual," for 1836, is, to all intents and
purposes, as the lawyers say, an improvement upon its amusing predecessors.

The Roman Catholic Church of Scotland, its Establishment, Subversion,

and Present State. By John Parker Lawson, M.A., Author of
" The Life and Times of Archbishop Laud," &c. pp. 320. Edin-
burgh Printing and Publishing Company. London : Smith, Elder,

and Co., &c. &c.

This is the first work of intrinsic value and equal merit which the Edinburgh
Printing and Publishing Company have sent forth for the enlightenment of those

who stand in need of the historical facts connected with the old Catholic supre-

macy and domination in Scotland, prior to the Reformation. This volume is

not a mere history of the Refoimation in Scotland, or its causes, which are well

"known to almost every reader, but is what its title imports, the last years of the

Roman Catholic Establishment— its political and ecclesiastical position at that

eventful period—the first attacks made upon it— its struggles for existence—-its

final subversion—the destruction of its edifices—the alienation of its temporalities

—and iia present state, after the lapse of three centuries.

Zealously attached to the Protestant church, and especially to that branch of it

of which he is a member, the author has nevertheless avoided (sensibly-wisely)
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controversy, liis object having been to write neither as the partizan of one party

nor as the vitunerater of another; and he is not without hope that tliis volume

may induce some writer, competent to the ta'sk—and one it will be of no ordinary

difficulty and labour— to undertake a similar work on the subversion of the

Roman Catholic hierarchy in England.

This exciting work itself, to which we must refer our readers, is one of consi-

derable interest, and is well written and printed.

The Cabinet of Modern Art, and Literary Souvenir, for 1836. Edited

by Alaric Alexander Watts, Esq. Whittaker and Co., Ave
Maria Lane.

We had just time enough to briefly notice this splendid production—both of ar^

and literature—in our January number. Nor do we now feel disposed to dwel'

for any length of time, and with a view to draw further attention, upon its supe-

rior merits As a lileraturist, Mr. Watts stands higher than many of his unge-

nerous cotemporaries and author-editors. But let that pass. (VVe have good

reason to know what it is to compete with tliose "reptiles," who call them-

selves literary men; and who are in fact the very monomaniacs of the press

itself, despite its heaven-directed blessings.) The Literary Souvenir, for 1836,

is confessedly superior to any of its predecessors, however good, as it is above

capricious praise— whether we turn to the highly-finished embellishments,

which render it not only valuable but beautiful; or whether we recur, as we have

done, again and again, to the bright and elegant imaginings of the cultivated

mind, which are so sensibly blended and illustrated, so as to constitute "The
Cabinet of Modern Art and Literary Souvenir." The binding of this brilliant

bijou of Belle Leltres is of the most finished and classic description. In

short, this " parent volume" of all the annuals is splendidly appointed, and cannot

fail of meriting the unqualified approbation of every patron of genius, and of every

lover of literature and art. We might have said more: we could not write less.

The Christian Keepsake and Missionary Annual, for 1836. Edited by

the Rev. William Ellis. Fisher, Son, and Co., London and Paris.

—{Second Notice.)

It is delightful to follow the Reverend Editor of this interesting work through the

pleasant paths which he has so discerningly laid out on the pleasure-grounds of his

own mental estate, entitled " mind :'' the which, too, he has had the good taste to

embellish and illumine with some of the choicest, indeed, brightest, of intellectual

loveliness. That the Reverend Editor is a man of genius and true piety, we think,

will not be doubted. That he is sufficiently unpretending we take upon ourselves

lo demonstrate. In his sensible and unambitious " preface" we are told, that in

consequence of the encouragement publicly bestowed on the volume for 1835,

greater exertions have been made to render the prpsent publication increasingly

welcome to the Christian reader of intelligence and taste. We are glad to see the

pages of the " Christian Keepsake" devoted to the interests of piety and benevo-

lence at home, and the records of the progress of Christianity abroad : the latter

furnished by Missionaries who have dwelt among the people to whom these

notices refer, or individuals whom professional or scientific pursuits have led to

the countries they describe. With a trifling addition to the price, the number of

the plates has been extended to seventeen, and the size so enlarged as to exceed,

in this respect, the most costly and attractive of its contemporaries. The engrav-

ings, in point of execution, will be found equal to those of the preceding volumes,

while the additional number of admirable portraits of individuals, eminent in the

walks of Christian philanthrophy, will greatly enhance their worth. It would be

doing a manifest injustice to give "extracts" from the " Christian Keepsake ;"

and, therefore, we most respectfully refer our readers to the work itself, which is

handsomely appointed.
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Sunday. A Poem.

We have to apologise to this lalenied mechanic for not having noticed liis

poems earlier. Tliere is a rough treshness in his pictures, especially the first

production, an aptness at seizing the most promine.it t'ealures of his characters,

a kind of siuidiiiess, aCobbettisin not easily overthrown ; but Ins later production

is more fiiuslud— practice has done much for his versificaiion, i will yet do
more. His character of the street-preacher is very graphic; his picture of the

rhurch-goiiig citizens severely correct ; his portrait ot the street-keeper admirable.

We shall ftel a pleasure in reading more of his poems.

Reading and Writing, or an Improved Spelling-Book. By Donald
Walker. T. Hurst, St. Paul's Church Yard.

TwENTV-FivE years ago, Joseph Lancaster demonstrated that children might be
taught to read and write together; and Dr. Bell, who followed fast in his wake,
and then went before, carried the demonstration to every part of tiie kingdom. To
show how siow the public is ever to appreciate even demonstrable truth, we may
advert to the fact that, even now, but very few private schools imitate the practice

of those public ones for teaching the lower classes, who often receive a belter edu-
cation than those immediately above them. Mr. Walker's book has a tendency to

give the higher classes the advantage which they have mo<t certainly lost by their

inaction and inattention to improvement and education. We do not know a

belter book either for the teacher or the pupil, and this is saying much lor the

work, but no more than is justly its due.

Sketches of Natural History. By Maky Howixr. ESngham Wilson,

When we savv the name of tlowitt on the title-page of this book, we thought that

if it contained only half as many lies as the History of Priestcraft was stuffed with,

it would be a very saleable book. Howil's text is, that ninety-nine hundredths of

mankind are fools, and he would be their oracle—and we only wonrler that a

mind so sweetly attuned to nature could have been linked to a heart of granite It

would be a great malady for Mr. Howit to write for children ; but while his

much, very much better half writes as she has done here, she will perform an
essential service to the rising generation. The book is beautiful, both in the

poetry of nature and of paintng, and we cannot too strongly recommend it.

Cherville's First Step to French. Effingham Wilson.

This little work is an applicative of ftlr. De Porquet's system of teaching French
with a grammar. De Porquet's system we have always admired, because it is in

unison with nature, and because it proceeds upon the principle of practical utility.

The parallel between the pronunciation, etymo'ogy, accidence, and idioms of the

parts of speech, is on a new plan, and adds to the value of the work.

The Story without an End. By Sarah Austin. Effingham Wilson.

Mrs. Austin has performed a most important service to education by her pub-
lication on the " Prussian System," a work which is of the utmost importance to

this country at the present time. It is delightful at all times to see a great mind
descend, and one of the finest moral pictures that this world ever saw, was that

of Charles the Twelfth acting the pony to his little child. We can only say of

this work, that we should like to be a child again to lead it, and (eel the force of

its beautiful teiitimenis.

M. M.—No. 2. O
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A Brief Memoir of Sir Wm. Blizzard, Knt., F.R.S., & L. & E. Sur-

geon and Vice-President of the London Hospital ; read before the

Huntonian Society, Oct. 7, 1835. With additional Particulars of his

Writings. By John Cooke, Member of the Royal College of Sur-

geons, &c Longman and Co.

This very sensible essay is from the pen of a gentleman of good taste and feeling,

is well wriHeii, and contains some interesting matter well worthy the attention

bo'ih of tlie learnid, scient.fic, and piofessional literaiurist.

The Scripture Cabinet. Allan Bell and Co., Warwick Square.

A CONCisK summary of the principal events in Biblical History, neatly illustrated

by Lisars. We strongly recommend this book to teachers, and all who are

charged with the important task of educating young persons.

Tales for Boys, and Tales for Girls. W. Darton, Holborn Hill.

Two pretty little volumes, well worthy the attention of the parent, as a present of

sterling worth, combining the useful with the interesting.

The Mother's Assistant. Derby : Thomas Richardson.

This useful little juvenile instructor contains sixteen hundred and eighty words of

one syllable, classed according to sound. Nothing could be conceived better

adapted to the purpose for which it is intended, and we recommend its use to

those who are on the first step of the ladder of knowledge, or guiding others up

that " steep (but necessary) ascent, fo hard to climb."

A Popular Manual of the Art of Preserving Health, embracing the

Subject of Diet, Air, Exercise, Gymnastics, General and Physical

Education, Occupations, Bathing, Clothing, Ventilation, &c., designed

for the Use of all Ranks and Professions in Society. ByW. J.B.

Davis, Surgeon. Whittaker and Co.

Tuis is an elaborate and masterly undeitakinj; on the part of the author, evidently

an acute and able essayist, who has laboured pretty successfully to demonstrate

that there '3 no .longer a shadow of reason for doubting that ihe preservation of

health, and the material prolongation of life, are largely williui the mediate, if

not immediate, control of well-directed intelligence. We congratulate Mr.

Davis, and have only to express our regret that we cannot draw laigely from his

excellent work, by way of extract.

The Landscape Gardener; comprising the History and Principles of

Tasteful Horticulture. By J. Dknnis, B.C.L. Ridgway and Sons,

Piccadilly.

This refreshing volume is dedicated to Sir Richard Colt Hoare, as a practical

amateur and liberal patron of taste, &c., &c., and, as we opine, will prove alto-

gether worthy of such a protectorate ; for, whether we revert to the various essays

devoted to the subject of landscape gardening, taste for horticulture, Italian land-

scapes, or the Dutch and Roman styles ; or whether we linger over the very eliec-

tive illustrations with which this charming work abounds,— such as the " View

from the West Walk,"—we are alike pWasingly interested and cniertauied. This-

work will be sure to go through many editions.
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The Florist Cultivator, or Plain Directions for the Management of the

principal Shrubs, &c., &c. By Thomas Willats, Esq., Amateur

Cultivator. James Ridgway and Sons.

Hrp.k we have another interesting and sicilful essay, and from tlie same entei-

yjrising publishtrs. The subject matter of this scientific work, is at once deeply

interesting. Of all rational amusements, the cultivation of plants is the most so:

it promotes health, invigorates the animal spirits, and, if persons are of a con-

templative turn of mind, there is nothing so elevating to our ideas of beauty as the

subject of flowers; for whilst we are employed in viewing the adoairable produc-

tion's of nature, it ought at all times to lead us to the God of the universe, who
formed iheni all. There is no work so well calculated to encourage useful reflec-

tions upon tlie subject of flowers as the late Rev. Jas. llervey's " Meditations in

the Flower Garden." We venture to predict, for the accomplished author of this

work, both fame and profit. Indeed, it may be deemed, and we think with a

belter show of classification,—The Florist's Complete Text Book.

The Engineer's and Mechanic's Encyclopedia ; comprising Practical

Illustrations of Machinery, &c. Parts 2 and 3. By Luke Hebert,

Civil Engineer. Thos. Kelly, Paternoster-row.

We are right glad to hear of the success of this meritorious and useful work. If

the succeed mg are equal to the numbers already before the public, we cannot for

a moment hesitate to speak in liigli terras of praise of the work as a whole. We
shall notice this utilitarian work with more than ordinary interest from time to time.

The Walls-End Miner ; or, a brief Memoir of the Life of William

Christer : including an Account of the Catastrophe of June 18, 1835.

By James Everett, Author of " Edwin," " The Village Blacksmith,"

&c. Hamilton, Adams, and Co.

" To persons remote from tiie scene where the subject of this volume spent his

days, and also unacquainted with its local history, it would be almost necessary

for us to state, that ' Walls-End ' is situated on the North Side of the Tyne, in

the county of Northumberland, immediately on the main road leading from New-
castle to Shields, and is about four miles, being an equal distance, from each

place. The name is derived from the famous Wall built by the Emperor Severus,

A.D. 207," &c. Thus much we have extracted from the unpretending preface

which accompanies the work before us. Of the merits of this interesting and in-

structive volume, we must be understood to speak candidly — we are disposed to

do justice— they are of an order which cannot fail to elicit commendation. The
memoir of an orphan, from beginning to end, is well written— the characters in-

troduced fairly sustained— and die interest kept up throughout. Had we space

for extract, we should certainly give one or two. We had nearly forgotten to re-

mark upon the excellent letter-press of this work, which affords another proof of

the progress of the " art of printing '' in the provinces as well as in London

;

indeed, the printing of this book is quite equal to the average execution of letter-

press in town.

Winkles's English Cathedrals. No. 13. Royal 4to. Charles Tilt,

Fleet Street.

Containing tiirce finely executed engravings (on steel), illustrative of the

Cathedral Church of Wells; together with the usual quantity of descriptive

letter-press. We think this popular woik iin[)rovcs in each department as it
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Winkles's Continental Cathedrals. No. I. Royal 4to. Charles

Tilt, Fleet Street.

This is a new and very suppiior publication, comprising four finely engraved (on

fteel) illustrations of the Cathedral Cliiircli of Ajuiens, togetlier with descriptive

tetter-press. 'I he drawings were made by R. Garland, aichitect; the description

by Thomas Moule, author of an Essay on Roman Vdlas. This is a work of

undoubted merit and utility.

Stanfield's Coast Scenery. Plate 7. Smith, Elder, and Co.

This charming woik continues to attract univeisal yttention. The present

number contains four beautiful plates, illustrative of Uroadstairs, Dover Pier,

Boulogne, and Boulogne Old Pier, with the usual quantity of descriptive matter.

The Architectural Magazine. No. 23. January, 1836. Longman
and Co.

This number is quite equal to those which have preceded it. We have been

much pleased with the " paper" On the Design q^' the New Housesof PurUument,

by Candidas.

Arboretum Britannicum, &c. Longman and Co.

The January number of this meritorious work presents an unusual quantity of

matter, accompanied by an increased mass of illustration, both of which are well

deserving praise.

A few Remarks on the Present Laws of Mai-riage, Adultery, and

Seduction in England, to Lord Brougham and Vaux, Member of the

Institute of France. By P. Anichini, a Briton by Act of the Re-

formed Parliament. Second Edition, with considerable Additions.

Effingham Wilson, Royal Exchange.

This is a very able essay, by a distinguished and sensible writer. The author

savs, in his eloquent dedication to Ebenezer Elliott, Esq.—" You have exposed,

in ih'e idiom of siblime poetry, the iniquity of the corn laws : I have denounced,

in the humble sunpUcity of prose, the infamy of the laws of marriage and

adul ery."
.

As we have no space for extracts, it only remains lor us to observe, which we

are enabled to do witli perfect salisfiction to ourselves, that our author has accom-

plished Ins task with infinite credit. We most cordially direct the immediate

attention of our readers to this oiergiown pamphlet—nevertheless, a pamphlet is a

pamphlet still, notwithstanding it consists of six sheets of well-printed letter-press.

The Divarication of the New Testament into Doctrinal History. By
Thomas Wirgman, Esq., Author of "The Principles of Transcen-

dental Philosophy," "Kant," "Logic," "Metaphysics," "Moral

Philosophy," and Philosophy in the " Encyclopa;dia Londinensis."

London : Wurtz and Co. pp. 60-1.

The author of this volume is a lion whom the great directors of the religious

world have been afraid to beard. The Evangelkul Maguzine confessed it could

not comprehend him ; The Buptixt Missionari/ Hegistcr, that it could not under-

stand him • The Quarterly said that to attempt to prove the doctrine of the

Trinity, the' professed object of the book, was arch heresy ; and the great orgnn of

Chuich of Enelandism, in its sul|ihur suit, The British Magazine, shouted with

nil Its might, ''The Church m danger," while the "little dogs, Toby, Blanch, and
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Sweetheart," all barked at him, from Fmser's Threepenny to the Fai tiling Rush-

light of Costermongers' Hall. The autiior, however, like the great men who have

been in advance of their aije some centuiies, bore all things patiently : he |irinted,

he pubhshed, he chalked the walls, he billed the B.bles, — DIVARICATION
stared us in the face at every angle, and every body wanted to know what the

Divarication could be. There was a mystical union of red, while, and blue—
there were rays of sunshine, glory, and cloudiness ; soul and body ; angles and

triangles; and a variety of symbols, which appeared calculated to perplex reason

through all its calculations. Yet one fact stood clear— one that was understood

— one that found an answer from every bosom,— and that was, PRICE ONE
GUINEA (that did not own a ninny,) at the bottom of '.he title-page— so people

read no further.

But what is the DIVARICATION— this Jesus Natura— this mental Sala-

mander— this moral sea serpent,— seen, and not seen— conceived, but not ima-

gined ? What is its author— is he a man or an orang-outang? Does he not

want to take a very reverend personage by the horns, and swear Lucifer his true

liege man, on the cross of a Welsh hook? Yea, verily, he is a man who would

take a beam of the sun for his shoe-tie— knock down the great wall of China—
measure the spectre of the Bodken for a pair of unmentionables—and sup sulphur

posset out of the crater of Mount Vesuvius. There are few things to be ill done

when it is well done, from a beefsteak to a mistake, that Thomas Wirgman cannot

do. But what is the DIVARICATION ? To this we will come presently ; but

first, for the author of it,— the " shunned," the " forsaken," the " rejected," the

" beset," the " belaboured," the " abused, ' who writes upon his banner, " I am
m conlroversy with all the world— but yet, not so, for I have found tiie tiiilh,

and therefore controversy is for fools

—

EUREKA."
We had imagined the author of the Divarication to be one of those " unearthly

horrors" who walk about with greere spectacles, s«//ow grec« complexion, and in

a brown stud, tipped with the blues and dejicet of the i/elloius. But how were we
surprised when we s^w a " full and proper man," with a rosy cheek and brilliant

eye, hopping over sixty years with as much alacrity as a flea would over a coun-

terpane, and chirping as merrily as a brown cricket in a hay-field. " Philosophy,

not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose," but full of fun and fiolic as a

Christmas pantomime, though not so full of tricks. The DIVARICATION—
that book of books, which made the hairs of the Bishop of London's wig uncurl

themselves and push his hat off, standing up therefrom like skewers in a side of

bacon;—that tome of tomes, that volume of volumes, which concentrates within

itself all that exists, and on which is written, as was on the temple of the Egyp-
tian Isis

—

" I am wha:ever is,

I am whatever was,

I am whatever shall be,

And the veil that covers my features

No mortal hand has ever raised."

That sword of the mind, which, unable to unravel the web of human existence,

and the mysterious connection of body and soul, would seek to cut it— not as the

Duke of Wellington is said to have cut the " Dog Billy," but as the sword of

Alexander cut the gordian knot— with an asseveration to make a deseveration,

and which, by cutting one in the middle, can turn three into one. Without, how-
ever, wishing to perform so formidable a task, we may be permitted to make some
observations on the work before us. The sul;ject of mental philosophy, involving

!is it does mf-taphysical inrpury, has hitherto baffled the most splendid minds of

former as of modern times Dr. Rrid, with his common sense, put all common
sense to the blush ; and Du^ald Stewart, that elegant and splendid writer, from
his immense erudition, has given us the literature of many important questions,

but nothing that can be called the philosophy of the human mind. That acute

reasoner, Dr. Thomas IJrown, whom Scotchmen think the ne plus ultra of rneta-
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physical researcli, threw the philosophy of Reid into the shade as a thing of

naught ; and now comes Mr. Wirgman, and if there is any truth in sound reason-

ing, in mathematical logic, he as completely finishes the school of the " Brownies"

as he would any other hobgoblins of the land of flood and field.

The philosophy of Mr. Wirgman is that of Immanuel Kant, the great German
metaphysician, weeded from all its incongruities and irapuiities. The object is

to prove the whole of the Christian doctrine to be divine by the strict method of

analysis and deduction ; and we may say that the author has brought into his

work a degree of mental strength rarely to be found in works of the present day.

To the most logical reasoning he has added all the graces of diction, and has thus

rendered what would otherwise have been "dry reading " interesting and even

entertaining. If the desire of proving, upon a mathematical principle, religion lo

be true, is a gree t and good one, no less great and good is the other object which

Mr. Wirgman professes,—namely, that of destroying forever all sectarian differ-

ences. These designs, prosecuted with an ardour, an indefatigability, and a per-

severance, not surpassed by any of the great minds of former ages or the present,

are likely, if not now, yet ultimately, to be realized. " He who shall separate

motive from action, truth from fiction, religion from hypocrisy, virtue from us sha-

dow, reason from sense, principle from instinct, our essential from our animal

nature," says the pious Hooper, " will deserve a monument more lasting than the

Pyramids of Egypt." To enable us to ascertain how much chance there is of this

great wish being accomplished, we shall, without further comment, refer at once

to the " Divarication."

Valpy's Elements of Greek Grammar. Longman and Co.

Wliittaker and Co.

Aj«ii i'.ittau tratrif. The beginning is the half of the whole, and what is'well begun

is truly done. This may be ai>plied to the Grammar before us with much fitness.

Mr. V,ilpy's series of school and college classics is excellent, and his courage in

introducmg the English Greek Grammar is to be commended by every friend to

improvement. Of all the ancient languages, Greek is at once the most nervous

Snd comprehensive, and stands no comparison with the Latin. The only language,

indeed, that approaches it is the English, and we do not see why an inferior

language should be used to explain and illustrate one so infinitely superior. The
English, then, we hold to be the most fitting for this work, as it more nearly

approaches the language to be acquired; and we look upon Valpy's Greek

English Grammar to be far more serviceable to the young pupil than those

which would render the abstract difficulties of a grammar more perplexing by a

Latin context.

Exercises for Ladies, calculated to preserve and improve Beauty, and to

prevent and correct Personal Defects, founded on Physiological

Principles. With Thirty-tliree Outline Plates. T. Hurst,' St. Paul's

Church-yard.
'

The principles of physiology were never better applied than in this work, as

they are made the means to an end, and that end is one of the highest importance

to females. The exercises here introduced have not only the objects stated by

the author, but, perhaps, a still higher one: namely, the preservation of the

general health of the subject, as the rules apply in such a maimer as to insure the

exercise of all the muscles of the human body. They comprehend every variety

of posture—riding, standing, walking, lying in bed even, and give general direc-

tions as to their appropriation and guidance. Nothing evinces better the quick

sagacity of the excellent Dr. Birkbeck, than his ready recommendation of such a

work. After his opinion, it would be vain to blame and useless to praise it. We
therefore content ourselves with this very brief notice, which we trust will be

sufficient to place the work in the hands of our female friends, who will understand

that beauty depends on health, and health on exercise.
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Land and Sea Tales. By the Old Sailor, Author of " Tough Yarns,"
&c. 2 vols. pp. 408. Effingham Wilson, Royal Exchange.

Our old friend and popular literal urist has produced another, and we iiad almo.st
said, a more entertaining work, than either his " Greenwicli Hospital " or "Toneh
Yarns;" but that were almost impossible. Nevertlieless, we liave the "rare O.d
Sailor " again on the quarter-deck of his own good ship—the " Smollett of
England." Tliere stands the '' Old Fellow," in all his genuine, comical, racy,
and vigorous glory. The gusto, the admirable humour of our author, iiave been
commented upon by his Sovereign and superior officers with delight and gratifi-

cation, at the Royal table, while his warm-hearted scenes and sketches have be-
come familiar in every " mess-room" throughout the British navy. But let us
turn to the work itself, and firstly to the preface. What has the brave Old Sailor
to say for himself? Here we have the preface, short but witty, as it is :

" During my naval services, it fell to my lot more than once or twice lo com-
mand a party of seamen on shore, for the puipose of co-operating with the army,
and that, too, in situations which rendered it absolutely necessary to drill them
into something like military evolutions. This, however, was a sad puzzler to
]ioor Jack , and I remember heanng one of the forecastle men exclaim to a ship-
male—

' Well, I'm blow'd if this here long-shore work don't throw my edecation
slap back .' not but what I'm thinking I can handle the consarn of a musket and
bay'net handsome enough; but them there shove-along (lie meant ec/ietonj move-
ments beat me out and out !'

"Something of a similar feelirg pervaded my mind when I commenced my
'Tales of the Ljnd,'— the 'shove-along' movements on feira firma,— and thai,
too, out of Sight of my natural element, rather bewildered me; but still I perse-
vered, and now lay the results before my indulgent friends.

"Of the navy department I shall say nothing, as the patronage given to my
' Tough Yarns ' emboldens me to hope for the same kind support in my present
undertaking. I have written with an earnest desire to amuse, and ardently trust
that my exertions to please will not prove a failure. The Olo Sailor."
And now we think we have said enough to direct public attention to this

charming work, entitled "Land and Sea Tales," by the naval humourist of the
nineteenth century.

Antonio Foscanini. An Historical Drama. Edward Bull, 19, Holies
Street.

This is a stirring piece of composition, well worthy the attention of our highest
and best-informed theatrical people. The " scenrs" of its story are faiily pour-
trayed,—the cell where perished Antonio Foscarani—the palace, whence through
a barred casement he cast liimse Ifinio the Mension, of a Spanish ambassador to save
—"a lady's honour :"—all these, with many more, are strikingly developed. We
have no room left for extracts. We could wish it were otherwise. We will give a
hne or two—page 75 :

—

FOSCARANI.
" My brighter star predominates. As yet
They know not I have passed the Lido's bounds.
It was no part of their dark plot to leave

These golden iiisiants to behold thee."

THEIILSE.

Hence!
What power can save thee if in Venice found ?"

FOSCARANI.
Well are these moments worth the life they seek !

I am upon the threshold of my tomb.
And my last look would fasten npoii thee,

—

Then welcome death !

—
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THERESE.
Live, my Anionic, live !

Another and a better clay may dawn,

—

My own betrothed, we yet may meet again

!

FOSCARANI.
Beyond the grave ?

THERESE.
Time yet may wear away

Our sorrows, and each obstacle—You smile ?

True ! when 1 am old, and these dark tresses wave,

Tlie snowy tell-tales of decay and years.

Thou wilt foigel ?—Yes, yes, I know thou wilt.

Not such is woman's love."

We hope the author will believe that we are interested in the success of his

drama.

Study of English Poetry, or a choice Selection of the finest Pieces of the

Poets of Great Britain, arranged in Chronogical order from the r2th

Century to the present day ; preceded by a Treatise on English Ver-

sification. By A. Spiers, Professor at the Royal School at Ponts-

et-Chaussees, of the Royal College of Bourbon, &c. &c. Simpkin,

Marshall, and Co. pp. (with a copious Index included) 556. 12mo.

boards.

Poetry, whicli has been the study and delight of mankind in all the by-gone

ages of the world, and has ever been deemed one of the most delightful pro-

diiciions of the human intellect, is, as ;in ingenuous critic—Mr. Hazlitt—was wont
to express it— (in his Lectures on the English Poets)—" the language of the ima-

gination to the passions. It relates to what ever gives immediate pleasure to the

mind,'" and so on.

This is a work admirably calculated for the use of Jinishing-schools, for both

young ladies and young gentlemen.

Rome and its surrounding Scenery. Nos. 1 , 2, and 3, in 4to. By Cooke.

A VERY inexpensive and interesting work. The object of the publisher is to

illustrate the ruinous desolation—the remains of those magnificent fabrics which

aforetime lifted their gothic summits heavenward:—together with the most pic-

turesque scenery within a circumference of twenty miles of Rome. Each number
contains three well-executed engravings, by some of the most talented artists.

Address to the People of Great Britain, explanatory of our Commercial

Relations with the Empire of China, and of the Course of Policy by

which it may be rendered an almost unbounded Field for British

Commerce. By a Visitor of China. Smith, Elder, & Co., Cornhill,

Booksellers to their Majesties.

We deem it proper to state that this attempt (a very well-written "paper," or

address, by the vvay) to throw lii>ht on a subject which has been much misre-

presented, and is but little understood by the public at large, is from the pen of a

gentleman who visited China for purposes entirely unconnected with commerce,

and who, with the advantage of personal observation, may reasonably be supposed

to have formed a more impartial and dispassionate judgment, than could have been

arrived at by one writing under the smart of the injuries which he so ably describes

This address ought to be read generally by commercial men at home and abroad.
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MR. CHARLES KNIGEIT'S ALMANACKS FOR 1836.

Compiled under the Superintendence of the Society for the Diffusion of

Useful Knowledge. They are as follow :

1. The British Almanack.

2. The Household Almanack.

3. The Working-man's Almanack.

Of the " British," with the Comp-inion thereto, we can say thai it is in all respects

llie most vaUiable and comprehensive treasury of i<nowltda;e worth having. It

contains, together with the chief features of an ahnanaci<, a mass of matter at once

attracti\e and highly useful, such as the natural phenomena of the year, chronology,

geography, legislation, statistics, &c. &c. In fact, so much pains have been
bestowed upon it,that it would be difficult to point out what else it might by pos-

sibility have been made to contain. We had nearly forgotten to state, that, inde-

pendently of all these and many more, even the public buildings which had
been completed during the year 1835, are exhibited in good style, to the number
of five or six. On the whole, it is one of the best and most useful publications we
have seen, as an every-day book.

Of the "Household Almanack,'' thit it is full of good things—not puddinijs;

no, nor mince-pies—but curious matter relative to domestic concerns ; a very well-

written history of wine; household statistics ; all of which will be found interesting.

Of the " Working-man's Almanack," that it is a compiladon of undoubted
merit, abounding in information entirely utiiUariun. Cheapness and utility are

sure to command an immense sale for these " smart and vigorous" publications

;

and in thus doing what we deem short of justice to them, we feel with Mr.
Knight— that, provided a " bcok" be really good and worth the money— it matteis

not from whom it come—from a society, or a bookselling house. We are among
those, also, who wish the Society for the Diffusion of Knowledge every possible

success, and that their en'erprising and gallant literaturist, Mr. Knight, may long

be spared to represent its best interests.

RIDGWAY'S PAMPHLETS.

Nos. 1 to 6 of the Portfolio. This is a work which, if we do not greatly err,

must find its way to the library of every scholar and politician in the king's domi-
nions. This periodical publication, we are informed, was undertaken solely with a
view of giving a connected publicity to a mass of foreign state papers, most deeply
affecting this country, as also the public relations and the political position of the
various members of the community of nations. These important documents
cannot fail to excite a great deal of political interest. They are composed by a
writer of undoubted talent, and one whose experience en the vast theatre of
political Europe, will render any sentence contained in them of intrinsic worth.
The paper on the state and prospects of Germany we have read to our advantage.
The commenlaiy on the Czar's speech at Warsaw, displays considerable ability

and a competent knowledge of" facts" connected with that monstrous outpouring
of tyranny, which has had the effect of disgusting the whole of Europe—nay, even
the rancorous wolves of snow-clad and terrible Siberia have responded to the call

of catholic humanity—by their unusually loud and continued howling bark,
which fact has been reported to the Goth by Scythian and Vandal tongues.

Parliamentary Talk, or the Objections to the late Irish Church Bill

con.sidered, in a Letter to a Friend Abroad. By a Disciple of Selden.
Second Edition.

Tins is an effort, on the part of the writer, to sliow cause why " any surplus
which should remain after fully providing for the spiritual instruction of Protest-

ants of the Established Church, should be applied locally to the general education
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of his Majesty's sul)jfct-!, witlioul any cjistinction of religion." We long to refer

our readers to the publication itself.

Create ! A Letter to the King, on behalf of the Lords.

The first pages of this pamphlet are devoted to the main object of the writer—as

it appears to us—namel)', to show the impossibility of maintaining a ministry

composed of reforming anti-reformers. We leave his readers to judge for themselves.

MUSICAL REVIEW.

Cruse's Psalms, adapted for Four Voices : applicable also for Two or

One. With a condensed Instrumental Arrangement ; being a con-

tinuation of Psalms of the Church, &c. &c. &c. Imperial 4to. Dedi-
cated to Her Majesty Adelaide Queen of England, whose Piety and
Practice of the Christian Virtues do equal honour to Herself, her

Country, and Religion. D'Almain & Co., Soho Square.

"To the distinguished paironage of Her Most Gracious Majesty, must be attri-

buted the success of the first vohime of tiie Psalms of the Church, rather than the

humble merits of the work itself.'' So says the author of this admirable work, in

his sensible and unpretending preface. We shall not institute an inquiry into

the fact, but proceed to speak of the second volume, which is now before us.

If unwearied industry and a zealous devotion to the task, together with mental

talents of no common kind, could be sufficient for the purpose, then might be

safely indulged an honest anticipation that the second volume will be in every

way worthy of the first.

A striking novelty will be found in the peculiar characteristic effects of the

serious melodies of various nations; and much merit will be discovered in the

original contributions, written expressly for this work, and for which the editor

expresses himself indebted to many gentlemen of talent and celebrity.

The words in this attractive volume are chiefly selected from the New Version

of the Psalms, and the Notes on the Text being continued and completed, in a

few cases only have tlie original words been written for some of the compositions.

In the literary portion of this work will be found the opinions of many writers,

which are rendered valuable by the editor's comments upon them.

In the introduction will be found *' Remarks on Congregational Singing," and
"On the Duties of an Organist," wliich were originally promised to form part of

a Book of Chants.

Since Music is not yet considered in this country, as it is in Germany, to form
an essential part of general education : it is very probable that a large portion of

those who compose a "church congregation,'' may be still unacquainted with

even its first principles.

Music, however, is obviously a written language, and is capable of affording

intellectual pleasure as a literary pursuit. Were we for the first time to look into

a book written in any other language, we should perceive only strange unmeaning
characters, and should be astonished to observe, and that person better acquainted

with them than ourselves, moved to " smiles and tears,'' by their perusal.

The mere exercise of the voice requires no systematic study of the science, but
just so much musical perception as to understand the progress of a simple melody.

How delightfully might p>almody be performed if every one would contribute

all the assistance in his power!
Singing is particularly reco.nmended by Mr. Bradford as an exercise not only

delightful to nature, but also very useful to preserve the health. It charms the

spirits, opens the pipes, and it strengthens all the parts of the breast. We most

cordially recommend this second volume of Mr. Cruse's Psalms to the musical

world.

i
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THE DRAMA.

Drury Lane.—" There is a tide in the affairs of men." So thei'e is

in the affairs of theatres. Shakspeare must, in the course of his some-

what extensive histrionic experience, have had abundant proof of this.

Mr. Bunn, we are sure, will bear his willing testimony to the fact.

That tide has set in in the case of Drury Lane Theatre, and Mr. Bunn
seems to have taken it at its fountain. Matters are getting on just

now swimmingly at this house. The present extraordinary prosperity

of Drury dates its origin from the bringing out of The Siege of Rochelle.

That opera was followed by another. The Jewess, no less attractive.

And before the theatre-going public had time to get cloyed with the

richness of these, Mr. Bunn, with admirable tact, introduces a little

pleasing variety under the title of The Bronze Horse. The house, con-

sequently, continues to " draw ;" and will, we doubt not, do so for

some time to come, by which time Mr. Bunn will unquestionably have

something new to administer to the public palate. The Bronze Horse,

which is the only new piece brought out at Drury I^ane Theatre since

our last appeared, being chiefly intended as a spectacle, there is no room
for dramatic criticism, in the sense in which that phrase is usually un-

derstood. It is got up with great splendour, and is sure to continue

its attractions for some time.

CoVENT Garden.—The fortunes of this theatre have taken a sudden

turn, and, so far as present appearances may be depended on, it is

destined to see more prosperous days. Miss Faucit, the daughter of

Mrs. Faucit, the well-known actress, made her dehit on the boards of

this house early in the month. The character she assumed for her first

introduction to the public was that of Julia, in Sheridan Knowles's

play of The Hunchback. The event has proved that, whether she

selected that character for herself, or it was recommended to her by

some friend, the choice was a most judicious one. A more successful

debut has not been made for many years : that of Fanny Kemble was
the only parallel to it during the last quarter of a century. We are

satisfied that Miss Faucit is destined to fill up a chasm which has so

long existed, in the higher walks of female personation, of tragic cha-

racters. We are not ignorant of the fact, that many promising debuts,

on the part of females as well as on that of our own sex, have been made
within the last twenty years, which have soon after been followed by
decided failures ; but it strikes us that Miss Faucit, instead of being

drilled, as we know the parties to whom we refer were, into tlie

management of her voice and Ihe character of her action, by some old

stager, studies the part she has to perform for herself, and only em-
bodies her own conceptions in the way which appears to her most
effective. This is a point which will soon be set at rest ; the young
debutante will soon have to appear in other characters, and then the

public will see whether or not we liave exaggerated her histrionic
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acquirements. Mr. Knowles sustained the character of the hero of his

own piece for the first fortnight, when his provincial engagements

calling him to the country, he was succeeded by Charles Kemble.

The acting of the latter, even in a part which was Mr. Knowles's own
creation, is decidedly superior to that of the former. The Hunchback
continues to attract large houses ; nor has the pantomime of Guy
Fawkes lost its interest by nearly forty repetitions. The pantomime
season, however, will be over by the time this reaches the hands of our

readers : we have not heard what is to be the new afterpiece ; but Mr.
Osbaldiston, there can be no doubt, will be fully prepared with the

necessary variety.

The Minor Theatres.—The Adelphi continues its prosperous

career. Mr. Braham's, St. James's, has experienced a slight improve-

ment in the dimensions of its audiences, though some of his pieces by no

means deserve it. With tolerably good pieces, this theatre, owing to

its situation, cannot fail to be successfal for the next four or five

months. The Queen's Theatre, even under the management of Mrs.

Nisbett, is in a melancholy state ; there are hardly any audiences, and

even the few people that tenant the boxes, " go gratis." We hear,

the fortunes of this theatre are irretrievable : at anj' rate, there is no

hope for the unfortunate proprietor, until the season at the larger

houses is over. The English Opera House is closed ; and The Strand

Theatre, after being opened for one short week, followed its example.

The cause, it is said, was an order to that effect from the Lord Cham-
berlain. His Lordship might have saved himself the trouble. The
conjoint absurdity of the pieces, and the stupidity of the acting,

would most assuredly have done the work to his hand in a fortnight at

farthest.

AVE MARIA.

Oh ! divinest.

Oh ! benignest.

Purest Virgin, pray o'er us ;

Though we be not worth thy care,

Prove how strong is virtue's prayer,

—

Holy woman, pray o'er us.

By thy kindness.

By our blindness,

Mary, mother, pray o'er us.

Thou, beneath whose maiden eye

Slept an infant Deity,

Ne'er canst vainly pray o'er us. JE.



( 1^7 )

LITERARY ANNOUNCEMENTS.
FOR FEBKUARY, 1836.

Shortly will be published "The Anglo Polish-Harp," or Songs for

Poland, to which will be added, Scenes from " Longinus," " Palmyra,"

and other Poems, by Jacob Jones, Esq., Barrister at Law, Author of
" Thoughts on Prison Labour," and various other works.

The friends and patrons of Thomas Miller, the poet and basket-maker,

author of " Songs of the Sea Nymphs," &c., intend publishing, by sub-

scription, for his benefit, a new work, which he has just completed, under

the title of "A Day in the Woods;" being a connected Series of

Tales and Poems, of which a most favourable report is given by many
distinguished literary characters who have perused the manuscript.

" Lays of the Heart," containing an Ode to the Memory of a Father,

and other Poems, by J. S. C, will appear early in March.

The Daughter of the Author of " The Balance of Comfort," has a

work in the press, under the title of " The Governess, or Politics in

Private Life."

Cuthbert Clutterbuck, of Kannaquhair, F.S.A., has just completed
his long-projected work, entitled " Edith of Glammis," in three vols,

post Svo.

A work " On the Physical and Intellectual Constitution of Man,"
will be published early next month, by Edward Meryon, Esq. F.R.C.S.,
&c. &c.

The Venerable Archdeacon Wix has now in the press " A Journal of
his recent Missionary Labours in Newfoundland ;" giving a general des-
cription of that interesting country, and of the manners, customs, and
religious feelings of its inhabitants.

Donaldson's Examples of Modern Doorways in Italy and Sicily, being
a continuation of the Examples of Ancient Doorways in Greece and
Italy, 4to., '-8 plates, and letter-press description.

In the Press. On the Causes and Objects of Local Disturbances in
Ireland. By George Cornewall Lewis, Esq.
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LITERARY OBITUARY,

Died, on the 31st, and " last day" of December, 1835, after a
most painful and distressing consumption— not of the lungs—which
had been borne with Conservative resignation, during the whole term
of its comparative obscurity

—

THE ALBION,
EVENING NEWSPAPER,

Aged 3 years and 9 months.

It is due to the " wet-nurse" who had the care of this splenetic

Tory offshoot, to record, that every possible attention was paid to the
comfort and cleanliness of the private department— especially the sheets

on which it lingered with so much suffering to itself, and with no little

pain to those who heard its " daily-evening" agonies. It is confidently

reported, in the higher circles, that the manes ai-e to be buried under
the bronze statue of Achilles, in the Park.

EPITAPH.

Oft has it been our lot to mark
A proud, conceited, talking spark :

Wiih eyes that hardly served, at most,

To guard his master 'gainst a

—

Post.

We are sorry to announce the sudden and unexpected demise of that

excellent young hobby-horse, known by the name of

" LEIGH HUNT'S JOURNAL,"

The loss of this mental volocipede will be felt by the literati, and by
those of its friends and admirers who—despite the frowns of fortune

—continued to be its readers and admirers up to the last moments of

its ephemeral existence.

We understand, the deceased smiled its last smile amidst the en-

couraging hopes of intellectual—Knight ; in the morning, however, it

was found to be quite dead !
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AGRICULTURAL REPORT.

The sacred volume informs us, that " a house divided against itself can-

not stand;" and, if we are to form an opinion of the present agitation

of the question of agricultural distress by this self-evident truth, no
good can result from the opposing opinions with which the discussions

of the various meetings and associations are distractedly animated.

Some suppose that an abrogation of the tax on malt would effect the

object in view, and in all probability a trifling temporary relief would
be thus brought about ; others maintain, that Peel's bill for the altera-

tion of the currency was the cause of the present depressed state of the

agricultural interest, and that therefore a return to unlimited issues of

paper would restore its previous prosperity ; but, while we willingly

admit the impolicy of Mr. Peel's enactment, which effected such havock
amongst the manufacturers as well as in the rural districts, we are not
prepared to admit that a profuse factitious currency would restore a
system which produced inordinate rents,—which forced manufactures and
commerce out of their natural channels, but which was nowise calculated

for permanent benefit to the community. Perhaps the soundest view
which has been taken of the case, under present circumstances, is that

of Mr. Mackay, manager of the Moncrieffe estate, who has made an
arrangement with the tenantry, by which the whole rental of the
estate is converted into grain on fair and liberal principles ; and the

tenants are thus secured in the same quantity of the produce of their

farms, being equal to the rents now payable by them, as was necessary
to discharge their obligations on that head when they entered into their

bargains. But as the disease is too deeply seated to admit of cure by
ordinary cataplasm, so the remedies previously enumerated, though they
might assuage the inflammation or delusively cicatrize tlie sore, in as

much as they could not reach the source of the evil, they would not be
able to operate as a permanent and effectual cure.

For several weeks back, the price of grain has experienced a trifling

advance, owing to the markets being less abundantly supplied than they
were previously to the close of the year. To leave rent out of the
question, farmers would have to provide for the liquidation of various
annual or semi-annual accounts due at Christmas, and would therefore
feel themselves under the necessity of bringing their produce to market
for the purpose in question ; hence the little increase in the price of
agricultural produce noticed above, which we have no doubt will expe-
rience a retroaction before the end of the present month.

AVERAGE PRICES OF GRAIN.

«. d. s. d.

Wheat
. . • . . 5 3 to 5 6 per bushel.

Barley 3 9 to 4 ditto.

Oats 2 9 to 3 ditto.

Beans 4 6 to 5 ditto.

Every other kind of grain, as well as hay, selling at prices equally low. The
dairyman has no reason to complain

;
for, amidst the genreal depression of the

markets, which lias unforlnnately contiiaud for a ruirions period, Cheese and
Butler haveunifoimly averaged good [uiccs. The same remark will apply to
Hutcheis' Meat,

'
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THE EDITOR'S LATEST MOMENTS.

It is quite impossible for us to insure a notice of any new publication

that is not sent in before the 18th day of each month in succession.

The quantity of books sent for this purpose, even after the •24th of

January, will account for their not being reviewed in this number of the
" Old Monthly." Our friends and subscribers will perceive that we
have no less a number of crowded pages than sixteen, devoted to the

notice of books of sterling merit, in our present number. We have yet

—we are free to confess it—a great arrear of book criticism to bring up,

at least forty volumes, which shall be done speedily.

Our Glasgow correspondent is sincerely thanked by the editors of

the " Old Monthly."—As early iu March as he may think proper.—By
sea.

We advise Junius Brutus to call on the liOrd Chancellor, de facto.

" Pope Leo's Jiast Words, by an African Chief," may be rendered

eminently useful in another quarter of the world ; we must decline the

honour of publishing them.

Mr, Middleton's paper is accepted, and at his own terms.

At the suggestion of an eminent bookseller—whom we are happy to

rank amongst our friends—we have erected new premises in our ad-

vertising department, exclusively for the " advertisements" of book-

sellers, authors, and literary men.

A " paper," of considerable interest, from the pen of T. Miller,

Basket-maker, will be found in the present number of the "Old
Monthly." It is no less gratifying to us than it will be pleasant to all

those literaturists who have known Mr. Miller, from the first step he

gained on his ascent to the better walks of literature, to know that he

has been kindly— nay, splendidly patronised. We say splendidly

patronised, because, if such names as the Countess of Blessingtou,

Mrs. Bulwer, Miss Landon, on the one hand : the Editor of the Literary

Gazette (W. Jerdan, Es^.), the elder and younger Dilk, of the Athenaeum,

Mr. Lockhart, of the Quarterly, Mr. Bulwer, Mr. Harrison, the accom-

plished author-editor of " Friendship's Ofiering," on the other, do

not tend to add splendour to their unafiected and benevolent patronage

of a man of genius—although a basket-maker—we are at a loss to un-

derstand what " splendid patronage," would import. It is with feelings

of no ordinary kind we speak of Mr. Miller ;—for the present, however,

let silence speak our respect _
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OLD BOGY."

What is there among things material or immaterial, animate or

inanimate, real or unreal, whose antiquity can be compared with that

ancient ideal creation of a terrified fancy, the venerable Bogy, or, in

vulgar parlance, " Old Bogy ?" In comparison to the age of this

evergreen and universal terrorist, that of the flesh-and-blood Methu-

selah becomes absolute juvenility—mere boyhood; in short, our hero's

origin may be dated from the creation of man, or perhaps, more strictly

speaking, the fall of man. We say hero, in our personification, be-

lieving that the masculine gender has always been assigned to this very

extraordinary ideality. Whatever doubts may be entertained as to the

precise period of his birth, there can be none with regard to the woful

extent of his influence and power; inasmuch as the latter has been

experienced by all, in a greater or less degree, through every stage of

this " fleeting life." But it is in our infantine days that we more

especially entertain the most profound awe of his terrific attributes,

—

his immediate province being the nursery-room, where his presence is

frequently invoked by the voice of exhausted patience to curb the tire-

some freaks of a little, unruly urchin. And where is the heart that has

not palpitated on the mere mention of " Old Bogy's coming !" during

the tender period of infancy and childhood ? Most surely, no where :

for the dread of his imaginary advent has been felt by every son and

daughter of our great progenitors.

But it is necessary to state, that the term " Bogy" Is of a generic

kind, comprehending all those terrific immaterialities known by the

cognomens of " Ugly Ben," " Old Gooseberry," &c. Moreover, there

have been at various epochs of the world's history tangible objects to

which his evif spirit has transmigrated—animated representatives of

his sublime highness—at least, according to the imaginations of weak-

minded persons, old and young. For instance, the popes have for

ages been considered, by a vast number, to possess the paring qualifi-

cations of Bogyism.

But with regard to the people of this country, no being of human
form ever embodied its startling peculiarities so faithfully in their esti-

mation as " Le Grand Empcreur." What unspeakable terror did the

M.M.—No. 3. P



202 OLD BOOT.

magic words " Buonaparte's coming" convey to the English ears,

some five-and-twenty years ago ! How electric was the effect pro-

duced by this awful announcement on all his Britannic Majesty's liege

subjects ! In an instant, every horrible association was connected with

the imaginary arrival of that great military genius. The tremulous

accents of prophetic old-ladyism declared, that no sooner would he

plant his foot on Albion's lovely isle than the work of immediate

destruction would ensue, by all falling sacrifice to general conflagration,

general ravishment, general annihilation, and various other demo-

niacal agents ! For years did this gloomy phantom of a distempered

imagination haunt the waking as well as sleeping hours of John

Bull's numerous family, a great portion of which, animated with feel-

ings of noble patriotism, organized themselves into a band of volunteers

—or, as some would have it, " wolunteers"—for the purpose of resist-

ing the visit of the emperor. They doubtless thought, to adopt the

words of Lord Hastings, that

—

" On this foundation would they build their fame,

And emulate the Greek and Roman name !"

But the great dispenser of human events mercifully interposed, and

prevented that dread collision which sickens humanity to behold, and

left those who were disposed to

" Think England's peace bought cheaply with their blood,

And die with pleasure for their country's good,"

in the full enjoyment of their heroic aspirations, without permitting their

heroism to be put to an awkward and inconvenient test. Thus were

the prospective services of these embryo heroes thrown aside by the

decree of fate. They were not destined to repel, at the point of the

bayonet, a Buonapartean invasion ; and though this was made appa-

rent by the subsequent reverses which the great military chieftain expe-

rienced, yet it was impossible for the English people to abandon the

notion of his awful visitation among them, so long as he belonged to the

ranks of the living. Therefore, notwithstanding his ultimate capture

and - confinement, together with the well-ascertained security which the

island of St. < Helena affo'rded against his escape, they tended but in a

trifling degree to diminish the dread which had been so long enter-

tained of his voyage across the Channel ; nor was it till the " grim

monster laid his cold hand upon him," and his mighty spirit fled from
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its " earthy tenement," that such venerable fears were entirely re-

moved. Thus it may be said,, to parodize the words of Shakspeare,—

" This was the noblest Bogy of them all
!"

Though the demise of this celebrated Corsican deprived our hero of

his most considerable representative, it was not probable, from his

ubiquity, that he would be any great length of time in selecting another

lieutenant to carry on the interminable siege of mental terrorism. In

saying this, we mean another animated agent, whose actious should

supply the public mind with a liberal quantity of uneasiness. As it has

just been intimated, so it turned out : in the space of a few years, the

nervous multitude were furnished with a successor, possessing the

necessary awe-inspiring tendency of character ; and though the palm of

terrifying superiority has been awarded to the Emperor, it is perhaps

questionable, whether, from the vast popularity his successor has now

attained, the decision for the present should not be withdrawn. At

any rate, the latter may fairly challenge competition with his illustrious

predecessor.

Gentle reader, startle not—the living organ of terrorism shall not be

introduced abruptly ; but, if thou be a Tory, " and something more,"

screw thy courage to the " sticking place," for thou art about to endure

the infliction of an introduction that will doubtless give thee much

mental purgatory. After this considerate preliminary announcement,

we take the liberty of ushering in, with all due humility, " the

Liberator of Ireland—the redresser of Ireland's wrongs—the field-

marshal of repeal—the receiver-general of rint—the vulgarly termed

big beggarman—the chief of hereditary bondsmen—the head of the

tail," &c. &c. in the person of that remarkably disinterested unit,

Daniel O'Connell, Esq. M. P. On the mere mention of the name,

what an innumerable quantity of " death's-heads and " cross-bones,"

cathohc threats and anti-protestant addresses, patriots' curses and dirty

pence, are conjured up by the morbid fancy of Conservative prejudice

and Orange bigotry ! Indeed, the name O'Connell is no sooner uttered

than it is associated, by the imaginary faculties of hundreds, with the

appalling figure of a political vampire. Such being the case, one would

reasonably suppose that Nature had bestowed on the great agitator a
visage indicative of the loathsome character attributed to him. But,

on the contrary, she has endeavoured, in this instance, to upset the old

maxim, that " the face is the index of the mind;" for, on viewing the

P2
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broad, jocular, and good-humoured countenance of the former, it is

impossible to believe its possessor to be the great locomotive repository

of modern Bogyism. However, his good looks avail him not ;—he is,

and has been, the most distinguished representative of the terrible for

the last seven or eight years.

Having thus introduced the chief, let us next bring forward some

of the minor contributors of national terrorism. Among these Mr. Att-

wood and the Birmingham Union carried on a sort of rivalry for a con-

siderable time ; and to speak fairly, without disparagement to others, it

must be admitted that their pretensions were very considerable, and

also well calculated to make the desired impression on the minds of the

timid. Indeed, it was natural to suppose, from their great numbers

—

their huge threats—their mighty manifestoes—their declared determina-

tion to effect England's regeneration, as well as their unquestionable

devotion to their chief, that revolution would inevitably result from cir-

cumstances so formidable in appearances. Besides all this.^ they were

constantly boasting of physical force, and asserting their competency

to annihilate not only the household troops, but the whole British army !

Brummagem tinkers, tailors, and door-knocker makers, versus the

horse-guards !—What a choice piece of sublimity would the march of

this magnificent corps have appeared, if they had pursued their route to

the metropolis, as was threatened, under the direction of their bank-note

commander,—the hero, not of Marengo or Waterloo, but of Paper cur-

rency !—Most probably, their enterprise would have met with a repulse

that would have induced their gallant marshal to have exclaimed, like

Bombastes Furioso,

" Begone my brave army, and don't kick up a row !
—

"

Happily, however, things were not brought to so dangerous a crisis

—

thanks to the wisdom and moderation of all parties ! But though the

affair was thus peaceably settled, it had been instrumental in exciting

the most fearful apprehensions with regard to the safety of the state.

Under such circumstances, then, it may be said to have effected the pur-

pose of Bogy for the time being. So much for the Birmingham Union.

The next instrument of terror of which we shall speak, and one contem-

poraneous with the preceding, is the execrable stack-destroying Swing !

or in other words, from the peculiar nature of his occupation, the great

agricultural Bogy. This rural incendiary was, doubtless, the most mis-

chievous and diabolical character which had been for many years

assumed in the masquerade of terrorism. It was, to speak seriously



OLD nOGT. 205

v^anton, cruel, and wicked in the extreme ; instigated without doubt by

the arch-fiend of demoniacal conception, the hell-bound Satan.

But it is painful to describe this horrible destroyer of the earth's

productions—let us therefore bid adioo to the same, and proceed to a

recital of our hero's relations with the political system. These are as

follows :—To the monarch, he is the genius of a republic ; to the

aristocracy, democratic ascendancy ; to the people, the tyrant despot

;

to the constitutionalist, the fiend of revolution; to the rehgionist, the

wretch of infidelity ; to the champion of orthodoxy, the reckless inno-

vator ; to the Tories, a Whig administration, and vice-versa ; to the

Bishops, the appropriation clause ; to the interested in the perpetuation

of abuses. Radical Reform. In short, each member of the body politic

is peculiarly endowed with the connexion of Bogy, in some one or

other of his multifarious capacities.

And with regard to parliamentary afiairs, it must be admitted, that

he is equally associated with them in every branch. Indeed, some of

his most terrific characters have been identified with legislative enact-

ments. Among these may be classed the ever-memorable measure of

Catholic Relief. This, in the imagination of political alarmists, was

terrible in the extreme ; who is there that did not sympathize with these

pitiable martyrs of ultra-opinions who were mentally victimised during

the long period of this hoary-headed monster's disguise in the garb of

Catholic Emancipation ?—Through this malignant freak, what horrid

dreams, and dreadful visions of Popes, Pats, gridirons, and bonfires

were endured by the former devoted class !—It is impossible to describe

the trepidation with which they listened to the gloomy intimations of the

fiend with regard to reinstating Popery. Day after day did he cruelly

predict, to the greedy ear that swallowed up his discourse, that every

thing Protestant would, as soon as he obtained " the Royal assent,"

vanish, and " like the baseless fabric of a vision, leave not a wreck

behind." In a word, his threats of annihilation to the Protestant

church, conveyed as they were in whispers of fearful sound, were

utterly insupportable to their true, loyal, and constitutional hearts. At

length, time, the great arbiter of fate, relieved them from their horrid

apprehensions, by proving Bogy's predictions, in this instance, to be,

like those of other false prophets, untrue. The royal assent, which

was to be the key to open the doors of revolution,—was given, and

every thing remained quiet ! The anticipated scene of immediate de*
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Btruction to Protestantism did' not ensue from the sanction of the first

estate to the legislative enactment in question—and, what is still more

wondrous, the Pope remained in Italy,—the Pats observed surprising

moderation,—gridirons were not put in requisition to broil a Pro-

testant tit-bit,—nor bonfires prepared to scorch the heretical disciples of

Martin Luther. But no sooner was this affair so happily determined,

and consequently the nervous system of the political Bogyites some-

what tranquillised, than the ever-fertile field of pohtics produced another

monster, in the^form of the celebrated Russell Purge, alias the Reform

Bill—that mighty torch which fired the magazine of Boroughmongering

corruption ! If ever any thing merited the appellation of a coup-dc'

Bogy, it was the latter. For of all the violent assaults which our hero

had, within the last score of years, perpetrated against the disordered

imagination of ultra-Toryism, of which he is a perpetual tormentor,

none ever inflicted a shock like this,—it seemed as though it were a

condensation of terrorism's electric fluid.

To describe the dismay it produced among those before alluded to

would be impossible, if we may judge from their mournful declarations on

the subject. Nothing short of chaos and universal ruin was to ensue

from this outrageous attack on the constitution—" Let this revolu-

tionary measure but pass," exclaimed these faithful disciples of Bogjism,

" and the sun of England is set for ever." But in spite of this timely

warning, hundreds of heedless men composing the majority were indis-

creet enough to act in direct opposition to it. And what has been the

result cf this rash proceeding ? Why, that the sun of England has not

yet taken its final exit ! Enough has now been stated to show the ex-

traordinary connexion existing between Bogy and the affairs of politics.

Let us therefore discontinue our description of him in his political capa-

city, otherwise it will become a mere summary of public events—a thing

entirely foreign to our purpose—nevertheless, it is impossible to refrain

from citing his last imposing character in this department,—"The fear-

ful crisis." Day after day were we told by the diurnal effusions of po-

litical information, that the fearful crisis "had arrived!"—Here was

intelligence to provoke gnawing and gnashing of teeth—here was a

diabolical attack of newspaper artillery against the nervous system ! In

short, it was an atrocious attempt " to fright the isle from its propriety."

After waiting, then, in dread suspense and fretful anxiety, for several days,

fully expecting to witness the horrors of a national catastrophe, we
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were relieved from such terrific apprehensions by ascertaining that the

devastating combustible was nothing else than a harmless rattle, occa-

sioned by the crazy vehicle of radical enthusiasm passing over the firm,

unbroken road of constitutional strata, where, through the too great

velocity of its motion, it ultimately upset. With these observations we
conclude our description of Bogy's terrestrial characters ; it now only

remains for us to make a slight allusion to his grand celestial one—the

Comet ! In reference to this fiery-tailed representative of ever-restless

Bogyism a great deal might be said, but it is su^cient for our purpose

to state that his re-appearance has excited the fears and misgivings of

superstitious humanity to no inconsiderable extent—indeed, the most

alarming anticipations have been formed with regard to the future.

Whatever, then, may arise in the course of time through any instrument-

ality on his part, one thing is earnestly to be hoped—that nothing

will induce him to wag his scorching tail too near the Thames,

otherwise he might solve a problem which has not yet been determined

—the practicability of setting that noble river on fire.

But let us, like true philosophers, calmly await the consequences of his

visitation, and leave to half-cracked astrologers and nativity-cast-

mongers the luxury of meditating on their own gloomy predictions.

Having now finished our outline of Bogy's transcendant greatness, it

is but right, ere we conclude, to make mention of the foul rebellion, or

rather intellectual conspiracy, which has for a considerable time existed

against his omnipotent sovereignty.

The chief conspirator is the celebrated " Schoolmaster," who has lonf

been " abroad," and who may be considered as the head of a philo-

sophic band, who are daily enlightening the darkest verges of England.

The movement of this powerful combination is denominated the

" march of intellect." The object is the extermination of Bogyism, by

laying siege to the strong holds it possesses over the ignorance and fears

of an illiterate society. But such-like insurrections against the power of

our hero are fruitless,—he is invulnerable, and cannot be destroyed,

—in one word, he will endure till time shall be no more.

G.J..
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A DRAMATIC SKETCH.

The following Scene is selected from an unpublished Tragedy in 5 Acts,

entitled " Francisco," written by Jacob Jones, Esq., Barrister at Law,
Author of " Longinus," a Tragedy; "The Anglo-Polish Harp," and

various other works.

ACT I. SCENE III.

('The Pavilion of Fi'ancisco—his levee crowded by Moorish chiefs and

other attendants.—Salutes of martial music, &;c. SfC.J

Fran.—Bring in this hair-brain'd spark ; this flash of fire

;

ISome Attendants go out.

This raw night-rider, whom his Dotard sent

To treat us in our sleep, to taste his steel,

And singe our beards, and smoke us in our hive

!

I pant to see this pattern—fetch him forth.

Re-enter Attendants with Claudia, in chains.

Dissemble we ! (Aside.) Our greetings, stripling sir !

We honour you in this that you are brave.

Though on ourselves, you long'd to prove no less.

Clau.—Woe was the hour we fail'd, and ye escap'd !

Fran.—Yo\x venture, sir !—address you to your case,-

Think of your bonds, and of your parents lost.

Your friends, and your protectors, and your kin.

For all your sakes, consider while you may,

Can no accommodation be devis'd .*

No honourable yielding to our arms ?

Start not—but think you of your heaps of slain !

Clau.—I am familiar with no heaps of slain.

Save the red heaps, unburied, of the camp.

When we've roll'd back your spring-tides of assault,

Or wrought outrageous sallies to your harm.

Fran.—Your strongest points are tottering to their fall.

Clau.—Each is so strong, we know no strongest there.

Not in defence,—hov/ find you in assault ?

Fran,—We have your secret, boaster ; though your sire

Count us so weak to take us by surprise ;

—

He looks for succours !

—

(Abruptly.)

Clau. Soldiers such as he.

So wary, so experienc'd, so profound.

Trust not in may-be succours, but rely

On their own sole resources—so doth he.

Fran.—Utters he truth ? or has the devil's dam

—

(Aside)

Given him the suck that rear'd the king of lies ?

—

(Muses.)
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1st Chief.—You are expert, young Christian, to evade,

And give your betters—ay, your victors, pause.

Clau.— Grant you my captors, not my betters. Moor 1

Fran.—Hear me—time wears, and mightier matters press

—

Choose, now, or hfe or death, for all you love !

Scan you this proud array ?—not one is here

But, at my nod, would tap your life's last drop.

And throw your bones a picking to my dogs !

You have a father, deadly in our eye

;

A mother, too, both idolized by you

—

Both idolizing, both proscrib'd by us :

With you it lies to save them, and with you

To seal their fate, if't please you, and your own

!

Pledge us your Christian oath, your soldier's name,

Leave us your word of honour, as a pawn
You will induce them to surrender ;—then

We loose your chains, and trust you, sir, at large.

Clau.—Dost trace submission graven on my brow?

And selfish fear, that plots a parent's fall ?

Thou dard'st, all brave and reckless as thou art,

Attempt the son,—ignoble man of blood !

—

With such a bribe his aged father's shame ?

Fran.—Be, then, their murderer !

Clau. Their murderer !

—

{Contemptuously)

If I should do thy bidding and prevail.

Then should I be their murderer indeed
;

Killing their good name thro' the times to come ! .

Fran.—Chiefs ! do ye hear ?

—

{Furiously)—A Mars !

—

{Ironically)

Chief. A Mars

!

Clau. A man

!

Fran.—You two shall be our heralds ; valiant swain

!

Truly, your parents' eyes will wink for joy,

Reading the book of these unrugged brows

!

Clau.—Jibe on, you waste your breath 1

Fran. Swift to their haunt,

You den of thieves.

Clau. A hive of honest men !

Fran.—Peace ?—and, in brief,
—" if before set of sun,

To-morrow eve, ye open not your gates.

To-morrow eve, your son shall close his eyes

In cruellest death, his blood be on your heads !" (Exeunt two Chiefs.)

Clau.—Is there no sound to chafe you to the deed.

And spur the slow-paced malice of your soul ?

Oh ! call them back—I would, a thousand times,

'Twas done, 'twas over, past reprieve, or change,

Than my poor parents, wretch ! should be assail'd,

(God's pity on them and his strong su])port !)

With horrible suspense, and throes of hell.

Strike, miscreant ! strike—strike, coward hearts ! not men !

Ye gang of infidels, blasphemers, knaves !

Loose me, I'll pluck your beards ; alas ! alas 1

My mother's shrieks, my father's rolling eyes !

Kind renegade ! stab me to the heart.
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Fran.—Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! a renegade, eh ?

I might have wrought the kindness you implore,

But that to do such kindness to the worm
Who calls me renegade to my face.

Sot, were to cheat myself, and rob revenge.

A renegade, eh ? presumptuous thing !

Thy sire's disgrace, thou image of his groom

!

Clan.—What Moor begat thee, renegade ! that thou,

Tho' fathered by a Christian, prov'st a Moor ?

Fran.—Hurry him hence, or he will drive me mad.

And so extort the kindness that he craves

;

Heap chains on chains to crush his spirit down.

And goad him hourly how his parents feel.

Bestow him safely—you respect your lives !

{Exeunt Guards with Claudio. The Chiefs and others following.

Francisco comesforward in disorder, and soliloquises.)

Breath, breath, proud spirit ! breath,—nor choke me quite :

Down, swelling passion ! down,—and leave, for shame,

A conqueror's soul unconquered of a boy ! {With contempt.)

The plagues of Egypt settle on her head,

This witch, this prophetess, that dogg'd our march,

Like a demoniac starting from the tombs !

What fatal inspiration sent her forth

To hail our landing with the croak of doom ?

" When thou art bearded by a Christian youth.

And call'd a renegade to thy face

—

Then, lost Francisco ! then," the maniac cried.

Calamity impends—defeat, and death !

'Tis singular as fate—now, like a knell,

That braggart's taunts are ringing in mine ears.

What boot my honours, my most high estate.

My faith abjur'd, and fortune, for the change.

If this rash boy has summ'd my lease of days.

And cut me short of paradise on earth ?— (Muses )

Last night the moon glar'd fearfully and strange.

Belted around with circles of pale light,

Breadth unto breadth succeeding—and the stars

Made signals through the void—great Nature seem'd

Electrical with portent ; on my mind.

Crowding prognostication and dire thought

!

But come what may, come whatsoever can

—

All ills in life, or woes beyond the grave

—

The die is cast, and I must on—on—on

!

Out, chill foreboding ! Terror-shaking qualms !

Decision's blight—Ambition ! thou alone

Fill up the mighty compass of my soul !

Form me a perfect renegade in this.

To stand absolv'd of every human tie.

And be stone-dead to pity or remorse.

Avaunt ! away ! imeasy whispers, hence !

Blood me cry—be greatness my reward

!

(Exit in & transport of €i;gitment.)
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SOPHENE AND SOPHOCLES.—No. V.

SosTRATES had the preference; Sostrates, the richest and most

illustrious citizen in that town. He displayed all his magnificence in

behalf of his new guest. It was thus Sosthenes had welcomed and

entertained me. Oh ! Dymas, to be served by Sophene was the only

thing wanting to your glory ! But, what am I saying ? She served you

—but then we were alike ignorant of the fact.

Rhodope, the daughter of Sostrates, had a thousand charms ; and she

might have been said to be the most perfect beauty upon this earth, had
Sophene been dead. But let the graces of her beauty be ever so

shining, the endowments of her heart eclipsed them. I invariably and

silently listened to her with admiration ; but my heart did not share in

the ravishment of my eyes. She was Venus—but she was not

Sophene. Love, thou knowest that Sophene was still present to my
mind : I never ceased to mourn her irreparable loss !

The diversions they procured for Dymas gave me some leisure

moments : I made use of them to yield myself up to the dismal sorrow

that preyed upon me. One day, that I thought I was alone in Sos-

trates's garden, I gave vent to my sorrow. I said, " Gods ! are you
not satisfied yet ? Must your revenge be eternal as yourselves ?

Wretch that I am, my ' sensibility' increases with my afilictions ! How-

much I envy the fate of those who suffer without expecting an end to

their woes ! The ' fallacious hope' that seduces me is a thousand

times more cruel than the dark certainty of despair!"

Rhodope was then watching : she had heard my mournful exclama-

tions—my deep-felt lamentations. They found their way to her sensible

and affectionate heart. She called to me. I had preserved that in-

genuous look, the index of a generous birth, that even fortune cannot

blot out. I came up to, and asked her, what she desired of an unfor-

tunate man, that fate had reduced to the impossibility of serving her.

" Tacita," said she, to me (for this was the name I had taken with

my slavery), "it is not difficult to guess, upon seeing you, that you

are in a condition altogether unworthy of you ; and if I do not deceive

myself, ' slavery' is not the greatest of your griefs. I offer you. all the

relief in my power."
" Generous Rhodope," answered I, " it is quite natural for 'bene-

volent hearts' to compassionate the unhappy. This is the reason that

draws your pity upon me. I know how truly valuable it is ; but I feel,

also, that I do not deserve it—nor can I make use of it. The gods

—

whose image you are ; the gods—if they have yet something left to do

for you—will reward your kindness ! I do not dare intreat them for

it ; my vows might prove fatal to you."

I could not refrain from—tears. I wished to withdraw; and re-

proached myself Tvith having indulged in a conversation in which
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Sophene had taken no part. Rhodope stopped me. " Had I," said

she, " the might of those goda whose image you say I am, you should

be free, or happy at least." " Alas !" said I, " the first is indifferent

to me—the other impossible." " Then," added she, " you make too

little of my power." " No," was my reply; " but were you a god,

what could you effectuate alone against the will of all the other powers

on high against you ?" " Tacita," pursued she, " do you think

your misfortunes past recovery ? That is an ' error' common to such as

labour under adverse fortune. Inform me of all your mischances. I

know not whether my concern for you deceives me ; but I could almost

assure you they will end sooner than you expect, and that I shall have a

hand in it." " Oh, Rhodope !" cried I, hurried away by an invincible

charm, " I can deny you nothing. It will cost me many a bitter tear

—life, perhaps ; but you shall be obeyed."

Rhodope lent a " patient ear" to the relation of my adventurous mis-

fortunes. Though her beauty was so transcendent, she seemed jealous

of that I had ascribed to Sophene, and looked upon what I had told her

concerning it as an exaggeration from an infuriated lover. " But,"

added I, " all that I can urge to enforce the truth of what I have said

is to no purpose—it cannot be proved—Sophene is no more !"

My spirits were exhausted by the constraint and the pain they had
sustained so long ; a cloud overspread my eyes—I fainted away. Rho-
dope called for help ! They bore me to the bed of Dymas. " Tacita,"

said she, " shall I be the occasion of your death ?" She wiped my
" flowing tears" away ; she laid her hand upon my heart to revive

it. Tears trickled down her cheeks. I came to myself again ; but,

unable to bear the light, I lost my senses a second time. Something
more powerful than Rhodope's hand relieved me anew—I heard a voice

that struck my heart ! I thought I recollected it ; I cast my tearful and
dim eves about me—I fixed them upon a young slave named Sylla,

eager to assist Rhodope, who had fallen into a swoon. Except some
alteration in her features, some paleness, an incommunicable melan-

choly spread over her face, I found that she perfectly resembled So-

phene. It was she !—I could no longer doubt it. Deceitful idea !—it

lasted but a moment. I upbraided mine own eyes with their impos-

ture ; and that phantom and torturing pleasure which had so lately

charmed me, seemed nothing but an error the gods were pleased to

lead me into.

The slaves of Rhodope had carried off their mistress. Dymas came

in. I was alone—discomposed and dejected ; but that man, whose

natural haughtiness had received an increase by the honours conferred

on him, did not stoop so low as to look at me—he took notice of

nothing.

When I was permitted to step again into the garden, I began

leisurely to meditate upon what had befallen me : I durst not, nor was I

anxious to dive into Rhodope's sentiments. That which is not the

object of our desires affords us neither fear nor hope : I was so unhappy

that I could neither appear to be so—nor be so.

The slave I had seen still returned to my mind. I was vexed with

myself for thinking of her ; and I could not account for, nor could I

help it. I asked myself, what Sylla had in common with Sophene, and

i
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by what foolish conceit a chimerical happiness could alleviate a real

misfortune ? But it was in vain that I put the question to myself, I

did not consult my reason ; I was afraid lest it should tend to dissipate

an error too dear to me to renounce it. It was more natural for

me to apply for advice to my stricken and tumultuous heart. In the

mean time, I was not pleased or at all satisfied with its vacillation and

wavering. I knew no more what to trust to. And, in fine, my
" reason" got the better of it, and I was ashamed of my boundless

credulity. " No," said I, " Sophene lives no more ! My mind, still

bent upon her image, was deluded by a mere shadow of her bright and

beautiful features. The gods would not have drawn her out from the

abyss of the sea to plunge her into slavery; they would have carried

her to Aurycone, and there have restored her to the burning and bitter

tears of Parthia. Sophene is dead !" continued I. "Heaven is too

sparing of its miracles to operate so great a one in my favour as to

restore my lost Sophene—I must think onlv of mourning for her

death !"

Rhodope did not leave me long unacquainted with ray having pleased

her. Could I be prepared for that new caprice of the god of love ?

Cruel deity, what a flame thou hast lighted up in her bosom ! Hast

thou no pleasure but in making mortals wretched ? Rhodope, you love

a slave—an ingrate. Alas ! you deserved a better fate, a happier and a

brighter destiny ! Overjoyed that my birth answered an imaginary

merit I owed only to her favourable prejudices, she flattered herself that

the remembrance of Sophene could not make any stand against her

beauty, and the profiers both of her hand and heart—she saw no
obstacle to the development and speedy consummation of her passion.

She sought after me most diligently, and would have me know it. I

avoided her. She was amiable ; but the slightest diversion from my
" weariness of life"—my inconsolable affliction—the melancholy religion

of my lacerated heart—seemed but a crime to me, and acted upon my
mind like forked lightnings upon the raging surface of ocean's immea-
surable depths and caverned waters.

She could not check her tender impatience any longer. She wrote to

me. Sylla was commissioned to bring her letter, " Sophocles," said

she to me, at the moment when she delivered it,
'• my mistress, Ro-

dope, wishes you joy!" " What sound was that? What new vision

is this ? O, heaven !" I said, " do the deceased live again ? So-

phene !—is it you ?" And what other but Sophocles could call Sophene
by her mother's name ? What other could work in my heart such a

delicious impression ? Which is the god that thus restores you to my
love ?" Rhodope did not give her leisure to answer. She saw us, and
could not withstand the pleasure of conversing with me. She took

delight in saying to herself that I had read her letter— that I must
know she loved me—that I could not but share in her transports. She
now came up to us/ Her presence gave us pain. We quickly ex-

changed our joy for surprise. She took notice of our discomposure

—

she looked upon us, and stood amazed ! Her eyes glistened with

masculine wrath ! Sophene, by an admirable presence of mind, re-

lieved U3 from so embarrassing a situation. " You are astonished at

this seemingly sudden acquaintance, [and at our mutual agitation,"
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quoth she ;
" but you will pity us when you are made acquainted with

the cause of it. Sophocles is my brother ! Separated from one an-

other by the rigour of fate, we had not even hoped to meet one another

again—so seemingly improbable did it appear to either of us. But,

alas ! indulge our tears, and partake of our unutterable sorrow. The

condition we are both in embitters our pleasures, which otherwise

would be entirely pure !"

Rhodope relented—her suspicions vanished—she congratulated me
upon having been restored to so charming a sister, and, as she did not

question but the hope of her liberty would impel Sylla to favour the

love she bore towards me, she heaped caresses upon her in a remarkable

degree. Sophene dissembled, and promised every thing. Their con-

versation was long. I did not hear it ; they were not within the reach

of my hearing. I only perceived them at a distance.

How handsome they were both ! Sophene could not take offence

at it ;—nobody but myself could make any distinction between them. A
beautiful girl in love is easily discovered by appearances. Rhodope
conceived that her happiness was at hand. Contentment and self-

complacency increased her peerless charms. She looked into my eyes for

some " passionate glances" which might betray her conquest—she

could find none. She inclined to complain of it : a reminiscent sense of

modesty checked her—she suddenly departed, and left us by ourselves.

I pressed my own Sophene to my tumultuous breast with exquisite

ardour. " Do I see— do I embrace my Sophene .-'" I cried. " Is it my
life, my soul's true happiness ? I had thought you lost to me for ever,

Sophene ; and now I find, to my full delight, that you live—even to

bless Sophocles!"

The warmest transports of the fondest lovers surpassed not ours

—

they never could have equalled them ! When we had given vent to the

first raptures of our joy, I intreated Sophene to tell me by what
fortuitous and happy means she had escaped from the raging sea, and

how she had become a slave in the house of Sostrates. " I will satisfy

you," answered the benevolent Sophene. " Do you remember that,

though we were too much taken up with the pleasure of making a

soft exchange of our tender sentiments—when we set sail for Eurycone

—to heed what passed above us, we could not but take notice of a young
sailor on board of our vessel. Though he was in rags—though his

dishevelled hair hung loosely upon his shoulders and shaded a part of

his face, the paleness of it, joined to his sad looks, that did not impair

the regularity of his features, announced a dejected but sensible soul,

and a youth born in a condition far above his station. Whether there

be a sympathy between roble souls, or whether misfortune recommends
to feeling hearts a sweet and consoling sympathy— I pitied him. He,

on his side, guessed who we were ; and I am bound to say, that either

some attracting graces in me—my youth—or the rigours of fate that

condemned me to lose my life—moved him to compassion : he appeared

eager to offer himself to throw me into the deep, only to plunge to

rescue—or to perish with me. Indeed, he did not quit my girdle, but

kept me above water ; and as the storm subsided immediately after the

sea had received its victim, the wind served only to convey us in safety -

to this not far distant coast, where we landed. When I had recovered
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from the hardships both of mind and body we had undergone, and
found again my revived, my restored senses, I expressed to my deli-
verer my thankfulness rather by the eloquence of mine eyes than by words
from my mouth. ' May,' said I. ' the gods who have endowed you
with all their benevolence, and all the courage that can glow in the
breast of man, take upon them the just reward due to your mag-
nanimity !' • What I did,' answered Antonii, ' another, in all pro-
bability, would have surpassed. There can be no merit in laying
down—to save yours—a life which is nothing to me but a very
bitter portion. The inward pleasure I feel in having snatched from
the arms of death so perfect a pattern of beauty, is the only one I
have enjoyed for a long time past.' ' But,' said I, ' will you deny
me a relation of your misfortunes ? Some times we find help from
such as we think the least able to afford it.'

" ' Love,' replied he. ' and the injustice of a father who, at first, had
encouraged and smiled upon the affection that, from our childhood, his
daughter Isaline and I had shown for one another. That inchnation
grew up with us ; it took deep root from habit, and turned into love.We were hardly sensible of it—so perfectly happy had we been till
then. But in spite of his formal promises—in a word, at the time
when the articles of our marriage were already entered upon—when
we thought the union between the two families was on the point of
being for ever cemented by ours, he broke at once his engagements and
our hearts, through pride and avarice; for all the advantages my rival
can boast of over me consist only in a greater fortune, and in a station
of life superior to mine. But does the happiness of it depend on such
trifling considerations, that most commonly have more brilliancy than
solidity in them ?

" ' However, though Isaline was a most dutiful child to him, she could
not be induced to lay aside her tenderest engagements, that had received
the seal of the paternal sanction, and she pledged her veracity rather
to live smgle than to give her hand to any other man but me. I was
at first cast down ; but, spirited up by her words, I betook myself to
trafl[ic, in order to make up by my labour what fortune had denied me.
She seemed at first to favour my endeavours, when, by a fatal meeting
with pirates, I was stripped of every thing I had laid up—and of my
liberty. A second sea-fight has chained me to your fate, and I have
been but an instrument in the hands of the gods to preserve a hfe
which, I foresee, is pre-determined to a glorious destiny !' Thus spake
Antonii.

" We became soon after the property of Sostrates; and soon grow-
ing sensible of his having taken a liking to me. and some jealousy
towards Antonii, on account of the good intelligence betwixt us, I
laid open to him the obligations I was under to that young man. It
occurred that, either out of love or exalted benevolence, or perhaps
prompted by those united powerful excitements, he went out, and
visited Aones. the father of Isaline, who inhabited a small city in his
vicinage. The youth whom the latter had made choice of for his son-
in-law being just dead, it was not difficult for Sostrates to succeed in
renewing the match, formerly projected between these young people

;

and su much the jess, as his credit and generosity aflbrded Antonii
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an unexceptionable situation in life. In brief, they are now united, and

incomparably happy ; and I do not question but love, who seems to be

pleased to make us amends for the woes he has made us suffer, will soon

reward our constancy by binding fast the indissoluble ties of our so-long-

wished-for union."

Now that I have told you how unexpectedly I was rescued, let us

think on the same means of shaking off our present chains. Do you

begin by feigning to love Rhodope : humour an inclination that may
turn out useful to us : do not love her—but let her believe that you do.

The gods will order the remainder. What you say is true ; but be

mindful that necessity acknowledges no law ; and since happiness de-

pends upon it, you must of course behave to her as I shall behave to

Sostrates. " But does Sostrates love you indeed, and in truth ?" said

I. " How much I fear the consequences of that passion ! How power-

ful a master is Virtue's slave ! You are his
—

" " You frighten me even

unto death, Sophocles !" continued she, energetically, " why should we
suffer green-eyed jealousy to rob us of all we love and value on earth ?

I am not afraid of Rhodope—and you have nothing to fear from Sos-

trates." As we were in danger of being taken unawares, we then broke

off our discourse. One good fortune comes upon the back of another.

This very day I found Imlacca again. Our joy was equal to our surprise

—love did not rob friendship of its raptures—we related to each other

our mutual distresses—he inquired anxiously of me whether I had writ-

ten to Temistheus: "No," said I, "I had lost Sophene—all my
thoughts were irreconcilably bent on death. It is but to-day that we
have met again." He was stunned at my speech ; he had thought that

Sophene's loss had distracted my mind—he strove to comfort me—

I

undeceived him. " No, dear Imlacca, no ; Sophene is not dead—but

she is a slave—make haste- go, and tell our parents that we are indeed

living—but under slavery." He promised to work a speedy reconciliation

among our common relations, and to engage them to come and redeem

us, and after the tenderest and most sincere protestations as from two

friends united by sympathy and virtue, we separated.

I could no longer live without Sophene ; I looked for her everywhere

;

I lost no opportunity of speaking to her. The confidence that Rhodophe

reposed in us, the various occupations of Sostrates—obliged to go abroad

with Dymas—permitted our seeing each other often. Nevertheless, So-

phene told me that we ought to behave more prudently : I felt that she

was wise, discreet, and discerning : but prudence is seldom the attendant

of love, and her " reason" did not prevent her from remaining in my
company. The ease of the heart sharpens the natural wit of the under-

standing : we enjoyed those dehcious interviews, the value of which is

only known to lovers. I acquainted her with what had passed between

Imlacca and me. Hope rendered us forgetful of our bondage; we
thought we were free already. The appeased gods made us feel before-

hand, and in all their peerless purity, the delicious sweets, they were at

this time preparing for us.

Sometimes we spoke of Rhodope. Sophene imparted to me the en-

gaging things he said to her, as from me ; we reproached ourselves with

our deceits—and, moreover, fabricated new ones. If I plundered a

thrilling kiss from her—and I often did—she would softly inquire
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whether I would have her convey it to Rhodope ? " Yes," I said, press-

ing her to my stormy bosom ;
" and would she kiss me in return for my

theft? I can refuse nothing to her ambassadress." " No," answered
she, making her escape ;

" my instructions do not go so far." I had
not read her letter, I had not even unsealed it. Sophene desired to see

and peruse it—of consequence, I readily complied. I was full of hope,

wishes, and sensibilities. It had passion in it ; but it was expressed

with dignity, in such a Avay, that the most scrupulous observer of decency

would at once have admired and blamed at the same time. To
Sophene, I observed, " Rhodope might choose among the most illustrious

Greeks, and make the happiness of him whom she should prefer. Per-

haps, I am the only one that cannot love heij!, at the same time that I

am the only one she loves. O Rhodope ! how much I pity you !

She was listening to us. How shall I describe her grief—her indigna-

tion—her jealousy ? " Tacita," said she, " the gods were just towards

you : you deserve but to be a slave—fear my wrath : but, indeed, to glut

my revenge, I have nothing to do but to abandon you to your fate. Un-
grateful pair ! I will render your chains heavy upon you, and separate

you from one another ; No, you shall not enjoy together the ineffectual

satisfaction of laughing at my weakness. I will listen to nothing but

hatred ; and, if possible, make you as unhappy as you have rendered

me despicable in mine own eyes !"

' Generous Rhodo^^e !" I exclaimed, falling on my knees, " we shall

not think of excuses," and taking from my breast the picture of Sophene,

which I had worn near my heart, since the moment I thought I had lost

her for ever !
" that picture declares my possession of her, long before I

met you. I had looked into the eyes of my own dear Sophene, long,

long ere I heard your name for the first time. Our ties are sacred ; if

we are guilty, love made us so. He alone can sue for our pardon : you
can either destroy or save us. The less we are worthy of your forgive-

ness, the more glorious it will be for you to forgive us ; to grant us par-

don ; to give us happiness, by insuring to us our liberty and peace.

Know ye not, Rhodope, that it is the glory of human nature—of august
or abject mortality—to pass by an offence ? It is a most holy and reve-

rend maxim, and worthy of all praise, as it is no less deserving the most
catholic practice. The gods have been pleased to unite us once more ;

make an end, I implore thee, of what they have so bountifully commanded
—render us happy." Sophene's silence bespoke the perplexity of her

mind ; at the same time that her eyes directed, by turns, upon her

picture and upon me, expressed her tender regard and secret gratitude

for the value I set upon, and the care I had taken of it.

Rhodope did not say a word, she seemed to behold our tears unmoved

;

we expected, in a mortal agony, a sentence upon which depended our
life or death ; she went away without passing it upon ue.

Irnlacca did not return ; we had but one day more to stay at Arty-
corae. Had Rhodope only said a word to Sostrates, we had been utterly

undone ; but she comported herself in a different manner ; we never met
afterwards with a more zealous protectress. O Rhodope ! may I cease

to be loved by Sophene, if I lose the delightful recollection of your
kindness !

We drew near the time of our deliverancei It took place when we
M.M.—3. Q
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thought it at the greatest distance from us. The solemn eacrifice that

was to terminate the ministry and honours of Dymas, was almost com-

pleted ; he was to return to depart, I was going with him. Sophene would

have been lost to me. When the ceremony was almost at an end, on a

sudden we heard the cries of two anxious mothers, loudly calling on

their children. It was Dianthea and Panthia. They moved every one

present to compassion. And Sosthenes and Theonisteus drew near the

altar. "People of Artycome, here solemnly assembled," said my father,

raising his voice, " Sostrates and Dymas are daring enough to retain

their fellow-citizens in ignominious slavery. Do not suffer the peroga-

tives of the Greek nation to be so shamefully infringed ; and you, minis-

ter of Apollo, order him to be delivered up to us."

Sostrates willingly complied ; but Dymas urged in his behalf, the

right of war that had rendered him my master. He refused to restore

me to liberty. Aided by his friends who joined him, he prepared him-

self to force me out of the sanctuary, where I had taken refuge. The

people opposed him, the temple resounded with the noise of confused

voices. Discord agitated every mind : injustice was on the point of

triumphing. The high priest was not able to appease the tumult. He
made a sign with his hand that he wished to speak. Hardly was he

listened to. At length, respect for his character got the better of pas-

sion— all was hushed—a stilly and prophetic silence reigned throughout

the holy sanctuary. "A Greek," said he, "cannot be a slave in his

own country : such are our laws. However, if Dymas will not abide by

my decision, great Apollo, let him know thy supreme will." He then

ascended, with venerable steps, the tremendous tripod : his reason be-

came troubled—his looks grew wild—his body fell into convulsions, and

full of divine madness which inspired him, he dehvered this oracle or

sentence. "Let Sophene and Sophocles be made free ; let them be

restored to Sosthenes and Themisteus." Our destiny was no longer

doubtful : we now recovered our vernacular liberty. Dymas darted out of

the temple in a rage, and returned to Daphnipolis. At the name of

Sosthenes, Sostrates remembered that their fathers had been united by

the sacred ties of hospitality. He kindly complained of our having hid-

den our birth from him. We embraced our parents and friends. A
delightfully pleasing reconciliation took place, and universal peace was

established. The people gradually withdrew from the solemn aisles of

the temple. The high priest, with his usual benevolence and affectionate

regard for his people, would have us go to his house ; we joyfully ac-

cepted the venerable man's invitation. When the first raptures of our

joy and gladness were in some measure abated, the discourse turned

upon our adventures ; we were desired to give an account of them ; I

did not require to be urged, and accordingly resuming them from my
first departure from Eurycome, afforded their impatient curiosity ample

atisfactioD.

Sophene, alone, could make up what was deficient in the narrative.

Our silence convinced her that we expected she should continue and

finish the narration. She was sensible of its being out of her power to

dispense with it ; but timidity kept Sophene in. suspense. " Dear So-

phene ! Sosthenes observed her disinclination to comply, and cast upon

her a look that had something in it of pleastu-e mixed with reproach, and
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although it increased her troubles, in spite of her fearfulness, she was
persuaded by the mild and gentle wishes of her " friends and dear rela-
tions, to repeat the narrative she had given me, to which Sophene, verv
sensibly added some particulars that she had left untold, in the warmth
and excitement consequent on our first meeting. They were as follow :—

"After having swam some time, we landed on a desert shore, where
we remained some days. I must not forget that, being one night weary,
and so falling into a sound sleep, a winged child came and sat by me.
I well recollected the darling stranger ; it was Love. 'Cruel author of
my pains,' I said, • wilt thou expose me to new misfortunes ? Have I
not suffered enough } Why do you not suffer me to die ?' ' Sophene.'
answered he, ' your distresses come from fate ; it knows no power above
Itself, and my reign extends only over the hearts. You shall find your
Sophocles again.' It flew away : I awoke, and mistrusting his predic-
tion, I continued in the same state of dejection. We were expecting
nothing but death, when a vessel appeared in the distance, and shortly
drew near the shore. We kept our anxious eyes fixed upon the shal-
lop, and lifted up our hands to heaven in a paroxism of fervent gratitude.
The crew had discerned us, for they presently came to our assistance.
They were wretches that, with much ado, had escaped from the tempest's
dreadful wrath, during which the music of the spheres conspired to
chaunt a new and glorious hymn of wondrous thunder- praise, to the
holy god of nature; illumined as it was—peal after peal—by the brilliant
flashes of the quick cross lightning's elementary panoply, which had the
effect of inspiring every one who beheld that awful occurrence, with in-
communicable dread—with a heart-felt conviction, that whilst heaven
can protect, the gods can also avenge—what an affecting scene ! A
particular account of it, I will spare you. The excess of their misery
did not hinder them from feeling for us : not satisfied with supplying us
with some coarse vestments half-worn out, thev gave us some scraps
they had left

: which they had scarcely finished, when pirates, or in
other words wild beasts, attacked them. What resistance were they
capable of? Their death followed close upon their slavery.

"Those degraded and degrading Ethiopians,whose remembrance frigh-
tens me yet, spared only my deliverer and me. They carried us to Arty-
come. Sostrates saw me crowned with laurel, when I went out of the
fountain of Minerva. He bought me to attend his daughters, and kept
Andomedon for himself. I found in his house the end of my miseries.
Charming Rhodope ! I will never be unmindful of your kindness, as my
mistress ; you did restore me to liberty ; but you did not set my heart
free from the everlasting bonds of gratitude—it still, it ever must love
you."

Sophene said nothing more. Sostrates was charmed with her discre-
tion—"And you, also," said he, "you are my daughter," "O my
father !" exclaimed Rhodope, taking Sophene about the neck, you give
me a dangerous sister—but I love her so well, as not to envy her your
tenderness." " Why have I not a son," observed Sosthenes, " to pro-
pose for this charming daughter of yours?" " I know no man," replied
Sostrates, " so worthy of Rhodope, as Imlacca, Sophocles' friend, unless
she has some exception to make against him." While they were busv
iving .one another soft and mutual tokens of aflection, Rhodope

Q2
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whispered to me, without being heard by any one—"At least, sine

my father has adopted Sophene for his daughter, you will give me leave

to call you my brother," " With all my anxious heart," I exclaimed,
" beautiful Rhodope ! Happy man that I am, who shall boast of having

such a sister—and such a wife." We thanked the high priest for the

important service he had rendered us, and we set out for Artycome.

Sophene insisted upon passing through that place, for the express

purpose of trying, a second time, the adventures of the fountain of Mi-
nerva : I opposed an experiment that delayed my happiness. She re-

ceived it kindly, and indulged my wishes ; but Sophene was, neverthe-

less, desirous of having fresh witnesses to her sublime—to her exalted

virtue.

Arrived at Artycome, I sent for my dear Imlacca, just recovered from
a fit of the ague, that had hindered him from travelling to Daphnipolis.

Sostrates put the question to him. Amazed at so happy and unexpec-

ted a proposition—he poured out the generous overflowings of his manly
and generous heart, in expressions of the most lively and sympathetic

gratitude ; but before he would accept it, he desired to be assured of

Rhodope's acquiescence. She modestly blushed on hearing the commu-
nication which was made to her. His marriage was solemnized the

same day, in Sosthenes' gardens.

Greece ! the lovely, had not seen a spectacle so magnificent :

and how long that bright day was to me ! How tiresome are feasts for

a lover who waits only their end to be happy !
" Will not the night

come ?" I said, softly and tenderly, to Sophene ;
" shall we never be by

ourselves ?" Delicious night ! thou art over already. If all those that are

to follow, shall be like this—gods ! I envy not your supreme destiny.

Some months after we returned to Eurycome, and although I had in-

curred the rigour of the law, by having fallen in love contrary to its for-

mal inhibition, I was, nevertheless, most heartily welcomed there. The
citizens held that this involuntary breach of mine had been more than

expiated by all the hardships I had endured : thereupon taking this

rigorousjlaw into consideration, they wisely and gladly repaled it as un-

just. Indeed, for a man whose feeling heart is ever in the right place,

is at one and the same time, tender and sensible, to love—is as natural as

to breathe. Like the fire that purifies even the most precious metals,

the high-born flame, that glows in a delicate spirit, contributes to raise, to

the highest degree of perfection and energy, all the virtues it is most
commonly endowed with
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Saint Bride's deep chime proclaims time's vagrant hour.

And night's dun pall flings sadness o'er the earth :

Spreading along the sky her dusky power
And heralding, in gloom, the morning's birth.

The city is not thronged with busy life :

No echoing footsteps through her arches sound :

Hushed is the voice of woe, and care, and strife.

The hoofs of prancing steeds'no longer bound.

E'en from my studio—whence I gaze on thee.

New London !—Mother !—Queen of Intellect !

Can I behold the Carthage of the free

—

Th' Athena of the brave—and not reflect ?

Reflect on all that was—feuds that have been
Within thy blood-stain'd walls—thine iron gates:

Our Alfred and our Henrys :—Mary, as Queen :

Ehzabeth ! at whose name proud glory wakes ?

Yet why recount the gothic and the dark

:

Or, tell of those who were not righteous men

:

Of " truth," our ancestors caught not one spark :

Nor had they seen Religion's triumph, then.

She holy Matron ! walked in deepest thought]

Amid our rude and wild forefathers, blind ;

Nor she alone
—

'twas Charity, Faith, brought
To her aid th' attributes of infant 7nind.

With " mind," upsprung a new and peerless light.

That still, with smiles undying throughout time;
Beams forth its brilliant glories with delight.

Mantling old nature with her frown sublime.

Whence, rose yon pile, the sanctuary grand.

For holy—not impenitential priests

;

But such, as guided by Religion's hand.

Eschew the " vforld"—^flee folly's revel Uiatt,
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Religion weeps ! e'en through that empty aisle,

Where Pride's rich vestments cover inward glee :

And Latin impotence is wont to smile,

At meek-eyed Pity, on contrition's knee.

Nor Odin's monuments, nor Joan's fell disguise.

In their long past and horrid days of doom :

Heaped half the troubles on the good and wise.

As present priestcraft on a nation's tomb.

Yet turn we from the sight—with tears away.

For soon our country's hopes shall be fulfilled :

Her destinies secure, she mocks delay

:

The Monarch's madness, who is not self-willed.

Peel might his country save—but will he save

That country Byron loved, and deified ?

Can pride elate, raise Canning from his grave ?

Who to Fame's temple climbs without a guide ?

Your Pitt of yesterday was Freedom's fool : 1

Pride's Royal George unlike a king, at best

:

Achilles' self but vain ambitions tool

:

So were your Pompeys—Cssars, and the rest :

Pride's Attic madmen of the day and hour,

Without the reasoning faculty, profound :

Those light-heeled vampyres through the dance of power,

That make a noise above, not under ground.

Beneath our feet, and in the noiseless grave.

Those Thebans boast but meretricious names

:

Nor Granta's, nor Oxonia's follies, save

Their titles and distinctions from the flames.

Yet turn to where the Boatman plies his trade

Upon the stream of Thames and glory too :

Under the round Moon's melancholy shade.

Filling the night-watch with Urania's woe.

All, all is dulness, save his splashing noise.

Which tends to wake the stilly pause of sleep :

But his, poor wretch ! are solitary joys :

He moves, and has his being on the deep.

Darksome and fearful flows that trembling stream,

As on he wanders to th' eternal main :

Through yon arched bridge, where Friars once did dream,

Thence, to far Holland, France, Iberia, Spain,
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Above those arches—dark as wears the night-
Tow 'ring aloft, a wood of masts I see :

Though faint and fainter wanes her sickly light.

E'en the sad moon, Britannia, smiles on thee. '

She's gone ! behind yon cloud, her face sublime

Doth bide. When Orus' star leads on the dawn.

Then, all the heraldry of Nature's prime
Shall guild her argent sphere to man unknown.

Silent as dark, and dark as silent, all

:

'Tis meditation's softest hour of prayer

:

'Tis time to mourn philosophy's dread fall— '

Since all we know—is knowledge in despair.

The Sage, the Cynic : they who piled on high
Babel's proud pyramid—brazen in decay

;

Those prophets who disgrac'd Assyrias' sky
By impious daring—all these have passed away.

The Druid Fathers, with their cruel lord

The bold Barbarian from fair Italy :

The conquering Persian, whose prophetic words
Struck terror to thy palmy state, and thee—

Imperial Rome ! Gaunt Pride's own sorceress

!

The disembroiling mother of all ill :

—

Ills which are human and of dire distress—
Of which, methink, thou hast not yet thy fill ?

Doomed as thou art—on seven hills, to be
The scourge of reason, and the bane of peace.

With Pride's false cowl, and dark latinity.

Unborrowed from thine isles, awakened Greece !

Thou wert, aforetime. Pride's empurpled thing

—

While yet the world was young, and sin less fell

:

Ere thou pressed on to conquer, conquering :

And Delphi lost her oracle and spell.

Where are her spirits—brilliant in disguise

—

Those magnificent, god-born men of sense.

Who followed after Hebrew wisdom, wise :

Say, muse neglected. Pride's best recompense ?

What says the' Oracle ? List—humpli ! no set speech ?

Then all is lost—except man's vital soul

:

To that essential particle, canst reach ?

Speak—if thou mightest, wouldest—liadst control ,*
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Where are your Scipio's gone ? whence your Solons, now :

Brave Troy's prodigious madmen—serfs of pride ?

Fame's Alexander, where ? Beneath thy brow

Of knowledge and all other good, beside ?

Vain trumpery, all—and fitted for the bad :

Nor will the sensible and thinking man
Believe that e'er thou hadst—or ever had

The power or gift men's destinies to scan.

Sad were the mysteries of Helen's fame

—

As sad, albeit, the fame of Rome appears

:

God of the Bible ! alone thou hast a name,

—

Let knowledge wipe away my mental tears :

—

Dry up the rivers upon my mind's estate.

Lest irrigation overwhelm the soil

;

And the dread war of intellect, too late.

Destroy this being—Pride's untiring coil.

The voice of Nature musing on the breeze :

This heaven-poised sphere of earth, on which I tread :

The foliage of tlie flowers, the plants, the trees,

They do but tell of pride—the pride that's dead.

Egyptian grandeur, reminiscent still.

Adorns th' ignorance of Pagan death ;

Jerusalem in her weeds—and Zion's hill.

Red Calvary, that owns a Saviour's breath.

The Sphynx upon the plain—gigantic tomb !

Mecca's false shrine, less frantic than of old.

Impugn base Pride, in mind's illumin'd womb.
While yet the victims sleep in death, clay-cold.

Wild Asia's tabor, whence .'' the Doric reed ?

The sounding shell, with music's soft-toned lute ?

The Phyrric dance—Apollo's guilty creed

—

Your demi-gods of horror ?—speechless, mute !

Greece lost her intellectual spirits, too.

When reason reeled, beneath Pride's damning scorn :

The Stagyrite himself was Pride's great foe—
Plato, Isocrates, whose sense my verse adorn.

Matchless in Beauty's oriental smiles.

See, where the queen of loveliness doth hide
Her scalding tears, from Venice and her isles

—

Suborned and tortured, too, by incest Prides
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See where she drinks—no longer Adria's wine-
But from the chalice Lido fills with glee

—

So withered now, and desolate her vine

—

Though waveless still the blue Lagoon may be.

'Twas there, or thereabouts, that Foscarani strove

Against his traitor-murderers—who died.

The marvel of his honour and true love

—

The victim of her infamy and Pride.

He loved—and was beloved ! What more would man ?

The Hundred Isles, were nothing in the scales

;

With mind to brave and bear,—with soul to scan,

Th' inconstant good of virtue's devious gales.

He wooed a lady—and her name was Love,

True to his passion, all beside—loved not

;

She was an angel—spotless as the dove.

Yet pride, like darkness, closed upon their lot.

In vain I write,—if to descant be vain

—

Upon the trodden plumes of nodding pride ;

The throbbings of my heart have borne the pain,

Like yielding mortals, wrestling with the tide.

The wind is up ! pity for those who roam.

Upon life's selfish wilderness, so cold ;

Pity for him who quits his Father's home.
In mockery and haste—his Mother, old :

To wander, thoughtless, o'er a prosperous land,

Where hope holds out to industry reward

;

And idleness supplies the useless hand.

With nought save infamy's subdued regard.

Pride prompts the million : e'en the village churl

As home he hies him from the play-house throng,

Envies the great, who in their chariots whirl

From square to square—nor to that crowd belong.

Rolls the deep thunder heavily on high ?

Answer, speak if thou art not coward man .'

Say " yes :"— 1 hail it with salvation's sigh

—

Can truth do more ? so teach me if it can ?

Falls now the lightning with some quick design !

{Boat feel the infliction Nature bade thee ftel ?)

Spare, spare the pilgrim gray. Father benign,

Turn its course towards the magnetic steel.
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What shriek was that I heard ? whence came that cry ?

The pause most awful, the effect adverse

:

Lo 1 where the mariners affrighted fly

Their burning vessel with Pride's low-born curse.

Hard by the flames forth issuing from that blaze.

Pride's dismal tower stands : with bolts and bars :

With dungeons deep as dark. I may not gaze

Upon that foetid pile : reeount the wars, .

Made for Pride's commensurate death and doom :

The which our lion King—Cromwell, led on.

Explore their relics, mark well th' ensanguin'd gloom

Which vaunts the prowess of Fame's Wellington !

Need we re-tell Pride's executions there ?

Condemn the baseless tenor of its power ?

The war-hounds stirring drum and fife declare

E'en now Pride's demonstrative hour.

The Lady Jane : those martyrs of our land :

Rulers and warriors : men of rare estate :

Have laid upon the block, at Pride's command.
Devoted heads : and such was woman's fate !

Accursed and perjured Pride—for ever dread

—

Whence came thy trappings, thy deep clanking mail ?

Would'st have me ask the manes of thy dead

Which hover o'er yon pile with memory's wail ?

Am I a man ? and does the God of light,

Of loveliness celestial, grand,

—

Add truth to reason, faithfulness to sight.

Which bade me read the writing—of His hand ?j

*Tis on the wall—I scan—I read it, there !

Quid novi ?
—" Gaudet tentamine virtus."

God of our Fathers ! preserve our church,—spare
Our mother country—Pride's victims, all—and us ?

Bursts now the th mder-cloud beneath thy feet.

Eternal Ruler of the starry realm !

Thy thunderings and forked lightnings speak :

That flash hath struck Pride's sea-boy at the helm.

Again it darts, like might with vengeance clothed :

Now impels it through yon palace gray.

Where all I loved and those I most have loathed

Kave lived and died, nad, haply, passed away.
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In that arena, Martyrdom grew pale

When red Catholicy—Pride's deep-died sin

—

Rode, with his thundering pinions, on the gale.

And Smithfield heard the Stake's infuriate din :

—

When perished Cranmer, and that steadfast man,—

-

Who never knelt 'fore Pride's most lep'rous crew—
(Deny me if ye may—Rome's lettered clan)

Then Papal dogmas beggared Pride, and you.

And never more—while our fine people pray.

Shall Heaven let faU its sanction of thy creed :

The vast intelligence of mental day.

Resplendent, flings Truth's brightness o'er Time's speed.

Like Aaron's Rod, the lightning points to thee,

Worthy and pious man of God, and sense :

And thou the ornament of Lambeth's see.

While I to knowledge have but small pretence.

Would that each minister of heavenly grace

Possessed the spirit purely sanctified :

Then might we hope to see Faith's sacred place

The house of God indeed—the hell of Pride.

E'en while my wakeful eyes—two orbs of light-
Fix them on objects by the world admired :

And Nature fires the tapistry of night—

•

My thoughts perchance, may be e'en now inspired :—

Turn we to where the Abbey of our sires

Lifts up her towers, with solemn grandeur, there.

While the dumb stars drop wisdom on its spires.

Above the mighty dead that slumber there.

Thus let me pass St. Stephen's antique door :

And pause—to ponder o'er the rugged rhyme

:

Which Pride's tall carved columns long have boie:

Forgetful of the sweeping wings of time.

Here—lies a Poet, who sublimed our isles.

And made them laugh and sing for virtue's sake

:

There—rests a Patriot, lured by Pride's vain .'miles,

Who well preferred the lancet—to the stake.

Below — a Warrior : name it not in Gath :

My heart doth bleed, and still shall bleed to feel

What Pride can never/eel, and mine too often hath'->T

A nanoeless liorror of war's trenchant steel.
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Here—lies a Senator, whose flowers of speech

Surpassed old IlUum's, Sparta's laurelled head :

See ! where he lies : and that alone should teach

The living proud to venerate the dead.

Why did he die amid Britannia's woe.

Ere glory's out-stretched wings illumin'd the skies ;

Ere victory did her silver trumpet blow.

Making the nations pale. Why did he die ?

" Resurgam." Here sleepeth pure simplicity :

All beautiful in beauty's vesper guise :

Pride heard her dying benedicity.

Ere her wrapt spirit, mounting, kiss'd the skies.

Pride's loud commotion desecrates man's sense ;

And weak ambition soon neglects a God !

My heart is fixed—I know the recompense

—

And tread upon your barren, flowerless sod.

'Tis folly, all. E'en Sheba proved the king

A very coxcomb 'neath wisdom's fading hairs ;

Why need we modern instances ! I sing

Of Bible truths—and what most true appears.

Below these time-worn stones, of pond'rous size,

How many fathers of the parish rest

!

Their epitaphs proclaim them scarcely wise

—

Did they perform humanity's behest ?

Sat they in church and heard their Pastor pray.

Imploring blessings or averting care ?

Heard they the silver bells make glad the day.

And dared their lips respond in mockery there ?

These were no proofs of goodness in disguise,

No indication of the s^irit-tried :

Religion's children are both good and wise,

Nor are her dictates ever mis-applied.

The stunted artizau, the man of trade.

The pilgrim, weary of the road he took.

With each degree of colour and of shade.

Are they not blazon'd in salvation's book ?

Yet mark, fond man—for hard it is to count

Upon the souls that life-wrecked are, and found ;

My heart grows sick—I tremble at death's fount—
E'en while I meditate on pride's own ground.]
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Strive then, oh, man, to rear thy crest on high

—

Since sense alone, exalted and refined.

Can estimate th' essence of a " sigh,"
Or guide to heaven light's briUiant germ of mind.

Sure, 'tis enough that life should end with earth ;

What miracle 's impossible above ?

All other thoughts lie smothered in mind's birth

—

Man's second birth of life—supernal love.

In this dense wilderness of shame and guilt.

In this so ample, unexplored abode,
Where Poverty secures what crumbs are spilt

By Riches, on the which its pride had trode :

—

In this emporium of a nation's weal.
This modern Babel of unrighteousness.

On the Bard's ear the sighs of sorrow steal.

And the last throes of merit in distress.

The Janus Lawyer—pleader at the bar

;

The soft-tongued Doctor with his victim pale :

All these, with many more, Man's interests mar.
As on he travels through life's chequer'd vale.

The lion-hearted sailor braves the deep :

The soldier emulates a Picton's fame :

Your senatorial hireling, sunk to sleep.

Lists not the patriot tell his country's shame !

Th' unlettered politician, Roman-wise,
Like Marcus Curtius, down the gulf would leap :

Alas, for manhood in some clown's disguise !

Pity for England, when her honour's cheap !

The generous Cit, retired from noise and wealth.
The honest recompense of hard-earned years

:'

Who never draws his purse-strings out by stealth.
Compared with those, how noble he appears !

Nor Lord, nor Prelate, boast a heart like his ;

They only conjugate the verb " to be ;"

Higher and higher up th' ascent to bliss.

Forgetful of thy path, futurity !

Amid the vast turmoil of action here,
'Tis good to mark e'en Beauty's bosom rise:

To see, sometimes, the sympathetic tear.
Pearl the chaste cheek of virtue's liquid eyes.
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Life's secret known and kept, enough for man,

In this low vale probationary still

:

Get wealth—gain honours—wisdom, if you can

—

That mental bulwark 'gainst life's latest ill.

The road to heaven is not through Church or State

:

Nor o'er the fabrics of immortal fame :

Prayer paves the way—yet pray not when too late,

Though everlasting mercy be the same.

The dullest eye, the most capacious mind.

See not the radii of our Maker's love :

Nor pierce that God-lit influence, undefined

—

Pervading Essence ! Great First Cause ! above.

The spirit's home is not on earth below :

Behind yon blazing sphere, beyond the skies :

Faith's realm of hope, which earth-born cannot know-

There, there it blooms, immortal !—here, it dies.

Untiring Nature hath not dreamt of rest

:

Her labours never ending, still begun :

If man could gaze on regions of the blest.

And measure out the glory of the sun :

—

Could he, with listless aim, survey whole worlds,

And laugh to scorn the mimic might of man ;

Could he controul those bolts the Godhead hurls.

And bridge the ocean with his puny span :

—

Or ride upon the whirlwind of the storm :

And grasp the " Rainbow" of divine import

:

Then see himself, but sin's most abject worm.

Struggling through evil and through good report ;-

Still onward flee, where morning's golden gates

Obey the mandate of an angel's key

(While doomed sin its crime still expiates)
]

'Neath the vast portals of eternity :

—

Then, with unerr"ng blow, might he propel

The sluices wide of ocean's boiling breast

:

Now look, with horror, on the pangs of hell

—

The vengeance and the doom of Satan's crest:

—

How might he then desire to swell the hymn
Creation's spirit never ceased to breathe

!

Mistake his God for winged cherubim.

And heaven-lit Majesty for Truth's bright wreath.
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Then, in his pride of ignorance, behold

The shadow only of his Maker's face ;

So gaze—alone, on Time's dread wreck, untold

:

Those flaming worlds, our Newton failed to trace !

Descending thence, on earth, new life begins :

While Death but counts his shafts, already driven :

Abjuring now—though late—all meaner things :

—

Pardon and joy welcome his faith to—Heaven.

Anno Dom. 1836. ^' ^' ^'

OFF THE CAPE.

AN ILLUSTRATION OF DANIELl's CELEBRATED PICTURE, " OFF THE CAPE,
A MAN OVERBOARD."

ABOARD H. C. S. M E , 1829.

Sunset in the broad and rolling Indian Ocean ; lat. 28°. S. long. 62A°

E. Picture to yourself, kind reader, a boundless waste of waters ;—

a

world of silence, awe, and soul-overpowering magnificence;—liquid

plains of scopeless and ever-changing green, heaving in gigantic ma-
jesty beneath the broad, o'erarching canopy of heaven.

Where is the boundary of this godlike dominion ? Expandmg in
" never ending, still beginning" continuity—unmarked by the petty

traces of animated nature—unbridled, untransformed by the labours of

humanity, it stands apart in sullen and inhospitable dignity, and laughs

at the Lilliputian arts by which mankind has rendered the face of the

less unyielding earth subservient to his wants, his wishes, and his pride.

There is something nobly constant in the ocean. Ages fleet away, but
they work no alteration upon its aspect- Thrones, empires are over-

turned ; races of mankind become extinguished ; that seemingly calcu-

lated for eternity, yields, at last, to the universal fiat ; the structure of
" the great globe itself," undergoes vast and total alteration ; but Time,
the conqueror of all, finds himself baffled when he seeks to establish an
authority over the unbending waters.

' And writes no wrinkle on their azure brow !"

Such as it rolled when the command of omnipotence curbed its sullen
and inimical dominion—prescribed that bounds which hitherto had
ranged in unchallenged sovereignty, and from its briny and reluctant
bosom, bade a world arise for the subsistence and habitation of a
race of new and superior beings ; such as it rose on the first great
day of an immortal creation, still is it now, and shall be. All have
gazed upon the self-same features. The first navigator, wlio thrust
forth his adventurous skift" to tempt the greatness of dangers hitherto
inconceived, propelled it on the self-same surface. To Jason and his
companion Argonauts, to Agamemuou and his brother chieftains, to
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iEneas, to Ulysses, Xerxes, Themistocles, Lysander, Conon, and Alex-
ander, the Roman admirals, the northern sea kings, the Genoese and
Venetian traders, the discoverers of the New World, and to the eyes of

our modern navigators, it ever presented and presents the self-same

countenance. Every thing changes—but the ocean never changes.
Every thing is silently fulfilling the grand provision of nature, gradual
dissolution and regeneration ; but the ocean is subject neither to disso-

lution nor perceptible regeneration. While all is one wide theatre of

decay, the ocean flows ever on unchanged, unchangeable, and everlast-

ing, and bids successful defiance to that at which every other object of
sense is made to tremble.

Prodigious dominion ! the overburthened mind seeks in vain to com-
prehend the greatness of its attributes. What a perception of expanse
sweeps over the soul, as we gaze upon its glittering and illimitable

bosom. Sea and sky are now the only objects of sight. The one,
baffling the industrious researches of imagination ; the other, presenting
the most lively image of eternity, with which the perceptive capacity is

capable of grappling. Our vision no longer

" Cabin'd, ciibb'd, confin'd, bound in
—

"

with the sight of land, though merely bearing the dim and distant shape
of the grey and long drawn line, verging upon, and almost blended with
the spirit-like mistiness of the dreamy horizon, flits in freedom over

"Tlie Sen, the sea, tlie opni sea,

The blue, the fresh, the ever free
—

"

and catches a portion of the elevation which surrounds it. The breeze,

strong, though somewhat unsteady, fills the towering pyramid of white

above us, and bears us gaily onward.—Away,—away,—stretching abroad

in every direction, as far as the eye can reach ;—sublime in the nearer

distance—dubious, yet grand afar, sweep, one after the other, the gigan-

tic undulations which vary the mighty surface upon which we so securely

float. Green—intensely green—darkening into the most imposing

shadows as the waves wheel into dei)th, mounting again into the broad

and searching light of the open day, revolve majestically the piles of

water around. Look up, and glance along the breadth of distance

—

breaking into the thousand hues which flash from the core of the dia-

mond ; widening into a belt of dazzling gold ; condensing into the most
starlike scintillations; starting up spires of arrowy light, now green,

now orange, and now the richest crimson, glitters that portion of the

ocean beneath the point of the sun's most glorious delineation. Who
could paint the glories of such a sunset ? A scene at which the

artist would throw down his pencils, and the poet abandon his vo-

cabulary in despair. No ! such revelations of the loveliness of nature

must be ivitnessed to be fully appreciated.

And then the sky.—Azure above ;—mist in the east ;—and in the

west, an assemblage of the richest lights. Colossal cloud-piles, spires of

brilliancy, here shooting up in gorgeous solitude, there grouped like the

aiguilles of the Alpine ranges ; and boldly printed upon a back-ground of

gold and scarlet. Alas, that the beauties of such a view should be

transitory. Whilst we write, the sun sinks down ; the clouds become
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of upcreeping sea-mists, like the gauze clouds of a theatre, become
denser and denser, till a scene on which a A'olume might have been ex-

pended, becomes gradually shut from our lingering view,

" And like the baseless fabric of a vision,

Leaves not a rack behind."

But the increase of the wind warns us, instead of looking abroad for

objects on which to banquet the eye, to pay some attention to measures

become necessary through the change of weather. And how soon is

the loveliness of a peaceful sunset transformed into the stern indications

of an approaching squall. The ocean life is the most of all subject to

uncertainty. The pleasures of the present hour may be succeeded by
the perils of the next in succession ; and vacant hilarity and good fellow-

ship exchanged for the glance of anxiety and the heaviness of an antici-

pating dread. Capricious as the waves on which it is spent, and of

which it is a characteristic, fleets the life of a sailor. Who shall blame

him, then, for snatching the bright hour as it rises ; and careless of past

fatigues and future evils, drowning every uncongenial reminiscence in

the enjoyment of the moment. And is not this, after all, the truest

philosophy ? The future is a cloud- like panorama, whether pleasing or

otherwise, of something, perhaps, never destined to take place. The
imagination tints it with colours which harmonize when placed at a pro-

per distance, and make a showy and captivating remote appearance

—

whilst over all, pleasing in its unchained diffusiveness, is shed the sun-

shine of hope^ The past is the obscurity of the road over which we
have passed, viewed either through the medium of regret or self-congra-

tulation ; regret, in having contained that, though perhaps lightly

prized at the time, now deemed as gratifying—self-congratulation, in

burying that, endured in the hour, though now exaggerated by the

gloom of remoteness. The present is the only thing upon which we can

seize, which is tangible—the future is vapour—the past is a dream

—

after all, what is it we are labouring after ? Enjoyments looked forward

to, if fated to arrive, must become present ; evils expected are not yet in

existence—if destined to exist, they will arrive fast enough of themselves.

What is to come, therefore, whether for good or bad, is not yet in being,

and for what is not in being it were folly to concern ourselves. The
present is in being, therefore let that engross our whole attention. If

pregnant with good, let us not alloy that good with the dross of un-

founded anxietv : if charged with einl, let us not burthen our powers of

avoidance or endurance with the extrinsic weight of additional misfor-

tunes. Surelv, he must be the most fcolish of governors, who, when he

eees an enemy withwhom he lacks the means to contend, sitting down before

his very gates, sends the one half of his garrison abroad to reconnoitre an

expected body of assailants. We can only experience pleasure or pain

through the medium of our senses. It is the part of a wise man to endea-

vour to obtain as much of the former, and as little of tiie latter, as possible,

that is consistent with its permanency ; for who would forego a lasting

good for a short interval of evil; or seize a fleeting hour of enjoyment, when
attended by an enduring contrary. Upon the present, alone, are our

senses capable of being exercised ; therefore, to exfrvict as much rea (

M. M.—3. R
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pleasure from the present, as possible, is the most legitimate and avail-

able employment of practical philosophy.*******
The skies darken down into twilight. That delicious chiaro scuro

partaking ofl the rich pmity of Claude's atmosphere, and the majestic

profundity of Rembrandt's distances, soft as the oblique gliding of the

sea-mew's wing, steals soberly over the garish brilliancy of the retiring

sunset, and sleeps upon the breaking and ever restless waters, like

Hope on the stormy surface of life. The scene bon-ows fresh graces

from the imagination. The distance melts into vapour; and we might

fancy we were sailing in the trackless realms of unintruded space. De-

prived of arbitrary materials, the mind is thrown upon its own resources,

and fills the spectral gloom around with creations of its own. How
vivid—how evanescent, are the figures that the fancy starts up ! Legible,

while in being ; but overturned by the succeeding wave of thought.

Like characters traced upon the sea-sand, the next sweep of the wind

obliterates their characteristics, and hauls them into irretrievable con-

fusion. Soon as formed, is their existence annihilated. However, they

were once in being ; and having once been in being, they form a unit

in the grand history of thought, a link in the universal chain of in-

telligence.

A heavy swell comes from the south-eastward. The noble vessel

begins to feel its influence, and rolls deliberately from side to side.

As the queenly fabric heaves her broadside from the advancing wave,

the watery twilight falls upon it, like the last smile of day, and casts

her jetty ports and bulwarks into deeper shade. The ocean grows

darker and darker. The profound green gives place to an inky shade

of blue : and shadow after shadow sails over the surface, till beauty

sinks into grandeur, and grandeur into sublimity. Strips of amber and

dusky crimson are yet to be discerned in the west : but they attenuate

with rapidity, and are being fast swallowed by the murmuring deep

that lies like a gulf beneath them. Faster and faster roll the mists

astern ; and a ghostlike sheet of white vapour rises in the east and

south. The upper and lower edges of this are jagged, and put on the

appearance of a rainy fringe. The swell heaves higher and higher

;

undulating every minute into more gigantic sweeps. The ship begins

to roll with an increased heaviness, and bends her yai'ds lazily

lower and lower down on either side. The skies put on a wild and

extremely threatening appearance ; and a mysterious grumble, like a

very distant roll of thunder, comes gradually down upon the wind.

A hoarse voice, rendered deeper by the trumpet through which it

renovates, echoes aloag the deck.

" All hands to reduce sail ! Boatswain's mate, pipe up. Look to the

halliards !—out upon your topsail yards."
" What shall we take in, sir ?"

" Close reef topsails and courses ; and in with your head stay-sails.

—Cheerily now, cheerily."

" Close reef topsails and courses !—forward, then! down with the

fore-top mast stay-sail.—Reef away."
" You, at the helm there ! keep her up to the wind."
•• Aye, aye, sir

!"
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" That's right I get in your canvass. Bravo !"

In a short time the yards are sliding down the masts, the reefs are

taken in, the head stay-sails sent flapping down, and the men are des-

cending from their duty. The veil of cloud in the meantime widens

;

increases in tenuity, and its jagged edges pale away into regularity.

The wind, which has hitherto been almost dead, springs up again in

another quarter. The threatening appearances, which a little while ago
called the attention of the officers into activity, begin to clear away.
The mists, in wheeling troops, drive away on either side. But the

eweep of the occean still increases in sublimity. One hill of water suc-

ceeds the first, rolling with majestic deliberation, like so many mountains,

put into motion by the throes of a volcano. Their summits, as we look

up at them, however, seem to become lighter, and once more put on a

purity of colouring. The vapour around gradually sinks down, or dissi-

pates itself abroad, and reveals the background of the mighty picture

upon which we gaze. At length, a long and reverberating roll of thun-

der rumbles heavily overhead ; and the clouds and gloom begin to

break grandly away in every direction.

But now for the exhibition of our grand, nautical, pen-and-ink dio-

rama. We say to our readers, what Sancho addresses to Don Quixote,

before he made a beginning, of that of which he never made an end

;

namely, the tale of the Shepherdess Torralva :—Pray be attentive, for

now we begin." We premise that a great call must be made upon the

fnnds of imagination ; and beseech our readers to provide colouring, to

fill up the sketch which we will strike out for their guidance.

In the first place, darken the stage : create that advantageous twi-

light, in which impressive objects are magnified. Take in as much open

sea and sky as the mind is capable of picturing to itself, and

" Give ample room, and verge enough,"

for the scene about to be introduced. These dispositions complete, and
the imagination guided into proper condition, bid the bell ring, and the
curtain deliberately rise.

How grand ! how solemn ! What an admixture of the sublime and
beautiful ! How little does the landsman dream of the glories ever pre-

sent to him, " who goeth down to the deep in ships, and whose business

lieth in the deep waters." Superb revelation of the greatness of nature,

once seen, thou cans't never be forgotten.

From right to left, sweeps a mighty mountain of water, shelving pre-

cipitously down, and, apparently, about to hurl the graceful vessel,

which heels nobly over in the midst, into total and momentary ruin.

Upon its gloomy breadth, falls a melancholy light. In the middle dis-

tance, overpowering in its stern immensity, wheeling as it rolls resist-

lessly and majestically down, into the darkness that broods upon the

awful intervals, threatening, unpitying, and colossal, heaves a corres-

ponding hill of water. The distance is shut out by the towering crests

of these prodigious seas : and looking upwards, we can only distinguish

the darkening masses of cloud that troop across the empyrean, and the

pale light reflected by the far summits of the weltering waves. The
heavens retain the last glimmering of twilight, and a bluish haze droops
upon remoter objects.

R2
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And then the well-appointed vessel in the centre of the picture, the

sole thing hearing the stamp of humanity, upon a waste, in the contem-

plation of the dimensions of which, computation is wearied. The hermit

of the ocean :—companionless—shut out from voice, or signal of its

kind. The exile of the deep, fraught with remembrances of home ; but

gone forth, perhaps, upon its never-returning journey. Separated from

country, friends, kindred, love, all—save hope ;—a branch, lopped from

its parent stem, and submitted to the mercy of the howUng winds ;

—

a leaf loosed from its fellow, and sent helpless down the stream of des-

tiny. Chartered, however, with human affections, how many souls

are knit in that vessel's safety ! how many hearts have gone forth

with it, and its anticipated perils. " JVline aches to think on't."

Under close-reefed topsails and extended jib, she is gradually scud-

ding. Deepened by the shadows of the ocean- valley, down which she

surges, her stern-windows and taffrail are raised aloft, while rudder,

stern-frame, and down-gliding broadside, are clearly visible. Her

fairy-like tracery, and tapering spars, climb symmetrically above, and

thicken, as they descend, into a web of jetty cordage. Her dotted line

of closely-closed ports, studs her graceful run ; and, bounded by a width

of chains, bolts, and bulwarks, imparts an air of warlike dignity to her

noble and interesting outline.

But the rolling waters reveal a still greater demanding object of

interest. His form, scarcely distinguishable in the gloom, mounts at

intervals into the fast-fading light. A man overboard—ahoij—a ! A
perilous situation ; one sufficient to quail the stoutest heart ! AVho can

guess at the conflicting and fearful thoughts which whirl through his

brain .' The danger is too great to be at once comprehended. Death

—

the prospect of so near and horrible a death, floats in dilated and mys-

terious majesty before his bewildered eyes ! Safety so near, and out of

reach! His sympathising and horror-struck companions crowd the

taffrail. Left behind, a prey to the howling surges, while the majestic

vessel bounds onward on her course. Fearfully grand is the scene.

Darkness falls over the expanse—the last lights of evening plunge into

vapour—all becomes dim, shadowy, and awful ! But salvation, when
least expected, drives down with the fast-sweeping pile of sea. A hen-

coop, in the expectation of creating a temporary escape, floats fast

towards him. He sees it ; and taxes his endeavours to the utmost.

Still welters the remorseless ocean. The thing to be saved, what a

speck upon the expanse ! The means of safety, how mean and insigni-

ficant, compared with the godlike panorama above, beneath, and around

it ! But the end is accomplished. The saving of a single life is

effected ; and the being rescued from an immediate death mounts

above his enemy. Ihe haze rises, in the mean time, thicker and

thicker around ; the distance is shut in from view ; and cloud and

billow, vapour and wave, is—is all that now can be distinguished. A
boat, like an ocean-spirit, is seen to slowly advance through the smoky

medium which envelopes it. A pause ensues, broken only by the washing

of the waters. A faint " huzza !" breaks involuntarily upon the un-

substantial solitude. The mists deepen with rapidity ; and the curtain

gradually falls, upon a stern, melancholy, and all-pervading gloom

!

Bill Rogers,

Late H. M. S. " Firefly."
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Anacreontic, No. 4.

J3» Plvjj. C. 33. ?i2aa^on.

Send round the wine ! be gay! be gay !

O'er hours Uke this let Bacchus reign ;

Cold thoughts of earth, away ! away !

Till dull- eyed morn bring care again !

Spirit of Hope—of Joy—arise.

With the bright bubbles on the bowl

:

Chase by your spells pale Sorrow's sighs,

. And light Mirth's torch in every soul

!

Send round the wine ! let Music's strain.

In melting numbers, round us breathe :

Till, in the chambers of the brain,

Care finds no space its web to weave !

Music and wine !—Can magic boast

Of spells more potent, charms more sure ?

Add woman's name to crown the toast

—

Has earth a grief these cannot cure ?

Send round the wine ! it sparkles bright.

And FANCY kindles as it flows :

The glowing goblet's ruby light

Round life a charmed halo throws

!

It wreathes with flowers the brow of gloom

—

Gives to Love's wing a gayer dye :

Bids Beauty's cheek more warmly bloom.

And brightens Friendship's smiling eye !

Send round the wine ! the world would seem.

Without it. but a world of woe :

Yet, tinted by its fairy beam.

Each landscape wears a sunny glow.

And like the fabled flower that turns

For radiance to the Fount of Day :

So Plkasurk's altar dimly burns.

Till lighted by the goblet's ray !
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HEARING AND SEEING. A VISION,

BY PHILOQRAPH ONEIROCRITICUS.

It has often occurred to me, whether to be blind or deaf is the greater

affliction : I have seen a blind man, aad have pitied his condition, when
I thought of the many enjoj'ments from which he was precluded. Un-

known to him is the " sweet return of Mom ;" unknown is the aspect of

all the variegated beauties with which spring and summer deck the

creation ; he moves on through the world perceiving no change in the

everchanging appearance of nature ; it is to him always the same " dai'k,

dark, irrecoverably dark ;" the bright beams of the sun may cheer and

enliven the earth, the sky may be robed in its mantle of pellucid azure,

and the earth clothed in its gay vestment of green ; the magnificent sea may
heave and swell in its noble grandeur, and the arching rainbow span the

sky ; but still all these sublime sights are to him unknown, as it is pa-

thetically expressed in those simple lines :

—

" Oh, say what is that tiling called light ?

"

Which I can ne'er enjoy,

What are the blessings of the sight ?

Oh, tell a poor blind boy."

Again, I have often mused upon the miseries of the deaf. To be deaf

is, indeed, a deprivation. Often have I seen, at the gay social board,

while the merry laugh went round, the poor deaf man sit, unable to par-

ticipate in the general hilarity, looking on while all were enjoying them-

selves, but yet not able to be a sharer in their mirth.

I was indulging in these philosophical or rather philanthropic reflec-

tions, the other night, as I sat with the utmost gravity upon the side of

my bed, "a custom with me always," when I wish to have a night's sound

sleep. My great grandmother, who was famed for her skill in interpret-

ing dreams, gave me this as a last advice, that whenever I wished to be

free from disagreeable and ominous visions during the night, to sit upon

the side ofmy bed for about a quarter of an hour, in a state of perfect nudity;

the extreme cold, she said, tended to promote digestion (whether this be

really the case physicians can but tell), and the sudden transition to the

heat of the blankets immediately produced a deep and refreshing sleep.

Well, such were my musings upon the night J allude to ; the time ap-

pointed by my great grandmother being expired, I wrapped myself snugly

up in the warm folds of the blanket, put out my candle, drew my night-

cap down about my ears, and was soon locked in the embrace of " tired

nature's sweet restorer," when the following strange dream occurred

to me.
I thought I was travelling through a fine extensive country in the

East ; it was about noon, and the sun was vertical in the heavens. The
heat was beginning to be oppressive, and I turned aside to enjoy the

cool shade of the trees that lay along the lughway. The boughs of all
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tbe trees were laden with fruit of all kinds, and tbe whole was vocal

with the dulcet strains of numberless birds, smaller and more beautiful

than any I had ever seen. I proceeded onwards till I came to a part

more neatlv arranged than the rest, and whicli had evident marks of

beinff inhabited ; as I looked around, I saw a venerable old man seated

by the side of a narrow rivulet; his hair was of silvery hue, and hung

down over his shoulders; his beard was long, and of a snowy whiteness
;
his

features were regular and beautiful, and in his dark penetrating eye there

was a mass of intelligence that at once bespoke the treasures of his mmd.

I paused when I saw him ; his eyes were directed downwards, but as if

intuitively sensible of my approach, he raised them, and made a sign to

me to come and sit near him. I instantly obeyed.
^ „ . ,,

"My son," said he, " know that this is the valley of reflection ;
all

who enter here, acquire a serene and contemplative mood of m ind,

which above all meaner things is conducive to true happiness. I am the

genius of the place. I know what has been engaging your thoughts : you

Ire thinking whether Hearing or Seeing is the superior sense. I am now

old, and know many things : listen, and I will tell a story which will re-

lieve vou from vour doubts.

" In times of old, when each of the senses had a separate will of its

own, and when all possessed the powers of speech, a question as to

precedency once arose between two of the senses. Hearing and Seeing.

The former asserted its claims to pre-eminence with all the determination

and obstinacy that a feeling of conscious superiority could inspire ; while

the latter was just as bold and vehement in advancing its own preten-

sions. Long had the dispute continued ; much ingenious reasoning and

eloquent declamation were displayed on both sides ; but from the want of

any superior tribunal to appeal to, it did not seem likely that matters

could be brought to any final adjustment. At length, finding that nothing

conclusive was likely to result from such a species of undisciphned logo-

machy, they mutually agreed to appoint an umpire to decide between

them.
'

Reason was unanimously chosen, and they pledged themselves to

remain satisfied with whatever decision she might pronounce. Night

was selected as the most tranquil season for carrying on the trial
;
and

following the example of the Areopagus, they resolved to conduct their

proceedings in the dark. But now I think of it," said he. " the trial is

going on at this moment—many times had they attempted to carry it on,

but still from some mismanagement on the part of the disputants, they

were unable to proceed. Reason at length, tired of so many interrup-

tions, refused to attend again; many years elapsed, till at last, urged on

by their importunities, she consented to sit once more, and I think, if I

mistake not, the discussion is now commencing. Follow me," said he,

"and attend." The old man waved a long white wand, which he bore in his

right hand, and instantly the whole scene was changed to what shall be

described forthwith.
, , , , „ , , ,

,

'Twas now the dead of night. The black funeral pall of that sable

goddess, spread out from heaven, had enveloped the earth in its dusky

folds ; a solemn silence reigned over the world, unbroken save at in-

tervals by the melancholy hooting of the lonely owl ; ever and anon

a pallid flicker of light flared instantaneously across the heavens, as if

the meteoric emanation of some of the heavenly orbs, as they roUea



&40 Ht;AIlING AND SEEIKfi, A VISION.

through the fields of space ; or, at times, might be seen the livid glare

of the marsh, flitting now with quick and irregular motion, and then

suddenly vanishing altogether ; but except these transitory coruscations

of flame, it was a night of thick and heavy darkness. In a large

chamber, hung round with black tapestr}', to which the old man con-

ducted me, and upon a lofty throne, erected for the purpose, sat

Reason, justly proud of her elevated position ; her mien and appearance
•were dignified beyond description ; in the expression of her features

there was a calm composure, a tranquil majesty of thought, that seemed
to arrest attention while it commanded respect; serene and placid, she

seemed not likely to be swayed by enthusiasm. Slow and reflective, she

was not in danger of deciding with precipitance. The room was
thronged with a numerous auditory. Reason waved her hand majestically,

and called upon the Sense of Hearing to state her claims—who rose,

and spoke as follows :

—

" Imperial Queen ! sovereign arbitress of the actions of men ! thou
who decidest truly between Right and Wrong, whose decisions are

accurately weighed in the scales of deliberation ; and whose conduct
is shaped in conformity with the most scrupulous justice—you have
this night to decide a long- continued dispute; the arguments upon
which I rest my claims are these : and which, as the time allotted to me is

brief, I shall endeavour to compress into as small a compass as possible."
" In the first place, then, I hold that the operations of the sense of

hearing are more dependant upon, and connected with, the intellectual

faculties, than those of seeing ; sounds can be perceived by the ear,

only when the mind takes cognizance of such, while the eye may gaze
upon objects, and does frequently without the agency of the mind at

all. This argument, however, leading perhaps into too metaphysical a
disquisition, I am content to waive, and will rest my case solely upon
the following; which, to make the stronger, I will deduce directlv from
your own experience."

" !Music, music, oh ! how my thoughts expand, and my conceptions

dilate, at the very mention of that soul-thrilling name ; Vi-hat a throng
of rapturous associations rush upon me ! Have you ever listened in

mind-delighting ecstasy, when the magnificent swell of heavenly
music first strikes upon the attention ? Music, music, spiritualizes,

exalts, refines ; our thoughts are tranquillized, all our feelings and
emotions bathed, as it were, in the ambrosial dews of heaven ; we
become almost divested of our corporeality, and our souls emancipated
from this earthly thraldom, float through an imaginary empyrean of

dehght, supreme and transcendental. As the coming of the Fabled
Halcyon used to still the tumultuous heavings of the billows, so the

soft illapse of sweet music upon the soul softens down all its agitations,

and brings the chaos of its troubled musings into sweet harmony and
concord. Or, to use another simile, music is to the darkness of mental
disquietude, as the sun to the dreariness of the world, when he breaks
from out a weight of clouds, and sheds his golden beams, chasing away
the temporary gloom, and restoring all things to their pristine loveliness

and beauty. Even the adoration which the celestial spirits are said to

offer before the throne of Omnipotence, is poured out in sweet strains of
music, as is beautifully described by Milton

—
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" Then crowned again, their golden harps they took

Harps ever tuned, that glittered by their side

;

Like quivers hung, and with preamble sweet
Of charming symphony, they introduce

The sacred song, and waken raptures hieh,

No one exempt, no voice but well could join

Melodious part, such concord is in Heaven."

And let it be recollected (though indeed it cannot be forgotten), that
but for the sense of hearing, this sublime pleasure would totally be lost

;

this refiner of joy, and sweet alleviator of son-ow, would be denuded of

its power to charm. But there is another pleasure, though not so

intense as that of music, yet not less conducive to our happiness—I mean
the pleasure of conversational intercourse. Oh ! the unspeakable delight

of pouring forth all our joys, and all our sorrows, upon the bosom of a
friend, listening to the soft and soothing accents of sympathy and
condolence, and finding all the warm feelings of our heart and soul
expand in the reciprocal flow of colloquial delight. And poetry, lovely

poetry, imagine the pleasure of listening to the inspired effusions of the
noble bard, as he draws forth from the rich store-house of his

imagination, those splendid treasures, whose beauty is so captivating to

all. Or, without descending to particulars, " look abroad through
nature," think of all her pleasant words, the morning carols of the
birds— the bleating of the sheep—the whistle of the shepherd—the
song—the laugh of the merry milkmaid—the noise, the stir, the hum of
life, when nature awakens from her slumber, and shows signs of
returning animation. Or think of the great, the ineffable" Here
Reason intimated that the allotted time was expired, and called upoii the
Sense of Seeing to proceed ; who immediately addressed her in these
words :

—

" Sweet, to be sure, are the carols of the birds, and the returning
sounds of life, and the hum of men, and the voice of nature ; but
sweeter far is the sight of nature's self, when, arousing from her in-

animate repose, and flinging aside the mantle of night, she starts again
into life, fresh, fair, and lovely, burnished with the golden tints of the
morning sun, and the dew-drops like so many pearls glittering upon her
bosom, and bearing one universal aspect of joy and loveliness, like a
bride upon her wedding-day. Oh ! the magnificence of this resurrection

of nature from the tomb of night ; there are the first faint streaks of
morning dappling the horison,—the gray-liveried precursors or out-
riders of her coming, the other and brighter streams of radiance rolling

across the sky, tell now the sun ' apparent all'

—

' Looks forth in boundless majesty abroad.

And sheds the shining day,tliat burnished, plays

On rocks and hills, and tower, and wandering streams,
High gleaming from afar .'

" How much better to be able to range with me over the boundless
sweep of earth and heaven, one vast and dazzling panorama of brilliancy,

than to be listening to the sweetest sounds that ever charmed the ear,

while all around is wrapped in essential gloom. Sweet arc the soft

and soothing accents of friendship ; but sweeter far ia it to gaze upon
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the face of those we love, and in that mental mirror to see reflected the

inmost thoughts and treasures of the soul. Sweet is the bewitching

svren tongue of poetry, charming the senses, and pouring, in melodious

strains, all her riches upon the mind ; sweet and charming is all her

opulence of imagery, her grandeur of conception, her wildness of fancy ;

sweet is she in every shape, epic, pastoral, and didactic. True poetry,

embodied in living verses, having obtained " a local habitation and a

name," may be addressed to the ear ; but whence did the sublime bard

receive the flaming flood of inspiration ? whence did the Promethean heat

enter into his soul ? was it not from the " eye in a fine frenzy rolling,"

taking in, in its rapturous survey, all the beauties of nature, and then

throwing their ideal forms into the laboratory of his mind, whence they

come forth dressed in a language of heaven's fire ? True, our immortal

epic bard was blind, and so was " the blind old man of Scio's rocky isle,"

but then their orbs were not sightless, till they had first received the

treasure in their soul ; till their eyes, rolling over creation, had gazed

upon all its beauties, and their shadowy architypes lay by in concealed

magnificence, till afterward the tide of inspiration came, and swept them

forth like so many pearls from the unfathomed caves of imagination.

But why do I argue thus ? can there not be poetry without verses ? Lan-

guage is not surely the vital essence of poetry, 'tis only the medium by

which her grandeur is communicated to the uninspired ? Ascend some

lofty eminence, look out upon the boundless ocean winding along its

girdle of waves, look upward to the azure sweep of heaven, spreading

like another " ocean hung on high." Then see the earth, its waving

forest, " where things that own not man's dominion dwell," its lofty

mountain, its beethng crag, its green fields slumbering in the sunlight of

heaven ; its torrent rolling from the mountains, and its rivulet winding

slowly through the glade. Let your soul walk abroad in thought, and then

you will know the poetry of nature ; then you will know that poetry is

not dependent for its existence upon the adventitious aid of language

—

no, the spirit of poetry is to the eye, not to the ear. The stars are the

poetry of heaven ; its wild magnificence of scenery is the poetry of earth.

Sweet, to be sure, is music, but place in opposition to it all these pleasures

of the sight. Sweet and pleasing is it to gaze upon the canvass fresh

and breathing from a master's hand, pourtraying in its various deport-

ments all the grandeur of Creation, and all the passion of the human
heart ; setting before us, as if in second life, all of earth's wonders, the

rude cataract, and the lofty crag, and the deep ravine, and the swelling

sea. Place a painter in the midst of nature's wildness, with but his

palette, his easel and his brush, and forthwith the magnificent scenery

is transferred in living colours to his canvass, and when the eye takes it

in at one glance, the mind is ready to acknowledge the transcendant

superiority of the art, and to stand an humble worshipper at the shrine

of a Poussin, a Claude, a Michael Angelo, and a Salvator Rosa."

Here again Reason rose ; she said that she had heard enough now to

enable her to decide. At this moment, the attention of all was sud-

denly arrested by the enchanting melody of a pair of bullfinches, that

had settled themselves upon the outside of the window, and were now

tuning up the sweet symphony of their morning concert. All were in

rapture at the sounds, and it was thought that the Sense qf Hearing
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must now be triumphant. Reason, herself, appeared a little con-

founded, and paused for a moment ; but, suddenly, a truly magnificent

sight burst upon their view—the sun had just climbed the orient, and
from her flaming car, a flood of fluid gold rolled over the heavens,

scathing the clouds away, and covering all the earth with a deluge of

light ; the windows had been left partly open, and in flowed the tide of

radiance ; the chamber, before dark, was suddenly illuminated, and all

gazed in wonder and admiration at the magnificence of the scene.

Reason again rose

—

Here all things began to fade gradually away into shadowy in-

distinctness, and at last totally vanished—I had awoke, and the

bright beams of the morning sun were shining in through the unclosed

shutters of my window.

CUPID, WINE, AND LOVE.
(tuanslated fuom anacrkon.)

Cupid once, in merry mood.
Came to play, but I withstood

:

First, he whispered soft and low.

Sternly I responded—" No !"

Oft he touched me with his dart.

But I would not own the smart

;

Then he came so slyly meek.
Smoothed my brow, and kissed my cheek ;

Archly watched my eyes to see

If I owned his witchery.

I resisted every wile.

Would not look and would not smile.

Then he frowned, and flew away.
Thinking I would bid him stay.

When he saw these arts were vain.

Soon he hastened back again,

J'illed my bowl with sparkling wine.

Bade me drink the juice divine,

Held it, smihng, to my lips.

While I ventured gentle sips.

He held it till I drained the bowl.

And joyous Bacchus fired my soul.

Others filled he to the brim.

Others yet I drunk with him.

Till at last, with boisterous glee,

I laughed with him and he with me

;

Then he seized his poisoned dart.

And thrust it deeply in my heart, "

•• Thee," he said, " whom naught could move.
Wine has now betraved to Love."
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ENGLISH IDEAS OF FRANCE.

With the word France, most persons connect in their minds an idea

either of a place where we may live for nothing, or next to it, or else

of a nation the most elegant and polite in the world. We find many
exclaiming, on the one hand, " Well, never mind—we can goto France,

and live there on half our incomes, and better than we do in England !"

or else, on the other, the sickening sentence in the mouths of but too

many of our own country, of " our more polite neighbours, the

French !"

With regard to the living so much cheaper in France than in Eng-

land, we have our doubts ; for we have travelled from Calais to Mar-
seilles, and from Bayonne to Metz, in search of this same object,

our inquiries having been directed, in the principal towns, towards the

probable expenses of a residence ; and the calculations we have made in

each respecting the price of provisions, house-rent, fuel (a great consi-

deration in France), and the minor expenses of housekeeping, being

balanced with the want of society, and many of the comforts of life that

from our infancy we have been accustomed to, and which we are quite

unable to do without, have never been sufficiently in our favour to make
us think them a desirable place for a fixed residence.

The regular resorts of the English, on the Continent—Boulogne,

Tours, Calais, and Caen—first claim our attention, since whatever may
cause us to leave our own country, we always prefer to be with those

who have feelings in common with us ; and which may, in some

degree, do away with our isolated position as aliens. These we tried,

and the result was far from satisfactory. Each looked upon his neigh-

bour with an eye of suspicion, and wondered whether the crime of

poverty, suspicion of debt, or something more immediately recognizable

by our country's laws, might be the reason of our remaining abroad ;

—

our corn was generally meted by our neighbour's bushel. But when in

time this began to wear away, and something like sociability ensued,

we in our turn began to learn the characters of our friends, and found

them not altogether desirable acquaintances. Much that we heard

might be untrue ; for tongues, in these " free prisons," are no less busy

than false. But still the taint of evil report hung around. The French

inhabitants, in these towns, desire not the society of the English. They
have been too often dejeived by them ; and as they know not how to

draw a distinction betwixt those who are respectable and those the

reverse, they close their doors against all. So much, indeed, is this

the case, that Boulogne—which is, without exception, the best

adapted of all the French watering-places for sea bathing—is avoided

like an infected place by the Parisians, solely on account of the number

of English always to be found there.

Then comes the question. What have we saved by being here ? The

answer is, Nothing—we might have lived equally as cheap in an



English town. For all the savihg we Coukl ever find was in the prtc*
of provisions, which is cheaper in the ratio of francs to shillings—not a
fraction more ; and this trifling difference was more than swallowed up
by the extravagant price of fuel and dress. But some one exclaims,
" Wliy, we know wine is much cheaper in France than in England ;

because, in many parts of the country, you may buy it for five sous a
bottle, outside of the barriers." Granted you may, and perhaps, we will

admit, for less even than that. But what is it when purchased ? Un-
less for the honour of drinking wine, you might call it any thing else,

and be as near the mark as when you called it so. No merchant in
France will sell you wine at all fit to drink under two francs a bottle ;

and then you can buy better in England for the same monev, though it

may be under the humble designation of Cape. And the sharp, sour
" vin ordinaire" is by no means equal to the production of our own
colonies—of which we unwittingly drink so much under the more
elegant name of Sherry.

The towns in Brittany, and the South, are cheaper much than these;
but not more so than our Channel Islands, and towns equally remote
from the metropolis. An English family would live in better style, and
Avith considerably more comfort to themselves, in Devonshire or Wales,
than in any part of France, for the same money. It is not a just
criterioji, that because a French family, in their own country, live in a
certain style upon an income we should consider very small, that an
English family should do the same. The expenses of going with a
family to the South of France, and purchasing such articles as are not
considered necessary there

—

i. e. carpets, &c.—will swallow up the
imaginary savings of the first ten years ; and the manifold annoyances
they will have to endure, render it a hundred to one that they are glad
to return to England long before half that period has elapsed.

An Englishman begins his calculation—" We can purchase fowls for
so much a couple, turkeys at such a price, and various other articles at
certain rates, much below the prices we should pay in England." But
when you have purchased them, even at the prices named, what are they
but poor, miserable things, the bones ready to start through the flesh .''

and our only admiration, that they had not died of starvation I For
what French " cultivator" ever thinks it necessary to feed his poultry .'

The word barn-door fowl has no equivalent with them ; they do liot

consider feeding at all necessary. Tlie poor creatures, like younger
brothers, are expected to provide for themselves as thev can—and that
is but " indifferent well."

The meat, even at the prices paid for it, is dear, and fit only for a
French " batterie de cuisine." It must be stewed to something like

rags, before it attains any degree of tenderness ; and then requires the
addition of savoury sauces to give it a flavour not possessed by itself.

With us, an epicure considers the meat, when properly boiled or
roasted, as containing something relishing to the taste : but in France
it is too insipid to admit of the simple process of cooking; and no one
thinks of tlie meat without the addition of sauces, the flavour alone of
which is perceptible. And by the time the additions are made, and
regard being had to extra quantity consuuicd from the mode of dressing,
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we are certain that in England, though the first price is something the

highest, the actual cost in the end is the lowest.

All these things are soon found out when a family have settled, and
the discovery is too late ; hut it is very different before-hand to make an
Englishman understand the whole bearing of the thing. A short trip

on the Continent teaches him the prices of certain articles, but without
reference to their quality. They are cheaper than in England, that

is sufficient ,— ergo, I can live for less money, and have my wine for

dinner every day,—and spirits, dirt cheap ! But look at the prices of

house-rent, dress, fuel, sugar, and many other articles, and we find

the balance in favour of our own country. Families abroad will put

up with inconveniences they would never think of enduring for an
instant in their own country. Their servants will attend when it

suits themselves, not their employers ; perform their work according to

their own fashion, or not at all ; for they never fall into the ways of the

English—they think them absurd, and merely for the purpose of giving

them extra trouble and annoyance.

In matters of dispute, where it has been necessary to apply to the

authorities, we have found the truth of the adage—" The weakest goes

to the wall ;" and, except in very flagrant cases, you must not expect to

be on an equal footing with your neighbours, provided they are of the

country. You may, indeed, expect a long harangue about, " Justice in

France knows no distinction of persons ; all are entitled to the protection

of its laws." But this ends pretty much with the remark of the celebrated

Abb6 de Mably, who says, " there is no nation, however corrupt, that

does not possess in its archives the best laws in the world—they require

only to be executed."

The prevailing opinion respecting French " politesse" must soon

pass away, and be remembered only in connection with the France of

other days, for assuredly it exists not at the present. An Englishman
pursuing the even tenor of his way on the apology for foot-pavement in

Paris, and finding himself suddenly jostled into the road, looks naturally

enough, as of old, for the " milles excuses," but finding instead a scowl

of defiance, marvels much at our neighbours being called " most
polite !" Should he be tempted by some glittering display in a shop

window to wish to lighten his purse, and enters the shop with that

intention, he must not expect the ready alacrity of a London tradesman,

who seeks to anticipate his wants before he can express them. If the

man or woman, as the case may be, are enjoying a quiet gossip with a

friend, they will not hurry themselves for the expected customer ; but

when a convenient pause occurs, perhaps, request to know what he
desires, and then in r cold, unwilling manner point to half the articles

in the shop window, rather than remove the tray for inspection ; and

take care that any little trouble they may be occasioned is fully per-

ceived by the person who occasions it, and who, although he does not

expect the perfection of politeness from the " bourgeoise," looks for

rather different manners from " our more polite neighbours."

Any person who has resided in Paris during and subsequent to the

time of Charles X. must at once perceive the great change that has

taken place in the manners of the French people ; a change so rapid,

that we are at a loss altogether to account for it. Even Mrs. Trollope,
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who seems to havegone to Paris with the determination to eee every thing

" colour de rose," is forced to admit the great difference in manners

since the last Revolution ; and her speculation as to the causes lead to

nothing more than supposing it to be the result of—the Revolution.

We must confess, we are pleased at the change on one account;

since it used to be the custom for too many of our fair countrywomen,

after a short stay in France, to come back with their heads a little

turned by the polite attentions paid to them by some dangling adven-

turer for English women in France are always considered as heiresses,

and are rather^in demand in the matrimonial market, until the mistake

is discovered. Some, indeed, -who have been deceived by these atten-

tions, and changed their English into a French name, have had bitter

reason to regret the step, and wonder at their own shortsightedness.

The deep, bitter, burning hatred that every French man and woman

bears towards the English, is but slightly glossed over, and where an

opportunity occurs, bursts forth with undiminished force. If any of our

readers are desirous of experiencing on what terms we are with our

" more polite neighbours," let him take his seat any evening in the

" Theatre du Palais Royal," and witness the representation of a piece

called, " La Moustache de Jean Bart," and then he may have some

idea of the feehngs entertained towards us ; he will find nothing lost

by the audience where the English are in question—and the allusions

are not " few and far between."

The press of this country have most laudably used their endeavours

to bring about a kindly feeling with our neighbours, but to little pur-

pose. The English never will be in good odour in France ; we have

wounded them too deeply ever to be forgiven.

It may be thought the foregoing remarks are penned in a moment of

spleen against the French, but such is not the case ; we have long resided

in different parts of France, and have simply stated what we have learnt

by experience ; and we are confident, that persons who have remained

any length of time there will fully agree with us. Those who pass a

short time in the country on an excursion of pleasure may fancy things

arc not altogether as we have shown them ; but we are certain that,

should they at any period become residents, they will gradually come

round to our opinions. ^-
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CONSOLATORY STANZAS,

TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUCHESS OF GLO'STER;

WRITTEN AND PRESENTED TO H. R. H. ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE

DEATH OF THE LATE DUKE, NOVEMBER, 1835.

Oh, Royal Daughter ! why thus sadly grieve,

A sea of tears would not the dead recall

;

The good, the gentle, death did never leave,

—

The hest and nohlest are the first to fall

;

Oh ! weep not, Royal Princess, those are blest.

Who sleep in peace,—no cares disturb their rest.

Fain would we gently wipe those tears away.

And banish sorrow to the land of gloom ;

For why be sad, while on this earth we stay.

Although we travel to the silent tomb ?

Like the pale moon that with the clouds has striven,

"We mav at last tread the clear floor of heaven.

We have a monarch merciful, who now
Would fain all mourning from his kingdom chase.

And gladly smile to see a placid brow.

And a bright joy again light up thy face ;

Oh, lay aside this deep long-cherish'd sorrow,

—

The darkest day brings sunshine on the morrow.

For what is death but a long quiet rest.

Unbroken by the heaving storms of life
;

The dew that sleeps upon the rose's breast.

Knows nought of care, and woe, and grief, and strife.

So rest the dead, all undisturb'd and still.

Like the pale primrose shelter'd by the hill.

Few lived hke him, alas ! who lives no more.

But with a nation's blessings on his head

:

We for his goodness ever will deplore,

And raise a prayer above his silent bed.

Weep not ! but hope, for there are realms above.

Where we may meet again with those we love. J. B,
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THE PURITAN'S DAUGHTER.

A SHORT distance from Hereford, on the banks of the lovely W5'e,

there stood, somewhere about the vear 1665, a mansion: the architec-

tural pretensions of which, though not of the first order, were yet

sufficiently good as to evince that it had been erected by a person of

taste and consideration. Broorasgrove, as it was called, was the abode

of a gentleman, Sir Ralph Desrick by name, who possessed considerable

property and influence in the county. He was somewhat gloomy and
stern, being rather given to the religious fanaticism of the times, and a

strong supporter of the Protector and his measures. His family con-

sisted of an only daughter, whose birth preceded her mother's death but

a few hours.

Sir Ralph had loved his wife with a passion almost amounting to

idolatry ; he had wooed and won her from a host of suitors, and the

short year they had passed together, had been to him one round of

happiness, pure and unalloyed ; and the violence of his grief, when
bereft of her, at first gave much apprehension to his friends, but after

remaining some days in a state almost bordering upon madness, his

attention was suddenly attracted by the faint cry of a child in one of

the adjoining rooms ; he listened an instant, and something seemed to

cross his recollection, for starting up with hasty and heavy stride, he

sought the apartment whence the sound proceeded, and almost

forcing, rather than opening, the door, he entered the room where the

servant was nursing the child. The attendant was at first alarmed at

having the infant snatched from her, but was somewhat assured, on

finding that Sir Ralph held it quietly in his arms, gazing intently upon

its featmes for some moments. After a short time his wildness ap-

peared to calm down, for the child seemed to smile at him, and moved
its little arms, as though it were pleased by the notice of its only parent.

He pressed its forehead to his lips, looked once more with fixed attention

on its features, and replacing it in the nurse's arms, left the room as

hastily as he had entered.

From that day he became an altered man—never again seeking the

pleasures and amusements of the world, but living- with all the gloomy
austerity of one who had determined to avoid the idle frivolities of the

period, passing nearly the whole of his time in fondling his infant

daughter. Grace Desrick was, indeed, a child of more than common
beauty—and what, in her father's eyes, surpassed all her loveliness, was

the exact image of her departed mother; she was of fair complexion, with

sparkling blue eyes, and her long light-coloured ringlets fell around her

in luxuriant profusion ; her sylph-like figure knew not the trammels of

a vicious fashion, but grew in all the strength and beauty of its active

proportion. With what satisfaction did Sir Ralph watch, day by day,

the expansion of her fair form, and mark with what readiness she

comprehended the almost masculine instruction he bestowed upon her.

6ut still he could not force the gloomv precepts he sought at times

M.M.—3. S
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to instil, to take root in her mind— she would laugh, and be as free and

joyous, as though Broomsgrove was the happiest place in" the world.

The elasticity of her mind was a foil to the sombre air of the mansion

—for Grace Desrick, with all her quickness and intelligence, could

never be brought to understand that religion was meant as a source of

sadness or sorrow : her guileless heart knew nothing of the horrors of

repentance, for there was no act she could look back to, and feel even

regret at its .commission.

When she had attained her eighteenth year, she was still as gay and

happy as she had been when a child. Of the world, she knew scarce any-

thing ; her education had taught her but little of its ways—and a father,

with every care and attention, cannot supply a mother's place to a girl.

But, suddenlv, the merry Grace Desrick seemed to have lost much of

her wonted cheerfulness, and no one could say why or wherefore ; it

was in vain her father questioned her, whether was there aught to

make her unhappy ; she had no cause to be so, she replied, for she felt

happier than ever—and yet Sir Ralph could not but observe she was

not the same gav laughing girl she had been but a few months past

:

there was an air of abstraction about her at times, as if her thoughts

wandered far away—it was not that she was imbued with the gloomy

spirit of religion, that her father had so often striven in her childhood

to impress upon her mind,—she attended, with propriety, to its forms

and principles, but not as an ascetic. In vain did he endeavour to dis-

cover the cause, for he could not gain his daughter's confidence.

Hereford contained, at this time, among the parties of the legitimate

sovereign, one SirEdward Euldigh, who, not having compromised himself

by any outrageous act against the existing Protectorship, was allowed

to retain possession of his estates ; but his son (some said with, and

others without, the consent and approbation of his father,) had taken a

very active part in the intrigues of the Stuarts ; yet, as Sir Edward

openly disclaimed all participation in the schemes of his son, and nothing

could ever be proved against him, tending to involve him in any of the

plots, it had been deemed advisable to allow him to remain unmolested.

Not much was known by anyone of Mark Eveleigh, his son. He was

supposed to be on the continent, in attendance upon the exiled monarch,

but this was merely conjecture : some said he was wild and reckless,

possessing all tlie faults and vices of a cavalier, without any of their

redeeming qualities ; but as this was the character given him by the

Puritans, it was to be received with some doubt ; all the reports seemed

to agree in calling him like Sir Edward in outward appearance, which

was equivalent to saying, he was a gentleman of good breeding, and in

person well looking ; and that, we believe, was nearly all any one in

Hereford or its neighbourhood knew of one they had scarcely ever seen.

But Mark had recer.tly left the continent, and was staying in the

neighbourhood of Hereford, his father's house not being considered a

safe residence for him ; for though his person was not well known in

the town, or perhaps scarce at all, save by his father's servants, it was

thought prudent to avoid all risks, and he had been, therefore, on a visit

at a friend's, whose mansion and grounds adjoined Broomsgrove. It

had chanced, that wandering one day with his dogs about the banks of

the Wye, he had met the pretty Grace, and was surprised at seeing, in
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such a secluded situation, a being so lovely ; and it occurred to liira at

once, that it could be no othei^ than the person he had so often heard

called by his friends, " the pretty Puritan." He had been so long ac-

customed to the dark-eyed languishing beauties of a foreign court, who
sought every aid to enhance their charms which fashion or art could

invent, that his fair countrywoman, in all her native loveliness, seemed
to him the most beautiful object he had ever beheld. He could not help

gazing at her with more steadfastness, perhaps, than true politeness would
have warranted, but Grace gave no signs of anger, for she was wonder-
ing who the stranger could be ; she knew by report the names and fami-

lies of the cavaliers in the neighbourhood, for such the stranger evidently

was by the style in which he wore his hair, and the colour and fashion

of his dress, yet to the description of none of these did he seem to

answer. There was in his manners every thing that would have be-

tokened a person of good family, and one accustomed to the best society

of the cavaliers, but it was in vain she conjectured who it could be.

The stranger, however, raised his hat, and bowing to Grace, passed on,

whilst she returned the courtesy.

Was it chance that led Grace to take the same path beside the Wye
on the following day, at the same hour as she had done on the preced-

ing day .'' It might be so. But was it chance again that led Mark
Eveleigh at the same hour to the same spot ? It was not : he had seen,

in the glance bestowed upon him by the pretty Puritan, that he had ex-

cited an interest in his favour not quickly to be forgotten, and his know-
ledge of the world told him, what Grace herself kiiew not.

She had wandered there listlessly and without analysing the motives

which induced her to do so, and perhaps was not disappointed in per-

ceiving the stranger trying to put his dogs upon the scent of some lair,

the existence of which they most pertinaciously denied. She might for

a moment have thought it strange he should be there, but she did not

consider long, for the stranger, bowing, said, " he was afraid his dogs
would annoy her, as they had followed up a scent and obstinately per-

sisted in its pursuit."

Grace did not, though she might easily have seen that they were
wholly innocent of the accusation ; but she replied that the annoyance
was imaginary on the stranger's part.

The conversation once begun, was not wanting in spirit to render its

continuance interesting to both. Grace listened with the deepest atten-

tion to all the wonders the stranger had to relate, and he in his turn

wondered that one evidently of superior education, should know so little

of the world and its actions ; but he knew not that with her it extended
little beyond Broomsgrove, and like the wild fawn, she had wantoned
and sported about it without thinking or caring for aught beyond. It

was her little world, and contained all she desired ; she never sought to

know if there were pleasures not to be found within its ci cle.

This interview was but the first of many that followed, and from that

time did Grace learn that life was not the bright picture he had
painted it. Mark Eveleigh soon saw the open unsuspecting nature of her
disposition, and that, wanting the counsel and assistance of her own sex,

her resources were wholly within herself, and he was not long in decid-

ing what course to pursue. Honour in love and war, he argued, there

S2
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was none ; and as to causing grief and sorrow to the crop-eared cur, her

father—what mattered that to him ! Did be not wish all the ill that could

befall their race ? and if he touched them in a vital part, so much the

better : they had forced him to play at hide and seek in his native land ;

his life even was sought by these same Puritans, and why, therefore,

should he pause a moment to consider their feelings.

And had he no compunctions for the fair creature, whose love he had
gained, and the purity of whose affections should have stifled all evil

thoughts against her ? Can it be in nature for man to look upon that

being whose heart and soul are devoted to him, who lives but for him,

and whose every hope and fear are centred in his well-being, and yet feel

no commiseration for her ; nor think an instant of the long sad years

of anguish and suffering he entails upon her ; to see the upraised finger

of scorn pointed towards her, whose only crime has been in " loving not

wisely, but too well," and not pause ere he casts upon her an overwhelm-
ing load of misery. Alas ! it has ever been the same, for man is so

selfish in his nature, that he rarely he?ds the feelings of those he seeks

to ruin.

It was a few months after the first interview between Grace Desrick

and Mark Eveleigh, that the inhabitants of Broomsgrove were one even-

ing aroused from their usual state of quietude by a loud knocking at the

outer gate. So unusual a summons at that hour brought nearly all the

servants to the gate ; and their surprise was nothing diminished at per-

ceiving merely two horsemen. One of them was a man of rather pow-
erful form, and somewhat above the middle height, and by his dress

and appearance evidently of the Puritan party. His horse was of the

most perfect black, and seemed impatiently waiting for admittance.

The other was of the same party, and might have been the servant, or,

perhaps, a higher grade, for it was hard to distinguish the rank by his

dress.

The gate was no sooner opened than they both entered ; and the one
who had the appearance of being the master, dismounting from his horse,

carelessly threw the reins to his companion, who received them with
much respect. He desired to be conducted to Sir Ralph Desrick, which
was instantly done, as Sir Ralph had himself come forward to ascertain

who so unusual a visitor could be.

The master of the house himself showed the way to his library, and
the guest, without being requested, threw himself into an easy chair

beside the fire, and seemed for a few moments to enjoy the warmth
without regarding his host. His request that some refreshment might
be provided was almost instantly complied with, and of which, after a
long formal prayer, he ate sparingly. As soon as he had finished his

frugal meal, the attendant was ordered to withdraw with the remains of

the repast, and the host and his visitor found themselves face to face,

having as yet scarcely exchanged more words than the nature of the

stranger's request required. Sir Ralph waited patiently until the other

should break the silence, which he shortly did.

" It appears, then, I am not known to Sir Ralph Desrick."

Sir Ralph thought it was a face he should have known, and yet

could not say where or how. But he replied, it was so little he had
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suited Broomsgrove for the last twenty years, that the friends of his
«arly youth had but rarely crossed his path.

"It may be that your memory does not serve vou well, Sir Ralph;
but I do not forget that you have ever been a true friend to the state
though of late you have not taken an active part in its affairs. I would
the Lord m his goodness had willed that mv errand, at the present time,
should have been to speak of a more happy subject thah is my lot
lust now. •'

Sir Ralph looked hard in the stranger's countenance, to see if he
could read in it aught that might indicate his meaning ; but there was
nothing m its severe air to give the least clue to what he was about
to say.

" I have heard, Sir Ralph, that the Lord in his great goodness be-
stowed upon thee a wife, whom you cherished more than, unhappily, ra
the custom of many of us."

Sir Ralph groaned audibly at thus hearing his wife mentioned, for
the wound occasioned by her death stUl rankled in his bosom.

His guest seemed not to heed it, but continued:—"! have heard
too that she was untimely snatched from you, and since then you have
secluded yourself from the world, seeking consolation in the Lord She
teft you, as I have been told, a daughter—who, if all accounts speak
true, IS most fair and beautiful ; and that you have employed much
of your time m her education. But I much fear me, that it is not alto-
gether in a father's power properly to form a daughter's mind and di'^po-
sition. But this IS not to the purpose. Sir Ralph, you should be a man of
farm purpose and resolve,and able to control your feelings. Has the Lord
given you strength to listen to me, and yet keep a mastery over them ?"

Sir Ralph looked in some amazement, scarce knowing how to under-
stand his guest.

" This fair flower, upon whfch you have bestowed so "much care i« I
fear me. almostlost to you ; unless a just Heaven, in 'its kind mercv! now
stretches forth its hands towards your help. Your daughter has been
marked as a victim, by one of those profligates who delight to throw the
state into anarchy and confusion bv their wUd schemes and vicious
habits, regarding little the bonds that should unite society, and seeking
only the gratification of their wild ambition and ungovernable lust?.
Bat the Lord will not allow them to escape unpunished ; for a day of
retribution will come when they are least prepared to meet its justiceMy friend, it grieves me much that one whom I esteem should suffer
from such curses of society. Your daughter has. I am pained to say
fallen into the power of one of these."

" My daughter, sir > Speak, in Heaven's name, with more clear-
ness ; for, on mine honour, I understand you not!"
"You cannot be ignorant, then, that Hereford contains amongst its

inhabitants one Sir Edward Eveleigh, a supporter of the Stuarts You
may. or you may not, know that he has a son. named Mark—as wild
and reckless as any from whom the Lord ever withheld his grace He
has striven all in his power to bring forth ill against the state, and has
been for months in the neighbourhood endeavouring to bring his plans
to maturity. But I have had my eyes upon him, and watched him
day by day

; and sorry am I to say, that, though his plans have been in
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vain, his wicked acts have succeeded ag-ainst your daughter. He strove

all in his power, by his knowledge of the world's arts, to seduce her

from the path of good conduct, but without effect, until his devilish

mind conceived the idea of a false marriage. Your daughter little knew
the ways of life, and thought herself married by a few prayers being
inuttered over them by one of his associates, in the Abbey chapel; and
tnus has he accomplished his foul purpose."

" God of Heaven, grant me mercy ! Can this be truth—or is it

soilie wild story with which you seek to try my feelings ?"

" As there is a Heaven above, it is the truth
!"

Sir Ralph spoke not, but, covering his face with both his hands, he
remained some moments almost without motion. When he removed
them, his face had lost its deep- toned colour, and assumed a pale, ghastly

hue. "Oh! my poor child!" he exclaimed. ' " Could not all thy

purity and innocence stay the destroyer's hand ? Could he not see in

your saintly mother's image a being that should have turned his hard
heart to something like compassion ? May the deadliest curse that"

—

" Hold, my friend! It will not avail thee to curse him. The Lord
will not forsake his chosen servants, nor let the wicked prevail more
than for a season. As a father, I can feel for you, and know what yoii

must suffer ; but, forget not, it is not for man to curse those even who
have injured him."

" Sir, you speak like one who cannot feel for another's griefs. Yoii

know not what it is to have one whom you have cherished through life

—not alone for herself, but for her whose fond image she bore—stricken

down by the foul destroyer, and yet forbear to curse him I Oh I my
poor, poor Grace ! have all your gay and happy spirits come to this ?

Were all those charms that I have loved to look upon, and watch as they

have expanded year by year in greater loveliness, but given thee to

allure to thine own ruin ? Poor injured Grace ! he shall learn, that,

secluded as I may so long have been from the world, I can yet revenge
you!"

" Hold ! hold ! my friend, revenge will little aid you now. I owe
you something, as I have been partly the cause of this, in allowing him
to carry on his plans in safety when I might have prevented him. The
mischief, however, was done ere I foresaw it ; but all that lies in my
power shall now be done. Will you be good enough to send me up
my attendant, who waits below ?"

On the attendant's entering the room, the visitor took him aside and
appeared to give him some instructions, with particular expression, fear-

ful lest they should not be clearly understood. The attendant instantly

afterwards left the apartment, and the heels of his horse were heard ring-

ing on the pavement, as he dashed at full speed through the gateway.
The stranger resumed his seat by the fireside, and seemed for a time

to fix his looks upon the flickering light of the fire, at interv^als thrusting
together the logs of wood with his scabbard-point, so as to keep up as

bright a light as the flame could throw upon the room.
Sir Ralph was striding to and fro with quick and unsteady pace ; at

times he would stop, and striking his forehead with his closed fist, whilst
his hard quick breathings showed the violence of the feelings within, and
otcasionally some half-broken sentence would escape his lips, expressive
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of commiseration of his poor wronged Grace, mingling with a deep and
deadly curse against the villain who had so fouUy deceived her.

As the broken curses fell upon the stranger's ear, he shook his head as

if in expostulation, whilst his stern brow assumed a more severe air, but

he knew the workings of man's nature too well to stay the outpouriRga

of a chafed spirit, which would not be confined, but must break forth ere

the mind could at all assuage its violence.

For an instant Sir Ralph paused, and bent his keen glance upon the

stranger's countenance, to see if he could read aught of falsehood in it ;

but he felt at once assured there was no intention of working on his

feelings by a feigned tale, for the severe look of his visitor seemed alto-

gether at variance with deceit.

About half an hour might have passed thus, without a word being

exchanged or a syllable uttered, save by the broken interjections of Sir

Ralph ; when the sound of several horsemen arriving, was heard in the

court-yard below. Sir Ralph started as the ringing of the horses' hoofs

upon the pavement reached his ears, and looked toward the stranger

for an explanation. The latter rose with apparently a satisfied air, and

turning to Sir Ralph, said :

—

" My friend, leave this matter entirely to my guidance, for your pre-

sent feelings are but ill suited to what the occasion requires."

The door of the apartment was suddenly thrown open, and several

soldiers entered, thrusting forward a young man, their prisoner. He
looked first at the stranger and then at Sir Ralph, at the sight of whom
he seemed somewhat moved, but quickly regaining his composure, he
demanded " by what right he had thus been seized upon, and dragged
forth like a dog r"

'

' By the order of him to whom the Lord hath given the right and the

power."
" There is no right in this country can authorize so great an outrage."
" I will not argue the question with you, but I tell you, Mark Eve-

leigh, you are a villain ! nay, don't look at me from head to foot, and
seek the place where your sword should be, for I am none of your
swashing brawlers, though I could cleave that skull of thine in twain, and
not think I had done more than soil my sword with blood better fitted

for a headsman's weapon."
" It is safe. Sir, to insult an unarmed man."
" Go to, thou art a fool ?" replied the stranger.

Sir Ralph had risen from his seat, and every feature seemed distorted

with rage, as the name of Mark Eveleigh was mentioned, but a stern

glance from the stranger, who pointed for him to resume his seat, kept

him in check,
" Mark Eveleigh," he said, "it is not a secret to me and Sir Ralph,

how you have abused his daughter, and with what vile artifice you have
desecrated the house of the Lord, by a false marriage. Your vile acts and
practices have come to light ; and now you stand face to face before the

father of her you have so deeply injured, what have you to say ?"

" If I have done wrong, the laws of my country will redress those

have injured."

"There is no need to cill Ihcni into (lucstion. Will you now, in her
father's presence, and in mine, consent to repair the injury you have
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done her? the gentleman who stands beside you sliall perform the cere-

mony, and I will answer for it this time, that he is duly qualified—what
say you, Sir ?"

" That I will not be forced into a marriage by so outrageous an act

as that which brought me here."
" Then so be it. Sir Ralph, I am sorry for the young man's obstinacy,

but the injury he has done your daughter will soon be avenged. It was
not as he, like a fool ahd knave, supposes, to redress her wrongs, that he

was seized upon, but I have waited patiently until the plots, in which
bimsfelf and father are engaged, were sufficiently ripe to prevent Sir

Edward Everleigh again escaping ; and, now I have them safe within rtiy

clutches, a few short hours will be all that remains to the youngster, to

repent his ill deeds."

Mark Eveleigh was staggered at this announcement : he had thought

that his false tnarriage alone was discovered, never for an instant dream-

ing that his plans had been from time to time betrayed in all their dif-

ferent stages, and unluckily, he too well knew that this time his father

was deeply compromised by them.
" I am willing," said the stranger, " in consideration of my poor

friend. Sir Ralph, to loosen somewhat the bonds of justice, and on condi-

tion that you instantly make his daughter your wife, to allow yourself

and father to quit for ever a country which will be but too happy in the

riddance ; do you consent to this ?"

Mark Eveleigh paused an instant, but consideration was useless ; he

was like a beast at bay, and must submit to any terms that offered life.

"And if I do," he replied, " what then ?"

" You shall quit the country in safety now, but the next time you set.

J'our foot bn these shores, hope not for mercy, for by the Lord you will

not find it
—

"

" Then I must consent."
" Must

!"

." Well then, I do, since my words are so minced."

''If, Sir Ralph, you will send for your daughter, there need be no de-

lay, for time is precious to us all."

When Grace entered the room she was startled at seeing it filled with
armed men, and for an instant drew back ; but when her eye rested oii

young Eveleigh, and she perceived he was a prisoner, she sprang for-

ward, and throwing her arms round him, as if she would offer her vain

protection, from the force arrayed against him, she exclaimed :

—

" Oh, my father ! do not harm him, even though he be opposed to those

of your party." She looked to her father, but his glance was fierce and
angry, and the stranger's usual stern looks were even more gloomy
than was their custom. None spoke, and even the soldiers rested on
their arms, scarce drawing their breaths, so intently were they watching
the scene, rendering the silence almost awful. Mark stood upright with
an air of determination and defiance. " Tell me, Mark, what all this

means ; but, gracious heavens ! I never saw you look so, ere now. Do
not fear them, they will not harm you, for sooner than they should do
so, I would tell them all—and then my father would love and cherish you
"as myself—it is not in his nature to bear ill will against any one"

" My pretty maiden," said the stranger, advancing towards her;
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" your father and myself have sent for you, to see you made the wife of

this gentleinan."
" His wife. Sir ?—I have been so some time."
" True, true, mv pretty maiden ! but it was in secret, not before the

world. It should be so, that all may know you are such ; and now, in

your father's presence"

—

" My father. Sir? You know. Mark, I ever said he would do all I

wished, and yet you would not let me tell him. I knew he would not

refuse aught to make me happy. But come, do not let that angry frown

hang upon vour brow ; how often have you told nie that the brighest

day of your existence would be when you could call me your wife, be-

fore the world ; and now you can do so, you seem as I never yet beheld

you.
" Sir, I am all readiness," said Mark hastily ;

" there surely needs no
irksome delay."

" Then let the ceremony proceed," said the stranger. The clergyman

advanced, and the soldiers having ranged themselves with an air of

devout attention, began the ceremony in a deep sonorous voice. Grace

looked first to one and then to another, to see if she could read in their

Countenances any explanation of the strange scene, but the solemn air

assumed by all save Mark gave no clue that enabled her to comprehend

its meaning. She uttered the responses as she was desired, wondering

within herself that it should be so different, and much longer than her

previous marriage ; and when the deep«toned fervent amen burst from

the stranger at the conclusion, she was still in the same state of wonder.

The clergyman, drawing from his pocket some writing materials with

a roll of vellum, wrote out the customary form, which was signed by the

parties, and looking around for a fit person as a witness, the stranger

seized the roll, and taking a pen said, " sure there can be none more fit

aJid proper than myself," and hastily signing his name at the bottom,

presented the vellum to Sir Ralph—the eye of the latter for a moment
glanced at the signature, and to his amazement he beheld " Cromwell

Protector."

Sir Ralph sank on his knee before the Protector, but the latter ex-

claimed with mach haste,—" Not to me. Sir Ralph, but to the Lord alone

should we bend the knee: his humblest servaht is not a fit object for

worship."
" To you, Mark Eveleigh, I have to repeat the caution, that you never

set your foot again on English land, for, before a just heaven I swear,

no power on earth shall save you from the scaffold. It shall be my care

that you are seen to leave these shores, and to Fennimore I give you in

charge, not to lose sight of you until you are safe on board a vessel, and

its head turned away from hence. Yonder is the door,—your presence is

odious to the sight of every honest man."
" Oh, no, no !" exclaimed Grace,—" you would not part us—we are

married now before the world, and surely you would not wish to separate

us thus, at the moment we have sworn to remain for ever together }"

" My pretty maiden, it may seem unkind and cruel, thus to force you

apart, but he is a villain of the darkest hue, and as sweet and fair a

maiden as yourself would be ill mated with so despicable a being."
" Oh, Sir ! you are mistaken ; indeed, you arc! you know him not,

he is true and honest. Before heaven, I will vouch his truth."
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"Maiden, you are deceived."
" Indeed, indeed, I am not !—Oh, Mark, Mark, in pity's sake do riot

leave me ! Oh, Sir, in mercy's sake—my father, can you let me plead

in vain ? Think, he is now my husband, and that I love him more than all

the world, save you. Do not tear him from me ! have you forgotten how

you loved my poor mother, and yet cannot feel for me ? think what she

would have felt, had you been torn from her—it is not more than I feel

now."
Sir Ralph covered his face with his hands, to hide the weakness of

his nature, for he deeply felt his daughter's sufferings, and the image of

her mother recurred to his imagination in all her saint-like purity.

"Alas !—is he gone ?—and not one look or word—Oh, Mark! Mark !

what in heaven's name have I done, that all should turn thus against me .'

I have loved you with all the truth and fervour my weak nature could

allow, and yet you leave me thus."
" My poor child," said Sir Ralph, pressing her to his breast ;

" you

have placed your affections on one who knew not their priceless value, a

stranger to the heart's best and dearest feelings. It was an evil hour that

first threw you in each other's way, and more sad to you, I fear me, is

the present' In your guileless heart you will long cherish the remem-

brance of him, whom it would be happiness to blot for ever from your

memory ; but, alas ! I know you cannot do so—would that you could !

My dearest child, in this world you will never meet again."

The following letter was received by Sir Ralph, some time after the

above-narrated incidents took place :

—

" Honoured and esteemed good friend.

" I have lately heard from the continent somewhat that relates to thee

and thine. The Mark Eveleigh who married the pretty maiden thy daugh-

ter, met, a few days since, with his deserts, in a sudden brawl, in the

low countries : his adversary's sword passed through his heart, leaving

him no time to call upon the Lord for forgiveness of his many and

great wickednesses.
" Thy fair daughter may now seek comfort and consolation anew in

the wedded state ; and that her choice may be this time more worthy

than the last, is the ardent wish of your good friend,

" Cromwell P""-

"At Hampton Court,

this 2Zd of Nov. 1657."
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ON THE DISCOVKRY, IN EXCAVATING, OF A RING

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN BURIED FOR CENTURIES, WITH THE

INSCRIPTION

"I AM THINE!"

Ybs, simple is the ring, and still

More simple the love-breathing words

;

And yet they have a power to thrill

The bosom's softest, tenderest chords :

Theirs is the eloquence no art

Can reach—the rhet'ric of the heart.

-

Those words were murmur'd, years ago,

By maiden lips that knew no guile ;

That ring embalm'd in all its glow,

—

A rapturous hour that, like a smile.

Lit with its sunbeam memory's cell.

And shed o'er life a fairy spell.

'Twas mid the farewell agony.

When nature speaks beyond control

,

When every feeling gushes free.

She placed yon record of the soul

Upon the hand she lov'd so much.
That bliss was in its slightest touch.

Ah ! who can tell, if that adieu

Was their last parting ? who can tell

What after-woe 'twas his to rue.

What fond tears from her bright eyes fell ?

Their fate, their fortunes, who can say }

Their very names have passed away !

Cold are the lips that breath'd the vow,
And cold 's the heart that prompted it

;

All vanish'd, lost, forgotten now.
Save yonder ring, where love hath writ

A tale of tenderness and truth,

Fadeless as his immortal youth.

Till sleepless time shall be at rest.

Affection shall the spoiler dare ;

While beats a warm devoted breast.

That breast shall for some dear one bear,

Carv'd deeply on its inmost shrine,

I^ove's deathless motto, " I am thine!"

Elkanor Snowden.
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OMNIBUS POLITICIANS.

As we descended Ludgate Hill, and approached Farringdon Street,

that most awful of all crossings on a market-day, and which neither the

piety nor patriotism of the monumental members, Wilks or Waithman,

can shield from danger, there was a halt for about ten minutes. The

train of vehicles was, as usual, very great, and the difficulty of progres-

sion considerably increased by the a\";kward movemeilts of some fifty or

sixty oxen on their route to that bourne whence not even oxen return.

These poor animals had a kind of presentiment that the boys who drove

them, meant them no good, and showed a strange disposition to move

in any direction but that which the juvenile drivers wished. The

crowd of pedestrians increased not a little the difficulties, as it inclined

to one side or the other, like the long heavy swell of the ocean after a

gale. A shrill female voice now called on the conductor to take up and

save her from these orrible hoxen. The conductor, with an air of sullen

magnanimity, placed between her and the object of her fears his pigmy

person, assuring her, she had now nothing to fear.

The Bus drew up close to the curb-stones, the door opened, and Miss

Tomkins was handed in. As she sat down, the conductor smiled at her

alarm, " though, to be sure," said he, " one isnOtolways quite safe in a

drove such as that ere one, which don't belong neither to the neuter

gender," chuckling a smile at his wit. Miss Tomkins, unfortunately,

happened to be one of those poor souls, whose duties in another world,

tradition, superstition, or some other ition, very ungallantly says, will

be to lead blind apes. But this, after all, is but a lying gipsy tale, yet

however it mav be as well to keep up the delusion,— it may make hand-

some women a little less fastidious.

My position was near the door, and which, though sometimes con-

venient, I found just now very disagreeable, as my proximity to the

conductor exposed me to the merciless infliction of his vulgar wit.

"Did you ever see, sir," addressing himself to me, "such & fearful

timbersomc creature as that ere lady—will you believe it, sir, if she did

not think them ere hoxen were going for to eat her, I am not a living

man." Fortunately for me, there were two men near me, one of whom
sat opposite me, and who caught up the tone of the conductor's last

speech, and enlarged cDpiously upon the horrors of old maids, old

women, old prejudices,—in short, everything old, except, as his friend

who sat close to me said, old port. This sweeping censure upon every-

thing old, sounded like a direct attack upon an old man who ^at on the

opposite side, and who, unfortunately, had too much of the irritable

feelings which usually hang about men, who, though really old, wish to

be considered young. This man took some exceptions to the speech of

this aforesaid hater of everything old, and presently a war of words

arose, which even the rumbling of our omnibus could not dro*w'n. The
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different interruptions which we met with, from bipeds, quadrupeds,

carts, cars, and carriages, afforded these men ample opportunity for

urging each their respective arguments, and which, to do them justice,

they did with considerable energy. It is curious how words do mul-
tiply—how ignorance acquires strength by endurance. From personal

jests, they passed to general strictures upon men and manners, trades

and occupations. Church and State, King, Lords, and Commons. I

confess I was a little astonished at the information of some of the
talkers, much of which, I fancy, arose from their own confidence, or

rather the toleration which they experienced. One of the aforesaid

men turned to the man of years, and very abruptly asked him what
occupation he pursued, to which he replied with an air of affected dignity

that was truly amusing, " Sir, I am a chymist." " Is that all you can
say of yourself .' you give but a lame account of yourself ;" looking at

the same time to a large stick which the chymist carried, and which was
evidently intended to perform some of the good duties of a good leg.

The allusion was so coarse and unmanly, that I looked at the fellow

with an air of contempt,—when, turning to me, he said, " Perhaps, sir,

you, too, are a chymist ? if so, you can help your friend." To this I

only replied by a look, which I think spoke very intelligibly to him;
when the other loquacious fellow said, that if I was a chymist, I would
be likely to do the very opposite, for two of a trade never agreed.

"That is not always the case," said my vis-a-vis compagnon de voyage,
and his fancy took a wide range :

" there are trades which play into

each other's hands—brewers and bakers, grocers and wine-merchants,
all play into the doctor's hands, by mixing all manner of drugs and stuff

in our bread and drink, and which require the doctor's advice,—ay, and
some of his physic, too, to carry it off. The doctor himself plays into

the hands of the undertaker and parson, who very good-naturedly taxes us

at our entrance and exit from life." The conversation became presently a

little more interesting, or at any rate more ludicrous, by a kindof an episode
which he introduced about church and state, beginning with the parson,

who he said was no better than he should be, with his tithes and fat

living, for all of which he did nothing except preaching once a week a
sermon which he bought at the last auction, and reading a chapter or

two out of that book which some people impudently call the " story

book." Returning to trades, he said, " the shoemaker played into the
hands of the corn-cutter." " You are perfectly right there," said his

friend, at the same time uttering a frightful oath against every one in

the trade. "Then, again, is the tailor playing into the hands of the
lawyer,—the first to take your measure for a suit of clothes, the other to

take measures to get payment for them ; the first brings in his bill as

long as your arm for wearing apparel, the other a still" longer one for

costs ;—you may indeed call it measure for measure, suit for suit,"

smiling at his wit. " There is a sort of an understanding, too, between
tailors and upholsterers, the latter to daub with oil, gum, japan, or var-

nish, every article in their line, that, hang me, if a man can sit upon any
thing except at the risk of spoiling a pair of pantaloons." To enume-
rate the various crimes which traders in general committed, according
to this fellow's report, would fill a good-sized octavo. From the tinker

who makes two holes when employed to stop one, to the parson who
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taxes the last shovel of earth in the last receptacle of six feet by three,

all shared alike the censure of this man of words.

Politics now became the engi'ossing subject, and to do this fellow

common justice he cared little about men or measures: Whigs, Tories,

Radicals, Reformers, all shared in turn his indignation. Even the good
features of our old constitution did not escape him, for she, though not

mentioned especially among the list of his hated objects, still held a

prominent place there. Of course, the rotten boroughs came first in for

their share, upon which he was more eloquent than usual, " These were
the ruin," he said, " of the country,—they did as much injury to the

body politic as the baker's aluin to the body corporate, (meaning, I sup-

pose, the human body) ;—nothing but corruption everywhere,—places,bo-

roughs, magistracies, majorities, the army, the navy, the cliurch, bench,

law, gospel—all, all bought." Here the old man could no longer remain
silent, and said, " Pray, sir, when was the country so prosperous ?"

" Fiddlesticks !" cried this fellow, " it is an unnatural state of things, and
assumed prosperity for the benefit of certain loan- contracting gentlemen.

A rattling war is what we want to set this country right. Talk of your
blessings of peace, look around you, and what do you see ? bankruptcies,

failures in every quarter. There is, sir, in this country an excess of popu-
lation, more mouths than you have bread for,—you must get rid of these

bv some means or other. If you are acquainted with the history of your

country, you must know that this is the longest peace for the last 150
years : 17 years is the average duration of peace, so in the natural course

of events, we must soon have war. Never was there such a glorious op-

portunity as our vaccillating (I have no doubt, he here meant vacillating)

ministers threw away, with Russia ;—a war, sir, with Russia would make
any ministers popular in this country. " Yes," said the man of drugs

;

" I believe a war would raise the price of corn, and be a God-send to

the farmers." A general laugh ran through the Bus, for it now
?ippeared that the man of many words was really a man of grain. I

joined, I freely confess, in the laugh against this fellow, who from base

motives of self-interest was sapping the solidity of our national credit,

honour, and public tranquillity. " God bless the King," said the man of

drugs :
" Amen with all my heart," cried I, putting in a word for the

first time. " Amen, say I also," said the man of many words :" he is as

good as most kings, but I don't love kings at all." A murmur ofdisap-

probation ran through the Bus, as he finished this last sentence.

." Look at Europe," resumed the rogue in grain ;
" what a pretty set of

kings ! I would not give a brass farthing for the whole batch of um.

There is Louis Phillip, King of the French, and his hungry son-in-law,

Leopold, a fellow what ain't ashamed to be drawing from this country,

with her load of taxes and debt, his 50,0001. a year ; and there is the

Emperor of Austria, and Frederick of Prussia—I think they calls him so ;

and last of all is the biggest of all villains, the Emperor of Russia, the

Auticrat, as they call him, of all the Russias, whose greatest delight

would be to upset every thing here, and then come in to settle things

for us, as he has done for Poland. Only look how he watches Greece

and the Turks. I tell you what, sir, that ere chap is a more slyer chap

than my Lord Melbourne, or Lord Palmerston, or Newspaper men,

think he is." The chymist, though his labour was only of a passive
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kind,—to sit and hear, yet he could endure it no longer, and addressing
me said, " The Queen, I am sorry to hear, caught a cold, and remains
in doors, I find." " She should leave that to some of lier subjects
to catch !" exclaimed the indefatigable talker; " or, having caught it,

she should smoke her pipe as I do, and puff it off." The levity and
assurance of this fellow, in thus talking of our Queen, called up some of
my more manly spirit, and feeling that my loyalty might be taxed, even
in a Bus, as insincere, if I allowed this fellow to proceed further in his
abuse or disrespect of royalty, I said, " Sir, I will not sit here and
hear the name of king or queen treated lightly by any person !" at
the same time measuring in my mind's eye the weight and muscle of the
man of words. " Nor I, neither," said'the chymist. " Nor I," said a
voice from the end of the Bus, which now for the first time joined the
debate. " Sir," said this voice, "lam a builder, and pull down my
houses ! if I would not pull any man's nose who talked lightly of any
of our good royal family!" As he concluded this declaration, he
showed a chest that was in some measure an assurance, that the man
who would venture to oppose should have something to contend
against. This brought the dealer in slander to a full stop—the first he
had come to during the ride. An accession of strength like this gave
the poor old chymist a fresh impetus, and, bristling up with alf the
passion of an irritable, loyal, old man, he said, turning to this loqua-
cious man, " Sir, you and your friend, whoever he be, are a pair of
impudent fellows. You first attempted to he witty at the expense of the
old lady, which was unmanly, aud then you turned your wit against
my infirmity, which was base and cowardly ! Then, charmed with your
own voice, you abuse trade, religion, laws, governments, kings, lords
and commons, popes and parsons, peace and politics. You have the
glibness of a licensed victualler dinner speaker

; you cram your head
with a set of words— as, bribery and corruption, rrin and bankruptcy,
priestcrEft and prejudice, &c. To fix vulgar attention upon subjects of
this kind, little more is required than memory and effrontery; and
where the former fails you, the latter ably seconds you. In a stage
coach, you m,ay succeed for a time—but, trust me, you will meet else-
where that chastisement which your assurance merits. You have poured
out the full cup of your wrath upon almost every calling in life ; but
believe me, after all, that the greatest rogue is the rogue in grain."
" Now, sir—if you please," cried the conductor, as the Bus drew up
to the curb-stone. The door opened, and we passed out without
even an inclination of the head to men who would tell the Queen of
England to smoke her pipe. These traders in grain were left alone in
the Bus, where they had full time to meditate—for they had half a mile
further to go—on the impression which they had made. In meetings
of men, or in public vehicles, a wise man would never advance any
thing that may offend another, nor aim at superiority, when he is
totally unacquainted with the rank or title of those around him.
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LINES TO MARGARET

JVRITTBN ON MY RETURN TO ENGLAND.

{Intendedfor the Third Volume of " England, a Poem.")

Lo, now the Autumn comes again, and I

Must end where I hegan, with thoughts of thee :

A gloom hath fallen upon the summer sky

;

There is a shadow droopeth on the sea,

And heauty hath departed, strength and majesty !

When I left England, all the woods were green

;

The harvests roU'd with wealth, the flowers were brigh|

;

The birds were singing in their love serene

;

There was a constant motion of delight.

That filled the soul with joy, and drove away the night.

When I return again, the corn is gone.

The golden fruitage is all pass'd away,
The ash-tree stands in solemn gloom alone

;

The fern is withered, and the heath-bell's sway
Is over,— every hedge in scarlet meets the day.

Music hath left the hills, there is a tone

Of lamentation sounding through each wood ;

The south wind's voice is now a weary moan,

And nature weeps in every solitude

O'er her departed lovers, and her wither'd brood.

Change, change, hath fallen every where : but thou.

Beloved one, art never changed to me.
Thou art the same—the same thy beauteous brow.
Thy glancing eyes, thy footsteps light and free.

Thy soul—that beameth out with love and liberty !

Thou art a vision, in this world's dark night.

Of peace and splendour : th ou art as a gleam
From heaven—a joy—a wonder—a delight

—

The glory and the splendour of a dream

—

"The lover's adoration, and the poet's theme !

Come to me from the blue-reposing sky I

Come to me. Oh ! beloved one, and lean

Thy snow-white bosom, and thy forehead high,

Upon thy worshipper !—calm and serene

—

Even like a seraph come, and beautify this scene !
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1 yearn for thee, with a repining love

That nought may quench—for thou art Beauty's own

:

Thine is the grace that cometh from above :

There is a spiritual music in thy tone

Of voice, and thou art bound on Eloquence' bright throne.

Sweet looks, and winning ways, are ever thine

;

And magic, like a loadstone, lights thine eye :

Those delicate lips hold melody divine

;

And soul and thought sit on thy forehead high,

And thou art all attired in love and harmony !

A song as of a seraph comes from thee,

Thou walkest like a Naiad to her love,-

Or as a sylph from some enchanted tree :

Thy golden locks hang down thy neck, and rove

Along thy breast, and sleep upon thy bosom's move.

Seldom, on earth, we view such forms as thine !

Nor, save in blessed dreams of silent night,

Glides aught before our vision so divine.

For heaven alone is left for things so bright.

And mortal eye can gaze not on the lustrous light.

And what availeth all my longing here,

This yearning phantasy, and dark despair ?

i ne'er may breathe my passion in thine ear,

Nor watch each wish, nor soothe each trace of care.

Nor press thee to my breast—who art so very fair

!

Yet. all must love thee ! In the eloquent blood

That swells each azure vein ; in every sigh
;

In look, in word, in grace of womanhood.
Lie charms to win each ear, and glad each eye,

A spell for earthly trust, for truth and poetry.

Again Farewell—far o'er the sounding sea

Once more I sigh farewell ! The passing year,

.

Nor Time, nor change can tear my heart from thee.

And though thou mayst not bless my dwelling here.

We yet shall meet again, and in a loftier sphere.

A heavenly home, where sorrow cannot be
;

Where grief, nor care, nor human passion dwell

:

There white-rob'd in thy glory I shall see

That qiieenlike shape, that form majestical.

And we no more shall part—again,—again— farewell

!

Gainsborough, Yorkshire, Nov. 12. J. W. Ord.

M.M.—3. T
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WISHES.

" Sic volo, sic juheo, stat pro latione voluntas."

" If -vrtshes were horses, beggars would ride"—is an ancient pro-

verb, made no doubt to exemplify the inutility of wishes ; and many
will have it that such a thing as a reasonable wish cannot exist, inas-

much as wishes cease, or should cease, if attainable, and if not attain-

able, then they cannot be reasonable. I beg, however, to difler, toto

coeh, with such an argument ; nor will I yield implicit submission to

this doctrine, because I contend that whatever can, or might, or could

lead to our greater comfort is to be wished for. If not attainable, still

it is very desirable ; and if desirable, why should not a man wish for

comforts.

There is in man an indisposition to be satisfied with his present state.

The mind is constantly filled with hopes and expectations after things

which it has not ; and it frequently—nay, daily happens, that we are

aspiring to better our condition, either in some worldly pursuit, or

improving our spiritual concerns : and if we see our fellow-men in a

more prosperous state than ourselves, a gentle wish creeps uppermost in

our thoughts, and, envying his better lot, we wish we were only pos-

sessed of his wealth, that we may make some use of 'it. This wish

is certainly against the tenth commandment. But is there any offence

in thus wishuig ? I wish, very often, that I eoiild wish ; for there is

about me that hanged placidity of discontent, which, dissatisfied with

all around and within, pre^-ents me from fastening on any object for

succour and relief. Now, what can be more disagreeable than to be

placed in circumstances like the following :—to sit across an unarmed

chair, staring at a fire so good as not to require replenishing or poking,

yet so bad as to be cheerless ; thinking of nothing but some old subjects

which one had long ago done with ; to feel an incumbrance in your

clothing, without knowing exactly whether the coat be too short or too

long in the cuffs ; to be neither full nor hungry, ill nor well; to require

nothing, vet having nothing ;—so circumstanced, what cure can there

be but the power to wish ?

How multifarious are our wishes !
" Mine be a cot beside a rill,"

sings one. " Would that I were a glove upon that hand," says ano-

ther. This man wishes he were some red cross knight. That one, that

he may obtain a smile from some Angelina or Maria ; whilst another

sio-hs for turbot and lobster sauce. 1 have my periodical wishes. I

wish every morning, as I cannot shave myself without inflicting many

serious wounds upon my phiz, which I am told is a handsome one, that

I could awake ready shorn, without my friend the barber, calling fcr

hot Vv'ater, lathering my face, and, proh pudor ! holding my nose ere he

removes the stubble from my phiz ; and in winter, when icicles hang on
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the wall, I wish that I could rise ready dressed. As the day waxes
older, being a bachelor, I wish some one of the female kind were with
me, to attend to my culinary concerns, and order my dinner ; for in my
forlorn condition, I can make but three varieties of dishes out of rump
steaks, chops, and cutlets, and then reverse the order to cutlets, chops,

and steaks. I am very precise in my movements, and as soon as I have
broken my fast, I look out in eager expectation for the postman, and
should he pass my door without knocking, I am sure to be out of humour,
and wish that I were some rich old nabob with some bequeathable
effects, for friends would not be then so few, or so inattentive and neg-
lectful ; but should some dun with a dunning knock interrupt me ia

my fond imaginings, then I am certain to wish I was once again in my
minority, and free from such annoyances ; for who now is so vulgar as

to pay a tradesman's bill ? After I have enjoyed my matutine itineration,

I generally have a relapse of my morning uxoriousness, and wish over
every fair creature I may have encountered in my walk. I set an empty
chair just opposite myself; grieve that my better half will not eat to-

day—propose a glass of wine—silence gives consent ; realize one plea-

sure, and I wish ten thousand.

During the late summer months, I one day wished, in the erratic

movements of my mind, that I were a flea ; and would he not be a desira-

ble creature, were it not for the danger of apoplectic fits and a pre-
mature death ? Imagine his style of living—see his knight-
errantry—what a convivial round dog, and yet how he preserves his

nimbleness ! I wished that I were a flea, but that the thumb and finger

of some cruel Dustiffina—no—no—I rather wish that I could change
places with something which hangs upon the looking-glass of " her
whom my soul holds most dear"—something, did I say somethino- }

Gentle reader, hast thou ever felt the charming agonies of love ? If

thou hast not, then thou art damned, and cannot tell what that some-
thing is, and I wish that I were in thy situation, barring the said dam-
natory clauses. I sometimes wish that his most gracious Majesty would
give me a commission to pull down, tear up, and destroy all those thino-s

which molest and interfere with my comfort. I would kick Chancery
Lane, Fetter Lane, and Drury Lane to the Antipodes—I would utterly

hit, strike, and by the ear pul', all the chimney tops and pots, which in-

tercept the extensive view I have from my garret window, over the vast
expanse of houses facing the place from whence I am now lucubrating.

I would pull down, demolish, and destroy that pile of brick and mortar
intended to be the Pandemonium of a certain clique in Pall-Mail, and
expatriate all its members to Van Dieman's Land.

On Monday last I wished to be the high wind. I fancied I should
whisk along the sky and take my pleasure like some royal traveller, with
leaves of trees, and fragments of clouds, and sweet sounds and fra"-rant

odours, tossed about me as I went on.

Riding the whirlwind, or on the storm, what fun would I not enjoy !

what amusement would I not create ! Tnrn your eyes to those ]un"-s of
London, on a day in the full season, when all that is great or noble,
proud and wealthy, recreate in Rotten Row. Quick I would be there
tossing, twirling, and tumbling them as I would. See that prude, with
checks adorned with anything but Nature's hues, false curls playing on



268 WISHES.

her withered front : by some she is told that she is ugly and old, but she

will not believe what they say ; mark her mincing step. Pounce I would

so on her at once, she cannot shelter herself from exposure. I would puff

off her paint, disarrange her curly locks, and fill her with such alarms,

that she should imagine from her inmost soul she were inflated with gas

and ready to be wafted through the blue expanse of heaven. Then would

I slvly let down my pinions and the rain falls ; a few have carried out a

precautionary umbrella, they lift them, and in a moment I would rush ou

them with a bound of glee, and whisk them from their hands ; then

what beauteous confusion—what jollity—what diversion !

" Risum teneatis amici 1"

I was musing, the other evening, and contemplating like many other

wise men who deal in politics, upon the many measures intended to have

been made the law of the land, and, amidst other lucubrations which came

into my wayward, wicked fancy, I had determined to address a letter to

His Majesty's Attorney-General, for his real opinion on the subject of the

Abolishing' Imprisonment for Debt Bill. From one newspaper I learn,

that to abolish imprisonment for debt would be subverting one of the

bulwarks of our constitution ; from another, I learn that it is a most benefi-

cial measure, and will be the means of establishing the credit of this great

commercial nation. In this great predicament, and diversity of opinion,

what could I do but wish that I could see the interior of some prison ?

No sooner wished than done, and I find myself in the situation I

wished. I fancied myself in the interior of a large building, surrounded

on every side with high walls, and from which an escape is hopeless ;

I pass the grim threshold, and the turnkeys who keep the gates, and

at once mine ears are astounded with the sounds of revelry and

mirth ; and I enter a room in which all the best and most merry of

the inmates are assembled on some convivial meeting. Hark to their

mirth—" Pass the bottle, and let us drown all our cares in the bowl."
" Give us another song, and let us bid defiance to all our creditors."

" Let us be merry whilst we may." Are these the objects of the bill ?

are these to whom mercy shall be shown ? These, I said, are they who
squander all they possess, and allow their creditors to starve, and per-

chance be ruined. I then wished to see the objects of real distress,

and I was ushered to a room in which the honest debtor, after striving all

that was in his power to pay each just demand upon him is immured, and

around him are his family ; every thing which can be sold, has been either

pawned or parted with ; his bed is gone ; and starvation stares him in

the face ; his friends have deserted him, aud, " deserted in his utmost need

by those his former bour,ty fed"—deserted and exposed, he lies without

one fried to close his eyes. What shall we do for succour ? To whom
can we apply for aid ? His wife consoles, his children look up to him

for sustenance; who shall describe his agony ? who paint the inward feel-

ings of his breast ? Is there no help ? no friendly hand to administer to

his want ? no kind friend to console his wounded spirit ? None ! there is

no hope, no prospect of a remedy to end his evils, but that which will pay

the great debt of nature. Unlamented, untolled, and forgotten, he sinks

down, and perishes—" of the world forgetful, by the world forgot." But
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whither, gentle reader, am I roaming ? Thou mayst truly say, amidst
ray various and my many wishes,

—

" Thou art roaming, thou art roaming,
Over lull and over dnle;"

and I grant that I stand corrected—but I find that the pains of a dys-
peptic man are coming over me, and being occasionally subject to the
blue devils, my wishes are not then either new or interesting ; and as
I may infect thee, gentle reader, with my disorder, which heaven fore-

fend ! if the weather proves fine, and the sweet influences of the
Pleiades return to us, Imay please you better at a better time. I wish
it may be so ; but

—

Vive ! vale si quid novisti rectius istis

Candidus, imperii, si non, trisutere mecum,
J. E.

CONVIVIAL REMINISCENCES.

A PLAGui? upon your five-and-twenty years ! they make a terrible al-

teration upon a man : they tinge the hair that was once raven black with
a shade of grey—plant wrinkles and crows-feet upon the " human face
divine"—" quench the lustre of the eye's bright grace," and unless you
are a spunky chap that will not sufi'er father Time to get the better of
you, they will succeed in taking away the elasticities of your once nimble
foot, so that you that once bounded along the Strand— gentle and iged
reader, " the glass of fashion and the mould of form," attired in the
toggery of Stultz and the boots of Hoby—while the pretty servant
maids stole a look and whispered, " he is quite a lady's man," now
hobble or progress at a snail's pace through the same thoroughfare, and
are taunted by witty, but ill-natured Cyprians, with "how d' ye do, grand-
dada ?" What could have put it into the head of the son "of Sirach. to
panegyrise old age, with its gout, sciatica, peevishness, and loneliness.
or to speak of it but as the last and worst stage of earthly misery, when
existence becomes ten times more unpleasant and irksome, by our cast-
ing a retrospective glance at " the wild freshness of the morning" of
life, and recalling to our minds the days when we were pleased with
ourselves, and everything around us. We are old fellows ourselves

—

and our only solace now is to drop into some ancient haunt, and regale
ourselves with a pipe and pint of stout, and listen to a storv. Intent
upon this gratification, we sauntered in the other evening to the York-
shire Stingo (we love the name) ; but scarce had we been seated, and
-wet our parched lips with our half-and-half, and blown our first cloud,
after having with some difficulty " got up the steam." than a monster in
human form commenced in a stentorian tone, a melody—as I suppose,
in courtesy, we must call it—the burthen of which was " Time, Time.
Time," and no sooner did we hear the ominous beginning than we paid
our shot, and bade

"Farewell to llie inp-room,
And balfn-hre.illiiiig ale,"

M.M.— :3. U
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in something like a gallopade movement. We wended our weary way
to the CoAL-HoLK. The Coat-Hole, what a magic is in the very name f

what an association of ideas crowd upon the mind at the bare mention of

a spot consecrated to mirth and good-fellowship, and where once was to

be met with, in their gayest moments—and we shall not do those classip

regions the injustice to say that even yet, althpugh "like angels' visits,

few and far between," they may not be found—some of the choicest

master spirits of the age. Alas ! how often " at the wee hour ayont the

twelve," 1 ave we met poor Kean there, " his eye in a fine phrenzy

roUijig," as he sat in his box surrounded by a bevy of tipsy half-pay offi-

cers, attorney's clerks, newspaper reporters, and jovial sons of Thespian.

We never shall forget one night we spent there in the company of Kean.

It was at one of the Friday dinners, at which the veteran proprietor of

the Coal-Hole used, like a Patriarch, to take the chair—and never was a

chair—no not even by Manners Sutton, better filled. The bottle and the

song had passed round freely, until night had gi-own into grey morn,

when a rather angjy disputation arose between Kean and a bacchanalian

linen-draper, upon the merits of dramatic representation. From high

words the aflfair came to blows. It was a regular stand-up fight. Kean,

I recollect, was handed by old Pierce Egan, and the linen-draper by a

" learned Theban," who at that time was, and I believe is still, a para-

graph-monger to a morning paper, as well as contributor to an Evangeli-

cal Magazine. After two or three smart skirmishes, for they were no-

thing else, the belligerents were separated, but not until one of the linen-

draper's eyes was completely, to use a pugilistic expression, "bunged up,"

which was nearly all the damage that occurred in the "set-to," and Kean
and myself immediately left the Coal-Hole. When we got into the

Strand, he was in a perfect phrenzy, and every now-and-then, a3

his excited feelings magnified the affront he had lately received, it

was not without considerable difficulty that I succeeded in preventing

him from returning to the Coal-Hole, for the purpose of annihilating the

ill-fated tradesman who had provoked his wrath. As we journeyed

along, he became much calmer, and fell into a deep meditative mood,

from which I was only able to arouse him, by pointing to him that

morn had already begun to dawn. " And so it has !" he exclaimed,

clasping his hands, and assuming a theatrical gesture ; and then, with

inimitacle pathos, he continued, " lovely morning ! how delightful thou

art to the virtuous and industrious—thou glancest through the lattice

of the humble, but hardy, swain—and, lo ! with jocund spirits and

strong-strung nerves, he starts from his couch, again to pursue his daily

toil—how different is thy appearance to the enervated and broken-

down debauchee, who has spent a sleepless night—his body racked with

pain, and his mind tern with anguish, at the recollection of health,

fame, and fortune sacrificed at the shrine of intemperance and dissipa-

tion." A change had now come over the spirit of his dream, and the

tears chased each other down his pallid cheeks. It would be beside

my business now to conclude Kean's homily, or to enter more largely

into my reminiscences of him—but suffice it to say that be dehvered a

discourse full of more christian and moral excellences than I ever

before heard, even from the lips of Philpots himself. But I must return to

pigs, as The Chronicle has it. It is said, by some, that the Coal-Hole
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18 falling oft'—that the increasing morality of the age, with the vast in-

crease of Temperance Societies', have played the deuce with this once

celebrated domicile of Bacchus and Apollo. We believe it not—nor

from what we ourselves have been able to see of the excellent arrange-

ments of the Coal-Hole, and the suavity and attention of the Messrs.

Rhodes, its proprietors, do we expect, that for many a year to come,
will this classic retreat—the legitimate successor of the Boar's Head,
of East Cheap, to the disgrace ot London, be suffered to lapse into decay.

It is a crying shame, that of all the literary frequenters of the Coal Hole,

no Frofessor Wilson has been found to immortalize the "snuggery,"
of the Wen, or make the name of Rhodes shine forth like his who
rejoiceth in that of Ambrose. The Coal-Hole is, above all other places,

the receptacle of literary men, especially of those who are connected
with the newspaper press. It is no uncommon thing during the sitting

of Parliament, about midnight, in one of its comfortable boxes, to dis-

cover the Tory Editor, vvhose " leader," wherein he describes the Whigs
as all that is faithless, mean, and dishonourable, is just in the hands of

the printer, discussing a Welsh rabbit, and quaffing his share of a

couple of pints of stout and a bottle of Madeira with " a best possible

instructor" of the Whig party. The Tioo Kings of Brentford, never

smelt their rose more lovingly than do these amiable scribes empty their

bottle ; notwithstanding, the next morning will find them engaged in a

wordy warfare, where sometimes not only the courtesies but the

decencies of civilized society are forgotten.

" But if 3 ou would visit Melrose rig'if;

You must see it by the pale moonlight ;"

and to behold the Coal-Hole to advantage, you must see it about twelve
o'clock of a Saturday night. Then it is in its glory;—the boxes stuffed

to repletion—the room enveloped in a cloud of smoke, and thrilling

with " melody sweetly put in tUne." Here do congregate on that
night the finished rake—the truant husband—" the glorious company"
of shop-boys, about to squander the treasure which their hebdomadal
lar>;eny has enabled them to amass from their master's till. The
attorney and bailiff here do mark their victim, and are perhaps too blind
to recognize him.
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WILLIE AND PHEBE.

BY THE AUTHOR OF SUNDAY, "A POEM.'

Sweet Phebe is sixteen, and charming

As the smiling rich season of spring ;

Her seraphic graces surpass all

The dreams which high fancy can bring ;

And her bright eyes so shining and jetty.

Beam like heaven's di'monds above

;

And the look, all in blushes so pretty.

When teaz'd, and when tempted with love.

Each lad of the village, low bending,

Told his tale of distress with a sigh

;

And they said that'with love they were dying,

Then Phebe look'd thoughtful and shy.

And her bright eyes so shining and jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's diamonds above.

And so gentle she look'd, and so pretty

—

When teaz'd and when tempted with love.

Some knelt on the earth low before her.

And strains of soft simpers did chime.

Others thought they could win the fair maiden

By singing their whimsies in rhyme

;

While her bright eyes so shiny and jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above.

And she looked so divine, and so pretty

—

Like an angel of light and of love.

A rich one, too, sighed for the maiden,

And spoke of his acres of land ;

Moving strains from his school-books he whimper'd,

And offer'd in state his soft hand :

While her bright eyes so shining and jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above.

And she turn'd them, so chaste and so pretty,

Away from his acres and love.
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Now Willie, who long had ador'd her.

Beheld all his rivals retire :

With love for the maiden he trembled,
'

And hope set his bosom on fire :

And^Phebe's fine eyes all so jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above.
And she look'd so enchanting and pretty,

He knelt, and he told her his love.

So gentle, so graceful, so winning,

So modest, his Phebe he woo'd

:

In glowing young love's gallant bearing.

And nature's rich language he sued.

While Phebe's bright eyes, all so jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above.

And so serious she look'd and so pretty.

While Willie was telling his love.

Now breathless he paus'd, and sweet Phebe
Bestow'd the soft look of consent.

Then joyousness lighten'd his features.

And on with his story he went

:

While Phebe's bright eyes all so jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above.

And she lean'd, so attentive and pretty.

To Willie's rich converse of love.

Then he press'd her white hand to his bosom.
And his lips to his lady's did lay ;

So eager, so earnest he pressed them.

Their roses, amaz'd, died away.
And her bright eyes, so shining and jetty,

Beam'd like heaven's di'monds above ;

And she sigh'd, blush'd, and looked, oh so prettv.
And yielded her heart to his love !

H. B.
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CENTRAL AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY.

In our last number, we erroneously gave the title " Royal" to the
" Central Agricultural Society." We were led into this error, partly

from having heard that a letter had been laid before his Majesty, re-

questing him to honour it with the light of his countenance by becoming
its most gracious patron. The statement made to us seemed to be con-

firmed by the appearance, on the 4th of January, of " The Agricultu-

rist's Journal," which was understood to be the official literary mouth-
piece of the society. This first number was surmounted by a crown,

emblem of royalty, and hence the confirmation of our error, till a letter

from Sir Herbert Taylor set lis right. It was previous to the publica-

tion of this journal, or rather weekly paper, that our article was penned,

and it will remain to be seen to what extent the view we then took of

the subject was correct. The objects of " the Association," were
stated by us to be, to force government to alter the metallic standard of

value and to issue a few millions of one and two-pound notes ; with the

intent to create an artificial and unnatilral rise in the prices of land pro-

duce, and consequently, of rent ; we, at the same time, submitted ouf

opinion as to whether the prices of land produce were not afiected ra-

ther by the laws of demand and supply than any thing else. Nothing
that has yet appeared in " The Agriculturist," has made us change that

opinion a single shade ; since, however, the state of the currency may
and does afiiect prices of produce, it equally does so with reference to

the productions of the loom as of the plough ; and if corn figures at a

disproportionately low sum, as at present, it does so chiefly in conse-

quence of a greater quantity being brought to market than the coii-

sumers of the article require. It is all very well—nay, vastly fine, for

wise-acres to shout out, " what's the use of parliament if it be not omni-
potent ? parliament can do anything, we are told, and yet it cannot or

will not force wheat up to 80s. the quarter ?" To this we answer, " why
does it not order snow, when the farmer wants it to protect his wheat,

or rain, when a drought is drying up his turnip soil ?" Now, truly, the

one is scarce less ridiculous than the other. Parliament can, at

this present moment of writing, no more do the one than it can

do the other ; the wheat and potatoe produce of the soil of Great

Britain and Ireland has more than doubled since 1795, and knowing
such to be the fact, we confess we are not a little surprised that the

real cause of the present low price of wheat should be so studiously mys-
tified. What, then, is to be done ? A word in your ear, friend " agricul-

turist :"—work out the Poor Law Amendment Bill ; demand Poor Laws
for Ireland ; ask for a commutation of tithes

; get the consolidated fund

to pay all county rates for things made use of by the country at large ;

and finally,— si dis placeat—a property tax, but not a graduated one ;

which done, the currency question—as a bookseller would eay—might
be " shelved," at least for the present season.
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THE DRAMA.

Drury Lane.—A piece, which in a double sense is entitled to the

appellation of a novelty, has been produced at this theatre since our last.

It is no less than a tragedy in five acts, under the title of The Provost

of Bruges. Who the author is, is as yet, as far as the public is con-

cerned, as much a matter of mystery as the identity of the writer of

Junius. The tragedy itself is deriving all the benefit of this ignorance

of the authorship. It is, undoubtedly, a work of considerable merit,

both in a literary and dramatic point of view. At another time, how-
ever, when more respect was paid to the legitimate drama, and whea
tragedies were among the most frequent productions of the dramatic

muse, it certainly would not have met with the success, or excited the

interest, of which it can boast. In the three first acts, there is more
than the usual quantum of " the heavy :" the interest flags so much
that the audience, were they not good-natured and indulgent to an

excess, would assuredly lose all patience, and put the fiat of their

" damnation" on the piece. A few of the scenes, however, even in

these three acts, possess a redeeming interest, and the remaining two are

so full of tragic incidents, that they could not fail to save the piece from

such a fate. If the pruning-knife were judiciously applied to the first

three acts. The Provost of Bruges would undoubtedly, with tolerable

acting, be still more successful than it is.

There is one fault in the piece, which, were one to consult their feel-

ings merely, would be regarded as one of no ordinary magnitude. We
refer to the unhappy denouement. All the personages in it, in whose

favour the sympathies of the audience have been enlisted, come to an

unhappy end ; while those whose conduct is regarded with abhor-

rence are eventually triumphant in their ignoble and unprincipled

enterprises. The Provost of Bruges, the hero of the piece, falls into

the hands of his tyrannical enemies, and, to save himself from an igno-

minious end, plunges a dagger into his bosom. His daughter, stung

with the misfortunes of herself and her husband, first becomes insane,

and soon afterwards dies ; while her husband falls by the hand of the

common foe. This is undoubtedly a painful termination ; and the only

thing that can be urged in its behalf, is, that it accords with his-

torical fact.

The success of the piece is undoubtedly to be ascribed as much to the

superior acting of the leading dramatis personce as to its own intrinsic

merits. Mr. Macready, as the Provost, sustained the character with

more than his usual spirit. The defect which generally characterises

his acting is a want of energy. In the present instance, he runs, if

that be possible in him, to the opposite extreme. In some of the
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scenes, he becomes so impassioned and energetic as to verge on extra-

vagance. Miss Ellen Tree is excellent as the Provost's daughter. She
exhibits, towards the conclusion, all those manifestations of sorrow at

the adverse fate of her father and husband which become the occasion,

without degenerating into phrenzy. Of the acting of the other cha-

racters we have not space to enter into detailed criticism ; suffice it to

say, that it well sustains that of Mr. Macready and Miss Ellen Tree.

CovENT Garden.—Otway's tragedy of Venice Preserved has been

re-produced at this theatre, in order to give a further trial to Miss
Faucit in the higher walks of tragedv. The arduous character of

Belvidere was assigned to her ; and the manner in which she has

acquitted herself fully justifies the high opinion we last month expressed

of her histrionic talents. She has proved herself fully equal to the

task. It is true, indeed, that the piece, as a whole, has not passed oft'

so well as could be wished ; but that it is no fault of Miss Faucit's. It

is to be attributed to the want of effective persons in the representation

of some of the leading characters. Indeed, but for this lady's superior

acting, the re-production of the piece would not have been tolerated.

The more we see of her acting the greater does our confidence become
that she is destined to shine in the higher walks of tragedy. We un-

derstand she is preparing for an earlv appearance in another important

character. We shall watch her progress with some interest.

St. James's Theatre.—Matters are looking somewhat more pro-

misingly at this little theatre. Mr. Barnett, as Monsieur Jaques,

continues to attract and to gratify numerous and fashionable audiences.

If Mr. Brahara would only be advised to be a little more liberal in the

firticle of novelties, the situation of the theatre, its remarkably tasteful

appearance, and the general effectiveness of the dramatic corps, could

pot fiail to make it one of the most successful among its rivals.

I'LL TWINE FOR THEE.

I'll twine for thee a wreath of flowers

To deck thv graceful brow.
Of flow'rets cuU'd from sweetest bow'ra,

And wildest buds that blow :

The violet from thy gentle eyes

Will gain a richer blue,

And the rose lament, with fragrant sighs.

Thy cheek's far brighter hue

—

My only Love

!

The trembling lily of the vale.

Alone in loveliness.

On thy fair brow will look less pale

Than in its loneliness :

The simple primrose, whom the sun
Kiss'd with a golden beam,

Shall twine with those flowers, and ev'ry one
Shine like stars in a stream

—

Mv onlv Love

!
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NOTES OF THE MONTH.

The Jewess—The Jews.—The English public, in tiieatrical matters

as well as in matters of dress, are very much like a flock of sheep. The
example which one leading establishment sets is followed by all the rest.

Mr. Bunn some two or three months since brought out a splendid spec-

tacle at Drury-Lane, called " The Jewess." The thing was a hit—it

drew, and in a fortnight afterwards, almost every minor theatre in the

metropolis, not excepting the penny aflairs in Shoreditch and other re-

spectable neighbourhoods in the suburbs, produced their Jewess. Nothing
but the Jewess was talked of in parties—no other term greeted your

ears in the streets—the word occurred everlastingly in the public jour-

nals ; and if you had the temerity to cast a glance at the dead walls as

you passed along the thoroughfares of town, your eye was sure to en-

counter the eternal words " The Jewess," in the most gigantic letters

which modern typographers have yet committed. The matter, in short,

had grown into a nuisance, which is now, however, happily beginning

to be abated. In the meantime one cannot help being struck with the

anomaly of the favour shown by the British public to the Jews , as exhi-

bited on the stage, and the contempt and harshness with which that

nation are treated in all the transactions of real life. The imaginary

Jewess of Mr. Bunn is idolized : the real Jews whom one meets in the

streets are looked on, both by individuals and the legislature, as if they

were a class of human beings with whom it were a degradation to hold

any kindly intercourse. The indignities heaped on the head of Shak-

speare's Shylock by the self-dubbed Christians of liis time, are still, in

kind, if not in degree, oflered to the English Jews of the nineteenth cen-

tury. This ought not to be. It is a reproach which, we hope, will be

speedily wiped off our national character. The trite maxim is in every

body's lips, that man is not responsible to man for his religious opinions,

and yet almost every one practically belies it, in his conduct towards the

Jews. Intellect " marches" to little purpose so long as such an ano-

maly is suflfercd to exist.

Taking IT Easy.—In the House of Commons, it is matter of nightly

occurrence to see honourable members who were, on the hustings, most
prodigal of pledges of " unremitting attention" to their legislative duties,

stretched horizontally in the side galleries, wrapped as firmly in the em-
braces of Morpheus, as if they had sunk into what Burns, or somebody
else,—no matter who - calls " the interminable sleep." In the House of

Lords, the notion which the members entertain of their own dignity,

usually prevents their resigning themselves to a little balmy slumber.

So great, however, are the somnolent tendencies of one of the Right Rev.

Prelates who grace the bench of Bishops, that the antagonist disposition

faithfully to discharge his legislative functions—supposing, as we are

M.M.--3. U
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bound in charitv to do, that his reverence possesses such disposition—

almost invariably gives up the unequal contest. It was stated a short

lime since, that this riglit reverend gentleman, who by the way. like

most of his brethren, is possessed of corporeal proportions which any

alderman might envy, always sleeps most soundly when there is a noisy

debate. If so— if the Right Reverend Father's slumbers are sound or

otherwise, in proportion to the noise which prevails around him, we

would advise him, by all means, to take up his residence as near as he

can, consistently with the safety of his person, to the falls of Niagara.

If noise be the only prescription which can operate a sound slumber,

we promise him that, if he adopt our friendly counsel, he will enjoy

the most profound repose. In the meantime we put it to our readers

whether there would be any harm in relieving such a personage

from his arduous legislative duties.

Economy of the Public Monky.—Economy of the public money,

we are happy to perceive, is now the order of the day, in high as well

as in low places. Two magistrates, members of one of the reformed town

councils in Scotland, some time ago walked on foot a distance of twelve

miles on the business of the " gude town," and though they were absent

from their homes the whole of the day, they only " consumed" a gill of

whiskev, price three-pence half-penny, and masticated two biscuits, price

one penny each, which, with a penny to the waiter, amounted altogether

to the sum of sixpence-halfpenny. This account against the borough

was no sooner presented than the treasurer was authorized by the council

to pay it. The payment of the sum so incurred for this specimen of

gastronomical moderation, was accompanied by a unanimous vote of

thanks. And well might the town council reward the abstinence of the

two gentlemen with this assurance of its sense of their rigid economy ;

for on every occasion in which a similar visit, under the close burgh

regime, was paid to the same place, the expenses, between coach hire, eat-

ing, and drinking, and " incidentals," amounted, on an average, to nearly

as'many pounds as there were pennies in this case. Whether the economy

of the public money, which is now beginning to be manifested in higher

places, is to be ascribed to the example of the Scotch Town Council to

which'we have referred,— is a point on which we are not in a condition to

express an opinion. It sufficeth us, audit ought to suffice the public, to

know the fact, that not only a disposition but a determination to econo-

mize the public money, is now visible in all quarters. The Morning

Herald, which is most exemplary in its attention to all such matters,

contained, a few days since, the following paragraph :—

" The daily papers rear' by llie Judges in Westminster Hall, are now hired out,

not purchased, from considerations of economy."

This is exactly as it should be : we only wish it had been a little sooner :

however, better late than never. The same regard for the economical

use of the public money is fully entertained by his Majesty's Ministers.

It is not long since they unanimously resolved to discontinue taking in,

which had been done from time immemorial, the daily papers, with one

exception, which it is unnecessary to name. That one, it is understood,

serves all' the Members of the Cabinet. Figaro in London, price one
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pennv weekly, and the Weekly Visitor, price one half-pennv, have also had

the doors of the government offices shut against them for the same reason.

It is said, that in the true sprit of this rigid economy of the public

monev, all the memhers of government, from the highest munstei ot

state down to the occupant of the most humble situation, are ^o tina

their own ink, pens, and paper, in all matters pertaining to public busi-

ness, and that farthing candles onlv are to be henceforth used in eitiier

house of parliament. Great doings in this way are expected to be pro-

mised in ilr. Spring Rice's next budget.

His Majesty's Health and Spirits.—A Sunday Paper, more re-

markable for its sycophancy than for its talent, mentions in its last nmn-

ber, that the King continues to improve in his health and spirits. We

are rejoiced to hearit, as will be, we are sure, every right-mmded man in tne

country. The only drawback to the fulness of our joy, is. that the same

paper has said the same thing almost every Sunday since His Majesty s

accession to the throne ; consequently, we have our doubts whether tne

fact be really so. However, we may be mistaken : we devoutly hope we

are so—in which case, we will have the pleasing task to perform, ot con-

gratulating every loyal and properly constituted mind in these realms, on

the superabundant health of our most gracious sovereign, ^Vllllam the

Fourth. Every one knows—indeed, the very circumstance ot being

ignorant of such a fact would argue a most lamentable and criminal

deficiency of lovalty-every one knows, that when his Majes v

ascended the throne of these realms, he was most liberally blessed with

the commodity of heaUh. If, then, he has gone on as the Sunday

Journal alluded to has most perseveringly asserted for the last six

years he has done— improving in health and spirits, he must not

not only be the most salubrious and jolly old monarch that ever sat

upon a throne, but the healthiest and jolliest person in the universe.

Six years' constant improvement in the health and spirits of one who,

at the beginning of that period, possessed more than the average stock

of these qualities, cannot fail to render our Most Gracious Sovereign a

very prodigy of health and spirits.

Clerical Zeal for Religion.—A correspondent of the Examiner.

of Sunday, the 20th ultimo, mentions, that in one of the parishes m
Ireland, 'in which the disputes between the Protestant and Roman

Catholic religions run high, a poor man, belonging to the former,

having latelv been taken so ill as to be deemed by himself, and all who

saw him. nigh unto death.—sent for the Protestant clergyman—

a

doctor in divinity, it is said—on whose ministrations he was in the

habit of attending, earnestly desirous of some conversation respecting

his prospects for eternity, before he had received his final summons.

The Protestant churchman, in answer to the application, said he could

not comply with the supjiosed dying man's wishes, because he lived in

a marshy part of the parish, which would prevent either his carriage

driving up to the door, or himself entering it. without wetting iis

feet. The poor man, in the agony of his mental distress respecting his

condition in the sight of Him whom he every moment expected to be

his judge—then sent for a Roman Catholic priest. The latter complied
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with his wishes without a moment's delay. He administered such spiritual

consolation to the poor man as the doctrines of his church permitted

;

and prescribed such medicines for his bodily indisposition as had the effect,

in a few weeks, of restoring him to perfect health. On his recovery,

he speedily abjured Protestantism, and threw himself into the arms of the

Catholic church. What a painful contrast, to the mind of every true

Protestant, does the conduct of this Church-of-England divine, ex-

hibit to that of the Roman Catholic priest ! The clergyman—the Pro-

testant doctor of divinity—balances the inconvenience of wet feet

against the probable salvation of an immortal soul ! Rather than incur

the risk of wetting his feet, he will allow a human being to writhe

under all the unutterable horrors of an awakened conscience, and run

the hazard of everlasting perdition. And this is probably one of the
" Irish clergy," on behalf of whom such pressing appeals are now
being made to the pockets of the British public ! How shocking to

think that one who regards the eternal salvation of a fellow-being

as a matter of much less importance than the keeping his own feet dry,

during the fifteen or twenty minutes the visit might have required of

his time, should, when entering on his pastoral office, have solemnly

declared that, in taking that office on him, he was moved by the Holy
Ghost ! Verily, with such a clergy, it is no wonder that Ireland should

remain Catholic : the marvel is that there are any Protestants in it at

all : we mean Protestants from principle—Protestants whose worldly

interest does not lie in their being so. If Ireland be not Protestantized

until it be effected by the agency of such men as the present clergy, we
fear there is little chance of our living to witness such a consummation,

should we attain the good old age of Methuselah.

Division in the Tory Camp.—" When rogues fall out," says the

proverb, " honest folks get their own." The Tories, just now, are at

drawn daggers among themselves ; and the country is enjoying the

benefit of the disunion. Measure after measure of extensive and

salutary reform is being introduced into Parliament without even the

show of opposition by the leaders of the Tories ; and the speedy transit

of those measures, undamaged by Tory " amendments," through both

Houses, may, if the same glorious discord continue among the faction,

be confidently expected. The Duke of Wellington is rusticating at

Strathfieldsaye, as careless about politics as if there were no such class

of animals as Tories extant ; Lord Lyndhurst is in town, but he has neither

any relish, just now, for Tory stratagems nor Tory dinners ; he absents

himself, on system, both from the House of Lords and from the richly-

spread tables of his Conservative friends. He acts, in this case, on the

scriptural maxim, that if any man will not work neither should he

eat. He will not do the dirty work of the faction, and therefore he has

conscience enough not to eat their dinners. Sir Robert Peel goes

occasionally to the House, but he offers no resistance to liberal measures.

On the contrary, as in the case of the Irish Municipal Corporation

Reform Bill, he advises the House to let the bills be brought in without

opposition. If a demonstration in favour of the expiring cause of

Toryism be made in the House of Lords, the task devolves on tho;e

able and enlightened statesmen, the Marquis of Londonderry and the
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Earl of Roden ; if, in the Lower House, Tory principles are still to be
asserted, Mr. Scarlett, the leader of what Mr. O'Connell calls the "calf-

headed" gentry, has the sole enviable honour of raising his bray on
behalf of the faction. This is exactly as it should be. To this com-
plexion we knew it would come at last.

Yankee and Dutch Advertising.—We have often been amused
with the specimens of American Advertising, which occasionally come
under our eye. The following is not amiss :—

'•Anthony Macdonald teaches boys and girls their grammar tongue: also,

Geography, terrestrial and celestial. Old hats made as good as new."

There can be no question that if Anthony is able to perform all he
here promises, he is a universal genius. No man not possessing the

most versatile talents, could unite in his own person the somewhat hete-

rogeneous qualifications requisite for teaching "boys and girls their g)-am-

mar tongue, also geography, terrestrial and celestial ;" and making " old

hats as good as new." To be instructed in " celestial geography," by
which Anthony, we suppose, means the geography of the heavens—ge-
nerally called by other people. Astronomy,—must be a very great matter:

but as the world goes, especially in Jonathan's land, we shrewdlv suspect,

that if Anthony can, according to promise, in reality make "old hats

as good as new," he is likely to drive a somewhat brisker and more profit-

able business that way, than in teaching the young idea how to shoot, the

Americans being notorious for their " shocking bad hats." The Dutch are

beginning to vie with the Americans, in the article of original advertise-

ments. It is not a long time since one of Dutch manufacture—and the

production of a woman—came under our observation, which struck

us as being extremely happy of its kind. Here it is, and let our readers

judge of its merits for themselves :

—

"Van Roorst died on tlie 15th instant He was the best of husbands, and his

relict is inconsolable at her loss. God rest iiis soul in peace, is the earnest prayer
of his deeply afflicted widow, who will, as usual, continue to supply her friends

with the best articles in the grocery and cheesemongery line, at the most reasonable
terms."

Here an ardent affection for the " dear departed," is most ingeniously

blended with the affairs of the shop. In England, we cannot manage
matters in this fashion. If a woman be inconsolable for the death of

her husband,—which every woman ought to be, if, as in this case, he was
" the best of husbands,"—she very foolishly forgets everything else in

the extremity of her affliction. In Holland, the deepest regret for a de-

ceased partner in life is perfectly compatible with a due regard to the

pounds, shillings, and pence matters of the shop. There the inconsolable

widow, in the depths of her distress, never for one moment, if in the
" grocery and cheesemongery line,"—or, we suppose, in any other line

—

forgets that she has " articles" to vend "at the most reasonable terms;"
and in notifying to her friends the decease of her husband, she takes

care to intimate the latter fact also. Sorrow and business— the grave
and the shop, are here blended together, with a felicity peculiar to the
" inconsolable widows" of Holland.
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Execution of Fieschi.—Fieschi has paid the penalty of the law ;

—

his head was chopped off on the 20th. He kept his word as to the

manner of his dying ; that is to say, he died, according to his own

acceptation of the term, a hero ! In other words, he died as he had

lived a brute. A more melancholy insensibility to the crimes he had

committed, or to his destiny in a future state, was never exhibited.

No mark of contrition for his guilt ever escaped him ; no fear of futurity

seems ever to have had a moment's existence in his mind. And yet

none of the French journals even hint a word of regret or disapproba-

tion at the frightful spectacle of a human being, stained with the mo t

atrocious crimes, thus rushing recklessly into the presence of the

Supreme Being. There can be no question, that this tacit approval of

this brutal indifference to death on a public scaffold, has a most injurious

effect on the myriads who witness the spectacle, and the millions who

read the account of it. The ignorant multitude are taught to look on a

person dying under such circumstances, and having every thing he says

and does carefully chronicled, and without a single expression of disgust,

as if he were the most illustrious man that ever lived ;—they are, in •

deed, led to look on such a person as a sort of deity. Were public

indignation sufficiently expressed through the press, first at the crime

itself, and then at the brutal indifference which the criminal evinces

both as to what he has done and the futurity which awaits him ; were

he, in short, held up as one whose conduct, in such a case, ought only

to be re"-arded with mingled feelings of loathing and commiseration, it

would, in the first instance, operate as a preventative to such atrocities ;

and, in the second, it would, if any earthly consideration could, induce

those who had been hurried into crimes by the force of their depravity,

to be ashamed of their guilt, both in the sight of their Maker and

their fellow men
An Episode.—Our readers will probably recollect the story of the

French Roman Catholic General, who, in the midst of his devotions,

used to turn about his head to his attendants and order heretics to be

executed by the dozen. The thing was done, if we may so speak, by

way of parenthesis. The French correspondent of The Times seems to

have a somewhat similar, though happily more harmless taste for episode,

or parenthesis. In the midst of a most inflated and pathetic account of

the execution of Fieschi and his accomplices, the writer turns aside from

the main subject, in the midst of the most important part of it, to

bestow an episodical paragraph on the Duke of Brunswick :

—

" On the outside of the gate, at a tavern, the Duke of Brunswick was seen at a

window of the first floor, looking over the gate on thescaffold wiih a spying-glass.

The Noble Duke wore a fashionable great-coat of an olive green, and frequently

waved about a beautiful Indian silk handkerchief. There was with him an

Englishman, who was said to be a person of distinction—he was accompanied by

an interpreter. They botii gave sixty francs for their places.''

The minuteness of the description cannot fail to strike every one.

The Noble Duke was on " the outside of the gate,"—he was on " the

first-floor," and at a " window,"—he looked through " a spying-

"•lass,"—he " wore a fashionable great-coat," which was of " an

olive green," and, to crown all, he waved " a beautiful Indian silk

handkerchief.' VVe have seldom seen, in the same limited compass, so
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much descriptive matter. The writer's powers of observation must
have been very great, when, amidst the deeplv-interesting scenes that
were passmg around him, he could do such justice to the Noble Duke
As Fieschi was so ambitious of notoriety as to be able to " bear no rival
near the throne," it was fortunate he did not anticipate the attention
paid to the Duke of Brunswick by the reporter of his execution. Had
he done so, the circumstance would have been more horrible to him
than the guillotine itself. We wonder how his Grace will relish beinff
thus gibbeted in the columns of The Times, in company with Fieschi
and his associates in crime !

POLISH WAR SONG.

Awake each heart and hand !

Flash forth each glittering brand !

And " Strike for Poland !" be our cry :

—

Bloody shall be our path.
And, like the whirlwind's wrath.

Scattering the red sand as it hurries by.

We'll quell the Calmuc's pride.
And ere the even-tide.

The war-horse and his rider shall be lying
Upon the lowly ground.
Changing the trumpet's sound

For murmurs of the vanquish'd and the dying.

Past are our years of shame.
Now blazes forth the flame

From which the phoenix bursts in dazzling light

;

Pluming his radiant wings—
T'ward the mid heaven he springs,

And soars on high our standard in the fight.

And he shall lead us on
Till victory is won.

And shouts of triumph through the field resounding-
Declare our endless fame.
And to the world proclaim.

Brave Poland's sons in glorious deeds abounding

!

Awake each heart and hand !

Again as freemen stand.
And dash aside the Muscovite's cold chain

!

Think what our fathers were.
Show what their children are.

And wash away, in blood, the iron chain.

For liberty and right,

We will rush to the fight.
With our first shock the tyrant's ranks convulsing—

Sons of the illustrious dead !

Shall it be told wc fled ?

No
! Death or Victory, we'll meet exulting !
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Reminiscences of a Literary Life. By the Rev. T. Frognall Dibdin,
CD. In two handsome volumes, royal 8vo., with a finely done portrait

of the author, together with numerous engravings on wood and copper
—all of them of a superior order. John Major, 71, Great Russell

Street, Bloomsbury, pp. 982.— {Second Notice.)

We promised to return to these amusing and instructive volumes, yet we trust

we have not led any of our readers to suppose that any analysis or de-
scription of them within our power, or the necessarily contracted space of an
ordinary notice, could at all supersede the benefit or pleasure to be derived from
their actual perusal. Our first notice was a very short one, for the reason assigned,

yet we hope it has operated as a provocative to some to open the book—to shut

it again very speedily, we think would prove a much more difficult task. De-
vouring, not reading, is the word with those who fully estimate this literary treat.

The sreat wenY of Dr. Dibdin (yet coupled with a too great anxiety about the

opinion of others) has brought upon him many enemies, who are loud and clamo-
rous in their censures, and tedious in proportion as they would dissuade the pub-
lic from tasting an almost nev? literary banquet, which it has been the doctor's

envied fortune to present to the age in which we live. It is, in fact, a difficult

thing to do justice to any of his works in a review—the eye, in most of them,
demands an honeat pupil, and the heart should be in its right place ! since his very

embellishments not unfrequently forestall or indicate the various pleasurable feel-

ings excited by the text. Bibliogruplii/—to many a completely novel word—as

cultivated by Dr. Dibdin, is not a dull and dry pursuit, but an improver, even, of

refined intellect; and the result of its study, aided by a lively and unwearied pen,
and a thorough knowledge of every branch of the subject, has given to this author

a complete fascination over every cultivated and elegant mind, whether male or

female. He is the first writer among us who has imparted to bibliography the

charms of wit and humour, sentiment and feeling—thus he has pleased the wise
and the good, and offended none but the would-be literary stoics and the philo-

sophical blackguards ; and the rage of the latter is approaching to suffocation,

whilst the doctor's admirers are evidently on the increase.

An accomplished literary antiquary, as well as a competent judge of the relative

value of certain works, from their respective dates and editions—their editors,

printere, and publishers—he has contrived to imbue the public mind, throughout
his various publications, with as high a relish for the strong sense and simple ele-

gance of the authors of the olden time, as if they possessed the works themselves,

from which he has so judiciously culled the chiefest beauties. The Spencer cata-

logue is a complete epitome of all that is curious in that noble collection, from the

rude types and cuts of the early typographers, to the style of writing or translating

those most precious volumes of antiquity which have been brought together by
the unbounded care and expense of the noble owner. The " Bibtiomafiia" foims
a history of the improving intellect of our own country, from the invention of
printing to our own times. The pleasant and communicative way in which he
dwells on the beauties of the old writers makes him equally the favourite of those
who can or cannot indulge in the pleasures of book-collecting. His manner is

completely his own.
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Yet there are a few nameless persons who object to maps and Hngei-posts in
literature—to all flimtrs that can be strewed upon its paths, and above all object
to an appropriate elegant binding being bestowed upon a valuable book ! As well
nniglit they pretend to loathe the sight of a beautiful woman elegantly and suit-
ably utlired! Does the sort ofbeing who has no fancy for these things—nothing
intellectual whatever to trouble him—think or suppose that he may not have his
dirty or ill-bound copy without the leave of Dr. Dibdin ?—Dolt !—He is quite as
much at liberty to enjoy his folly and ifjnorance, as is the ill-manneied cub to
keep aloof from the precincts of female elegance and attraction! Advice and
guidance of any kind is useless to him who never travels out of Grub-street, and
who can find the way blind-fold to his own particular Hippocrene, the nearest
pot-house. The love of books is a glorious passion, and to justify it, there is no
occasion to contrast it with that for dogs and horses, even in a country where
every one may do as he will with his own.
We advise the worthy Doctor to be less anxious about what is said of him by re-

viewers; he deals in that which is too elegant and subtle for their grasp, \i\sreadeis
are his best and most natural critics, and we otirselves confess that we can fiel a
proper description of him better than we could write it. In the work immediately
before us the author not only sustains his own amiable and communicative cha-
racter, but through the medium of a considerable correspondence gives us a most
discriminative view of the characters of a host of contemporary authors and col-
lectors of high taste and attainments. To most of these letters fac-simile auto-
graphs are attached, and the whole forms an imperishable record of worthy friend-
ships and literary ardour, in vain to be elsewhere sought for.

In the Doctor's personal history, interesting as it is, we are at times surprised
at the simplicity with which (for the sake of truth) he relates a few incidents and
anecdotes somewhat derogatory to the dignity and eminence he has since attained,
but there are others, and much more numerous ones, of the most romantic cha-
racter and thrilling interest, showing at once his own warmth of heart and the re-
sponsive feelings of some of the brightest characters, living and deceased, for the
last thirty-five years. The whole is a " thing of life," " warm from the heart and
faithful to its fires!" If the history of a man's own ivorks and an account of tl e
virtuous associations arising therefrom, forms two closely printed volumes, be it

remembered that those very works form an epoch for antiquarian research, and
the fine arts in general. We must now dismiss these vivid " Reminiscences"
this storehouse for every man and woman of true taste, simply wishing they may
afford ihe reader that pleasure from a first perusal, which is strongly urgin<i- us
to a second on the part of our own.

Edith of Glammis. By Cuthbert Clutterbuck, of Kennaquhair,
F.S.A., &c. &c. 3 vols. pp. about 900. Smith, Elder, and Co.
Cornhill.

This is a work of no ordinary merit. The author—whose style of writing we
think very taking—of a Stirling kind, we mean— is evidently a scholar and a gen-
tleman. He tells us in his " preface" that it is many years since he appeared
before the reading public. We are delighted to be in the way to welcome his
second appearance. He will be good enough to attribute the non-appearance of
extracts from his clever book to the right cause—want of room. We have said
enough to direct the attention of the liieiary world to his Edith of Glammis: and
sure we are, that while works like this are sent forth there will be no lack of En^^-
lish readers. We could not say less than this.

°

The Portfolio. Nos. 7, 8, 0, 10, 11, and 12. Ridgway and Sons.

This pfriodical novelty goes on admirably well—all the early numbers have bre«
reprinted. The articles are very spirited.

M. M.—No. 3. X
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Tlie Riitiih and Foreign Review. No. 3. January, 136. Ridgway

and Sons.

This number of llie " European Quarterly," will, we are confident, be considered

the most superior one of the three that have been issued. It forms a massive

);eriodical, and is eminently worihy of the " cause" which it so ably advocates;

The History of the Overthrow of the Roman Empire, and the Founda-

tion of the Principal Roman States. By W; C. Taylor, L.L.D., &c.

of Trinity College, Dublin.

Till, period of European history between the fifth and fif'eenth centuries, has

heuii illustrated by the greatest historians of modern times, Gibbon and Sismondi.

Some aiio'osy may, therefore, be expected from one (as he modestly tells us, in

liis sensible preface,) of inferior powers, who now ventures to treat the same sub-

ject. Enouoh, liowever, has been said. We venture to predict this excellent

work will be eminently successful.

The Encyclopsedia Britannica. Parts 69 and 70. Adam and Charles

Black, Edinburgh : Sirakpin and Marshall ; and Whittaker and Co.,

London.

This ehiboiate work coniinties to excite great attention—our men of letters and

academicians hold it in high estimation. It must not be disguised, however, that

the high standing of the editor has secured for it the extensive patronage of which

the publishers make mention, with every show of truth, certainly, on their parts.

We ha\e read the " paper" arranged under the head of Jews, together with that

which treats of uu?- Johnson, with real pleasure, and, we may add, instruction.

There are, of course, others of equal merit—but not so immediately interesting to

cuiielves, as that which furnishes us with a " new life" of Dr. Johnson.

Winkles's Cathedrals. No. 14. Containing Illustrations of the Cathe-

dral Church of Rochester. Effingham Wilson, Royal Exchange.

This is not only a very interesting number,-—in as much as we have some

valuable matler respecting Rochester and its ancient Cathedral, founded in the

rei^n of Ethelbert, the Anglo-Saxon king of Kent, soon after Augustine the Monk
liad landed in tlie Isle of Thanet, and preached the Gospel at Canterbury—but

an improvement upon the former. It is really a mystery to us how such works

as are being done can be done. Here we haVe thi-ee beautiful illustrations, with

letter- press, in 4to.—for what ? one shilling.

AVinlvles's Cathedrals. Tlie Cathedral Church of Amiens, &c. No. 2.

Of this work, we spoke in terms of praise in our last number: of the two that

have been issued, we think the one before us scarcely equal to the first. We do

not intend dispraise in saying thus much.

The Architectural Magazine. No. 24. Longman and Co.

This ably tonducted work of Mr. Loudon's has reached the twenty-fourdi num-
ber of the diird volume : and we are enabled to say, vtilh uninterrupted success.

hy buddfers and architects this work must be held in high estimation.
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Arboretum Britannicum ; or, the Hardy Trees of Britain. Nos. 25 & 26.

These numbers are quite equal to any that jircccded them.

The Magazine of Health. Bv a Practising Physician. No. I, for

February, 1836. Charles Tilt. Fleet Street.

This fresh and vigorous effort, if we do not greatly err, will prove deservedly suc-

cessful. It was a work much desiderated : and in introducing a new number mio
the already large family of cheap ])eriodicals, the Proprietors plead that there is

none of a popular character on the important subject of human health ; or, at

least, none that can be regarded as of competent authority, or which has not lost

casie, by becoming, in some way or other, the vehicle of quackery.

The Edinburgh Journal of Natural History and of the Physical Sciences,

with the Animal Kingdom. By Baron Cuvier. Conducted by Capt.

Thomas Brown, F.L.S., &c. Part I. Smith, Elder, and Co. C'ornhill.

A WORK which promises to become of considerable importance ; and, from our

inspection of the part now before us, we think well of it. The size of the volumes,

when completed, will be outrageously large; and we have no doubt will operate

against the sale of the work in parts.

Finden's Portrait and Landscape Illustrations of Lord Byron's Life and
Works ; with an Account of the Subject of each Engraving. By
W. Brockkdon, F.R.S. London, John Murray, Albermarle Street.

Parts 1 and 2.

Mr. Murray's fame, as a publisher, is proverbial : and, if we are not greatly

deceived, this '' splendid effort" to crown the undying iminortality of Byron with
a xoieath so illustrious—the which Mr. Finden has for the most part supplied—
will not diminish—but add to a reputation so richly won—so magnificently

merited. InNo. 2, we have, amongst others, a finely executed landscape en-
graving representing the course of the Tiber, in the vicinity of Rome—

•

" Dost thou flow,

Old Tiber, through a marble wilderness ?"

which is really beautiful. The work must find its way to every drawing-room
and private library in the kingdom.

Landscape-Historical Illustrations of Scotland and the Waverley Novels,
from Drawings by J. M. W. Turner, Professor, R.A., &c. The
Descriptions by the Rev. G. N. Wright, M.A., &c. Fisher, Son,
and Co., London and Paris. No. 1.

It must be truly gratifying to the patrons and true lovers of the liberal arts, to

perceive the growth—the daily emanations of a heaven-directed press—of popular
and useful publications : and there are none that we have yet seen that can e.vceed

the one before us: and we feel quite sure, the [jublic will side with us when we
say to the spirited publishers, to whom we ar.e mainly indebted for such
superior editions of our most eminent authors, poets, and novplists—pro-
ceed with unabated energy—and may the best success crown tliis hund-ome
undertakin;;.
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Thj Waveiley Novel?. Parts 1 to 4. With Illustrations by Turner.

Fisher, Son, and Co., London and Paris.

This well-designed and inexpensive way of presenting us with the works of

Scotland's dearest bard, with illustrations of the best description, cannot fail of

obtaining a wide and liberal patronage.

EUiott's Poem?. In Weekly Parts. Part 1.

These po°nis are of a superior order. Mr. Elliott has gained a reputation

that must be hio-hly gratifying to himself and pleasing to his literary friends and

contemporaneous writers.

Chapters of Contemporary History. By Sir John Walsh, Baronet.

John Murray, Albermarle Street. 18.36.

This is a very interesting and able essay, consisting of a series of chapters of Con-

temporary History, commencing wiih the administration of Lord Grey. The

political world will be anxious to possess this work, which really forms a

parliamentary "text-book," and should be carefully read by every practical mem-
ber of the Houses of Lords and Commons.

Parts 11 and 12. Van Voorst's History of British Fishes. By Wil-

liam Yarrell, F.L.S Illustrated by upwards of 100 Wood-cuts,

including numerous Vignettes.

This very interesting work proceeds with unabated talent in each department.

The part for February exhibits some highly-wrought specimens of perfected wood-

en^ravinc. The publisher has become deservedly famous in this particular line of

publication.

Draughts of Character. By A. Corkscrew. The Literary Cuts by f t«

Wilham Carpenter, Fleet Street.

Thanks to A. Corkscrew, we are enabled to submit to the public taste some
characteristic samples of the choice spirits of the age. They are presented in

this higlily-anusing and clever publication, containing several excellent portraits

of our " Citizen potentates," admirably engraved on wood, in their unbottied

beauty; and, what is more, we shall continue to exhibit the series in succession,

as in a glass.

The Engineer's and Mechanic's Encyclopedia, &c. Parts 2, 3, and 4.

Thomas Kelly, Paternoster-row.

This useful work proceeds with vigour. Part Four, we think the most inte-

resting yet issued. Under the lieads calico-printing, calculating-machines, carving

c^rds, and coal-mine, we have a store of valuable information. The wood en-

gravings are done in a masterly manner, and serve to illustrate the various subjects

treated of admirably well. As we said at first, this elaborate yet inexpensive un-

dertaking I'liist find its way to every scientific man in the kingdom.

" Intellectual Toys." West, Fleet Street.

This little work is intended to engage the youth of both sexes in scientific pur-

suits as an amusement. The author has given plates and descriptions of thirty
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difTerent insfruments. The subject lias been treated in such a plain and compre-
hensive manner, as to merit the approbation of parents and teachers generally.

The work has been favourably received by her Majesty, who at all times manifests

a great desire for the spread of education.

An Essay on tlie Turnpike Roads of the Kingdom, and the Practicability

of Uniting them with the Department of the General Post Office, &c.

&c. &c. By Robert Fuge, of Bishop's Tawton, Devon, etcetera,

etcetera, etcetera. Hurst, St. Paul's Church Yard.

An Essay, indeed ! Why the pestiferous blockhead who was guilty of wasting
ink and paper to indite, and the means to pay for the prmting of such a
lot of stuff and nonsense as we have placed before us in this well-typographed

pamphlet, in the absence of even a mechanical knowledge of grammar, much
more the adaptation of its positive rules—would, we feel assured, be guilty of
setting the Thames on fire. We shrewdly suspect, moreover, that the proper name
of our stupid essayist is Fudge, and not Fuge. We cannot help commenting upon
the barefaced quackery of this road-side doctor, (who, it is quiie evident, was
driving at " place'' while he impudently pretended to a knowledge of digging and
delving on the highways and by-ways of the Post-Office department,) as demon-
strated by the dedication to his Grace the Duke of Richmond, the late Postmaster
General. It is scarcely necessary for us to add, that the " matter," such as it

will be found—supplied by this unamiable rusticof the old school, is wholly with-

out interest; disowns every thing like common sense; contains no argu-

ment ; and is one unconnected jumble of ignorance and sliallow pretension.

Elegy written in a Country Church-yard. By Thomas Gray. Illustrated

by Wood Engravings. John Van Voorst, Paternoster-row.

This magnificent book is dedicated to Samuel Rogers, Esq., one of our best and
favourite poets, and a munificent patron of the arts, &:c.

On the merits of the poem itself we dare not speak. Fame has said enough for

the gifted man who produced it. The great improvement, however, that has
taken place in the art of Engraving on Wood, as well as its general adoption—in

some measure superseding the use of copper and steel—led to the present
'* effort" to apply this mode of embellishment to a poem of such catholic celebrity,

and which appeared to afford the greatest scope for the talents of the artist. The
work is beautifully printed.

Tales of the Glens. With Ballads and Songs. By the late Joseph
Grant. Fraser and Co., Edinburgh ; and Henry Wasbbourne, Lon-
don, pp. 288.

Avery interesting little work, calculated to amuse and instruct at the same
time. It has been said, with what degree of truth we will not stay to determine,
that the uneducated man, who strives to mount the ladder of literary fame, must
expect the sternest opposition of the learned and refined, who consider liis ap-
pearance in their ranks an invasion of their dearly-bought rights and privileges.

The author before us was of the humbler class of society : his mind naturally
active—and not without genius, lie thought constantly, no doubt, of the treat-

mentofChalierton,Kirke White, and lastly, of Burns, his gifted fellow-countryman,

" Who walked in glory and in joy.

Following his plough upon the mountain side."

Mr. Grant (now dead), however, does not appear to have had any pretensions to
the rank of Hums.
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Mountain Melodies, &c. &c. By Thomas Eagles. Whittaker and
Co. 1835.

Mr. Eagles is not unknown to us as a poet of fancy and imagination. IIi»

volume of" Mountain Melodies,"' will add to his reputation, as a writer of poetry.

This handsome tome is dedicated to Sir Joiin Tobm, in a spirit that does credit

to the author's sense—favours conferred—of obligations unrequited. We have

perused most of the pieces w ith gratification, if not delight. We select the follow-

ing, by vyay of extract :

—

MOKNINC.
The morning breaks !

And the green meadows, bright with blushing flowers.

Emit their rich perfume. The early crows,

With slow and steady pace, leave their high nests,

And for their young ones cater. The mushroom^,

Glist'ning with dew, peep from their grassy beds.

And the loud sky-lark wings its way to heaven.

Rich woodbines, thro' hawtliorn hedges twining,

DitTuse their sweetness on the gentle breeze

;

And ever and anon the hunter's horn

Comes riding on the blast from distant hills.

O ! beauteous, lovely Morning

!

The Tin Trumpet ; or, Heads and Tales for the Wise and Waggish

:

to which are added. Poetical Selections. By the late Paul Chat-
field, M.D. Edited by Jefferson Saunders, Esq. Whittaker and

Co. pp. 575.

A VERY eccentric, but enterla'ning work, consisting of whims and oddities-—wise

saws, and a few modern instances—systematically scattered over 550 pages, oi;

thereabouts.

Fisher's Juvenile Scrap-Book, for 1836. Edited by Bernard Barton.

Fisher, Son, and Co.

TpoUGH last of all the annuals, not the least interesting. Bernard Barton will

do well to be earlier in the field next year. We like the plan of the Juvenile

Scrap-Book. The matter is unexceptionable. The plates are not of the highest

order.

Six Months of a Newfoundland Missionary Journal, July to August,

1835, Smith, Elder, and Co. pp. 264.

A WORK of peculiar interest, and one, too, which will, we think, be acceptable to

the Christian world. The various subjects treated of are of the first importance to

missionaries ; and are faith''ully brought before us by a writer of no common pre-

tensions. We cannot hesitate, therefore, to recommend the attentive perusal of

this useful publication.

First Annual Report of the Poor Law Commissioners, for England and

Wales. Clowes and Sons, Stamford Street, pp. 406.

This highly elaborate and pains-taking compilation has just made its appearance ;

and, from what v\e have been enabled to deduce from die contents, comrnands

universal perusal, and the most patient investigation of the facts set forth in its

crowded pages.
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The Poetical Works of Charles Lamb. A new edition. Edward Moxon,

Dovor Street.

We are pleased to see a new and improved edition of a favourite poet, whose loss

we had to deplore so lately. Of the merits of this work we need not surely

speak : the book itself is in Mr. Moxon's best style of publication.

Evenings Abroad. By the Author of " Sketches of Corfu." Smith,

Elder, and Co., booksellers to their Majesties.

This is one of the most entertaining volumes we have read for some years. It is

intended to supply the place of a literary common-place book. The author has

succeeded to the letter.

The British Quixote ; or, the Surprising Adventures of Don Poplin,

Knight of the Waning Dragon. By Pasquin. Edwards, Ave-Maria

Lane. pp. 265.

We own the Adventures of Don Poplin, like those of Don Quixote, present a

farrago of heterogeneous topics : but their tendency,—do you see ? " Omne
lulit," &c. ; that is all we shall say of this unexpected stranger, at present. The

age of book-making cannot have passed away.

Lays of the Heart, &c. By J. S. C. Smith, Elder, and Co.

" The Ode to the Memory of a Father," which forms the principal feature ih

this unpretending little book, belongs to the better order of poetry. The poems,

generally, are fairly done.

The Parliamentary Guide. Corrected to February, 1836. Bailey and

Co., Cornhill.

This useful and well-authenticated book of parliamentary reference, by R. B.

Mosse, Esq., has just issued from the press. On the whole, it is an improvemetlt

on the original edition.

Select Prose Works of Milton. Account of his own Studies. Apology

for his Early Life and Writings. Tractate on Education. Areopa-

gitica. Tenure of Kings. Vol. 1. With a Preliminary Discourse,

and Notes. By J. A. St. John. pp. 329. Hatchard and Son.

Here we have a new and excellent edition of Milton's prose works; and one;

loo, which must find its way into the library of every scholar in these islands, if

not throughout Europe. We strongly recommend this work to the public at large.

The Life of General Washington. By Cyrus R. Edmunds. Vol. 2.

pp. 365. Tegg and Son.

Wk have already expressed a favourable opinion of this very interesting work.

The second volume is by no means inferior to the first. It is well written. The
concluding remarks may not be inappropriate :—"General Washington's self-

moderation is well known to the world already. It is a remarkable circumstance

which redounds to his honour, that while president of the United S'ales, he never

appointed one of his own relations to any ofiice of trust or emolument, although

he has several that are men of abilities, and well qualified to till the most impor-

tant stations in the government."
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LITERARY ANNOUNCEMENTS.

FOR MARCH, 1836.

Nearly ready, dedicated, by permission, to the Venerable Archdeacon

Butler, D.D.,' " The Elements of Latin Grammar, for the Use of

Schools," by Richard Hiley, Author of " English Grammar," &c. &c.

In the Press, and shortly will be published, " The Physical Theory of

Another Life," by the Author of " Natural History of Enthusiasm."

In the Press. A Second Edition of " My Daughter's Book," by the

Editor of the "Young Gentleman's Book," and " The Volume of the

Affections."

Shortly will appear, in 2 vols, small 8vo., " The Reliques of Father

Punt," late P. P. of Watergrasshill, in the County of Cork, Ireland.

Collected and arranged by Oliver Yorke. Illustrated by Alfred Croquis.

In 1 vol., small 8vo. "The Greek Pastoral Poets, Theocritus, Bion,

and Moschus." Done into English by M. J. Chapman, M.A., of

Trinity College, Cambridge.
' Oriental Historical Manuscripts, in the Tamil Language :" translated,

with Annotations. By "William Taylor, Missionary. Volume 1 , 4to.

boards; to be completed in two volumes. Madras printed.

In a few days will be published, in 2 vols. 12mo., " The Select

Remains of the Rev. John Cooke," of the Tabernacle, Moorfields, Lon-

don, and Maidenhead, Berks. Edited by the Rev. Dr. Redford.

The Continuation of " Hume and Smollett's History of England;

1760 to 18.35," by the Rev. T. S. Hughes, 8vo., vol. 1., 10s, 6d. bds.

" The Poetical Chronology of Ancient and English History," by Dr.

Valpy. Fifteenth Edition, 2s. 6d. bound.

The Nineteenth Volume of Valpy's uniform " History of England,"

with Illustrations, 5s. cloth boards.
" Pope's Poetical Works," complete, with Illustrations and Notes, by

Dr. Croly. 4 vols, cloth boards, 24s.

" Sermons preached on Public Occasions," with Notes, by R. Valpy,

D.D. F.A.S. New Edition. 8vo. 8s. 6d. boards.
•' Essays on several Important Subjects connected with the Church

and State," by R. Valpy. D.D. F.A.S. 8vo. 8s. 6d. boards.

FINE ARTS.

Wilkie's picture of John Knox Preaching before the Lords of the

Convocation. A late proof of Doo's beautiful line engi-aving of this

celebrated picture has been seen by a few of that artist's friends, which

fully justifies the praise bestowed by their Majesties on this gem of art,

when presented to their notice last month by Mr. Moon. The price to

be paid for engraving this picture will exceed £4,000 ; and it is said it

will be a vear and a half before it will be finished.
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THE LORDS, THE COMMONS, AND THE PEOPLE.

The Municipal Corporation Reform Bill for Ireland is the great po-

litical measure which, at this moment, occupies the attention of all par-

ties. The change which it contemplates in the corporate towns of the

island is of so sweeping a nature that we need not be surprised at the

deep interest which it excites in the public mind. The advocates of

improvement in the institutions of the country see, in its triiunph, a

rapid advance in the march of social and political amelioration; while

the friends of abuse and the abettors of corruption see, in its success,

the means wrested from their hands of practising the one or perpetuat-

ing the other.

But independently of the measure itself, considered merely in rela-

tion to its abstract merits, its eventual triumph or defeat becomes a

matter of the deepest importance, from the circumstance of its not only

proving a test as to how far the House of Lords is prepared to act in

accordance with the other house of parliament, but from its being a

measure which will try the stability of the Melbourne Administration.

It is clear that, if such extensive mutilations are made in the measure

as will trench on its principle or impair its efficiency, the Melbourne

ministry must refuse to accept it, and must consequently resign ; for,

with either branch of the legislature being opposed to a measure on

which that administration have so fairly committed themselves as in

this case, it is out of the question to suppose that that Ministry would

dream for one moment of remaining in office.

The question then which every one asks is this—Will the House of

Lords venture either on the utter rejection of the Irish Municipal Cor-

poration Bill Reform for Ireland, or will they make such alterations in

the measure as will impose on Lord Melbourne the necessity of refusing

to have any thing further to do with it ?

We unhesitatingly answer—They will. We speak from better au-

thority than mere rumour when we say that the Peers have made up

their minds as to the course they will pursue when the measure is be-

M.M.-No. 4. X*
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fore them, and that that course is one of a very decided character. Webe-

lieve it is at this moment an undecided question whether the bill shall

be unceremoniously rejected on the second reading, or whether it shall

be suffered to go into committee, and there be mutilated to such an

extent as that its framers shall not be able to recognize their own

handiwork. The more ultra part of their Lordships—the Newcastles,

the Limericks, the Winchelseas, the Rodens, &c.—are for the former

course. The more prudent of the Peers—the Wellingtons, the Lynd-

hursts, the Ellenboroughs, &c.—are decidedly in favour of the latter.

So far as the result is concerned it matters not which be eventually

adopted ; the issue will be the same in either case. The measure will

be so mangled in committee, should it get that length, as to be, to all

intents and purposes, tantamount to its formal rejection on the second

reading. Indeed, we hold the mutilation of the bill in committee

—

keeping in our mind's eye the extent to which that mutilation will be

carried—as incomparably the worse of the two evils ; because it will only

be trifling with the nation's feelings by holding out hopes of a fair and

dispassionate consideration of the principles of the measure, while the

extraction of every thing popular from it has been fully resolved on

before hand.

We regret the determination to which the House of Lords have come

on this subject ; because we are not, and never were, among those who

have sought the annihilation of that branch of the Legislature. Our

most anxious wish, on the contrary, is, and always has been, to see it

in so much harmony with the spirit of the age—we do not mean with

the spirit of that reckless class of Reformers who would destroy, with-

out one particle of remorse, the best and most venerable institutions

of the country ; but with the spirit of those who would modify and

reform that they may preserve—our wish, we say, always has been

to see the House of Lords acting to such an extent in harmony with

the spirit of the age as to secure the homage and respect of all classes

of their fellow-subjects.

The determination of the Lords to reject the Irish Municipal Cor-

poration Reform Bill is at once unreasonable itself, and will be found

most injurious in its consequences to their order. Their opponents

pronounce them to be blind and infatuated. We are sure they are

not so to such an extent as to be ignorant of the peril into which they

brought themselves, as a distinct branch of the Legislature, by the mu-
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tilations they committed on the corresponding measure of last year for

England and Wales. Need they then to be told that if that was an

experiment on public feeling and public endurance which exposed them

to no small measure of danger, it were unwise, in the highest degree,

not only to repeat it in the case of Ireland, but to repeat it under cir-

cumstances of great additional aggravation ?

If our voice could reach the ears of their Lordships, we would labour

to impress on their minds, first of all, that the necessity of a re-

form in the Municipal Corporations of the sister island is infinitely

more urgent than it ever was in that of England. The circumstances

of the two countries are as different as if they were not only under the

sway of different monarchs, but as if their geographical positions were

wide as the poles asunder. In England there has been, for generations

past, the most ample toleration, in reality as well as in name, in re-

ligious matters. Men of every persuasion were equally eligible, before

the Municipal Reform Bill of last year passed, in so far as their rehgious

tenets were concerned, to every corporate or civic office. In Ireland it

was, or rather is, far otherwise. There one denomination has always

lorded it over another, and this, too, with a very high hand. The

Roman Catholics have been pre-eminently, notwithstanding the boasted

freedom of British institutions, a proscribed and persecuted sect in the

sister island ; they have, for centuries, been sufferers for conscience'

sake, which circumstance, by the way, as has been found in every

other case of persecution, has, we are satisfied, been the principal cause

of preserving their numbers. And if the native odiousness and un-

seemline ss, in a free country, of lavishing all the honours of the State

on one denomination, to the exclusion of others, and heaping all man-

ner of gratuitous indignities on the proscribed, could by possibility be

aggravated, that aggravation would be found in the fact, that the in-

tolerant party were but a mere handful, in point of numbers, compared

with the party whose rights are trampled on and whose feelings are

outraged. Hitherto the Roman Catholics of Ireland have had nothing

more to do with the municipal affairs of their country than if they had

had, individually, like the first criminal of whom we read, some mark

of frightful delinquencies impressed on their foreheads. It would have

been well, comparatively, had their persecutions been only of a passive

character. Had it consisted in their exclusion from corjjorate and other

offices, and from corporate and other honours, the fact would have

X 2
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been very different. These very corporations have been made, both

directly and indirectly, the instruments of inflicting on them those

positive evils under which they have suffered and groaned so long.

The members of these bodies have always been distinguished for

converting the powers which these offices conferred into the means

of oppressing the Roman Catholic part of the population.

But, apart from religious considerations altogether, the Corporations

of Ireland have been the fruitful source of misery to that country.

Their gross mismanagement—ofttimes their flagrant, deliberate mis-

appropriat ion of the funds of the inhabitants— has been of a nature,

and
,
has been committed under circumstances of aggravation, with

which any of the corporate abuses in this country admit not of a mo-

ment's comparison.

But why dwell on the flagrant abuses, and the gross injustice to the

Roman Catholics, of which the Irish Corporations have been the pro-

lific parents, when the fact has never been denied even by those well

known to be most friendly to their perpetuation ? Why the pro-

foimd silence of all the Tory Irish Members, when these Corpora-

tions have been, times without number, charged with the grossest

malversation of the public funds, and with making their power the

instrument of oppressing those whose religious belief did not chance

to quadrate with theirs ? Why, we say, this unbroken muteness .''

For this simple reason, that the abuses were too palpable to be denied

and too flagrant to admit of even one word in the shape of palliation.

The Irish Municipal Corporation Reform Bill will be sent to the

House of Lords, not only with a large majority in its favour, but with

this very powerful additional recommendation—that not one single

voice was raised in the lower House either in denial or palliation of

those evils, which it is the object of the measure to remedy. How
monstrous must be that system of abuse—how glaring and enormous the

evils—which could not number one defender in the House of Commons }

Supposing, therefore, that no Municipal Corporation Reform mea-

sure had been passed in England, the urgent necessity of such a

measure, to remedy the great and manifold evils which are interwoven

with the Corporations of Ireland, must be so manifest that no reason-

able mind could, for a moment, hesitate as to the propriety of pass-

ing it.

But when, in addition to this, it is recollected that England has had
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a liberal Corporation Reform Measure conceded to it, though the

urgency of the case was incomparably less, the claims of Ireland to

a similar measure, become so irresistible that it were impossible for

human ingenuity to urge any thing having the semblance of reason

why it should not be conceded.

The question which every one asks at the present moment in the

contemplation of the possible contingency of the Lords throwing out or

otherwise defeating the Corporation Reform Bill for Ireland is— Shall

that part of the empire be denied the same justice which has been done

to England and Scotland ? If so, the fail- inference will be that Ire-

land is not considered by one branch of the Legislature as any thing

better than a mere province, and that any system of government,

however degrading and revolting to the vast majority of its inhabitants,

is good enough for it.

Need we warn the Peers of the danger to themselves as a body, as

well as the injustice to Ireland, of treating that country in this way.

Should such a course be resolved on, we hesitate not to say that conse-

quences, for which they are not at all prepared, will inevitably ensue.

First and foremost will come the repeal of the Union as certain as an

effect follows from its cause. What else in the train of conseauences,

or rather what accompanying events will flow from such a step, it is

not for us to point out. O'Connell has been denounced, and justly, by

the Lords, for his recent efforts to sever Ireland from this country. Let

it not be said that they themselves were the means of bringing about a

catastrophe which they have so often and so earnestly deprecated, and

which all the exertions of the Agitctor, were he to live till doomsday,

would have failed in effecting.

Of late, and we rejoice at the circumstance, little has been heard of

a collision between the two Houses of Parliament, and equally little of

the propriety of abolishing the hereditary branch of the Legislature.

If the Lords—apart from all considerations of justice to Ireland— are

wise in their generation, in so far as their own rights and privileges

are concerned, they will be careful not to afford occasion for reviv-

ipg the discussion of such topics. It is because we are anxious to see

a friendly understanding existing between the two Houses, and because

we wish to see the hereditary branch of the Legislature retaining its

hold on the affections of the pcojjle, that we adjure them on this

occasion to be cautious how they act. Let them not lay the flattering
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unction to their souls that either the House of Commons, or the nation

at large, are at this moment in a mood of mind to suffer a repetition of

the bold experiment which the Upper House hazarded last year, with-

out some more unequivocal demonstration of their opinion than they

furnished on that occasion. There is with nations, as with individuals, a

certain point beyond which human endurance cannot go. That point

is now reached in the case of the country and the House of Lords ; and,

if the latter calculate on the continued forbearance of the former, they

will commit a fatal error.

Need we remind the Peers that it is not within the pale of possi-

bility that they can gain any thing either by a conflict with public

opinion, or by a collision with the House of Commons. With either

antagonist they would find themselves engaged in a most unequal con-

test. Shall we speak in yet plainer language } Is it necessary we should

tell them that the inevitable consequence of clashing on the great raea-

Bure in question, either with the Lower House or wdth public opinion

—

in the supposed case, it would be with both—would be their own de-

struction as a separate branch of the Legislature ? Those are the best

friends of their Lordships, who, at such a moment as the present,

warn them of the perilous ground on which they stand because of their

understood intention of rejecting the; Municipal Corporation Reform

Bill for Ireland. These are their enemies who would urge and cheer

them on to the desperate experiment. Of this fact we do assure them,

that the Destructives are at this moment exulting immoderately at the

anticipated conflict, because they look for the extinction of the Upper

House as the certain result of the collision.
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ANECDOTES OF NAPOLEON,'

By his confidential Fellow- Student at Brienne, who was afterwards his

Chamberlain for many years.

On issuing from a Revolution whence, thanks to our authors, the facts

reach us only by passing over victims and executioners, proscriptions,

accusations, and atrocious calumnies,—amid this throng of sanguinary

narratives would it be irregular or undesirable to display certain facts

altogether or nearly unknown, in a less tragic point of view ? It

would be possible to paint less darkly a terrible and extraordinai-y

man, of whom we unhappily know what he did, but not what he

was. Domestic facts, private interviews, certain expressions, out-

breaks of sentiment and the heart, depict much better an individual,

in my opinion, than all the extended treatises of history. What have

I concluded from my observation of Buonaparte ** That at fourteen

years of ao-e he was a being the most eminently jealous, the most

eminently ambitious, that ever trod the globe. Yet a youth, his

ambition and his jealousy were proportioned to his age and means.

These two passions increased with his years, placed him on the

throne of his king, and precipitated him from it. Whence did he

derive his jealousy, his ambition, his taciturnity, and his disdain for

the human race ? He owed these vices to the indigence of his

family. Had not his regards been so often and so painfully turned

to the enjoyments of his young comrades, almost all sons of good

families, he would not have felt those secret chagrins, followed by a

gloomy jealousy, which led him to scorn and shun those whom he

could not imitate. It was M. de Marbeuf who procured his admis-

sion to the school of Brienne. Soon a report became current that

this protector was his father, though it be certain that Napoleon was

two years old when M. de Marbeuf, for the first time, set foot in

Corsica. The pupils did not the less indulge in bitter pleasantries,

which the offended youth did not always sutler with patience. Wit-

ness the following fact:—Buonaparte had just received a letter and

three pieces of six francs from the bishop of Autun, brother ofM. de

Marbeuf. As he was occupied in reading his letter, Defoulers, a

cadet, had the imprudence to say to him, "Well, how is mamma
Marbeuf? Is she always Mrs. Joy? "* The young Corsican, indig-

nant at such an insult, threw at him the three pieces of six livres

which were in his hand, and the blow was so violent that it struck

Defoulers to the ground. His forehead was cut open and a tooth

broken. He is still living, and the scar still strongly marked. Na-
poleon was put under an arrest in his chamber, but obtained his

* Allusion to the Latin word Lcetitia, which was the Christian name of

Buonaparte's mother.

M. M.—No. 4. Y
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liberty the same day by this answer to the Superior who interrogated
him, "Is a son, outraged in the person of a beloved mother, master
of a first emotion ?

" Buonaparte liad been five weeks at the school
of Brienne when I arrived there. Scarcely had eight days elapsed,
before I was desirous to know him more intimately than my other
comrades. Though yet so young, he was ruled by the genius of
war and destruction. In a retired corner of the court he had built a
small fortress, of which the works had some originality without de-
viating too far from the manner of the celebrated Vauban. This
little model seemed to me to denote intelligence, and I complimented
him upon it.

Eulogium, merited or not, was at all times the way to his heart.
After this epoch, I became attached to him, as much as it is possible
to be attached to one who insists on being always in the right. With
me only he showed himself less silent and reserved, and suffered
less of the constraint which he had imposed upon himself, to procure
himself the reputation of a superior being. It was proved to me that
his love of solitude and taciturnity was not at all his natural character
at that time.

Had I doubted that his keeping aloof from the other pupils ori-

gmated in the enjoyments of which they partook, and of which he
was deprived, I should have been convinced by the following event.
Among a number of papers common to us both, I one day found the
copy of a letter which he had written to his father, and which I
here present exactly such as it fell into my hands.

" D-omthe Militai-y School of Brienne, April 5, 1781.

" My Father, if you or my protectors do not give me the means
of sustaining myself more honourably in the establishment where I

am, recall me home, and immediately. I am weary of publishing
my indigence, and of seeing it smiled at by insolent students whose
wealth alone makes them my superiors ; for there is not one of them
that is not immeasurably beneath the noble sentiments which ani-
mate me. What, Sir ! shall your son be continually the jest of cer-
tain noble coxcombs, who, proud of the pleasures they allow them-
selves, insultingly smile at the privations I undergo ? No, my
father, no ; if fortune absolutely refuses herself to the amelioration
of my fate, snatch me from Brienne

; give me, if it must be so, a
mechanical occupation ; let me but see my equals around me ; I
shall soon make myself their superior. By these offers judge of my
despair. But, I repeat it to you, I prefer being the first artisan of
a manufactory to being the despised artist of an academy.

" This letter, I entreat you to believe, is not dictated by the vain
desire of giving myself up to expensive amusements; I am no way
charmed with them. I only feel the want of showing that I, as well
as the companions of my studies, have the means of procuring them.

" Buonaparte."
This letter at so early an 'age, paints him better than any thing

that could be said of him. But on no account would I have had him
know me to be in the secret of his jealousy ; for I was acquainted
with his feelings on the subject,'and he was one to do me an ill office.
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The desire of studying so eccentric a youth attached me lo

Buonaparte. Assuredly I was his dupe ; but, if civilisation has ren-

dered dissimulation an essential quality, Buonaparte possessed it in

the highest degree. I must be permitted to assert that Cromwell
and Mazarin were sincere and plain-dealing men compared with

Napoleon. From his leaving Brienne to his ascending the throne,

he dissimulated in every thing, both his moral and physical qualities.

One day, I surprised him at a window looking and very naturally

smiling at the amusements of the pupils who were in the courts. On
his countenance the desire of mingling with them was apparent.

On a sudden he turned, and saw that I observed him. Vexation
and shame lowered in his features ; but he adroitly strove to impose
on me, and for the moment was successful. " I was examining,"
said he, " this mass of young harebrains, who, in their most pre

cious agfe, amuse themselves with nothinsfs : and what are their

pleasures? They fatigue and emaciate themselves in casting a ball

of which they could not even mathematically develop the surface.

Certainly their age requires relaxation ; but are there none more
noble than those they afford themselves? Walking, conversation,

the aspect of the heavens, and the inspection of plants, such are the

relaxations worthy of youth and susceptible of casting it in the vast

mould of genius. How I pity them !"

Buonaparte was an atheist in the full force of the word. His god-
father, Paoli, wrote to him thus in 1791 : " Your father, with whom
I combated at San Fiorenzo, was a brave man ; I expected yet

more from you ; but the principles you have just professed in the

face of your fellow-citizens prove lo me that you do not even respect

the God that created you."

Paoli thus expressed himself on the occasion of a discourse which
Buonaparte had pronounced In the club ofCalvi, Dec. 2, 1791. Here
are some extracts from this discourse, found among the papers of
the deceased Arena:

—

" Friends, ti-uth tears veils asunder, dashes idols down, and un-
masks jugglers; thanks to liberty, we know what to determine on
with regard to the Divinity. Is there a God? Let us believe it;

but let us confess that he regards not our disputes, nor perhaps our-

selves. If it were otherwise, never would a tyrant have seen two
suns."

Of the hypocrisy of Napoleon, I was persuaded by the events I

am about to narrate.

I had become acquainted with a young girl whom I loved vvitii

the utmost purity. I know not how Napoleon became informed of
my connection; but one day that I spoke to him, he addressed lo

me this strange discourse: "Sir, in the most precious age of life,

I would keep aloof from all which could corrupt my heart and
youth : we can no longer see each other; your attachment to a
girl who cannot be your wife places a barrier of brass between us.

Imitate other imprudent youths—delight yourself with the torments
you are preparing for the incautious maiden who is about to believe

your oallis and be i)olluted in your arms—drink deliciously of her
tears, and then come to insult my scruples. Treat my severity as



304 ANECDOTES OF NAPOtEON,

idiotcy—make uie the mark for your sarcasms— I consent to it. But
call yourself my friend no more, approach me not; I should fear to

contract your corruption." " Buonaparte," I answered, "^
I have

need of relaxation of a mild and peaceable kind, I find it with

Colombe ; her graces, her innocence, are all that attach me to her."
" My friend," replied the implacable student, "at our too combustible

age, we ought not to approach the torch of beauty. Choose between
your mistress and your friend." " It must be confessed," I said,

*' that you are wonderfully stocked with self-love to think of lecturing

a comrade who is six months older than you." " If I am two years

older than he in wisdom what has he to complain of? If he is fifty

years of age, and subject to go astray, why should he not follow

excellent advice? But let us not enter into further details ; will you
see Colombe no more? " " You exact it? " " Yes, for your happi-

ness and hers." " I yield, I sacrifice her to you ; but do not forget

that you contract a strong engagement with me." " What engage-

ment, pray?" " Guess it, and do not ask me." I know not if he

understood me, but he added nothing.

The victory of the young Corsican was not so complete as he

imagined ; for I ceased not to see my lovely friend. But my mea-
sures were so well taken that the cunning rogue was completely

cheated ; though, if Napoleon was my dupe as to Colombe, I was
sufficiently his on another subject. We were at the close of 1783.

The father of Colombe had a country-house two leagues from

Brienne, and I had obtained half a day's iioliday, which I went to

pass with my beloved. It was night when I left her to return. I

was about two gun-shots' distance ironi Brienne, in a by-path bor-

dered with shrubs, when I thought I heard some one speaking. I

s-tole softly to the bush whence the sound proceeded, and was not long

without knowing the persons at the other side, and the object of their

meeting. " Yes, my love," said a female in the accent of softness

and affection, " I bear in my bosom the precious pledge of our

mutual tenderness ; knowest thou, Buonaparte, that I am proud of

being thy consort?" At the name Buonaparte, I started in un-

speakable astonishment. " Oh ! how lovely," continued the young

female, " will be to me the day on which thou shalt ratify at the

altar the title thou hast given me in secret. But thou speakest not,

my love ; why this silence? Am I become less dear to thee?'*

" Eun-enia, I love thee as a portion of myself, I would give all on

earth to avow thee as my wife; but, as thou knowest, I am without

fortune. I must labour to make one ; many suns must rise e'er I

can crown thy wishes—thy impatience, thy inquietude, may ruin me
for ever. Ah! my beloved, let us unite, heart and soul, to conceal

thy state from the inhabitants of this town ; thou canst, if thou wilt.

Thou hast at la Fere an aunt that adores thee, who hast none but

thee. Retire to her when thou canst no longer conceal thy condi-

tion from ihe public. Say to this good relative, ' I come not to con-

fess to you a weakness and hide it here. I am a wife, I have a

written promise ; and, if it is not ratified by the laws, it is oecause

imperious circumstances are opposed to it ; but that sweet day will

coiue, and then 'my infant and my husband will amply recompense
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your goodness to me.' And thou too, my Eugenia, speakest

not?"— " Thy wishes, my love, are laws; but, if it must be

said, I am not in health : pains and general languor menace my life.

Thy presence alone sustains me. If I must be deprived of it, I will

obey thee ; but I fear I shall expire far from thee." " Let us go in,

Eugenia ; thou grievest me too much. It will not be thus with us;

one day I shall freely clasp thee to my heart."

The two lovers had risen and were retiring. I walk rapidly round

the bush, and find myself in front of the enamoured pair. " Who
goes there ? " exclaimed Buonaparte. " Your friend Dangeais," I

replied. "It grows late, to-morrow I shall see you again." Saying
this, I went away, and re-entered the house.

Sleep had fled my eyes the whole night, and day was scarcely

dawning when I descended into the garden. Napoleon, who had
tlie habit of placing himself every morning at his window, no sooner

saw me than he made me a sign to go up to him. I was tlie more
astonished at his invitation, as I had not doubted he would avoid my
presence, and the sarcasms with which I had meant to overwhelm his

hypocrisy. However, I went up to him. " Well, liovv have you
passed the night?" said he. " Do you know, Dangeais, you discom-
pose yourself wonderfully ? " This was too much. I own I was put
out of countenance ; and it was not, till some moments had passed, that

I could reply, " Do you know. Napoleon, that of all men you are the

most incomprehensible, not to say the most deceitful?" "Poor
head ! that does not see beyond its nose. A mite, 'tis true, does not

believe the existence of an elephant." " Epigrams are not reasons."
" Reasons! well, I am going to give you excellent ones, which you
will be forced to admit. Hear me. I think greatly, and take plea-

sure in analysing men and things. I believe myself above the affec-

tations of the human species. I believe not in virtue, though all the

universe asserted its existence. If I am wrong, so much the better;

I only err from excess of caution. Now, admitting you to my so-

ciety, I wished to be assured whether you were on your guard
against hypocrisy and pretended virtue. I had every thing to

gain by this trial. If you had not believed in my temperance,
and the severity of my morals, I should have said to myself with
pleasure. My friend is a man of penetration and versed in the know-
ledge of the human heart. But your dangerous simplicity did not

give me that satisfaction ; and, whilst I tasted the sweets of love, you
thought me their most cruel enemy. Certainly, my friend, I pitied

you ; but how well was this light vexation compensated by the plea-
sure of seeing a young man, six months older than myself, bending
servilely to my virtuous juggling! Do you account too as nothing
the high place I had in your esteem and the invaluable conviction I

obtained ? A conviction which will imprint i'l my thoughts this

eternal truth, that, to delude mankind, the most important point is to

choose well one's mask and know how to fasten it well on.
*' But for the chance which led you to my rendezvous, I should

stdl have been in your eyes the most temperate of men, so short-

sighted were you. Ifow could you lend any faith to the harangue I

declaimed to you'J Had your pleasures enfeebled your health, you
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would have been culpable ; for, at onr age, every inclination which

tends to injure the pith of our growth is a crime towards ourselves.

If, however, you had nothing to reproach yourself with, in respect to

this, is it the same as to the publicity you gave to your love ? Do
you know the inconveniences of it ? They are these : your supe-

riors will be informed of it—thence cabals, reprimands. However
pure be your passion, your reputation is hurt by it, your conduct is

equivocal, and you are watched. What advantages have not I over

you, though I am more reprehensible ! I offer to my superiors a

front that does not alter. I meet their glances which have no power
to depress mine. I am a being apart, of whom they say he is an
excellent character. What mattei-s it to me that I do not merit the

praises they bestow ? I receive, and do not the less profit by them,

in fit time and place. These praises, besides, are not what most
flatter me. There is in this affair a much greater pleasure to me.
Do you know this ineffable pleasure '? But no : you are yet too

common-place in your ideas ; it is not granted but to privileged beings

to enjoy it fully. Listen then. To deceive mankind, to make them
suppose you are virtuous when you are all the contrary, so to capti-

vate their confidence and establish oneself their superior, this, of all

luxuries, is the one I most enjoy, and I would not exchange the art of

procuring it for all the virtues of a saint. Dangeais, forty-nine

men out of fifty will tell you that my reasoning is sophistry

;

but beware of believing them, if you wish to make your way.
My head is already an encyclopedia of truths with regard to so-

ciety. If fortune smiles upon me, I shall not publish them to the

world; I will do better—I will profit by them. This system

v/ill conduct me on, if I am enough above the vulgar not to deviate

from it. He who knows other men by heart of necessity precedes

them ; and, thanks to constant observations, I am in that state.

" It is already proved to me that of virtue men cherish nothing but

the appearance. This preference too is a consequence of selfishness,

and because it is natural to prefer a rose to a briar. This appear-

ance, so requisite, I possess. I shall possess it much better still, when
the occasion for developing myself shall arrive.

"Do not believe, my friend, that it would not be more pleasing to

me to raise the edifice of my existence on a less rugged soil ; but in

short, such is the age, and such must man be : so well have I fell the

urgency of it! Dangeais, I secretly spurn the human race; and, what
is more, I do them justice. However narrow be the scene of the

world here, I can aupreciate its actors, and all have proved to me
the excellence and the necessity of my system of hypocrisy and dis-

simulation. I have found you, my friend, credulous and confiding
;

and you were in my eyes such as all other men, weak and limited.

A chance, a luckless meeting has torn away the veil. Well ! which

of us is the higher in this affair ? Not he, I think, that was the

other's dupe. I have given you a lesson which of itself is worth all

those of our teachers of morality, and henceforth you will be upon
your guard against othei-s that might resemble me.''

I do not think any man could feel greater surprise than mine. But
to my youth and inexperience the character of the deceiver appeared
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colossal. I took his audacity for noble pride, and the opinions he ad-

vanced for daring truths, drawn from the study of men and events.

Whoever may condemn my weakness, would not, perhaps, have

been wiser, if placed as I was. The deluder had something so ex-

traordinary about him, that he might have been admired by persons

of more experience than I. I asked him, however, whether the se-

crets he had justdisclosed to me, it was not imprudent to declare. "In
the first place," said I, " I shall not believe in any good qualities you
may display.'' " What matters it to me," replied he hastily ;

" I

must only employ a little more artifice in my deceits with you." " If

I were to unmask you to the whole establishment '?" " Scholars and
masters would tax you with imposture. They would say to you, ' Such a

being at sixteen is not in nature ;' and they would be right in their

sense. All here is only of human stature, and I am already some feet

higher. Are you sure yourself that I am not deceiving you as to

the maxims I have just cited ? Who has told you that they are not a

new snare I am laying for you, by thus giving myself an extraordinary

character here ? Are you not sadly perplexed, my dear Dangeais ?

How will you settle your ideas of me ? What am I ? What shall I

be ? Come, do not torment yourself. Live with me from day to day.

I am, my friend, the first word of an enigma which time can only

solve.''

I was, however, curious to know his intention with regard to his

mistress. " It is not probably your design to marry her," said I to

him. Did you ever see a fierce young bull touched by the goad ?

The fiery animal bounds, turns, and menaces ; such was Napoleon

on this question being asked him. "Dangeais,"' replied he, with a

forced calmness, " if, in the conversations we ha^e had together, cer-

tain unpleasing expressions have escaped me, the question you ask

sufficiently avenges you. I am willing to believe that you did not

foresee the blow it would inflict on my self-love, otherwise I should

never pardon you. Eugenia partakes of much more fortune than I;

but there is a title wanting to induce me to make her my wife at this

period, that of Queen of France. At that price only would I sacri-

fice my liberty. What ! shall I immolate myself before attaining

my sixteenth year ! Marry at sixteen ! And whom ! The daugh-

ter of a mere private man. And where? In a corner. Dangeais,

confess thou hast never thought me capable of such modesty.

Wretch! if thou didst—but no, thou dost not think me made for a

peaceful citizen, who lives tranquilly on a modest patrimony. Has
nature, in short, formed me to be pleased with mildly cultivating the

earth, and then noiselessly and namelessly gliding into the torrent of

eternity? No ; I believe not that either physically or morally, there

is aught in me announcing such inclinations. Yes, Dangeais, if I

knew that I should never be more than now, that I should be com-
pelled to pass days of calm and stillness, I would isolate myself on a

pointed rock in the bosom of the ocean. There at least I should be

nearer to the thunder's growl; my ear would catch the roar of the

billows breaking against the rock ; I should witness the torments of

the deep; I should behold shipwrecks; the cries of the perishing

would reach me ; I should count the fragments. Now, ask me if I
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will espouse Eugenia !' " But if her aunt wrote to your masters, that

might hurt you much." " Once more, Dangeais, observe, I never
hazard any thing without foreseeing and providing for the conse-
quences. Prudence and precaution are the strength of tlie weak.
The misfortune you have a glimpse of cannot reach me. Before
forgetting myself in the arms of Eugenia, I trained her to my
interests, my will. Her wishes, her sensations, her chagrins, her
pleasures, her sighs, her joys or tears, take their source in my com-
mandsalone ; she is less herself than she is me. If thy aunt, I have
said to her, asks thee who is thy destined husband, and the father of
thy child, reply to her. He is a man of honour. As to his name, he
only at the altar's foot will inform you of it. Eugenia, add not an-
other syllable ! Such was the order I imposed upon her. Not all

the powers on earth would induce her to infringe it. Besides, had
she not proved herself entirely mine, I had never loved her. I have
said within myself whoever would attach himself to me must utterly

renounce himself, or he is nothing to me."
We were at the beginning of 1784, when both he and I were fixed

upon to be admitted to the military school of Paris. If this news
caused great pleasure to Napoleon, it reduced his mistress to despair.

This unfortunate was the more to be pitied, as she was constrained to

hide her tears, which her lover would have condemned as inimical to

his interest and advancement.
Eugenia was only sixteen, and was really love in miniature ; so slight

and beautiful did she look. The lungs of all the females of her family

had been diseased, and they had died very young. I have thought
these observations requisite because it has been publicly asserted that

Buonaparte poisoned his first mistress. I know not what could have
occasioned this imputation, which falls to the ground before the phy-
sician who attended the invalid to the last moment. I pretend not to

justify Buonaparte, but let us not attribute to him imaginary crimes
;

there are enough of real ones to lay to his account.

When Buonaparte received the order to prepare himself for the

capital, M. de Marbeuf was dangerously ill, which circumstance

prevented the young student from corresponding with his patron,

and obtaining from him the pecuniary assistance which he needed
for his removal. He had written concerning it to his father, who
did not answer him. Embarrassment and discontent were visible in

his smallest actions. I thought I had penetrated the cause of his

chagrin. " If you have occasion for a few louis,'' said I, " I can pre-

vail on my uncle to lend them to you." "Who told you I was in

want of money ?" replied he angrily, then walking a few paces with

his hand on his forehead. " Dangeais, your pardon. Yes, I want
money ; my family neglects rae. Would I were dead. But this will

not last long, I am going to write to them. What can you lend me?
I will give you my note. I will not see your uncle. If you are not

paid within a month, I will give you my watch, a part of my linen,

forty or fifty volumes which belong to me ; I will fly, I will throw

myself on board the first vessel, no matter of what kind, that is

leaving Europe, and bid an eternal farewell to my ungrateful

relatives."
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1 knew how useless it was to reason with him. I merely promised

to bring him the sum he wanted the next day but one after, which,

thanks to my uncle, I was enabled to do.

Never was a loan more cordially made nor more ungraciously

received. Instead of giving me friendly thanks Napoleon only

said, •« You shall be reimbursed in a month." " Why fix a period?"

replied I. "Are you hurt that for a moment smiles more on me
than you.'' " Yes," hastily answer my harsh friend, " Dangeais, I

would give double this sum not to have the humiliation of borrowing

it from you. It is a tittle of pre-eminence over me.'' "What! do

you believe me capable ?'' " I believe you to be a man, and con-

sequently susceptible of profiting by the advantages which are

offered to you. If, during this month, any difference should arise

between us, you would say to yourself in secret, if indeed you did not

say it aloud, 'He was too happy that I was willing to lend him those

twenty pistoles,'" " A bad manner of thinking ; it is painting society

with a pencil of iron." "It is painting it such as it is. Look at my re-

latives; what are they to me?—selfish and pitiless. But, if they for-

get me, I am about to recal myself to their remembrance in a

terrible manner." Saying this, Buonaparte quitted me and hastened

to his chamber to write to his father.

Some street pamphleteers have asserted that Napoleon did not

know a word of French, and was utterly ignorant of the principles

of our orthography—trivial assertions, sufficiently disproved by the

education which was then received at the school of Brienne, and the

trials to be undergone before entering the military school. But, if

he knew of our language all that a Frenchman brought up in a royal

college could not avoid knowing, I confess that his style was feeble

and colourless, if neither passion nor interest guided his pen. But

this impetuous mortal was so rarely tranquil in the course of his life

that is diction, written or spoken, was at once abrupt, veliement,

cutting, and gigantic. Led away by the force of his ideas, and un-

able to express them, more than once he violated the rules of syntax,

and created phraseology that belonged to himself alone.

I sometimes ventured to reprehend such licences. He answered,
" Neither thinking nor acting as other men, experiencing thousands

of sensations more than they, I must of necessity construct my
phrases differently and seek for new expressions to render ideas

never before expressed. Our language in relation to my feelings

is in a state of beggary."
The mood in which the young scholar left me was a sure guaran-

tee to me that his letter to his father would be imprinted with the

resentment he bore his family, which letter he gave to the porter

that afternoon Mith an injunction to put it instantly into the post. I

was young, and curious in the extreme to know all that concerned

my fellow-student. As Napoleon never wrote without making a

rough copy, I resolved to seek in his box for that of the letter he

had just despatched, to learn in what style he wrote to his family.

I found and copied it in short hand, and give it here as transcribed

from the original. It is different from one printed at Padua with

the same date and from the same original ; but the following

M. M No. 4. Z
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is the exact epistle of Napoleon, and must be read with much

interest :

—

From the School of Brinne, April 23d, 1784.

" From the day that M. de Marbeuf procured my entrance

into the royal school of Brienne, you thought probably, my dear fa-

ther, that you owed nothing further to your son; if such be youi

opinion, suffer me to deplore it both for your sake and mine.

You thus lose the pleasure of seeing me happy in your benefits,

and that of being grateful for them. Form, I beseech you, an

idea of my position, and justify, if it be possible, the silence

you observe to the requests I have made you. Extreme neces-

sity, doubt not, has constrained me to make them. Oh ! hap-

py he who can dispense with others, who has nothing to ask even

from those most near him '. Who obliged you to transplant me
hither? Why did you not consult your means? He who cannot

make his son an advocate, makes him a tradesman. Ought not

your self-love, too, to be wounded by the ignoble part I play among

the brilliant youths who surround me? Your son necessitous

among young men who want nothing ! My father, this order of things

cannot loncr°exist. You have a house at Sarlena, sell it. Let the

education of my brothers be limited, let my sisters labour to main-

tain themselves, in a word, sustain me honourably at the post where

you have placed me. I am on the eve of departing for the capital.

This removal cannot take place without expense. 1 have borrowed

two hundred francs on my bill at a month, I am willing to believe

that, on receivino- this, you will afford me the means of meeting it.

If I'failin this restitution Tam completely dishonoured, and perhaps

lost to you. As to the style of this letter, have the goodness to par-

don its rudeness, in consideration of the humiliations that I feel in

secret, and above all of the noble pride of my sentiments. Your

son, sir, is only sixteen, but the vastness of his ideas embrace the

amplitude of half a century. While honouring you as the author of

my days, I cannot, it is true, express to you an infantine respect. If

you can presage the results that th-s manly and powerfully formed

character may have, you will see in them the assurance that your

son will one day repay you a hundred fold, the sacrifices you have

made for him. If you hasten your reply in proportion to the ur-

o-ency of the motives which dictates this, I shall receive it before

my departure for the military school. Say all that is becoming to

every one interested in my happiness. Napoleon Buonaparte.''

Compare this style to that which he used twenty years later, in

writing to Joseph, Louis, and Jerome, whom he had embarrassed

with crowns, and you must allow that is the same pen and the same

personage. ' M. Buonaparte was at Bastia when this letter reached

his consort, who, notwithstanding the excessive tenderness she felt

for Napoleon, to the prejudice of her other children, sent him the

following answer.
" I have received your letter, my son. If your hand writing and

your signature did not prove it, I could not have believed this letter

to be yours."
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RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.*
:

I WAS introduced to Sii- Walter Scdlt, in ISil. The introduc-

tion took place in the house of Mr. D. Sir Walter was then on one

of the few visits he paid to the metropolis. Mr. D. had asked a

party of litei'ary gentlemen to meet Sir Walter at dinner, several of

whom, like myself had never seen him before, though they were
among the most ardent of his admirers. I never was a physiogno-

mist. Had I been so at this time, the more intellectual character of

Sir Walter, contrasted with the expression of his countenance, would
at once have shaken my faith in the system, if indeed it had not

made me formally renounce it. His face had a remarkably dull ap-

pearance, something, in fact, which was calculated to make any
person who was a stranger to his intellectual character to associate

with it the attribute of stupidity. This I know has repeated-

ly been the case where persons have met with Sir Walter without

knowing who cr what he was. A few minutes' conversation with

him, however, was generally found sufficient to rectify the er-

roneous impression. He had great conversational powers .Perhaps,

with the exception of Coleridge, and two or three others, none of

his contemporaries excelled him in this respect. His matter was
almost invariably racy— his mnnner pre-eminently pleasing. On
the evening in question we sat for at least six hours, during which
time the conversation scarcely flagged for a sirgle moment. Sir

Walter in this, as in almost every other similar case, had a compa-
rative monopoly of the talk. Not, certainly, that he wished to en-

gross the right of speaking to himself, but because we were all so

fascinated with what fell from his lips as to forget what, at other

times some of us, perhaps, are to oapl to remember—that we have
or imagine we have— " most sweet voices" of our own. The topics

introduced into the conversation in the course of the evening were
exceedingly varied, and Sir Walter seemed agreeably at home on
them all. Scottish poetry—modern literature in general—the dif-

ficulties with which genius has oflen to struggle, and which in many
instances prove more than a match for it—the king's f visit to Ha-
nover, and his promised visit to Scotland, &c., were subjects which
were all introduced and discussed at some length. Sir Walter was,

perhaps, one of the greatest admirers of kings that ever lived. In-

deed, I doubt not that he went fully into the " right divine" notion.

Still his attachment to his country, occasionally got the better of his

loyalty. He seemed to think that George the Fourth had sinned

against kingly propriety, if not against morals,in giving the preference
to his Hanoverian subjects, by visiting his German dominions be-

• It may be proper to mention tliat this paper consists of " the Recollections" of

two friends of Sir Walter Scott, but that for the sake of greater convenience they

are given as if the "|Kecollections" of one.

t George the Fourth, whom Sir Walter as much admired for the elegance of his

oiannerft as he respected him on account of his high station.

Z 2
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fore he had seen " his kingdom of Scotland.'' Though Sir Walter

Scott did not choose to be very severe, in so far as words went, on

his royal patron for what he conceived to be a slight to Scotland,

yet it was clear to all present that he felt very sore on the subject.

There was something very peculiar and expressive in his tone and

manner when he observed, " He might as well have come to Scot-

land first ; his loving and loyal subjects on our side of the Tweed
will be grievously disappointed when they hear of his going to

Hanover before coming to them."

Of the many brilliant things to which he gave expression on the

evening in question I unfortunately did not take any note on my re-

turn home, and consequently, though recollecting the general tenour

of his conversation, am unable to give any thing like his words, and

without these his sentiments would lose half their charms. It was two

years after this before I met him again. That was in Scotland, where

I had occasion to be for a short period at the time. He had exacted

from me a solemn promise, on the evening of our first meeting, that

if I ever crossed the Tweed I should make it one of the first things I

did to visit Abbotsford. 1 had seen too much of the world not to

know that invitations of this kind were often given, when the person

giving them never meant, or wished, they should be accepted ; but

there was the appearance of so much earnestness and sincerity in

Scott's invitation that I at once not only promised I would gladly

avail myself of it—which, in many instances, are only so many
words of course—but at once made up my mind that I would, when-

ever circumstances should admit of my enjoying the gratification. I

reached the modern Athens in the evening, and started next morning

for Abbotsford. On approaching the plantation, in front of the

mansion, I observed Sir Walter moving about at a slow pace among
the trees. He was very carelessly dressed, and had, altogether, what

is called a " countryfied" appearance. In his right-hand he had a

small hand-saw, with which he had evidently been lopping off the

branches, where they appeared too prominent, from the young trees.

I was within twenty yards of him when he first saw me. He re-

cognized me at once. " Ou, Mr. ! Fbo's a' wi' you ! I am
truly glad to see ye at Abbotsford," was the salutation with

which he greeted me. As he gave utterance to these words he ad-

vanced hastily, and, placing his saw under his left arm, extended to

me his right hand. " I hae juttbeen amusing myself here with these

little sticks" (pointii.g to the young trees), said he, after making the

usual enquiries about my own health and about that of several of our

intimate acquaintances in the metropolis. I paid him some merited

compliments on the beauty of the plantations, with which he seemed
highly gratified. In fact he was always much more delighted with

the commendation of the taste he displayed in laying out his grounds

at Abbotsford than with the universal and unqualified admiration

which was expressed of his literary works.

After being shown the grounds around Abbotsford I was con-

ducted to the house, where, as a matter of course, I was introduced

to Lady and Miss Scott. With the appearance of Lady Scott I was
much struck. Though diminutive in stature, her person possessed
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much symmetry, which, added to handsome features and a profusion

of ringlets of the most beautiful jet-black I ever saw clustering- about

her neck, made her what the late James Hogg somewhere calls her,

" a bewitching creature.'' She was remarkably kind and affable in her

manners. She seemed particularly anxious, as did indeed Miss

Scott also, that I should enjoy myself. She had much of the man-
ners of the French, and it would have been easy to discover from her

accent, though I had not before been aware of the circumstance,

that she belonged to that nation. After a half hour's conversation

with Lady .Scott and her daughter. Sir Walter proposed that we
should inspect the different apartments of his splendid mansion. The
armoury, the library, and the study were to me, as I doubt not they

were to most other visitors, the principal objects of attraction. The
armoury it were impossible to describe. The study has been described

ahundred times over. The library was a spacious room. The num-
ber of books in it has been variously estimated from 20,000 to 30,000

volumes. It is unnecessary to say Sir Walter never purchased all

these ; the greater part of them were presentation copies, either

from personal friends, or from authors naturally anxious their works
should meet with his approbation. Of course he had not time to read

a tithe of those thus sent him. He was often too waited on by young
authors anxious to learn his opinion of their matmscript before com-
mitting it to the press. His kindness and condescension on such oc-

casions exceeded all praise. To the serious interruption, ofttimes of

his own literary labours, he would wade through the manuscript

works of such persons, and £jive them such advice, in the most friendly

spirit, as he thought the circumstances called for. At the very mo-
ment he was busy pointing out to me a number of literary works,

with several paintings, which were his chief favourites, the servant

knocked at the door, and, on being desired to "come in," intimated

that a person, of the name of Buchan, from the north of Scotland, was
anxious to see him for a few minutes. Sir Walter desired the servant

to show the individual into a certain room, and to say that he would
be with him presently. Sir Walter then begged my pardon for a
few minutes. He returned in about fifteen minutes. He mentioned
to me that he had been just looking over an immense collection of

the traditional unpublished ballads of the north of Scotland, collected,

he said, after ten years' hard unremitting labour, by a humble
printer, of the name of Buchan, residing in Peterhead. Sir Walter
spoke in terms ofwarm encomium* of the enthusiasm of Mr. Buchan
in collecting so many of the traditionary ballads of the olden time
amid so many difficulties, not the least of which arose from his limited

pecuniary means. He desired Mr. B. to call again on a day he men-

• The writer of these Recollections of Sir Walter, met, by the purest accident,

with Mr. Buchan, since the interview in question. He then saw the collection of ballads

of which Sir Walter spoke so favourably ; and really they will constitute an enduring
memorial of the admirable taste, as well as singular industry of an individual collecting

them under such unfavourable circumstances. The ballads were published in 1828, in
two volumes, at one guinea ; but, I am sorry to say, the sale never paid the expenses.
Sir Walter engaged to write a lengthened notice of the work in the Quartely Review

;

hut his promise was never fulfilled. Most probably, amid the iiuilliplicity of hi.i

other avocations, the subject slipped out of his recollection.
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tioned, when he would see of what further assistance he could be to

the laborious compiler of the ballads of his native district in the way
of forwarding his views of publication.

Having inspected the interior of Abbotsford, with its costly furni-

ture and valuable curiosities, we proceeded to the outside to view
the exterior of the building. It is altogether a unique superstruc-

ture. No description can give the reader any distinct conception of

it. Of the pleasure grounds, which next claimed our attention, I do
not well know how to speak. Any thing of the kind more admirably

laid out, I have never seen. What consummate taste did Sir Walter
here display ! I saw them under particularly favourable circum-

stances, it being then the month of June.

The dinner hour insensibly stole upon us. Mr. James Ballantine

and another gentleman from Edinburgh, of some literary distinction,

were engaged to dine at Abbotsford that day. Mr. Ballantine kept

his appointment ; the other gentleman, owing to indisposition, did not.

I never spent a happier evening in my life. Sir Walter, as I after-

wards learnt from Mr. Ballantine, outdid himself in the brilliancy of
his conversation. What a store of rich anecdote did he that evening

prove himself to be possessed of 1 And with what infinite ease and zest

were they, one after another, poured from his lips ! One* I shall

never forget. When Duke Charles of Buccleugh was alive, he on one
occasion, invited a number of his personal friends and most respectable

tenants to what is called a general feast. The company being

unusually numerous, two tables were necessary for their accommoda-
tion. The Duke himself presided at one table, and Sir Walter at

the other. A splendid entertainment, in the shape of a dinner, was
set before the guests, and done ample justice to. Wines of every

variety followed in abundance, the qualities of which were sufficiently

tested by all present. Toast followed toast, and song succeeded

song without interruption. The company, in a word, had exceeded
the happy medium of Burns' Tarn O'Shanter,

" Who was notfou', but just had plenty."

They were fou' or were at least bordering on it. Morning came,
but, instead of parting, the Duke volunteered a song which he was to

give standing in a peculiar position. He insisted, before presenting

the company with the vocal treat, that they should all stand in

precisely the same position as himself and duly join in the chorus.

His will of course was a law. His Grace then setting one foot on the

table and the other on the chair— which singular position was
instantly assumed oy all present—commenced singing the well-

known song of " Hey Johnny Cope, are ye waking yet?'' The Duke
got through his song, and kept his station till the end of it. Not so

all his guests. Sundry of their persons were rolling on the floor

before his Grace had reached the end of the first verse, and conse-

quently were unable to join even for once in the chorus—unless indeed

the wild sounds they growled out as their bodies came in contact

with the floor deserved that name. The bursts of laughter from

* In a small work which the Ettrick Shepherd has published since these "Recollections"

were in manuscript, Mr. Hoj;;;; has piven a version of this anecdote, but it omits several

of the most amusing circumstances.
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most of tliose who retained their equilibrium a little longer than their

less steady associates in the mirth and follies of the evening, as the

wights were sprawling horizontally, were quite astounding, and

completely drowned both his Grace's voice and the voices of the few
who were still able to join in the chorus. Nay, in several instances,

the very violence of the laughter of the first class, soon brought them
to a level with the second ; so that, before the Duke got to the end of

the song, he had only Sir Walter and one or two others to join him
in the chorus. Most of those who had been lying horizontally,

having by this time recovered their perpendicular position. Sir

Alexander Ferguson, who was one of the guests, insisted they should

all show their sense of the good example his Grace had shown them,

by an immediate imitation of it under another leader. In this last

capacity Sir Alexander volunteered his services. He mounted,
putting one foot on the table and the other on the chair. The
company put themselves in the same position. Sir Alexander com-
menced his song, but had not^finished the third line when all at once

one of the tables was upset, and down went men, glasses, wine, &c.

all in " glorious confusion." The scene on the floor, which now
ensued would have defied the pencil of Hogarth himself. Sir Walter
declared that never in his life did he laugh so immoderately.

It is nothing to read this anecdote as here related ; but to have
heard Sir Walter tell the story was, as the reader will readily believe,

a somewhat different matter. Mr. James Ballantine, though perhaps
more in Sir Walter's company than any other man, mentioned to me
the next day that he never saw the illustrious baronet enter with so

much spirit or with so much effect into the narration of any story

whatever.

(.To be concluded in our next.)

A DIRGE. FOR MUSIC.

BY MRS. G. G. RICHAUDSON.

IVIy lover lies beneath the wave
In ocean deep!

No tempests that above him rave
Can harm his sleep !

I thought it sad for him should be
No funeral knell.

That where he lay, no eye could see.

No marble tell.

O, idle sorrow ! He is gone

—

Where'er the spot

!

I am the desolate, the lone

—

He heeds it not.

Wherever flows that trackless sea

In billowy swell,

I see his grave, and Memory
Repeats his knell.



( 316 )

THE PROSCRIBED.

No. 3.

Translatedfrom the French of M. de Balzack, by Miss Margaret Patrickson.

Godfrey, struck with respect, regarded by turns the elderly

stranger and the doctor Sigier, who were conversing together in a

low voice.—" Glory to the master !" said the stranger.
—" What is a passing glory V replied Sigier.
—" I should wish to eternalize my gratitude," said the other.—" Well then, one line from you," resumed the doctor, " would

doubtless be precious to me in the future, it would be to bestow upon
me human immortality.''—" Ah! can one give that which one has not?'' cried the unknown.
Accompanied by the crowd which, like courtiers around their kings,

pressed upon their steps, still leaving between them and these three

personages a respectful distance, Godfrey, the aged stranger, and

Sigier proceeded towards the miry shore, on which no houses had
then been erected, and where the ferryman awaited them. The
doctor and the stranger convei"sed neither in Latin nor Gallic; they

discoursed gravely in an unknown language. Their hands were
directed by turns towards the heavens and towards the earth. More
than once Sigier, to whom the turns of the river were familiar,

guided with particular care the old man towards the narrow planks

thrown, to serve as bridges, upon the mud. The assemblage watched

them with curiosity, and several scholars envied the privilege of the

youth who was following those two masters of eloquence. At length

the doctor saluted the stranger, and saw the ferryman push off his

light and slender bark.

At the instant when the boat floated gently in the midst of the

broad expanse of the Seine, imparting its quivering agitations to the

soul, the moon, which was rising red and radiant, like to a conflagra-

tion lighted at the horizon, cast its rays through the crevices of some
light clouds, shed over the fields torrents of light, coloured with its

red tones and its brown reflexes the slated roofs and humbler thatch,

bordered with flame the towei-s of Philip Augustus, decked the

houses with a coating of gold, inundated the heavens, tinged

the waters, rendered the grass and the herbs resplendent, and

awakened the half-sleeping insects. This long sheaf of light em-
braced the clouds. It was as the first verse of its hymn. Every
heart must have thrilled, for nature was then sublime. After con-
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templating this spectacle, the eye-lids of the stranger were moistened

by the feelilest of all human tears, a tear excited by powerful recollec-

tions. Godfrey was weeping also as he gazed admiringly on the

heavens. His palpitating hand encountered that of his aged com-

panion, who, turning, sutfered his emotion to be seen, and probably

to save his dignity as a man, which he might fear to have com-

promised, he said to him in a voice of deep emotion, " I weep my
country ! I am banished ! Young man, at this very hour I quitted

my country. But there, at this hour, the glow-worms were issuing

from their frail dwellings, and suspending themselves like so many

diamonds to the stems of the glader. At this hour the breeze, sweet

as the sweetest poesy, arose in a valley steeped in light and exhaling

the most delicious perfumes. I could see on the horizon a city of

o-old, like to the celestial /erwsa/ew!, a city whose name my lips would

refuse to pronounce in a stranger-land. There, also, wound a river

in its serpentine course. This city and its river, of which the build-

ings, the ravishing perspectives, the sheets of sky-tinted water, were

successively commingling, uniting, separating—harmonious oontest,

which rejoiced my eyes and inspired me with love—where are they?

At this hour, the waves assumed, under the luminous heaven of the

setting sun, fantastic tints, and were figured with capricious pictures.

The stars were distilling a caressing light. The moon spread every

where her gracious snares, and gave another life to trees, colours, and

forms. She was diversifying the brilliant waters, and mute hills,

animating rocks and edifices. The tapers were lighting at that

moment in the palaces and mansions of my country ! My country,

my beloved, to which I was saying adieu ! The city was speaking,

sparkling, and recalling me. Columns of smoke were rising beside

antique columns whose marbles glistered with whiteness in the

bosom of the night. The lines of the horizon might still be traced

through the vapours of the evening. All was harmony and mystery.

Nature did not bid me adieu, she wished to retain me. Ah ! it was

all to me : my mother and my child, my spouse and my glory !

The hills themselves lamented then my proscription. O marvellous

land ! it is lovely as heaven itself! Since that hour I have had the

universe for my dungeon. My beloved country, why hast thou

proscribed me ? But I shall yet triumph there '." he exclaimed,

throwing into his words such an accent of conviction, and with a tone

so clear and penetrating, that the boatman started, imagining he had

heard the sound of a trumpet.

The aged exile was standing in a prophetic attitude and looking

in the air towards the south, while he pointed with his finger towards

his country, through the cerulean fields above him. The ascetic

Ealeness of his visage had given place to the red flush of triumph,

is eyes sparkled, and he was sublime as a lion erecting his terror-

striking mane.—" And thou, poor child!" he resumed, looking at Godfrey, whose

cheeks were bordered by a chaplet of shining drops, "hast thou then

like me studied life upon its bloody pages? Why weep ? What
canst thou regret at thy age ?"

—"Alas!" said Godfrey, "a country more beautiful than all the
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countries of the earth, a country that I have never seen and of which

I have no remembrance. Oh ! if I could cleave the air on outspread

pinions, I would go "

—" Where ?'' asked the proscribed one.—" On high," replied the youth.

On hearing this word, the stranger gave a sudden start, fixed his

powerful eye upon the young man, and rendered him silent. But
they understood and held communion with each other by an

inexplicable effusion of soul, by reading in and, as it were, listening

to each other's eyes, while rapped in a fruitful silence ; and were
travelling in mental brotherhood, like two doves soaring towards

heaven on the same wing, until the moment that their bark touched

the sand of the shore. Buried in their thoughts they proceeded in

silence to the house of the serjeant.—" And thus," said the tall stranger to himself, " this poor boy
imao-ines himself an angel banished from heaven. And who is he

among us who should have the right to undeceive him ? Shall it be

me? I, who am so often elevated by a magic power above the earth,

I who belong to God. I who am a mystery to myself. Have I not

seen the loveliest of the angels living in this vile scene ? Is this youth

then more or less insensate than I am myself? Has he made a bolder

step in the faith ? He believes ! This belief will conduct him,

beyond a doubt, into some luminous path similar to that in which I

walk. But, if he is beautiful as an angel, is he not too feeble to

resist the effects of such rude combats !''

Intimidated by the presence of his companion, whose awe-

inspiring voice expressed his own thoughts, as the lightning translates

the will of heaven, the youth contented himself with gazing upon the

stars with the eyes of a lover, overwhelmed by a luxurious excess of

sensibility, which swelled and oppressed his heart. He was there,

feeble and fearful, as a young fly inundated by the ardent rays of

the sun. These two noble natures comprehended in the other,

Godfrey the force, and the old man the feebleness, the celestial

voice of Sigier had deduced to them the mysteries of the moral world.

The grand stranger seemed destined to invest them with glory, and

the youth to feel them. The three transfigured by living but by noble

images, science, poesy, and sentiment.

On returning to the house, the elder stranger shut himself up in

his chamber, lighted his inspiration-bringing lamp, and, confiding

himself to the demon of labour, demanded words from silence,

ideas from the stillne->s of night. Godfrey, seated by his window,

contemplated by turns the reflections of the moon in the water, or

studied the mysteries of heaven. Delivered up to one of these

ecstasies, which were familiar to him, he travelled from sphere to

sphere, from visions to visions, listening and imagining that he heard

low flutterings and murmurings of angels' voices, seeing or believ-

ing that he saw divine lights, in the bosom of which he lost himself,

endeavouring to attain the distant point, source of all light, principle

of all harmony. Soon the grand clamour of Paris, borne from afar

by the waters of the Seine, subsided, and the lights were extin-

guished one after another in the houses ; and before long silence
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reigned in all its immensity. The vast city slept like a giant after
his fatigue. Midnight struck. The slightest noise, even the fall of
a leaf, or the flight of a jack-daw changing its place in the towers
of Notre-Dame, might then have recalled the spirit of the strano-er
upon the earth, or the soul of the youth from the celestial heights
towards which it had mounted on the wings of ecstasy. At this
moment the exile heard with horror the heavy groaning of a dyino-
person in the adjoining chamber. The funereal cry was confounded
with the fall of a heavy substance ; and, by the manner in which it

fell, the experienced ear of the proscribed stranger enabled him to
recognise it as that of an inanimate body. He quitted his own room
instantly and entered that of Godfrey, w^here he saw the poor
youth lying like a shapeless mass, and perceived, by the light of the
moon, a long cord twisted like a serpent on the floor, and when he
had loosened the noose by which it had been fastened round his
neck the youth opened his eyes : " Where am I ?" asked he with
an appearance of pleasure.—" In your own apartment," replied the old man, regarding not
without surprise, mingled with curiosity, the neck of Godfrey, the
cord, and the nail to which he had attached it, and which still remained
at the end.—" In heaven?" asked the youth, in the sweetest tones.—" No, upon the earth," replied the exile.

Godfrey walked in the girdle of light traced by the moon through
the chamber, the window of which was open, and he saw the Seine
rippling, the willows and the weeds upon the bank. A cloudy haze
rose above the waters like a canopy of white smoke. At this sight,
desolating to him, he crossed his arms upon his breast and sunk into
an attitude of despair. His aged companion approached him,
astonishment painted on his countenance.—" You wished to destroy yourself then? " he asked.—" Yes," replied Godfrey, allowing the stranger with perfect
indifference to pass his hand repeatedly over his throat, in order to
examine the spot on which the cord had pressed the most severely.

Perceiving that, with the exception of some slight contusions, the
youth had not sustained any injury, the exile concluded that the
nail, having little hold, had quickly yielded to the weight of the body,
and the fatal attempt had terminated by a fall of little consequence.

'

—"And why, my dear child, did you wish to die?" asked the
stranger.—

" Ah!" replied Godfrey, no longer retaining the tears which
had been rapidly gathering in his eyes, " I heard a voice from on
high ! It called me by my name ! O, I know it ! it had not before
named me; but this time it invited me to heaven. Oh how sweet
that voice is! Not being able to spring up into the heavens," he
continued, with infantine simplicity, " I took, in order to seek God,
the only road that we have."—

" Oh, child ! sublime child !" cried the old man, enlacing God-
frey \n ins arms, and pressing him with enthusiasm to his' heart,
"thou art a poet, thou canst mount intrepidly upon the hurricane!
Thy poesy, truly thine, issues not from the depths of thy heart

!
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Thy living, ardent thoughts, thy creations advance and become
grand in thine own soul alone. Go on, give not thy thoughts to the

vulgar. Be at once the altar, the victim, and the priest! Thou
knowest the heavens, dost thou not? Thou hast seen the myriads of

angels with their snowy pinions and golden citherns, who all keep an
equal flight towards the throne ;—and thou hast often admired their

wings, which, under the voice of God, quiver like the tufts of the

forest under the tempest. Oh, what beauty in the boundless expanse !

Speak thou !
"

The old man strained Godfrey's hand convulsively, and both con-

templated the firmament, from which the stars seemed to hold con-

verse with them.—" O ! to see God," murmured Godfrey softly.—"Child," resumed suddenly the stranger, in a severe tone, "hast
thou so soon forgotten the holy instructions of our good master the

doctor Sigier .'' In order to return, thou to thy celestial country, and

I to my terrestrial country, ought we not both to show submission

to the will of God ? Let us walk with resignation in the rugged
paths where his powerful finger has traced our route. Dost thou

not shudder at the danger to which thou hast exposed thyself? Ap-
pearing without order, having said, / am here ! before the time,

wouldst thou not have refallen into a sphere inferior to that in which
thou existest at this moment? O, poor cherub, oughtest thou not

to bless God for having placed thee in one where thou hearest but

celestial accords. Art thou not pure as crystal, young and lovely

as a flower! Ah! if, like me, thou knewest but the city of

dolours ! I have wandered in it till I have consumed my heart.

O ! to dig into the tombs, to demand their horrible secrets,— to dry

the blood-stained hands, to count them every night, to contemplate

them all raised towards me, imploring a pardon that I cannot award,

—

to study the convulsions of the assassin, the last cries of the victim,

—

to listen to horrible noises and to frightful silences, the silence of a

father feeding on his dead sons,—to interrogate the laugh of the

damned,—to search for some human forms among the discoloured

masses that crime has rolled and twisted,—to learn the words that

living men hear not without dying,—always to invoke the dead, in

order always to judge them,—to expose them, in order to translate

them,—is it then to live ?
"

—" Stop," cried Godfrey, *' I could neither look at you nor listen

to you longer. My reason is wandering, my sight becoming dim.

You raise in me a devouring flame."—"And yet I must speak !
" resumed the stranger, shaking him

by the hand with an extraordinary movement, which produced upon

the young man the effect of a charm. For an instant, the stranger

fixed upon Godfrey, his large, dim, and dejected eyes, then extended

his finger towai-ds the earth. And you might have believed that

you saw a great gulf opening all at once at his commandment. He
remained standing, seen only by the undivided and vague reflections

of the moon, which rendered his forehead, where heaven beamed,

still more resplendent. A species of light seemed to radiate from his

features. If an expression, almost of disdain, seemed at first to lose
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itself in the numerous lines of his face, his look soon acquired that

fixity which seems to indicate the presence of an object invisible <o

the ordinary sight. Certainly his eyes contemplated then the distant

pictures that the tomb reserves for us. Never, perhaps, had this

extraordinary man borne so fantastic an appearance. A terrible

struggle, tearing and violently agitating his soul, reacted upon his

external appearance, and, however powerful he might seem to be,

he bent as a plant which bows to the breeze, forerunner of the
storms. Godfrey remained silent, motionless, fascinated. An inex-
plicable power seemed to have nailed him to the floor. As when
our attention is so powerfully arrested as to make us forget our-
selves, in the spectacle of a conflagration, or of a battle, he no longer
felt his own existence.

" Dost thou wish that I should tell thee the destiny, to meet which
thou art on the road, poor angel of love ? Listen then. To me it

has been given to see the immense spaces, the endless abysses, in

which are to be swallowed up all human creatures, this shoreless sea
to which runs a great flood of men and angels. In overrunning the

vast regions of eternal punishments, I was preserved from death by
the mantle of an immortal being, by this vestment of glory and
genius so little regarded by the world,—I, poor and feeble. When I

journeyed by the mansions of light where the blessed throng, the
love of a woman, the wings of an angel, supported me. Borne upon
her heart, I was enabled to taste these ineffable pleasures whose
grasp is more dangerous for us mortals than all the sufferino-s of
this bad world. In accomplishing my pilgrimage through the sombre
regions below, I had arrived from dolour to dolour, from crime to

crime, from punishments to punishments, from atrocious silences to

agonizing cries, upon the gulf superior to all the circles of the infernal

regions. Already 1 could distinguish from afar oflP the light of the
paradise which shone at an enormous distance. I was in the night,

but on the limits of the day. I was flying, carried away by my
guide, drawn onward by a power similar to that which, in our
dreams, transports us into spheres invisible to the eyes of the flesh.

The glory with which our brows were circled put to flight all the
shades upon our passage, like an impalpable dust. Far from us the
suns of all the universe scarcely yielded the feeble light of the o-low-
worms of my country. I was about to attain the fields of air, where^
towards paradise, the masses of light are multiplied, where the pure,,

clear azure is easy to cleave, whei'e innumerable worlds spring forth
like flowers in a meadow. There, upon the last circular line which
still belonged to the phantoms that I was leaving behind me, like to

afilictions that one is willing to forget, I saw a tall shade. It was
standing erect, in an eager, ardent attitude, and seemed to devour
the immeasurable space at a glance. Its feet remained attached by
the power of God upon the furthest point of this line. There the
shade accomplished, without respite, the painful tension, painful
because ceaseless, by which we project our strength when we wish
to spring forwards, as birds ready to take their flight. I recognised
a man. lie saw us not, heard us not. All his muscles were quiver-
ing, panting. It seemed as if, that by each particle of time, he
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experienced anew, without taking a single step, the fatigue of tra-

versing the ocean which separated him from paradise,—from para-

dise into which his eye sought to dive without ever relaxing its effort,

and where he sought to catch a glimpse of a cherished image.
Upon the last gates of hell, as upon the first, I read an expression

of despair in the hope. The unfortunate wretch was so horribly

crushed, by I know not what force, that his dolour passed into my
bones and congealed the marrow within them. I took refuge by my
guide, whose protection restored me to peace and silence. Like to

the mother-bird, whose piercing eye sees the kite in the air, or feels

a presentiment that he is there, the shade gave a joyful cry. We
looktid where he looked. We saw a bright speck, like a sapphire,

detach itself from the little blue circle which floated above our

heads in the abysses of light. This glittering star descended with

the rapidity of a ray of the sun when he appears in the morning
upon the horizon, and that his first beams dart furtively upon our
earth.

{To be continued.)

A MADRIGAL

BY MRS. G. G. RICHARDSON.

She was bright, like an apple blossom.

She was like the wild rose flower.

She was like the young Aurora
Of May morning's dewy hour.

The sweet-briar round her dwelling.

And the jasmines on the wall.

They were whispering still, and telling

She was sweeter than they all.

She was nurtur'd in a valley,

And a river wander'd through.

Where you saw each shining pebble

Smile unhidden, fair of hue.

That river in its welling,

With its waters pure and clear,

It was whispering still, and telling,

" See sweet Anna's emblem here ! ''
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THE FISHERS OF STOTFIELD.

A Talefounded on Facts.

The 25lh of December, ISO'S, is one of those days which will long

be remembered wilh mournful feelings on the Morayshire coast.

It was ushered in by one of the most calm and beautiful mornings
which ever visited our northern climate. There was indeed a pecu-

liar geniality in it. Not a breath of wind made the smallest con-

scious undulation in the air. It appeared as if nature had shed a
special freshness on all her works. The sky wore that indescribably

beautiful appearance which is produced by an admixture of a blue

with a lightish gray colour, and which imparts something resembling

a golden tinge to the sun's rays when emitted through it. If there

be such a science as the physiognomy of nature, the greatest profi-

cients in that science would, on perusing the appearance she pre-

sented on the morning in question, have laid it down as a settled

point that for that day, at least, there was not the least chance of un-

propitious weather.

For some days preceding the 25th of December the weather had
been so inclement and boisterous that the fishing boats were pre-

vented from putting to sea ; and accordingly the favourable auspices,

under which the morning in question dawned upon them, were looked
upon by the fishermen as a special boon from heaven—as one of the
countless proofs which are daily furnished to mankind, that the gifts

of Providence are conferred with a lavish hand on our earth, not-

withstanding the ingratitude of man. With the first streaks of the

morning's light every fisherman in the village of Stotfield arose

from his bed, and against nine o'clock had completed the requisite

preparations for going to sea. The number of boats belonging to

this village at the time was three, and these three contained twenty-
one hands, being all the able-bodied male persons belonging to the

place who were thus employed for that day's labours on the face of
the great deep.

Just as the men had taken their respective stations in the boats,

and were about to commit themselves to the watery element, Char-
lotte Bain, a young girl, of about twenty years of age, and who all

her lifetime had been both deaf and dumb, came running from the
village to the shore in breathless haste. She instantly jumped into

the boat in which her father was, and, seizing him by the breast of
his coat, motioned him to return on shore. The unfortunate crea-
ture's father, imagining it was some foolish notion she had taken, to

have him out of the boat, wished to take no notice of her dumb but
expressive entreaties. On perceiving this, she at one time clung to

him, her manner displaying a striking union of the piteous with the

frantic ; while at another she dragged him with an almost superna-
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tural force out of the boat. The father was afraid that, if, when his

daughter was so warmly opposed to his going to sea, he should dis-

regard her wishes, the first thing he should hear on his return would
be her bereavement of reason, or perhaps that she had committed
the crime of self-destruction. He therefore left the boat, intimat-

ing to his fellow-fishermen that he would that day remain at

home.
The dummie—the name by which the young woman was usually

designated—then expressed, by every sign she could employ for the

purpose, her anxiety that none of the other fishermen should put to

sea on this occasion. Among other methods by which she conveyed
to them this anxiety, and forewarned them of the danger of persisting

in the resolution to fish which they had th<-t morning formed, she

took her father's hat off his head, and, laying it down on the ground,
shook it backwards and forwards, and then upset it. All the specta-

tors understood perfectly that the impression which had somehow or

other been produced in her mind, and which she meant to convey to

theirs, was that the loss of the boats would be the consequence

of the short voyage they were about to make. Regarding it,

however, in no other light than as the consequence of some tem-
porary mental hallucination, they sneered at the dismal forebodings

of the dummie, and with joyful hearts left the shore for their fishing

occupations on the face of the deep.

The dummie and her father, and all the other persons who had
witnessed the departure of the fishermen, returned to their homes,
after wishing them an abundant " take, and weel back again,"

The village of Stotfield is situated on the northern section of a hill of

great circumference, and of considerable altitude. It commands a

most extensive prospect both of land and sea, particularly of the

latter. In an eastern direction no object whatever occurs to limit

your vision. The eye is literally lost in the immensity of distance

while trying to take in as much as possible of the German Ocean.
Casting your eye in a south-east direction, along the margin of the

world of waters, you will, in a clear atmosphere, distinctly recognize

the town of Peterhead, although more than fifty miles distant, jutting

out, promontory like, into the mighty deep. Directly northward
your vision rests on an extensive ridge of mountains in Sutherland-

shire, a distance of upwards of twenty miles. In a north-westerly

direction, again, your eye glides over a surface of water until it is

interrupted by the hills of Caithness and Cromarty shires, the nearest

of which is at least little short of thirty miles' distance. The eye may
range through this vast extent of space without one's moving from the

threshold of any of the doors of Stotfield ; but, if you ascend the

most elevated spot on the hill, you have a landscape spread as it were
beneath your feet, which for its extent, its strikingly diversified as-

pect, and general beauty, can be surpassed by few similar prospects

in Britain. In regard to the extent of what may not perhaps be in-

appropriately designated ^erraj^rwa space, which the vision of the as-

tonished beholder grasps from the eminence in question, it were not

easy to form an accurate estimate ; but, while situated on it, I have
more than once imagined that I then realized in miniature that
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striking and beautiful portion of scripture narrative, in which the Sa-

viour is represented as being led up by the prince of fallen angels to

the hjo-hest situation of a great mountain, whence was shown him at

one comprehensive glance all the kingdoms of the world and tb«

glory thereof. Here your eye ranges, without being molested by any

intervening object, over a great proportion of Aberdeen and Banff-

shires, and over the largest portion of the lower districts of Moray-

shire—and the landscape is interspersed in beautiful proportions with

the lights and shades of hill and dale, and wood and vale ; with the

half gloomy majesty of towering rugged mountains, whose summits

seem to embrace the canopy of heaven—and with the richest and most

luxuriant plains of which Scotland can boast,—altogether producing

an effect on the spectator, who possesses any relish for the beauties of

external nature, which must be felt before it can be imagined.

It is unnecessary to say that, with the sea continually before them,

the villagers of Stotfield who remained at home were at all times

accustomed to look with an anxious eye to the movements of those

of their relatives and friends who, in the prosecution of their usual

vocation, had in the little barks cast themselves on the bosom of the

mighty waters. On the morning in question, they were not indif-

ferent observers of their progress to and fro on the surface of the

sea. After being some time "out," they saw them hoize their

sails and prepare for their return, most probably after having had a

successful take. They proceeded gradually homewards, as the slight

breeze, which by this time stirred the air, enabled them, until within

about a quarter of a mile of the shore, when a tremendous gale

from landward sprung up with what may be termed an instantaneous

suddenness. The sails were in a moment taken down, and every

oar was immediately put in requisition, in the hope of being thereby

able to make head against the wind. Every hand exerted himself

vrith more than supernatural strength ; but all their endeavours did

not enable them to make any perceptible progress towards land.

Although the sky was perfectly clear, the gale had by this time in-

creased to a perfect hurricane.

Those in the little village now saw the imminent danger to which

the fishermen were exposed ; and in a few moments its entire popu-

lation, old men, women, and children, were at the shore. But what
could they do? What could a legion of the most able bodied men in

the kingdom, though present, have done for the unfortunate beings

exposed to the relentless fury of the raging element ? Nothing at all.

The loud roarings of the sea—its mighty swells—combined with the

number and magnitude of its breakers, constituted a striking speci-

men of the terrifically sublime. The scene which was by this time

presented on the shore was scarcely less affecting to behold than that

of the boats in distress. The number altogether standing by the

sea-side may have been about ninety. Never shall we forget the

agony and despair depicted in the most legible characters on their

countenances, as they every moment expected to witness their

fathers, husbands, brothers, and others related to them by the ties of

the closest consanguinity, precipitated into the midst of the travailing

ocean. The women ran about with dishevelled iiair, uttering

M.M.—No. 4. 2 A
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shrieks, to which one would have imagined that even enraged inani-

mate nature could not have been deaf; and hearl-rending exclama-
tions of "My father!" "My brothers'." &e., which- proceeded
from the younger portion of those present, mingled in mournfully
rapid succession with the dismal bowlings of the winds, and the surly
thunderings of the waves. All the spectators, in fact, young and
old, seemed to be every thing but absolutely frantic. At this mo-
ment one of the boats upset, and in an instant the yawning deep
received into its insatiable bosom all who were in it. One only rose
again. He was a young man about the age of twenty. He caught
hold of the boat, and for about a minute adhered to it; but while in

the act of making a wafture of his hand, as if recognising and bidding
a final adieu to those on the shore, one tremendous wave forcibly

swept him from the keel of the boat to which he was clinging, and
buried him to rise no more. No description could do adequate
justice to the scene, which followed this dreadful catastrophe, among
the spectators on the shore ; but there was one, a young and inte-

resting woman of the age of twenty, on whose mind it produced a
temporary frenzy or madness. In the frantic feeling of the moment
she was in the act of plunging herself into the sea, from out ofwhich,
in its then tempestuous state, no earthly hand could have rescued
her—when a vounff man from the neiohbourino- villiio;e of Lossie-

mouth, the greater part of whose population were by this time on
the spot, caught hold of her, and carried her, with the assistance of

others, to the nearest house, where every attention was paid to her
until the momentary cloud which obscured her intellects had passed
away.
The tempestuousness of the wind, if possible, increased; and the

ocean raged and lashed herself without any abatement of her fury.

In less than two minutes from the " soingf down" of the first boat,

a second, with every hand in it, sunk in almost the same spot ; and
in a few seconds more the third and last, with all it contained, shared
the same fate. Three of the fishermen rose above the water, and
swam for several minutes ; but then, like those before them, they
sank to perish. If any thing could by possibility have rendered the

mournful scene of so many human beings perishing, in the manner
it has been attempted to describe, more distressing, it would have
been the circumstance of one of the three men who kept themselves

above water some minutes after the sinking of the boat strua-ffli^ w. ^..^ „v,„v "—"Qjg m
with the destructive element with his son, a boy of about eight years

of age, and who had aever been at sea before, — in his arms, until both

went down and perished together.

The scene which the sea-side now exhibited is left for the reader
to imagine, as any attempt to describe it would be doing it an evi-

dent injustice. It is, perhaps, however, but proper to remark that,

but for the providential presence of strangers, some of those more
nearly related to the unfortunate men now stretched on the bottom
of the sea might, in the overpowering feelings of the moment, have
fallen victims to their immeasurable sorrow.

By the exertions of others, all the remaining villagers of Stotfield

were got conveyed from the shore to their houses ; but during the
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remainder of the clay there was nothing to be seen or heard there

but the visible and outward signs of that grief which pressed with

so powerful a force oti the hearts of their bereaved inmates. The
voice of lamentation, emphatically speaking, was heard resounding

from every abode, in accents loud and affecting enough to have

superinduced a feeling of tenderness and heartfelt sympathy in the

breasts of any one in the composition of whose nature there was a
particle of humanity. \\ hat a striking illustration did Stotfield that

day furnish of the beauty and force of that scripture passage which
represents Rachel in the attitude of weeping for her children,

and "refusing to be comforted because they were not." Night came ;

but to the widowed, and fatherless, and brotherless villagers of Slot-

field, it was a doleful night indeed. It was one of pitchy darkness.

The rains too descended in copious torrents, while the winds blew
with great fury, producing altogether an effect which was in melan-
choly keeping with the overwhelming sorrow which pressed on the

heart of every surTiving villager. The plaintive meanings of tlie

winds, and the heavy rains which fell in such rapid succession from
the heavens, were so strangely blended with the deep-fetched

sighings, the loud lamentations, and the gushing tears which streamed,

down their cheeks, that the human mind could not by possibility

picture to itself a scene irore mournfully affecting than the lately

happy village of Stotfield presented on this memorable night.

One would have thought, indeed, that Nature herself had be-

come repentant—had felt the agonies of deep contrition, when she

witnessed the amount of human woe which had been produced in so

circumscribed a space by the ravages on human life she had that day
so unfeelingly and so lavishly committed. And no wonder although

Nature had thus sorrowed at the scene of misery which the interior

of the cottages of Stotfield exhibited to her gaze on the night in

question. We do not overstep the limits of actual fact when we say

that sleep visited not the senses of one individual in the village,— that

not one eye closed for a moment during any part of the whole night.

So overwhelming was the measure of their sorrow, that they could

not even sufficiently compose themselves to recline on their beds.

As if the extent of their grief had verged on absolute distraction,

they alternately laid themselves on their couches, and arose and
paced their apartments until the approach of morning. Daylight,

after the lapse of a night which in length appeared to them like an

age, did at last come ; and such of them as were able to travel the

distance went down with many of the inhabitants of Lossiemouth to

the sea-side, in order that the rite of Christian sepulture might be
given to such of the bodies as had been washed ashore. Seven were
found that morning, and the remainder in the course of that and the

two following days.

Among the first seven was the body of the young man who has

been already mentioned as the one who caught hold of and clung to

the keel of the first boat after it had been upset, and who, at the

very moment of his being swept off for ever by a tremendous surge,

had made an expressive wafture of his right hand, as if bidding a

final earthly adieu to those on the shore who were doomed to be the

2 A 2
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spectators of £o mournful a catastrophe. When his body was placed

in the cottage which had so lately been his happy home, the interest-

ing woman who immediately on his perishing, on the preceding day,

had only been prevented by the timely interference of a stranger

I'roin voluntarily plunging into the sea and sharing the same fate,

pressed through those who had carried it thither, took it in their arms,

and embraced it. And what, reader, think you was the reason of

this young girl's feeling a peculiarly deep interest in the unhappy
fate of " the lost.'' Why, she was his betrothed—nay she was his

bride—nay, more still, she was on the afternoon of this very day to

have been his wife. How painful the contemplation, that he,

whom she was that evening to have called by the endearing appella-

tion of husband, and whom in that character she would have clasped

that night in her affectionate embrace, was now lying before her a

lifeless corpse, alike insensible of her ardent affection and her illimit-

able sorrow ! What an affecting sequel did this prove to the bright

anticipation of many a year of future bliss, which but so late as

yesterday morning her young heart had so fondly cherished, from the

apparently close approach of the hymeneal union together ! The
preparations for the marriage had been completed ; and the cheer-
consisting, as usual in similar cases, of a large bride cake, bread, and
spirits—provided for those invited to the wedding, was made to

answer the purposes of the bridegroom's funeral ! The duties, too, of

the worthy clergyman of the parish were on tliis occasion, strangely

metamorphosed : instead of being present in the bridegroom's apart-

ment that afternoon, agreeably to a request made to him some days

before, to pronounce in the hearing of the light-hearted and joyous

spectators that benediction which would at once have sealed the

earthly union of the betrothed pair, and expressed his holy wish and
uttered his fervent prayer for their future felicity,—he had to stand

up in a company of heart-felt mourners, and, in that dignified and

almost heavenly attitude which he so well knew how to assume, pour
into the hearts of the numerous bereaved and sorrowing individuals

who surrounded him, the balm of Christian consolation.

But the death of her apparent husband was not the only bereave-

ment which this young woman sustained by the loss of the Stotfield

boats. Along with him,andin the same boat, perished her father and

only brother. The consequence of these accumulated bereavements

was an extremity of sorrow which engendered consumption, of which

she expired in the space of a few months afterwards.

While in the act oT interring in the churchyard of Dranie the last

body, which was that of an old man, John , which had
been washed ashore, an apparently middle-aged man, dressed in the

habiliments of a soldier, came up to those who were present on the oc-

casion, as ifjust come from Elgin. Not one of those at the funeral had
any idea of who or what he was ; and he looked about among the per-

sons beside him as if they had been all equally strangers to him. At
last he enquired the name of the person to whom they were per-

forming the last offices of humanity. He was informed that the

deceased's name was John , a fisherman of Stotfield,

who was drowned on this 25th instant. This simple annunciation
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broke on his ear with a withering power to which no description can
do justice. The person whose remains had just been deposited in the

grave, and whose coffin was not yet covered vyith the earth, was none

other than his father. For upwards of twenty years the stranger had
been in the army, performing many laborious and perilous services for

his king and his country. He had met with many "' moving accidents

by flood and field," and had made many hair-breadth escapes wilh

his life, both when in and out of battle. The last scene of his services

had been in India, from which he relumed, bearing about with him
palpable proofs of the scars and wounds he had received in the course

of his engagements with the enemy. He had procured his discharge ;

and, as a partial remuneration for the valorous exploits he had
achieved in the course of his military career, government had settled

on him a handsome pension. He had returned home with a joyful

heart, fondly hoping that his father would be still alive (he had heard
of his mother's demise some years before), to share with him, in

his old age, that liberal pension with which his king and country

had been pleased to reward his services to both. But in one fell

moment all his fond hopes were blasted, and all his kindly wishes

proved impracticable. He proceeded to Stotfield with the persons

who had accompanied the funeral of his father; and the depopula-

tion and sorrow he there witnessed only served to augment his own
grief. He staid only a few days in his native village—longer he
could not remain in a place which, so far from possessing any charm
to him, presented nothing either to his eyes or his ears but the ebulli-

tions of that sorrow which still pressed heavily on every heart. He
left the village with the intention of going to reside, at least for a time,

in a small town in the north of England,in which hn had been stationed

for some time during the earlier part of his military service ; but

his departure he was heard of no more.

J. G.

From a Chinese Worlc, entitled Pih-mei, " Himdred beautiful Ladies."

By Lady Fung-seang-lin.

AccF,PT the thanks for every gentle token.

From one yet mindful of a former fire
;

Seek'st thou to know if this sad heart be broken ?

Oh ! look for answer on this broken lyre.

By Lady Mei-fe.

The tears are dropping down like rain.

All unadorned my hair and eyes

;

Since stilly I seek thy love in vain.

Think not that I thy pearls will prize ! s. p. t-
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THE LOYAL AND FAITHFUL MINISTER
MEI-KWEI.

{From the Chinese, resumedfrom the September Nmnber.)

Mei-kwii, perceiving that he had abruptly responded to his lady's

JOitd advice, on taking a glass of wine, said, " As you will return

home to-morrow, we ought to retire early to rest." He then called

o the servants to take away the wine, and enjoined on his son the

necessity of taking care of his candle, when he bade him good night.

The young gentleman repaired to his study ; when, aided by his

domestic, he packed up his kin (an instrument of music), his sword
(which at this period ^was worn by the literati), and all his books.

Early next morning, while Mei-kwei and his lady were dressing

themselves, the young gentleman entered their room. The lady, on
seeing him, said, " My son, how is it that you have risen so early?"

The youth replied, " This being your birth-day, your son has come to

congratulate you thereon.'' Mei-kwei, surprised, said, " Really this

is your natal day ; it had escaped my recollection.'' He then called

to the servants to prepare the fragrant lights (incense), and to be
in waiting. On Mei-kwei and his lady entering the hall, and con-
gratulating each other on the happy occasion, the son came forward
to pay his respects, and was followed by the domestics, who, kneel-

ing, made their prostrations. The lady, on lighting up the incense,

worshipped the gods of the house (the penates), and her ancestors.

This ceremony having been gone through, the early meal was pro-

vided. While Mei-kwei and his lady were breakfasting, the servants

took the luggage on board, as she was returning to her family.

On breakfast being removed, the lady and her son took leave of the
several persons who were waiting in the public court, and then

repaired to the inner apartments, to take leave also of the Shin-che

(implying " God's manifestation," the family altar), at which she wor-
shipped ; she then bade farewell to her husband. On the son taking

leave of his father, the lady again admonishing said, " Laou-ya.y,

'Venerable Sir,' while travelling do take care of your person; when
cold add to your apparel, when hungry refuse not to eat." Before
she had finished speaking the domestics came to take leave of the

young gentleman. The lady enquired, "Sir, how many servants do
you take with you to the capital?" Mei-kwei replied, " 1 shall not

require many—Mei-pih is the only person who will accompany
me, the rest will attend on you.'' While thus conversing, a noise

was heard from without, as though a thousand persons were wrang-
ling. Mei-kwei, the lady, son, nor domestics could imagine the

cause. The ode says :

—

" The black-haired people, on tlie promotion of their virtuous majjistrate,

Fail not to shed a profusion of tears, as they drag along his carriagre.

Oa account of his many viitues and unimpcachaljle integrity,

'J'lie whole road is perfumed with his fnt^rant name."
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During their consternation they saw the porter enter, who said,

" There are several writers belonging to the public courts without

side, who are desirous of seeing you. Sir/' Mei-kwei, on requesting

his lady to retire, bade them come in. On their entering, Mei-kwei

asked, "Who were the persons that made such a noise without •? ' The
writers replied, " We have an afliair to communicate to your Ex-

cellency. The people having heard that your Excellency has been

promoted, and desirous of detaining you among them, they have closed

the city gates, with the market." Mei-kwei, on hearing which, re-

plied, " Since that is the only cause, you will go and tell them to

cease causing a disturbance ; that the Heen magistrate will enter the

court and give his instructions." These wi'iters went and did ac-

cordingly. Mei-kwei, addressing his lady and son, said, " The
people being unanimous that I should remain among them it is diffi-

cult to decide what course to take." The lady replied, " This results

from your having invariably commiserated the people, and by not

seeking their wealth. It is really distressing to withstand the grati-

tude often thousand of the people." Mei-kwei replied, " You must

wait till I have dispersed the people before you can go on board. The
city gates being shut against you, how can you leave?" He ordered

the branding; instrument to be taken into court. The people, as soon as

they heard the noise of that instrument, were submissive. On drawing

aside the screen, and taking his seat, Mei-kwei said, " If there be

any respectable (aged persons) among you, let such come forward, as

I am desirous of asking a few questions. Several persons instantly

advanced, who, bowing, thus spoke, " We little, or mean pc-sons,

are grateful for those heavenly favours conferred on us by your Ex-

cellency, we can never forget them. For these ten years past, during

your {Excellency's residence among us, really we have had no occa-

sion to shut our doors at night, nor fear aught on the highways. The
bold and daring have become virtuous, while the designing and

artful dare not wound honourable principles. As to the influential,

your Excellency has governed them by harrowing out from

their mid>t those who were disaffected. In supporting nnd

aiding the weak, making no distinction between the wealthy and

such as are not so, nor coveting their wealth, you have gained the

love of the people. In all your judicial affairs, without due delibera-

tion you have not inflicted punishment, and never the extreme penalty

of the law. Further, all those persons whom you have employed

about your court have been men who have not dared to insult the

people ; despising gain, they have been intent on expelling the

mean. Really, Sir, you have acted as the father and mother of your

people. Hearing that your Excellency has been promoted to an im-

portant office, we, persons of no note, are desirous of petitioning the

Too-tang ofl!icer, with all the senior magistrates, to allow you to

resign your new appointment, that you may preside over us. Should

you be intent on proceeding to the capital, to have an audience

with his Majesty, we are willing to bear your expenses, and despatch

a memorial petitioning his Muje^ly that you may be re-appointed

over us.'' Mei-kwei, witii a sigh, said, " Gentleman, and virtuous

people, arise. Your motives are hrnourable to you in endeavouring
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to detain your magistrate ; but, since the government has made
known its intentions, you should each attend to your several duties,

and not create a disturbance. Your magistrate, by filling the pre-
sent situation, cannot exert himself for the good of his prince, evince

his loyalty, nor commiserate the black-haired (Chinese) people.

You say, I liave not been afraid of those who have assumed
power, and, by enforcing the laws, the vicious have been reformed.
This is no other than what every magistrate may effect. When
you, the people, make filial piety an important part of your domestic
arrangements, you will ever be esteemed and respected. Before I

leave, my successor must arrive ; I will impress on him the necessity

of compassionating you, his people."

These persons, perceiving that Mei-kwei was intent on entering the

capital, said, " Laou-yay ! how it is that you are not acquainted that

there are artful, traitorous persons at court, who not only dispose of
office and rank, but who will < ppose your Excellency on account of
your integrity? with such you cannot accord. Such contemptible
persons will plot the destruction of the virtuous. This requires your
consideration. Your Excellency should show that you are ac-

quainted with the old adage, how to advance and when to recede

;

for, if once accused by traitorous persons, you will never return to

your native village. Should you consent, with your wife and
son, to remain at Lee-ching, you will be happy. Here you will

have nothing to distress your mind, for all the people will aid you
in the discharge of your duties." Mei-kwei replied. " Respected and
virtuous people, all your statements are in accordance with reason.

With your magistrate it is a matter of loyalty. Since his Majesty
has called me to attend on his person, the Emperor becomes tke heart

of your magistrate (that is, the Emperor is to him what the heart is

to the human system—the source of life), how dare he then not

imitate the docility of the horse and dog? The kindness of the Em-
peror is immense ! How are you not aware of if? Your magistrate

advises you to return home, and strenuously instruct your sons and
grandsons, causing them to be dutiful to their fathers and mothers,

kind to their senior^ brothers, and considerate towards the junior

members of the family ; thus exemplifying the principles of filial

love and respect. You should constantly be instructing your sons

and grandchildren, and inculcate on the man of letters, the hus-

bandman, the mechanic, and the merchant, the importance of learn-

ing. Your magistrate has a Tuy-tyze, ' a couplet,' which he gives to

each individual, that he may keep it in remembrance of him :

The business that nonrishes the body accords with the minJ:

The business that does not, does it not bring vexation and trouble?"

When he bade them leave.

The people, perceiving that Mei-kwei was determined on leaving

them, one and all, with tears, exclaimed, "Since your Excellency

will go, we are desirous of defraying your expenses on the road, as

a small mark of our respect." Mei-kwei replied, " Virtuous people,

your magistrate is aware that your generous offer extends beyond
nis merely making it known among h's relations and friends, or that

his complying with your wishes sliould involve them in trouble. It
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proceeds from your heart ; but your magistrate is required to be

dutiful to his prince as well as considerate towards the people over

whom he has presided—this he dares not forget. Should it be known
to the rebel I.oo, at court, that presents have been received, your

magistrate would doubtless be accused of buying the people's affec-

tions to oppose the Emperor's will. It would be ten thousand to one

but what the rebel and his partisans would present a document ac-

cusing Mei-kwei of having purchased the hearts of the people, that

he might insult his Majesty and violate the nation's established usages.

Such an accusation would cause the dragon's (the Emperor's) coun-

tenance to frown—with loss of life, I should be allowed no place of

interment." Mei-kwei having thus spoken, the people, interrupting

him, said, " After what your Excellency has said, how may we dare

bring calamity hereafter on your person 1 It will be our misfortune

that we shall never again meet with any one who will resemble your

Excellency for disinterestedness and honourable feeling ; however,

on your leaving, we will each of us erect a tablet, and inscribe your

name thereon, before which we will offer incense, which shall be to

us instead of your person." Mei-kwei replied, " I receive your ex-

pressions of gratitude, and will not fail to speak to my successor in

your behalf."

Mei-kwei now repaired to the inner apartments, where his lady

and son were waiting to take their leave. They all wept. The mo-
ther and son entered the sedans and were carried on board, who
were accompanied to Chang-chow by all the domestics. Mei-kwei

remained at court with only Tsang-tow Mei-pih, who had cha-ge

of his luggage. On the following day, Mei-kwei, accompanied by

his clerk, went and took leave of his superior officers and of the gen-

try. A day had not elapsed before his successor arrived. Mei-kwei

immediately delivered over to him the imperial measures, the standard

weights, and plan of the city ditches (their boundaries), and all books

and documents belonging to the court. In consequence of Mei-kwei'»

promotion, the new officer durst not oppose this hasty mode of pro-

ceeding. Mei-kwei having nothing that he wished to conceal, no

difficulties presented themselves. In a few days the whole business

was arranged, when he prepared to proceed to the capital. As he

left the court the people brought large presents, which they gave to

Mei-kwei, exhibiting, at the same time, the greatest decorum. In

their houses they had set up a tablet in honour of him, before which

incense was offered and sacred candles burning. Mei-kwei requested

the people to return home, for he was going to the temple that he

might offer incense. The people instantly rushed to the temple. The

priest came out to receive Mei-kwei and conduct him into the temple,

and (o assist him in offering incense. When he had done offering

incense and making prostrations, the people, with the presents of

clothes which they had brought, dressed Mei-kwei, even to the

changing of his boots, and then, with three glasses of wine, drank

prosperity to him, wliile some remained Aveeping on their kneea

(probably before the altar of the temple). Mei-kwei bade such arise,

and took an affectionate leave of all present, when he left the city.

Mei-pih, mentioned above as Tsang-tow Mei-pih, had by this
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time proceeded Several miles with the luggage, where he halted.

Here he saw assembled a number of respectable persons, with mul-

titudes of the people, who had spread a table with delicacies. In

a short time Mei-kwei arrived, when all went forth to meet him.

Mei-kwei, on seeing the sedans as he approached, said, " I perceive

there are several officers who are my superiors. Gentlemen, why
you violate established usages?" When, in a body, they rushed

forth, and, seizing him by the hand, replied, " Venerable Sir, be-

sides coming to offer you congratulations on your promotion, your

brother officers are desirous of partaking with you. Venerable

Sir, a parting repast ; why talk of disturbing established usages ?"

When they all repaired to the table. It was with difficulty they could

induce Mei-kwei to take three glasses of wine. After a little gene-

ral conversation he arose and took leave of each of his brother

officers. On passing the tables of the respectable inhabitants, from

respect, he was compelled to take three glasses with them also. On
taking leave of them the people rushed forth and requested that he

would not decline to, drink with them. Mei-kwei said, "Virtuous

people, 1 beg you will rise, for your magistrate wishes you every

comfort." On drinking with them he said, " How could 1 endure to

separate from you, were it not for his Majesty's command ; but I

dare not disobey. Return to your families. Respect your parents.

Be diligent in your callings, whether it be the cultivating of the land,

or literary pursuits. Be not extravagant." The people unitedly

replied, " We dare not but revere. Venerable Sir, your golden

counsel." Mei-kwei, in leaving these affectionate people, was unable

to refrain from shedding tears.

Mei-kwei and Mei-pih having taken leave of the people, both felt

their minds depressed, when the former broke silence by detailing

the pure motive that influenced his conduct during the ten years he

had filled his late appointment. This was the principal topic ofconver-

sation from morning till night. One day, as they were proceeding, they

observed four persons on horseback approaching towards them, whose

dress indicated that they belonged to the public offices. They rode

close to Mei-kwei's sedan, and, addressing him, said, " I beg to ask

from whence you come ? " Mei-pih replied, "/ am from the pro-

vince of Shan-tung." The four persons immediately alighted, when

they asked, "Sir, do you know whether Mei-kwei, the magnate, has

yet commenced his journey or not?'' Mei-kwei asked which

*' Mei, the magnate? " That person replied, " The magnate Mei,

who presides over the district Leih-ching of the city Tse-nan, of

Shan-lung province, who has been promoted by the Le-poo board

of magistracy." Mei-pih replied, " Is this not Mei, the magnate ?"

These persons on leading their horses beneath the trees for shade,

advancing, desired the sedan to slop, having something to commu-
nicate to his Excellency. On the bearers hailing, these persons said,

' We mean persons have been sent by the heads of the courts to pay

our respects to your Excellency." Mei-kwei asked, " Do you say

you are persons despatched to wait upon me ?" They replied, " Yes."

Mei-kwei said, " As I do not want you on the road, you will pre-

cede me, and obtain at the inn a] clean room, where I may put
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some questions to you." The four persons acquiescing mounted
their horses, and were about to proceed, when he called to them not

to put up at an extravagant inn, a mere lodging would do. They
replied, " VVe understand," and proceeded. After proceeding at a

regular pace for several hours, Mei-kwei was met by one of those

persons, who informed him that his apartments were ready, when
Mei-kwei told him that he and his bearers would occupy the same
room. At this time the landlord made his appearance, who, on
making his bow, said, " I am come to pay my respects." Mei-
kwei on entering took particular notice of every thing observable.

On entering the great room, he saw three smaller rooms, which,
besides having chairs arranged, there was the honoured seat with
the necessary articles for writing-, as well as for punishing persons,

all in readiness. Mei-kwei next proceeded to the back apartments,
when, looking over the screen, he saw three other rooms appropri-
ated as a library, with a bed in each, with tables all arranged in

order, respecting which he did not say a word. While Mei-kwei
was resting himself, the servant brought some water, which Mei-
pih received. By the time that Mei-kwei had washed himself tea

was brought, which was soon succeeded by candles, when Mei-
kwei, taking the honoured seat, enjoined " That there be not

any unnecessary preparations made, that he will be pleased with
any mere trifle ; but not so, if the palate be pampered with what is

expensive." Mei-kwei, while taking wine, called for the four persons
to come in, when he thus addressed them, " As you have^ you say,

attended on persons who have been called to assist in the governmsnt,
you must be acquainted with Loo-ke, of the Le-poo Board of Rites,

and Whang-kaou, with his cabal of traitorous ministers, who are en-
deavouring to subvert the throne, I will thank you to inform me
minutely respecting them." The four men replied, " Loo-ke, the
Tae-sze officer, is highly beloved by the Emperor, and Whang-
kaou is his principal assistant. As they have the j)ower of promoting
j)er=ons, every one pays them homage ; there are none among all

the officers of government that dare oppose them. Since your Ex-
cellency is about to enter the capital, you must ingratiate yourself
with the Tae-sze officer, and with Whang-kaou, of the Le-poo
board. We beg that your Excellency will follow our advice, then
your Excellency will succeed." Mei-kwei indignantly replied, " Why
give such treasonable advice ? Do you think I will imitate them in

forming cabals, or submit to them? I will enter the capital without
showing them the least respect. Should they oflTer me the least

insult, I apprehend that cabal of intriguing persons will not sleep com-
fortably on their pillows." The more he spoke, the more he railed at

them. On rising, he bade them early to retire to rest, that they
might attend on him in the morning.
As soon as Mei-kwei had dressed herself, the landlord introduced

lea, which as soon as it was taken, wine, &c. were brought in, and he
waited at the table. Mei-kwei, addressing him, said, " Did I not
enjoin on you not to pamper the palate ; wherefore this unnecessary
preparation?" On finishing the early meal, Mei-kwei walked
forward, when he saw depicted on the wall the two ancient virtuous
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ministers Pih-e and Shih-tse, who, in maintenance of noble prin-

ciples, died of hunger; with one Yang—shan, who was represented

as endeavouring to dissuade persons from the maintenance of similar

principles. Perceiving that a pencil laid by its side, he took it up,

and wrote the following lines :

—

" Ah, ye brothers ! who for loyalty died of hunger at Shan-yang,

Whose honoured [fragrant] names have been transmitted.

If alive, would you not collect the flowers of the age.

Rather than suffer tyrants a place in the national temple 1

"

Mei-kwei, having written the above, threw down the pencil, at

which time Mei-pih informed him that the sedan had been waiting

for him for some time. Mei-kwei, on thanking the landlord, entered

it. He had not proceeded far before he beheld several persons

belonging to the public courts coming towards him, who, as soon as

they approached him, kneeling, said, " We clerks, and attendants on

the public courts, have come to pay our respects to you. Sir." [It is

probable that these persons had attended on his predecessor.] Mei-

kwei bade them rise, and enquired of them if they were acquainted

with the usages of the public courts, to which they replied in the

affirmative. After a few hours' journeymg, these persons, with

Mei-kwei arrived at the capital, and put up at an inn, when Mei-

kwei called in the clerk, or secretary, and made enquiries of him
as to his knowledge of ihe required ceremonies and usages. Hav-

ing satisfactorily replied, Mei-kwei informed him that after the

lapse of five days he should enter on his official duties. I shall

immediately proceed to the Le-poo Board of Ceremonies, anli

announce my arrival, and to-morrow I shall repair to court. The
writer said, " The four boards or courts have different usages, the

military board require their cards to be red." Mei-kwei replied,

" I shall make no distinction." The writer then withdrew. Mei-

kwei next beckoned to the other persons to approach him. When
he said to them, " I shall require you at all times to be attentive and

diligent, and exemplary in your conduct." These persons, having

retired, said one to another, " This will be a felicitous year for us,

being engaged by a newly appointed minister," and were exceedingly

elated thereon.

Mei-kwei next enquired after a compradore (a person who takes

on himself to purchase all things that are requisite for house-keeping.)

when entered eight persons, who said they were desirous of serving

his Excellency. Mei-kwei, surprised, said, " So many compardores !

why, one will be sufficient ! The rest had better return home to

their families, or merchandise, that will be far better than remaining

here eating bitter herbs, of what use will you be?" On their retiring,

they said among themselves, the new minister requiring only one

compradore, he resembles not the other ministers of state.

Mei-kwei having taken a little rest, he rose next morning at the

sound of the fifth drum (five o'clock), and repaired to court. On
entering by the main gate he proceeded to the hall of audience,

where he saw all the ministers assembled in their full dresses, each in

his place, according to their standing in the government ; and he con-

versed with all those who entered on office the same year with him-
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self. On the ringing of the bells, his Majesty entered, and gave

audience to all the civil and military officers, and received what advice

they had to submit to him. The general business having been gone
through, the ministers arranged themselves into a line on the right

and left of his Majesty, when Mei-kwei, bearing his rank and the

number of his promotions before him, kneeling, thus addressed his

Majesty, " Your minister, who has held the appointment of Che-
heen, at Leih-ching, in the district Tse-nan-foo, in the province

Shan-tung, has recently been appointed a member of the Le-poo
Board of Ceremonies. Mei-kwei, on beholding your Majesty's coun-

tenance, wishes that your Majesty may live for ten thousand times

ten thousand years ! Your minister, though wanting in talent,

hopes and entreats your Majesty will not cast him forth as mean and

worthless. Should he hereafter merit promotion, though his body
and bones be reduced to powder, he will be unable to recompense

your Majesty one instance in ten thousand of your Majesty's muni-

ficence." His Majesty, in reply, thus spoke, " Minister Mei-kwei,

this is the first time that I have seen you, a person of distinguished

merit. Considering that you have for upwards of ten years held

office at Tung-choo, I have conferred on you. Minister, an appoint-

ment by which you are permitted to speak directly to your Prince (a

Privy Councillor). Doubtless you possess a soul for cherishing the

talent of the age." When Mei-kwei had bowed, and made the

usual prostrations, he returned to his place. On his Majesty retiring

to his palace, the ministers repaired to their several courts.

Mei-kwei, on retiring to the tavern, and taking breakfast, entered

his sedan, and went to visit the several ministers. His Secretary,

addressing him, said, " I have to beg that you will not proceed in

your sedan." Mei-kwei enquired, "Why not?" The Secretary

not daring further to advise, the bearers proceeded and entered

the enclosui-e before the public courts. Mei-kwei was aware, that

from the number of horses and sedans that were arranged along the

palisades, that many officers were making their calls; he, notwith-

standing, ordered his bearers to proceed to the grand entrance, and

there to be set down. But he found the door closed, while at the

side entrance there were a number of retainers, who bawled out,
*' What officer is that that presumes to stop at that gate ? " The
Secretary, on presenting Mei-kwei's card, said, " It is his Excel-

lency Mei-kwei, who has lately become a member of the Board
of Rites ; he is come to pay his respects." That person replied,

" As he is only a newly appointed minister, why does he presume
to order his sedan to be taken to the main entrance ? had he not

better study etiquette before he comes visiting? '' Another remarked,
" Ah ! do not think because he is newly appointed that his Excel-

lency wishes to see him ! He should first make a handsome present,

then lie will be introduced to all the ministers." The Secretary re-

turned and informed the minister what had been said, and begged
that his Excellency would adopt the advice. Mei-kwei asked,
" How large a present would be sufficient to ensure an entrance?"

The writer replied, " There are fixed sums. There are those who
give a thousand pieces of gold ; but much less, a hundred tales will
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ensure an interview." Mei-kwei, with a contemptuous smile, ex-

claimed, " Surprising I" Throwing open the door of the sedan,

he nodded to the person who had thus spoken, who smiling approached

the sedan. Mei-kwei said, " I request that you will accompany me
and announce me to your master, for I am Mei-kwei, from the city

Tse-nan, who has recently been appointed a member of the Le-poo

board, and have come expressly to see him, which agrees both with

reason and etiquette. If you will announce me, I will see him ; if

you will not announce rae, I will not see him. Wherefore talk

about presents? Being already appointed a minister, is the seeing

of your master something beyond my appointment? If he thinks so,

we differ in opinion. If your master thinks that he is entitled to the

etiquette shown to the San-kung, (three statesmen of antiquity who
acted as regents during the minority of the Prince), he is a mere

devil reigning in his own house."

Mei-kwei having thus spoken, he ordered his card to be given in,

when, in his chair, passing by the western railings, he repaired to

the Too-cha-yuen office, the second magnate, where the entrance of

the sedan was also refused. On throwing down his card to the

person who refused admittance, Mei-kwei became enraged, and

said, " Do these dogs act thus?
i
Do they dare, on this earth, to act

after this manner?" That person replied, " You do not know how
closely death is connected with life. Take my advice, and first pe-

tition his Excellency, he is now in the library, and has with him the

minister Whang-kaou, of the Le-poo board, -with Loo-ke." Loo-ke,

on receiving the card, indicated surprise, and asked if Mei-kwei was

without, when the servants, answering in the affirmative, detailed all

that had transpired. Loo-ke, interrupting, asked if he really spoke

thus and thus? The servants then further informed him respecting

the sedan, and of his throwing down his card, in fact, he related the

whole affair from head to tail. Whang-kaou, who was standing by,

asked, " Why such behaviour ? Why so rude ? Does he not respect

established usages? Probably he is insensible of danger. It may
not be long before he is punished for want of proper respect. Why
should he violate the established usages of the realm ? This brave

fellow must be cut off, to prevent calamity on a future day.

''An after paper will inform us of Loo-ke's thoughts thereon.]
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THE MANSE AND ITS INMATES.

By Miss MARGARET PATRICKSON.

Chapter I. Wishes—Fine Names.

" I AM sure I wish very much that one of two things would
happen,'' said Lily M'Niel, "and I am not very particular which;

this house is so horribly dull and stupid !"

" Passing over your very flattering compliment to your sisters and

myself," observed her mother, smiling, " may I ask, my dear, the

nature of these two wishes, which hold so equal a rank in your

estimation, and which you appear to think would be so equally

efficacious in overcoming this horrible dullness that oppresses you,

but which, I believe, no one else has discovered ?"

" Oh ! certainly mamma, and I am sure you will agree with me."
Mrs. M'Niel shook her head incredulously. "You will indeed ! I

wished, either tliat papa, had not gone to London ; or that he iiad

returned. Don't you '?''

"I agree with you, Lily, in feeling your'papa's absence, and shall

agree with you in sincere rejoicing and thankfulness at his return

;

but, as this is only Tuesday and his last letter names Thursday as the

earliest period he can fix upon for his arrival at home, I cannot

Tcish for a thing 1 know (o a certainly cannot be. Besides I have

really so much to do to-morrow, that I cannot afford to annihilate a

day. Your other Avish I do not understand."
" How ! mamma ? I wished that papa had not gone to London '.'*

"I know you did, my dear; but to wish for a thing implies a

possibility of its attainment. Now your papa has been gone a

fortnight, and having never yet witnessed time turning back in his

course, or a thing which has been done, and is past, undone again;

I cannot form my regret at his absence (even joined to all my
anxiety for his health on so long a journey, undertaken in such

inclement weather), into any feeling resembling a wish."
" I might have spoken more correctly to be sure, but, then,

I could not have spoken so briefly ; and you know, mamma, "brevity's

the soul of wit."

" Indeed, Lily, I know no such thing. But enlighten me as to the

zoit of your wishes, for it quite escaped me."
" On, there was no wit ; I only said that for the sake of—of—of

—

" Rrevity, perhaps !"

" Oli.'no, no, mamma ! quite the contrary; just to get a little time

to think how to eret out of the scrape."
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" Would it not have been better to have thought a little at first, and

not have got into it?"

"A great deal, I dare say; but there 1 was, and there I am.
Poor me ! I am very sorry for myself! After all, mamma, you un-

derstood what I meant well enough; and how could I have expressed

myself otherwise in as few woi-ds?"
" Nay, my dear, the wishes were yours

;
put them in your own

language. I do not see the necessity for confining yourself to a

certain number of words."
" Let me think,'' said Lily deliberately. " I might have said, I am

very sorry papa was obliged to go to London ; but, since he has gone,

I can't help longing for the time of his return ; for we are none of

us so happy or merry in his absence. Indeed, I think it would have

been much better if he had never gone. No ; that won't do. It's as

long and as prosy as if Mrs. Martha Dreetale had composed it; and

what a talent she has that way, honest woman ! Her meaning takes

as long to come to light as an aloe to blossom. I must try again. I

am sorry papa's away. I wish very much that he was at home again,

to make us all happy- I think that must do, mamma; have you any

objection ?''

" None, my dear."
" Well I that's over, and I am heartily glad of it," said Lily, who

was always as eager to get out of a scrape, as she called it, as she

was heedless in running into one. "And now, mamma, I have a great

deal to ask you. Do you think that we shall like our London
cousins'?"

" I hope so, Lily ; they are the only near relations you have in the

world, after your parents, brothers, and sisters. I hope, too, that you

will all be very kind to them ; they will need it, poor things, for the

change will be very great to them."

"Is living in London so very different, mamma, from living in Scot-

land ?''

" Your cousins, Lily, have been accustomed to a coach, to fine

clothes, to a fine house and a great many servants, to seeing a

great deal of company and going to public places. They will have

none of these things here, and they have no other place to go to, for

their own mamma is dead, and their papa gone a great way off"

—

erhaps never to return.''

" Poor cousins ! I am afraid then, mamma, they will neither like

living at the Manse, nor love us."

" We must try, \jily, to make them do both, and we must do so

by delicate kindness—that is, we mustinot content ourselves with

being really and substantially kind, but we must endeavour to be so

in the way that they will like best; and not think that such and such

little things are trifles not worth regarding, but take pains to do them
if they are likely to please, and pass over, without notice, any little

peevishness or unreasonable expectations, till, by degrees, they are

accustomed to us and to the place.''

"Dear me! that will be very difficult, and take a great deal of

thinking, and patience, and good-nature. And, somehow, I never

think at all, at least not often till afterwards, when it is too late.
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and I might as well not think at all ; and I have so very little patience;

and I am afraid that I am not very vety good natured. Mamma, what
are they called? I th^nk if I thought of their names, and got accus-
tomed to them, I should not feel so strange."

" The names of the two eldest are Caroline and Matilda, I do
not remember hearing that of the youngest."

" Not hearing of it, mamma ! Your own sister's child ! Surely that

is very strange V
"The youngest of a family," said Mrs* M'Niel, rather evasively,

" especially as in this case, where the difference of age is great, often
continues so long to be called, ' the child,' ' the infant,' or ' baby,'
that one is apt to foi-get it has a name."

" When did my cou!<in Ruth die, mamma?'
'* Your cousin Ruth? You never had a cousin Ruth, my dear.''
" I thought, mamma, that the eldest daughter was always called

after its mamma's mother, and the second after its papa's, and the
eldest son after its papa's father, and the second after its mamma's."

" That is a rule by no means universal, though frequently followed
in Scotland, In England I am not aware of any custom of the kind.

I was christened Ruth, after my mother; and your aunt Isabella,

after an old lady who stood godinother to her. The names of our
grandmothers were Esther and Sarah."

"And who, then, were Caroline and Matilda called after'?''

" I do not think after any one ; they were names your aunt was
partial to.''

" Then I am sure it was very odd and unkind in my aunt to call

her children after nobody at all ; when your name was Ruth, and
grandmamma's too.''

" Do not say unkind, Liiy
;
your aunt thought it of no conse-

quence being called after any one ; and she had strong likino-s and
dislikings to particular names."

'« Well, I am glad you and papa had no likings and dislikino-s to

particular names, but called us after people that you loved. All our
names remind us of somebody in the good old Scotch fashion, and
show that we belong to somebody. Ruth is called both after you
and grandmamma?"

" Yes."
"She is a lucky girl ! And I am called after papa's mother?"
"Yes, my dear.''

"And Isabella after my aunt. Ah! you thought of her, and
G race

—

"

"Grace is called after your papa's sister, my dearest friend,
Grace M'Niel."

Tears stood in Mrs. M'Niel's eyes. "Ah, mamma," cried Lily,
" I am sorry I mentioned dear aunt Grace.''

" Do not be sorry, my love ;
your papa and I have no greater

pleasure than in talking of her. The loveliest of the lovely, and
pride of every eye ! The best of the good, and delight of every
heart! Grace M'Niel never cost a moment's pain to any friend she
had but when she suffered herself; and even her death, that irre-

MM.— No. 4. 2B
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parable loss to all who knew her, was sweetened by the conviction

that it was unspeakable gain to her."

Lily and her mother were both silent a few minutes ; at lenglli

Lily resumed the subject. "And my brothers—they have each two

names : Niel John, and Kenneth David.''

"Yes, Niel was called after both his grandfathers, and Kenneth
after your papa's kind friend and patron, Sir Kenneth Maitland, and
himself."

" And Niel, mamma, may almost be said to be named after Sir

John Maitland too.''

"He may, my dear, as your papa's attachment to Sir John, then
Mr. Maitland, was one inducement for giving him two names. The
principal one was that my father was then in delicate health, and
your papa was anxious to pay him that mark of respect, without de-
viating from the established custom of his family. You know that

your papa sometimes tells us that Niel and David have alternated in

it during- fourteen g-enerations."
" Yes, that's when papa's very highland indeed.''
" And David was added to Kenneth at my request."
" That was lucky, mamma ; as we have no more brothers, we should

have had no David otherwise. But, why does papa dislike a person
having two names?"

" He does not dislike it, but he loves simplicity, and prefers only
one."

" Well, mamma, I can't, with all my pains, get accustomed to these

strange names. When I say to myself, Caroline and Matilda, it

seems to me as if I was speaking ofqueens and princesses, or of peo-
ple in pictures or books, and not of my own cousins, with whom I

am to live, and talk, and play, every day. I never knew any one
with such fine names before."

" You know the lyre-woman at Larch-hills, Lily?"
" Old Mattie Muckersy, mamma ? Oh, yes mamma. What cowW

make you think of poor old Mattie, with her lame leg, which makes
her hop so, and her broken nose, and her terrible squint, when we
were talking of fine names ?"

" Because she has a fine name, Matilda !"

" Matilda ! I always thought her name had been only Mattie."
" She is always called Mattie, as you are called Lily ; but she was

christened Matilda, as you was christened Lilias."

" Well, that's very droll. Matilda Muckersy ! I wonder if I may
call my cousin Mattie; it would not be strange to me at all."

" But it would to her, and perhaps disagreeable. You will soon

be familiarized both to your cousins and their names."
" I dare say I shall. And now, mamma, I must let you go, for I see

{rou won't stay any longer. Poor old Mattie ! Well, she's not the

east bit in the world like a queen or a princess either. Matilda Muc-
kersy! What two funny names to come together !"

(To be continued.

J
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LOVES OF A BACHELOR.

There is no class of beings I know of in the world so profusely

and so undeservedly ridiculed by people in general, male and female,

as those individuals belonging to the order of bachelors. In every

company and every place they are held up as laughing stocks by
every juvenile coxcomb and by every old married fool. Nor is this the

worst of the matter. Were the ridicule of our own sex the only bat-

teries discharged at the unfortunate bachelor, he must be a simple-

ton indeed if he could not defend himself, and, right or wrong,
retort with some degree of plausibility on his opponents ; but the

mischief is that the poor bachelor is daily—hourly I should rather

have said—assailed by the ladies, from the old maid verging on
" three score and ten years " down to little Miss in her teens, not yet

escaped from the thraldom of the boarding school. With the ladies

the bachelor is on this, as on most other subjects, very unequally

matched ; and, accordingly, in every instance in which he is forced

into the arena with them, he is sure to come off in the estimation

of the arbiters with signal dishonour to himself.

It is my misfortune, for such I consider it, to belong to the frater-

nity of bachelors ; and I can unhappily say, with too safe a con-

science, that I have come in for my own share of the abuse and injustice

of which my brethren in general so loudly complain. In a thousand

instances I have been held up, in the midst of a mo"'t respectable and
numerous company, as destitute of the common feelings, suscepti-

bilities, affections, and all that sort of things, of humanity ; and have
even, times without number, been represented as unworthy the ap-

pellation of man.
Very iew rational beings, I presume, are so constituted as to be

able to bear all this without feeling uncomfortable under it. For my
own part, I have been uninterruptedly miserable ever since I was
generally considered a confirmed bachelor ; and as it is very un-

certain how soon I may become a tenant of the " narrow house," and
as, like most other men, I am solicitous to die on a good understand-

ing with all men—yes, and with all zcomen too, although the reader,

by the time he comes to the end of the chapter, may be greatly sur-

prised at this— I have resolved on making a " full, true, and particu-

lar" confession of the circumstances which have imposed on me the

necessity—for the reader will, by and by, do me the justice to ac-

knowledge that with me it has not been matter of choice—of living

a life of what is most erroneously designated " single blessedness."

I do not say that all of my brethren have adopted their bachelor
habits from precisely similar considerations and circumstances;
but I am perfectly satisfied in ray own mind that a striking

analogy, were the whole truth known, would be found to exist be-
tween their history and mine, in the overwhelming majority of in-

stances.

2 J 2
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As nothing has been said, or indeed cun be said, by the moet
malevolent and ingenious of my traducers, with even the appearance
of justice, derogatory from my character, during that section of my
life which preceded my eighteenth year, I shall pass it over as if it

had been a perfect blank, simply remarking that, as I had rather

good prospects before me, in relation to the "world's wealth," I had
been kept, until then, constantly at school, in order that my educa-
tion might, in some measure, correspond with my circumstances in a

pecuniary point of view.

So long as at school I considered myself a mere boy, and, conse-

quently, never dreamed of any such thing as love or marriage ; but

the moment my academical career was closed, I all at once rose, in

my own estimation, to the status of a man, and believing as I then
did that one of the most indispensable concomitants, or, more pro-

perly speaking, ingredients of manhood, was to pay a certain degree
of attention to the sex, I lost no time in aspiring at the character of

a gallant and in mixing as much in female society as circumstances

would permit.

1 should here observe that, though only at this time in my nine-

teenth year, I was one of the tallest fellows of the town of ,

county of Moray, north of Scotland. The circumference too of my
outward man was in striking keeping with its altitude ; so that, when
promenading with one or two of my lady acquaintances, I have
often had my ears horrified at hearing other girls— I cannot call

them ladies—whom we passed, whispering one to another, " See,

there goes the great lover;" "There goes the stout lover;''

"There goes the ;[>o«f/ero?<s lover," &c.,—expressions which, in every
instance, I attributed to the mortification they felt at seeing me pre-

fer the company of others to their own.
I had not been six weeks in my state of manhood when I fell in

love, most violently in love. I had been, one beautiful evening, in-

troduced by a friend to two young ladies, acquaintances of his,

whom we met while taking a walk in the fields. We returned with
them, and accompanied them to the door of the house of a friend,

with whom they were that evening engaged to drink tea. One of

these ladies, Rebina Clarkson, had something peculiarly fascinating

about her ; and what added a thousand fold to her abstract charms
was the delicious conviction which forced itself on my mind, before

we parted, that she had already formed a very favourable opinion of

her devoted admirer. I had, some time before that, been reading
in the tomes of some philosopher—I forget his name— of great re-

nown, that the eyes are the w indows of the soul, and that by observ-

ing them, with any degree of judgment and attention, we cannot
possibly fail of forming a correct estimate of all that is passing within.

I contemplated Miss Clai-kson's luminaries with all the attention I

could command, and concluded that, if her beautiful, dark blue orbs

were not the greatest deceivers in the world, I had already, without

any special effort on my part, made such an impression on her heart

as would most effectually pave the way for whatever advances or

overtures I should hereafter think proper to make.
We parted that night, and I went to bed at the usual hour ; but, for
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the first time in my life, 1 had a sleepless expansion oii my couch.

I could not shut my eyes for even a single minute ; all night I lay

thinkino- on Rebina, whom Ihad alreadv beg-un to consider mv own,
and in whose company I took it for granted I was to spend almost
all the remaining- portion of my life, mutually enjoying an incalcu-

lable revenue of felicity from our "sacred union" together. On the

following morning I called on the friend, to whom I now con-
sidered myself under an infinitude of obligations for the intro-

duction of the preceding night. I carefully concealed from him the

impression Miss Clarkson had so suddenly made on my mind, aim-

ply mentioning, as if by the merest accident, that from the short in-

terview we had last night I was much pleased with her conversation,

and that I should be happy, when opportunity offered, to spend
another hour in her company. " We shall call on her parents this

afternoon, if agreeable," said my friend. This was precisely what
I wanted. Dryden, though miserably poor at the time, could not

have discovered more beauties, more genuine eloquence, in the short

promissory note of a celebrated nobleman, whose name I forget,

when he promised to pay on demand to him " the sum of five hun-
dred pounds sterling," than I did in the brief sentence my friend

enunciated. I need not add that I signified my assent to his pro-

posal.

We accordingly visited at Mr. Clarkson's that afternoon. We had
the pleasure of seeing Mrs. C, Mr. C, and a younger sister of Re-
bina, besides herself. We spent fully two hours in their company

;

and such another happy two houi's ! I left their residence fully satis-

fied ihat all the theories of moralists and divines, touching the vanity

of all earthly enjoyments, were groundless; and could have wished

that all such discontented declaimers had been with me on this occa-

sion, in order that they might have been furnished with an experi-

mental demonstration that happiness had not absolutely fled from
earth on Adam's expulsion from Paradise, but that there was such a
thing as a perfect Elysium still to be found in the world.

In consequence of this second interview with Rebina and her rela-

tions, my admiration of the former was, if possible, greatly increased.

Before we parted, both her father and mother assured me, severally

and conjointly, that they would feel much gratified at having the

honour of another visit, at my earliest convenience. I thanked them
for their kindness, and intimated to them that I should feel proud in

availing myself of it.

While my friend and I were returning home— I should have men-
tioned before now that Mr. Clarkson's house was about a mile from
town—our conversation, very naturally, turned on the excellent qua-
lities of the two young ladies whose company we had just left. Mr.
Roberts—such was my friend's name—accidentally mentioned that

Miss Clarkson was in the habit of taking a walk by herself every

fine evening, at a certain hour, in the woods, by which, I should here

mention, her father's residence was almost surrounded. The obser-

vation was not forgotten by me, I carefully treasured it* up in my
mind. On the following afternoon—by this time I had determined on

soliciting her hand in marriage— I sauntered out to the wood in ques-
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tion, hoping to have the pleasure of a short promenade with Rebina,
without any third party being present to have their ears regaled

with matters which did not at all concern them. I stationed myself
beside a cluster of whin-bushes, from which station I could recognize

Rebina the moment she came out of the house, immediatelv on which
1 was to jump into one of the foot-walks, as if I had been merely on
a pleasurable promenade, and was to meet with her as if by the

sheerest accident. From the colossal proportions of my person, how-
ever, it was necessary, in order to my not being seen from the win-
dows of Mr. Clarkson's house, and, at the same time, my seeing its

door distinctly, that I should crawl to the end of the whin-bushes in

an alUfoui-'s position. Well, what is it that a man really in love will

not cheerfully submit to for the unrivalled she ! At this time I could

have made any sacrifice for Rebina, and did not consider the trifiing

circumstance of making a short journey, H la quadruped, to the ex-
tremity of the whin bushes, wortliy|of the name. Twice had I doubled
the spot in question in the all-four's position ; and when on a third

journey, by means of my hands and feet, to the most eligible termi-

nation for my purpose of the aforesaid whin-bushes, my mind, as on
the two preceding ones, was so completely absorbed in cogitating on
the matchless beauty and amiable qualities of Miss Clarkson, that I

never thought of looking for a moment in any other direction than

towards the door of her father's house. While thus " progressing"

to the spot in question, a large mastiff—O horrible !—sprung on
me ere ever I was aware, seized me by the tails of my coat, and,

by one pull, stretched me at my full length on the superficies of
the earth. The words " Hold, Tiger, sir !" instantly thereafter broke

on my ears ; and the first emotion I experienced, on recovering from
the state of stupefaction into which the occurrence had thrown me,
was one of fervent gratitude at the circumstance of a deliverer being:

apparently at hand. The animal, who no doubt had mistaken me
for a brother mastiff, or a robber intent on deeds of mischief, in-

stantly let go his hold on the authoritative command of his master

for that purpose ; and I was again on my hands and feet, in the act

of rising, when, with the suddenness of ghosts, Rebina, with her sister

and father and mother, all appeared in one group before me ! So
powerfully did their presence, at this most unlucky moment, affect

my nerves that I did not for some time afterwards know whether I

was dead or alive. On recovering my senses a little, the horrible

quadrifid (how can I in this case apply any other adjective to them ?)

were still standing in juxta-posilion with me, apparently little less

stupified than myself at what they had just witnessed. O ! I would
ten thousand times sooner have encountered a leg-ion of demons than

have met the Clarksons in such circumstances. It would have been
to me at that dread moment a luxury of the highest order had the

earth opened and swallowed me up ; nay, had I been inserted in the

bowels of V^esuvius or Etna, it would have been to me a perfect

paradise compared with what I then endured. Without attempting

to sj)eak, or even to take up my hat which was lying hard by, I nn.de

as precipitate a retreat as possible ; and from that moment until this

I never saw, nor wished to see, one of the C.'s faces—not even that of
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Rebina herself. I should have added that, at the time they and I

had surprised each other under such unpleasant circumstances, they

were returning home from E , at which they had been on avisit.

For some months after this ill-starred adventure I sickened at the

simple pronunciation of the word lady, and confined myself as much
as possible to my own apartments.

About a year afterwards accident again threw me in the way of

the sex, and the arrows of Cupid were a second time infixed in my
poor heai-t. Circumstances had transpired which led me to believe

that Mary Ann Bennett, a young lady to whom I had been recently

introduced by a female acquaintance of hers, had formed a somewhat
flattering estimate both of my principles and person. She was the

only daughter of a physician who resided in the same town as myself.

I studiously sought to cultivate a further acquaintance with her, and

every new interview we had together served only to deepen the con-

viction I felt of being regarded by her with something more tender

than mere friendship.

I accordingly resolved (never dreaming of the possibility of a re-

fusal) on soliciting her consent to be led by me to the hymeneal

altar, and lest s^ome of the thousand-and-one accidents which are

ever and anon occurring to prevent the celebration of the marriage

ceremony in protracted courtships—and this, too, when both parties

were in the first instance most devotedly attached to, each other—

•

recollecting, I say, this fact, I had no sooner formed the resolution

in question than I carried it into effect ; but, as I have always laboured

under a considerable degree of constitutional bashfulness, especially

when conversing with marriageable ladies, I preferred making the

important overture to Mary Ann by letters rathe, than verbally in

propria persona. The purport of the epistle I addressed to her was
that I had been deeply smitten by her charms—that to my eyes and

mind she possessed intellectual accomplishments and personal attrac-

tions infinitely superior to those of any other lady in the world—that

my future happiness, if not existence, was entirely at her mercy

—

that I adopted this method of imploring her hand in marriage in pre-

ference to any other for reasons I should afterwards explain to her

—

and concluded by begging of her, in the most urgent terms, to relieve

me from the intolerable state of suspense l was then in, by returning

me a decisive answer of some one kind or other, in the space of two
hours at longest.

The momentous letter was no sooner enclosed than it was des-

patched by a special messenger; and I confined myself in my apart-

ments until I should learn the result. From the moment the bearer

of my epistle to Miss Bennett departed, until the expiration of the

limited time, my mind was almost torn to pieces—ifsuch an expression

be a sufficiently correct one, between the conflicting passions of hope
and fear—between the hope of the acceptance ofmy proposal, and tiie

dread of its being rejected ; for, though formerly self-confident of being
deep in Mary Ann's affections, I was not altogether without an ap-

prehension, now that the nmmentous crisis had arrived, that I might
nave been after all only deceiving myself. Sit or lie on the sofa, I

could not. I paced through my room with my watch in my hand,



34S LOVES OF A BACHELUU.

scarcely withdrawing my eyes for a moment from its dial-plate. The
time appeared to me to move so slowly that a hundred times over

would 1 have positively sworn that my time-piece had stopped, had
I not heard its beating so distinctly. The two hours—each of which,

in my apprehension, extended to an age—at length expired, but no
answer to my letter ! Every hope was now demolished. The servant

whom I had entrusted with the communication had accidentally

learned that Miss Bennett was at home—a circumstance which was
suthcienlly demonstrative to me, when no reply was vouclisafed to

my letter, of the reception my overture had met with. Mortification

and shame now reigned paramount in my soul. My very life was
literally a burden to me : and I abhorred the very idea of being again

seen out of doors, or of again mixing in society. Night approached.
I threw myself on my bed, but no sleep, no rest for me. I tossed and
tumbled about on my couch one five minutes, and then rose and tra-

versed my bedchamber backwards and forwards another five, in

which way I spent the whole of the long, long night. Morning ap-

proached, but with it came no alleviation of my mental distraction.

A few minutes after breakfast time, two of my acquaintances called

on me, and, without uttering any thing in the way of exordium, ex-

pressed their condolence with me in consequence of the rejection of

the proposals I had last night made to Miss Beimett ! The observa-

tion fell on my ears with a power of which no description could fur-

nish the reader with any adequate conception. I wished at the mo-
ment that, instead of being doomed to hear it made, a thunderbolt had
alighted on me and annihilated me at once. On recovering par-

tially from the astounding effects of the observation in question, my
first feeling was one of wonder as to how my two acquaintances could

possibly have been so soon apprised of the fact of my tender overtures

to Mary Ann having met with so adverse a reception. I saw it would
have been fruitless and foolish to have denied that I had made pro-

posals of marriage to Miss Bennett,—laying the delinquency of such

denial out of the question. I frankly admitted that such was the

fact, enquiring at them, at the same time, as to the manner in which
they had come to hear of the circumstance. " Hear of it '." exclaimed
both of my acquaintances at once. " Before ten o'clock at night,"

continued one of them, while the other uttered something of a similar

import, " Before ten o'clock at night, it was the only topic of conver-

sation in the more respectable circles in town, and almost every young
lady in the place could repeat verbatim the entire contents of the

epistle in which the 'iffev was made."'

I could not be sufficiently cruel to wish my most inveterate enemy
the infliction of a tithe of the mental agony which this statement occa-

sioned to me. I had not indeed previously supposed the human
mind capable of bearing up under such a pressure of wretchedness

as I then felt hann-inar on me. While thus writhinof under the con-

joint circumstances of knowing that my addresses were spurned at by
Mary Ann, and that the entire community, by a most reprehensible

breach of good faith, were acquainted with the whole matter, I re-

ceived (my two friends were still present) a clumsy sort of package,

wrapped in a tattered fragment of green paper. I opened it in their
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presence, never imagining for a moment that it could by possibility

have even the most distant relation to the affair of last night. Judge
then ofmy horror when the first thing which met my eye, as I reached
the interior of the package, was the identical ill-fated epistle to Miss
Bennett, soliciting her hand in marriage, accompanied by an ugly piece

of paper, on^which there were some fourteen or fifteen lines scrawled
in a most miserable specimen of penmanship, with the signature of
Miss B.'s father attached to it. I perused it, and was in the act

of sending it up the chimney in a small volume of smoke, when one
of my two friends (we were on the most familiar terms) snatched it

from the doom which it was about to receive, exclaiming in a jocular

sort of tone, " What can this be, Jonathan (such is my Christian

name), that you seem in so great a rage at it?" And scarcely had
the words escaped the margin of his lips than he read aloud the note

from beginning to end. I saw perfectly, although they pretended
great commiseration for me, that the whole matter afforded a rich

treat to them; and yet I had not sufficient nerve at the time to in-

timate as much to them. The substance of the obnoxious morceau
was that he (the son of Esculapius) had read the epistle I had ad-

dressed last night to his daughter— that from the very short and very
slight acquaintance I had with Miss B. he looked on that epistle in

no other light than as a direct insult both to her and him—that on read-
ing it she happily characterised the inditer of it as a great bore—and
that the only consideration which deterred him from inflicting on me
a certain species of chastisement, was the charitable supposition that

I must, at the time of penning it, have been either labouring under
an alienation of intellect, or must have by mistake addressed to his

daughter what had been specially intended for some other young lady.

I'lie reader will most probably take it for granted that, immediately
on perusing this odious note, I fell down on the floor as a dead man.
No such thing. But I am free to confess that it was a most fortunate

circumstance in one sense, however humiliating otherwise, that my
two acquaintances already referred to were present at the time ; for

had I been by myself I would, in all probability, in the feeling of
the moment, have rashly committed a crime, the name of which be-
gins with an s and ends with an e.

My two acquaintances seemed in truth to have anticipated some-
thing of the kind, fi)r they remained with me the whole of the fore-

noon, a much longer time than I had ever known them to do on
any former occasion.

The unfortunate manner in which the affair in question terminated
made me form two resolutions, the first of which was that I should
never again pay my addresses to any female on earth, and the second
was that I should, with all possible expedition, repair to another part
of the country where I might be placed beyond the reach of the ridi-

cule I had brought on myself, or rather which the reprehensible
sayings and doings of others had brought on me.
The second resolution was speedily put in execution : in a fortnight

thereafter I was situated in the Scottish metro|K)lis, which is nearly
two hundred miles distant from the scene of the recent unfortu-

nate adventure.
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I was fully two years in Edinburgh, during which I was not by
myself in company witli any of the marriageable portion of the sex

for two minutes at a liziie. During this period, in fact, I felt horri-

fied at the bare idea of encountering dark-blue eyes, when their pro-

prietrix was a single lady.

About this time, however, the unavoidable disagreeable necessity

was imposed on me ofjoining a party, in which there were five young
ladies and an equal number of single gentlemen, on a pleasurable

aquatic excursion, in the neighbourhood of Newhaven. Much as I

endeavoured to avoid it, I could not help being struck with admira-
tion of the beautiful countenance, as well as handsome figure and
engaging manners, of one of these young ladies. Still, however, I

studiously concealed my admiration of her charms in my own breast;

for the recollections of the affair of the doctor's daughter, and the

resolution consequent thereon I had formed of never again making
any approaches to woman-kind, in the character of a suitor, were in-

stantly conjured up to my mind. We accordingly parted with a cold

formal sort of " Good-bye" on my part ; but I thought that, while

the words " Good evening, Sir," were escaping her fair lips, she gave
my hand a gentle, yet very expressive, squeeze, accompanied with a

glance which seem.ed to me unsusceptible of two interpretations.

In two days thereafter, to my no small surprise, 1 was invited to

tea at the house of an old lady with whom my acquaintance was ex-

tremely limited. I accepted the invitation, and found among the fair

portion of the party Miss Christina Ogilvie, the young lady with whose
charms 1 had been struck when on the above-mentioned excursion.

In the course of the chit-chat which passed while at tea, I acci-

dentally mentioned having in my possession a small volume consisting

of a choice collection of beautiful love-poetry. Miss Ogilvie, on

hearing the remark, uttered an exclamation of agreeable surprise at

the circumstance, adding that she had been solicitously endeavouring

for some months past to obtain a perusal of the identical work I had
mentioned. It has since occurred to me, notwithstanding all this, as

extremely questionable whether Miss O. ever before even heard of

the existence of such a volume. Be that as it may, I looked on her

exclamation and accompanying remark as an unequivocal appeal to

my gallantry, and which of course I could not withstand. I inti-

mated to Miss O. that I was most happy at having it in my power
so easily to gratify her wishes, and that I would send it her imme-
diately on my return home. She politely thanked me, and assured

me she would feel \ery much obliged by my kindness.

I need not say that I was conscientiously scnapulous in the perform-

ance of my promise. In the course of eight days thereafter I was
invited to her mother's house (her father was dead) to form one of a

tea-party. Here again, it is unnecessary to add, I accepted the in-

vitation. During the evening Miss Ogilvie pointed out to me some
of the pieces in the work I had lent her with which she represented

herself as being peculiarly delighted. These pieces were all beau-
tifully expressive of a young lady's regards for her lover. It occurred

to me that this was an indirect way of hinting to me the place I

occupied in her affections. Still, however, I simply expressed my



LOVES OF A BACHELOR. 351

admiration of her favourite pieces in general terms,—the fear of get-

ting myself into another scrape similar to the affair with Miss Bennett

being vividly before my eyes.

Without tiring the reader's patience with a minute statement of

the progressive stages of our further acquaintance, I may just

observe that it unconsciously ripened on my part, and apparently on

that of hers too, into an ardent love, which consummation was
brought about almost entirely by means of exchanging pieces and

volumes of poetry, and by my employing myself for a series of

weeks, to the exclusion of every thing else, in writing original lines

for her album. These lines she invariably assured me stood per-

fectly unrivalled in the English language for their poetical beauties ;

but 1 have since been abundantly satisfied—although I fully believed

her at the time—that greater nonsense, whether looked upon in the

light of poetry or prose, never proceeded from a goose-quill.

In a i'ev,' months afterwards—how the understanding had been
brought about between us I cannot undertake to say, but I positively

protest I never asked Miss Ogilvie's hand in marriage—in a few
months afterwards, I say, we found ourselves discussing the most
eligible time for our approach to the golden altar of hymen. The
marriage day was at length appointed ; and I was for weeks prior

to it busily engaged in making the requisite arrangements for the

celebration of the nuptials; so too, to all appearance, was my in-

tended bride.

During all this time every thing went on most auspiciously and
most agreeably ; and as " the great, the important day, big with"
our future fate, so far as human penetration could perceive, approach-
ed, my apparently embryo spouse seemed to increase in her affec-

tion for me. She was most profuse in her protestations of ardent,

unalterable, eternal attachment. In fact, so completely had she, by
means of her words and her actions, obtained the ascendancy over
me, that, for her sake, I would cheerfully have faced, single-handed,

a century of furies, and this, too, though not over famous for con-

stitutional courage. I set her down as a paragon of all that is excel-

lent mentally, as well as surpassingly handsome in her person ; and,
if at this period any man had had the imprudence and hardihood to

have uttered in my hearing the most oblique hint touching tlie virtue

of her principles or conduct, he was that instant inevitably a dead
man, provided any fatal weapon had been within my reach. I had
even, by this time, begun to look on the issue of my correspondence
with the physician's daughter as a blessing of the first magnitude,
seeing that had it not terminated as it did I could never have had
the supreme happiness of having Miss O. for my wife.

Matters proceeded most smoothly until within a fortnight of the

day which was to witness the consummation of my bliss. I then set

out to my native town for the purpose of inviting two of my relations

to be present at the marriage ceremony. But, O ! the agonies of
parting with Christina, although our separation was not to be above
twelve days ! Repeatedly did my tongue refuse lo perform its office

of pronouncing the word "adieu," and my limbs, until the very
moment the coach was lo depart, field out against ciirrying nic from
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her presence. And this feeUng of strong regret at the circunistancen

which imposed on us the necessity of this temporary separation from
each other, seemed to be mutual. I cannot even yet forget—so long

as I have life I never will forget, although the recollection is a

source of mortification and pain to me—with what apparent over-

flowings of affection she embraced me on the occasion—how, indeed

it was absolutely necessary to tear myself, as if by a desperate sort of

efibrt, from her tenaciously clinging arms.

After two days' travel, I found myself in the midst of my relations

and friends. To the two already referred to I gave a hearty invi-

tation to be present while my ardent aspirations were to be realized

—

while my future felicity was to be sealed. In giving this invitation,

and indeed in speaking of Christina to my friends in general, I ex-

patiated in a strain of eloquence, to which I did not previously ima-

gine myself equal, on the countless good qualities, as well as personal

fascinations, she possessed. It is unnecessary to say that my friends

congratulated me with the utmost cordiality on the boundless bliss

which, according to my own showing—for they had never before

seen or heard of the lady—was in reserve for me. Never ques-

tioning the accuracy of the reports I had storied abroad respecting the

virtues of Miss Ogilvie.someof my town's ladies, former acquaintances

of my own, began, as I had reason to understand, lo wish tiiemselves in

the same relation to measthatin which she then stood. They indivi-

dually reasoned with themselves after this fashion :
—" If a lady ofsuch

an amiable disposition, and such decidedly superior accomplishments

as universal report ascribes to Miss Ogiivie, has agreed to become Mr.
Jonathan's wife, there surely must be something more in him than we
gave him credit for when residing here, and I should have no objec-

tion, were it so ordered, to share with him myself the joys and

sorrows of life." I was even assured from undoubted and undoubt-

able authority that my former acquaintance. Miss Bennett, and the

physician himself, both regretted most bitterly that my written over-

tures to the former were not treated more courteously—were not,

in short, accepted. I was indebted for this piece of information to a

confidential friend who, by the merest accident in the world, had over-

heard the doctor and his daughter chiding each other most bitterly on
the subject—the father attributing all the blame in the matter to his

daughter, and the young lady protesting most vehemently that it

was by sheer threats and force on his part that she was induced to

consent to the insulting note being sent nie. She added—and my
informant assured me that, from the tone of her voice, the tear must
have glistened in her eye while she did so—that, had she been left to

follow the bent of her own inclination, she would unhesitatingly have
accepted of the proposals I had made to her. I need not say how
fondly I chuckled over this intelligence—it was, indeed, to use a
homely phrase, marrow to my bones.

It was now within four days of the momentous moment which was
to seal my terrestrial felicity; and I had sitten down to write to

Miss Christina, now my bride, that my two relations and myself were
to set out for Edinburgh by next morning's coach. The letter from
beginning to end was replete with superlatively affectionate breath-
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ings, and I concluded it by quoting, with the utmost sincerity, the

well-known couplet of one of our celebrated poets, which couplet

now possessed a meaning and an energy I have never before dis-

covered in it. It was—
" Ye gods ! annihilate both space and time,

And make two lovers happy !

"

I was in the act of folding up this letter with all the neatness I pos-

sibly could, when one of the servants handed me an Edinburgh
newspaper, which some unknown acquaintance had addressed to me.
I paused for a moment to glance at its contents, and the very first

paragraph which caught my eye was one headed " Elopement.'' I

perused it— it was as follows :

—

" Last night an elopement took place from a house at no great

distance from South Bridge, under somewhat extraoi-dinary circum-

stances. The fair fugitive's name is C— st—a O—g— 1—vie, and
that of her paramour Mr. R—b— t L—m— nt. It is currently

rumoured—and, though we cannot vouch for the accuracy of the

report, it seems to meet with universal credence—that the en-

amoured pair had, on the evening of the elopement, been discovered

in circumstances which the tongue of scandal will not fail to interpret

in its own way. Of this, however, we are certain, and the fact adds

much to the delinquency of both the fugitive parlies, that the frail fair

was pledged to another gentleman, a Mr. J—n—th—n M—rt—m—r,

a native of the town of E , county of Moray,—that the prepara-

tions for their marriage were all but completed,—and that the cele-

bration of their nuptials was to have taken place in a few days
The lovers, we understand proceeded in the direction of Gretna
Green."

Strange as it may seem the perusal of this paragraph did not pro-

duce any sensible immediate confusion in my mind : I rather felt an
emotion of a certain indefinable kind of desperation come over me,
coupled with a resolve to end my existence by my own hand that

very moment. I looked around me for some weapon—some razor

or knife, or other instrument, for that purpose ; but could find none.
I then rushed out of the house, and hastened to the nearest iron-

monger's shop for the purpose of purchasing a pair of pistols with
which to blow out my brains; but just as I had intimated to the
shopman the articles I wanted, one of my nearest relations accident-

'ally entered. By this time, however, the shopman, not dreaming
for a moment of the object I had in view, had placed a variety of
pistols on the counter, expressing once or twice a hope that some of
them icould (uiszoer my purpose. But as I had been so far defeated
in my object by the unanticipated intrusion of my relation, I men-
tioned to the young man, who appeared bo very anxious to accom-
modate me, that neither of those on the counter would suit ; and
then departed. By this time I had become agitated, and betrayed a
certain wildness of manner, which circumstance, conjoined with tlie

nature of the articles I had intended to purchase, excited my friend's

suspicions as to the catastrophe I was contemplating, and accordingly
he took the precaution of accompanying me home, kept me in the
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company of some of my friends the whole of the evening, and

manao-ed to gel me to sleep that night in the same department as

one of my brothers. On the following day the whole affair was

circulated throughout the width and breadth of the town, and, after

beino- strictly watched another day and night, I departed on the

mornino- following, in accordance with the advice of my friends, for

London, where I shipped in a fortnight thereafter for Calcutta, in

which place I had then a near relation in affluent circumstances.

I lesided in the East for more than twenty years, at the end of

which time I returned to my native country, but not to my native

town, having, during my ai.eence, acquired a handsome indepen-

dency. But, ever since the t^ rmination of the unpleasant and unfor-

tunate affair with Miss Ogilvie, I have most piously adhered to a

vow I then made, namely, that while I had breath in my body I

would have no further acquaintance with any individual of the sex,

than what occurs in the course of common conversation, and even

this much only when circumstances should render it unavoidable. I

think I now know enough of myself to warrant me in affirming that,

as 1 have acted up to this resolve for so long a period, there is little

or no danger of my violating it in future.

J. G.

KORNER.

" Charles Theodore Korner, the celebrated German poet and soldier, was killed

in a skirmish with French troops, in August, 1813, within a few hours after the

composition of his popular piece, the ' Sword Song.' The monument erected to

his memory is of cast iron, and the upper part of it is wrought into a lyre and

sword (a favourite emblem of Komer's), from which one of his works had been en-

titled."

—

Richardson's Life of Korner.

Korner ! thy name will be

Long to thy country dear ;

'Twill inspire the faint and nerve the free,

In glory's high career.

'Mongst the fearless and the bold,

Ever the first wert thou ;

A form of more courageous mould
Ne'er fronted mortal foe.

The sword in thy right hand.

In the battle's raging hour.

When blood and rapine fill'd the land.

Was an instrument of power.
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But when the fight was past,

And war's red pennon furl'd,

And the trumpet's shrill and awful blast

No more disturb'd the world.

Then would'st thou sweep the lyre

With rapt and holy hand.

Kindling each heart with patriot fire

Throughout thy native land.

Nor are thy songs forgot

!

They're sung by prince and boor
;

They are heard in palace and in cot.

On mountain and on moor.

Thine was an early grave,

Yet hallow'd is the sod;

For thou sleep'st amongst the young and brave.

On ground by freemen trod.

Where thy blood, in life's bright bloom.

In freedom's cause was pour'd,

Thou art bui-ied !—and upon thy tomb
Art grav'd a " lyre and sword,"

To tell the nations round

That a bard lies there enshrin'd

Who was matchless, as he was renown'd,

In the wond'rous gifts of mind.

Long, long thy glorious name.
Thou of the "sword and lyre,"

With visions of immortal fame
Shall kindred hearts inspire.

On thy native hills thou art

The theme of song and story

—

Thou art graven on thy country's heart.

And cherished with her glory.

B. Nightingale.
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POOR LAWS FOR IRELAND.

The friends of justice, humanity, and sound policy, will rejoice
to hear that Government have intimated their determination to bring
in a Bill, soon after the Easter recess, for the introduction of Poor
Laws into Ireland.

This is not only an act of justice to that unhappy and so long mis-
governed country, but it is an act of homage to the great cause of hu-
manity, which it is most gratifying to witness on the part of our rulers.

We understand, however, that the intended measure will meet with
most strenuous opposition in both Houses. Nor is this to be wondered
at, when it is known there are so many extensive proprietors of land
in Ireland, both in the Upper and Lower House, whose pockets must
of necessity be touched by it. But their opposition must be over-
come : private interests must not be suffered to defeat a measure of
justice, humanity, and enlightened policy. LTntil Poor Laws are in-

troduced into Ireland, that country never can be peaceable or happy.
So long as there is no legal provision for the poor of Ireland, so

long will the aristocracy and middle classes allow them to perish of
want. Nor is this the whole of the evil : the higher and middle
classes will even deliberately assist in bringing those beneath them
to utter beggary. One of the evils which at present afflict Ireland,

and which has already been the source of so much of its wretch-
edness, is exorbitantly high rents. The landed proprietor lets

his farms to persons whom he knows to be possessed of capital ; and
these last take long leases, not for the purpose of cultivating the
ground themselves, but of profitably investing their money, by sub-
letting such land to poorer tenants at much higher rentals—rentals so

high that the parties obliging themselves to pay them iind themselves
in two or three years engulfed in bankruptcy. These unfortunate
subtenants, with, in the majority of cases, wives and children, are
consequently thrown on the world, and become paupers till the end
of the chapter.

Introduce Poor Laws into Ireland and you at once lay the axe to

the root of this evil. Landlords, and others possessed of property, will

then learn that it is not their interest to ruin the peasantry ; and, in-

stead of exacting rents which they know to be impossible to be paid,

they will ask only those which are fair, and which the land can enable
well sub-tenants to pay. The landlords and others will then have a
motive for wishing to preserve as many as possible of those below
them from pauperism.

Distinctions in society obtain to an extent in Ireland of which we
of Great Britain have little conception. The lower and middle
classes keep themselves distinct from each other in all the relations of
life. The latter look down on the former "as if they were different

orders of beings. " Keep those down that are down'' is the maxim
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of the middle classes as applied to the lower. Hence it is that it has

become all but a miracle to hear of an Irish peasant emerging from

the obscurity and penury of his birth. A quite different state of

things would be the consequence of Poor Laws. From a principle

of selfishnoss, if from no higher motive, industry would be encou-

raged, and everj' facility would be given to the peasant to better

his condition.

There is another way in which Poor Laws would have a most salu-

tary effect in Ireland. Absenteeism is one of the principal banes of

the sister kingdom. And it will continue so so long as matters re-

main in their present posture. The very rents which the lords of the

soil distrain from the impoverished peasantry, instead of being re-

turned to them in the way of trade and commerce, are brought over

to England and expended here. Now it is at utter variance with the

first and most manifest principles of political economy that that

country can be wealthy or even comfortable whose capital is being

continually drained from it without in any shape finding its way back.

Let a system of Poor Laws be established in Ireland, and it will have

an instantaneous and magfical effect on the absentees of that kinsrdom.

They will return in shoals from Britain, and from every part of

Europe. The measure we recommend would have all the advan-

tages of a tax on absentees without the odium of the name. Instead

of rusticating elsewhere they would return as naturally and promptly
to their estates as the married men of old did at the close of Socrates'

discourse on the beatitude of matrimony. Their rents would be ex-

pended on their own respective neighbourhoods. With the poor-

rates before their eyes, they would hold out every inducement to

their tenants, and to all the peasants within the sphere of their in-

fluM ce, to habits of industry and economy.
These are among the salutary consequences which would accrue

fronj the introduction of Poor Laws into Ireland. And by thus bet-

tering the pecuniary means of her poorer population, you at the same
time ameliorate their moral and social condition. The individual

whose belly is aching of hunger, who is destitute of fuel, or so scan-

tily apparelled as to be exposed to the severities of inclement weather,
is assuredly a very unfit subject either for intellectual or moral edu-
cation. Perhaps it ought not to be so ; but the question is not what
ought or ought not to be, but what is ? And so long as human nature

is constituted as it is, so long will the exigencies of the body obtain

a prior attention to those of the intellect and heart. But once devise

effective measures for bettering the pecuniary condition of the poor,

and education and i-eligion will infallibly, in the majority of cases, do
the rest ; at least, in so far as society is concerned.

That it is criminal to suffer the poor to endure the pangs of hunger,
or encounter the inclemencies of the seasons without shelter and fuel

and clothing, is one of the clearest points in that Book which, in this

Christian country, we profess to make the guide of our conduct.

This matter is so manifest, however much our conduct has been op-

posed to it, as to be denied by none.

Humanity and reason speak forcibly in the same strain. We may
be hard-hearted enough to refuse aid to those who are perishing or

M.M.— No. 4. 2 C
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suffering from want, but the most depraved will admit that, in all

such cases, there is a still small voice within which admonishes them
they are doing wrong.
Ihe law of England concurs in this matter with Scripture, reason,

and humanity. For the English poor it has made ample provision.

The 43rd of Elizabeth puts it out of the power of the niggard and
hard-hearted to escape from contributing their share to the support of
the poor. Blackstone, our most celebrated commentator on the laws
of England, thus speaks of the statute in question:— " The law not

only regards life and member, and protects every man in the enjoy-
ment of them, but also furnishes him with every thing necessary for

their support. For there is no man so indigent or wretched, but he
may demand a supply sufficient for all the necessaries of life from the

opulent part of the community." The poor are accordingly pro-

vided for in England.
And can there, we beg to ask, be any thing more manifestly

wrong—any thing more inconsistent on the part of our Legislature,

than that while a legal provision is thus made for the poor of England
the poor of Ireland should be suffered to languish or die of want?
Is not Ireland an integral part of the empire, and ought she not, as

such, to share equally with England in the benefit of the laws ? If
she be not allowed thus to enjoy the advantages of laws so far as re-

lates to the conveniences and comforts of life, let her at least, in the

name of all that is srood, have the benefit of Engrlish laws as regrards

the necessities of life. If, indeed, either country were to be more fa-

voured than another in this respect, Ireland is, beyond all controversy,

that country which ought to be so favoured,—inasmuch as her poor

have always been more numerous, in proportion to the population, and
the wantsof these poor more urgent than those of thepoorof England.

The late Mr. Cobbett and the late Dr. Doyle were decidedly of

opinion thatno new law is necessary to give Ireland the benefitof a le-

gal provision for her poor, and that the blame does not lie with the law,

but the executive, that she has not had Poor Laws for centuries past.

These able writers maintain, that the 43rd of Elizabeth was ori-

ginally meant to extend to Ireland, and every other place of the em-
pire where the poor suffered from want. We are of the same opinion.

But ifthe manifest will and command of the Supreme Being, that a

legal provision be made for the poor,—if the reasonableness and the

humanity of the thing,—if all thf*se, accompanied as they are by the

obvious intentions of the law that such provisionshouldbemade,—will

not, as they have no', before, prove sufficient to cause the introduction

of poor laws intolreland, then let us press on Parliament the necessity

of the thing on the ground of sound policy. England and Scotland

have of late years been literally inundated with Irish paupers ; and
the number of these ragged, half-starved emigrants, so far from
diminishing, is every year becoming much greater. The baneful

consequences of this large importation of Irish are beginning to be
seriously felt by our British labourers. If they continue to pour in

on us much longer, our lower classes will bear a humiliating analogy
to those of the sister island. This is no gratuitous a-sumption ; no
rashly adopted opinion ; it is the result of much careful thought on
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the subject, and is, moreover, supported by the highest possible au-

thority in a case of the kind, to wit, the Third Emigration Report.

That Report says, " The inevitable consequence of the spontaneous

emigration of the Irish is to deluge Great Britain with poverty, and

gradually, but certainly, to equalize the state of the English and

Irish peasantry." Such opinion, coming from such authority, ought

to arouse the government if it has any wish to avert a calamity of so

frightful a magnitude as that here anticipated.

There never yet was a measure of justice or utility proposed, but

it was met by some objections. The introduction of Poor Laws into

Ireland is no exception to the rule. The objections urged against

such introduction are manifold, but they are feeble. The strongest

of them may be demolished in a moment.
It is said that numerous gross abuses are connected with the V nglish

Poor Laws, and therefore that no legal provision should be made for

the Irish poor. We admi* the premises ; but it does not follow that

we must adopt the conclusion which some draw from them. If we
were to argue from the abuse to the disuse of things, there is no say-

ing where we would stop , all things, every institution under heaven,

are abused more or less. Great and manifold abuses are mixed up

with our courts ofjustice ; but he would be a strange sort of logician

who would reason from thence that it were better altogether to abo-

lish such courts. Men often abuse their liberty, and commit assaults,

robbery, murder; but no one has yet ventured to maintain that we
ought for that reason to be deprived of our freedom. Some men are

guilty of arson, others drown themselves ; but we have yet to learn

that there would be wisdom in a measure which should, therefore,

deny us the use of fire or water. If there be abuses connected with

the English Poor Laws, and if these are so manifest as to be observed

by the most short-sighted, it follows that, in forming a system of

Poor Laws for Ireland, those abuses can be the more easily

guarded against. Perfection is a virtue which is not to be found in

any thing btlow ; but there have been plans proposed for making a

legal provision for the poor of Ireland, which would be an effectual

security against many of those abuses complained of in the case of

England. Mr. O'Brien and Mr. Grattan severally proposed bills

to parliament a few years since which were decidedly excellent. The
late Dr. Doyle was of the same opinion, and he was no mean authority.

It is said there is something repulsive to the feelings of paupers

themselves to a poor house. No doubt there is ; but then the poor

meet with many things repulsive to their feelings. The taunts and

cavalier treatment they receive from the aristocrat down to the hard-

hearted menial, when asking a pittance to keep body and soul toge-

ther, are among the number. We take it that a poor house cannot

be more repulsive to their feelings than this. If it be, it surely can-

not be more repulsive or more dreaded than perishing ot want—than

lying down to die like dogs. The best proof that it is not will be

found in the fact of their accepting the relief thus provided.

But it is quite a possible thing to make a legal provision for the

poor without having workhouses at all. And no person, we are sure,

who knows any thing of Ireland, ever proposed to erect workhouses

2 C 2
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in that country. A certain weekly allowance can be given to those

who are in extreme want and unable to work, without taking them

from their own hovels. This is done in Scotland, in the case of

those who get relief from their respective parishes.

It is objected that, in the eventof a legal provision being made for

the poor of Ireland, parents will be abandoned by their children.

Dr. Doyle in part answers this objection when he asks, " Will the

son or daughter-in-law be less kind or courteous to the aged mother,

because the elders of her parish, the witnesses of her well-spent years,

may think fit annually to bestow on her a suit of clothing, or afford

her some comfort in the decline of life?" It may be added—How
many parents are there who have no children to support them ? how
many have children who are unable to afford them any support? And,

lastly, how many there are whose children need to be supported

themselves ?

The only other objection worthy of being noticed, is—that poor

men confiding in the legal provision to be made for them in old age,

will be improvident in their youth, and spend in the ale-house what

they are now careful to save. The answers are, first, that such is

not the fact in England where Poor Laws exist; for there, in the

vast majority of cases, every poor man who can afford it is careful

to make provision for old age by joining Benefit Societies. Se-

cond— it is impossible for those to be prudent, and this is the case

with the Irish poor, who never had any thing to lay up against the in-

firmities of old age. They have barely as much as preserves the

vital principle within them.

The urgent necessity which exists for the introduction of a system

of Poor Laws into Ireland will, we trust, induce the Government to

make their intended measure one, on the carrying of which, they will

be willing to stake their existence as an Administration. The know-

ledge of this determination will do much more to disarm the hos-

tility of those opposed to a legal provision for the poor of Ireland

than all the arguments grounded on justice, humanity, and sound

policy, which they will be able to urge in favour of such a measure,

J. G.
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RANDOM RECOLLECTIONS OF THE HOUSE OF
LORDS.*

No book on issuing from the press has given such general satis-

faction at least of late years, or required so early a reprint, as

"Random Recollections of the House of Commons ; " for, within

the short space of three months, three large editions have been pub-
lished. The merit of that work has been equally allowed by per-

sons whose political sentiments widely differ. It furnishes us with a

very graphic description of the personal appearance, manners, &c. of
the representatives of the British nation. 'I'hiswork, wehesitatenotto
say, will be read with much gratification, for years to come, by all

who take an active interest in the various governments of Europe,
and will be referred to by the biographers of our own country, when
recordino- the lives of those who have rendered themselves eminent
in our day. The same writer having prepared another work, under
the title of " Random Recollections of the House of Lords,'' which
reached us just as we were going to press, we hasten to lay before

our numerous readers such extracts as will not only amuse, but highly

gratify them. This latter work is written in the same plain, discriminat-

ing manner and style as the former. It is replete with interesting ob-

servations on the persons manners, and every thing which relates to the

public character of ihe noble Lords introduced. So the reader, whether
personally acquainted with the individuals or not, may be said to have
a full-length portrait of both " body and mind.'' The writer in this

volume as in the former, proves himself to be "one of no party.''

The touches of his pencil, whether they be light or otherwise, must be
considered relatively as necessary to bring the character fully out on
the canvas.

As we have already mentioned, the work only reached us when on
the eve of going to press, we are consequently unable this month
to give any detailed account of its contents ; and must satisfy

ourselves with a few extracts.

To such of our readers who have never visited the House of Lords,
the first chapter will be highly interesting, for it gives a minute de-
scription of the building, its offices, decorations, &c.
From Chapter II, which is restricted to the Forms, Rules, Regu-

lations, &c. of the House, we make the following extract : -

" The opening either of a new Parliament, or of a new Session of Parlia-
ment, when the latter is opened by the King in person, is a very imposing
spectacle. The former is always done by the King in person, except under
very extraordinary circumstances. The interior of the House, on such occa-
bions, presents a most interesting sight.

• Random Recollections of the House of Lords. By the Author of Random Recol-
ections of the House of Commons. Smith, Elder, and Co.
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" The ceremony usually commences at a quarter past two in the afternoon.

As early as twelve there is always a large attendance of Peeresses, Peeresses'

daughters, and other female members of the aristocracy, all in full dress. The
attendance of Peers on such occasions is usually limited ; their absence is

chiefly owing to a wish to accommodate the ladies with their seats. The
number of ladies generally present when the King opens a new Parliament,

or a new Session of Parliament, in person, is from two to three hundred.
Notwithstanding the extremely unfavourable state of the weather on the
opening of the present Session, the number of female members of the aris-

tocracy could not have been much under two hundred and fifty. As the pre-

sent House is of such very limited dimensions, a considerable number found
it impossible to procure comfortable seats in the body of the House, and
therefore stationed themselves in the two side galleries, which extend along

that part of the House nearest the throne. The scene, altogether, when the

King arrived, was one of unusual splendour. In the side galleries, as just

mentioned, and along the two first rows of benches on either side of the floor,

with the exception of the Ministerial bench, and that occupied by the leaders

of the Opposition,—the ladies were ranged, arrayed in their most splendid

apparel; while the other parts of the House were occupied by the Peers, the

Foreign Ambassadors, and other distinguished persons from every court in

the world maintaining at the present time a friendly understanding with this

country. The Peers were all clothed in the robes of state peculiar to tl;eir

respective ranks. The Foreign Ambassadors, and the other distinguished per-

sons from foreign courts, were also dressed in the court costume of their dif-

ferent countries. The Foreign Ambassadors have a place allotted to them-
selves on the seats immediately behind Ministers. Between the Ministerial

bench and the right of the throne are, as observed in the previous chapter,

the seats appropriated to the Lord's Spiritual, on which the Bishops sat,

dressed in full canonicals. Outside the bar were the members of the House
of Commons, headed by their Speaker. The gallery for strangers was on this,

as on all similar occasions, shut to the public. Peers' orders, which on other
occasions command the instant admission of those who are fortunate enough
to procure them, always go for nothing when the King opens Parliament in

person; and also, indeed, when it is opened by commission. Nothing but the
signed and sealed order of the Lord Great Chamberlain will prove a passport
to any one. The select character of the company, even in the strangers' gal-

lery, on such occasions, may, therefore, be at once inferred. The parties

consist, in a great measure, of the male relatives or friends of Peers.
" As on all similar occasions, the firing of cannon announced the arrival of

his Majesty outside the House. In a few minutes after, the flourishing of a
trumpet intimated that he was on the eve of making his entrance. The Peers

ail rose ; the King made his appearance and advanced to the throne. He
seated himself on it, and then desired the Lords to resume their seats. When
he is absent they usually sit with their hats on their heads ; when he is pre-
sent they are all uncovered, as a mark of respect to him. Shortly after, when
the necessary arrangecients were completed, and every one who had taken
part in the forms was in his proper place, the speech, written out, as it inva-

riably is, in large, legible penmanship, on two or three folio sheets of paper,
was put into his hands. He instantly, after looking first at the Lords, who
were all in the immediate vicinity of the throne, and then at the Commons
outside the bar, commenced reading the speech. A breathless calm ensued,
which was preserved to the close.
" In person the King is about the middle height. He can scarcely be said

to be corpulent, but his stoutness approaches to it. His shoulders are rather
high, and of uuusua breadth. His neck has consequently an appearance of
being shorter than i' is in reality. He walks with a quick but short step. He
is not a good walker. I know of no phrase which could more strikingly chaiac-
terise his mode of walking, than to say—" he waddles." The latter is not a
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very classical term, but in the present case it is peculiarly expressive. His
face is round and full. His complexion is something between dark and sal-

low. What the colour of his hair is I cannot positively say, as on every occa-

sion on which I have seen him he had either the crown or a hat on his head.

As far as I could form a judgment, it is of a light brown. His features are

small and not very strongly marked, considering his advanced age. His nose

is short and broad, rather than otherwise. His forehead is pretty ample both
in breadth and height, but has a flatness about it which deprives it of any
intellectual expression. His large light-gray eyes are quick in their move-
ments, and clear and piercing in their glances. His countenance is highly

indicative of good nature blended with bluntness. You see nothing, either

in his appearance or manners, that would lead you to infer that he was other

than a plain country gentleman. That he is good-hearted and unaflFectedly

simple in his demeanour is a fact of which you are convinced the very first

glance you get of him. The beadle of a parish, when clothed in his cloak

of oflSce, struts about at the church door with an air of immeasurably greater

self-importance than William the Fourth exhibits when he meets, in state,

the Nobles and Commoners of the land. You cannot help thinking that he
wishes in his heart he could either dispense with the prescriptive ceremonies
}i« has to go through, at the opening and closing of each Session, or that, in

the overflowing kindness of his soul, he forgets, at the time, he is the Sove-

reign of these realms. His every look and movement furnish evidence, not

to be mistaken, of the man triumphing over the Monarch. It is clearly with
difficulty that, in the midst of the procession to the throne, he restrains him-
self from suddenly stepping aside to shake hands with every nobleman he sees

around him. As it is—contrary to the usual practice of Kings on sucli occa-

sions—he nods, and evidently says in his own mind, ' How do you do ?
' to

every Peer he passes. Of his extreme good-nature and simplicity of manners
he gave several striking proofs at the opening of the present Session. The
day was unusually gloomy, which, added to an imperfection in his visual

organs, consequent on advanced years, and to the darkness of the present

House of Lords, especially in the place where the throne is situated—rendered

it impossible for him to read the Royal Speech with facility. Most patiently

and good-naturedly did he struggle with the task, often hesitating, somstimes
mistaking, and at others correcting himself. On one occasion he stuck al-

together, when, after two or three ineffectual efforts to make out the word,
he was obliged to give it up, when, turning to Lord Melbourne, who stood

on his right hand, and looking him most significantly in the face, he said, in

a tone sufficiently loud to be audible in all parts of the House, ' Eh ! what is

it?' The infinite good-nature and bluntness with which the question was
put, would have reconciled the most inveterate republican to monarchy in

England, so long as it is embodied in the person of William the Fourth.
Lord Melbourne having whispered the obstructing word, the King proceeded
to toil through the speech ; but by the time he got to about the middle, the
Librarian brought him two wax tapers, on which he suddenly paused, and
raising his head, and looking at the Lords and Commons, he addressed them,
on the spur of the moment, in a perfectly distinct voice, and without the

least embarrassment or the mistake of a single word, in these terms :

—

" ' My Lords and Gentlemen,
" ' I have hitherto not been able, from want of light, to read this speech

in the way its importance deserves ; but, as lights are now brought me, I will

read it again from the commencement, and in a way which, I trust, will com-
mand your attention.'

" He then again, though evidently fatigued by the difliculty of reading in

the first instance, began at the beginning, and read through the speech in a
manner which would have done credit to any professor of elocution—though
it was clear he laboured under a slight hoarseness, caused most probably by
cold. The sparkling of the diamonds in the crown, owing to the reflection
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caused by the lighted candles, had a fine effect. Probably this was the first

occasion on which a King of England ever read his speech by candle-light, at

the opening of his Parliament.
" Shakspeare lays it down as a maxim— ' Uneasy lies the head that wears

a crown.' It is no doubt true as a general rule, but it does not admit of

universal application. Had Shakspeare lived in the reign of William the

Fourth, he would never have penned the observation in the unqualified way
in which it stands. He would have seen, in the person of our present Sovereign,

an exception to the rule. His head does not lie uneasily. The Crown sits lightly

on it. Not that he is indifferent about the welfare of his subjects ; far from it;

but because he believes that they live under a mild and paternal and enlight-

ened Government, and that, conscious of nothing but the most kindly feelings

towards them, he never allows his mind to be haunted for one moment with

any suspicion of their loyalty to his person or fidelity to his throne. It is

one of the irresistible tendencies of his nature to look on the sunny side of

the picture ; in this case his unsuspecting disposition will not betray him into

any error. The generous confidence he reposes in the friendly feelings of his

subjects towards him is not misplaced. Few monarchs have reigned more

in the affections of his subjects than does William the Fourth of England."

The third Chapter is headed " Miscellaneous Observations." We
extract the following passages :

—

" Every one who has had an opportunity of observing the proceedings in

both Houses, must have been struck with the decided superiority of the Upper
over the Lower House in regard to the talent, order, and good taste displayed

in debating on public questions.
" Observations to this effect are invariably made by those who have been

present during debates in both Houses ; and they have generally expressed

their surprise at the circumstance. It appears to me that nothing could be

more capable of easy explanation. In the first place, the Peers being here-

ditary, and once in the Upper House remaining there for life, have, in the

great majority of cases, been members for a long course of years, and, conse-

quently, have all the advantage of experience in regard to its proceedings over

the other branch of the legislature. Then, again, the greater part of them
have the further advantage of having been drilled into habits of public speak-

ing and transacting public business, by a sort of apprenticeship in the House
of Commons. And how much long practice sharpens the faculties of the

mind, as well as in most cases improves the manner of public speaking, must
be known to every body who has ever thought on the subject. The Commons
have no such advantages : a great number of the members of that House re-

tire at every general election,—not to mention the changes which take place

in the representation of the country in the interval ; while their places are

supplied by raw country gentlemen, and persons who know nothing of public

business or public speaking,—many of whom perhaps never were in the House
in their lives. To school such persons into a knowledge of the rules and
forms of a House, requires, in many cases, a period of some years. But this

is not all. In the House of Commons, the members being responsible to

their constituents, and liable to be dismissed on the recurrence of every new
general election, are often, for the sake of retaining their good opinion, obliged

to make speeches whether Nature has intended them for public speaking or

not ; and often, too, on particular subjects with which they are but very im-

perfectly acquainted. Indiflerent exhibitions on the floor of the Lower House
must, in many cases, be the result of this disagreeable necessity. In the

Upper House, the members are more fortunately circumstanced. Respon-
sible to no constituency or person, and certain of their seats for life, unless

they commit any serious crime against the State, they are perfectly free to act

as they choose—to make a speech or maintain an unbroken silence, just as

they feci inclined.
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"The scenes of confusion so common in the other House, are of very rare

occurrence in the Lords. In the latter place one's ears are never assailed by
the zoological sounds so frequently to be heard in the Lower House. The
art of cock-crowing has yet to be learned by the Peers ; nor have any of their

Lordships yet afforded evidence of possessing the enviable acquirement of
braying like a certain long-eared animal, yelping like a dog, or mewing like

the feline creation. You hear no sounds in the Upper House resembling
those emitted by a Scotch bagpipe or an Italian hand-organ. There are no
ventriloquists there : if you wish to see exhibitions, and hear sounds of this

description, you must descend to the Lower House, where you cannot fail to

form a very exalted opinion of the talents of the principal performers.
" In the Lords, the triumphant party never even cheer, in the usual accepta-

tion of the term, however great the victory they have achieved over their oppo-
nents. The announcement of the result of every division is heard in unbroken
silence. In the course of the debates—however hgh party feeling may run
on each side of the question—you never witness any other demonstration of
that feeling than in an occasional ' Hear, hear !' Or it may be, your ears

are greeted with cries of ' Order, order !
' from the opposite side, when any

member is transgressing, or is supposed to be transgressing, the rules of the
House, either as regards the respect due to some Peer individually, or to the

House in its collective capacity. You are struck with the gravity which
usually characterises the proceedings in the Upper House. The contrast

will appear particularly striking if you have been in the other House in some
of its more noisy and uproarious moods. The gravity, indeed, of the pro-

ceedings in the Lords, often verges on dulness : still you cannot fail to be
struck with the superior talents and business habits of their Lordships.

" There is one thing which goes far to account for the superior gravity

and order which characterise the proceedings of the hereditary branch of the

legislature, apart from the influence which their Lordships' own notions of
dignity have in producing those effects. I allude to the circumstance of the

disparity in the number of members in each House. Though the number of
members in the House of Lords is only about a third less than the number
of members of the other House, the attendance on important occasions in the

latter place, is usually nearly three times as great as that in the Lords. The
system of voting by proxy in the Upper House, while no such system exists

in the Lower, accounts for this. It is unnecessary to add, that whenever bu-
siness is transacted, or any question is discussed, either by large or small
assemblages, there must of necessity be much more order and regularity of
proceeding in the latter than in the former case.

" You will never on any occasion, from the commencement to the close of

a session, observe any of the Peers lying horizontally on the seats,—which is

so general a practice in the other House. They have too high a sense of
their own dignity for that. Neither do you, with two exceptions, ever see

any of them somnolent. The exceptions I refer to are a Ministerial Duke
and a member of the Right Rev. Bench of Bishops. His Grace has not been
very regular in his attendance of late : formerly he was exemplary in his legi-

slative conduct, in so far as his presence and his votes were concerned ; but
he never heard a word of the debates. No matter how important the ques-

tion, or who were the speakers,—there he sat firmly locked in the arms of
Morpheus, with his head half buried in his breast. He always sat, as Mil-
ton would have said, " apart by himself." What is worthy of observation is,

that he was most regular in his attendance when there was no subject of im-
portance before the House ; and when, conseciuently, the benches were com-
paratively empty. If there was one bench on his side of the House which
was unoccupied, on it he was sure to scat himself. The Right Rev. Prelate

to whom 1 refer, has not quite so strong a disposition to somnolency : he
only addresses himself to sleep occasionally during the proceedings ; but when
he docs 80, there is no mistake about the matter. Soundly and well does he
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sleep. Nothing will awake him till he has had his nap out. Not even the thun-

ders of Lord Brougham's eloquence, when in his most violent and impassioned

moods, have the slightest effect in the way of disturbing the Right Rev. Pre-

late's slumbers. While the Lord Chancellor in the debate on the Irish Tithes

Bill, in August, 1834, was causing the walls of the House to resound with

the fierce invectives he hurled " at all and sundry" opposed to Ministers, and
especially at the devoted head of the Earl of Mansfield,—the Right Rev. Bishop

slept " as sweetly" as if his Lordship had only been singing a lullaby. The
zest with which he enjoys a stolen slumber appears to be so great, that he

must often, on awaking, have cordially concurred with Sancho Panza in in-

voking a thousand blessings on the head of him who invented sleep. In fact,

the profoundness of his slumbers seems to be in proportion to the loudness of

the tones of the speaker. How profound, if this hypothesis be a correct one,

would be his Reverence's repose in the immediate vicinity of the Falls of

Niagara ! Byron loved the ocean's roar. The roar of this mighty cataract

would be " most sweet music" to the Right Rev. Prelate's ears."

The sixth Chapter contains sketches of the Duke of Cumberland,
the Duke Welling^ton, the Duke Gordon, the Duke Newcastle, the

Duke of Buckingham, the Duke of Northumberland, and the Duke
of Buccleugh ; our extracts must be restricted to the Dukes of

Cumberland and Wellington :—
" The Duke of Cumberland is sure to be known by every stranger of or-

dinary observation, before the latter has been an hour in the House. No
person ever entered the gallery, when His Royal Highness was in the House,
without—as soon as he had collected his senses, scattered by the novelty of

the place and the circumstances by which he found himself surrounded—put-

ting the question to the individual next him, " Who is that nobleman with the

large whiskers and mustachois?" pointing at the same time to the Duke of

Cumberland. Not only to His Royal Highness's whiskers and mustachios

of unusually large dimensions, but their milk-white appearance could notful
to make them, were they much smaller, attract the eye of every stranger.

Then there is the ample harvest of hair " silvered o'er by age," which his

head always exhibits. But independently of all these peculiarities in the per-

sonal appparance of the Duke, there is something so singular— I do not like

to use another word lest it might be deemed invidious—something so much
out of the usual class, if one may use such phraseology, of human faces, that

a stranger's eye must necessarily alight on his out of two or three hundred
others. It is one of that class of countenances which makes so deep and per-

manent impression on you, that you can, with the greatest ease, call it up
in all its individuality before your own mind's eye, but which you find to be

diflScult, if not impossible, to place vividly before the eye of another. His
brow is ample enough, and has something of an intellectual expression ; but

his eyebrows protrude, and are made more remarkable by his large prominent
eyelashes. His eyes are small but quick, with a somewhat unpleasant ex-

pression about them. When he knits his brow, and contracts the other

features of his face, which he sometimes does in a manner peculiar to him-
self, his eyes are almost buried in his head. His features, generally, are

strongly marked, and have the reverse of a prepossessing appearance. His
complexion has something sallow about it. There are|]wrinkles in his face,

which is of a round form, but they are only few in number, and not very deep

or broad in one who has attained the sixty-fifth year of his age. His height

is above the usual size, and his figure may be said to be handsome. His
countenance has nothing of the glow of health in it, but his body seems
strong and compact. He dresses with much simplicity—he is never foppish.

A plain brown coat, light vest, light small clothes, and a white hat, is the

kind of attire to which he seems most partial.

"The Duke of Cumberland is no speaker. I use the word in an em-
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phatic sense; for he has no voice, in the ordinary acceptation of the term.
He emits certain sounds, it is true, but they are altogether unlike the o rdinary
tones of the human voice. The words which proceed from his mouth have a
sort of yelping or growling sound, and are generally so imperfectly pro-
nounced, or in so low a tone, as to render it an altogether hopeless task for

any one not immediately beside him to perceive what he is saying, however
great may be the attention paid to him. Whether or not this singularly
imperfect enunciation be the effect of any physical cause, is a question on
which I am unable to express an opinion. He speaks seldom, and generally

not more than about half a dozen sentences at a time. The longest speech
I ever heard him deliver—if the few sentences uttered in so short a period
should be dignified by the name of speech—did not occupy more than five

minutes in the delivery. When addressing the House, his manner is most
mild and conciliatory. No one, who did not know him, would ever suppose,
from his manner, that he could be so ultra in his Toryism, or so zealously
attached to his opinions. He stands quite motionless : there is no emphasis
in his voice, nor the slightest appearance of warmth about him. He looks
a perfect model of political moderation. He never, or at least, but seldom,
and even then, under very peculiar circumstances, applies a harsh or offen-

sive epithet to his opponents. There is no man in the House who causes
him a fiftieth part of the annoyance that Lord Brougham does, and yet he
will allude, from time to time, with the greatest apparent good nature, to

certain observations of the learned Lord. Nay, in a day or two after Lord
Brougham, in one of his furious attacks on him, had called him " the
Illustrious by courtesy," I saw his Royal Highness lean across the table

and converse for some time with his Lordship with as much apparent
kindness and cordiality of feeling as if nothing had happened. What are
the real feelings with which he regards Lord Brougham are well known to
His Royal Highness's friends. He is an excellent politician, however, in

so far as external conduct is concerned ; it suits his purpose to appear to feel

as little as possible under the attacks of his opponents; and he sustains the
assumed indifference admirably well.

" He is a man of no talent. He has not the remotest pretensions to intellect

of any kind, or in any of its various modifications. He has not even the com-
mand of tolerable words wherewith to express any sentiment, such as it is, he
may entertain. His late memorable letter to the chairman of the Select Com-
mittee for an inquiry into the alleged introduction of Orangeism into the army,
afforded the most humiliating proof of his utter ignorance of the plainest
rules of composition.

" He has not the slightest direct influence in the House. No nobleman,
except perhaps Lord Kenyon, is directly guided in his conduct by the views
which his Royal Highness entertains on any public question. He contrives,
however, by indirect means to influence several of the more ultra of his party.
In fact, he is, by no means, so bad a tactician as his opponents suppose. He is

not deficient inthat species ofcleverness which is more generally called cunning.
" In my work on the other House of Parliament, I have mentioned the

names of several members who are most exemplary in their attendance on
their legislative duties. I doubt not many will be startled when I state the
fact, that there is not a member in either House who can at all, in this re-
spect, be compared with the Duke of Cumberland. From the moment the
doors are opened until they are again closed, you see him in his seat. He is,

literally—the door-keeper of course excepted—the first man in the House and
the last out of it. And this not merely generally, but every night—no matter
how uninteresting the business to be transacted—from the commencement to
the close of the Session.

The intellectual ciiaracter and personal appearance of the Duke
of VVellinu;l«)n is thus portrayed by our author. It is a sketcii
which will be read with interest:

—
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" I now come to speak of the most distinguished man of the present day,

either in this or any other country. I allude to the Duke of Wellington.
It will at once be understood, that in characterising his Grace as the most dis-

tinguished man of the present day, I speak of him in his capacity of a general,

and not in that of a statesman. In this latter respect, however, I am disposed

to assign him a much higher rank than he is generally allowed to fill by those

who entertain political principles opposite to his. If on some great occasion

he has failed in his calculation of the probable effects of circumstances, and

the probable course of events, it is not to be disputed by his most implacable

foes that he has been, in cases of unusual difficulty, successful in others. The

mere fact of his carrying on the government of the country during the eventful

period which intervened between the resignation of Lord Goderich and the

dissolution of his own administration, is of itself unanswerable proof,—known
as it is by every one that that government was almost entirely under his own
individual guidance,—that his mental resources must be very far from those

of a common-place character. It must not only be recollected, that the period

during which his administration existed was one unusually critical as regarded

the posture both of home and foreign politics ; but that he had to undertake

the helm of government in the face of perhaps the strongest prejudice that ever

assailed any Ministry : a prejudice caused partly by the unpopularity of his

avowed high Tory principles, and partly by his memorable declaration, made

but a short time before his accession to the Premiership—that he would be

mad even to dream of filling that office.

"And yet, not only did the noble Duke conduct his government safely

through the storms and tempests of the period referred to, but at the very

moment he made his ill-judged declaration against reform, it seemed to be

resting more securely than ever. That declaration was not only the most

foolish that he ever made—it was infinitely more so than his previous well-

known statement, that he regarded county meetings as farces—but it was de-

cidedly the most imprudent that ever proceeded from the lips of a Minister of

the Crown. It could not fail to prove, in the then existing circumstances of

the country the destruction of his government. It had hardly escaped his

lips, when he himself saw that such would be its inevitable consequence.
" But that the Duke of Wellington, notwithstanding defects in his character

which prevent his being a statesman of the first class, is more than respectable

in that capacity, must be abundantly clear to every mind not blinded by pre-

judice. His conduct, first in the case of the claims of the Dissenters, and

afterwards in the case of the claims of the Roman Catholics, was such as no

mind but that of a statesman could ever have suggested. Though mistakiiig

the signs of the times, and ignorant of the state and force of public opinion in

other instances, he clearly saw those signs, and correctly estimated the force

of that opinion, as regarded the Test and Corporation Acts, and the disabilities

under which the Roman Catholics then laboured. I need not here remark,

that this conviction was not wrought on his mind by the arguments or repre-

sentations of his colleagues in the Cabinet ; for they were, to a man, obsti-

nately adverse to concession in either case : it was wholly the result of his

own reflections on the matter, and his clear perception of what the exigency

of each individual case demanded at his hands. Nor was the fact of his de-

termination to attempt the repeal of the Test and Corporation Acts, and to re-

dress the grievances of the Roman Catholics, under the peculiar and difficult

circumstances in which he was placed by his own previous opinions and con-

duct, and the existing state of sentiment on these topics among his colleagues

and friends,—less a proof of his possessing some of the leading attributes of

a statesman, than was the fact of his perceiving the then state of public opinion

as to the expediency of such measures. That he succeeded in carrying them

in the face of obstacles which would not only have appalled ordinary minds,

but which seemed altogether insuperable, is a still further evidence of his pos-

session of those attributes. There was hardly, I believe, a man in the country
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but himself, when he first declared his intention of bringing forward those
measures, who, with the House of Lords and the prejudices of George the
Fourth in his eye, ever dreamed that the noble Duke would succeed in the
objects he had view.

"The Duke of Wellington has generally evinced an intimate knowledge of
the resources of his own party, and of the amount of force which would be
necessary to carry their point, and d.^feat their opponents. Hence, as must
often have been observed, he has not only on many occasions pursued a more
moderate course than those of the more , bigoted and less calculating of his

Tory friends, but in various cases he has refused to co-operate with them at

all. In several instances this refusal to co-operate with his own party against
particular measures of a liberal Government, has arisen as much from a con-
viction of the imprudence of defeating Ministers—had those on his side of the
House possessed the power—as from a consciousness of the utility of the at-

tempt. In fact, his whole conduct shows that he is a man of great shrewd-
ness and prudence.

" Perhaps no man of the present day possesses greater moral courage than
the Duke of Wellington. It is that peculiar description of moral courage, too,
which teaches him to disregard alike the opinions both of friends and foes.

Let him be but convinced that a certain measure has become indispensable to
the peace or welfare of the country, and to the carrying of that measure, he will

lend all his energies in utter disregard alike of the smiles and frowns of others.

I do not believe that he is either to be smiled into or frowned out of a par-
ticular measure, however seductive the smile in the one case, or ominous
the frown in the other. He appears as indifferent to popularity as any public
man I know of the present day.
" Indeed, my impression is, that his moral courage is so extreme as to de-

generate into a blemish in his character. It was his utter indifference to popu-
larity that prompted his ill-judged and, to his own Government, fatal declara-
tion of November 1829, against all reform. And the same disregard of public
opinion contributed, there can be no doubt, to his resolution to centre the entire
government of the country in his own person during the space which inter-

vened between the ejection of the Melbourne Ministry in November 1834, and
the return of Sir Robert Peel from Italy. That was an experiment which no
one, not even his own greatest friends, ever undertook to justify. It was an
experiment, indeed, which admitted of no justification ; but was considered by
his own party, as well as by those of opposite politics, to be as unconstitu-
tional as it was bold and daring. ',

" One of the greatest defects in the character of the Duke as a statesman is,

his neither anticipating public opinion, nor keeping abreast with it. He
generally resists it till it has acquired an overwhelming power. Had he, when
in office, only granted a moderate measure of reform, the nation would have
been satisfied, at least for a time, and he might still have been Prime Minister
of the country. But by his refusal to yield one iota to the public demand,
that demand became more extensive in its scope, and louder in its tone, until
it could no longer be resisted with safety to the public peace-—He refuses the
little which would be gratefully received as an act of grace, and then finds
himself in the end compelled to make a much larger concession, for which he
does not even receive the thanks of his countrymen.

" His general information is neither varied nor profound ; but he very seldom
commits blunders in his speeches. He always pays particular attention to
any question of importance before the House before he ventures to open his
mouth on it. And there are few men who can so speedily master the leading
details of any question. His mind is acute, and his understanding vigorous

;

so that, in as far as the mere matter of his speeches is concerned, he generally
appears to some advantage. He often strikes out new courses of thought,
but seldom pursues them far. It is nothing uncommon to hear him urge a
series of ingenious arguments in favour of his view of the subject, without
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what is called dwelling on them. He is always clear : you can never mistake

the position he labours to establish, nor can you ever fail to perceive the im-

mediate bearing of his observations on that position.

" Were his diction and manner good, the noble Duke would rank high as a

speaker, but both are bad. His style is rough and disjointed—sometimes

positively incorrect : it is always, however, nervous and expressive. His

manner of speaking is much worse than his diction. He has a bad screech-

ing sort of voice, aggravated by an awkward mode of mouthing the words.

His enunciation is so bad, owing in some measure to the loss of several of his

teeth, that often, when at the full stretch of his voice, you do not know what

particular words he is using. At other times, and this too while his gesture

is vehement, he speaks in so low and peculiar a sort of tone, that you lose,

perhaps, whole sentences together.
" The Duke feels strongly on political questions, and there is always great

energy in his manner when expressing his sentiments. He generally makes a

liberal use of his arms, especially his right one, when on his legs, and moves

his body about for the purpose of enabling him to look his own friends, in

different parts of the House, in the face. In his more vehement moods, he

frequently falls into what, in parliamentary language, is called the habit of ex-

pectoration. His whole soul is thrown into his subject. You see at once

that he has no ambition to play the orator. He never uses a word more than is

necessary, nor does he attempt rhetorical flourishes. His speeches are full of

feeling and sentiment. You are only surprised when you see the intensity of

the former, if in opposition to any measure before their Lordships,—that he

does not divide the House on the subject.
" Notwithstanding his having attained the advanced age of sixty-seven, he

is full of spirits, and apparently in excellent health. The conformation of his

face is, by portraits, or otherwise, so familiar to every one that it is unnecessary

to describe it. I may simply mention that his hair is of a grayish colour and

that his complexion is pale and wan. His eye is quick and piercing, and his

whole countenance is highly indicative of energy and determination. In

height he is rather above the middle size. His form, for one of his years, is

slender, and remarkably erect. In his clothes he appears to evince a partiality

to a blue coat, and light vest and trousers. They are seldom well made, but

hang rather loosely on him."

Here we must close our extracts for the present. We received the

volume at too late an hour to enable us to quote any of the author's

Sketches of the Liberal Peers. In our next number v^e hope to be

able to advert to the work in a more analytical way, when we shall

have an opportunity of introducing to our readers such men as Earl

Grey, Lord Melbourne, Lord Brougham, and some of the right rev.

bench of bishops.
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NOTES OF THE MONTH.

"Damning a Piece.''— Have our readers ever seen a piece

"damned?" When the thing is done in proper style it is an amusing

scene. Amusing, we mean, to all but the unlucky wight of an author

and the almost equally unlucky wight of a manager. "An affair" of

this kind occurred a few weeks since in Covent Garden theatre.

The doomed piece was called The Fate of War. It was happily

named on more than one account. The object of the piece was to

exhibit a series of battles, sieges, defences, and retreats, between the

British and French troops. The theatre of war was intended by
the author to be in Spain ; but it occurred, in a double sense,

nearer home. The action was fought within the walls of the thea-

tre, and the militants were the actors and the audience. All dis-

tinction between the British and the French soldiers was speedily

lost on the stage. There these " martial enemies," owing to their igno-

rance of military evolutions, mingled together, as if on terms of the

warmest friendship. A more " awkward squad" was certainly never

exhibited either on the stage or off it. Nothingr could exceed the

clumsiness of every movement the " raw" troops made. Their evo-

lutions were so utterly ludicrous that the audience scarcely knew
whether they should give way to a feeling of indignation at the im-

position practised on them by dignifying the exhibition with " the

name of acting," or to one of admiration at the cool effrontery with

which the " military" persevered in their parts notwithstanding the

clumsiness of their execution. The good nature of the audience

triumphed for a little ; but it at last gave way, and was succeeded by
a storm of hisses, hootings, and yells, which certainly would have
been enough to frighten any body of actors from their propriety.

The author, we doubt not, nmst have been frightened out of his

senses. Poor fellow ! a real fire of musketry could have been
nothinsf to what he must have endured ! We were never before so

convinced of the advantage of retaining the anonymous in authorship.

Had the author of " The Fate of War" been known to (he au-

dience, there could have been no difficulty in conjecturing what his

" fate '' would have been : he would have fared much worse than

any of the soldiers he had exposed to the leadless musketry of the

enemy on the stage. He would have been torn to pieces by the

infuriated assemblage he had drawn together to see his " regulars

and irregulars" go through their evolutions. In his absence, or ra-

ther the audier.ee' ignorance of his identity, they made him suffer

vicariously in the person of Mr.Wallack, the stage manager. All the

responsibility fell on the latter. He was formally called to account, and
only escaped the consequences of the audience's indignation by coming
forward and declaring that it was contrary to his wishes the piece

was produced, and adding that it would never be repeated. The
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author, we guess, will be in no hurry to make another attempt at

dramatic authorship—at all events we may say, with tolerable cer-

tainty, he will be in no haste to " play at soldieiV again.

Diversity of Tastes.— " There is no accounting for tastes," says

the proverb. Undoubtedly there is not; for it is equally proverbial

that what is one man's taste is another man's poison. One meets

with people of singular tastes in jostling through the world. Not
the least curious of those which have lately come under our notice is

that of a poor beggar woman who follows the judges barefooted in

their circuit. The following is the way in which the fact was stated

in the Standard a few evenings ago :

—

" The beggar woman, who has for several years walked the Ox-
ford circuit barefoot, following the route of the judges from place to

place, as their Lordships go to hold the assizes, is now on that circuit

as usual."

What attraction huge powdered wigs, and countenances remark-

able only for their gravity, can have in the eyes of this poor woman,
is more than we can tell. But this we know, that to some people

there is not a more unpleasant spectacle in the world. The very

idea of a judge, or an assize, conjures up reflections in some men's

minds—aye, and in some women's too—which are the reverse of

agreeable. Instead of following them about from place to place, as

this poor woman does, it is no uncommon thing to hear of people

not only recoiling at the bare idea of meeting a judge, but suddenly

flying across the Atlantic to avoid the unpleasant intercourse. How
wretched must be the taste of this beggar woman in the estimation

of a certain class of people at the antipodes!

Release of a Prisoner.—The following paragraph appeared

in a late number of the Mirror :
—" A toad, imbedded in an apparent-

ly solid mass of stone, was discovered last September, in a field at

W., to the utter horror of the operator, when the shivered block

disclosed its unsightly inmate. The creature, thus instantaneously

restored to light and life, hopped vigorously away before the momen-
tary surprise had been surmounted ; and, being hotly pursued by a

dog which was standing near, it escaped beyond recovery into the

long grass and weeds of the neighbouring hedge."

This paragraph is altogether one of the most unique which has

met our eye for some time. The circumstances connected with the

discovery of the toad are most elaborately described. The only

thino- we dislike about it is that which represents the discovery to

have taken place " in a field near W." Rather than have seen

this same W. where it now stands we could have wished thei'e

had been no such letter in the alphabet. What we are appre-

hensive of is that sticking in the letter, where it now stands, will

have the effect of throwing discredit, in some people's minds, on the

whole statement, though we ourselves most jjotently believe every

particle of it. Why could not the writer have named the place

hinted at by the " W" at once. Had it been a case of crim con

instead of the liberation of a toad from prison, he could not have
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been more cautious lest he should commit himself. How or when the
solitaire was put into confinement, nobody can tell, because nobody
knows. Possibly, and here we speak with sober seriousness, the poor
creature may have been shut up in its little stony cell before the time of
Adam. In that case, with what strange personages of the biped
creation has it been contemporary ! What important events have
taken place in its day ! Empires have risen and fallen, and the

world has been, in one sense, turned upside down, while it has all

the while been cooped up in its little rocky quarters. And yet it has
known nothing of the changes which have occurred. But a truce
to moralization ; for, if the temptation presented in this case to in-

dulge in it were not resisted in the onset, there is no saying when
or where it would end. " The creature," says the writer, *' thus in-

stantaneously restored to light and life, hopped vigorously away."
How does he know that it was restored to life ? That would imply it

had been dead, which he has no ground for assuming. We see no
right he has to assume that it was even asleep during its lengthened
imprisonment. That " it hopped vigorously away" was not to be
wondered at, after undergoing so protracted a confinement. We
are sorry " it escaped beyond recovery into the long grass and weeds
of the neighbouring hedge,'' because we should like to have learned
something of its future history. However we cannot blame it for

escaping, when we are informed " it was hotly pursued by a do«r

which was standing near." Had we been " standing near," we
would have " hotly pursued " the dog, and in the event of overtaking
him would have given him a sound beating ; for what rio-ht, we
should like to know, had he, or any other " Bow-wow," hotly to pur-
sue this poor toad on its liberation after a confinement possibly of
five or six thousand years ? It might at least have had breathino-

time allowed it before it was subjected to any such molestation. The
man, who had been confined forty-eight years in the Bastile, had no
sooner been liberated than he wished to be again taken back to his

dungeon : this unfortunate creature must have participated in the
wish when it had no sooner been restored to the light than it was
" hotly pursued by a dog."

Veut Important.— The Times, a few days ago, had a paragraph
of some length, in which a very pompous account is given of the
circumstance of Nina Lassave, the mistress of the late Fieschi,
having abruptly quitted the Cafe in which she had been "exhibit-
ing,'' in consequence of one of the spectators having thrown a cup
of coffee in her face. It is added, that no one knows what has become
of her. This is doubtless prodigiously important intelligence to
the public. The movements of Napoleon were not more carefully
watched, or scrupulous recorded in the public journals, than are
those of Nina Lassave.

The Ravel Family.—Either this "family" must be ubiquitous,
or it must consist of so many members as to be capable of being
subdivided into several families. One of the Bath papers, of Satur-
M. M.—No. 4. 2 D
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day the 19lh, stales, " that to-morrow night"—what a profane
people the inhabitants of Bath must be, if they thus sanction thea-

trical performances on Sunday !
—*' the renowned Ravel Family,

whose feats have excited such astonishment in London, make their

appearance on the Bath boards." Now, every body knows that the

Ravel Family, or at any rate a Ravel Family, were not only per-

forming their " astonishing feats" here at the time mentioned ; but

that they " exhibited" in the Adelphi theatre for a week afterwards.

The Pubi-ic—A Singular Theft.^II 'appears from the Bath
Journals that a very animated and angry discussion has taken place

among the Town Council of that city relative to some new church in

the town. We have not been able to master the details ; but one
gentleman proves very clearly that some sad misdoings have been
going on. Hear what he says :

—

" The public have been wronged in this new church. I myself have
had a vault taken away."
The public, every body knows, is a grossly injured personage. At

least we daily hear of the wrongs v/hich are done him. To be sure

he gets credit for being a sufferer, and receives our warmest sympa-
thies when he has no claim to them ; for certain people have got an

awkward custom of identifying their own individual wrongs, fancied

or real, with those of Mr. Public. We by no means say that is th-e

case in the present instance, when this town councillor of Bath says,
•' The public have been wronged in the new church ;" but we must
confess it does look somewhat like it, when he adds in the same
breath, " I myself have had a vault taken away." Some persons

have not only a strong penchant for felony ; but the articles they

steal are sometimes of a very curious kind. We have heard of

persons whose acquisitive propensities were such that where there

was nothing else within their reach they would steal a coffin. This,

however, is the first instance which has come under our notice of any
one stealing a vault ! We marvel how the thief managed to carry

it away. We recollect a case in which an old gentleman's gouty

shoes were stolen, when the sufferer remarked that all the punish-

ment he wished the rascal who had taken them was, that they might

fit him. We think the member of the Town Council of Bath, who
has had his vault taken away, may be reconciled to his loss in the hope
that " the rascal of a thief" may soon find use for it.

Yankee Controversy.—Who that has ever seen an American
newspaper has not been amused by the rich abuse which either the

editors or their correspondents heap on each other when they happen
to fall into controversy I Cobbett was a mere novice in the art of vi-

tuperation when compared with Jonathan. A few days since we pro-

mised ourselves a rich exhibition of the kind from two letters,

written by Americans, which appeared in a Morning Paper;
but one' of the controversialists marred the sport by a pre-

mature retirement from the field. The aggressor in this

case, speaking of the alleged bad taste of Mr. Jones, the Ame-
rican actor, in getting up the late meeting in Freemasons'
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tavern, to express sympathy for the sufferers by the recent fire at

New York, happened to say, " I am sure the views of Mr. Jones do
not accord with those of the citizens of New York, with whom he
can be but very little acquainted." One would have thought that

this phraseology was sufficiently measured. Not so, thinks Mr.
Jones. After saying that the object of the meeting was to express

"sympathy for the late conflagration at New York" (for the sufferers

by the laie conflagration, we presume, he means), he waxes wondrously
indignant and grandiloquent, and thus apostrophises his assailant :

—

" You really. Sir, take a great responsibility on yourself in making
this assertion, for it is founded in total ignorance, if not falsehood.

My knowledge of the American character arises not from an airy

vision, but from the reality of experience." " If," he adds, " I am
very little acquainted with the citizens of New Yoik, where is my
feeling of gratitude to that community for their liberal patronage
to ray histrionic endeavours, for four successive years, in the national

theatre of their city? Allow me to ask, which of?/sisbest qualified

to dilate on the American character ; the person (perhaps) who has

passed his days behind a shopboard, or that man who has been nightly

before a generous public?'' The adroitness with which Mr. Jones
here introduces the affairs of the shop is only equalled by that with
which he aims a thrust at his adversary, by insinuating that he is a
merchant or clerk, Mr. Jones continues the same indignant apostro-

phe. "I trust, if you are an American, that no shame compels you
to conceal your name beneath the mask of secresy and hypocrisy."

"There," as the boys in the streets say—" there, take that, you person
((jerhaps) who have passed your days behind a shopboard."

Sir William Draper was not a whit more severe or indignant when
he stigmatised Junius as an " anonymous slanderer,'' and dared him
to come forth and throw oft" his mask.
The " person" who has thus very innocently and unconsciously,

we have no doubt, called forth Mr. Jones's ire, dates his letter from
'* Pearl-street," and the tragedian leaps at once to the conclusion

that, ergo, he " must be either a merchant, or, perhaps, a clerk.'' We
say nothing of the infinite superiority which the tragedian here
assumes for the histrionic profession over the business of a merchant
or clerk. What we are anxious to know is, in the first place, what is

the geography in our metropolitan world of this same " Pearl-street;",

for we were ignorant of the existence ofsuch a street. And, secondly,

does nobody but merchants or clerks reside in it? ! In the latter case

only is Mr. Jones entitled to credit for his logical acquirements. Mr.
Jones's epistle seems to have frightened his adversary out of hi* pro-

priety, for we have heard nothing of him since. We regret this ;

for if only half a dozen letters had passed between the belligerents

they would have become so abusive as to afford the British public rare

sport.

Anti-Maltiiusians.- -The northern Belgians, it appears, are no
disciples of the late Mr. Malthus. They bid fair to beat the Irish

themselves in the science of infant propagation. Vide the following
paragraph, which appears in the daily papers :

—
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" In the year 1834, there was born in the northern Netherlands 87,800
children ; the deaths were 68,484 ; the marriages 21,281."

Of the preponderance of the births o^-er the deaths we say nothing',

though there is room for a remark or two on that point. What we
are anxious to know is, how it happens that where there are only
21,281 marriages per annum, there should be 87,802 births.

Dominie Sampson would have held up his hands and exclaimed,
" Prodigious !" with a special emphasis at such a statement. In most
European countries, Ireland excepted, the average interval of births

in families (making due allowances for those instances in which no
children result from marriage) is two years. In the northern Ne-
therlands, if the above statement be correct, the average interval of
births in the matrimonial state must be much shorter, even on the

supposition, which for the sake of Belgian morality we are unwilling
to make, that an unusual sprinkling of the children are born out

of wedlock.

Suspicious Persons.—The following advei-tisement appeared in

a Hobart Town paper :

—

" Found, on a suspicious person, two remarkably fine bullocks."

We do not exactly see how these couple of "remarkably fine bul-

locks" could have been found oii any person, whether suspicious or

otherwise. But let that pass. What we should like to know is whe-
ther there be any test, and if so, Avhat the test is in Hobart Town, by
which the question whether a man be suspicious or not is to be de-

cided. The great criterion of respectability is held by some people
in this country to be the circumstance of one's keeping a gig'. This,

as mentioned in the " Notes of the Month'' in a former number, was
seriously stated by a witness in a course of examination in a court of

law. No matter though whole families were ruined by some fashion-

able swindler, so long as he managed to keep a gig he was respectable.

What constitutes a " suspicious" appearance in Hobart Town, and
consequently exposes one to the risk of having his " remarkably fine

bullocks,'' or any other property he may chance to possess, taken from
him, we know not. Possibly, if he have " a shocking bad hat," or

be but indifferently attired, or chance to have a long beard, he may,
according to the sapient legislation of that place, be a very fit subject

of suspicion. That "suspicious" characters are as plentiful as black-

berries, as FalstafF would have said, in that part of the world, we can

well believe ^indeed, we "suspect" the records of the Old Bailey, 'f

carefully examined, would afford presumptive evidence of the fact.

But the question still recurs—What are the recognised symptoms of

being " suspicious'' in that place ? It is important we should ascertain

this before we make up our minds to emigrate thither. It is no joke

to have oneself branded in a public journal as a " suspicious" person,

in addition to one's " bullocks" or other property being taken from hinu

ANECDOTE OF JOHN FAWCET.

The celebrated John Fawcett, the strictest and best stage ma-
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nager Covent-garden theatre ever boasted, gave Tokely some

good advice on the subject of drink. Tokely was an excellent co-

median, and could he have conquered his bibulous propensities, must

have reached a lofty eminence ; but he sunk beneath the vice, and

added one more name to the long, long list of men of mind who have

yielded to the triumphs of rum. Fawcett admired his talent, and did

his best to wean him from his practices, but in vain. Tokely came

drunk to the rehearsal more than once, and Fawcett, irritated at his

conduct, spoke to him thus :
—" What a beast you must be, to swill

in this way so early in the morning. Look at yourself; and if the

liquor has not drowned every feeling of shame, blush while I draw

your picture. Unwashed hands and face—a long beard—foul linen

and dirty boots—a fiery and loathsome breath—an unsteady gait

—

and the countenance of an idiot. You have become an object of pity

to your friends, of derision to your enemies, of anoyance to your ma-

nao-er, a curse to your family, and a disgrace to the profession you

otherwise might honour. That is what you gain for a momentary

gratification. If you love drink, and nothing seems able to stop you,

at least get drunk like a gentleman, and never till you have dined."

Tokely was too blue to remember any thing of this sermon upon

temperance, but the last line. The next morning he was called to

rehearsal at ten o'clock. He reeled from the gin-shop, and stood

before Fawcett most obviously swipey. The manager shook his

head more in sorrow than in anger ; but Tokely, cocking his hat,

and buttoning up his coat in all the seeming confidence of right,

said, with many hiccups, " It's all right, sir, I have followed your ad-

vice, it's all right ! I've dined.''

THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE.

King's Theatre.—Since last greeting our theatrical readers, this

right royal-named property hath opened its portals and submitted

to the inspection and auscultation of its loyal suppoi'ters a numerous

corps of histrionic aspirants, among whom will be found several of

high-sounding note, and others, eminent professors of calislhenic

movements. Among the former have appeared Madame Colleoni-

Corti and Signor Cartogeneva. The lady possesses a shrill, powerful,

yet exquisitely pleasing voice. She astounds her hearers when run-

ning up the chromatic passages, and keeps them in suspense until

the descent, which presents as powerful a contrast as the gentle rill

to the mountain torrent. Independently of her harmonic qualifica-

tions, she has all the enthusiasm and ardour of a polished and accom-

plished actress. Madame has already enchanted many admirers of

her talent ; and, if she be not shelved on the appearance of Grisi,

she will constitute a formidable rival to that lady. Signor Cartoge-

neva is a compound of the Tamburini and Ilubini class. Endowed with

a voice of considerable compass, great flexibility, and much sweet-

ness, lie gives efl'ecl to passages expressive of manly dignity, con-

stancy, and affection, thai, in his personation of the characters that
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would be assigned to the above artists, their absence created not a
vacuum. Bellini's Opera of ' Straniera' was the opening novelty,

which has been succeeded by the ' Beatrice di Tenda' of the same
composer. They are decidedly inferior to the soiiUinspiritmg pro-

ductions of Rossini, whose style is occasionally trespassed upon, but

they afford a relief to the monotonous hold so justly sustained at this

Theatre by that eminent genius. The opera of ' Straniera is a ver-

sion of the English Stranger, and the ' Beatrice' bears a close sem-
blance to the well-known opera seria of Anna Bolena. The story is

made up ofjealousies, false affections, and unjust executions. The pre-

sence of Majesty sanctioned the first night of its production and con-

firmed its success. Since then, the opera has been repeated with in-

creased effect, and will no doubt constitute the entertainment ofmany
a future evening. We are promised much in the way of novelty

and first-rate ability after Easter, which promise, if realized, will

ensure the most successful season foe many years. The Ballet is at

present in its infancy, Varin, St. Romain, M. Couston, and M.
Guillet, are the leaders of the troop. General Perrot will shortly

take command assisted by his forthcoming Aid de Camp, Mile Grisi,

sister to the syren of that name.— Tempus Monslrat.

Drury Lane.—From Monday to the week's end. The Jewess!

—

The Jewess! ! Chevy Chase !—Chevy Chase! \—Zampa ! Zampa!!
Does the altered public taste require in dramatic representations so

much pomp and pageantry, such clangour of arms, such storming of

castles, such prancing of horses, such cataracts, such earthquakes,

such commixture of heterooreneous matters as have for a longf time

constituted the bill of fare of this National Theatre ; or has the judg-
ment of the public become so corrupted or depraved by feeding so

long on such unwholesome food that, like the physical pampered ap-

petite, it rejects the flavour of simple and congenial nourishment?
We think that a well-founded admixture of scenery with dialogue

is absolutely necessary for the success of the drama. In a theatre,

the eye as well as the mind must be fed ; for, if the latter be too co-

piously supplied with even the best and purest matter, it flags and
tires— it cannot digest so fast as when in the quiet recess of the closet,

where it has time and leisure to reflect on the amplifying texts pre-

sented to its undivided attention. Many of the plays of Shakspeare

are, therefore, not altogether capable of being well adapted for the

stage. They require a stronger mental exertion than a mixed au-

dience can possibly devote to the comprehending their numerous and
varied beauties. One line alone will often afford matter for an hour's

thought. It is for this reason that the plays of Othello, King Lear,

&c., fail of giving general satisfaction, even when assisted by the ta-

lents of a Kean or a Macready. On the other hand there is a dan-

ger in running into the opposite extreme. Without an admixture
of heart-stirring instructive dialogue, and well-connected plot, the

splendid scenery becomes mere childish baubles, and the theatre,

instead of being a school of combined amusement and instruction,

and the vehicle for inculcating some moral lessons, becomes a peep-

show for matured children and a medium for administering to the

worst pa'ssions and prejudices of mankind. Wt; cannot help thinking

that such exhibitions are infinitely behind the spirit of the age.
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CovENT Garden.—Much novelty in the way of failure and little

that has proved Ruccessful has been exhibited on the boards of this

Theatre within the last month. However it appears the Manager
does not complain, nor should the privileged snarl and bite when
strong efforts, although not successful, are made on the part of all

interested therein to give satisfaction. Charles Kemble took his

benefit on the closing night of the season, and his leave of the au-

dience previous to his provincial tour.

Olympic.—After a crowded audience had been delighted by the

varied and powerful talents of the Olympic company,—after the in-

imitable Liston, that masterpiece of Nature's comic workmanship,
had pourtrayed to perfection the jealous and uxorious Damon of fifty,

and Mrs. Orger seconded his exertions in the loving spouse of forty-

five,—after the second Charles Mathews had, like the rays of the

spring-morning sun, cheered the heart with the promise of a glorious

day, and made us bless the honoured memory of his departed parent

for leaving us such a legacy of his genius and good breeding—the

green curtain drew silently aside, and the high-priestess of the god-
dess of mirth, in an elegant and becoming dress, stood before us. An
uproarious and enthusiastic thunder of applause welcomed her ap-

pearance, and as suddenly gave way to silence profound and uninter-

rupted while Vestris advanced and spoke

—

"Ladies and Gentlemen, For the sixth time it is my duty to say— Fare-

well ! My term has expired, but I have the honour to announce to you that

I have SIGNED and sealed a new lease for five years more, which waits but

for your hands to affix to it the stamp of public approbation. The manage-
ment of this little theatre has envied no other—opposed no other—imitated no
other ; it adopted, at the commencement, a line of its own, and its constant

study has been to give those entertainments which it professed to give, in

the best possible style, according to the best of its means and of its judgment.
This I humblyl take to be the true secret of our success—it is thus, at all

events, that we have won your support—it is thus we hope to preserve it.

During the recess the house will be newly painted and decorated ; and my
endeavours will be to retain those living fixtures on which you, as public ap-
praisers, have set the highest valuation. Your new favourite, Mr. Charles
Mathews,|will be with you in ' One hour after the curtain rises ;' and, I hope
I may add, your old favourite, Mr. Liston. If he should continue on the

stage I well know with what delight you will receive him—if not, his bril-

liant career will have terminated where that of his adopted son began—in
' The Old and Young Stager ;' and may it long be borne in mind, that this

building, which, in that case, will have been illumined by the parting glories

of the SETTING FATHER, was also the first to catch, and to reflect, the early

radiance of the rising son. Since we must separate for a season, it is, in-

deed, kind of you to have honoured us with the well-known pledge of enduring
friendship—'A Bumper at Parting;' and I beg. Ladies and Gentlemen, in
return for your flattering preference of custom to our house, to offer you
the grateful thanks of—VESTRIS and COMPANY."

Adelpiii.—No theatre in London has striven more to gain success,

nay, deserve it, than this centrally situated place of amusement. We
regret however to add that the result has proved any thing but pro-
fitable to the proprietors. It closed its brief season on Saturday
night last, when the customary adieu was expressed by Mr. Gallot,
as follows :

—

" Ladies and Gentlemen, On this, the last night of our season, I am com-
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missioned by the proprietors to offer you their grateful acknowledgments for

the very ample patronage which you have continued to extend to this establish*

ment. I am also requested by my brothers and sisters of the company to

offer their sincere and heartfelt thanks for the very flattering kindness with
which you have invariably received their humble exertions to please. Ladies
and Gentlemen, I have now to inform you that, when we shall next have the
pleasure of meeting you under this roof, the theatre will be under the sole

management of one who has long and indefatigably laboured for your amuse-
ment—that of Mr. Yates, assisted by the oldest and greatest favourites (though
absent this season), that have so frequently had the honour of appearing be-

fore you. Ladies and Gentlemen, till next season, we respectfully bid you
farewell."

MONTHLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE.

The Youthful Impostor; a Novel in three volumes. By George
W. M. Reynolds. London : Published by Coghlan, Publisher for

the French, English, and American Library, Paris, 5, King street,

Strand, and at Paris and Brussels.

This extraordinary publication, evidently the work of a young author,
though by no means an inexperienced one, caused a considerable sensation at

Paris, where it was first published, and has not a little attracted the mingled
applause and vituperation of the English at Brussels. Its appearance in

England islikelyto be hailed witha favourablereception : aiid,however we may
blame the verity of some of the scenes, and the high colours of others, we
frankly avow that we see much to praise—more, indeed, than to blame.
The tale is principally founded upon the adventures of the Fortunate Youth,
an individual whose roguery may be well remembered some twenty years ago,
and which was discovered, we believe, by Sir Robert Wilson. Mr. Reynolds
has exemplified an extensive acquaintance with the intricacies of society

—

vi.ch

the world—with the passions of men—and the villany of which many are
capable. But he was wrong in attempting to expose the secrets of Free-
masonry, as well as in developing the proceedings of the convention of
tradesmen in Cockspur street. With regard to the truth of those develop-
ments, diflSculties might probably be started by a severe critic ; but we prefer

omitting any comment upon such scenes.

There is a good moral to be extracted from the work, although the unpar-
donable brevity of a few paragraphs do no credit to the taste and delicacy of
the author. His language is fluent, easy, and often beautiful ; his powers
6f description cannot be for a moment questioned ; and, as a French Review
very justly remarked, h3 has few equals in the truth of dialogue. Arnold is

an original character, as original as Falkland in " Caleb Williams ; " and in

saying this, although we say much, we do not say too much.
We have no doubt but that Mr. Reynolds will one day shine conspicuously

as a literary character : his work affords ample proofs of a deep scientific ac-
quaintance with the most abstruse authors, with the various sectarian opi-
nions of philosophers in all ages, with ancient and modern classics. Perhaps
in his attempt to give his prose an air of poetry, he has often been led into
declamation, but we cannot say bombast. He has many peculiarities of
style, is somewhat pedantic in the precision of his grammatical exactitude,
and is occasionally guilty of irreligious allusions. Still he has written a
good novel—a novel that will lay the foundation of his future fame—a novel
that must ever he perused with the sincerest delight. M. Defauroupret paid
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a high compliment to the first production of this author, by translating his

work into French ; and we have authority for asserting that it is at this

moment on the eve of appearing in that language at Paris.

Having thus noticed the faults and the excellences of " The Youthful Im-
postor," a perusal of which we recommend to all our readers, we shall con-
clude this notice with the following extract :

—

" Hunter walked towards the window to conceal his various feelings ; for

the scene was altogether affecting : but he started back, as if a scorpion had
stung him to the quick ;—moving up the gravel-walk that intersected the
shrubbery, was Lord Mornay, enveloped in his cloak, and advancing in a
hurried manner towards the house : a carriage waited in the road. Hunter
gave vent to an involuntary ejaculation ; the ladies ran to the window ; each
one recognised the profligate nobleman as he approached the dwelling.
"

' To me be it now !' said Hunter, hastening towards the door, all the
•wrongs of Emily fresh in his mind.
" ' Stop—stop—whither are you going ?

' exclaimed the unhappy girl,

throwing herself forward, and catching him by the arm.
"

' For God's sake, involve yourself in no quarrel with my husband, young
man ; as you value yourself—as you respect the rights of hospitality—as you
desire to preserve that esteem I have for you ?" cried Lady Mornay, joining in

the solicitations of Emily : but their prayers were vainly expended ; the injuries

of the latter alone dwelt in the memory of the intrepid young man.
" ' I shall return immediately !' cried the surgeon ; and disengaging himself

from the grasp of the almost frantic girl, who detained him, he rushed out
of the room.

" 'Great God, have mercy upon me !' said Emily, clasping her hands together
in bitterness of heart ;

" he is gone—gone to rush upon destruction !"

" Not a word more was spoken on either side—they looked at each other,
shook their heads, and appeared to anticipate some deadly result. The state

of their minds was more terrible than can be expressed. Grief was dumb

—

not a tear was shed—not a groan was heard ; but despair was painted around.
Neither dared move from the apartment, though they dreaded a serious re-

sult ; even Lady Mornay herself was fixed motionless to her seat, notwith-
standing her husband's life was probably compromised at that very instant.

" Meantime Hunter sallied forth, and confronted Lord Mornay in his path.
" ' I see, my Lord, that James Crawford—whose ruin was caused by your

insidious wiles, and base artifices—who has nearly broken the heart of one of
the most affectionate of mothers—I apprehend, James Crawford is no more !'

" ' He is not Sir,' returned the other calmly, without enquiring the reason
of such an inference, and without betraying any surprise or alarm at the pre-
sence of the surgeon :

' he is now no more !'

" 'Therefore it remains with us to decide the matter : it is incumbent upon
me to conclude that which the unfortunate deceased began.'
" ' I should suspect,' said Lord Mornay, ' that the laws of Guernsey are

similar to those of England, for the protection of individuals ; and I cannot
imagine, Mr. Hunter, wherefore I should thus be waylaid.'

" • Waylaid,' exclaimed the indignant young man ;
' follow me, ray Lord-

that is, if you have a spark of the courage remaining for which you have
been notorious.'

" • Whither should I follow you, and for what purpose?' do you suppose I

am to engage myself in a quarrel, or idle broil, with every extravagant boy
who has been crossed in love ?' asked Mornay, his lip wearing a contemptuous
sneer, that added, if possible, to the otherss ire,

" ' Wretch—villain !' exclaimed Hunter. ' recal those words—or
—

'

" ' I am not accustomed, Sir, to recal that which has once escaped my
lips,' answered the nobleman.

" 'Then you must account for your expressions
!'

" ' Sir,' said Mornay, ' I have had no dispute with you, and I know not
why I am thus molested.'
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" ' You are dared and challenged to a combat, which it appears you would
wish to avoid,' was the taunting reply. ' Do not I stand here to punish you
for your crimes ? are you not the seducer of Emily ? the accomplice in a deed,

which must be horrible, as even Crawford himself only hinted at—and dared

not utter it ? are you not the bane of a whole family—a family that was in-

nocent and happy, till you destroyed its peace of mind for ever ?'

" ' Ah ! fares it thus ?' said the nobleman, now irritated in his turn by the

other's manner. ' Be it as you say.'

" ' Have you pistols, my lord ?' enquired Hunter.
" ' I have not : coming straight from my hotel hither, I left them behind

me, not anticipating such a call for their use.'

" ' Here are mine,' said the young surgeon, producing those he had pur-

chased the night before. ' Choose that which you like the best.'

" ' I accept of this,' replied Mornay, as he took one from the hand of his

foe. ' Are they loaded ?'

" ' Both :—or we will reload, if it pleases you.'
" ' By no means, since you gave me my choice : are we to fight without

witnesses ?'

" ' Certainly; it was thus that you convened to fight the departed Craw-
ford,' was the response.
" ' Agreed !' and they moved farther on till they arrived at a proper spot,

where they halted, and measured their ground.
" The ladies in the parlour had not broken the terrible silence in which we

left them ; each bosom was too full of horror, and too much the victim of

dreadful suspense, to allow the utterance of a syllable. Presently the sound

of a pistol alarmed them ; they started up, and with one accord uttered a fearful

ejaculation : a second report followed, louder than the first ; their hearts

sank beneath them.
" A few minutes elapsed—footsteps were heard ascending the staircase,

and Hunter, pale, scarcely able to support himself on his legs, entered the

room, his eyes rolling, as if in frenzied horror. He tottered towards a chair,

and fell upon it exhausted.
" ' Heavens !' exclaimed Emily, springing forward, and catching firm hold

of his hand ;
' what mean those pistols ?'

" ' Your seducer, Emily, is no more,' returned the young surgeon solemnly :

-' that villain— I have killed him !'

" A dreadful scream issued from the lips of Lady Mornay ; and she sank

upon the floor, speechless.
" ' Heaven be thanked for one thing!' cried Emily ;

' heaven be thanked !

at all events you are safe
!'

" ' Oh no, said Hunter, with a bitter smile, baring his bosom, at the same

time, and displaying a deep wound, which had bled internally :
' Disease,

Sickness, and Sorrow are disappointed of their prey ; in giving his righteous

doom, Emily, to your seducei', I have myself met death, face to face.'
"

Narrative of a Captivity in France from 1809, to 18J4. By RicH-
ARn Langton. Smith, Elder, & Co.

Had this work appeared at the close of the late war, when every

thing connected with it was regarded with so much interest, it could

not fail to have been read with unusual avidity. The narrative is

told with much animation, and embraces a variety of very lively and

striking incidents; but, unhappily, the lapse of twenty years since

the time they occurred deprives them of the interest they would at

that time have possessed. To those who were the companions of the
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author in his five years' captivity, it is unnecessary to say the work
will still possess attractions of no ordinary kind. It is a well written

narrative, and is illustrated by several excellent lithographic en-

graving's.

The Governess ; or Politics in Private Life. By the Daughter of

the author of" The Balance of Comfort." Smith, Elder, & Co.

We think we can perceive undoubted evidences in the style, that

this is a maiden effort on the part of the fair authoress. If so, it is a

very creditable one, and holds out the promise of future distinction in

the world of letters. The chief faults of the work are a certain for-

mality or stiffness both in the style and in the manner of introducing

her characters and incidents. The object, which is to vindicate the

rights of governesses, and to secure for them a higher station than

they are generally allowed to fill in societ}% is a most laudable one.

The volume, indeed, proves throughout the amiableness of the

writer's mind. The work is unequal; parts of it are dull ; but there

are |many passages'of considerable power and of effective writing.

As the body of the work does not afford convenient matter for ex-

tract, we cannot do better than give the author's introductory obser-

vations, which will enable our readers to form some idea of the cha-

racter of the book :

—

" It has always been a favourite opinion of mine, and one which exten-

sive intercourse with society has not induced me to forego, that the world
was made up of " men, women, and governesses." This idea did not origi-

nate in my own early home, for I was educated by my father ; but in the

morning calls, or visits of a longer period, which I was in the habit of mak-
ing with my mother at the houses of our thinly scattered aristocracy. Even
at this distance of time, I have perfect recollection of the unhappy and ill-

used individuals who rarely failed to present themselves on these occasions. I

was too young to be a participator of the conversation of the drawing-room, and
was consequently often sent to visit my contemporaries of the school-room

;

or when this was not the case, we were summoned to the one o'clock dinner,

which was to constitute the luncheon of all the morning visitors who might
chance to appear at that hour. Yes, even now, I see before me the pretty

interesting-looking girl, who, already seated at the table with five or more chil-

dren, was the only individual of the party to whom none was introduced, to

whom no sort of attention was paid beyond that of desiring her to " help

Emma to the breast of the fowl," or to see that '' Julia ate more like a lady,"

and wlio, in the midst of the ravages committed on flesh and fowl, must have
risen from her comfortless dinner hungry. This was the "Governess." If

we were staying in the house, and a quadrille was proposed, it was the " go-

verness" who was " sent for " to preside unrelieved at the piano, and who
was dismissed at the conclusion of our amusement with the simple acknow-
ledgment of ' that will do ; thank you, Miss Duncombe." To that same Miss
Duncombe, unnoticed and obscure, I, as a girl of sixteen, not introduced, was
indebted for some of the pleasantest hours I passed at Charlfont, the seat of a

Mr. Maynard, where I frequently paid a vi.sit of some days with my mother;
to the pretty and amiable governess, I invariably retreated, when it was de-

cided that th'Tc was no room for me in the carriage, or wjien the whisperings

of certain matrons gavemc a quiet hint to withdraw. By the bye, I think the

life of a girl too old for lessons, and too young for secrets, not much more en-
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viable than that of the class of whom I am writing. I never failed to return

from my visit to the school-room, or from my walks with its gentle mistress,

without feeling I had learned something which made me better and wiser.

One good feeling I certainly acquired, and I trust I have it still—always to

commiserate, and as far as I could to relieve the irksomeness of the life of
a " governess."
" I have, from peculiar circumstances, seen much of those hapless beings,

condemned by hard fate to earn their daily bread by the sacrifice of their

comfort, their independence, and of all those finer feelings which appear to

be (most unfortunately) interwoven with their very frames ; and after long
experience, I do not hesitate to declare that the finest principles, and the

most exalted friendship, I have ever known, I discovered (and shall cherish
to my latest hour) in a governess. Cooper is, I believe, the only author who
has written any thing to exalt from their state of depression this interesting

division of the world. In his exquisite novel of the " Red Rover," his cha-
racter of Mrs. Wyllys will ever be read with pleasure by the liberal and en-

lightened of this country; and glad indeed, shall I be, if, in the following

pages, I can draw a picture that shall tend to call the attention of the rich

and the great to a subject I cannot but consider of vital importance to the

cause of education and to humanity. I might perhaps be inclined to doubt
whether the rich and the great will read a book bearing the title of "The Go-
verness," but that I trust to the assurance I now make, that their vices and
follies are not forgotten ; and I have ever remarked, that those novels have
found easiest access to the dressing rooms of the fine lady, which have most
elaborately pourtrayed her follies,—and to the Britchska of the idle and pro-
fligate travellers of the other sex, which have most fully exposed their vices.

On this ground therefore I rest my pretensions to their favour ; to a better

feeling I am willing to attribute the suffrages of the amiable wife and mo-
ther,—to the earnest hope and humble belief that she may learn something
from the story of the " Governess.'

"

The Religion of the Universe, with Consolatory Views of a Future

State. By Robert Fellowes, LL.D. Thomas Alhnan.

Dr. Fellowes is well known as a writer on moral and religious topics.

Formerly he belonged to the Unitarian persuasion ; but it would appear, from

the volume before us, that he has now sought refuge in Deism. We are not

surprised at this. Unitarianism teaches its disciples that they are at liberty

to reject whatever portions of scripture they think proper ; it is no wonder,

therefore, if they end in rejecting the whole.

That Dr. Fellowes is a man of superior talents, we are most ready to admit.

That the volume before us is eloquently written, we are equally willing to ac-

knowledge. But we must, at the same time, express our decided disapproba-

tion of the author's religious opinions. His positions are feasible, and they

are plausibly supported ; but they are supported by specious sophistries, not

by sound reasoning.
" The object of Dr. Fellowes is to prove that the true religion is taught by

nature, or the universe. Of course, if this position be sound, Christianity

ought at once to be set aside.

Dr. Fellowes argues that the revelation which'the Deity is continually mak-

ing through the universe, or through the medium of facts, is not weakened

or obscured by the progress of time, or the revolutions of years ; but that it

is, on the contrary, a perpetually increasing light.

Here Dr. Fellowes is grievously in error. We pause not to demolish the

hypothesis which he advances in an immediately preceding passage, that no

revelation which the Deity could make through the medium of words could by

possibility constitute a revelation ; but we ask him, if the light of the uni-

verse, or the light of nature, be a perpetually increasing light, how happens it
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that those nations which have not been visited by the light of Christianity,

are still as ignorant of the Deity as ever? Does Dr. Fellowes for a moment
suppose that the various Pagan nations throughout the world are at this

present time one whit more enlightened as to the existence and attributes of

the Supreme Being than they were some thousand 3'ears ago ? We hold that

there is not an instance in the history of the world in which either indivi-

duals or nations attained to a knowledge of the Deity without the aid of the

Mosaic or Christian dispensation.

In many of Dr. Fellowes's objections to a system of mere creeds and forms
we perfectly concur. We believe that the worst consequences have in many
instances resulted from them. But Dr. Fellowes has no right to conclude,

that, because his objections apply to one or two particular classes of Chris-

tians, they may be extended to all religious denominations. He has no right

to assume that, because the tendency of one particular system is to raise

the priest on the ruins of one's intellectual independence, all other systems
have the same inevitable tendency. The system of Dissent in this country has
no such tendency. It is one of its leading principles that men are to reject

all human creeds, and to apply their minds to the investigation of the truth,

without regard either to priests or to any other merely human authorities. It

does more; it tells its disciples that they are not to take the truth of the

scriptures or the divine origin of Christianity for granted, but that the most
rigid enquiry into the claims of the Bible is first to be instituted, and it is only

when the individual has come to the conclusion that it is an emanation from
the Divine mind that it exacts a belief in those of its doctrines which are

above, not contrary to, man's unassisted reason.

Dr. Fellowes misconceives the nature of Christianity when he supposes it

consists in observing a certain day, or going to a certain church, or repeating

certain words. In what part of the Scriptures does Dr. Fellowes find any
thing which sanctions this view of Christianity ? If men draw erroneous con-

clusions from Christianity, that is their own fault ; the blame does not attach

to it.

It is equally unfair to represent the believers in Christianity as being reli-

gious only on one day (Sunday) of the week. Christians know that they are

bound to be religious every day of the week, and every hour of the day, in

their individual capacity. It is only in their collective capacity that they con-
ceive it is their duty to be publicly devout on the Sabbath day.

May we ask Dr. Fellowes what is the religion of the Universe } and what
are the truths it teaches ? If he will not answer the question, we will. It is

no specific religion at all. It teaches no particular truths. Can Dr. Fellowes
point us out any two nations unacquainted with Christianity which have ar-

rived at the same convictions even as to the Deity himself? Has not every

heathen nation a plurality of deities ? Do not most of them worship, as deities,

the works of their own hands ? And have not only different nations different

deities, but do not the different individuals of the same nation worship different

imaginary deities ?

The sentiment which pervades the volume from the beginning to the end is,

that God can be known only by his works. We maintain, on the contrary,

that he can be known only by his word; and we moreover hold that Dr. Fel-

lowes could never, but for the aid of the Scriptures, have arrived at that sys-

tem of faith—pure Theism—of which he boasts. This wc know to be an un-
disputed, because an indisputable fact, that the history of the world affords no
instance of an individual attaining to the knowledge of one true God by his

own unassisted reason, or, as Dr. Fellowes would say, by the religion of the

Universe, or the works ofthe Deity.

That Dr. Fellowes is a sincere enquirer after truth we have not a moment's
doubt. That he is a deep thinker and eloquent writer the volume before us, as

well as his former works, bears testimony; but he has come to conclusions

for which he assigns no reason that will bear a moment's examination. We
regret that the late hour at which the work reached us will not allow us to

advert at greater 'length to the dangerous positions the work contains.
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Letter the First, to the Governors of Christ's Hospital and the Pub-

lic on the Abuses of this splendid Institution, and in the Manage-

ment which has so long prevailed within i(s walls. By William
Bkacrstone Turbot, a Governor, &c. EflBngham Wilson.

With the merits of the question discussed in this pamphlet, we are not suf-

ficiently acquainted to qualify us for the expression of any opinion, as to

whether Mr. Turbott or the Governors have the best of the argument. None

but persons conversant with the Institution itself, and the way in which it is

managed, are in a condition to pronounce an opinion either way. We are

chiefly induced to refer to the pamphlet as affording one of the many instan-

ces which are daily occurring of the great interest which the public are begin-

ning to feel in the due administration of the aflFairs of charitable institutions.

The Present Position and Prospects of the British Trade with China.

By James Matheson, Esq. Smith, Elder, and Co.

Mr. Matheson has been seventeen years resident in China, and may there-

fore be presumed to be well qualified for giving an account of the British trade

with that empire. The work affords abundant evidence of the fact. It is

full of interesting details respecting China, and the trade it carries on with

this country. .

His opening observations respecting the character of the Chmese are inter-

esting. He says :

—

. , ,

" It has pleased Providence to assign to the Chmese,—a people character-

ized by a marvellous degree of imbecility, avarice, conceit,'and obstinacy,—the

possession of a vast portion of the most desirable parts of the earth, and a po-

pulation estimated as amounting to nearly a third of the whole human race.

It has been the policy of this extraordinary people to shroud themselves, and

all belonging to them, in mystery impenetrable,—to monopolize all the ad-

vantages of their situation. They consequently exhibit a spW'itof eacliisiveness

on a grand scale. From what this has resulted,—whether from conceit, or

selfishness, or from a consciousness that the ancient but feeble frame-work of

their political system cannot bear the rude concussions of modern times,

—

the too near inspection of inquisitive and ambitious fellow- nations, it matters

not here to enquire. Such is the fact ; and the result is that China remains,

at this moment, " a boundless field of indefinite curiosity and vague specula-

tion." " It is one of their principal maxims," observes Mr. Auber, "and one

v.'hich they believe contributes most to good government, not to suffer foreign-

ers to settle in the empire: for besides their contempt for other nations, whom

they look upon as barbarous, they are persuaded that a difference of people would

introduce among them a diversity of manners and customs, which, by little and

little, would bring on personal quarrels, and these would end in parties, and

proceed to rebellions, fatal to the tranquillity of their empire."* These no-

tions are carried to a surprising extent. They permit to Europeans no inter-

course but of a commercial character, and that only of the scantiest and most

ungracious description,—restricted to the veriest outposts and confines of the

empire. " Foreign trade receives no support from the government ; it is

barely tolerated"; for it is always at variance with that jealous policy which

draws a line of perpetual demarcation between China and the rest of the

world."t On no earthlv consideration will they permit a " barbarian" foot-

step to transgress the limits of Canton, almost the southernmost extremity of

the empire, fifteen hundred miles from the capital ; and in the pursuit of their

* Auber on British and Foreign Intercourse with China, p. 56.

t Encyclop. Metropolit. part xiii—See, however, the Second Appendix to the

Third Report of the House of Commons on the Affairs of the East India Company,

p. 527.
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commercial avocations at that place, foreigners are constantly exposed to the

most ignominious surveillance and restrictions.

The lofty tone which the Chinese usually assume in treating with our mer-
chants is well known. The following is an amusing specimen. It is the

language addressed by the Viceroy to our Committee in 1830 :

"
' The celestial Empire benevolently nourishes, righteously rectifies, and

gloriously magnifies a vast forbearance. How is it possible that for driblets

of men in a pett)'—petty barbarian factory, troops should be moved to exter-

minate ! ! [szc.]' But the said Chief, and others, could not explain this in-

tention (in the Hong Merchants' threat); they stupidly listen to the teaching

of traitorous persons, and forthwith presumed, in opposition to inhibitions,

to order guns and arms to be brought up, and arrayed them at the door of

their factory. This is still more wild and erroneous. Only try to think

—

if indeed the said foreigners had among them an illegality of a verj' important
nature— I, the Governor, would instantly fly to report to the Emperor, arid the

Government troops would gather together like clouds, exterminate them, and
leave a perfect vacuum ! ! '

"

We have only space for the following extracts. Mr. Matheson says. The
Chinese, notwithstanding their blustering and bombast in their disputes with
the British, are deficient in courage :

" The Chinese will at one moment adopt language pregnant with direful

import, and at the next, if encountered by even a show of serious resistance,

sink into the most ignominious submission, and resort to ridiculous subter-

fuges, in order to escape from the consequences of their own folly and auda-
city. 'I have always entertained but one opinion,' says that shrewd and
candid observer, Mr. Holman, ' in reference to our connection with, and
policy towards China. We have treated them with too much forbearance

;

they have all the braggart, as well as all the recreant qualities of cowardice
in their nature. If we were to make a decided demonstration of hostility, we
should speedily obtain all that we require at their hands. A few British men-
of-war would shatter the flimsy armaments of China with as much facility as

our presence, even in slight numbers, and without power, keeps their vaga-

bond multitudes in check, in the suburbs of Canton.' And again— ' They are

uniformly overbearing and insulting to all those who happen to be in their

power, but cringing and abject to those who exhibit a determination to resist

them.'

" The Emperor of China has, in truth, neither the inclination nor the

power to resort to hostile measures, in order to destroy our trade, or banish
us from his territories, if he saw us disposed to offer a serious resistance. He
is far too sensible of our importance—of his weakness, and our strength,

—

even in spite of the artful and iniquitous means adopted by the local autho-
rities to keep him in the dark as to the real state of his relations with this

country, by forbidding, intercepting, and falsifying all our attempted commu-
nications. It is to further such mischievous purposes as these that they
forbid our acquisition of their language, and deny us access to the higher and
supreme authorities. The wide-spreading corruption and utter imbecility

existing in his empire,—the general poverty of his people,—are too painfully

apparent to the Court at Pekin to admit of its sanctioning a breach, and resort

to extreme measures, with so powerful a nation as the British. It is as much
as they can do to conceal ' the rottenness in the state of Denmark ' behind a
glaring grandiloquence. A glimpse of one or two of our men-of-war sta-

tioned off the north-eastern coast of China, would send a thrill of consterna-
tion through the whole empire, and do more to incline the Chinese to listen

to the dictates of reason and justice than centuries of 'temporising' and
submi8sion to insult and oppression. Experience ought by this time to have
shown us that it is a foolish and useless policy to attempt to gain the confi-

dence of the Chinese by exhibiting, as was constantly enjoined by the East
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India Company, a servile deference to their innumerable and absurd pecu-

liarities and customs. An observance of very many, if not most of them,

is inconsistent with the free spirit—the sense of what is due to self-respect

—

of the enlightened nations of Europe. Hateful, indeed, is—or ought to be

—

the idea of smothering or compromising such feelings, from considerations of

mere traffic and gain. ' The free and high-minded nations of Europe,' says

the calm and philosophic Malte Brun, 'will never admit the arrangements of

a tyrannical police, the annoyance of a childish etiquette, and the ' great

walls,' which have been erected for interrupting the communications of the

human mind.' The time for attending to such trifles has passed away, as

have occupied so much of the anxious attention of the East India Company
and its local representatives. Is it not revolting to common sense and com-
mon humanity, to think that the mere appearance of an English lady at

Canton—that lady the wife of Mr. Baynes, our first resident merchant,—that

an English invalid's venturing to use a sedan, the common conveyance among
the respectable Chinese,—has each of them led to the most alarming and pro-

tracted misunderstandings—to insulting ' Orders' and ' Edicts'—to threats

of suspending the whole British trade—to negociations and correspondence

of a long and most harassing description ? Yet such have been the facts

!

It is repeated that graver considerations must henceforth occupy the attention

of those who carry on the trade with China, and a sterner spirit be exhibited

in enforcing the claims of reason and justice. If we should unfortunately

find the Chinese turn a deaf ear to all our remonstrances, and bent upon con-

tinuing in full force the galling system of imposition and insult from which
they have so long reaped so rich a harvest ; if, above all, they should presume
to inflict upon us so vast an injury as the interdiction of our trade (which is of

all things the most improbable) : then will have arrived the time when our

Sovereign would be bound—bound by the duty he owes his subjects, and
authorised by the law of nations—to interfere on their behalf, and protect

them from such grievous injuries. This he might do, in the first instance, by
issuing letters of marque and reprisal, 'which are 'grantable by the law of

nations whenever the subjects of one state are oppressed and injured by those

of another, and justice is denied by that state towhich the oppressor belongs.'
"

"'If Great Britain were to take possession of "Macao, garrison it with

native troops from Bengal, and declare it a free port, it would be one of the

most flourishing places in the East.' In this opinion, however, this intelli-

gent traveller has been misinformed, for Macao Would be worse than useless

to Great Britain, owing to the humiliating tenure on which it is held from the

Chinese, and its want of a suitable anchorage for any but vessels of the

smaller class. If any island is taken possession of, it should be in a central

part of China,

—

Chusan for instance, as suggested by Sir James Urmston,
formerly chief of the Company's factory. Then indeed might we hope to see

it become one of the most flourishing places in the East ;
' for,' continues Mr.

Holman, ' the Chinese are so fond of smuggling, that they would not hesitate

to trade with foreigners if they could be assured of receiving protection ; and
there is no doubt tha, they would use all those arts of bribery with their own
countrymen, which would be necessary to promote their own ends, and which
are so irresistible to the equivocal integrity of the Chinese. By these means,

therefore, there is not a doubt that a very extensive and productive trade might
be established with China, and very important advantages secured to the

British nation. When these facts are so self-evident,' well may the writer

add, ' it is wonderful that some measures have not been taken to secure the

commerce and to protect the merchants from the insults and obstacles which
are now so much complained of, as well as to lower the bullying and im-

perative tone which the Chinese at present think fit to adopt in all their mer-
cantile transactions.'

" The British merchants trading at Canton desire, however, neither to con-

template nor to suggest a resort to such extreme measures, unless forced upon
us by the failure of more peaceful means. Their inclinations, as well as their
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interests, incline them to be men of peace. They are satisfied that their in-

terests—that is. the interests of the nation—may be effectually secured with-
out it, and that our commercial intercourse with China may be easily, spee-

dily, and peaceably placed upon an honourable and secure footing. Great
Britain need show herself to the Chinese, not in a threatening, but simply a

resolute attitude, in order to secure that grand desideratum,—a direct access to

the court at Pekin, where such cogent representations might be made to the Em-
peror,—such a demonstration of the weak and embarrassed state of his king-

dom, of the solid and permanent advantages he may reap by conceding our
few and reasonable demands, and the serious consequences of persisting in an
obstinate and insolent disregard of them, as would, in all human probability,

lead to the happiest results. Could the Emperor but be made to see that his

brother monarch of Great Britain—the King of a great and independent na-
tion—was perfectly in earnest about the matter,—that at length he was tired

of the tyranny and injustice to which his subjects at Canton have been so
long subject, and resolved upon obtaining satisfaction for the deep insult of-

fered to him through his representative Lord Napier,— the whole history of
China shows that the Emperor would not be long in deciding which of the al-

ternatives to adopt, or finding a suitable and stately pretext for making the
requisite concessions. We desire him to drop for ever the arrogant and offen-

sive language so long adopted by himself and his ministers, in speaking of the
King of Great Britain and his subjects ; to give reparation for the fatal insults

offered to Lord Napier, and to the national honour, in firing at her flag— as
well as remuneration for the losses we sustained by the detention of our ships
during the stoppage of our trade on that occasion ; to extend to our fellow
subjects at Canton the full protection of the Chinese laws ; to forbid the
longer infliction by the local authorities of the intolerable indignities and im-
positions under which our traders have so long suffered, and to accecie to com-
mercial arrangements that may be reasonable and mutually beneficial. This
is the short sum of all that it is desired our Government should demand from
that of China. The honour and interests of the country equally require it. It

is ignorant trifling to talk of " treating the rodomontade and verbiage of the
Chinese with the contempt it deserves." It cannot be denied that, as stated
by the Canton merchants, in their " Petition" to the King in Council, the dis-
abilities and restrictions under which our commerce now labours may be
traced to a long acquiescence in the arrogant assumption of supremacy over
the people and monarchs of other countries, claimed by the Emperor of China
for himself and his subjects ;"—and that " they are forced to conclude, that no
essentially beneficial result can be expected to arise out of negociations in

which such pretensions are not decidedly repelled-" . . . "That they
most seriously apprehend that the least concession or waiving of this point,
under present circumstances, could not fail to leave us as much as ever
subject to a repetition of the injuries of which we have now to com-
plain." It might have been deemed politic, in our early intercourse with the
Chinese, to acquiesce in their assumptions—to pass over their vain-glorious
and bombastic phraseology, or treat it as an amusing absurdity. We had
then to gain a footing where we had not a tittle of claim even to be tolerated
on or near their shores ; where we were strictly " tenants by sufferance,"

—

and besides, could not have contemplated the effects such acquiescence would
have produced practically upon their treatment of us. Now, however, cir-
cumstances are indeed changed. We have learned by the severe experience
of two centuries, the truth of the representations above made : and mav de-
pend upon it, that so long as the Chinese find us tolerate their styling ourKing
" a reverently submissive tributary" and his subjects " profligate barbarians,"
they will treat us accordingly. Hence the absolute necessity of demanding
the discontinuance of such language—even suj)posing it to be consistent with
the dignity and honour of Great Britain to submit to the degradation of car-
rying on trade upon such terms."

Mr. Matheson is an able and intelligent writer, and the pamphlet before us
adds considerably to our stock of knowledge regarding China and the Chinese.
M.M.—No. 4 2E
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England in 1835.—In a Series of Letters translated from the German
ofVonRaumur. By Sarah Austin. 3 vols. John Murray.

The extracts which appeared some time since in the Journals from this

work must have whetted the appetite of the public for a further acquaintance

with it. The author proves himself to be a shrewd observer of men and

things, and communicates his information in a pleasant style,—^judging of that

style, of course, as it is reflected in Mrs. Austin's English translation. The
following observations respecting the question of an hereditary peerage will

be read with much interest at the present time :

—

" In case the Lords throw out the Irish Bill, the superficial enemies of an

upper house will perhaps not, as yet, gain a majority; but the question,

whether the hereditary peerage should not be qualified with an admixture of

peers for life will doubtless be agitated with redoubled vehemence. If all

power ultimately rests on three elements, birth, wealth, and talent, the utility,

indeed the necessit}^ of the first element in governments of a certain form,

and ivith reference to hereditary monarchy, remain unshaken ; the example of

the United States of America, with their president, is entirely irrelevant. The
circumstances of that new and remote country are wholly peculiar, and so

recent, that one generation may probably see them totally altered.

" The principle of hereditary monarchy, and the immense importance to

society of the clearest possible laws of succession, have been fully recognized

of late years ; and any departure from them has been regarded, even by the

change-loving French, as an exception which necessity alone can justify.

This persuasion is, however, far from being equally strong or general, with

regard to hereditary nobility. On the contrary, theories are at variance, and

practice is unfavourable, to hereditary privileges. These are no longer recom-

mended except as means to great political ends ; scarcely indeed does any

nobleman attempt to justify the unequal distribution of property among his

children, or the exclusive right to employments, dignities, or exemptions, on

any other ground.
" Of the three above-mentioned bases of power, birth has certainly lost ex-

tremely in importance, and stands in greater need than ever of the support of

wealth. But as this, in England, is often possessed in an equal, and instruc-

tion in a superior, degree, by the mercantile class, the loss the hereditary

nobility has sustained on the side of birth cannot be compensated by any gain

on that of wealth. Their power has declined and is declining. The result of

the long struggle between the patricians and plebeians of Rome was their

perfect equality ; and incontestably this is the tendency of modern Europe.
" Will not the result of this levelling, this annihilation of various organs,

be fatal to the variety and the beauty of social life ? Perhaps it will be, as in

Athens, a swift destruction. Perhaps something new and peculiar, something

adapted to the times, will shape itself out ; as, in Rome, the nobles and the

citizens blended into one great aristocracy—the senate. In this, steadiness

and mobility were combined ; whereas, in the Roman patricians, the nobility

of Venice, Berne, &c., the hereditary element was exclusively predominant.

The English peerage is not so sharply severed from the other classes as these

aristocracies, inasmuch as it is accessible to new persons and families ; but

whether this will long suffice as a counterpoise to the wealth and the talent

of the lower house may be doubted. A judicious employment of their for-

tunes for purposes of general utility, and the most laborious cultivation of

mind, are therefore now become the imperative duty and the strongest interest

of every peer : both will do no more than keep them on a level with the com-
monalty.

" But as little as in the sixteenth century the Pope had the good sense to

place himself at the head of the Reformation, and the prudence to direct the

current, so little does the aristocracy of our days seem disposed to act this

part with regard to political reforms ; and, because rulers do not understand

how to bend and to mould, the people come at last to breaking and destroy-



LITERARY NOTICES. 391

ing. The hereditary rights of the aristocracy, it is argued, are precisely what
afford security for its permanence, steadiness, and independence; if these, ei-

ther from levity or malignity, are thrown into the vortex, constancy, modera-
tion, and order are lost. This argument deserves infinite attention. But we
must remember that not only were these privileges, as I just observed, re-

garded with more veneration formerly than now ; but that a multitude of

other conditions, aids, and props were connected with them, some of which
no longer exist ; others are equally in the possession of the tiers etat. If,

then, the reverence for birth cannot be restored ; if the aggregate wealth of

the nobility is less than that of the other classes, the question remains, whe-
ther their strength might not be increased by the addition of talent and know-
ledge.

" And here we come to the question, whether it were not expedient to as-

sociate, for life, to the hereditary peers, certain distinguished men, who might
help, as in the Roman senate, to support the optimates against the plebeians.

But if (contrary to the Roman practice) children and grandchildren were thus

introduced to power, what was strength in the beginning, would perhaps be

weakness in the end ; and the means taken to command authority and reve-

rence might lead to contempt and degradation. There is another example of

aristocracy besides that of Rome—one of boundless power—which holds its

privileges for life alone ; that of the Church. Opposed to the mental ac-

tivity of Europe, how long would an hereditary caste of priests have retained

their power and influence ? But arguments against an hereditary priesthood

are now turned, by analogy, against an hereditary peerage.
" All this does not affect to be an exhaustive view of the subject. I only

start from the undeniable fact, that compared with former times, the power
of the House of Lords has declined, and that of the Commons increased. But
if the existence and influence of the Upper House is regarded, by pU mode-
rate and reasonable men as beneficial and even necessary, this two-fold truth

leads inevitably to the question, how the lost balance is to be restored. The
rotten boroughs were not only materially, but politically, decayed ; instead of

holding to crumbling ruins, it would have been wiser to discover and to apply
means of propping and repairing the edifice. It is impossible to go on in the

old road : a new path must be opened for the Upper House, if it is to keep
pace with the Lower.
"To throw all the blame on the'Reform Bill, Lord John Russell, or his partv',

is just as rational as it would have been for the Catholics of the sixteenth

century to forget, or to deny, their own character and position, or the state

of the world, and to reproach Luther and his adherents as the sole authors
of that stupendous change. When all the previous conditions of change are

already in existence ; when all remedies are either contemned or worn out

;

when the Archimedean point of motion is given, the motion is inevitable,

—

it must come ; and the only remaining problem is to understand its peculiar

laws, and to turn it into safe channels and to salutary uses."

LITERARY NOTICES.
The talented Author of Prediction has a Novel in a state of for.,

wardness, to be entitled, " The Mascarenhas."
Mrs. Strutt's clever domestic Novel, "Chances and Changes," is

reprinting, and will be ready early in April.

Mr. James Matheson, of Canton, has just completed a highly in-

teresting Commercial Work on the Present Position and Prospects
of the British Trade with China.
A Summer in Spain, being the Narrative of a Tour made througli

that interesting Country, in the course of last year, will be published

in a few days.

A particularly piquante Pamphlet, with the outre title of '* The
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Canonization of O'Connell," by the Honourable Member for —

,

is in the press, and will be published in a few days.

A more than usually interesting Work, in two volumes, comprising

a History of Brazil, from the arrival of the Royal Family of Portugal,

in 1808, until the Abdication of Don Pedro, in 1831, is preparing for

early publication. It will be preceded by a particular Account of
the Civil, Military, Judicial, and Ecclesiastical Institutions of the

Country during the Vice-Royalty, and is from the pen of a Gen-
tleman every way qualified from long residence, and personal know-
ledge of the facts related, to ensure its complete accuracy..

The Author of" Random Recollections of the House of Commons"
has just completed a similar Work on the House of Lords, giving a
like animated and impartial Portraiture of the Leading Members of

all Parties, combined with a correct and useful description of the

Business, Forms of the House, its Usages, Regulations, Privileges, &c.

The Third Edition of his " Random Recollections of the House of

Commons" will be published early in April.

A little Work has just arrived from India, by the Rev. H. Jeffreys,

A.M., Chaplain, Bombay, under the curious title of '• Chargiri against

Custom and Public Opinion for the following high Crimes and Mis-

demeanours : for having stolen away the Senses of Mankind, and on

sundry occasions driven the World mad ; for their outrageous appet'*<?

on having eaten up the Understanding and the Conscience ; an^ . ,r

havino- feloniously put Stones into the Heart :" in which the evils of

superstition, prejudice, war, intemperance, and other prevailing! ilv

fashions, are handled with lively severity.

Preparing for publication, in one vol. 8vo., " Memoirs of the Life "

' and Times of George Geary Bennis, Esq.," comprising Recollections

of the Present Century, Correspondence with some of the most dis-

tinguished Literary, Political, and Religious Personages, and Notices

of Fifteen Years' Residence in France, Germany, Switzerland, and

Italy. These Memoirs will contain exciting revelations of intense

interest, interspersed with a vast number of original anecdotes and

traits of characters visiting Paris within the last dozen years.

In the press, and will be published in May, " The Scope of Piety ;"

or, the Christian doing all things to the glory of God. By T. Q.

Stow. In one vol. 12mo.
Just published, neatly bound in cloth, l^rao., "Flora Metro-

politana,"or, Botanical Rambles within thirty miles of London. Being

the results of numerous excursions made in 1833, 34, 35. Intended

for the Student in Practical Botany, with a List of the Land and

Fresh-Water Shells of the Environs of London.'' By Daniel Cooper.

Shortly will be published a New Magazine, to be devoted exclu-

sively to Zoology and Botany. This work will be devoted exclusively

to those branches of Natural Science, and will be entirely under the

superintendence of Sir W. Jardine, Bart., P.J. Selby, Esq., and Dr,

Johnston of Berwick. It will be published on the first day of every

second month. Each Number will contain six sheets of octavo letter-

press, with illustrative plates and woodcuts. Its price, per Number,

will be 3s. 6d. or £1. Is. yearly.

We announce the issue of Part XXL, " Views in Switzerland."

By William Beattie, M. D.
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STATE OF PUBLIC AFFAIRS.

The doom of the Irish Corporation Reform Bill is sealed. On
Thursday the 18th, Lord Lyndhurst, the accredited mouth-piece of

the Opposition Peers, unfolded to the House and the country the

course which they mean to pursue in reference to that measure.

On the motion for the commitment of the bill, he or some one

else is to propose an amendment having' for its object the entire

annihilation of the Irish Municipal Corporations. By the time this

number of The Monthly is in the hands of our readers, it is probable

the measure will be formally lost ; virtually it is so at this moment.

This comes of having so large a Tory majority in the Upper

House. But we enter not on that question now ; we shall have

something to say on it anon.

It will be recollected that we predicted, in our last, the rejection

of this measure by the hereditary branch of the legislature. We
knew at the time that, in expressing our apprehension of such a result,

we were speaking advisedly. We knew, in short, from information

which had reached us from a private source, whose accuracy we

could noi for a moment doubt, that the leading Conservative Peers,

assembled in regular conclave at Aspley House, had come to a reso-

lution to attempt to stem the torrent of Liberalism ; and that the first

experiment that way should be made in the case of the Irish Mu-
nicipal Corporation Reform Bill.

We pause not now to enquire into the prudence of the course

which the Tory Peers have chalked out for themselves ; but what,

let us ask, is the language which their conduct speaks ? It proclaims,

in terms which do not admit of misconstruction, that Ireland is not

entitled to the benefit of the same laws and institutions as England

and Scotland. It declares, in other words, that though nominally

an integral part of the British em|)ire, their Lordships regard it in no

other light than a mere dependency on Great Britain.

Mr. O'Connell and his co-agitators have said this a thousand times;

but, so long as the assertion was made by them only, it was not likely

M.M.— No. 5. 2F
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to be productive of much harm. Now, however, that the House of

Lords have, by a large majority, proclaimed the same thing, the

matter assumes a very different and more serious asjiect. The one

act of their Lordships which refuses to Ireland a boon similar to that

which has been so promptly conferred on England and Scotland, will

have more influence in promoting among the Irish a disaffection to-

wards this country, and a consequent determination to sever the con-

nection between the two parts of the empire,—than all the speeches

which the Agitator has made on the subject.

We are not of those who deem Municipal Corporations essential to

the importance or prosperity of a town. We see Birmingham,

Manchester, Leeds, and other large and populous places, rising ra-

pidly into affluence and importance without them ; while we see other

places which possess them gradually retrograding, until they can

hardly furnish a sufficient number of persons of tolerable respecta-

bility, to fill the requisite number of corporate offices.

In so far, therefore, as the mere question of abstract advantage is

concerned, it would, to our minds, have been a matter of secondary

consequence whether Ireland was to have Corporations or not ; but,

when the question is viewed in relation to the pi-inciple involved, it

assumes a very different aspect. England and Scotland have had

their Municipal Corporation Bills—why should Ireland be denied a

similar boon l

This is the way in which the people of Ireland reason on the sub-

ject, and none can question its fairness. Lord Lyndhurst may deal

in his sophistries, and Lord Winchelsea in his declamation, but nei-

ther of these noble Lords, nor any Peer on their side of the house, can

alter this state of the case.

By the course the Peers have determined to adopt, they have placed

themselves in a rather awkward position. They claim to themselves

the title of Conservatives ! How far they are entitled to the appella-

tion let their conduct in this case decide. Instead of Conservatives,

they are now, practically at least, ultra-destructives. They propose

by one fell stroke to destroy all the Irish Corporations ! Such a pro-

position, coming from such a quarter, is assuredly somewhat start-

lino-. The most reckless of the Radicals never dreamt of any thing

of the kind; though we all know the extent to which some of their

wislied-for reforms go. Ministers propose to restore the decayed
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Corporations by infusing new life and vigour into them. The Tories

say, " No such thing ; let us annihilate them at once.''

Henceforth we will expect one thing :—If the Conservatives—since

so we must still call them—have any regard for consistency of charac.

ter, we will hear no more of their doleful lamentations over the in-

novating spirit of the age—no more cant about the propriety of pre-

serving sacred " the venerable institutions of the country."

Had a proposal for the utter extinction of the Irish Corporations

been made by the Liberal party, the walls of both houses of Parlia-

ment would ere now have resounded with Tory denunciations of the

daring pi'oject, and the Earl of Winchelsea or the Duke of New-

castle, would have threatened the person who had the temerity to

bring it forward, in either House, with an immediate impeachment.

But we pass from the abstract question itself to advert for a mo-

ment to the perilous position in which the Peers have placed them-

selves by the determination to which they have come.

The question with every one now is, What is to be done ? To our

minds it is perfectly clear that one of two alternatives must be adopt-

ed by Ministers. They must either take immediate steps to compel

the Peers to act in harmony with the people and their representa-

tives, or they must resign. The first alternative we hold to be out

of the question. We doubt if Lord Melbourne would have recourse

to either of the only expedients by which it could be effected,

namely, the creation of a sufficient number of Liberal Peers, or the

making the members of the Upper House elective. But, supposing he

had themoralcourage to submit either proposition to hisMajesty, there

cannot be a doubt it would be treated by the latter as a personal insult.

A remodelling of the Upper House, to tlie extent required, we hold,

therefore, to be out of the question. There remains then the only

other alternative, namely, the resignation of Lord Melbourne. That

is a result which we regard as certain—we do not see how it can be

avoided, either with honour to Lord Melbourne himself, or benefit to

the country. If the Lords are to continue in the possession of the

power (and while they possess they will doubtless exercise it) of de-

feating every liberal measure which his Government may bring for-

ward, then he is no more than a mere effigy of a Minister, and the

country is not benefited by his remaining in office. His only course

therefore is resignation, and the sooner it takes place the better.
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We are aware that some persons suggest'the expedient of a dissolu-

tion of Parliament. In the circumstances in which the Melbourne

Administration are placed, that is clearly not the course which an

honourable and sagacious mind would adopt. What special benefit is

to be expected from a dissolution at this moment? If Lord Mel-

bourne were in a minority, or had only a small majority in the Com-

mons, that, doubtless, would be his alternative. But he is already suffi-

ciently strong there. He can boast of a majority of upwards of

sixty in favour of all his leading measures in the Lower House. And

what more would he have ? It is true, we are told, that by a disso-

lution he would re-inforce the number of his supporters in the Com-

mons, and that a larger majority there would compel the Peers to

pass the measures sent up to them. We admit that by a disssolution

Lord Melbourne might gain about thirty more adherents; but

would that have any effect on the Peers? Not the slightest. Those

who can disregard the wishes of a majority of sixty, would treat with

equal disrespect those of a majority of ninety. The fact is that the

Lords have come to a determination to frustrate all liberal legis-

lation ; and they make no secret of their resolves. They are— if

the statement of the Duke of Beaufort at the Covent Garden Con-

servative dinner may be credited, and there is no reason to doubt

it— they are " panting" for a collision with the Commons. The

sooner their wish is gratified, the better it will, undoubtedly, be for

the people.

In the contingency, then, of the resignation of Lord Melbourne,

what may be expected to follow? The Peers, we apprehend, have

not maturely considered this question, if indeed they have bestowed

any consideration on it at all. The Tories of course, having once

displaced the Melbourne Ministry, must accept the vacant offices.

Well, but what are they to do when they have undertaken the reins

of government? In the Lords all will, no doubt, go on as smoothly

as they can wish. But there is a branch of the Legislature called

the Commons. How are they to " manage," as the Americans say,

there ? With the majority of sixty against them, they will find they

have caught a Tartar.

In other words, a more desperate enterprise was never engaged

in by any body of human beings, than that in which the Tories

will engage, when they undertake the government of the country

with the present House of Commons. In plain language, it is utterly
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impossible that, with such a House of Commons, they can retain

office for one short week. We are aware they may, on their first

defeat in the Commons, dissolve parliament ; but that will only

make matters worse. It is true, they may by |that means prolong

their term of power for six or eight weeks longer, but that will

only serve to render their discomfiture more complete on the meeting

of a new parliament ; for, if the present be dissolved by the Con-

servatives, the circumstance will have the effect of kindling a feeling

of indignation at their conduct throughout the country, which must

lead to the return of a much greater number of Liberals than if the

dissolution had taken place under the auspices of Lord Melbourne.

The sum and substance of the matter, we take to be this :

—

The Peers, by their reckless and infatuated conduct, will interpose a

temporary obstruction to Irish Corporation Reform, and other

liberal measures ; but the obstruction will be certainly and for ever

removed ; the country will therefore be gainers in the end. To

what extent the Peers will be losers, is a question which a short time

will suffice to decide. Lord Melbourne may be out of office in a

week or two ; before the lapse of a couple of months he will be

restored to it, never again to be ejected by Tory stratagem or

Tory force.

We regret, on account of the Peers themselves, that they should

resolutely persevere in a course which must inevitably end in their

own detruction. We have not failed to warn them of their dan-

ger ; but our word of friendly admonition has been lost upon them.

May we yet hope that before these sheets have issued from the

press they will have seen their eri'or, and relinquished their opposi-

tion to the Irish Municipal Corporation Bill ?
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THE ERL-KING.

FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE.

Who rides so late throusrh niffht and wind ?

It is with his child, a father kind.

He has the boy well in his arm.
He holds him surely. He keeps him warm.

" My son, why hid'st thou thy face with fear?"
" Sees't thou not, father, the Erl-king near

—

The Erl-king with crown and shroud?''
" My son, it is but a misty cloud.''

" Thou dearest child, come, go with me !

Quite lovely sports I'll sport with thee.

Many coloured flowers my gardens hold.

My mother has many dresses of gold.''

" My father, my father, hear not ye
What the Erl-king softly promises me ?"

" Be quiet, keep quiet, my child.

The wind 'mong the leaves is whisp'ring wild."

" Wilt thou, fair boy.'' Do go with me ;

My daugliters shall prettily wait upon thee,

Nightly dances with thee they shall keep,

And rock, and dance, and sing thee to sleep."

" My father, my father, canst thou not trace

The Erl-king's daughters in yonder dark place?"
" My son, my son, I see it display

Quite clearly the willow so old and so gray."

" I love thy form, so graceful and fair,

I'll have thee by force, if I cannot by prayer."
" My father, my father, me he holds on.

The Erl-ki.ig me hath an injury done."

The father trembles, he hastes with alarm.

Gasping, the child is laid in his arm. 1
He reaches the yard with trouble and dread.

And in his arms the infant was dead.
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THE PRESENT POSITION AND PROSPECTS OF OUR
TRADE WITH CHINA.*

Mr. Matheson, who has been seventeen years in China, has just

published a highly interesting pamphlet, entitled " The Present

Position and Prospects of the British Trade with China." The
work evinces considerable talent and research. Though Mr. M. is

well-disposed towards a free trade, his work, notwithstanding,

casts such a gloom over the whole of our extensive commerce
with that country, that one cannot, for the moment, help regretting

that the East India Company were not permitted to carry on

their extensive commerce under some new arrangement, that

might have met the views of our government and the nation

at large, rather than see it as exhibited by the above author. The
pamphlet before us is designed not only to expose the tenacious

character of the Chinese, but to detail the grievances that the trade

generally has had to encounter, and to show that since the failure of

Lord Napier's mission, the whole commerce and the lives of the

British subjects have been at the mercy of the Chinese government. As
the writer differs from Mr. Matheson on several subjects introduced

into his pamphlet, in which justice is not done to the Chinese, he

thinks this a favourable opportunity to offer some explanation, before

the government enforces any severe measure on that people.

Mr. Matheson commences with the following paragraph:

—

" It has pleased Providence to assign to the Chinese,—a people character-

ized by a marvellous degree of imbecility, avarice, conceit, and obstinacy,—the

possession of a vjist portion of the most desirable parts of ihe earth, and a po-

pulation estimated as amounting to nearly a third of the whole human race.

It has been the policy of this extraordinary people to shroud themselves, and
all belonging to them, in mystery impenetrable,—to monopolize all the ad-

vantages of their situation. They consequently exhibit a spirit of exclusiveness

on a grand scale. From what this has resulted,—whether from conceit, or

selfishness, or from a consciousness that the ancient but feeble frame-work of

their political system cannot bear the rude concussions of modern times,

the too near inspection of inquisitive and ambitious feilow- nations,—it matters

not here to enquire. Such is the fact ; and the result is that China remains,

at this moment, ' a boundless field of indefinite curiosity and vague specula-

tion.'"

The writer agrees with Mr. M. that the Chinese are a very dif-

ferent class of persons from Europeans, and that they are conceited

and imbecile, certainly no very amiable traits in their national cha-

racter. As " to the spirit of exclusiveness which they exhibit on a
grand scale," Mr. M. is probably not aware that this exclusiveness is

not a modern innovation on the liberties of foreigners, who come
from Europe, but that it has existed as a law above two thousand
years ; it was an enactment in consequence of the perfidy of those

who formed the neighbouring states. If the Chinese refused to have
intercourse with their immediate neighbours, can it be a matter of

• The J'resent Position and Prospects of our Trade with China. London : Smith,

Elder, and Co.

M.M.—No. 5. 2G
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surprise, that they refuse intercourse with, and grant not a perma-
nent footing to, persons of different nations who come from remote

parts, further than supplying them as a matter of kindness with such

articles of exchange as they may require. If they advance one step

'>eyond this, it must be by force.

At page 7, Mr. M. observes that the present government has

wisely thought fit

"To substitute individital for corporate enterprise in trading to China.

Surely, then, it is called upon not to desert the new system in its birth, but

to protect and foster it ; to compensate for the withdrawal of that ' local ha-

bitation and a name,'—that local influence and power which have hitherto

(however imperfectly) sheltered and protected our interests in China,—by
such demonstrations as shall convince the people of that country, that our in-

dividual not less than our corporate traders enjoy the full countenance and

support of the British government."

This appeal to our government to render some efficient protection

under the existing state of affairs in China is followed by a series

of accusations, occupying eight pages, on the ground of which Mr.
M. requires the government to secure reparation by force of arms.

At pages 15 and 17, Mr. M. observes,

" This truculent, vain-glorious people have been pleased to consider all

other inhabitants of the earth (as already intimated) as barbarians,—desti-

tute of all pretensions to civil, political, or moral excellence. They will not

permit themselves to be polluted by these ' barbarians' intermingling with

them,—except to such an extent and in such a manner as affords them oppor-

tunity for extracting from them a great revenue, by means of the most un-

blushing extortion."

"The only terms on which they will suffer a commercial intercourse to be

carried on with the frontiers are an implicit acknowledgment of its springing

from the 'amazing and unmerited condescension' of the Emperor of Chinato-

wards 'his reverently-submissive tributary' the King of England, and his

' barbarian and profligate subjects.'"
" Listen to the language in which the Company's supercargoes are charac-

terized by the Viceroy of Canton. ' Goodprinciples and solemn truths have no

effect upon them; and I was compelled to intercept their trade—to touch their

gains ; and no sooner ivas that done, than they mhmitted. They at-e a mercenary

gain- scheming set of adventurers, whom reason cannot rule. The dread of not

making money is that ivhich alone influences them."

The word " Barbarian" is as old as almost any word in their lan-

guage. It was applied in the time of the Shang dynasty to the

Maou-tszes (a people who dwelt among them, but who were not

subject to their laws), and afterwai'ds to the people of Kwang-
tung (Canton), meaning the southern people, or foreigners, as we
shall see hereafter. The writer is induced to believe that the

Chinese do not attach to it an offensive meaning ; for, during his

personal intercourse with them, whatever may be their blustering in

their official documents, he again and again heard them acknow-
ledge our superiority over them, not only in our shipping and mer-
chandise in general, but as an intelligent people. He questions the

propriety of stating that they consider us " destitute of all pretensions

to civil, political, or moral excellence ;'' but influenced by motives they

endeavour to keep us at as great a distance as possible—not seeking

our commerce. As their notion of etiquette does not allow their own
merchants to rank with their magistrates, which we know is a false no-
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tion, is it worth while for us, because they keep our merchants at a
still greater distance, on that head, to go and seize on their territory,

or be angry with a newly-appointed Governor because he chooses
to use the word Mwan, which we render " Barbarian,'' instead of
E, " Foreigner,'' especially when irritated? The writer has seen E,
" Foreigner," frequently used, as well as Yin-ke-le, " English," when
applied to us as a people.

At page 20, Mr. M. mentions that the committee bitterly com-
plained of a proclamation which the Chinese annually stuck against
the factory, and requested its removal. The Hoppo's reply is,

" li has been stuck up for more than thirty years. It did not com-
mence to-day. As the language of the proclamation is rather
ignominious, why did not the former Barbarian merchants early
indulge their anger, and, with hearts dead to the subject, cease to

come again to knock heads at the service for an open market?"
Thirty years ago, not one of the British Factory could read this

proclamation, it was then felt no grievance ; but, since the school-
master has gone abroad, every one reads it, and is accordino-ly in-

dignant thereat ! It is one of those papers which are issued as a
mere matter of form, and applies to all foreign residents, whether
English or not—that subjects of the celestial empire shall not attend
on Europeans, who are thus designated barbarians. It probably ori-

ginated with some petty officers of the country, that they might
claim a dollar annually from each of the servants thus employed.
Beyond the phraseology, no evil results from the publication.

At page 32, Mr. M. lays great stress upon the Chinese having for

so long a period carried on commerce with us, and at times invited
us to renew our trade when suspended, thereby inducing us to con-
struct a system of commercial dealings on a very extensive and
permanent scale, and enquires " whether from all this is not to be
implied a tacit agreement on the part of the Chinese to carry on
trade with us on equitable principles ; such a one in short as, if broken,
will warrant us in compelling an obedience of good faith." And, at
page 34, he extracts largely from Vattel, to prove that all men ought
to find on earth the things they stand in need of, &c,, &c. This
reasoning when applied to European nations Is natural and forcible,

but it does not bear on the Chinese, who have never admitted a re-
ciprocal commerce. Commerce with them proceeds from an act
of kindness of the emperor towards those who come from a dis»

tance, this is their mode of reasoning, and is imperative.
At page 38 he observes, " The viceroy, so early as ] 678, invited

the English to settle a factory at Canton." The writer thinks that the
object of this was to prevent the expenses of two establishments of
Hong merchants, &c., and to concentrate all foreigners in one spot,

with an ultra design of increasing the revenue derived from the com-
merce. Mr. Thoms, in his Appendix on the Revenue of China, pao-e
32.'}, " entertains no doubt but what the whole of the impositions com-
plained of by the English residents when at Amoy, and the subse-
quent imperial edicts excluding the foreign trade from Amoy, and
confining it solely to Canton, were political schemes ofthose at the head
of government at Peking, to effect that desired change. They, no

2 G 2
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doubt, took into consideration that, by the trade being confined to the

province of Canton, considerable benefit would result to the empire

at large, as the expenses attending the transfer of the tea from the

black-tea districts would be considerably increased." If so, is it

likely that they will suffer us again to trade at Amoy ?

To return

:

" We find, in 1806, the Emperor of China thus writing to his 'reverently-

submissive tributary" the King of Great Britain :
—

' Your Majesty's kingdom

is at a remote distance beyond the seas, but is observant of its duties, and obe-

dient to its laws ; beholding from afar the glory of our Empire, and respect-

fully admiring the perfection of our Government. . . . With regard to

those of your Majesty's subjects who, for a long course of years, have been in

the habit of trading to our Empire, we must observe to you, that our celestial

Government regards all persons and nations with eyes of charity and bene-

volence, and always treats and considers your subjects with the utmost indul-

gence and affection. On their account, therefore, there can be no place or oc-

casion for the exertions of your Majesty's Government.' "

We feel rather disposed to quarrel with the word tributary, as

applied to the King of Great Britain. It is a word that occurs se-

veral times in the pamphlet before us, and very frequently in extracts

favoured us from China, indicative of the insolence of the Chinese.

The meaning of the English word tribute is " a tax or impost

which one prince or state is obliged to pay to another, as a token of

dependence, or in virtue of a treaty, and as a purchase of peace." If

this be a correct definition, we ask Mr. Matheson, and those who
make such a splutter about tribute and tributary, how the Chinese

can apply the word to us or our Sovereign, who never purchased

peace at their hands, nor were ever in treaty with them ? The writer

hesitates not to assert that to restrict the word Kung to " tribute^'

as a mark of dependence, is a violation of its meaning ; it must have

some other word attached to it, or be restricted by what has preceded

it. The first example of ^wK^f, as given in the Imperial Dictionary, the

only authority worth consultinoj, is"<o offer up to,"' and is illustrated

by an extract imporiing that " Yu on dispersing the remaining waters

of the deluge, and marking out the nine divisions or districts, Aawrfet/ or

offeredio\\'\% Majesty a statement of what he had done." Accordingto

the workChow-le, therewere nine officers, era board denominated the

Kew kung, consisting of nine officers, who visited the neighbouring

s'ates to see what they required. If the King of England were tri-

butary to China, to express this tribute the word Kung would
certainly be made use of, and, according to the Romish mission-

aries, the phrase would be, Tsin kung teih kwo too, " The nation's

earth offered up to,'" i. e, " The product of the country offered up
to the emperor." Kung also signifies " merit," " to bestow on
in consequence of merit," and " to give to." There is no de-

finition in the Imperial Dictionary restricting the word Kung simply

to a tax or impost. Tsin-kung, which has been rendered tribute, of
which so much complaint is made, implies nothing more than " an
offering from respect.'' For example, if one person makes a hand-

some present to another, it is expressed by "Tsin-kung-ta, that is,

" he presents him with the present." But surely making a person

a present would not necessarily constitute any one tributary to him !
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During the writer's residence in China he received many trifling-

presents from the Chinese, which were generally accompanied by
the simple expression VVo-kung-ne, "I offer you this or that,"

the use of the word Kung indicating respect for the person ad-

dressed. From the above remarks, it appears that the Chinese, by
the words Tsin-kung, " introducing presents," whether from the

king of England or from any other quarter, means no offence.

Kung-sze signifies " envoy," the bearer of presents, the personator

of the king. Dr.' Morrison has it, " he who does homage in the

name of the king." The writer would say, the person who transacts

the king's business. He knows of no envoy that goes expressly to do
homage. At one time we were offended because we were called

Hung-maou-kwei, " red-haired devils ;" but, having shown that Kwei
was applied to good spirits as well as bad, and that consequently

the expression might mean red-haired ge7iti, " beautiful, or handsome
people," in contradistinction to black-haired people, which they style

themselves, he has heard no further complaints on that subject.

We quite agree with Mr, Matheson in what immediately follows

the preceding extract, that " in the management of so extensive a

trade, where between two and three thousand individuals are

daily coming in contact with the lowest of the Chinese, they

have, or the Company had, a tremendous responsibility devolving on
them, to say nothing of their dangerous situation."

At page 51, the melancholy death of Lord Napier is alluded to

as being " yet unrevenged." We are further told that Lord Napier
was sent out to China at the express instance of the Chinese govern-

ment. Query, Did this originate with the Viceroy? or rather was it

notsuggested to him by theHong Merchants, and were not these again

influenced by those who wished to facilitate the destruction of the

East India Company? His lordship's mission being a lamentable

failure— a catastrophe which years will not repair—Mr. Matheson
in his pamphlet strenuously urges on our government the necessity

of visiting China for the insult thus offered, and requires them
to demand the right to pass by the whole machinery which that

government has thought proper to set up,—of the Hong Merchants,
the Hoppos, and the Viceroys,—and to address the Emperor direct

on all matters of dispute !

At page 55 Mr. M. remarks,

" It is impossible to foresee to what lengths of outrage and oppression the

Canton authorities may be emboldened to proceed, should their unwarrant-
able treatment of his Majesty's representative be permitted to pass without
even a show of remonstrance : the consequence of which, it is but too proba-

ble, would soon be developed in such a systematic aggravation of existing

evils, as would lead to constant collisions and stoppage of trade. When these

interrujitions occurred during the East India Company's monopoly, their

united influence and capital enabled them sometimes to make a stand against

the Chinese, and to sustain the heavy commercial losses attendant on the struggle.

Widely different, however, would be the case under present circumstances

;

when the free traders, pursuing each his separate and disunited view, and
having no common head recognized by the Chinese, must fall a sacrifice, in

detail, to their well-combined machinations."

The above extract (which is written by one who advocates the
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free-trade system) shows the power our government has destroyed

by not renewing the Company's charter under some new modifica-

tion. To prevent any further speculations on the subject, ought

not the Leadenhall-slreet Tea Dealers, as they have been desig-

nated (or some other corporate body) to be again required to renew
their charter, that bloodshed may be prevented, and that affairs may
go on smoothly ?

At page 59, Mr. M. calls upon us to

"Listen to the marvellous language adopted by the Viceroy (27th October,

1830), in addressing our Committee.
" ' The celestial Empire benevolently nourishes, righteously rectifies, and

gloriously magnifies a vast forbearance. How is it possible that for driblets

of men in a petty—petty barbarian factory, troops should be moved to exter-

minate! ! [«ic.]' But the said Chief, and others, could not explain this in-

tention (in the Hong Merchants' threat); they stupidly listen to the teaching

of traitorous persons, and forthwith presumed, in opposition to inhibitions,

to order guns and arms to be brought up, and arrayed them at the door of
their factory. This is still more wild and erroneous. Only try to think

—

if indeed the said foreigners had among them an illegality of a very important
nature— I, the Governor, would instantly fly to report to the Emperor, and the

Government troops would gather together like clouds, exterminate them, and
leave a perfect vacuum ! ! How could their guns and arms they have brought,

presume to oppose such a force?' Is this the sort of fulmination at which
Britain must turn pale?"

W e believe that Mr. Matheson makes no pretensions to be a Chinese
scliolar, although he has resided in China many years, or we might be
disposed to question him on the rendering of " benevolently nou-
rishes," " righteously rectifies," and " gloriously magnifies a vast for-

bearance." The latter part is mere oriental vei'biage, and means no-

thing, andsurelyChing-kung should not have been rendered "a perfect

vacuum!" What, it may be asked, do the Chinese, a haughty, covetous,

imbecile people, designate theirempire the CelestialEmpire ? Yesthey
do. If a reason be asked them for so doing, the reply would be, that

their ancient sovereigns, Fuh-e,Shin-nung,andWhang-te, governing by
principles that they received from Heaven, or which were considered

to accord with the ivill of Heaven, this mild and paternal government
was called celestial. Hence, transferring the word celestial to the

kingdom, it is spoken of as the Celestial Kingdom or empire.

We speak of our own country in a somewhat similar manner when
we call it a Christian country, as the disciples or followers of Christ.

No arrogance is meant by either one country or the other. Why
then take ofience '?

The writer does not feel disposed to follow Mr. Matheson through

the other parts of his interesting pamphlet, having restricted himself

to that portion of it which treats of the general conduct of the Chinese.

His object in taking up his pen has been to remove those erroneous

impressions which a slight Imowledge of the Chinese language is sure

to produce, that those who are called to legislate may see the subject

fairly before them,and that so momentous a question as the continuance

of tlie Ciiinese trade may liave that calm, unhidssed deliberation that

shall tend to put the matters in dispute on a permanent fooling. The
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failure of Lord Napier's mission was foreseen by (he writer before

his lordship left this country. The greatest difficulty in the way of

an honourable commeixial understanding with China will be found
in the illegal trade of opium which is carried on, of which many
thousand chests are imported annually. The Chinese g-overnment,
officially, do much to prevent the trade by prohibitions; but owing
to the great demand for the article, and the systematic way in which
this illegal trade is conducted, not only the retainers about the pub-
lic courts are bribed, but the magistrates themselves participate in

the guilt. It makes them avaricious and gives them a power to

domineer, while it tends to destroy all upright feelings and to tram-
ple under foot the laws of their country. The Company not al-

lowing their Captains or servants to trade in it, or to bring it in the

ships under their command, when any dispute arose, their servants

Avere not implicated; and when required to stop the traffic, they
denied that they had any power whatever to interfere. Thus the

offending parties settled the affair by a bribe, or by quilting the

port. When a successor to Lord Napier shall obtain a footing,

unless by force of arms, may we not expect that the Chinese will

require a discontinuance of this trade, as far as the English nation

is concerned ? Whenever this takes place, will our government
compel the Chinese to deal in what carries off tens of thousands of
her subjects annually? The legitimate trade with China has never
violated any of her laws, and might be carried on without much an-

noyance. Hut when sailors, captains, and merchants deal largely in

contraband articles, and run goods to defraud the revenue, how can
a good understanding exist? It is but the beginning of evils.

What should we say if France or Russia imported a large quantity
of contraband articles annually, and to further that trade kept one or

more ships constantly anchored at Gravesend, as a depot, from
which, both by night and by day, lawless persons sent them through
the country? On our remonstrating against such an insult, and, like

the Chinese, unable to force them away, would there be a good un-
derstanding between the governments? Certainly not. There is no
force in the assertion that opium is used at court, and hence the

traffic in it is tolerated. Would the fact of a British Queen wearing
a French kid-glove, be any proof that the British nation recognized
smuggling, while its laws were in existence against the importation of
that article? Who is the man, whatever be his rank, that, without
being backed by a sufficient force, will be able to carry on such a
trade with the Chinese, having to take charge of the illegitimate as well
as the legitimate commerce of tlie country? It is mere childishness

to be indignant because they now and then style us barbcuians, and
affirm that 07ir sovereign is a tributary prince to their monarch. Show
them that you trade honourably, that you aim at what is correct, and
you will then be able to apply to iheni some of their own maxims,
many of which are not surpassed by those of modern Christian writers.

When the writer penned the preceding remarks, he had not
heard of Mr. Lindsay's Letter to Viscount Palmerslon. Having now
perused il, he finds that that gentleman also recommends to our
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government the necessity of sending to China " a direct armet] in-

terference to demand redress (of the Chinese) for past injuries,

and security for the future ;" or " that a person of no preten-

sions should be sent out as agent for the Customs, whose sole

duties should consist in registering ship's papers and counter-signing

manifests." This latter mode Mr. Lindsay thinks would highly em-
barrass the Chinese, for, on the very first difficulty or dispute, they
would most anxiously enquire " why no such authority existed."

Our reply then is obvious. " It is your own fault, for, when we
sent one to you, you treated him with insult," &c. Probably Mr.
Lindsay imagines that the Viceroy would then send another letter to

our government for a person to come and take charge of the

trade. But suppose the Viceroy, in the absence of any one acting

for the king of England, should enact fresh laws, and make individu-

als thus unprotected amenable to his own decisions, based on the

Emperor's letter to our King in 1806, "That our Celestial Govern-
ment regards all persons and nations wilh eyes of charity and bene-
volence, and always treats and considers your subjects with the ut-

most indulgence and affection. On this account, therefore, there can

be no need for the exertions of your Majesty's Government,"

—

would he recommend that persons thus awkwardly situated should

patiently wait till redress be sent from England ?

At page 7, Mr. L. says, supposing demands of a hostile nature to

be necessary, they should be no more than " a commercial treaty on
terms of equality, giving us the liberty of trading at two or more of

the northern ports ;" also, " that there shall be a discontinuance of all

those insulting expressions, implying national superiority, in which
the Chinese have indulged so largely, and which," he maintains,

"the Chinese use in the most offensive and insulting sense, and wilh

no object but the deeply rooted one of persuading tiiemselves that

all foreigners are beings morally degraded and inferior to the

Chinese, nor can we reasonably expect better treatment so long as

the impression is allowed to remain." To substantiate this Mr. L.

says, " I could quote numerous passages from Confucius, in which
the term E, which we translate ' barbarian,' is found to denote those

out of the pale of the Chinese empire, and always in a derogatory
and contemptuous sense. I cannot resist quoting one sentence,

written by a classical Chinese author, and one of the most dis-

tinguished commentators on Confucius.

" Sootungpo, the author above alluded to, in defining the identical word E,
says :

—

' The E and the Teih cannot be governed by the same rules of government
as those of the central nation (the Chinese). They are hke tfie brute creation :

if liberal rules of government were applied to them, it would infalliblj' give

rise to rebellious confusion. The ancient kings knew this well, and therefore

ruled them without law. This method of government is decidedly the most
judicious mode of governing them.'

" 11. Can any one who reads this, doubt the gross insultwhich is conveyed
in the constant repetition of this word ? I therefore maintain that it would
have the greatest moral effect, were the discontinuance of this and all other

insulting expressions made imperative, in all future negociations with the

Chinese. 1 feel confident that insisting on this point would greatly facilitate
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all ulterior arrangements, and this is my reason for placing it foremost among
our grounds of complaint."

Mr. Lindsay is so confident of the tenableness of the ground on
which he has stuck his standard, that he risks the whole weight and
importance of his Letter to Lord Palmerston, with all the advice it

contains, on the force of a single passage he has selected from the

works of Confucius, which were written above two thousand years

since ! In the above citation Mr. L. has been, however, most unfor-

tunate ; for Sootungpo is not defining " the identical word E," but he
is speaking of two nations or clans of people, the one living on the east

of China, and the other on the south, to whom the good rules of go-
vernment were of no avail, and whom therefore the ancient kings go-
verned without fixed laws, adopting a law as the emergency required.

Had Sootungpo been defining the word E, he would have told us that

it is formedofTa," great," and Kung, " a bow," hence " agreat bov/,"

which implied anciently " to wound," &c. E has a variety ofmean-
ings, such as, good, long-lived, easy, comfortable, &c. Dr. Mor-
rison says it signifies foreigners generally. It is the exact word which
Mr. L. himselfrenders" foreigner, "and he says, "My Chinese corres-

pondents used it, in lieu ofthe offensive word ' Barbarian,' ever after-

wards in their correspondence, the originals of which are in my pos-
session."

The writer does not know how to account for it, but it is evi-

dent that Mr. Lindsay has confounded the word E, " foreigner," with
which the Europeans do not quarrel, with Mwan, which is generally
rendered " barbarian," and which is considered so offensive. It is

remarkable that, at the time of the E and Teih people, alluded to

above, therg were two other nations or clans of people, denominated
Mwan and Keang, the former living on the south of China, and the

latter on the west. The word Mwan, here used, is the identical word
which is generally rendered " barbarian,'' while Keang means" west-

ern shepherds." The Imperial Dictionary says Mwan signifies a wawie

for southern foreigners, and in this definition E is made use of for fo-

reigner ; it also makes a quotation from the work Chow-le Ta-sze-ma
to the effect that, during the Chow dynasty, all land was deemed fo-

reign that extended 500 le (Chinese miles) beyond the influence of

the then government, in a southern direction. Mwan is also the

name of several birds, one of which is said to be powerful, havinor

one eye and one wing, with which it can fly ; probably from what
is said in fable, or otherwise, of the cruelty of this bird, is derived the

phrase Mwan-sin, " cruel disposition," and this may have led to the

error of restricting Mwan to barbarous, or barbarians, when applied
to people ; whereas its general import, adopting the first meaning
given in the Imperial Dictionary, is simply southern foreigners, and,
as Canton is the southern part of China, nothing can be more respect-

ful on the part of the Chinese, especially when speaking of Europeans
in the aggregate.

TheFour Books of Confucius being written in a very chaste and ele-

gant style, and the Commentary not less so, the writer feel^ confident
that Mr. L. is unable to produce any complete sentence which, in its

rendering into English, requires the use of the word barbarian, in

ailuhion to foreigners.
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If the al)ove remarks be just, there is an end put to the conten-

tion about insulting language, and Mr. Lindsay, by his own indis-

cretion, has called forth remarks which defeat the object of his pam-
phlet—to have recourse to arms to teach the Chinese etiquette.

The writer, before be concludes, cannot refrain from noticing a

pamphlet entitled " Remarks on the British Relations with China,

and the Proposed Plans for Improving them. By Sir George Thomas
Staunton, Bart." Its birth is owing solely to Mr. Lindsay's Letter,

which we have noticed above, on which it contains strictures. It

commences by saying, " I very reluctantly take up my pen for the

purpose of entering into the field of controversy ; but feeling, from

early associations and nruch subsequent intercourse, diplomatic as

well as commercial, with the people of China, a deep interest in the

preservation of our peaceful relations with them," &c. The pam-
phlet is highly interesting, as advantage is taken of some remarks

which appeared in the Quarterly Review on this important subject.

Sir George Staunton, besides calling in question the propriety of

adopting Mr. Matheson's and Mr. Lindsay's suggestions as to the

policy of sending an armed force against an inoffensive people,

gives a minute account of the misjudgment, on the part of Lord

Napier and his advisers, as to the' measures he unfortunately adopted

at Canton. He, however, falls in with Mr. Lindsay's idea of the

propriety of the " withdrawal at once of all his Majesty's Commis-
sioners (from China), and of sending a person of no pretensions to

rank as agent for the customs."
- At page 31, Sir George says, " I cannot believe it possible that

our government can, for a moment, listen to the first of Mr. Lindsay's

proposals; but I do hope that they will pay that deference which is

due to his knowledge and experience, by adopting the second."

Sir George Staunton is the author of a translation of the Chinese

Penal Code, and is therefore acquainted with the language. On
alluding to the controversy between Mr. Lindsay and the Quarterly

Review, as to the import of the epithets "barbarians'' and "devils,''

when applied to Europeans, he says, "With respect to the term E,

which has been translated 'barbarians,' I am far from undertaking

to say that it is the most honourable term that might be applied to

foreigners." The writer is surprised that Sir George has not dis-

covered the error that Mr. Lindsay has fallen into as regards the

word E, implying " barbarians."

At page 36, Sir George Staunton, referring again to the contro-

versy between Mr. Lindsay and the Quarterly Review, remarks,

"Among these distinguished Chinese scholars must be reckoned the late

Dr. Morrison himself, though the Reviewer erroneously concedes the weight

of his opinion to be in the opposite scale ; for the word E is thus explained

in his Dictionary :
—

' Foreigners in the East ; foreigners generally ; the cha-

racter E being formed of ta, great, and hong, a bow, in allusion to the great

bows used byforeigners in the East. Ejin, a foreigner; E chuen, a foreign ship.'"

All this is a correct definition of the character E. Sir George
then adds, " Various other meanings follow, but not one which justi-

fies, in the smallest degree, the interpretation of "barbarous'' or

"barbarian." Here Sir George shows a want of acuteness which
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surprises the writer ; for barbarous or barbarian is always expressed

by a very different character, as we have shown above. Relying on

Mr. Lindsay's translation, at page 37, he says, " I might contend,

even on the authority of Confucius, that ' foreigner ' is the prefer-

able word. ' Barbarian ' is never used by us in the sense of ' out of

the pale of the empire,' and not almost always, but ahvays, in a de-

rogatory sense.''

It is now high time to take leave of Mr. Lindsay and Sir George

Staunton for the present, and hear what Soo-tung-po and Confucius

have to say. Soo-tung-po enquires of Confucius respecting the E
and Teih nations. Confucius replies, " The E and Teih nations,

which compass or press on China, cannot be governed by the same

laws as China, for they have neither a sovereign nor nobles, they are

all equal, like the brutes. When good government was conferred

on them it led to confusion. The ancient sovereigns of China knew

this, and therefore ruled them without fixed laws. This mode of

o-overning them pi'oved beneficial." Confucius was not speaking of

people in his own day ; he was giving his opinion of two govern-

ments that had existed a thousand years before his time, and whose

mode of government he disapproved of, because it was what is

termed a free government and not a monarchy. He had no occasion

to speak in contempt of them, or even to call them foreigners, be-

cause, in his day, they had become subject to China. Mr. Lindsay

may speak the Chinese language very well, but, before he again

cites quotations from the Four Books of Confucius, he should let them

be well imbued with exhalations of the lamp.

The writer would be guilty of remissness did he not extract the fol-

lowino- judicious advice given by Sir George at page 37. He says :

—

" I cannot omit here also to protest against the nonsensical phrase ' bar-

barian eye.' The Chinese word, here translaled eye, is thus explained in Dr.

Morrison's Dictionary :

—
' Moo or muh, the eye ; that which directs ;

the

head or principal person.' Now, it is quite obvious that when this epithet

was applied to Lord Napier, the third, and not the first, of these senses was

intended ; and that therefore, in point of fact, his title of Foreign Superin-

tendent was very fairly translated. It is very difficult, therefore, to discover

any adequate reason for employing the phrase 'barbarian eye,' which has

been so much ridiculed and animadverted upon, except that of exaggerating

the offensive and ungracious character of the document in which it appeared.

I will not, however, impute to the translator any such intention, but merely

observe, that this plan of translating, as it were, in 'caricature,' may be very

harmless, as long as it is confined to cases in which it merely excites a laugh

at Chinese ignorance or absurdity ; but when it has the effect of producing or

increasing ill blood between our merchants and the authorities of the country,

and inflaming their minds with indignation at imagined insults, which nothing

but the sword or the bayonet can expiate, it cannot be too severely reprobated.

It is, unfortunately, but too true that the Chinese have often recourse to of-

fensive and insulting phraseology in speaking of foreigners ; and I am no ad-

vocate for dissembling the fact when it really occurs : but the phrase ' barbarian

eye' appears to me as false to the letter, as it is to the spirit of the original."

Without making further extracts from the works that have been

noticed, it is presumed that what has been advanced by Messrs.

Mathe^on and Lindsay, as to the insolence of the Chinese in their

oflicial documents, has been satisfactorily refuted, and that conse-

quently such couqilainl.-i have arisen from our ignorance of their lan~
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guage, which has led us to take offence where no offence was in-

tended. The allusion of Sir George to the rendering of barbarian

eye in the preceding extract, is most happy ; for instead of consider-

ing it an insult that Lord Napier should be styled the Southern Fo-
reigner's Eye (as it should have been rendered), that is, The Chief
OF THE Southern Foreigners, we ought to have considered it the

very reverse, as the precedence is given to our nation in preference

to the Dutch, the Portuguese, and even the Americans.
In conclusion, it may not be amiss to remark that, instead of send-

ing a person merely to take charge of the customs, as suggested by
Mr. Lindsay and approved of by Sir George Staunton, it would be
much better to send out a person well acquainted with the language,

of known integrity, as the bearer of a letter to the Emperor of China,

informing him of the discontinuance of the Company's charter, and
of his Majesty being desirous of continuing to trade on honour-

able principles with his subjects, which letter should be consigned to

the care of the Viceroy. At the same time address another letter

to the Viceroy, informing him that the bearer of the said letter will

take charge of the trade, but that his powers are limited, and con-

sequently, in case of any serious misunderstanding occurring, he
will have to consult with his sovereign. This would always leave

the President of the Trade an excuse for not acting on the spur

of the moment. The time that would necessarily elapse before an
answer could be received from England would be such that the

matter in dispute would be nearly or entirely forgotten.

Indeed, we would even recommend an acknowledgment that Lord
Napier had acted, in the late affair at Canton, on his own respon-

sibility in attempting to obtain a residence at Canton by force, in-

stead of seeking it in an honourable and peaceable manner. The
Emperor and Viceroy would then understand the principles on which
we continue to trade, and a reciprocal cordiality might be established.

But the attempt to pass by all the great officers of the Chinese go-
vernment, and to obtain redress direct from the Emperor, as though

he did not act under due deliberation of his ministers at Canton, or of
the Six Public Boards at Peking, indicates very imperfect knowledge
of the Chinese government. All the Viceroys have the power of

writing directly to the Emperor; while all affairs of business are

sent to one or the other of the Six Boards for deliberation, according

to the nature of the business, whose decision is then submitted to

the Emperor; thus the dignity of the Emperor is maintained, and
the great ministers of state have an influence in the government.
In our country vox populi rules, but in China the Teen-tsze, " the

man who is appointed by Heaven to rule.'' At the same time, he
is sensible that so vast an empire cannot be governed without the

unremitting attention of his ministers, from the Viceroy down to

Heen, or the district magistrate. If this be correct, whoever is sent

out should be courteous, yet dignified, and of an unimpeachable
character, in the strictest sense of the word. Let this be reversed,

and, though his titles should rank him next to the king of Great
Britain, he will not be respected. His servants will publish his

faults, foreigners will magnify them, and his slight failings (if they

may be so termed) will certainly reach the ear of tlie Viceroy.
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During' the writer's residence at Macao, Senhor Paulino (who was
a captain) assumed the government of that place, by consent of the

Bishop, the Baron de Port de Alegre, Conselheiro Manoel Pereira,

&c., &c. A Portuguese frigate was despatched from Goa with troops,

and a despatch addressed to the Senate tore-establish the former
order of affairs, but the Portuguese residents would not suffer the

frigate to land her men, nor even the captain to come on shore,

the people watching under arms by night. After the lapse of a
month, the captain addressed a petition respecting his commission
to the Viceroy, who deputed two Mandarins to go down to Macao.
They were attended by about 2O0 soldiers, with matchlocks, spears,

and shields, and conducted into the Senate, the soldiers lining the
staircase, and forming themselves in a body without. The Manda-
rins on entering the Senate took the uppermost seat. Captain
Paulino sat on the side seat in his uniform with his long sword.
The captain of the frigate entered with his letter, attended by a
gentleman who came with him from Goa. Padre Consalvos was
the interpreter. The Mandarins without any ceremony, said " they
had been sent by the Viceroy to see the opening of a letter that
had been sent by the king of Portugal." The captain produced
the letter. The Mandarins desired him to open the letter. He de-
clined doing so. The Mandarins nodding to Senhor Paulino desired
him to open it. The captain refused to deliver it to him, stating
that his instructions were to deliver it to the bishop, or the senate

;

but, none of them being present, he then offered it to the Mandarins
to open. They then asked the interpreter to read the address on
the letter, on hearing it interpreted, they also declined opening it.

The Mandarins now asked if none of the senate were present; the
answer was, on mentioning about half a dozen names, the bishop
included, that they were all ill of the cholera. This excited a smile
from the Mandarins. The interpreter now called to one of the
young priests, and told him to " go and tell the bishop that such a
person was present—adding, he will come then." In about ten
minutes the bishop entered, wearing his gold cross suspended from
his neck. All the Portuguese rose and saluted him by kissing his

hand, as he passed up the room, and even the captain and his friend
advanced towards him, which excited the attention of the Manda-
rins. The bishop took his seat next to Senhor Paulino. It should
have been noticed, that the bishop was a very little man. But his

countenance indicated much good nature, combined with gravity,
and a commanding demeanour. On seeing the bishop seated, his
small stature excited a smile, but on fully noticing him, and perceiv-
ing that there was that which commanded a high degree of respect,
regaining their former placid manner, the Mandarins asked if he
would open the Jetter, to which he consented. The captain ap-
proached with the letter, which the bishop took, evidently not pleased
with the conduct of the captain, and opened it. The letter being
thus opened, the Mandarins spoke as follows : " The king's letter

being opened, this terminates our commission. We hope that all

affairs will now be amicably adjusted among you. There has been
a long and mutual understanding between the emperor and the
king of Portugal. You have been permitted to reside in China for
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a great number of years, and have enjoyed all the blessings that the

subjects of the empire enjoy. The emperor has noticed the peace-

able manner in which you have lived, and expects that you will con-

tinue thus to live. Among you reside many foreigners, the Hung-
maou-kwei" (on the individual alluded to above, looking the Manda-
rin hard in the face, as he was close by his side, and touching his

hair, the Mandarin perceived that the epithet did not please, and

immediately said, "the English, live among you also; it is therefore

important that you live peaceably and orderly, if so, the emperor will

ever take care of you." Having thus spoken, they arose, and were
attended to their chairs by the person alluded to above ; when, pre-

ceded by their troops, they went through the city to Casa Branca

fort. From the manner in which the Mandarin made use of the term

Hung-maou-kwei, it was evident that it came involuntarily from

him, and the smile of approbation which followed on his correcting

what seemed to give offence, convinces the writer that we have

hitherto generally misunderstood its meaning, or that they are not

aware we take offence at it.

The writer having as far back as the year 1822 discovered, satis-

factorily, the reasons for removing the trade from Amoy to Canton, as

mentioned already, is convinced that the idea of opening other ports

in China is just as likely as that they will suffer the Russians to trade at

Canton, which we know full well they will not, as that has been tried.

With respect to the imports, it is true that they frequently treble the

duties levied. This is an error of their government; but it is not

confined to the imports, it extends to every department of the revenue.

The stipulated income of an officer is the same now that it was 500

years since, but, as this is now inadequate to his support, he makes
up the deficiency by surcharges. It is absurd to expect that a people

like the Chinese, who so tenaciously adhere to long-established

usages, will be induced to yield to the notions of foreigners, whether

we appeal to the Viceroy or to the Emperor.

12, Warwick Square. P. P. T.

LINES BY LADY JIN-SHE.

FROM THE CHINESE.

Why do I weep ? Awake my soothing lyre,

And charm the sorrows of my heart away,
Lest grief should prove a self-consuming tire,

And blight the opening flower of life's young day.

O sing of love, and charm the listening ear

Of one who may the tender passion feel

;

Some future day, these lines may bright appear.

With smiles of joy that two fond hearts reveal.

My verse, inscribed on an autumnal leaf.

May gentle zephyrs waft to that soft breast,

Where love shall melt in pity for my grief,

And in a mutual flame our hearts be blest. P. P T.
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FRAGMENT OF A JOURNAL.

My debts were considerable—wlien I say considerable, I mean
Ihey were most extensive. At the very least, two hundred thousand

pounds had been squandered away in the most unaccountable man-
ner. I never can think upon the time now without feeling a sense

of the most confusing shame and regret. I had had experience suf-

ficient in the world, more than enough experience to have prevented
in every other individual such conduct as that I indulged in. But
my character was always different from any other character ; am-
bition, boundless, insatiable ambition, was my leading trait. Nothing
I thought was too great or too sublime for me. I would follow every
frivolous fashion, every changeable mode. I zoould have every
luxury gold could procure. I had made Paris my place of abode,

and with the advantages of the very best introductions I got into the

highest French society.

1 had a wife. .. . Angelic creature ! Oh! my pen stops ... my
hand refuses its office, when I think of her ! . . . . dead and gone ! . . .

She was the very pattern of a wife. I think there never existed a more
perfect model of Christian meekness and woman-like modesty.

Oh ! had I but followed her advice, what would not have been my
present fate ! But no ! I was too proud, too self-confident. I trusted

only in my own powers ; and liere I am a sad, but just example
for all who, like myself, will only be guided by their passions.

I once knew the joy of a father's heart. It lasted not : in one
short year my best hope was cut off. After her infant's death, my
beloved Caroline lost all cheerfulness of heart. She sat absorbed in

grief, and sought no earthly friend to comfort and console her.

•She pined away, and died amidst ruin and desolation, leaving her
husband in gaol for debt, and not an heir, not a human being to up-
liold the long respected name of Lytton.

Some months after my beloved wife's death, I was liberated by
the insolvent act. No sooner was I free than all the remaining
energies of my mind, which had been severely and for ever
wounded by all my late misfortunes, I devoted to my favourite pur-

suit of money-making. I succeeded ! Wonder upon wonder. I paid

my debts! I believe I had one honourable feeling remaining

—

that

zcas lo pay my debts. Good fortune attended all my endeavours.
I regained my previous position in life. I renewed my old acquaint-

ances. I embraced once more my former mode of life. But my
heart had lost all comfort ; I felt a void I had never felt before,

and r tried every way, I exhausted every nerve, to find some re-

lief to my soul. I have never known love. I have felt many times
a sincere attachment to a particular person, but I have never expe-
rienced that fatal passion, that bane of human existence, and, yet,

without which life, they say, is without a charm. Love! No. I have
never wished to love. I have gone throuojh enough of passions, of

dreadful gnawings of heart. I never wish for more. My spirit is

broken. I am curbed. I am vanquished.
I was once in company with a chosen set of companions. The ban-
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quel room was splendid. The beautiful hanging's and gilded panels

bespoke the riches and taste of the possessor. The rooms had been

fitted up by the hand of a well-known artiste. The supper table

was crowded with every dish that the best "cordon bleu" could fur-

nish. The most acute epicurean critic could have found nothing to

complain of. Wine sparkled in every direction. The dresses of the

females were of the richest stuffs, and made according to the very

last fashion. Every one was pleased, every one was delighted. I

took very little part in the conversation. The subjects that were dis-

cussed were not interesting to me. I was insensible to the praise

bestowed on some, and to the sarcasm cast on others. I was not in a

cheerful mood. My heart was sad. I could assign no cause for the

unusual depression of spirits under which I laboured.

The company dispersed from the table. Some went to listen to

the exquisite music. Some joined in groups to converse. Some went to

the card table, and others to dice. I was amongst the latter : I

wanted something to rouse my spirits, something exciting to refresh

my heart. Fortune once more turned her back upon me. I was un-

lucky. I lost. Played on. I lost again, and again 1 staked a large sum.

I lost aorain. This soured my temper. A friend of mine came up

and offered to give me a chance of winning back from him what I

had lost. I accepted the proposition, but I was again unfortunate.

I could now no longer bear up. I quarrelled with my antagonist. I

broke forth with the most violent expressions. So far forgot

myself as to call him villain ! cheat ! I became furious, and upbraided

him for what I thought was undeserved treachery on his part. " Sir

Frederick Lytton'' said he, " I am not accustomed to hear such

words from you ! I demand an explanation. I answered him with

more opprobrious epithets. I forget the words I used. Never can I

remember the circumstances without feeling still the dire disgrace I

brought upon myself by my unguarded violence. It was arranged

we should meet the next morning at seven in the Bois de Boulogne.

The company dispersed. The party was broken up. Every one went

home with sad forebodings.

Etienne de St. Foix, the man I had so grossly insulted, was the

only existing remnant of a noble French family. I had first met

him in England. During the revolution, and the reign of Buonaparte,

he had been one of those unfortunate emigrants from their native land

with whom England abounded at that time. A long acquaintance

with him had disclosed to me his noble character and unchangeable

devotion in friendship. We had lived as brothers, and till that night

not the slightest dispute had ever arisen between us.

When I reached my home, and retired to my bed-room, I sunk

on my couch oppressed by successive feelings of rage, despair, and

shame. I remained with my face hid in my hands unmoved. The
most horrid reflections came across me. Scarce six hours were there

between me and the prospect of eternity ! On one hand, I thought

upon my own dreadful state should I be a murderer. On the other,

oh! what were not the awful thoughts of appearing unprepared be-

fore my Eternal Judge ! within the short space allotted to me. I

suddenly arose. I tried to write my last wishes. To whom could I leave

my wealth? To whom could I turn in this dreadful moment ? Oh! how
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I cursed my imprudence, my folly. I had never been accustomed

to pray, my heart had never known the joy of turning- to that Great

God who reigns above for comfort. I had always trusted in my
own destiny. I had not been left quite ignorant of the existence of

the first great Cause of all things, but I was afraid to pray. I

feared that the great Deity would turn from me in anger. I had
never trusted in his mercy ; but gradually I sunk on my knees. I

prayed long, uninterruptedly ; and when I arose my heart was
calmer. I felt now resigned. I knew I could not shrink from my en-

gagement. I knew I must meet my long-known friend as an enemy,
but I was now comforted and more prepared to meet my self-im-

posed trial.

Morning began to dawn. I had seen my second the evening be-

fore, and, when he came to call for me, I felt as if I had been re-

lieved of a great weight. When we reached the spot agreed upon, my
adversary was already there. I could hardly look upon him. 1 could

not bear his gaze. Agony, dreadful agony, was written on his

noble features, and it was with trembling hands we took our re-

spective places. We were to fire both at once. As the signal was
given, my strength failed me. I could not raise the pistol above the

level of his head. Etienne staggered a few paces. I rushed forward,

and was just in time to catch him in my arms. His eyes turned

upon me with a look of heart-rending anguish. I had scarce strength

enough left to support his head. The ball had entered his breast a

little below the neck. He breathed, however. The surgeon who was
in attendance declared the wound not mortal. I felt relieved. We
conveyed him home in a carriage which had been pepared by my
second, and the surgeon immediately extracted the ball. I could

not leave his bedside. He was for a long time insensible. When he

came to himself the first object that met his eye was myself. He
started, then smiled. He took me by the hand. My eyes swam in

tears. I could no longer suppress my feelings. I fell on the couch
and wept bitterly. This seemed to distress him. He entreated me to

be calm. I curbed myself. I became more quiet and was enabled
to talk to him.

Frederick," said he, " tell me— I am in the utmost anxiety— tell

me, did you wish to take my life ?'' " Believe me, Etienne," I re-

plied in a scarcely audible tone, " believe me, I had no intention of
taking aim. As the signal was given, 1 lost all firmness. I could not

raise my hand sufficiently high for the pistol to be above the level

of your head, and thus have I made myself the instrument of torture

to him I have best loved on this earth ! Forgive me, Etieime '. Can
you forgive me ? Can you believe I was in a right mind when I so

dreadfully disgraced myself? Can you forgive the action of a mad
man ? Can you feel any mercy for a repentant offender. Oh

!

Etieune, that I ever lived to break for one moment that hallowed tie

which united us together '." I again burst into tears, but he heard
me not. He saw not those tears of anguish and repentance. He had
fallen into a sweet slumber. He slept some hours, during which I

never moved from my seat. Reflections of different natures coursed

each other in my brain, but the most prominent of all was thankful-

M.M.—No. 5. 2 H
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ness that I had been spared the feelings of a murderer. I became
calm. I had hopes, strong hopes, Ihat'Etienne would recover, par-
ticularly as he evinced no signs of great pain. His mind was now
at rest. He was sure I had not wished his death. He felt grateful that

my heart at least was not perverted. I made a vow never again to

expose myself to endure such fearful agony of mind as I had gone
through within the last twenty-four hours. He insisted upon my
taking some rest. The surgeon came to visit him, and to apply a
new bandage to his wound. I entreated permission to remain dur-
ing the operation. It was granted. He supported the whole with the
most unshaken firmness, and I left him in good spirits and quite re-

conciled to me.
After some weeks, he recovered, slowly indeed, but entirely, and

our friendship was only strengthened by the late event.
Etienne was young : he had scarce reached his twenty-seventh

year. His affections had long been engaged to a female of distinc-

tion, who was in every point worthy of him. I.eontine de Valery,
daughter of a French Count, who had fallen a martyr to party spirit,

was not more remarkable for her beauty than for the upright frank-
ness of her character. Adversity had been her teacher ever since
her father's death, which had happened while she was yet a child.

She had been reared in that cruel but instructive school. But she
was not subdued by misfortunes ; they only served to strengthen
her heart and to form her mind, and she was always thankful that
she had acquired so much experience as her trials had afforded
her.

But Etienne de St. Foix was not the only one whose heart had
been touched by Leontine's charms. Henri de Bertou,the son of one
of those officers who distinguished themselves under Napoleon, had
not been insensible to her atti-actions. He was proud, hard hearted,
unbending ; but he had acquired a great facility of concealing his

real character. He was versed in every art of politeness, and was
considered one of the most accomplished cavafiers in Paris. He
had fallen deeply in love with Mademoiselle de Valery, and was on
the eve of declaring his feelings. But he well knew no affection

answered his. He was well aware that another possessed the heart
he would have given his life to have called his own for one moment.
He was ignorant who this rival was, and all his energies were upon
the alert to discover him. Meanwhile Etienne made his offer. He
was immediately accepted, and his nuptials with Leontine were ce-
lebrated with heartfelt joy by all. He had determined to travel,

and the first place they were to visit was Spain. I accompanied my
friend. Nothing more retained me in Paris ; on the contrary, the
very name of that town was odious to me after what had happened
there. We accordingly started together, and arrived at Madrid a week
or two afterwards. I shall not dwell upon the incidents ofour jour-
ney. Suffice it to say that, after visiting the greater part of Spain
and Portugal, Etienne proposed to return through Madrid and pro-
ceed onwards to Rome and Naples. We therefore look a tour
through Switzerland and arrived at Rome after a charming journey
across the Alps. I had completely regained my spirits, and St Foix
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was more dear to me than ever. One day, I happened to stroll

out alone into the suburbs, when I returned home I found L^ontine
in tears. Etienne was pacing up and down the room. His counte-

nance expressed deep anxiety. The moment I entered the apart-

ment, Etienne stopped and exclaimed, " Here you are at last, Fre-

derick. We have been expecting you with the utmost impatience !"

" What has happened ?" said I. " I am as ignorant as yourself," re-

plied he. " I.eontine has met with some extraordinary adventure
which she would not tell me till you came." I turned to Madame
de St. Foix and asked an explanation. " I must entreat you both

to give me a cool hearing. Promise me to listen to the end with-

out interruption." We both made the required promise, and,

although I was extremely anxious, I sat down and tried to appear
calm. She then began as follows :

—" I went out this morning ac-

companied only by Victor, and, as the weather was so beautiful, I

determined to fake a stroll into the country. I went towards the

Tiber. I had observed in the streets a strange looking man who
seemed to follow us, but, as I knew Victor was armed, I felt no sort

of alarm, indeed, I hardly gave a thought to the circumstance.

Suddenly, however, as I was walking along the banks, this same
man came from behind a bush directly towards me. He advanced,

and said in a muffled voice in French, " Madame, I wish to speak

with you.'' I started back. He was enveloped in a thick cloak, and
his hat was slouched over his face, but I thought I knew his voice.

" Mr. de Bertou ! is it you '}" *' I cannot answer your question,"

said he, "till you have told your servant to leave us a few minutes."

Resolved to know what he meant, I mentioned to Victor to retire a

few steps. I knew I could rely on him in case of treachery. The
stranger then threw aside his cloak, and I recognised indeed Henri
de Bertou. " You know," he said, " that I have long loved you.

Nay, start not, but listen to me. You know I have long pined after

you, that I have made you my idol, that I have sacrificed my life

to you, that I have sworn no other woman shall ever possess the

heart that I had consecrated solely to you. Listen,'' he continued,

as I attempted to speak, " pray listen to me. I had determined to de-

clare my aifection to you. I had resolved to ask your hand. Al-
though I knew you loved me not, I yet entertained a mad hope that

you would not discard me for ever. But that hated man who is

now in quiet possession of you overturned all my hopes. I knew not

who he was. I now know him, and ere long the name of St. Foix
shall be blotted from the earth.'' I was thunder-struck—I knew not
what to say—I was so bewildered I could hardly stand. However,
I lost not all power. I tried to speak, but he interrupted me. " For-
give me, Leontine, for thus torturing you. But I have sworn I

would not take my vengeance till I declared to you both my love

for you and my unquenchable hatred towards the destroyer of all

my happiness, that odious St. Foix. Try not to dissuade me from
my purpose. It is fixed, irrevocable. I have vowed that my sword
shall pierce the heart of St. Foix, and, unless I am prevented by
death, my oath shall be fulfilled. Seek me not. You will never find

me till your detested husband is dead. Adieu !''

2H2
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He disappeared from my sight. In vain I looked around. In vain I

sent Victor in every direction to find him. He was gone, and I re-

turned here in a most dreadful state of wretchedness. Leontine

ceased speaking. I glanced my eyes towards Etienne. He was ap-

parently wrapped in thought. I watched him for some time. He
seemed to be unconscious of our presence. At length he started up
and said, "Leontine, this is no idle tale, I will use every effort to find

him out. I will have him searched for all over Italy, all over Europe,

if it be necessary. Only be calm about it yourself. Do not let anxiety

for me disturb your mind. I feel convinced I shall find him.

We accordingly set on foot a severe search. We took every pre-

. caution. But to no purpose : we heard nothing more of de Bertou.

We left Rome and proceeded on towards Naples, There we hired

lodgings for a month, determined, if possible, to obtain the object of

our search. The whole affair had a terrible effect on Etienne's

spirits. He had always thought himself the only one who could ap-

preciate Leontine. He had always rejoiced at being free from all the

jealousies of a rival, and now his happy delusion was dissolved. He
knew now that he had a rival, and that rival was the most violent and

hard-hearted of all human beings. He feared nothing for himself;

he only dreaded the effect his death would have on Leontine. He
felt a sort of security that he should not die by de Bertou's hand,

and yet he had a sad foreboding, for which he could in no ways ac-

count.

All our endeavours to trace de Bertou were fruitless. Leontine

prevailed upon her husband to i-eturn to France, and in a week or

two afterwards we once more took up our abode in Paris. The
dreadful suspense that preyed upon us from the circumstance of

Leontine's rencontre at Rome had a dreadful effect on her spirits.

I well understood the object of the wretched Henri, in thus delaying

to accomplish his threats. I well knew the feeling he had of allow-

ing Etienne's happiness to become full, ere he wreaked on him his

vengeance.
About seven months after our departure from Rome, Leontine re-

ceived a note from an unknown hand. She opened it in the presence

of Etienne and myself. It contained the following ominous words :—" Beware, a traitor seeks your life and that of your husband.

Take care where you go. Never be unguarded.'' There was no sig-

nature. This letter revived all our fears. Leontine could no longer

bear up. She became dangerously ill. Week after week she suffered,

and it seemed as if si e would never recover. She gradually, how-

ever, and slowly got better. Country air was advised for her. But all

was unavailing. She drooped. The resources of art had no effect

;

her hour was not yet come.
Some time after the reception of the fatal note which had been

the ruin of Leontine's health, Etienne, herself, and some friends,

amongst whom I was, were taking a stroll upon the heights of

Montmartre. This delightful place is about a quarter of a mile

from Paris, and commands a splendid view of the town and the sur-

rounding country. It was a beautiful sunny day.

The spring was just beginning to cheer the earth, and the balmy
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air had a ^ood effect on Madame de St. Foix's spirits. We all ad-
mired the beautiful prospect before us. On all sides was a wide ex-
tensive plain, with hills in the distance. We stood on an elevated
point, which was cut perpendicularly on one side. At the foot were
some old stones and bricks, with a few workmen's tools.

" How beautiful is the plain below," said I to Leontine. " It would
almost make me forget all our misfortunes to live in this delightful

spot." " Ah !'' replied she, " would to Heaven I could efface all mine
from my memory, I would do any thing." She suddenly stopped.
We heard the report of a pistol, followed by a dreadful shriek. " At
last I am avenged !'' cried a voice I immediately knew. I turned
round. Etienne de St. Foix was lying prostrate on the ground,
bleeding profusely ; and a man, muffled in a cloak, with a pistol in

his hand, was standing over the dead body of my friend. All the
spectators were horror-struck. Before any of us had time to recover
our senses, the dark figure threw off his cloak and showed the fea-

tures of Henri de Bertou. Every one rushed suddenly towards
him ; but he escaped from our circle, and, running to where Leontine
had fallen senseless to the ground, took her up with a mighty grasp
and backed fearfully towards the edge of the rock. " If any one
advances," he cried, " I throw her headlong down the steep!" I

cannot go on—I cannot find words to describe the horror that seized
us all. We stopped suddenly. He took advantage of the moment
to implant a long kiss upon her drooping forehead, then laid her
down and leaped from the rock into the vale beneath. Speechless
with horror, we rushed towards Madame de St. Foix. What was our
agony to behold a knife buried in her breast! The villain had
stabbed her to the heart ! We descended from the height and came
to the spot where was lying amongst the stones and bricks the
mangled body of Henri de Bertou. He had just time to utter a few
imprecations. He expired in the most fearful convulsions !***********

* * * *

After having assisted at the funeral of my last friends, I began
to reflect upon my own now desolate state. The death of Etienne
and Leontine had destroyed every tie I had left upon earth. I felt

that I must create a new existence for myself. I could not decide
on any plans. Day after day, and week after week, I lingered on
in Paris ; and it was not till some months after the lamentable ca-
tastrophe I have just recorded that I began to grow more accus-
tomed to my solitude. My late absence from France had of course
broken again all the acquaintances I had formed there. I did
nothing for the following year. At last, I determined to come to

England and try a new existence. I was possessed of sufficient

riches. I wished for no more. I tried to interest myself in the po-
litics of the day, and I gradually become acquainted with the policy
of all the different courts of Europe. I ingratiated myself with the
party then reigning. I got gradually identified with my pursuit,

and, ere long, my whole soul became devoted to it. Four years had
now elapsed since I had left Paris. I could never bear to call to
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memory any of the events of iny past life. I was no longer the

same man. I undertook a diplomatic charge. I was but partially

successful. I was dissatisfied with myself, and I resolved, if I failed

in my next endeavours, I should retire at once from every public

office and lead a quiet and retired life. I therefore made a great

eifort. I was entrusted with a secret mission, and returned
triumphant. I had obtained complete success. This again elated me,
and I took fresh courage. Every thing went on smoothly. I be-

came now more interested in the line of life I had chosen. I was
again the favourite of fortune. I succeeded in every thing I under-
took, when suddenly a change of ministry brought with it a com-
plete change of affairs. I tried to battle against the consequences of
such a change, and I applied myself soul and body to gain my
point. I kept my position to the very last moment, but I could not

fight against thousands, I was discarded and dismissed with foul

reproaches and disgraceful taunts. I was now completely broken. I

never recovered from that last stroke. I believe I never shall. I am
now leading a most retired life. I have quite given up every thought
of exerting myself in any way. Reminiscences alone constitute my
present enjoyment and distress. I live in memory only. I have
taken a long, a last farewell of this world ! May I prepare myself for

leaving it entirely.

FREDERICK LYTTON.

The foregoing pages, collected from the papers of the late Sir

Frederick Lytton, are offered to the public by his confidential

Secretary,

March, 1836. O. O.

A SONNET.

Alone and sad, at midnight's shadowy hour,

I sit me down to meditate and mourn
The phantom—past in all its faded power :

The few bright sunlights, and fond wishes torn

From out my weakened grasp—nor fruit, nor flower

To gladden, or to cheer my heart forlorn.

Dim spectres of the Past ! Ye bring no ray
To light my trembling steps—already weak

From care and weariness. Ye cannot stay

To ease a troubled heart, that fain would break.

God of the just ! thou know'st the heart.

Its pangs, its conflicts, and its woes

—

Guide Thou ray path-way—and impart
A holy trust in Thee—nor let me start

When Thou shall hush its 'plainings in repose.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

( Concluded from p. 315.)

In the course of the evening the conversation turned on Sir

Walter's latest poetical works. I was afraid, when the subject was
first broached, which it was, seemingly by accident, by Mr. Ballan-

tine, that as those poems were so unsuccessful, and were so much
ridiculed by the critical press of the day, that Scott would have

felt sore on 'it. Not so. Indeed he seemed to me to enter on
it with peculiar pleasure. The fact was that he lived and died in

the firm belief that the silliest of his poetical productions was fully

equal to " Marmion," " The Lay of the Last Minstrel,'' and those

other poems which were so favourably received by the public ; and
that the reason why they were not so successful as those last alluded

to was, as he has since stated in print, that his too frequent appear-

ance before the public as a poet had created a kind of satiety, and
that this feeling was increased by the circumstance of Lord Byron's

reputation beginning at the time to rise so rapidly. In thus think-

ing as highly of his worst as of his best poetical works Sir Walter
was not singular. Thousands of authors before him have been
equally at variance with the public in the estimation of their own
works. The fact that Milton clung to the impression to the lastthathis
" Paradise Regained" was not only equal but superior to his " Para-
dise Lost" is one instance, not to mention any more, with which
the reading world are well acquainted.

Sir Walter on this occasion, as indeed I understood from his friends

he often did, referred with much seeming pleasure to the short pe-
riod during which he practised as a Scottish advocate, or rather at-

tempted to practise ; for the cases with which he was entrusted were
so few as to be hardly worthy the name of a business. Among these

few, however, there was one of a very extraordinary kind. It was that

of a clergyman of the church of Scotland, of the name of Mr. M'N.
It occurred in 1793, and created the deepest interest throughout
Scotland. The case was not tried before a civil court, but before

the General Assembly of the church. The charges preferred

against the reverend defendant were of the gravest nature. The
preamble of the libel (I was shown a copy of the report of the pro-

ceedings in the case) was in the following terms :—The Rev. Mr.
John M'N .minister of the gospel in the parish of G ,* is

hereby indicted, at the instance of the elders and heads and familiars

in the parish of , for the crimes of drunkenness, lying, cursing,

swearing, blaspheming, using obscene, immodest, impious, and
wicked language and expressions, of misconstruing the holy scrip-

tures, and thereby burlesquing and ridiculing the same, of endea-
vouring to corrupt the faith of the teachers of the gospel, of profan-

• I do not give the names at full length, though at the time the case was known,
as already mentioned, all over Scotland, as by reviving it, it might give unnecessary
pain to Bomc of the reverend defendant's relatives, if any such there be alive.



424 RECOLLECTIONS OF SIR WALTER SCOTT.

iiig llie Lord's day, of withdrawing and detaining the funds belonging

to the poor * * * deliberately violating both law and justice, being

guilty of the most flagrant acts of injustice, corruption, extortion, and

oppression, compounding and transacting crimes, demanding and re-

ceiving money under false pretences," &c. &c. I am sure the

reader will concur with me in thinking that, if this " criminal of the

cloth" had only been guilty of one half the offences here laid to his

charge, he would still have been a transgressor of no ordinary mag-
nitude. I expressed a hope in the hearing of Sir Walter that the

clerical defendant was innocent of most, if not all of the charges ; but

from the statementsmade to me I found that my charity had been mis-

placed. Indeed, I learned that, with the single exception of not vio-

lating the sixth commandment, the reverend culprit had run the

round of the cardinal vices. It is more than probable—though this

is only conjecture, nothing having fallen from Sir Walter in the

course of the evening which directly sanctioned the opinion—that

this clerical delinquent was afterwards taken by the author of Wa-
verley as the model of some of the " consummate villains" whose
characters are so forcibly pourtrayed in several of his novels.

It is right to mention that Sir Walter viewed with the utmost hor-

ror the conduct of his reverend client, and, though of course main-

taining a prudent silence on the subject while the case was pending

before the General Assembly, he never spoke of it after the decision

of that venerable court without censuring the reverend gentleman's

conduct in the most unqualified terms. Sir Walter (then Mr, Scott)

did, as in duty bound, every thing possible to obtain an acquittal.

He cited no fewer than thirty-one witnesses in his favour. In the

peroration of his speech, which was remarkable alike for its earnest-

ness and eloquence, he expressed a hope that the venerable court

would not by its decision utterly and for ever ruin the character, de-

stroy the peace of mind of his client, and reduce him and his parents,

entirely depending on him for support, to beggary, but that the se-

vere sufferings he had already undergone would be considered some
atonement for his improprieties, and that in its judgment it would

remember mercy. The court however, very properly considering

that the character of the church of Scotland and the interests of re-

ligion and morality were deeply involved in the matter, came to a

unanimous decision to depose him from his pastoral charge, and ex-

communicate him from a church which he had done so much to

bring into discredit.

This visit to SirWalter at Abbotsford took place about ten years be-

fore he formally avowed himself the author of the Waverly novels.

I had not, any more than the public, the shadow of a doubt for some
years previously that that extraordinary series of works owed its pa-

rentao-e to him. If I had had any doubt, it woidd have vanished by a

merely accidental circumstance which came under my notice on this

occasion. I saw several printed sheets—there were no corrections on

tliem—so far as I could see from the rapid glance I was able to give

them, of the second volume of one of his forthcoming novels, lying on

the table, which, however, be hastily gathered together and placed

on a shelf among a quantity of other loose sheets, as if desirous that
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the eye of no second party should see them. I will not now be po-
sitive as to the novel ; but, if I recollect rightly, it was " Anne of

Gierstein." This I remember perfectly well, that the work was not
published for four weeks afterwards.

I may here, by way of episode, mention that every possible pre-
caution was taken to preserve Sir Walter's incognito, until he himself
thought fit to throw it off. Mr. James Ballantme, the printer of the

Scotch novels, copied the manuscript over himself, instead of hazard-
ing the secret by committing the task to any subordinate in his esta-

blishment. And one of the sons of the late respected Mr. Constable,
Sir Walter's publisher, mentioned to me on one occasion that, when
his father wrote even to Sir Walter himself on the subject of the Wa-
verly novels, he never spoke of them in any other terms than as the
" novels," " certain popular works,'' or in some such indefinite phraseo-
logy. This precaution was taken lest any of Mi-. Constable's letters

should accidentally have fallen into the hands of a third party, and
thus the secret have escaped.

Sir Walter possessed an extraordinary memory, especially with
respect to old ballads. The number of Scotch ballads he could re-

peat without the least hesitation, and without mistaking a word, was
almost incredible. I saw enough on the evening in question to sa-

tisfy me of this ; but the fact was still further borne out by the state-

ments of Mr. Ballantine. Indeed, there was hardly a Scotch ballad
of any note that he could not repeat from beginning to end. His
memory was remarkably retentive, too, with regard to all literary

matters. Whatever he once read, if it deeply interested him, he
never afterwards forgot in substance, and, indeed, often for years
after he recollected the very words.
One Herculean part of the labours he perfornked is little known to

the world, though it nmst not only have been irksome in itself, but
consumed a great portion of his time.

There was scarcely an hour, certainly not a day, in which some
unfledged author was not sending him his manuscript for the pur-
pose of getting his opinion as to its merits, or some young writer
sending him his maiden printed production with the same view.
Two instances of this occurred on the evening in question, and Mr.
Ballantine assured me that in almost every instance Sir Walter paid
the most respectful attention to such applications. His remarks in

such cases were always full of good nature, but were at the same
time candid. To him it was the most grateful task to discover and
p«>int out excellencies, but he never shrunk from specifying defects.

The minuteness of his criticisms, in many instances, showed not only
his candour but the remarkable care with which he had read the
manuscript or printed book submitted to him. He always concluded
in sucli cases by advising the young author, whether embryo or al-

ready before the public, to guard against making literature a profes-
sion, that is to say, depending for his bread on the fruits of his pen,
assuring them that if they did they would find, to their cost, they
were leaning on a broken reed. He urged them to pursue literature

as a recreation, or a refined source of enjoyment, rather than as a
business, adding that, if it were their good fortune to rise to such
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eminence as would secure adequate pecuniary remuneration for their

works, and thus enable them to live by their literary labours, the

circumstance would be the more agreeable that it was unexpected.

Sir Walter Scott did much to inspire a correct literary taste in

others, by his private criticisms and advice to young and old, as well

as by the example of chaste and elegant composition which he set in

his own works. Were it not that it would be a digression, I could men-
tion many such instances within my own personal knowledge, but I shall

only give that of my late respected friend, Mr. Thomas Atkinson, of

Glasgow—a gentleman who, considering the early age at which he

was snatched from us by the hand of death, has done more for the

literature of his country than any other Scotchman he left behind

him. When he published his maiden production—The Sextuple

Alliance, I think, was the name—he sent an early copy to Sir Walter

Scott, and in a few days after he received from the distinguished

novelist a letter full of the soundest criticism on his work and the

best advice as to the way in which he should pursue his future

literary studies. The commendation given in this letter— the kindly

feeling it breathed while pointing out the errors the author had com-
mitted—and the suggestions it contained for the future, formed, as

Mr. Atkinson always afterwards delighted to admit, the ground work

of the literary eminence he afterwards obtained.

It would extend this article to too great a length to notice the va-

rious other topics on which we conversed on this occasion. Suffice

it to say that Sir Walter entered into them all with much seeming

zest, and in every instance appeared quite at home in them.

Our little party broke up at a late hour, but met again at break-

fast next morning. The top'cs then introduced related chiefly to

matters connected with Abbotsford. In doing the honours of the

table—and none could personate " mine host" better than the worthy

baronet—Sir Walter remarked that he was under great obligations

to his friend Mr. Hogg for several valuable hints, or rather examples,

as to what constituted the component parts of a good breakfast. The
breakfast struck me as much better than any thing of the kind to

which I was accustomed in England. I made an observation to that

effect. " Ye're nae far wrang," answered Sir Walter; " but ye have

Jamie Hogg, and nae me or Lady Scott, to thank for it." He then

mentioned that some considerable time previously he and Sir A.

Fergusson had breakfasted with the Ettrick Shepherd, when there was

laid before them ampe supphes, in addition to the usual fare of tea,

eggs, &e. of broiled salmon, broiled ham, mutton, ham, &c. " Before

that time," said Sir Walter, "I had just the plain tea, roll, and egg,

and nothing more, to breakfast." On the table before us, in addi-

tion to these, were reindeer, tongue, ham, corned beef, &c., to do jus-

tice to all of which we were well pressed both by precept and ex-

ample.
I was strongly urged to prolong my visit for at least a few days,

but, being limited as to time on that side the Tweed, I was unable to

accept the invitation, which, under other circumstances, I should

have had infinite pleasure in doing. After a second survey of the

exterior of the mansion-house and the adjoining pleasure-grounds, I
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parted with my venerated and kind-hearted host. Mr. Ballantine

and I proceeded to Edinburgh together.

How altered the circumstances under which I again saw Sir

Walter! It was in London, two days before his leaving it for Ports-

mouth, on his Italian voyage. He was then pale and emaciated.

His eyes were sunken, and his countenance had a peculiar air of me-
lancholy about it. He seemed as kind-hearted as ever, but evinced

an indisposition to general conversation. I saw this, and so did those

who were present ; and consequently we made no effort, but rather

the contrary, to draw him into conversation. It was in the evening, and

during the time we were together one of the newspapers came in. He
enquired the news ; and was answered that the paper was chiefly filled

with matter relative to the Reform Bill. His countenance, as the

last two words were uttered, instantly assumed a more animated as-

pect, and he energetically exclaimed, " That bill will yet be the ruin

of the country! " One of the gentlemen present expressed a hope

that the measure would not be so injurious to the national interests

as many well-meaning people apprehended. Whereupon Sir Walter,

waxing yet warmer than before, observed, '* Aye, it will, take my
word for it, more than realize our worst fears!"

We at once saw that, in the then state of his health, it would

have been improper to make any new observations having a ten-

dency to keep up the excitement under which he laboured, and ac-

cordingly one of the gentlemen present contrived to introduce some

new topic.

Sir Walter was the most sincerely and strongly attached to his po-

litical opinions of any man I ever saw in my life. He said himselfmore

than once, publicly as well as privately, that he was ready, if neces-

sary, to shed his blood for his opinions. I verily believe he would,

had the sacrifice been called for, submitted to martyrdom rather than

renounce them. The ascendancy of opposite principles in the coun-

cils of the nation since the expulsion of the Duke of Wellington from

office did, in the opinion of those who knew him best, so seriously

affect his mind as to accelerate, to say the least of it, his death.

R. A.

THE PROSCRIBED.—No. 4.

Translatedfrom the French of M. de Balzac, by Miss Margaret Patrickson.

(Concluded from p. 322.)

The splendour became distinct. It became greater. Soon I per-

ceived the glorious cloud in the midst of which go the angels. A
species of brilliant smoke, of luminous light emanated from their di-

vine substance, and which here and there sparkled in tongues of fire.

A noble head, of which it is impossible to support the splendour

without being invested with the mantle, the laurel, and the palm

—

attributes of the Powers, rose above this cloud, as white, as pure as
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snow. It was a light within the light. His wings fluttered and shed
dazzlings and undulations in the spheres by which he passed, as the

eye of God passes through the worlds. In fine, I saw the archangel
in his glory! The bloom of eternal beauty which decorates the an-

gels of the Spirit shone in him. He had in one hand a green palm,
and in the other a flaming sword—the palm to give to the pardoned
sinner, the sword to make hell entire recoil by a single wave of it.

He was smiling, but sadly. At his approach we felt the perfumes of
heaven, which fell like a dew. In all the region where he was the

air took the colour of an opal, and trembled with the undulations

caused by the angel. He arrived, looked at the shade, and said to

it, " To-morrow." Then he turned towards heaven with a graceful

motion, extended his wings, surmounted the spheres as a vessel

divides the waves, which in an instant scarcely leaves to the exiles

abandoned on a desert shore a sight of its white sails glistening in

the sun beams. The shade gave a frightful cry, to which all the

damned replied from the circle the most profoundly plunged in the

immensity of the worlds of suffering until the one the most peaceful,

on the surface of which we were. It was a horrible concert. The
most poignant of all anguishes had made an appeal to all the others.

The clamour was increased by the roaring of a sea of fire, which
served as a bass to the terrible harmony of innumerable millions of

suffering shades. Then all at once it took its flight through the

cite dolente and descended from its place into the lowermost pit of

hell, remounted suddenly, returned, replunged again into the infi-

nity of circles, over-ran them in every direction, like to a vulture who,
put for the first time into confinement, exhausts itself in useless and
superfluous efforts. The shade had the right to wander thus. It

might traverse the infernal zones, glacial, fetid, burning,without parti-

cipating in their sufferings. It glided into this immensity as a ray

of the sun penetrates into the bosom of obscurity. "God has not in-

flicted this punishment upon him," said the master to me ;
" but not

one of those souls whose tortui-es you have successively considered

would change his suffering for the hope under which this one

groans." At this moment the shade returned near us, led back by
an invisible power which condemned him to wither on the extreme

edge of hell. My divine guide, observing the curiosity which had

taken possession of me, touched .with his palm-branch the unhappy
wretch, occupied perhaps in measuring the age of pain which was to

be endured between that moment and the ever-fugitive to-morrow.

The shade shuddered and cast upon us a glance full of all the tears

that he had already shed.—" You wish to know my misfortune," said he, in a tone of sad-

ness. " Oh ! I love to relate it. I am here. Theresa is on high !

This is the whole. On earth, we were happy, we were always

united. When I saw fojcthe first time my dear Theresa Donati, she

was but ten years of age. Then we loved each other without know-
ing what love was. Our lives formed but one life. I turned pale at

her paleness. I was happy from her joy. Together, we gave our-

selves up to the charm of thinking and feeling, and one by the other

we learned the secret of love. We were married at Cremona, and
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never did we know our lips otherwise than adorned with the pearls

of smiles. Our eyes beamed with delight. Our tresses were not more
divided than our vows; they mingled as our heads rested against each

other when we were reading, as our steps were united when we
walked. Life was a long embrace. Our home the temple of bliss.

One day Theresa was pale, and said to me, for the first time, 'I am
unwell ;' and I was not unwell ! She never rose again. I saw, with-

out dying myself, her beautiful features shrink, her bright, wavy
golden hair turn dull and straight. She smiled, to conceal her suf-

ferings from me, but I read them in the azure of her eyes, of which

I knew how to interpret the faintest tremblings. She was whispering

to me, ' Honorino, I love thee,' at the moment that her lips blanched.

In fine, she was still straining my hands in hers when death chilled

them, and then I killed myself immediately, in order that she might
not rest alone in the cold and Immid bed of her sepulchre, under her

marble sheets. She is above, Theresa, and I am here. God has se-

parated us. Why then have united us upon earth ! Heaven is jea-

lous. Paradise is, doubtless, much more beautiful since the day that

Theresa ascended there. But do you see ? She is sad in her hap-

piness. She is without me. Paradise can be but a desert to her."—" Master," said I, weeping, for I was thinking of my own
amours, "from the moment in which this unfortunate desires para-

dise for the love of God alone, will he not be delivered ?" The fa-

ther of poesy gently inclined his head, in token of assent. We de-

parted, cleaving the air, and making no more noise than the birds

which sometimes pass over our heads when we are lying extended in

the shade under a tuft of trees. We might have, attempted in vain

to prevent the unfortunate from blaspheming as he had done. One
of the misfortunes of the angels of darkness is not to see the light

even when they are environed by it. He would not have understood

our words."

Just then the rapid steps of several horses resounded in the midst

of the silence. The dog barked. The grumbling voice of the sergeant

answered him. Some horsemen alighted, knocked at the door, and
the noise arose all at once with the sudden violence of an unexpected

detonation. The two proscribed, the two poets, fell upon the earth

from all the height that separates us from heaven. The painful

shock of this fall from the clouds to the world ran, like another blood,

through their veins, but in whistling and flowing as if full of sharp

and cutting points. The suff*ering was in some sort an electrical

commotion. The heavy and sonorous step of an armed man, whose
sword, cuirass, and spurs produced an extraordinary clangour, was
heard upon the stairs, and presently the individual appeared before

the astonished stranger.—" We may return to Florence ," said the soldier, whose rough

voice appeared gentle in uttering these few words in Italian.

—" What sayest thou ?" demanded the great man.
—" The whites triumph."—" Dost thou not deceive thyself?" replied the poet.

—" No, Dante," replied the soldier, whose warlike voice expressed
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the trembling eagerness for the excitement of battle, and the joys of

victory.
" To Florence ! To Florence ! O, my Florence '." cried with

vivacity Dante Alighieri, whose countenance shone resplendent.

He drew himself up to his full heigh't, sent a piercing glance

through the fields of air, believed he saw Italy through them, and be-

came gigantic.—" And I, when shall I be in heaven," said Godfrey, who re-

mained, with one knee on the ground, before the immortal poet, like

an angel in face of the sanctuary.
—" Come to Florence," said Dante to him, in a compassionate

tone. "Come! and when thou sees't the lovely landscapes of Fiesole

thou wilt believe thyself in paradise."

The soldier began to smile. For the first, the only time, perhaps,

the sombre and awful countenance of Dante was expressive of joy.

He had in his eyes, upon his forehead, all the pictures of happiness of

which his paradise is so lavish. It might perhaps seem to him that

he heard the voice of Beatrice. And now the light step of a woman
and the rustling of her dress were distinctly heard in the silence.

The dawn was just breaking and scattering her first faint rays, when

the beautiful countess Mahaut entered, gave a shriek, and flew to

Godfrey.—" Come, my child, my son! it is now permitted me to acknow-

ledge thee ; and paradise shall be the heart of thy mother."
—" I recognize the voice from heaven," cried the enraptured boy.

This cry aroused Dante, who beheld the youth embraced in the

arms of the countess. He saluted them by a glance, and left the

companion of his studies upon the maternal bosom.
" Let us depart," cried he, in a voice of thunder. *' Death to the

Guelphs!"

THE FIRST " MEDITATION" of M. ALPHONSE DE LAMARTINE.

BY MISS MARGARET PATRICKSON.

ISOLATION.

How oft upon the mountain's side, beneath an old oak's shade.

When the sun is sinking to his rest, I mournfully am laid.

While my looks that ieek no object, all regardless what they meet.

Roam idly o'er the changing scene extended at my feet.

Here rolls the stream his billows high, loud murmuring as they flow.

Till lost in far raeanderings we trace not where they go

;

And there, the calm lake motionless, its sleeping waves outspread.

Where the star of evening rises pure in the azure over head.

On the summit of the mountains, with sombre forests crowned.

The twilight still dispenses a lingering ray around.

While the car, in vapours shrouded, of the queen of shades is seen

Slow mounting o'er the horizon, dim whitening all the scene.
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Yet, rising with the evening breeze, and spreading wide around.

From the gothic village -spire comes a soft, religious sound.

The traveller stops to listen, while he blames his fond delay.

As the holy concert mingles with the last faint sounds of day.

But from all these lovely pictures with indifference I turn.

For me they have no charms. In my heart no transports burn.

I gaze upon the world like a spirit passed away.
The sun that cheers the living cannot warm the breathless clay.

In vain from hill to hill my wandering glances fly.

In vain o'er all the vast extent I cast an anxious eye.

The north, the south, the ruddy east, the golden tinted west.

That life contains no bliss for me too mournfully attest.

What are to me these palaces, these cottages, these vales ?

Vain objects all, whose borrowed charm for nothing now avails.

The floods, the rocks, the forests, all beauteous though they be.

When the sole-beloved one is not there, unpeopled seem to me

!

Whether the sun his circling round commences or concludes

My eye indiff'erent surveys. To the heart's deep solitudes

What boots it that he rise or sink in a pure or clouded sky ?

What is the sun ? To me the day can nothing now supply.

Could I follow him on mounting wings, in his wide and bright career.

My eyes would see on every side but a desert void and drear.

I nothing ask of the glorious light which around me sheds its rays.

I nothing ask of this universe, immense, on which I gaze.

But, perhaps, beyond the last faint line of his vast, yet bounded sphere.

Where o'er other heavens the true sun shines with a light more purely clear.

If I could leave my mortal spoils on the earth on which I pine.

The things that I so oft have dreamed before my eyes might shine.

There would I quaff the draught divine, at the source where I aspire.

There hope and love, refound once more, again my breast should fire

With the fancied good, so sweet in thought, which every heart demands.

And which has no name in this lower world where earth-born mem commands.

Why cannot I, all lightly borne on Aurora's rose-tipped car.

Vague object of my longing vows, my bold flight take so far.

From this mournful scene of exile, as to mount up e'en to thee ?

For there is no touch of sympathy betwixt this earth and me.

When the forest sheds its honours, and the fallen leaves decay.

The wind of evening rises and transports them far away.

And I, who but resemble a withered leaf forlorn.

Take me, ye stormy northern winds, on your blighting pinions borne !

Paris, March 18, 1836.
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THE MANSE AND ITS INMATES.

(Continued from page 242.)

Chapter II.

—

Ruth Watson.

Mr. John Watson, the father of Mrs. M'Niel, was a clerk in the

Bank of England, whose salary was something less than one hun-

dred pounds per annum. He married, however, but he maried pru-

dently, a young woman, a milliner and dress-maker, established on

her own account in a small but safe and tolerably lucrative business,

in the City. Miss Ruth Symonds was prudent and industrious. She
continued her occupation after her marriage, and doubled—in very

busy years, more than doubled—the income of her husband. His
exertions were equally praiseworthy, and he was never better pleased

than when a greater press of business than ordinary at the Bank
gave, to all who wished it, employment at " over-hours."

" They had only two children, girls ; and, as it was evident that

they must be brought up to provide for themselves, the most obvious

and perhaps the most prudent plan would have been to have

brought them up to their mother's business, to which they would
have succeeded as a matter of course, which they might have learned

without the expense of apprenticeship to strangers, while the savings

of their parents were accumulating in the public funds; for the care-

ful couple did save money and buy stock every year, though their

operations were necessarily upon a very small scale.

But there is no path of life, however humble and obscure, in which
ambition disclaims to walk ; and Mr. and Mrs.'John Watson were
ambitious for their children, if not for themselves.

Mrs. Watson thought her business not genteel. She forgot to take

into account its independence—that ever after she was established

for herself she had had her own apartments, her own servant, her own
choice of acquaintances, and, excepting at very busy times, when
profit sweetened labour, the arrangement ofherow-n time—that by
moving always in her own sphere, and associating only with those of

her own rank in life, she was respectably married to a sober, honest,

industrious young man, perfectly suited to her in every respect.

Perhaps it was, in some degree, from the self-complacency with

which she contemplated her own lot that her aspiring views for her

children sprung. Her dwelling was very neatly furnished and nicely

kept. It was the upper part of a house in Throgmorton Street, so

that they had no annoyance in the shape of either shop or taxes.

The drapers' 'garden was opposite, where the children could always

be sent for air and exercise, and left in security ; for, even if it rained,

there were large stone summer-houses where they could play under

shelter. It was not two minutes run from the Bank, so that Mr.
Watson never got wet, never got cold, and his meals were always

ready to place before him immediately after entering the house.

Never were husband and wife more completely suited to each

other. He in his office—she in her work or show-room—all day.

At night, each interested in what the other had to tell, however
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trivial. All the week she read nothing, and he read nothing hut the

newspaper, but he read it to her ; and always the same paper, for

Mr. John Watson did not love change; and the man from whom it

was hired for a certain period every week-day, knew that he must
always send the same, and punctually to the time agreed upon, well

aware that it would be scrupulously returned with the same exactness.

On Sundays they read nothing at all ; but they attended the parish

church, whatever the weather might be, dined at one o'clock, and were
sure to have a pudding. When the weather was fine, they walked, till

they were ready to drop with fatigue, on crowded roads, where they

were half choaked with dust, for the sake of air and exercise. Some-
times, by way of treat, drinking tea at Chelsea or Greenwich. Their
parents had enjoyed themselves in the same manner, and had been
very respectable people ! Mr. and Mrs. Watson had no idea of seek-

ing their happiness or sustaining their respectability by any modern
inyentions in the disposal of their hebdomadal holiday.

On wet Sundays they sat in the show-room window, looking at the

rain, the foot-passengers and now and then a hackney coach.

Though not inhospitably inclined, they seldom gave or accepted

invitations, simply because they felt no want of society; consequently

had no inducement to encoimter the trouble or expense, since,

scanty as were the materials possessed by each for companionship,

they were sufficient for the demands of the other.

Thus they lived in this world, and journeyed towards the next^

withoiit thinking of either, further than to keep a clean house, make
themselves comfortable, and pay every one their own, until the im-

portant affair of their daughters came to be considered.

Mrs. Watson thought that nothing could be so desirable as to make
them governesses. " Give them a good education and they could

provide for themselves like ladies, and live all their lives with ladies,

and, may be, with lords!" She had read Richardson's Pcrme/a, as far

as to the marriage of the heroine with her master, and she thought it a

very pretty, natural, and moral story—a kind of thing which she

never doubted happened very often in " great hoiises."

Her husband implicitly assented to all her arguments ; for, if any
thing did interfere with the regularity of her proceedings, it was the

children ; and change of any kind was so foreign to all Mr. John
Watson's notions and habits that even one for the better would have
deranged his little comforts.

The hoard in the funds was accordingly put in' requisition, and
each girl, as she was considered old enough, placed at a good school

at Wandsworth. Ruth, the eldest, as soon as she was competent to

the task, spared her parents part of the expense of her board, &c. by
sharing in the tuition of the younger children ; and so well did she

succeed that, when she had completed her eighteenth year, she was
chosen, in preference to several other candidates, to fill the situation

of assistant teacher at a cheap preparatory school in Essex, where,
for twelve pounds a year and her washing (so munificently are

mental acquirements sometimes remunerated), she undertook .ihont

three times as much labour as an ordinary nursery-maid usually en-

gages to perform.
M. M.—No. .5. 2 I
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It was a proud day for Ruth Watson when she was installed in

her new dig-nity, for dignity she thought it. She had been taught

to look forward to becoming a governess as an object of ambition,

the attainment of which required and merited every exertion of in-

dustry and sacrifice of ease and self-indulgence which she could

make; and to consider the conduct of her parents, in rendering' her
qualified for the task, as the perfection of wisdom and the extreme
of generosity.

She was about to become useful and independent, and she entered
upon her new duties with all the ardour of youth, the alacrity of
good-will, and the earnestness of sincerity. She had three natural

qualifications, of the inestimable value of which she was then totally

unconscious, for at that period she did not reason much—good tem-
per, good spirits, and good health. At a later period, when habits

of reflection led her to trace from its commencement the progress of
her career as a governess, reason showed her their importance, and
religion taught her, in humility, where to oiFer her gratitude.

she was, besides, well disposed to respect in others, and to cultivate

in herself, good sense and good principles. She identified herself with

her principal and the interests of the establishment, and was not only

desirous o^ doing every thing that was expected from her, but was
anxious to do it well; so that notwithstanding her inexperience being
often troublesome and embarrassing to her, during the first six

months, it was seldom so twice upon the same subject, for her desire

of improvement was infinitely greater than her self-love ; so that

even when, as would occasionally happen, a reproof was conveyed to

her in an ungracious manner, or some instance of deficiency or ig-

norance unfeelingly noticed or unnecessarily exposed, the mortify-

ing feeling of humiliation was more than counterbalanced by the

sense of knowledge gained and a fault corrected.

Ruth's conduct met with that reward which plain, straight-forward

honesty, a conscientious dischai'ge of duty, and personal respectability

will ordinarily procure. Her employer was not a person of extended
views, or much power of observation or reflection, but she was a fair-

dealing, well-meaning woman, who knew that Ruth had well per-

formed her duties, and that she herself had been a gainer in conse-

quence. Nor was she offended when, at the end of eighteen months,

conscious that she had now earned a right to a better situation, her
young assistant quitted her, having been surprised that she had not

done so six months before. She did not make Ruth any present in

addition to her scanty salary, but she gave her, what was better, a
very handsome written testinronial to her abilities and good conduct,

stating, that during twenty-five years she had never had so useful and
valuable an assistant, that she parted from her with extreme regret,

and that it was only from the nature of her establishment and her

own consequent inability to affbrd more that she did not endeavour to

secure a continuance of services she estimated so highly, by the in-

ducement of a remuneration more adequate to her merits. And
having expressed her readiness to answer any further enquiries into

particulars, either by letter or personally, concluded by wishing Miss

Watson every success in her progress through life.
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iBy lolerable judgment in t!ie choice, and very great care in the

wearing, of her clothes, Ruth had contrived to make a neat and re-

spectable appearance at so small an expense that she returned home
with a wardrobe, modest in its pretensions, it is true, but quite suffi-

cient for all her wants and wishes, and, thanks to her industry and

good management, in perfect order ; while five pounds of her little

earnings still held their place in her purse. The greater part of this

sum she expended in lessons from a good French master, with a view

to improvement in her pronunciation, and to something like facility

in speaking; and after a five weeks' residence in Throgmorton
Street, at the end of the Midsummer vacation, during which the

whole of the long, light mornings, and much of the days and evenings,

iiad been sedulously devoted to study, she entered upon a new situa-

tion, differing materially from her former one, and as superior to her

expectations as it was agreeable to her wishes.

Mrs. Somerive's school for young ladies, pleasantly situated at

Brompton, was one of the best in the neighbourhood of London, and

conducted upon the most liberal system. Though her terms were

high, her number of pupils, thirty, was always complete. For these

she employed four assistants, and also engaged the attendance of first-

rate masters.

Mrs. Somerive was an accomplished well-educated woman her-

self, who had passed the seasons of youth and middle life in the busi-

nesss of private tuition ; and, when arrived at an age which rendered

a permanent home of her own desii-able, she met with patronage

and encouragement from those noblemen and gentlemen who had
experienced her worth in their own families, or who had become ac-

quainted with her merits in the mansions of their friends. She was

observing and candid. She knew that fashion was ever changing
and subjecting to its capricious mutability, not merely the adorn-

ment of the person, but the course to be pursued in the most import-

ant affairs of life, in the preservation of the health and the cultivation

of the mind,—that as physicians and medicines, divines and doc-

trines grew out of date, as well as milliners and modes, though not

with the same periodical regularity as the last named branch, so the

accomplishments and teacher of twenty years' standing are obsolete,

or nearly so, at the present moment. Wisely, therefore, leaving the

detail and the labour to younger and more recently educated assist-

ants, she vigilantly superintended the whole during the hours passed

in the school-room, managed the domestic arrangements of her house

in the intervals, and reserved her evenings to be devoted to the legi-

timate relaxations of a cultivated and elegant mind—literary leisure,

and social intercourse with a larsfe circle of intelligent and agrreeable

friends, whose tastes were similar to her own.
The head teacher, Mademoiselle Aurelia Doval, was a lively

Frenchwoman of thirty, who could barely make herself understood

in Knglish, and Mrs. Somerive would have regretted extremely her

making any considerable improvement. Mademoiselle's difficulties

exercised the young ladies and the other teaciiers, and Mrs. Somerive
herself, who had resided three years in France, never conversed with

2 12
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her but in her native language. Mademoiselle only taught f ranch

and some ingenious works.

The lessons of ]Vliss Crofts, the second teacher, were principally in

music, landscape drawing, and painting fruit and flower-pieces.

It was the business of Ruth, wlio held the third situation, to prepare

the pupils for their lessons with these two ladies, while history, geogra-
phy, English grammar, and reading, devolved entirely on herself; or

she might obtain the subordinate assistance of Miss Povey, who, as yet

remained on the lowest step of the professional ladder of learning—

-

a kind of handmaiden to the rest, who only mounted occasionally to

a more important station when her services were specifically called

for by some of the superior teachers.

Here Ruth felt in a new state of existence, and among a new order

of beings. She sometimes half doubted her own identity, and the

fact that she was to receive a salary of twenty-five guineas a year

;

while, so far from becoming conceited and self-important upon the

occasion, she only felt grateful to Mrs. Somerive for the confidence

reposed in her, and determined to use her best efforts to merit that

lady's good opinion, at least to prevent her ever regretting having
entertained it.

Mrs. Somerive was not a woman to choose lightly. She had been
struck and pleased by the strong recommendation written by her

former employer, Mrs. Carter. She liked Ruth's appearance and

manners. Her dress, plain and simple as it was, indicated good taste

and a desire to appear as a gentlewoman; while, through all the

timidity attendant upon a personal application for a situation so ex-

tremely desirable, and which covered her cheeks with blushes and
caused her voice to falter, when she answered Mrs. Somerive's ques-

tions, or brought forward any thing in her own favour, there was
still a modest self-possession which enabled her, though with difficulty,

to do justice to herself, and which very much disposed that lady in

her favour.

Perhaps there is no quality so highly advantageous to a young
woman having her own way to make in the world as this. There
may be confidence, there may be boldness, even stupidity or insen-

sibility, want of feeling or delicacy, and many other causes, sufficient

to banish diffidence ; but modest self-possession, justly so styled, in a
young female whom duty calls upon to act for herself, can scarcely

mislead, when taken as the indication of a character combining moral
worth with intellectual power, of the existence not only of a mind,

but of a mind at the command of its owner, ready to act when re-

quired.

Mrs. Somerive saw in Ruth an absence of all pretension and affec-

tation, and she was well aware how frequently among young women
of her class such vulgarity was to be found. She did not ask Ruth
the amount of her former salary, but she stated what she gave her-

self in the situation that was vacant, took Mrs. Carter's address, and,

saying that if she received a favourable answer to a few particulars

which she wished to ask she would engage her, and that, at all events,

she would write immediately, as she could not think of her coming
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so far perhaps to be disappointed, dismissed her kindly ; and Ruth
took her long walk back again into the City, scarcely sensible of the

distance, so much was her mind engaged.
When the favourable note arrived, it invited her to Brompton to

take tea, at an early hour, with Mrs. Somerive, who wished to have
some conversation with her. She went, and the result was that she

took possession of her apartment three days' before the opening of the

school, by which means all her little arrangements for her own
comfort were made before she entered upon her duties, and, what
was of more importance, she became a little familiarized to the

house and its inmates.

CTo be continued.

J

TO POESY.

BY ROBERT STYLES.

All colours blend for thee, and glow
In light celestial o'er thy brow.
All fragrance mingles in one urn.

As incense at thy feet to burn.

All beauty from earth, sea, and skies,

Presents to thee its sacrifice.

Thine is the music of the spheres,

And seraph voices greet thine ears,

And scenes to mortal ken unknown
Surround the glory of thy throne.

Thine eye can track the foot of Time
And see his future march sublime.

Pierce into dark Oblivion's sea,

And wander through eternity.

The pencil with thy beauty glows.

And music from thy rapture tlows.

Wliate'er of beauty Art can bring.

Sweet Poesy, from thee must spring.

I would, a grateful son of thine.

Present my offering at thy shrine ;

P'or tliou to me hast been a joy.

Nor scorn nor envy could destroy,

Of hidden treasure wert the key.

And woke the silent harmony
That long had slept within my breast,

And in my song hast made me blest.

Tliougii some may say, with envious tongue,

My lyre had better lain unstrung.

They caimot give nor take away
Th(! rapture that iiis|)ires my lay

;

For, to the true and faithful bard.

Thou art thyself {\\y own reward.
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THE MASS OF THE ATHEIST.
Translatedfrom the^' Chroiiique de Paris,'"ofthe "ird ofJanuary, ISSff^

B"X MISS MARGARET PATRICKSON.

[In this number we give the conclusion of "The Proscribed," by Balzac,

which wa9 in our possession some time before the work was published in France.

We are also enabled to present our readers with " The Mass of the Atheist," by

the same distinguished individual. We are indebted for both to Miss Patrickson, a

lady whose knowledge of French literature is perhaps unequalled by that of any other

English lady of the present day.]

A PHYSICIAN to whom science is indebted for a splendid physio-

logical theory, and who, though still young, is already ranked among
the celebrated members of the Ecole de Paris (that centre of intel-

ligence to which all the medical men of Europe render homage),

the Doctor Bianchon, had long practised surgery before devoting

himself to medicine. His first studies were directed and superin-

tended by one of the greatest surgeons of whom France can boast,

the illustrious Desplein, who passed as a meteor through the domain

of science. By the confession of his enemies themselves, the tomb
which closed over him buried, at the same moment, a skill and me-
thod incommunicable. Like all men of genius, he,was heirless: as he

brought all with him, so he carried all away. Surgeons, with re-

spect to their fame, bear a striking resemblance to actors : their

p-lory is equally evanescent; they live but the period of their actual

existence ; their address is no longer appreciated when themselves

have disappeared ; they are but the heroes of the day. Him.

especially, whose name already lives but in a few faithful memories,

and which will remain in his special science without passing its

boundaries, for it requires little less then a miracle to give to the son

of learning his immortal page in the great volume of human history.

Desplein carried in the very first glance of his eye a divine power
of seeing even to the source : he penetrated the invalid himself and

his malady by an intuition, either acquired or natural, which en-

abled him to embrace at once the diagnostics peculiar to the indivi-

dual—to determine the precise time, the hour, the minute, in which

an operation might most advantageously be performed, by his call-

ing to his aid the accidents of the atmosphere and the singularities

of the temperament. To enable himself to proceed thus in accord-

ance and intelligence with nature, had he then studied the inces-

sant conjunction of animated beings with" the alimentary substances

contained in the atmo.sphere, or furnished by the earth for the use

of man, who absorbs and prepares them, in order to extract from

thence a pecuhar expression ? or did he proceed by that power of

deduction and analogy to which is due the genius of Cuvier ?

However that may be, this man had rendered himself the confidant

of the flesh, and of matter, belaid his powerful grasp uponitinthe past

as in the future, by supporting himself on the present ; and it is im-

j)ossible to deny to so unwearied an observer of human chemistry, a

knowledge of the antique science of magic, as practised by the

Persian Magi ; that is to say, the knowledge of principles, while yet in
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fusion, of the causes of life, of the life which precedes life, and that

which it will be by its preparations previous to being. To him the

terrestrial atmosphere was a generating- envelope, he saw the earth

as an egg in its shell ; and, not being able to ascertain from whence
it proceeded, he refused his credence to an assigned origin : he be-

lieved neither in man, posterior, nor in God. Desplein was not in a

state of doubt, he affirmed. His atheism was simple and frank like

that of many philosophers, the honestest men in the world, but in-

vincibly atheists, atheists to a degree that religious men refuse to

believe that atheism can exist. And that followed not unnaturally

with a man accustomed fi-om his youth to dissect the being of beings

before, during, and after life, to dive into its profoundest secrets

without finding any traces of that individual soul so indispensable

to every religious system. On finding these three centres, the cere-

bral, the nervous, and the aero-sanguine, of which the first two are

so well qualified for replacing each other, he entertained during the

latter part of his life the conviction that the sense of hearing was

not absolutely necessary in order to hear, nor the sense of vision ab-

solutely necessary in order to see, and that the Plexus Solaris re-

placed them beyond the possibility of doubt. Desplein, finding thus

as it were two souls in 'man, corroborated his atheism by this fact

;

and although he still abstained from prejudging the Supreme Being,

this man died, it is said, in that state of final impenitence in which so

many gifted spirits have quitted their earthly existence, and whom
may God mercifully pardon.

The life of this man, great as he really was, presented many
littlenesses, pefitesses, to employ the French expression, which his

jealous enemies made use of in order to tarnish his reputation and
give vent to their envious spleen, but which it would be more
agreeable to the truth to describe as apparent inconsistencies.

Never understanding the motives by which superior minds are im-

pelled to action, the envious or the silly arm themselves in haste with

some superficial contradictions in order to draw up a bill of indict-

ment, by means of which they subject them to an ephemeral cen-

sure. If at a later period success crowns the attacked combinations,

rashly deemed incongruous, by showing their correlativeness, a little of

the preparatory calumny is still sure to remain. Thus, in our times,

Napoleon was condemned by his contemporaries, when he endea-

voured to extend the wings of his eagle over England, and con-

structed his flat-bottomed boats at Boulogne: 1814 was necessary to

the right understanding of 1804. With Desplein, fame and science

being invulnerable, his enemies took advantage of his whimsical

humour and singular temper, while the plain fact was that he
merely possessed that quality termed by the English eccentricity.

Sometimes he might be seen superbly dressed like Crebillon the

tragic writer, at others affecting a singular indifference as to his

vestirients. Sometimes in a carriage. Sometimes on foot. By turns ab-

rupt and gentle. In appearance sharp and avaricious, hut capable of
offering his entire fortune to his exiled masters, who accepted it for

a short period. Never did the character of any iiulivitltutl give room
for more contradictory judgments. Although capable, in order to
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a cordon noir at which thesons of Esculapius would not be considered

as entitled to pietend, oF suffering- a prayer book to drop from his

pocket at court, be assured that he laughed in his sleeve at all around

him, and that after studying men in all the gradations of life, from

the highest elevation to the lowest point of degraded existence— after

having surprised them in their veritable character, in the midst of

the most solemn scenes in which they act a part,—he entertained for

them the most profound and unmitigated contempt. The qualities

which we admire in a great man are often so combined as to form one

liarmoniotis whole, each giving to and receiving support from the

rest. If one lias more talent than mental power, still his mind is more
extended than his of whom we merely say, He is a person who
possesses a good understanding. All genius supposes a moral intel-

ligence capable of piercing to the cause of an effect. Tliis power of

vision may apply itself to some speciality; but whoever sees the

flower ought to see the sun also. He who heard a diplomatist, saved

by him, enquire, " How is the emperor?" and who replied, "The
courtier returns, the man will follow!'' that man was not merely a

surgeon or a physician. Among the various enigmas that the life

of Desplein presents to the minds of many of his contemporaries, we
liave chosen one of the most interesting, because the solution of it

will be found at the conclusion of this recital, without the reader be-

ing referred to a future day for the satisfaction of his curiosity.

Among all the inmates that Desplein had at his hospital, Horace

Bianchon was one of those to whom he attached himself the most

warmly. Before becoming an in-door assistant surgeon at the Ho-
tel Dieu, Horace Bianchon was a student of medicine, lodged in a

miserable boarding-house in the quar tier-latin* known by the name
of Maison Vanquer. This poor young man had been there a prey

to the attacks of that extreme misery from which, as from a

red-hot crucible, great talents seem often destined to issue like

diamonds, which may be submitted to every kind of shock, even the

rudest, without yielding or losing their firmness. In the fire even

of all their unchained passions, they acquire the most incorruptible

probity, aud contract the habit of struggling with every species of

difficulty, by the unceasing labour in which they have circled all

their disappointed appetites. Horace was a straight-forward young

man, incapable of tergiversation to the nicest shade in a question of

honour, going to his point without any parade, as ready for his

friends to put his cloak in pledge as to give them his time and his

vigils, in a word, he was one of those friends who " take no thought"

of what they are likely to receive in exchange for what they give,

internally convinced, by judging from themselves, that they, in their

turn will receive more than they have given, whenever the evil day

arrives. His friends, for the most part, felt for him that inward and

sincere respect which a life virtuous without display is sure to inspire,

and many amongst them dreaded his censure. But his good quali-

ties were put in action without pedantry. He was neither a puritan

* General resort of students, like the vicinity of tlie hospitals in London, or Lothian

street and its nt-iyhbourliood in Edinbnrgli.
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nor aserinoniser. An oath itself might slip fromliiin with the most un-

equivocal good-will, in the very midst of giving a good counsel. He
was willing enough to make one in a party of pleasure or a frolic,

when an opportunity jiresenled itself. He was a joyous boon com-
panion, no more prudish than a cuirassier going roundly and frankly.

Not like a sailor, for the sailor of our days is a cunning diplomatist ;*

but like a gallant young fellow who, having notiiing to disguise,

marches on with a head erect and a light heart. In line, to sum up
all at once, Horace was the Pylades of more than one Orestes, cre-

ditors being considered in our days as the figure most approaching to

the thing figured, of the furies of the ancients. He supported his

poverty with that gaiety which is perhaps one of the noblest ele-

ments of resolution ; and, like all those who hcwe nothing, contracted

few debts. He was sober as a camel, alert as a deer, firm above
all things in his ideas and in his conduct. Bianchon's success in life

began on the same day in which the illustrious surgeon acquired the

proof of the good qualities and the defects which the one as well as

the other rendered the doctor Bianchon doubly precious. When a
clinical leader takes a young man under his wing, the young man's for-

tune is made. Desplein failed not to take Bianchon with him as his as-

sistant in many rich families, where it almost always happened that

some good sum found its way to the pocket of the in-door hospital-

student, and where were revealed to the provincial, by insensible

degrees, the mysteries of Parisian life. Desplein retained him in

his study during his consultations, and employed him there ; and
then he took opportunities of sending him to the different watering

places as medical attendant upon some rich invalid ordered to try

the mineral springs. In short, he was preparing him a connection.

The result of this was that, at the end of a certain time, the Ma-
homet of .Sui-gery had a Seide. These two men, the one at the sum-
mit of honours and of his art, in the enjoyment of an immense for-

tune and an immense reputation ; the other, the modest, unpretend-

ing Omega, possessing neither fortune nor fame, became intimate.

The great Desplein concealed nothing from his in-door pupil: the

pupil knew whether such or such a lady had been seated in a chaise

at the side of the master, or upon the famous sofa in Desplein's

closet, and which served him as a bed. Bianchon knew the mysteries

of this temperament composed of the lion and the bull, which ended
l)y enlarging, amplifying beyond measure, the bust of the great

man, and caused his death, by the too great development of the heart.

lie studied the contradictions of this existence, so busily occupied.

Bianchon having said one day to Desplein that a poor water-carrier

in the quartier Saint Jacques was labouring under a horrible malady,
caused by fatigue and privations— for the poor Auvergnatf had tasted

nothing more nourisliing than potatoes during the terrible winter

of 1824—Desplein left all his sick, and, at the risk of killing his horse,

• This applies, I presume, solely to tlie French marine. Our own Jack Tars carry

their hliml honesty (a part of themselves) with them wherever tiiey go, as a matter

of necessity from its lioin()<jeneity ; witness the hito Lord Kxinoiith on the Queen's
(Caroline) trial, and the late Sir .fosepli Yorke in the Mouse of Coiiunons.

t Native of the province of Auverfnc.
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flew, followed by Bianchon, to the poor sufferer, whom he caused

to be transported, under his own direction, to the Maison de Santd,

established by the celebrated Dubois, in the faubourg St. Denis. He
attended this man himself, and as soon as his health was re-established

furnished him with the sum requisite to purchase a water-butt and a

horse and cart. This Auvergnat distinguished himself in the follow-

ing original manner : One of his friends having fallen ill, he brought

him, without a moment's loss of time, to Desplein, merely saying to
'

his benefactor, " I could not have borne his going to any body else."

Rough as he was, Desplein wrung the hard hand of the water-carrier

as he said to him, " Bring me them all." And he ordered that the

poor wanderer from the Cantail should be transported to the Hotel-

Dieu, where he took the greatest care of him. Bianchon had se-

veral times previously remarked in his chief a predilection for the

Auvergnats, and especially for the water-carriers ; but, as Desplein

carried a sort of pride into his treatment of his patients at the Hotel

Dieu, the pupil attached no particular importance to the circum-

stance.

One day, as he was crossing the place St. Sulpice, Bianchon

caught a glimpse of his chief, who was just entering the church, it

being then near nine o'clock in the morning. Desplein, who was
never known at that time to stir a step without his cabriolet, was on

foot, and stole into the church, by the rue du Petit Lion, as if he was
entering a house of suspicious character. Naturally seized with a

feeling of curiosity, the in-door student of the Hotel Dieu, who knew
the opinions of his master, and who was Cabaniste en dyuble by an y
<;rec (which seems in Rabelais a superiority in devilry), Bianchon slip-

ped also into the church, and was not a little astonished to see the great

Desplein—this atheist, without pity for the angels, who offer no point

of attack to the bistouries of the surgeon, and who are exempt from

cholic? and inflammations, in fine, this intrepid scoffer—humbly on

his knees, and where ? In the chapel dedicated to the Virgin, be-

fore whose image he listened to a mass, gave money towards paying

the expenses of the service, and for the poor, remaining all the while

as grave as if an operation was in progress.
" He certainly has not come here to seek to enlighten himself

upon any question relative to the Virgin," said Bianchon (whose

astonishment exceeded all bounds) to himself " If I had seen him
at the Fete Dieu, holding one of the cords of the canopy, it would

have been no more than a jest ; but at this hour, alone, without wit-

nesses, there is certainly in it something to make one reflect !
"

Bianchon would not' appear to be acting as a spy upon the first

surgeon of the Hotel Dieu, and quitted the place. By chance,

Desplein invited him to dine with him the same day, not at his own
house, but at a restaurateur's. Between the " pear and the cheese,''

Bianchon contrived, by skilful advances, to lead the conversation

upon the subject of the mass, affecting to look upon it himself as a

mere farce.

" A farce," said Desplein, " which has cost Christendom more
blood than all the battles of Napoleon, or all Broussais' leeches. The
mass is a papal invention, which dates no higher than the sixtli cen-
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tury, and which they have contrived a base for in the hoc est corpus.

What torrents of blood have been shed in order to establish the

Fete Dieu, by the institution of which the court of Rome chose to sig-

nalize its victory in the matter of the real presence, a schism which
kept the church in hot water during three centuries. The wars
of the Count of Thoulouse and the Albigenses form the termination

of this business, the Vaudois and the Albigeois refusing to acknow-
ledge the innovation."

And at length Desplein, indulging to the utmost his sceptical

humour, poured forth a volley of Voltairian pleasantries, or, to speak
the whole truth, gave into a detestable imitation of the Citateur.

"Whew!'' said Bianchon to himself, "Where is my devotee of
this morning?"
He kept silence however, for he had no doubt as to the fact of

liis having seen his chief at St. Sulpice. Desplein had not thought
it worth while to prevaricate with Bianchon, they knew each other

too well ; they had already, upon points equally grave, exchanged
thoughts, and discussed systems de natura rerum, sounding or dis-

secting them with the knives and the scalpel of unbelief. Three
months passed, and Bianchon attached no importance to this singular

fact, although it remained engraven on his memory. In the course

of the same year one of the physicians of the Hotel-Dieu said to

Desplein, before Bianchon,
" What is it that carries you to St. Sulpice, my dear master?"
" To see a priest there who has a carious knee, and whom her

Royal Highness Madame the Duchess d'Angouleme has done me the

honour to recommend to me.''

The physician was contented to take this false money as current

coin—not so Bianchon.

"Ah! and so he goes to see the sore knees in the church! Bah!
he went to hear his mass," said the in-door pupil to himself.

Bianchon resolved in his own mind to watch Desplein. He recol-

lected perfectly the day and hour on which he had seen him entering

St. Sulpice, and made a promise to himself of returning the following

year, on the same day and at the same hour, in order to ascertain

whether or not he should again surprise him there. In this case the

periodical return of hisdevotional exercises would authorise a scientific

investigation into the subject; for in the mind of such a man so di-

rect a contradiction between the opinions and the conduct could not

be accounted for on ordinary grounds.

The year following, on the precise day and hour, Bianchon, who
was no longer an in-door pupil of Desplein, saw the surgeon's cabriolet

stop at the corner of the rue de Zournon and the rue de Petit Lion,

from whence his friend stole jesuitically enough along the walls to

St. Sulpice, where he again listened to his mass at the altar of the

Virgin. It was indeed Desplein ! the surgeon in chief, the atheist

inpello. The mystery thickened. The perseverance of the illus-

trious son of science put all calculation at fault. When Desplein had
left the place Bianchon approached the sacristan, who was clearing

away the vessels, &c. which had been used in the chapel, and enqnireti
of him whether this gentleman was a regular attendant?
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" It is now twelve years since I came here," replied the vestry

keeper, " and in all that time M. Desplein has never failed to come
four times a year to hear this mass. It is a foundation made by
himself."

" A foundation made by himself!" said Bianchon, as he walked
away. " This is worth the mystery of all others calculated to render
a medical man sceptical."

(To be concluded in our next.)

THE UNFORTUNATE LOVER.

I NEVER was in love but twice. I have no wish to be in it a third

time. I lost my first inamorata by a blunder of my own. The fault

of my losing the second was none of mine ; it rested with the young
lady herself.

I will not weary the reader with a long story touching the ways
and means whereby I got acquainted with my first Dulcinea. Nei-
ther will I attempt to be minutely eloquent in praise of her charms.
I am fond of a nervous condensed style of writing, particularly

when speaking of either of the two girls I loved. I say then at once,
that Jemima was a perfect angel, both personally and intellectually.

What more could I say in her praise though I were to write till

doomsday ?

I never take things, particularly in matters relating to love, in mo-
deration. I like to be either hot or cold. I have no conception of
what is called an intermediate state of feeling. Nature has endowed
rne with unusually strong feelings and passions. I was desperately
in love with Jemima ; but the best of it was that I had every reason
to believe that she loved me in return, if not so violently, at least to

such a decree as oup'ht to have made me satisfied.

Those whom we love we like to speak of. So says the proverb,
and so say I. Nothing in the world afforded me greater pleasure
than to hear other people speak of Jemima—always excepting the
hearing- herself speak—because I knew it was not in human nature
to utter a word anent her save what was in her praise. When my
acquaintances showed no propensity to speak of her charms of their

own accord, I generally contrived to decoy them into the subject by
some means or other.

Two of my acquaintances had a particularly good taste as regarded
the ladies. I knew full well from an indirect source how highly
they thought of Jemima; but somehow or other they provokingly
eschewed, notwithstanding all my attempts to lead them into it, the
subject of her charms when conversing with me.

I determined one day to fall on some scheme or other to call them
out, not to fight—fiir from it—but to call them out in the way of say •

ing what they thought cf the attractions of Jemima. I spent an en-

1
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tire blessed day in ruminating on the best way of doing this. After

proposing and abandoning in my own mind countless devices for the

purpose, many of them, I am convinced, excessively ingenious, I

concluded that the best way would be to get my two friends and self

seated in the head inn, and to begin discussing a bottle of the grate-

ful grape, not doubting that the infinitely more agreeable discussion

of the peerless attractions of Jemima would be substituted ere long.

It is no crime—is it ?—to be poor. I know there are those who
practically think so. But this comes of ignorance and a want of

principle. I have no hesitation in admitting that I zoas poor when in

love with Jemima: with my present circumstances the world have

nothing to do. I consoled myself in my poverty with the reflection

that it is often with lovers as with poets ; that is to say, that the

poorest make the best. As to poor men making first-rate lovers, I

had an example in myself which abundantly satisfied me on the point.

As to poor poets very often making the best poets—there is no Irish-

ism here—my extensive learning supplied me with innumerable

proofs. Does the reader want any ? Let him take the instances of

Homer, Terence, Tasso, Dryden, Otway, Chatterton, Goldsmith, and
a thousand others.

But why acquaint the public with my poverty ? Because when they

have read what follows they will be the better able to appreciate

the ardour of my affection for Jemima.
I have said that I intended to invite my two friends to partake of

a bottle of wine with me at the head inn of the place, I knew the

liquid was not to be got for nothing. I knew more than this : I knovV

the precise price which would be charged. When I had formed the

resolution of treating my friends to a bottle, I had neither gold, sil-

ver, nor copper in my pocket. To speak the truth, I had not handled

any of the circulating medium for some days be.fbre. My only ex-

pedient therefore was to levy on the pockets of my friends, not in

the way of charity, for poor as I often have been that I have always

scorned, but in the way of procuring a temporary loan, though I

must confess that some of my loans have not been so temporary as I

could have wished, and as I persuaded myself they would be at the

time of contracting them.

By the kindness of eight'bf my friends—two of them severally ad-

vanced me a sixpence^ it not being convenient to go further at the

time, and the remainder a shilling each—by the kindness of my
friends, I raised the sum of seven shillings. I was much elated at my
success, notwithstanding the rebuffs and denials I had met with from

several persons of whom better things might have been expected.

My first determination was to go to the Flying Eagle with my
pockets replenished as they were ; but on second thoughts, as the oc
casion was rare, and the object one of the most glorious kind, I de-

termined that I should dedicate a bottle of Champagne to Jemima,
Port, Sherry, &c., being infinitely too common for such an occasion.

Though I had never tasted Champagne in my life, I knew by re-

port that it was one of the best kinds of wine, and I knew, moreover,

that sixteen shillings was the price of a bottle. Usually, lam de-

cidedly averse to borrow money of my friends ; indeed, I have a sort
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of horror of the task, and the exercise in that way I had just con^-

cluded was not calculated to abate that horror. But what will not a

man do that is really in love ? What would not I at that time have

done for Jemima ? Had she but said the word, I would have en-

countered a legion of tigers, I would have essayed to discover a

passage to the North Pole, I would have voyaged round the world

in a fishing boat, I would have traversed the continents of Africa

and America on all fours, I would have scaled the highest point of

Mont Blanc and vegetated a month, or longer, amongst its eternal

snows I would have approached nearer than ever human being did

before the crater of Mount ^Etna, nay, I would have dashed into it,

if I had thought there were any chance of getting out again—

I

would have done all this'and a million times more, everything, in

short, within the range of possibility, for Jemima. Was I to hesi-

tate a moment then in throwing myself anew on the generosity of

my acquaintances to make up what was short of the sixteen shillings ?

They did not know me, they did not know my regard for Jemima,
who would have done me the injustice to credit, even had it been

declared to them on oath, any such thing.

I set out on my borrowing mission, and after four hours' hard un-

remittino- labour, and travelling a distance, including the Eiscending

and descending of stairs, of full seven miles, raised the additional

nine shillings.

Seven o'clock in the evening came, and I called on my two parti-

cular friends, whom I chanced to find together.
" Chaps," says I, " I have no objections to treat you to a bottle of

wine to-night, if you'll go with me to the Flying Eagle.''

" What's ado ?" said the one.
" A bottle of wine ! There must be something unusual to-night,"

said the other.

" Never you mind," says I, addressing both at once," come away
with me, come.''

" O, I have it, I have it," said one of my acquaintances to the

other. " He's going at last to be married to Jemima ; come, let us

go and congratulate him on his good fortune."

" With all my heart,'' said the other.

We departed that instant. In five minutes we were comfortably

seated in the best room in the Flying Eagle.

I rang the bell smartly. The waiter appeared. " John," says I,

puUino- myself up as I spoke, " John, bring us here a bottle of your

Champagne.''
" Yes, sir," said John, accompanying the words with one of the

lowest and neatest bows ever made to me before or since. He
wheeled round, and bounded out of the apartment to bring us the

Champagne.
It was brought us with due despatch. I uncorked the bottle. I

filled a glass to each ; and then emptied my own to the health of my
two friends.

" Your very good health, Gilbert"—for that is my name—said

each of my friends preparatory to inverting his glass.

I have already said that I never lasted Champagne before. I

!
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should have said the same of my two friends. I thought the juice of

the grape confoundedly sour, and swore in my own mind that, if the

bottle on the table were disposed of, I should never put

Champagne to my lips again for mortal man. Much, however, as I

abominated the liquid, I was bound in honour, as I had invited my
friends to partake of a glass with me, not to give in so long as there

was a drop in the bottle.

I could easily have seen, though my friends had been "dummies,"

that they relished the Champagne no better than myself. The faces

they made on quaffing their first glasses were absolutely frightful.

It would have been perilous in the extreme for a pregnant woman to

have seen them. My friends would beyond all controversy have car-

ried off the palm from the celebrated cobbler whose grinning capa-

bilities Addison has recorded in the Spectator, It was even ques-

tionable whether their grins were not as good of their kind as the

" horrible grin" and " ghastly smile" of Milton's fallen angel. Still,

however, in the excess of their good nature, my friends made no

complaints, further than saying that they wondered people thought

Champagne so good.

I filled another bumper to self and friends. " I suppose now," said

the one, " we must drink the health of Miss Jemima R ," hold-

ing the glass in his hand as if ready to quaff its contents.

" Most certainly. Miss R 's health, with all my heart," said

the other, with an emphasis which made a doubt as to the cordiality

with which the toast was drank, altogether impossible.

Both my friend's glasses were empty instanter. " Gentlemen,"

said I, " as you are pleased to associate Jemima's name with mine,

permit me, in her absence, to return you" 1 was going to speak

of thanks; but the contortions of the two faces before me so far ex-

ceeded any thing I have ever before seen or imagined, that I was

frightened out of what I was going to say : I abruptly terminated my
intended brief speech.

"Gentlemen," said one of my acquaintances, afterhis features had

resumed a more earthly aspect, " Gentlemen, you'll excuse me, I

have an appointment with a friend to-night : the time is up, I must

be gone."

The other had plainly some similar pretext on his lips for also ab-

dicating his seat, and leaving me to drink the Champagne myself,

but was prevented coming out with it by my immediately starting on

my feet and seizing hold of the first speaker, adding, as by dint of

manual force I placed him again on his seat, " No nonsense, now ;
you

mxist stay until we finish the Champagne.''

I had not well resumed my seat, when in rushed Boniface, the wai-

ter, and a clumsy looking fellow of a wine-merchant, into our apart-

ment, the face of each being a perfect personification of horror.

" Gentlemen, I beg your pardon,'' said the landlord earnestly.

" Gentlemen, I am truly sorry for the mistake," said the clownish

looking vendor of wines.

We were all thunderstruck. " What can be the cause of the

strange intrusion ? What the meaning of these apologies ?" enquired

each at himself.
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" What's the matter ? What mistake is it ?" asked I, after a mo"
merit's hesitation. My two friends were speechless all the time. They
did nothing but gaze with amazement at the half-petrified trio.

"The Champagne, Sir," said Boniface.
" The vinegar, Sir," said the wine merchant, emphatically. Both

speakers addressed their discourse to- me.
" What vinegar ?" said I, somewhat tartly.

"Gracious, gentlemen,'' said the waiter, who all this while was si-

lent, " you have by mistake got a bottle of vinegar instead of Cham-
pagne.''

To do justice to the scene which followed, the reader must stretch

his imagination to the utmost.

My friends and self exchanged looks with each other. For some

time we were so confounded by the announcement as to be unable to

speak. I recovered myself first. "Explain yourselves'."' said I,

somewhat angrily.

With great difficulty, and after interspersing their explanali'jns

with a legion of " beg your pardons'' and " am very sorry for the

mistake," from each and all of the blockheads, they managed to make
us understand that. Champagne being a species of wine which was

seldom called for, the landlord had not a bottle in the house at the

time,—that the waiter was naturally anxious to conceal the paucity of

mine host's supplies, and that with that intent he ran with breathless

haste to the wine-merchant's shop to get a bottle of Champagne for

us,—that the wine-merchant himself being out at the time the boy

who kept the shop, which boy was quite " raw," being a new im-

portation from the mountains, gave John a bottle of vinegar in-

stead of Champagne, which bottle the waiter placed before us in a

twinkling,—that the wine-merchant on his return discovered the

blunder which had been committed, and ran that instant and apprized

Boniface of it,—and that as the business and character of both, waiter

and all, were likely to suff"er from the circumstance, they had all

three resolved to come and beg our pardons, and to implore us

not to let the thing be known.

My tongue loosed for once. Addressing myself to Boniface, I

told him it was with him as landlord of the Flying Eagle I had to

do: and accordingly I abused him in most unmeasured terms. Bo-

niface shifted the blame from his own shoulders to those of the wait-

er, whom he scolded most unmercifully, while poor John reproach-

ed, as he best could, the wine-merchant for leaving ignorant boys in

the shop in his absei.ce. In short, thei-e was nothing but downright

abuse going among us ; while the little rogue of a shop-boy who had

done all the mischief escaped, like Cowper's thief in the "lashing af-

fair, with perfect impunity.

The whole u.atter spunked out that evening, and before next

day the town, from one end to the other, rang with it. If the then

current report may be credited many of the lieges seriously hurt

themselves from the immoderate fits of laughter it occasioned. And,

to crown the untowardness of the affair, the Provincial paper—one

of the most despicable and unprincipled and stupid prints extant

—

narrated all the circumstances in its next publication. It wickedly
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called Jemima " the Vinegar Lady"-a title which has ever since
been kept up on her.
The reader will be prepared for the conclusion: Jemima never

looked on me m mercy after the awkward occurrence. It so cha-gnned her, that, m four months after, she emigrated to Van Die-man s Land, where I hope she is now happy.

.<

I;;vere useless to attempt any description of how I felt after beinff
cut by Jemima, as she and I were on the terms of marriao-e-of

which fact I now mform the reader for the first time. Time* how-
ever, gradually diminished my misery. Ere twelve months elapsed
1 was in love a second time.

I mean to be as brief in my description of my second Dulcinea as
1 was in that of Jemima. Her name was Letitia—observe what finenames both my inamoratos had. Letitia was as pretty and good asJemima; and that ,s saying a great deal. I have often thought nonebut themselves could be their parallels. I first fell in love with Le-
titia at a tea-party

; but had no opportunity of letting her know thething for some weeks after, which weeks'l thought^so manyLes!
V\ hen I did get my mind opened to her, she assured me she had felttowards me exactly ,n the same way. What a lucky oincidence !thought I I devoutly thanked the gods for being so propitious. Sheasked me (o write some poetry for her album, assuring me she to.without condescending to tell me how she had come by the know-

i iFf.: } ''^ ?'^''* ff^"'"' ^"'^ ^" admirable taste that way. I cancall the gods to witness that I never wrote a line of poetry of mv
^i^' '\v-\''^f

• ««^^^^'-' there was no necessity for tellinl'LetUia
that. With the assistance of Moore I managed to write fo? my in!amorato's album. " Now," says she, knowingly, as she read it '"lknew what you could do." "^ ^

'
'

in dl^JT''"!!''
°"'' •"^•••'^g^ day ^as fixed. I need not waste timen describing how matters progressed to this consummation. Suflice

It to say that, when I got Letitia to " say the word." I was on thevery best terms with myself, more especially as I knew ThatT hadhad several rivals to contend with.
To be sure, even after she was pledged to me, one of these—Braemar was his name-continued hi^ visits; but then Letitialuld nobe so unc.v.1 as to order him out when he called. I had not thenjosdislant apprehension of any danger from the visits of Braemarbut I must own I sufl^ered a good deal of annoyance from the cricumstance as ill-natured people made a bad use of it. I was teasedout of my life with insinuations and allegations, that Letitia was onWplaying he coquette with me

; nay, that she was delibe?a7e^v andsys ematical y fooling me, and that Braemar was the objectSr atfections, and would eventually be her husband.
^

as serl^J''''" '""^^tf'^d "P ^^--ti'^de enough to bear all this in so faras self was concerned; but there was ««oMer party interested • thecliaracter of Letitia was reflected on, and thaf I Im no endu ero act as a warning to others, I one evening called out an u "iv

Wrifv : d" "^ '""'^.
r"^"^"y

''^^ '" hislnsinuations as toM'esincerity and constancy of Letitia's affection for me. The challena-«

K." N;^5.
•" ' P"Wic^house. in presence of two other pe^r!
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sons, one of whom I chose for niy friend : my adversary did the same
with the other.

I was anxious, in the heat of the moment, to fight my oppo-
nent at once ; but the darkness of tlie night precluded all possibi-

lity of that. We appointed an early hour next day for carrying into

effect our mortal intents—the place an adjoining barn. The reason
why we chose the barn as the scene of our duel was that, if we went
to an open field, those officious gentry called police officers would
have had a chance of discovering our object, and consequently have
prevented both of us from displaying our courage, and me from
vindicating the character of the adored and immaculate Letitia.

I cannot describe my feelings on my return home after having
given the challenge. I shuddered at the idea of killing a fellow

being; but, to speak a truth, I shuddered more at the idea of being
killed myself. Powder and shot, I had always a strong aversion to

from my infancy. Now, that I had foolishly exposed myself to botli,

I absolutely sickened at them. I thought of the perilous predica-

ment into which I had stupidly brought myself, and I trembled from
head to foot. Never did my frame so shake before. Stand I could

not; sit or lie I could not. I tossed myself alternately in my bed,
and rose and staggered through my apartment. O the horrors of
that night! A thousand times did I think of sending an apology to

my opponent for having challenged him, and begging there might
be nothing further done in the business. But then I knew if I did I

should for ever be held up to public ridicule as a coward, and most
likely offend and lose Letitia into the bargain. Death, bad as it is,

would have been nothing to this. I resolved, therefore, whatever
should be the consequences, to meet my antagonist.

Morning came ; so did the hour appointed for the duel. We were,
seconds and all, punctual to the moment. We entered the barn,

shut, and locked the door. A pistol— O how I hated the sight of
the deadly weapon !—was put into my hand ; so was another into the

hand of my adversary. The ground was measured, or rather guessed

at at random, and, the word " fire !" having been pronounced by one
of the seconds, we both levelled our pieces. My one snapped * *

* **********
For most of the information which follows I am indebted to my

second. The pistol of my antagonist went off"—I fell, uttering, as I

embraced the cold stone floor, a strange unearthly sound, clearly

under the impression that I was mortally wounded. In my fall I some-
how or other caused the barrel of my pistol to come in forcible con-

tact with my nose, whence the blood gushed in a copious stream.

Dreadful spectacle to my adversary ! He imagined I should not sur-

vive a moment. His imagination conjured up to him the hangman
and gallows, with all their attendant horrors ; and he stood as mo-
tionless as if he had been a block of marble. The seconds raised me
from the ground, and were most exemplary and earnest in their ef-

forts to convince me that I was still alive. They succeeded, but not

without first spending a world of eloquence on me. My joy and

that of my antagonist at learning T was still living, and likely to

live, was about equally great.
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It was now that my opponent and self learnt, for the first time, thatour seconds had arranged betwixt themselves to load the pistolswith powder only so that we might endure all the horrors of goinff*"rough a duel without receiving any injury.My antagonist and I shook hands in token of reconciliation, and

all ot us returned to our respective homes. The first thino- I heardon going into my lodgings, was that Letitia and Braema? had thatmorning eloped together. j q

THE DREAM OF THE SHIPWRECKED MARINER.

The sea was calm, the winds were still.
Lightly o'er the deep we passed.

We thought no more on toil and pain.
For we drew near our home at last'

The fair-faced moon looked softly down.
Tinging the small waves with her light.

And the voice of hope came o'er the sea-
It was a lovely night.

I leant upon the vessel's side.
And thoughts came crowding o'er my soul.

As the welcome wind and tide
Drove me to the wished-for goal

;And thou, O loved one of my youth !

Remembered still thy plighted truth.
With fancy's eye I saw thee stand.
All lonely, on the ocean strand.
Straining thy bright eyes o'er the sea.
To catch a glimpse of love and me.
I clasped thee to my constant heart.
And swore we never more would part.
When—hark !—a piercing shriek
Rose wildly o'er the wave !

We'd struck upon a hidden rock

—

The vessel reeled—the grave,
The billowy grave, with greedy clasp.
Drew us down deep. And then the gasp
Uf death passed quick o'er many a lip.
Many a gallant soul departed,'

And the winds began to sob and sigh.
Like a maiden broken-hearted.

And then a troubled dream
Came o'er my aching brain

—

A vision, palpable and sad.
Of weariness and pain.

• • « *
* • • * «

Methought the fierce illimitable deep
Had swallowed up the land.

Methought. with one wide sweep.
Led by Jehovah's hand.

This second deluge had come on.
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And in its pitiless fury hurled

Ravage and ruin o'er the world.

Methought that ^Etna's fires were drenched

By the devouring sea.

And that nigh where the hot Monnt stood

There was a boiling in the flood.

Babbling eternally.

An angel's wings, methought, were mine.

And 1 flew onwards still, and found no rest

;

Nought met mine eye

But the grey-coloured sky

And the wide ocean's dread eternal breast.

There was no sound except the blast.

Rushing for ever o'er the sea;

And I claimed kindred with it, as it passed.

Because it mourned like me
O'er the departed earth.

And wept that in its course it saw no life

And heard no voice of mirth.

No sound of human passion nor of strife.

I was alone—all else had fled^

—

In the vast world I was alone r

Earth's children were all dead

And buried with their mother in the deep.

Which had claimed all things for its own.

And left but me to weep.

And yet amid this deep distress.

This utter utter weariness.

But one desire was in my heart.

One feeling o'er my soul imprest.

One thought all other thoughts above.

And that was the desire of love

Burning for ever in my breast.

How could I love ? "With weary ken,

I turned my gaze across the sea ;

But perished was the race of men.

There was no living thing but me.

Not even a blossom or a tree.

I stopped and gazed upon the flood

And then upon the sombre sky
;

And, in the bitterness of grief,

I prayed to the Most High :

—

" O Father of this dreary world.

Father of all that is or were,

Parent of many spheres, to thee

I raise the humble prayer.

Last of ny race—a lonely man

—

Nought breathes the breath of life but me

;

The fair, the beautiful, green land

Has found a grave beneath the sea.

And there is none to worship thee.

Sunk, sunk for ever is the populous earth ;

And from the desolate sea there is no birth.

No living thing, whose prayer

May mount with mine above.

On whom this bursting heart

May pour o'erflowing love.
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What have I done that 'tis my doom
To wander over Nature's tomb.
That I should only live to Tnoum
A world that never can return ?

But sweet would be the task to weep.
Even on this wide, this endless deep.

If there were one to share my woe.
Some gentle one to sigh with me.

Some heart whose tears with raine might flow

:

Then 'twould be sweet to worship thee!

But—as it is—better to die

Than live alone in this immensity."

The restless waves had ceas'd to moan.
The storm had ceased to blow.

And the loud winds, in milder tone.

Began to murmur low,
And pleasant sounds came o'er the deep.
And floated on the air.

And raised me from the nether depths
Of sorrow and despair.

With lighter heart I looked again
O'er ocean's boundless scope.

Then turned my glance upon the sky
In gladness and in hope.

The dismal clouds had rolled away,
The sky was clear and blue.

And Oh ! to glad my longing eyes.

One star was peering through.
lovely star ! O welcome ray !

It was a beauteous sight.

Alone upon the waters wide.
To gaze upon its light.

1 gazed and gazed until it seemed
To change upon my view

;

While soft sweet sounds came from the sky.
And from the waters blue.

And then I saw two radiant eyes
Bent lovingly on me

;

While to a face the bright star changed

—

O heavens I and is it thee ?
I woke—upon the beach I lay.

And thou, ray beautiful, mine own.
Wast bending o'er my pallid cheek.

Beside the waters lone.

And smiling 'mid thy tears to see

That all had not been vain
To call my dreaming spirit back
To consciousness again-

CM.
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THE REAL NOBILITY OF THE HUMAN CHARACTER.

Fraser's Magazine of the last month, copied by The Standard,

and probably by many other papers, has opened the delicate question,

as to the aristocracy. Whether nobility of character belongs to

money or to mind.

This is done in a scurrilous attack upon Mr. Francis Place, an

active, talented, political reformer, formerly of Charing Cross, now
of Brompton Square; because, forsooth, he had followed the business

of a tailor, and had thereby created his social independency. If the

author of that article had not made some acquaintance with the ever

active talent of Mr. Place, he, doubtless, had not thought him worthy

of notice ; but having done this, and the editor having gone so far

as to procure and print a wood-cut caricature likeness, in a whole-

length figure, the subject resolves itself simply into the question,

" Whether the nobility of the human character be the attribute of

money or of mind."

The question, as there put forth, shows us, at a glance, that the

Conservatism of" Fraser's Magazine," &c., means the preservation

of office and its patronage among a few wealthy families, without

brain or necessary mental qualification for the purpose of legislation

and government, which, by the bye, is the whole question between

Tory and Reformer. In that Conservatism there is nothing con-

ducive to the welfare of a nation or that relates to the good of a

community.
On the other hand, it may be asked why Mr. Place, though for-

merly a tailor, should not be as eligible to become a legislator and a

minister, equal talent granted, as Lord Lyndhurst, the son of a

painter; Sir Robert Peel, the son of a cotton spinner; Lord Wyn-
ford, the son of a little renting farmer ; or any other newly created

member of the Conservative aristocracy.

What is the position of Mr. Place in the community, as to the

past and present 'I

Truth says that through industry and sobriety, as a journeyman
tailor or breeches-maker, he became a housekeeper and a master-

tailor in a respectable situation at Charing Cross,—that through in-

dustry continued as a master tailor, and integrity exhibited as a

tradesman, he brought up a family of nine children, accumulated an

independency, was constantly improving his mind, collected a good
and valuable library, mastered some languages, studied anatomy in

the i-egular way, and, from the acknowledged superiority of his po-

litical and general knowledge, made his library the rendezvous of all

the active reformers in the House of Commons, himself a counsellor

whose opinion was sought on the subject of almost every liberal

newspaper, magazine, or periodical that was about to be started, and

whose judgment was taken on every thing of note about to be done

on that side of the political world which sought reform in the state of

our institutions. From the country Mr. Place was appealed to, both
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by masters and workmen,] in their disputes about wages and hours of

labour; while, as a master tradesman, he encouraged every rational

effort that workmen could make to improve their wages and their

condition, always setting the example of paying his workmen the

highest rate of wages claimed.

After retiring from the business of a tailor, Mr. Place applied

similar industry to mental pursuits, similar integrity to political cha-

racter; and for gratuitous mind and labour afforded to every import-

ant public question, and assistance to every useful public person or

individual of promising utility, the writer of this, though by circum-

stances separated from the immediate acquaintance of Mr. Place
for several years past, can, by ^'the experience of eighteen and the

well-founded report of forty years, pronounce him a prodigy of use-

ful, resolute, consistent, political exertion and indefatigable labour,

which evidently continues unabated to this day.
Sir Robert Peel in the zenith of his ministerial character, while

improving the jury laws, did not hesitate, indirectly, to seek the cri-

ticism of Mr. Place on that bill, before it was presented to the House
of Commons.

His (Mr. Place's) opinion and experience, on various subjects,

have been taken by several committees of the House of Commons.
Jeremy Bentham, twenty years ago, pronounced Mr. Place to be

the most fit man living, from extensive knowledge of the state of the

country and its parties, the condition and wants of the people, and
from his own probity and mental energy, to become a Secretary of
State for the Home Department.
The late Mr. Cobbett, notwithstanding after-abuse, once pro-

nounced Mr. Place the most fit man to represent the city of West-
minster in the House of Commons.
Mr. Place has been more than once invited to take a seat in the

House of Commons, and has excused himself on the ground that

what he should consider his duty, as a member of that House, would
cost him five hundred pounds a year, which, injustice to his family,

he could not devote to that purpose.

Much that has been good in the political character of Sir Francis
Burdetf, and all that has been good in the political character of Sir

John Cam Hobhouse, one of the present ministers, have been the

creation of the mentorship and industry of Francis Place. Even in

going to Newgate, by order of the House of Commons, the then Mr.
Hobhouse fathered a pamphlet which was not his own, but which
was written by Mr. Place.

The present Lord Radnor sought the acquaintance of Mr. Place
many years before the latter retired from the business of a tailor;

and, on a compliment of that kind advanced by the then Lord
Folkstone, Mr. Place demurred, and jocularly observed, it might be-
come inconvenient to his lordship to have an acquaintance whom he
might some day meet taking home a suit of clothes to a customer,
upon which his lordship declared that he should even so deem the

acquaintance of Mr. Place an advantage and an honour.
Who, then, is the writer or editor of " Fraser's Magazine,'' to

speak reproachfully of Francis Place because he has been a tailor ?
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Daniel Stuart, the proprietor of TAe Courier, and lately High Sheriff

for the shir6 of Oxford, was a tailor, and became less honourably
rich than Mr. Place—the former gaining his wealth by selling an
apostasy of his former political principles to Pitt, the minister; the

latter acquiring his by pure integrity and honourable character.

Is there more nobility in the man without mind, that can dress
well, because he has inherited or obtained wealth which his talent or
industry could never have acquired, than in the man who, while la-

bouring to produce that dress, improves his mind even to a qualifica-

tion for legislation and statesmanship, makes himself independent of
his business, and is generally sought as a counsellor in all matters of
public interest?

Francis Place, by his assistant labours and advice given to mem-
bers of the House of Commons, has produced more effect in that

House than any man who was ever a member. Is such a man to be
reproached for his former trade, or lightly spoken of for his present

situation? This, too, may be added, that in all his labours there has

been expense, which he made his own, without any other reward
than a sense of public utility and self-satisfaction. He has ever ^fol-

lowed principle, not person or party, and has sacrificed whatever
personal acquaintance he found sacrificing principle.

Is it not, then, an abuse of the word nobility to attach it to some
defective minds among the aristocracy of this or any other country,

however rich in wealth, power, or other possessions they may be,

and an equal abuse to withhold it from such a character as that

which Francis Place Identifies ?

It may be a useful hint to the editor of" Fraser's Magazine,'' to him
of" The Standard,'' too, &c., that they will better conserve the interest

of their " Conservative " party, in teaching it how it may accomplish

permanent public good, and improve with its own the condition of

the whole people, through abated abuses and excesses, and increased

mental culture, than to fill the columns of the Magazine or

Papers with reproaches on useful trades and abuses of useful public

men, who will, if the former do not make such a useful conser-

vation of themselves, soon supersede them in all the affairs of

legislation and government. A. P.

THE PARTING HOUR.

Oh ! there is in the parting hour

Which severs us from those

Whose love has lit on mansion-bower,

A thousand nameless throes :

—

The eyes are dry, and we shed no tears,

But the heart weeps then—may weep for years.
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RESOURCES, &c. OF RUSSIA.

The bold attitude and dictatorial tone which Russia has of late

years assumed in her dealings with the other Powers of Europe,
coupled with her recent conduct towards Turkey and Poland, has

very naturally attracted an unusual share of attention to her, and in-

spired the other four great Powers with no small measure of alarm.

But, notwithstanding the deep and general interest with which
Russia has for some years past been regarded, it is a remarkable
fact, that scarcely any thing is known of her available warlike re-

sources, or of her commerce, her literature, &c.
On a future occasion we may enter at some length into the

subject, but at present we must confine ourselves to the statement

of a few of the leading facts which are essential to the formation of

a tolerably correct idea of the resources of this ambitious Power. In

order to form a perfectly accurate conception of the strength of Russia,

as a hostile Power, it would be necessary to advert at some length

to her physical condition, which we have not at present space to do.

The first thing which claims our attention, in estimating the war-
like capabilities of Russia, is the state and numerical strength of her

army. From our comparative ignorance of the statistics of that em-
pire, a great diversity of opinion exists as to the actual number of
troops which she could, in a case of exigency, call into the field. A
recent traveller, whose means of information on this subject seem to

have been better than are usually accessible to our countrymen when
residing there, states very clearly what he conceives to be the num-
ber and condition of the Russian soldiery.

"First," he says, " there is the army of Lithuania, which presents

a mass of 86,000 combatants, commanded by the Grand Duke Con-
stantine. No European army can be compared to it in respect of
mechanical instruction. Dispersed in cantonments of about 150
leagues in length from Lovitch to Minsk, and of 146 in breadth, be-

tween Thovno and Dubno, it can be concentrated at Warsaw, or at

Brest-Litovski, in less than three weeks.

"Second.—The Army of the Right may he considered as composed
of a corps d'arm^e, cantoned in Courland and in Livonia, of the corps

of the guard, and of the first corps of the cavalry of reserve. These
different corps, united, likewise form a mass of 80,000 combatants.

These troops are, perhaps, the only ones which, in respect of mecha-
nic perfection, rival the army of the Grand Duke Constantine. Their

cantonments extend from Molangen to PieskofF, about 138 leagues,

and from Revel to Vilkomirz. At the utmost, eighteen days are

necessary to assemble them upon the Niemen.
"Third.—The Army of the Ze/V, called the Secottri- Army, is also

formed of a mass of 80,000 combatants, cantoned in the Chersone-

sian governments. The greatest length of its quarters, from Khokzym
upon the Prulh, to Tchersaski upon the Dnieper, is about 106

leagues ; and the greatest breadth 180 leagues between Machnovka,
near the southern frontier of Volchinia and Limpheropole, in the
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Crimea. Nearly three weeks are necessary to concentrate this army
on the Pruth.

" Fourth.—The Army of the Centre, the First or the Grand Army,
presents a mass equivalent to the three preceding armies, conse-
quently of 240,000 combatants. The cantonments of this army ex-
tend on one side to more than 234 leagues, from Ostroy to Murom,
upon the frontier of the governments of Vladimir and of Ashui-No-
vogorod. Six weeks, at least, are required for concentrating the grand
army in Volhynia.

" Besides these four armies, 480,000 strong, Russia has many de-
tached corps, which amount to more than 267,000 men. The whole
of the armed forces of Russia are, therefore, included in the follow-

ing summary :

—

men.
The four armies 480,000
The detached corpsofIceland, of Oxenburg, and of Siberia 45,000
The corps of the Caucasus ..... 85,000
The military colonies . . . . , . 67,000
Garrison troops . ..... 70,000

747,000

"To these let us add the hordes of the Kirghessians and of the

Paschkirs, and we shall have an idea of the military state of the
Russian empire."

It will be observed that, in the above statement, the Russian army
is supposed to be considerably under 1,000,000. We know, how-
ever, from other sources of undoubted anthenticity, that in some
cases—in that of the military colonies, for example—this writer far

underrates the numerical force of the Russian army.
The soldiery of the northern Autocrat are maintained by conscrip-

tion. The yearly expenses of their maintenance is 20,000,000 rubles.

A first captain in the cavalry receives about 170^. per annum as

pay; in the infantry about 120/. Soldiers holding inferior stations

in the army receive proportionably lower pay, down to the private,

who is paid at the rate of three halfpence per diem. In ad-

dition to this, however, lodging is provided for him, together with

an allowance of 1501bs of meal and 44lbs of salt per annum.
This pay, though scanty in appearance, is, when the relative value

of money in both countries is taken into account, actually greater
than is allowed in Great Britain. The uniform of the infantry is

green, with white waistcoat and breeches ; that of the cavalry, blue;
and of the artillery, red. The Cossacks, and other irregulars, have
the privilege of choosing their own commanders, These receive no
pay from government ; but must support themselves. To enable
them to do this a certain portion of land is allotted to them.
A short time previous to the death of Alexander a plan was de-

vised for raising and keeping up an effective army at a mere trifling

expense. This plan, which owes its origin to the ingenuity of Count
ArakschejefF, is extremely simple. He suggested that a number of
"villages, to be called Military Villages, should be built and placed

under a peculiar code of laws. The crown peasantry, of whom there

are some hundred thousands, were lo people these villages, and the

male part of them were to be trained to tiie use of arms, and made
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to form the reserve part of the forces. The eldest son of the peasant

was to succeed his father as proprietor of the house and little spot

of ground to be allotted to each ; the second and third sons were to

be obliged to enter the army, and be taught the use of arms.

The soldiery, while they were on no account to neglect their martial

exercises, were at the same time to support themselves and the

colony by cultivating the ground. Each village, or colony, had its

own military chief, whcse authority was perfectly sovereign. Military

schools were also established. These the children wei"e to enter for

the purpose of training, at the early age of eight, until which time

they were to remain under the charge of their parents. " At the

age of thirteen, they obtain the distinction of cantonists, and are

taught the profession of the agriculturist and the soldier. When
seventeen years old, they form a part of the colony. The com-
mander-in-chief of the cavalry, which form about the half of the

whole number of the colonists, is the supreme judge. No female

colonist can marry any individual who is not enrolled."

The code of laws for these colonies, extending to fourteen vo-

lumes, was drawn up by a committee appointed at St. Petersburg

for the purpose. These laws are, in the first instance, administered

by the committees of the several squadrons, which committees are

composed of the squadron's officers, one ofwhom is chosen president.

The offences of which these squadrons are competent to take cogni-

zance are those only of a minor kind ; nine aggravated de-

linquencies are tried by a commission, the nomination of which is

vested in Count de Witt. Privates have the privilege of appealing

from the decision of the committee of squadron to a regimental com-
mittee of administration, consisting of the colonel who is invariably

president, the lieutenant-colonel, who is vice-president, two captains,

and six deputies chosen by the colonists themselves. One of these

deputies is chosen from each of the six squadrons constituting the

regiment. The decisions of this committee are submitted to Count
de Witt for his approval. From the Count's decision there is no
appeal, in so far as the common soldiers and colonists are concerned,

even should the sentence be banishment to Siberia—the severest

punishment short of death which a Russian can receive. Officers,

however, may appeal from the Count's decisions to the Emperor
hi mself.

The effective police maintains good order in each of these colo-

nies. A subaltern officer visits the house of each colonist every day,

and reports at head-quarters as to the condition of the inmates. Co-
lonies, on the plan just described, have been organized throughout the

empire. The entire number of soldiers belonging to them cannot

be ascertained with any precision ; but, on the lowest calculation, it

is supposed they exceed a million.

We have already mentioned that these military colonies owe their

existence to Count ArakschejifF. He had observed that the great

disadvantage of the military system which then obtained was that

the soldier, in consequence of the vast extent of the empire, being

generally exiled during the most important part of his life from

home, felt little of that patriotism which can alone j)rompt to deeds
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of valour. He conceived that, by the scheme in question, this evil

would be in a great measure remedied; while at the same time it

promised g-reat advantages in a pecuniary point of view. The sol-

dier/ by being permanently fixed to his natal place, would naturally

feel attached to his native country, and fight more willingly and gal-

lantly when called to the scene of action. The advantages which
the project promised to realize, while they elated Alexander and his

government beyond measure, at the same time created no small
alarm to the other Powers of Europe. Though not a complete
failure, it has by no means verified the anticipations to which it

gave rise. It does not commend itself to the Russians them-
selves ; the nobility are almost to a man invetei-ately hostile to it,

the regular army abhor it, and the peasantry regard it with unqua-
lified dislike. Nicholas and his government, however, still cling to it

with all the fondness of a first love. What may be the eventual
influence of the organization of these colonies, on the destinies of
Russia, is more than we or any body else can undertake to say with
confidence ; but, judging from the temper with which they are at

present regarded by the people of all ranks and classes in the empire,
we should deem it much more likely that they will prove the instru-

ments of mischief rather than of good to the northern Autocrat. It is

not at all improbable that, if Nicholas persist in keeping them up in

defiance of ihe wishes of his people, they will rise up in open insur-

rection throughout the empire, and thus prove the destruction of both
monarch and government.
The Russian navy is not very large, nor, though it were, is it likely,

for reasons to be mentioned anon, ever to become very formidable to

the other European powers. In 1805, according to Czome, and
other authors on the statistics of that empire, it consisted of thirty-

two ships of the line, eighteen frigates, fifty-nine small craft, and 226
galleys, which, if put together, only make a total of 355 sail. The
number of cannon carried by the Russian navy in the above year
was 4428. The sailors then numbered 35,507 ; the naval artillery"

was 4,000 ; and the marines 8,262. In 1813, the navy consisted of
280 sail, which were manned by 32,040 hands ; so that instead of
increasing in strength it rather diminished in the eight intervening

years. The annual expense of maintaining the navy is 9,000,000
rubles.

We have already said that there exists no ground for apprehend-
ing that Russia will ever become a formidable naval power. The
reasons are these:—First, whatever may be the cause, whether
it be the corruptible nature of the wood, or the rotting energies of
the Baltic water, which is comparatively fresh, the fact is that no
Russian ship can be made to last above six years without undergoing
extensive repairs, and even with all the repairs which can be made
she will not be fit for sea above fifteen years. Secondly, the com-
paratively limited extent of sea coast belonging to Russia is another
insuperable barrier to her becoming a naval power of any conse-
quence. The only sea-port in European Russia open to the ocean
is Archangel ; but it has no connection with European seas except by
the way of North Cape, which last lies in so high a latitude that
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during six months of the year the thickness of the ice renders it un-

navigable. Moreover, the greater part of Russian commerce is car-

ried on by foreign vessels and foreign seamen ; and this is certain to

continue to be the case so long as the present restrictions are en-

forced. None of the peasantry, who in every country are the prin-

cipal element in a navy, can leave the country without a special pass-

port ; while every merchant who fits out a vessel must obtain before

her sailing, a license to take on board a specified number of Russian

subjects, whose return he must insure at the rate of 140 rubles each.

Russia manufactures a number of commodities to a very consider-

able extent. The staple article is leather. Her tanned leather is be-

yond comparison the finest in Europe. The Russians are so desirous

of preserving their distinction in the manufacture of this article that

no foreigner has hitherto been able to learn the process they adopt.

Isinglass and caviar are among the leading articles of their manufac-
ture. Soap, both white and black, is manufactured to such an ex-

tent that they are able, after supplying their own wants, to export

considerable quantities. Brewing is carried on on a large scale. The
beer of Riga is esteemed the best. Brandy is distilled to a very

great extent. The Emperor claims a monopoly of the right to dis-

til this spirit, which proves a very lucrative one. The annual con-

sumption of grain in the distillation of brandy is 360,000,0001bs.

avoirdupois, from which are extracted 60,000,000 bottles. Potash

and saltpetre are commodities manufactured to a great extent. Of
the latter 800,000lbs. are exported every year from St. Petersburg
alone. Sail-cloth and cordage are manufactured on a large scale,

and are exported in great quantities. Linen, silk, cotton, and woollen
cloth manufactories are numerous and extensive. In 1824 the quan-
tity of linen manufactured was 10,680,504 Russian ells, of twenty-
eight inches each ; of silks, 16,1.54,791 ells; cottons, 37,033,354 ells;

and of woollen cloths, various kinds, 59,748,085 ells. At the silk ma-
nufactories are made velvets, taffeties, atlasses, gold and silver tissues,

Peruvians, brocades, &c. &c. Porcelain and earthenware manufac-
.tories are to be met with in several parts of the empire. The pro-
cess of refining sugar is carried on to a great extent at St. Peters-

burg and Riga. Neither clayed nor refined sugars are allowed to

be imported, and the duties on raw sugars are so high as to amount
to a virtual prohibition. The importation of all spirits, in order that

the Emperor's monopoly may not be invaded, is also prohibited.

The commerce of Russia has, of late years, increased very rapidly.

The exports and imports together did not, in 1800, exceed twenty
millions sterling ; now they are about seventy. An official journal,

published at St. Petersburg, gives the number of vessels that arrived

at her sea-ports in 1827, from the opening of the navigation till the

1st of September, at 2,957, of which number there were 1,882 in

ballast. The value of foreign goods imported and cleared at the

Custom House was 83,957,820 rubles. The exports of Russian goods
were of the value of 107,427,640 rubles. Among the principal arti-

cles constituting these exports were 10,461,218 pounds of flax ; 47,143
ditto of iron; 1,370,99J ditto of tallow ; 188,283 ditto of potashes;

101,610 ditto of raw and dressed hides; of corn to the value of
17,651,181 rubles; and of timber to the value of 1,283, 640 rubles.
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A very considerable part of Russian commerce is conducted by
land. The principal part is with Prussia, Germany, Austria, Turkey,
Persia, and China, through Siberia. Kiakta, a town on the Chinese
frontier, is the place where the Chinese and Russian merchants meet
for purposes of commerce. This town is 4900 miles from Moscow,
and 1500 from Pekin. The one half of it may be said to be Chi-
nese and the other Russian. It is well fortified, and garrisoned by a
detachment of Cossacks. The Russians supply the Chinese with oil,

tallow, fur, tapestry, paper, knives, &c. &c., for which they receive
in exchange silks, porcelain, tea, musk, tigers' skins, &c. All the tea
consumed in Russia is obtained direct from Canton through Siberia.

The commerce carried on between these two nations is supposed to

be to the extent of 1,500,000/. annually.

Inland commerce is also conducted in Siberia to a great extent
with various roaming tribes. The principal seat of this commerce is

Tobolski. This town is frequented for commercial purposes by
Tartars, Hindoos, Calmucks, &c. The entire annual exportations of
Russia by land are, speaking in round numbers, to the extent of
40,000,000 rubles ; her importations 20,000,000 rubles.

But by far the greater part of Russian commerce is carried on by
sea. In 1815 it was four times as extensive as that conducted by
land ; and it is at the same time decidedly the more profitable. The
channels through which this commerce is carried on are the Baltic

Sea, the Black Sea, and the Sea of Azof. The chief exports from
the ports of the Baltic are of leather, tallow, iron, grain, timber, lin-

seed, pitch, ashes, &c. The only ports at which foreign articles are
allowed to enter Russia are St. Petersburg, Archangel, Riga,
Revel, and Lieban, in the White Sea and the Baltic ; Odessa and
Thedosia, in the Black Sea; and Zoganrog in the Sea of Azof. The
leading imports are of silks, woollens, cottons, colonial produce, &c.

The currency of Russia is mostly paper. Its value is very much
deteriorated, what passes for a sum equivalent to 135/. being only
actually worth 100/. The texture of this paper-money is very thin,

and consequently liable to be soon worn or torn ; but so long as its

denomination is legible no one dare refuse it. The lowest real coin is

the denaska; it is equivalent to two holuscas, which last is an ima-
ginary piece of money equal in value to ^-Q^^ths of our penny. Two
denaskas are equivalent to one griwna, and ten griwnas to one
ruble. The ruble, in silver, is worth four shillings and sixpence of
our money. The lowest gold coin is called tzaroowich, and is equi-
valent to two rubles and a half. The other gold coin in general cir-

culation is called an imperial, and is equal to five rubles. There are
also double imperials, but they are seldom to be seen.

It is impossible to get at a perfectly accurate knowledge of the re-

venue and finances of Russia'; no document or statement—thanks to

a despotic government—being published on the subject. A tax

called the capitation tax, and a property tax of rather less than two
percent, on the capital of traders, are the principal taxes whence the

government derives its revenue. Its other only source of revenue is

from its monopoly of corn and spirits, and the appropriation to itself

of all the profits on coinage, stamps, postages, &c. The revenue has
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vastly increased since the demise of Peter the Great. Its annual

amount was then only about 1,000,000/. sterling ; now it is little, if

at all, short of 17,000,000/. The national debt is about 55,000,000/.

and is almost wholly of paper currency, guaranteed by the Crown.
In literature Russia is far, very far behind all the other great

powers of Europe. The great bulk of the population are as ignorant

as can well be conceived. Among the nobles and higher orders of

the gentry the belles lettres have been pretty extensively cultivated of
late years. Peter the Great endeavoured, but with very limited suc-

cess indeed, to inspire a taste for literature among the wealthier

classes in his dominions. At all events, there are only one or two
authors of any merit which either this or the succeeding reign pro-

duced. Forty years since there were not, of any kind, above 4000
works published in Russia. Their number at this moment is not

supposed to exceed 8000. Of authors who enjoy even a tolerable

measure of popularity the number is under 500 ; and of these no
fewer than 300 are now alive. It is a remarkably rare thing for a

literary work published in Russia to pay itself. It is believed there

were never above two or three productions of which an edition of

400 copies was disposed of. Still, as we have already said, the

belles lettres are, on the whole, extensively cultivated among the

higher classes, as are also one or two of the severer sciences. History,

poetry, and the philosophy of language are the departments of lite-

rature which excite most interest. Of historians the most eminent
are Talischtsche, Schlscherbatof, Tschulkof, Ehilkof, Novorokof,
and Karmsin. The most celebrated poets are Boyan, Lomonossof,
Smirarokof, Kanusi, Scheraskof, Duntriev, Bogdanofitch, Der-
chavin, Elgin, &c. The last-mentioned is in Russian dramatic

literature what Shakspeare is in England. Besides these, and ten or

twelve other poets of considerable genius, all of the male sex, there

are two Russian ladies, Anna Bunin and Anna Volkov, whose poetical

works entitle them to rank with the Hemans and Landons. We pass

over the names of the writers, in mercy to the eyes and jaws of our

readers, who have most distinguished themselves in the philosophy

of languages. The field of chemistry has been pretty successfully

cultivated by Mussin Poschkin. Natural philosophy is not neglected.

Medicine and mathematics are also studied rather generally, the lat-

ter with greater success than the former. A number of works of
great value, in the shape of tours, travels, voyages, &c., are to be
met with ; but novel literature, whenever attempted, has signally

failed. The only novels, indeed, to be found in the Russian language
worthy of being read are translations from foreign authors. We need
hardly say that among these our own Sir Walter Scott is the chief

favourite.

The periodicals of Russia are not numerous. In St. Petersburg
there are only three newspapers ; in Moscow two. In the former
city, the capital of the empire, there are eleven or twelve journals

of one kind or other devoted to literature and science ; in Moscow
seven. The censorship of the press is enforced with the utmost
rigour.

In Russia the number of universities is seven, the principal of
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which are those of St. Petersburg and Moscow. All of them are

wretchedly attended. That of Moscow, though boasting of no fewer
than twenty-five professors, had only, some years since, from seventy

to eighty students. The sum of 130,000 rubles is allotted annually

by government for the support of each of these universities.

The entire number of establishments for educational purposes

under the patronage of the Court is rather more than a thousand.

Nearly 3,000,000 rubles are set apart for their support. The system

of tuition most generally adopted is the Lancasterian.

The constitution and government of Russia are purely despotic.

The monarch, whose title is " the Emperor of all the Russias," is bound
by no law. His person is inviolable ; and his will, the moment it

is known, acquires all the force of law. He can make war or con-

clude peace, impose taxes, raise recruits, grant privileges, abolish

monopolies, and, in short, do whatever he pleases by the very sum-
mary process of issuing an imperial ukase. Like other European
sovereigns, he has a cabinet-council, a senate, &c. ; but all these

bodies are his mere creatures. The only instances in which his

wishes have even been thwarted were when the nobles extensively

conspired together for that purpose.

Each of the forty-nine governments already mentioned has a

civil and military governor for itself, excepting in a very few cases

where both offices are united in the same person, or where one go-

vernor has two provinces assigned to him. These governors are

considered the representatives ofthe Emperor, and exercise unlimited

authority in their respective jurisdictions. To the civil government
of each province belong, in addition to the governor, a number of

subordinate courts of justice.

The highest tribunal in the empire is the Council of State. The
Emperor is chief president. The number of members of which the

Council is composed is thirty-five, inclusive of the ministry. It is

divided into four departments. The first takes cognizance of law

matters; the second of military affairs ; the third of civil and eccle-

siastical questions; and the fourth of everything connected with

political economy and finance.

Each of the ministers has a peculiar department assigned to him.

Home affairs, foreign affairs, war, marine, public instruction, finances,

jurisprudence, police, engineering, architecture, and religion, have

severally their minister.

The Senate, as it is called, instead of being chosen by the people,

as the name would import, is nominated by the Emperor, is paid

by him, and is liable to be dismissed whenever he thinks proper. Of
course no representation is to be expected from a body so chosen, so

paid, and so dependent.

In Russia the courts of justice have been long proverbial for their

corruption. Gold is every thing with the judges. A man's charac-

ter or conduct is black or white, when he comes before one of these

tribunals, just in proportion to the gold he possesses, and the dispo-

sition he evinces to part with it. Judgment is given accordingly.

In other words, bribery of the grossest kind prevails to an enormous

extent, and is practised with unblushing effrontery. Justice, indeed.
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IS nothing bul a mere name—the forms are scarcely preserved—sub-

stance there is none.* It is proper to observe, however, that the

punishments which it is in the power of the judge to inflict are not

quite so barbarous as they were wont to be. The punishment of death
is entirely abolished — an example this most worthy of imitation by
our government. The common punishments are corporal punish-

ment, fine, imprisonment, church-censure, and banishment to the

mines. The barbarous punishment of the knout and slitting the nose

is still occasionally inflicted, but is confined lo the very lowest classes.

The established religion of Russia is the Greek; but—which is sur-

prising in a government otherwise so despotic—full toleration is

granted to every other. It has been so since the days of the illus-

trious Peter the First. The Russian church has a superior judicatory
called a synod, which exercises authority over the clergy and the

consistories. The parish priests are miserably paid. Their annual
allowance varies from lO/. to 20/. in money, with a wretched wooden
house and a small piece of land. Ever since the year 1764, when the

state confiscated all the landed property belonging to the church, the

clergy have been paid, for the most part, by government. They are

treated with the most consummate contempt !)y the nobility and gentry.

The number of archbishops and bishops is thirty-two. All the ec-

clesiastics wear long beards and long hair. The number of monas-
teries in the empire is 480, of nunneries 70. The number of Greek
churches is estimated at 30,000, that of the Greek clergy at 70,000.
The great body of these last are extremely ignorant, the utmost
extent of their capabilities being the saying or singing the prayers of
the church. Seventy-two different denominations of Christians, ex-
clusive of those professing the Greek religion, exist in Russia. The
entire number of clergy is supposed not to be much under 400,000. ^
The length to which this article has already extended leaves us

no room to speak of the manners, customs, &c.,ofthe Russians. This
is the less to be regretted, as information of this kind is any thing but
difficult to be met with. It abounds in every book of travels in that

empire ; whereas, the greatest part of the facts we have communi-
cated is gathered from works not so generally accessible.

From the glance we have thus given at Russia and Russian matters,

our readers will be. able to form some idea of the actual strength

and resources of that empire, and consequently how far the alarm
which has of late been felt by the other European Courts at her grow-
ing power is well founded.

Our own opinion is that the political consequence of the Northern
Autocrat has, in some respects, been greatly exaggerated, and in

others as nmch underrated. His conquests in Europe are, for some
time at least, clearly at an end. The great Powers are, and will be,

too jealous of Russia, and watchful of tlieir own interests, to suffer

her to make aggressions on any of the weaker states ; and, should she

be infatuated enougii to meditate an attack on either of themselves,

such Power will be more than a match for her. The Russians possess

• No pecuniary allowance being made for the administration of justice is one great

cause of this corniption.

M.M.—No. 5. 2 L
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all the physical attributes of good soldiers, but they lack what is

vastly more important, the moral requisites for successful warfare in

a civilized country. They are competent to the endurance of great

privations and fatigue. They have an ample stock of obstinacy and of
brute strength ; but they fight like so many machines. They are utter

strangers to the soul-inspiring influence of patriotism : love of coun-
try is an emotion of which they know nothing. Hence it often oc-
curred, in the late campaign in Poland, that they were discomfited by
the Poles, when twice or thrice the number of the latter.

Besides, there is not that attachment to their generals on the

part of the Russian soldiery which is of so much consequence in any
great enterprise against a civilized power. The generals of Rus-
sia are almost invariably chosen from the nobility, between
whom and the peasantry there is an impassable gulf. The no-
bles look down on the lower classes with as much contempt as if they
were so many beasts of burden. In such a case it is out of the

question to expect that the common sjldiers should evince that rea-

diness to anticipate and to act according to the wishes of their ge-
nerals which prove of so much advantage in other European armies.

To this, in a great measure, do we ascribe that miserable deficiency

in military tactics for which the Russians have been long notorious.

But to our minds it is as certain that Russia will not, for many years

to come, dream of making a hostile incursion into any of the countries

of Europe, as it is plain the invasion would be unsuccessful. The
Autocrat needs not at this time of day to be told—his own experience
has lessoned him so far on the subject—how difficult a thing it is, and
how perilous to the stability of his throne and government, to fit out

an effective army for foreign service. First of all, the thinness of the

population, the physical state of the country, the diversity of lan-

guages spoken in the empire, and the variety of tribes of which his

subjects are composed— all these are formidable obstacles to his

raising and concentrating, and then managing with effect, such an
army. Then there is the want of the sinews of war. What a world
of difficulty it lately cost Nicholas to get a loan of 30,000,000 rubles

negociated ! How much more diflicult would it be for him to pro-

cure the immense sum which would be indispensable in such

Herculean undertaking as the subjugation of any of the great powers
of Europe, or any of the smaller ones, when aided by Great IJritain,

France,' Austria, and Prussia ! He perceives, besides, that he does
not reign in the hearts of his subjects, and that his army constitutes

the only, or at least die chief, protection of his person, and the prop
of his throne and government. To send therefore the greater part

of his soldiers on a foreign expedition—which would of course be
necessary in such a case— would be an experiment which the Au-
tocrat has too much good sense and too strong an instinct of self-

preservation to be foolish enough to make. To speak a truth, it requires

no superior penetration to discover that the absence of that portion

of his troops which were lately campaigning in Poland was the source
of no small inquietude and apprehension to him. Hence his edifying

anxiety to get them back—whenever that could be done without abso-

lutely disgracing his flag— as evinced in his late proclamations to the
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Poles, in which they were entreated to lay down their arms and return

to their " right and lawful allegiance'' to him. But for fear of an

explosion at home, the probability was that Nicholas, as he must have

been satisfied of being able eventually to overpower the Poles, would

have allowed ihem to contest it a liltle longer, tiiat by that means

his troops might have had a better pretext for doing more destruction

—and, alas ! they have already done too much— in Poland, and thus

afford a warning to insurrectionists in his dominion'^jin all time coming.

But to any aggression which Russia may meditate beyond the

frontiers of Europe, these observations do not apply. The con-

tending parlies would, in that case, be on more equal terms. It would
be barbarian pitted against barbarian. The Russian, indeed, would
have the advantage; for we know of no other uncivilized soldier

who' possesses so much obstinacy, courage, 'and physical hardihood

as he. Besides, the Russians are better trained to the use of arms
than the soldiers of any other nation out of Europe. Of course, in

such an expedition, an immeasurably less force would suffice

than in the case formerly adverted to. The war, too, would have
no chance of being equally protracted. The ease and facility with

which the Autocrat lately vanquished Persia and Turkey are cases

strikingly in point.

But, while we regard as perfectly chimerical any apprehension of

immediate danger to Europe from the overgrown power of Russia

(if single handed), we are not equally at ease as to her capability for

mischief at some future, perhaps not very d stant, period. The three

great obstacles, as already hinted, to any successful present attack on
European territory are the thinness of the population, her want of
finances, and the ignorance and degradation of her people. The
first obstacle is being removed with an ominous rapidity ; popula-

tion in Russia is increasing prodigiously. The second is also in

the way of being removed in one sense ; but it depends very
much on the Autocrat himself whether it be so in the principal one.

Education and civilization are progressing apace in his dominions;

and should he have the wisdom to march with them, or rather an-

ticipate ihem by granting his subjects a free constitution, the latter

will become attached to his persoi\ and government, and will readily

and heartily abet his ambitious and aggrandizing projects. With a
people thus loyal, patriotic, civilized, and brave and hardy and nume-
rous withal, no enterprise could be too daring for the Russian Em-
peror to undertake. But if, blind to the signs of the times, or re-

gardless of the spirit of the age, he should still madly cling to his

darling despotic government, the consequences will most certainly

be the subversion of his throne and government, perchance also the

severance of his own head from his body. It is altogether beyond
the range of probability that an empire so heterogeneous in its ma-
terials, so unwieldy, and with such a government, can for any length

of time withstand the antagonist principles of education and civiliza-

tion.

These last and despotism cannot exist together, within the same
geographical limits. The latter must give way, totter, and fall ; and

great indeed, in this case, " would be the fall thereof."

2 L2
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Well, and if the Emperor himself and his dominions should be-

come the victims of the former's insane resistance to the spirit of the

age, what then '? We care not much about speculating on the

probable results. We content ourselves, in the mean time, with say-

ing in general terms that there will, in such a contingency, be

abundant spoil for the other leading powers of Europe, and that, in

the division of this spoil, there is every chance of these Powers fall-

ing out among themselves, and by this means involving Europe in

a general war.

THE CHIEFTAIN AND HIS VASSAL.

A TALE OF THE THIRTEENTH CENTURY.

It will be readily admitted by all who are acquainted with Scottish

history that there is no era in the annals of that country so replete

with those marvellous incidents which constitute the romance of real

life as the period during which Feudalism reigned in all its glory.

The power and influence which the chieftain exercised over his

vassals were altogether unbounded. His will was, in almost every

instance, their law : they had no higher views of the purposes for

which they were called into being than in as far as these were as-

sociated with the promotion of his plans. However great might be

the sacrifices to which they were thereby subjected, those sacrifices

were cheerfully borne. The heroic deeds they performed on his ac-

count were not prompted by slavish fear, but proceeded from a

mino-led feeling of veneration and aff'ectionate attachment to his

person.

Love, however, when genuine and ardent, invariably reigns para-

mount in the soul. It has been so in every age and in every country.

Its dominion is alike acknowledged by the savage and the sage. It

forcibly bursts through every restraint that intervenes betwixt it and

its object, utterly regardless of personal consequences.

Innes, the chief of a clan, was distinguished by no other appella-

tion than the general name of his. clan. Innes was universally ac-

knowledged during the middle of the thirteenth century to be among
the most illustrious and powerful chieftains in Scotland, whether in

regard to personal courage, the number of his retainers, or the deeds

of prowess the latter had achieved. Accustomed to reside princi-

pally, almost exclusivjly, at his lordly castle in Morayshire, ever

surrounded by those whose highest gratification centred in the ready

performance of his pleasure, the almost adored chieftain eventually

became so haughty and ambitious that he conceived himself the

only individual in the country worthy of being the friend of his

Sovereign.

A wide field soon opened up to the ambitious aspirations of Innes,

who at this time had only attained the age of twenty-four. In the

year 1249, Alexander (he Second paid what the poet designates the

debt of nature; and, as the successor of that monarch was yet but in

his non-age, the friends of limes urgently advised him to repair to



THE CHIEFTAIN AND HIS VASSAL. 469

the Scotti^^h Court, wliere, they vveie convinced, lie would virtually

acquire all the power and honour of a monarch until the young king

should attain the years of maturity recognised by the constitution of
the country.

This advice, it is unnecessary to remark, was eminently congenial
to the mind of the young chieftain, in consequence, as has just been
observed, of the wide scope it sanguinely promised to his ambitious

views. Most willingly would he have acted in accordance with the

advice which his more respectable vassals had thus tendered to him
but for a cause which bound him to his home—he was in love, in

love, too, with Albertina, the only daughter of one of his own superior

retainers.

This young lady was possessed of a combination of mental and
personal attractions which can scarcely be expected to be witnessed
above once in an age. She was, too, at that interesting epoch of her
life when the period of her teens was on the eve of its expiration.

The charms of Albertina had operated like a spell on the mind of the

young chieftain. A violent struggle ensued in his breast between
love and pride : he thought of his illustrious birth and present glory

and power; he ruminated on the long line and wide-spread reputa-

tion of his ancestors; and his haughty mind brooked not the idea of
marrying the daughter of his own vassal. The united influence of
pride and ambition obtained a temporary triumph over his love, and
by a desperate effort he left his baronial mansion and repaired to

Edinburgh, under the fond hope that, by witnessing the splendour and
mingling in the gay amusements of the Scottish court, he should
be able to banish from his mind the image of Albertina.

Vain hope ! Although he plunged into the voxtex of pleasure,

and forgot every thing else amid the festivities and magnificence of
the court, the image of Albertina still haunted his mind, her half
angelic countenance still flitted before his fancy, rendering him
miserable throughout the day, and " spoiling his rest" in the night.

A few months subsequent to his arrival in the Scottish metropolis,

the twenty-fifth aimiversary of his birth-day returned; and his

brother, who had been left at home with instructions to support the

hospitable fame of limes Castle during the chieftain's absence, gave
a feast or ball, to participate in the festivities of which the population
of the surrounding country, as well as Innes' own vassals, were invited.

On this, as on every similar occasion, a tournament was announced,
at which it was customary for every champion to challenge to single

combat, by the mouth of a herald, any individual present who ven-
tured to dispute the superiority of her whom he loved to any other
member of the female sex. The lists were accordingly prepared;
and every spectator awaited with the deepest anxiety until he should
see whether there were any youth present sufficiently chivalrous thus

publicly to proclaim, at the hazard of his life, the superior charms of
his mistress.

In a few moments appeared the gallant Henry Lindsay, armed
with a richly ornamented coat of mail, and riding on a beautiful and
spirited sted. He was one of Innes' superior vassals, and his father

liad received special marks of favour from the preceding chieftain of
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the clan, in consideration of some important services he had done
him.
There was something peculiarly prepossessing in the present ap-

pearance and previous conduct of the gallant youth ; and no sooner

had he entered the lists, clad in the armour of a combatant, than

there was a universal feeling of apprehension entertained by the spec-

tators, lest a conflict should ensue and his life be the price of his

chivalry.

Henry Lindsay boldly advanced to the person who acted as herald

on the occasion, and instructed him to proclaim in the hearing of all

—

"The loveliest and the best of Caledonia's daughters is the beautiful

Albertina. In her there is a union of all that is virtuous and en-

gaging. Confident in the truth of this, Henry Lindsay fearlessly

defies all the champions in the land to name her equal."

On this announcement, a death- like silence pervaded the surround-

ing multitude. The utmost anxiety was felt by every spectator to

know whether or not the challenge so gallantly given would be ac-

cepted; while the brave youth, mounted on his steed, rode about in

the most majestic manner. In a few moments a knight, likewise

mounted on a spirited black charger, and dressed in black armour,
but without any insignia on his shield, entered the lists, and com-
manded the herald to proclaim aloud—"An unknown chieftaiti, but one
whose rank is not inferior to that of any individual present, advances,
not for the purpose of questioning the charms of Albertina, but with

a determination to inflict merited chastisement on him who has the

consummate presumption to offer himself as her champion—he is ut-

terly unworthy of so high an honour.''

This announcement was a sufficient signal for the commencement
of the combat. The piercing glance which the fiery eyes of the

hostile parties instantly darted at each other bespoke the supreme
indignation and daring bravery with which the bosom of either com-
batant was actuated ; but still Henry Lindsay was entirely ignorant

of the character of his antagonist, as the visor of the latter eflectu-

ally covered his face. Both parties now spurred on their rampant
steeds. They met ; and each thrust his spear with mortal intent at

the body of his opponent, but without eft'ect. A desperate conflict

ensued ; and for some time victory seemed to incline in favour of
the masked knight, but Henry Lindsay, with admirable presence of
mind, suddenly checked the impetuosity of his horse, drew him back
a few yards, and then, by an application of his spurs to the animal's

sides, made him spring forward, while the brave rider, thrusting his

spear at his opponent, infixed it in his arm and brought him to the

ground. The galUmt youth instantly alighted, and raised his pros-

trate foe. He lifted the visor from his face, at the same time utter-

ing an exclamation of the utmost astonishment: his opponent was
none other than his own Chieftain!—the lord of Fnnes castle!

It is one of the essential attributes of love, that it is "^jealous as

the grave." Innes had cherished the susp'cion that, amidst the festi-

vities and rejoicings attendant on the celebration of the anniversary

of his birth-day, some one might avow himself the champion of
Albertina, and thus make an impression on her young and susceptible
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heart that might entirely and for ever exclude .him from even a

share of it, while he aspired at its entire possession. It was with a

view to satisfy himself on this point—to him the most momentous

one on earth—that he had suddenly left the Scottish court, and had

appeared on his own estates, clad in disguised armour. Had no one

avowed himself the champion of Albertina, the young Chieftain

would have returned to Edinburgh immediately on the breaking up

of the vast assemblage met to celebrate his birth-day anniversary,

without any of his relations or vassals being aware of his presence

on the occasion.

On perceiving that he was recognised by the whole company,

and that too under the mortifying character of a vanquished comba-

tant, his countenance betrayed the direst rage—he remounted his

horse—and sullenly rode off the field.

The spectators, on discovering that the foe of the brave young

Lindsay was the Chieftain of Innes castle, felt apprehensive that

the former would have cause deeply to rue the gallant conduct he

had that day displayed. But here was one present who felt a peculiar

interest in the result of the combat—Albertina was there. The
passionate attachment which Henry cherished towards her she re-

turned with corresponding warmth and sincerity. When Albertina

saw her lover lay his antagonist prostrate on the ground, her gentle

bosom felt a thrill of indescribable joy; but that exultation was only

of temporary durat'on— it was soon converted, by the discovery of

the person of his foe, into a feeling of deep alarm.

She feared that the indignant and deeply mortified Chieftain

would, agreeably to the barbarous custom of the times, have recourse

to the summary process of severing Lindsay's head from his body,

as the price of his gallant conduct.

The mind of Albertina was also agitated by considerations which

yet more nearly concerned herself. What inducement could the

young Chieftain have thus to endanger his life solely on her account

was a question which sug-gested itself notwithstanding the confusion

and alarm under which she laboured. While she ruminated for a

few moments on the circumstance of Innes thus hazarding his life

—

and his reputation too—for her sake, she recalled to her recollection

several circumstances, connected with his former conduct to her,

which, though she never viewed them in the same light before, now
served, in conjunction with what she had that day witnessed, to con-

vince her that she had to some extent obtained a place in his affec-

tions. This conviction was a most painful, a most appalling one.

She had already pledged her acceptance of the hand of Henry Lind-

say—the marriage day was appointed—preparations for their public

union together were already all but completed—and she felt tear-

fully api)rehensive that the proud Chieftain, if he should prove

sufficiently clement to spare the life of his victorious foe, would at

all events wreak his vengeance on him by prohibiting the celebra-

tion of their nuptials.

Henry Lindsay, though he had no cause to reproach himself,

either for his conduct that day, or for his attachment to her on whose

account he had entered the lists, was neverlhelcsf: uneasy at ths
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circumstance of his having fought with his Chieftain, especially

when he reflected on the probable consequences of his gallantry.

Agreeably to the feudal consuetudes, the Chieftain claimed the right

and possessed the power to confisc.ite any retainer's estate who pre-

sumed to marry in opposition to his pleasure ; and that power, Lind-

say felt persuaded, would be exercised in his case. Nevertheless,

so devoted, so enthusiastic was his attachment to his Albertina, that

it completely triumphed over every consideration of a personal

nature ; and he urged her to consent to an immediate union, what-

ever might be the consequences. But Albertina's prudence was
almost commensurate wilh her love for Lindsay. She succeeded in

persuading him to remain as they were, until fortune should prove

so propitious to them as that they might wed without the almost

certain prospect before them of extreme poverty, and all the ills

which usually follow in its train.

Innes, in the mean time, was superlatively wretched. His mind
was torn by contending passions. His love for Albertina, so far

from diminishing by recent events, seemed rather to increase from

the consciousness of having a powerful rival to contend with ; while

the wound his vanity had rece ved from the circumstance of his

fiiihting for and fighting zcilh his own vassal preyed on his mind
with a force which defies description, and fired him with a determi-

nation to be revenged on his late victorious foe, in some shape or

other.

It is unnecessary to remark that, at the close of the combat between
Innes and Henry Lindsay, the festivities of the day were concluded,

and the vast assemblage broken up. Albertina, with the rest of the

Chieftain's superior vassals, returned to the castle, while Lindsay

prudently repaired for a time to his own estate, where he principally

amused himself by hunting.

Wheti one day engaged in the sports of the field, a messenger

came up to him in bi-eathless haste, and delivered to him a letter, on

the back of which were inscribed the words, " With extreme de-

spatch." Lindsay suddenlj- broke open the letter : it was from his

Albertina. It mentioned that Innes had that day made an attempt

on her virtue—that she had succeeded with difficulty in repelling

him—but that she dreaded a renewal of the attack, and concluded

by imploring him to come to her rescue from the castle, with all

possible haste, as under existing circumstances she could not by any
effort she could make escape of herself.

What was to be done? In desperate emergencies men have often

recourse to desperate measures, and frequently evince an ingenuity

of mind of which, in their cooler moments, they would be quite

incapable. The recollection darted across Lindsay's mind that a

deadly animosity bad long subsisted between Innes and a neigh-

bouring Chieftain of another clan. To that Chieftain's mansion he

instantly fled— stated as explicitly as the violent indignation which

burned in his breast would permit the circumstances of the case

—

and most pressingly solicited his immediate aid. Delighted at the

idea of so serious a diff"erence having arisen between his formidable

foe and one of the most influential of his vassals, and anxious that
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that difference should be both widened and prolong-ed, the rival

Chieftain instantly consented to afford Lindsay all the assistance in

his power. With a promptitude almost incredible, he mustered his

clan—placed Lindsay at their head—and strictly enjoined them to

consider him for that day as their leader, as he himself, in conse-

quence of a wound he had recently received in single conflict, was
unable to lead them on to battle, victory, glory.

With a body of men, numerous, powerful, brave, Henry Lindsay

fearlessly advanced to his Chieftain's castle, resolutely determined
either to rescue Albertina or to perish in the attempt. He ap-

proached ; and to his utter surprise met with no resistance on enter-

ing the gates which led to the lordly mansion. With a select party
of followers, while the rest were stationed in front of the castle,

Lindsay entered the princely edifice, and proceeded direct to the

apartment in which Albertina was wont to reside. He found her
there, in the company of the wives and daughters of others of Innes'

superior vassals. He rushed to her—embraced her—seized her in

his arms—carried her to the outside, and then placed her on a
charger he had provided for the purpose.

while all this was going on, no opposition, no resistance was offered

to the gallant Lindsay, nor was Innes or any of his superior male
retainers to be seen. Lindsay was greatly surprised at this; and,

when the whole party had got a little distance without the gates of
the castle, he enquired of Albertina the cause of so singular a circum-

slance. She informed him that about two hours previously the

whole of the effective portion of the clan had been summoned to

arms by their Chieftain, and that in a ifiw moments they had left the

castle on some warlike errand with which she was unacquainted.

The evening was by this time far advanced—the sun had an hour
before gently descended into the western horizon—and was suc-

ceeded in his oflBce of giving light to the world by the "queen of
heaven." The latter shone brightly, and, by the propitious fight she

emitted, Lindsay, Albertina, and their party directed their course to

the estate of the former. All at once, on making a sudden turn of
the road, the clashing of arms was distinctly heard, and two parties,

apparently engaged in battle, were visibly seen in the distance.
" Halt !" exclaimed Lindsay, in a voice sufficiently loud to be

heard by the whole party.

A pause immediately ensued. Lindsay listened for a moment,
and recognized the voice of Innes urging on his men to deeds of
valour.

" He is my Chieftain still! and the honour of the clan is at stake!"

exclaimed the brave Lindsay.
So saying, he entrusted the care of Albertina to those who sur-

rounded her—enjoined them not to move from the spot on which
they then stood, until he should return—and then hurried to the

scene of conflict.

He arrived, and found Innes and his followers the weaker party.

He rushed into the hottest part of the i)attle, where his Chieftain was
fighting, alinost exhausted. Lindsay fought with more than human
bravery, slaying the enemy in every direction. The leader of the
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opposing party at this moment drew his sword, and aimed a blow at

the head of Innes which, but for the opportune interposition of Lind-

say, would have severed it in two. Lindsay not only parried the

blow, but plunged his own sword into the heart of his Chieftain's

opponent. The latter fell to the ground—his sword dropped from
his hand— and, after imprecating eternal curses on the head of Innes,

he heaved a deep groan and expired.

The name of the slain warrior was Monteith. His father had
died some months before. He had cherished a mortal hatred to

Innes; and the last woi'ds he uttered were a solemn injunction to his

son that he should " avenge him of his adversary." His son had
given the expiring man a pledge that his last exhortation sliould be
scrupulously obeyed ; and it was to fulfil this pledge that he had that

day challenged Innes to battle.

On perceiving that their leader had been killed, the adherents of

Monteith fled with the utmost haste. Innes had by this time turned

round to learn who his deliverer was ; and to his great astonishment

beheld Henry Lindsay. At first the Chieftain was so overpowered
with the discovery as to be unable to utter a word ; but, after the

lapse of some moments, he partially recovered himself, and grasping

his deliverer cordially by the hand, "Lindsay '." said he, " you are

not less generous than brave ! You have saved my life at the im-

minent hazard of your own I I have not merited such an interpo-

sition at your hand; but hereafter I shall prove myself worthy of it."

He paused for a moment and then resumed, " But what fortunate

circumstance, Lindsay, has brought you here at this moment? And
who are those on yonder eminence ?" pointing to the party en-

trusted with the protection of Albertina.

Lindsay hesitated for a moment to answer the question.

" Heavens !" exclaimed Innes, suddenly breaking the temporary

silence that prevailed, "Heavens! Albertina is there."

" She is," replied Lindsay, in a loud and firm tone, at the same
time assuming an attitude which bespoke a resolute determination

to resist, if resistance should become necessary,—" she is, and Alber-

tina shall be mine. Dare not,'' he continued in a still louder and

bolder tone, " dare not to lay hands on her; or I swear by that

moon and those stars,'' pointing to the firmament, " that your life

shall be the price of your temerity.''
" Lindsay,'' replied the Chieftain, in a tone in which the sorrowful

and the dignified were strikingly blended, " Lindsay, you have saved

my life— I heartily thank you for it; but to yield up Albertina is too

great a return for such a service, valuable as it is. Yet, brave and

generous young man, I shall be willing to submit to her decision. Let

her say whether she prefers for her husband Innes or Lindsay, and,

however agonizing to my feelings her award may prove, I pledge

my honour to abide by it."

Confident of the warmth and constancy of Albertina's attach-

ment to him, Lindsay instantly consented to his Chieftain's proposal,

and both advanced to the disputed fair to hear her decision. During

the short absence of Lindsay her gentle breast had been agitated hy
a thousand fears for his personal safety ; and, when she beheld Innes
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and he approaching together, her beautiful dark blue eyes were al-

most bereft of the power of vision, and her agitation was so great as

to render the assistance of two of the party necessary to support

her. But when Lindsay arrived, and assured her that both were en-

tirely free from danger, she recovered her usual presence of mind.

Lindsay then mentioned in the hearing of the company the engage-

ment into which he and Innes had voluntarily entered. Each at the

same time extended his right hand, and Lindsay exclaimed aloud,

" Albertina ! whose hand do you now accept for life — Innes' or

mine ;

Albertina instantly advanced and gently placed her hand in that of

Lindsay, amid the deafening acclamations of the spectators.

" May you both enjoy the highest possible felicity while you live.

You are worthy of each other! So much bravery and generosity

deserve such rare virtue and beauty. The struggle is agonizing,

but I have overcome mvself,'' said Innes, evidently labouring un-

der the most distressful feelings, while he witnessed Albertina's ac-

ceptance of the hand of Lindsay. " Return with me,'' he continued,

" to the castle, and henceforth consider it your home.''

The lovers did return with their Chieftain to his princely dome

—

were married in his presence on the following day—and ever after-

wards were happy in each others company until, at an advanced age.

Death envied them their felicity. Innes invariably, from the time of

their marriage, paid them the most marked attention ; and, in

return, the gallant Henry Lindsay performed many important ser-

vices, in the field and elsewhere, for his Chieftain. J. G.

MONTHLY REVIEW OF LITERATURE.

The Physiology of Digestion considered with Relation to the Princi-

ples of Dietetics. By Andijew Combe, M.D., Fellow of the Royal
College of Physicians of Edinburgh, and Physician in Ordinary to

their Majesties the King and Queen of the Belgians. Edinburgh :

Maclachlan and Stewart.

The great success of Dr. Combe's previous work, on "The Principles of
Physiology," has naturally led to the production of the present volume. It

[)roniiHes to be no less popular than its predecessor : it certainly deserves an
equally extensive circulation. It is written with the same simplicity of man-
ner, and evinces the same sound philosophy. It is a work which ought to

find its way into every family. Though the medical profession may consult

it with advantage, it is written in that popular style which will enaljle readers

of all classes to understand the opinions expressed and the rules laid down.
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In fact. Dr. Combe addresses himself to mankind in general. We have read

it with pleasure, and it will be our own fault if we do not profit by the judi-

cious advice it contains. We have seldom met with a work in which we have
seen so many proofs of an intimate acquaintance with the physical economy
of man.

The Future Prospects of the British People. By the Author of The
State of the Nation : Effinsfham Wilson.

t3

The subject of this pamphlet is to show, first, that the agricultural distress

so generally complained of is chiefly caused by the transition from a paper to

a metallic currency ; and, secondly, that our present manufacturing and com-
mercial prosperity is based on a hollow foundation. The author anticipates,

of course, as a necessary consequence of the latter state of things, a sudden
and extensive explosion, similar to that of 1825. That Peel's Bill has been
the principal cause of the existing agricultural distress there cannot be a mo-
ment's question. The man who thinks otherwise is fairly beyond the reach of
reason. But whether, as the author suggests, we ought to recur to a small
note currency, in order to remedy the evil, is another question. Some years
since we would have concurred with him ; but, as the worst of the crisis is

now over, we think it better to struggle on with a gold currency, rather than
again convulse the commercial relations of the country by recurring to a paper
medium.
With regard to the second point, our impression is that there is too much

of the spirit of speculation mixed up with our manufacturing and commercial
prosperity ; but we do not believe we are in that unsound state which charac-
terized the prosperity of 1825, and consequently we do not anticipate any
such results to the credit of the country as those which accrued from the

transactions of that year.

We give, as a specimen of the author's sentiments and style, his statement
of the causes which, in his opinion, led to the catastrophe of 1825, and of the

frightful consequences of that catastrophe :

—

" Such was the state of things when the bill of 1819 was introduced,

which granted the Bank a prolonged period to prepare for unrestricted cash
payments, namely, until May, 1823. In order to recover a supply of gold,

the Bank again greatly contracted its issues; the average amount of 5i. notes

and upwards, for the quarter ending the 30th June, 1822, was reduced to

16,256,140Z., being 4,701,280?. less than the average amount for the quarter

ending March 31st, 1818. Standard gold was again reduced to the old Mint
price of 3Z. 17». lOid. an ounce, and standard silver to 4s. llirf. ; an in-

crease being again made in the intrinsic value of the £ sterling, estimated in

bullion, and a great decrease in the quantity of money in circulation, a reduc-

tion in price consequently followed, lower even than in 1816. The Bank of
England, in 1822, h?.d withdrawn nearly all its 11. notes ; but the country
bank ll. notes still remained in circulation. By keeping money scarce, and
consequently, prices low, from 1819 to 1822—1823, the Bank again obtained

a stock of bullion, and having done so, once more acted upon a system of

increased circulation until the spring of 1825. The circulation of Bank of
England notes of 5l. and upwards, for the quarter ending 31st March, 1825,

was 20,665,600?., being an increase of 4,409,460Z. beyond the average of the

quarter ending 30th June, 1822. This increase in the Bank circulation caused a
considerable advance in prices, and led to the hollow and fatal prosperity of the

year 1825. The gold was again driven from the country. The stock at the Bank
on the 20th December, 1823, was 14,142,000?., which was reduced by the 24th

December, 1825, down to 1,027,000?. The whole of which, or nearly the
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whole, was driven abroad to make up the unfavourable balance of foreign pay-
ments, occasioned by this thii-d insane and impolitic attempt to raise prices,

and yet keep the price of bullion low. In order to prevent the necessity of

again suspending its payments in cash, the Bank was compelled rapidly to

contract its issues, which were reduced, by the 25th November, 1825, to

17,464,899'., being 3,200,700Z. less than on the average of the quarter ending

on the 31st March preceding. This brought about a sudden and great re-

duction in prices
;

great commercial discredit and distress ensued, which
ended in the panic of Christmas 1825. These injurious and disgraceful opera-

tions, these underhand tamperings with the paper currency, are a reproach

upon the bank directors and the ministers of the day. Instead of boldly and
openly adopting some effectual measure which should steadily and permanently
support prices at a higher level, they are continually having recourse to some
miserable trick or expedient with their paper money which must prove abortive.

" These measures occasioned the ruin of many houses of the first respecta-

bility in trade, commerce, and manufactures ; thirty commissions of bank-
ruptcy were issued against country bankers in December, 1825, and 33 more
in the ensuing three months. There were 809 licences granted to country
banks in 1825, which were reduced to 668 in 1826, being a reduction of

141 country banks in twelve months. The number of licences granted for

1831, was only 636, being 304 less than in 1813, the year before the termina-

tion of the war. Since 1825, the ll. notes have been altogether withdrawn
by the country bankers. The Government and the Bank of England have
acted upon a more uniform and settled system of depression, and low prices

have been the consequence ; the injurious effects of which, the producing
classes can, from experience, well appreciate. The quantity of money in cir-

culation, of all sorts, compared with the quantity of property and productions

to be represented and distributed, is at least one third less than on the aver-

age of the war, or at the termination of it, and nearly 50 per cent, more
valuable, estimated in silver."

Anecdotes of the Family Circle: Orr and Smilh.

This is a very pleasant little volume. It will be found an agreeable com-
panion by the side of the winter's fire, or during the summer's visit to the
" green fields and verdure ever new." There are a few of the anecdotes
which might have been omitted, as having nothing very clever or interesting

in them ; but, as a whole, the selection is made with taste and judgment.
We are glad to observe that this volume is to be followed up by others of a
similar nature. There is room for a series extending at least to a dozen
volumes. He who makes himself master of the contents of the volume before
us can at any time enliven any company in which he chances to find himself
placed. The work is beautifully got up, and is in every respect deserving, as
we doubt not it will receive, a very extensive circulation.

A Letter to the Right Hon. Viscount Palmerston on British Rela-
tions with China. By H. Hamilton Lindsay. Saunders and
Otley.

The question of our commercial relations with China is one which, at this

moment, occupies an unusual share of the public attention. It is, unques-
tionably, one of the highest importance. Mr. Lindsay, after adverting to the

interruptions which the Chinese, from the most capricious considerations,

often interpose to our intercourse with them, applies himself to the question
of what amount of force it would be requisite to employ to coerce them into

habits of steady, unvarying commercial dealings with us. He thus disposes
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of the question, and gives his opinion as to the policy which we ought to

pursue towards the Chinese :

—

" What, then, would be the force requisite to coerce the Chinese empire,

with its countless millions of inhabitants ? In my opinion, by combining

energetic measures with judicious policy, a comparatively small naval force

would do all that was requisite. I would wish to see an ambassador sent

out from England to act in conjunction with the admiral on the Indian sta-

tion, for the purpose of demanding redress for injuries sustained, and nego-

ciating a commercial treaty on a liberal basis. An amply adequate force to

compel submission would consist of one line-of-battle ship, two large frigates,

six corvettes, and three or four armed steamers, having on board a land force

of about six hundred men, chiefly artillery, in order to protect any land

operation which might be necessary. The greater portion of this force is

already in India, and might be made available with but little expense. For

instance, suppose his Majesty's naval force to contribute

Men
1 Seventy-four gun ship 500

1 Large frigate

2 Small ditto

Indian Navy :

—

2 Corvettes .

2 Armed steamers

Calcutta :

—

1 Armed steamer .

Force required from home :-

1 Large frigate

2 Small ditto

Land Force .

300
320

300
200.

100

300
320
600

Total 2940

" The total numerical amount of this force would not exceed 3000 men ; and

inadequate as such must appear, and would certainly be, were it to go to

China with objects of aggrandisement, intending to subdue and take posses-

sion of any portion of the country, yet I have no doubt but it would be amply

sufficient to carry into effect every object we ought to have in view. Poltroons

as the Chinese appear to be, yet were we to arouse the spirit of the nation

against us, they might and would prove more formidable than we imagine.

Our policy should therefore be to avoid irritating the people, and on every

occasion to disclaim any hostile feeling towards them. ' Your government

has injured us," we should say, ' and from it we claim redress. Our only

wish is to cultivate friendly intercourse with the Chinese ; that however is

rendered impossible by the oppressive acts of the officers of government

;

against them our hostility is directed, not against you ; we have no intention

to aggrandise ourselves at the expense of your country; we will not keep

possession of the smallest island on your coast. The merchant vessels which

we detain we will not plunder ; on the contrary we are ready to liberate them

all the moment our te.ms are granted, which merely demand just treatment

for our countrymen, and a liberty of commerce equally advantageous to your-

selves as to us.' A proclamation to this purport might be printed and ge-

nerally circulated in the commencement of operations, which would simply

consist in an embargo along the coast ; a small squadron being stationed

near the entrance of the four principal sea ports—Canton, Amoy, Shanghae,

and Teensin."

The Kingstouian Poems. Simpkin and Marshall.

It is clear " the gods" have not made this author poetical. There is no-

thing, from the beginning to the end of the book, which possesses the
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sFightest claim to the character of poetry. The sooner the author and the

Muses bid each other good morning the better for the former. He says he is

an oil painter ; we advise him, by all means, to stick to his colours, and let

" poetry," as he calls his nonsense, alone. We give the last of his " poems "

as a fair specimen of the whole. It is called " Fortune's Favourite, or the

Weaver Boy :"

—

There was a gay young weaver boy
Who work'd for pence per day.

He did not like the shuttle toy.

So from it ran away.
He steer'd his course to Oxford town.

And, being a tidy lad.

They into college took the clown

To see what brains he had.

Some babes are born in Fortune's lap.

And so become her care :

He beat the boys at school right slap,

And gain'd all prizes there ;

And, now become a gentleman.

To his own town he went,

And Fortune, faithful to her son.

Sent him to Parliament.

The eyes which blest a lady fair

On him now look'd so bright.

And in those eyes shone virtues clear,

As love in stars of night

:

In wedded splendour they were seen.

And soon they did possess

The little lights to bless the scene.

As moons the planets bless.

In parliament, now shining bright.

He rose to high renown
;

The King now dubbed h'm for a knight.

Who lately was a clown

Prime minister he next became :

No greater titles are.

Huzza ! for the young weaver's fame

—

Dame Fortune's son and heir.

One more specimen we give, written in a different style, and then leave

the author and his book alone in their glory. It is very appropriately headed

"Johnny Raw :"

—

A COUNTRY wake saw Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw.

He simply smil'd at all he saw,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw.

This sheep the dashing Serjeant saw.

He on his shoulder laid his paw.

With barley juice he filled his craw,

Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw.

Oh I the simple Johnny Raw.
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Soon Johnny as a colt grew gay,

Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

And danc'd as would a horse at play,

Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw.

The Serjeant winlc'd—he'd got his prey;
The shilling Johnny took in play.

His hat did ribbons fine display.

Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

Oh ! the simple Johnny Raw.

With Moll, John swaggered arm in arm,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

For Molly too grew rather warm,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

The row-dow heightened up the charm.
The merry fife subdued alarm.

The broad-sword glitter'd on his arm,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

Oh ! the simple Johnny Raw.

The ploughmen laugh'd with loud haw, haw,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

With stupid eye and fallen jaw,
Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

Their breeches hitching with their paw,
Astonish'd at the sight they saw

—

Took off" their hats, and cried huzza

!

Johnny Raw,
Johnny Raw,

Oh ! the simple Johnny Raw.

We fear some ill-natured people will conclude that, in sketching " Johnny

Raw," the author has sketched himself.

Practical Mercantile Correspondence, a Collection of Modern Let-

ters of Business. By William Anderson. Effingham Wilson.

This is a book which ought to find its way into every counting-house.

There is nothing theo-etical or fanciful in it. The letters were all written in

the usual course of business ; the only alterations made being in the names

of the parties. A more complete system of mercantile correspondence has

never been published. t

The Pictorial Bible. Part I. Charles Knight.

The great attraction of this work will be the pictorial illustrations. They
are executed in wood, and are among the best of the kind we have seen.

The foot-notes are well selected, and seem to throw light on difficult passages

in the text. The work promises to be singularly cheap. It is sure of a very

extensive sale.
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The Physical and Intellectual Constitution of Man Considered. By
Edward Meryon, F.R.C.S, Smith, Elder, and Co.

There are abundant proofs of careful thought and somewhat extensive re-
search in this volume ; but Mr. Meryon has not treated the subject in so
popular a manner as he might have done. He divides his book into six chap-
ters, which are severally headed—The Causes which appear to have operated
at successive epochs in preparing the World for the Habitation of Man

—

The Transmutation of Animals—Varieties of the Human Species—Modify-
ing influence of Natural Causes—Physical Characteristics of particular Na-
tions, as affected by iVatural Causes—Intellectual Condition of particular
Nations. We have no room for extracts.

A Description of the Parts of Devonshire borderino- on the Taniar
and the Tavy. By Mrs. Bray. 3 vols 8vo. Mu'rray.

We have been indebted to Mrs. Bray for too many hours' amusement not
to feel interested in any new work from her pen. "The Borders of the
Tamar and Tavy," therefore, were hailed by us as a fresh source of mental
gratification. The noveis of Mrs. Bray have been objected to as not suffi-

ciently dramatic, which has been attributed to the length of her descriptions
of scenery, at a time when the wheels of the dramatic vehicle, so to speak,
wanted any thing but the drag-chain. Those minute descriptions of scenery,
however, which are so fatal to the drama and novels of a dramatic character,
a re by no means so where the work is mainly of a descriptive one ; in fact,

the difference is that of a person riding through a fine country on business
and on pleasure. In the latter case he may venture to pluck the lowly heather

;

in the former it is enough that he can spare a moment to glance even at the
majestic oak. What speed is to the man of business action is to the dramatic
novel—delay is, more or less, fatal to both.
That it is no easy matter to render descriptions of local scenery and local

feelings generally interesting is readily admitted ; and we can only congra
tulate the fair authoress upon having done so to as great an extent as could be
expected even at her hands
The first volume of the work is mainly devoted to the Druidical antiquities

of Dartmoor. Of readers in general, many are lovers of poetry, many of his-
tory, and many of romance

; while those of antiquarian research are, alas !

too often, "few and far between." Anti-antiquarian, however, must he in
deed be who would refuse to lave his hands in rock basins or creep through
tolmens, led on by such a cicerone as Mrs. Bray, and amid such scenery as
that of the moor. And where is the tourist, male or female, who, rambling
in search of the magnificently picturesque, owns not that,

" Though rude be the rock and though wild be the valley.
The genius of grandeur still hallows Dartmoor? "

May we not, since the publication of " Dartmoor, a Poem, " and " Fitz
of Fitz-ford, a tale of Devon," be allowed to add the Genii of Poesy and
Romance } To those blessed with leisure a greater treat can hardly be
imagined than that of a Dartmoor excursion. Poem and Tale being of the
party. Whether the assurance of Charles II., that, "however cloudless the
sky may be over every other town in Great Britain, it was sure to be raining
cats and dogs at Tavistock," be correct to the letter we know not ; but, certes,
an umbrella and water-proof habiliments are seldom useless accompaniments
in such hilly districts. Space will not admit of our entering into an etymo-
logical discussion, and no more need, therefore, be said than that the deriva-
tionsare, for the most part, less fanciful than antiquarians usually indulge in,
despite of Mist Tor and its impenetrable fogs. Descending the stream of
time, Mrs. Bray reaches that point where to a certain extent history become.s
something more than fable ; and her account of the circumstances relative
to the founder and foundation of Tavistock Abbev, her observations on Mo-
M.M.—No. 5. 2 M
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nachism, and her notices of the parochial church of St. Eustace, ase replete

with general and local information. Interesting and amusing, however,

as are these, her biographies will become, if we mistake not, the most po-

pular portion of her work. They are, really and truly, elegantly and care-

fully written—sketchy, perhaps, here and there, but always free, bold, and

characteristic. That of Drake is admirable. Among the rest is a brief one

of her husband, the Rev. Edward Atkyns Bray, from whose MSS., prose as

well poetical, the authoress has, as in duty bound, made many clever extracts.

Of the latter the following is a light and graceful specimen— rather o la

Sappho, truth to say, but by no means a servile imitation of that enchanting

poetess, the L. E. L. of Greece :

—

THE KISS.

When, tempted by the luscious prize.

The boy with trembling finger tries

To rob the hive, with buzzing wing.
The bee inflicts the burning sting

;

But (such the will of Fate unkind)

He leaves it with his life behind.

So, when, enraptured with thy charms.
Dear maid, I caught thee in my arms, •

And rifled from thy ruby lips

More sweets than e'er the insect sips

From flowrets of the brightest hue,

Methought my latest breath I drew :

My bosom thrilled with pleasing pain.

My boiling blood swelled every vein,

I panted, trembled, shivered, sighed.

And, fainting with the bliss, had died.

But thou—by pity moved, or love

—

(Oh ! grant that it the last may prove !)

Breathed, in a kiss, such vital breath

As woke me from the trance of death.

There is also a very pretty poem, " To a Wood Dove," from the pen of

Mrs. Bray herself, which want of space alone prevents our printing. The
borders of the Tamar and the Tavy—their verdant valleys—their laughing

waters—their birds, butterflies, and flowers, not to mention the old house at

Sydenham, &c.—cannot fail to add to Mrs. Bray's previous literary reputa-

tion ; and, while we could have wished that some portions of the work had
been " less lengthy," we wish it every success, and most cordially recommend
it to all true lovers of nature, poetry, and romance.

Tlie Punishment of Death. A Selection of Articles from the Morn-
ing' Herald ; with Notes. Vol. I. Hatchard and Son.

Those who, like ourselves, have been in the way of reading the Morning
Herald (or some years past must have been struck with the series of able and
humane articles on Criminal Jurisprudence which has appeared in that

journal during that period. The interest which has been evinced of late on
the subject of capital punishments, and the amelioration which has recently

been effected in the criminal code, are, in a great measure, to be ascribed

to the exertions of the Morning Herald to accomplish those objects. For
months and years did the writer labour alone in this field of humanity, with-

out any other stimulus than the consciousness of doing good. We envy him
the satisfaction with which he can now look back on his labours. The So-
ciety for the Diffusion of Information on the subject of Capital Punishments
have paid him a merited compliment, and will do the cause they have so

much at heart essential service, in selecting the most interesting of those ar-
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tides for publication in a separate form. The present volume is to be fol-

lowed by another of the same kind. When it reaches us we will enter at

some length into the question of capital punishments.

Grandmamma's Sampler ; with some other Rhymes for Children.
By Mrs. G. G. IIichardsgn. William Crofts.

This is one of the most delightful books for children which has come under
our notice for some years past. It is admirably suited to their taste and ca-

pacity. It is sure to engage their attention : it is to be hoped it will do more

—

it can hardly fail to improve their morals. " The Sampler" is full of salutary
truths, philosophical as well as moral, which, if only reduced to practice, will

be productive of happiness to the individual, and benefit to society. Our only
regret is that the excellent idea was not followed out to a greater extent.

As "The Sampler" is not so convenient for extract, we copy the following
simple yet beautiful little sketch from the miscellaneous pieces. It is the

concluding part of a sketch of two motherless girls, and is headed " Char-
lotte and Anne :"

—

How erringly we figure

The changes Time may bring

!

He came to Anne with healing
And health upon his wing.

But to those little sisters " To see me look so grand and fine !

Had many changes come
;

[grave. And best of all 'twould be
They had wept beside their mother's To hear them cry as I went by.

Their father went from home.

He stayed a year in London town
;

And, when he came again.

He told of many wond'rous things

They never knew till then.

Of houses tall as forest-trees.

And thick as hedges set.

Within whose lanes the multitudes

Of all the earth seem'd met.

Of glitt'ring sights so manifold.

Which wealthy streets display.

Were I to tell you all be told,

'Twould last a summer's day.

But longer were it to describe

The fairy tales of thought [minds.

' What a pretty queen is she 1'
"

" Nay, Charlotte," said her sister Anne*
" If I were made a queen,

I'd soon be wishing back again

To our bonny gowany green.

" I care na for a gowden crown
And silks and satins gay,

I'd be so fear'd for rumpling them.
They'd spoil both work and play.

" If I'd been born the Lunnun queen,

Too proud I had been made.
To hear folks say as I rode by,

' God bless good Adelaide.'

" But well I'd like to have a coach

That Granny she might ride ;

Which, glitt'ring, stirring in their She's always been so kind to us

Those London marvel wrought.

And one day they were sitting

At work upon the green.

When suddenly the younger cried.
" How I'd like to be a queen

!

"And, then, a crown upon my head.

In silks and satins gay,

I'd never do a stitch of work.
And I'd eat short bread ail day.

" And would it not be nice to ride

In a gilded coach and four,

And see the folks all wondering
And running to the door.

Since our dear mother died I

"And golden guineas plenty!

Aye hundreds, thousands—yes

!

And there should not be in all the land

One creature in distress.

" And I'd buy a big-print bible.

For Granny's eyes are dim.

And Father, he'll be turning old.

Another such for him.

" They've crowns in Heaven, my sister.

Oh ! if we can but won* there.

We need not mind what raiment.

While tarrying here, we wear !"

• Get.
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This charming little work ought to have a place in every nnrsery. By
way of practising what we preach, we shall make our children commit
"The Sampler" to memory. It contains maxims which even "children of a

larger growth" may study with advantage.

Narrative of a Journey to the Zoolu Country, in South Africa. By
Captain Allen F. Gardiner, R.N. Undertaken in 1835.

William Crofts.

This is a very interesting volume. It must be welcomed by all who feel a

curiosity to know something relative to the social and physical condition of that

large portion of South Africa called the Zoolu country—a country on which no
work, so far as we are aware, has been hitherto published. Captain Gardiner

is a shrewd oDserver and an intelligent traveller ; he is one, moreover, who
seems to have taken none of the facts wliich he communicates in his work, at

second hand. Their accuracy, which, in such a case, is every thing, may con-

sequently be relied on. The volume is written in a plain and unambitious

manner : the author appears to be more desirous of communicating interest-

ing information to his readers than to acquire a literary reputation for him-
self. We have not met with a more entertaining book of travels for many a

day. It is a work which cannot fail eventually to find its -way into an exten-

sive circulation. We are particularly pleased with the tone of enlightened

piety which pervades it. It is a most gratifying circumstance when works of

travels are written injthis spirit. The volume is full of the most interesting in-

formation respecting the state and success of the Wesleyan Methodist Mis-
sions in South Africa ; and no man of right feeling can read the particulars

he has given us respecting these missions without admiring and rejoicing in the

devoted self-denying zeal of those excellent followers of Wesley who, with

their lives in their hands, have gone forth to those dark places of the earth to

publish abroad the glad tidings of salvation. The friends of missionary ex-

ertion will find in Captain Gardiner's work the most gratifying information

respecting the progress of the gospel in the Zoolu country.

As a literary production, also, the volume will be read with much pleasure.

It furnishes us with a great deal of curious information regarding the physical

condition of the country, and the laws, customs, habits of life, morals, &c., of

the inhabitants. As the work only reached us a few days before going to press,

we are unable to give such copious extracts as we could wish. The following,

on the subject of " Marriage," will be read with interest :

—

" A remarkable distinction is made by these classifying people in the de-

signation even of their w-omen.

An unmarried woman is called an Intoraebi.

A married woman, but without children, Umfaz.
A married woman, with children, Eneena-
" It is not regarded as a matter either of etiquette or of delicacy from which

side tl e first proposal of marriage may proceed—the overture is as often made
by the women as the men. In the former case, the pseudo bride, accompa-
nied by another unrrarried woman, proceeds to the residence of her elect,

some married women following them at a distance. Should the proposal be

accepted, the matrons come up and commence singing : there are no words
to the song, but it is merely a melody of sounds. On the next day a beast is

slaughtered, and the bride and bridegroom, with their friends, partake of the

feast. It is strictly required that every part of the flesh should be eaten,

after which the ceremony called Ingaaziso, or washing with beads, takes

place. The newly- married couple, with their friends, being assembled, a ca-

labash of water and a basket of beads are brought. The beads are first put

into the calabash, and it is then presented to the bride, who pours a little of

the water first upon the hands of her husband, and then upon those of her

friends, who extend them for the purpose. She then consigns the calabash to
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her partner, who, in his turn, pours some of the -water first upon her hands,

and then upon those of his friends, until it is exhausted, when he returns it

to her. The bride then throws the beads at his feet, which any of the party

but himself are at libeity to piclc up and possess—in fact, it becomes a sort of

scramble. This, as I am informed by a native (for I have never witnessed

it), finishes the ceremonies on such occasions—subordinate, however, to the

all- important consideration of cattle; for, until that is duly arranged, the

consent of all parties is held in abeyance.

"The usual sum demanded is from four to six cows, according to the cir-

cumstance of the parties, though, in the case of chiefs' daughters, from

twenty to fifty, or one hundred head, are not unfrequent ; not, indeed, by

way of dower,' but as a present to the father or nearest relative of the lady,

and partaking too much of the character of a commercial baiter. For the

acquisition of this species of property Dingarn has a great propensity, often

discarding a concubine, and obliging some wealthy subject to marry her, for

the sake of the herd of cattle which he must receive on the occasion.

" Among the Kafir tribes, the marriage ceremonies are much more signifi-

cant. When all are assembled, a broom, a bowl, and a grinding-stone are

presented to the bride, and some assegais and an axe to the bridegroom, as

indicatory of their different occupations, while both are exhorted by the elders

of the place to industry and good conduct.
" Both Jama and Senzanakona were married, but Charka, in order to

support his miJitarv system, broke through this rule, partly, it is supposed,

by way of example to his subjects, and partly under an idea that, as long as

he continued unmarried, he would not be regarded as a veteran, and, conse-

quently, his life would be less liable to be cut short by the ambition of his

successor, or the intrigues of his subjects. The latter object, connected with

an evident desire to imitate his talented but inhuman brother, seems to be

the sole inducement with Dingarn to perpetuate this departure from the bet-

ter practice of his forefathers. His frequent boast, " I am but a boy—I am
too young to marry," although at this present moment about forty years of

age, when taken in connection with the example of his predecessor, can have

no other rational meaning.
" In connection with this subject, there is a tragedy too dark to be probed.

Neither Charka nor Dingarn ever allowed that they had any children, and it

would be instant death to any subject who should make such an assertion !

My enquiries on this particular were always met with evasion or constrained

silence— a kind of inquisitorial blight at once palsied the tongue, which until

that instant had been communicative and loquacious. What could this mean?
Two facts, painfully notorious, will sufficiently explain. On one occasion,

perhaps from some faint expectation of its being spared, an infant was pre-

sented to Charka—the " hyona-man" instantly seized his own child by the

heels, and, with one blow, deprived it of that life which with such a father it

could have been no privilege to enjoy. This horrid deed was only surpassed

by the immediate murder of the agonized mother, whose eyes closed with the

vivid impressions of the scene she had beheld."

One more extract, on the " Dress and personal Appearance" of the in-

habitants of Zoolu country, and we must close our notice, however unwil-

lingly :

—

"Dress and Personal Jjipearance.—Little can be said on the first particular,

with respect to the men, whose undress, with the exception of a few dangling

strips of fur suspended from the waist, is but too notorious. Many of the

younger women wear merely a fringe belt, made of the fibres of a root
;
but

a short bkin petticoat, reaching nearly to the bend of the knee, is the usual

costume. Both men and women shave their heads close, the former leaving

only sufficient to attach the issigoko, or ring, and the latter, a small tuft,

called embceti, on the crown, which is carefully coloured with red ochre ; but

neither are worn until the individual has arrived at the age of maturity, prior
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to which the heads of the young men are not shaved. Strange to say, the

will of the king is as necessary for the adoption of either of these badges as in

any other of his despotic acts, a whole regiment being sometimes ordered at

once to adopt the ring.

"That there is some tradition associated with this peculiar costume I have
little doubt, but could never obtain a further reply to my frequent enquiries

on the subject than that it was an ancient custom which, I believe, originated

with this nation, though it has been adopted by many others. The method
of putting it on is thus described :—A piece of rush, cut and smoothed to the

proper size and length, is closely twisted round with sinew, and formed into

a circle by uniting the ends ; with sinew it is then sewn to the roots of the

hair, which in every other part, even within the circle, is entirely removed,

and the ring thus closely fitted on the scalp, and blackenedover with the black

wax of a honeycomb, is completed.

"Being composed of several tribes and conquered nations, a great difference

of complexion is perceptible among the Zoolus ; some few are nearly as light

a copper colour as the bushmen on the borders of the colony, but a dark cho-

colate is the prevailing shade, though others, especially from the neighbour-

hood of De la Goa Bay, are jet black. Dingarn himself is nearly so. The
generality of the men are of the middle size, light, active, and well-propor-

tioned; they are excellent wplkers, and will almost compete with the Syces of

India in running. Although far from cleanly, crawling into their houses upon
their bare knees, and accustomed to tread about with unconcern in all

the filth of the cattle-fold, both men and women are fond of bathing, for

which purpose they generally repair to the nearest stream once a day, and
after first smearing themselves over with blue clay, if it can be procured, by
way of soap, return greatly embellished by the operation.
" The war dress consists of a thick, full kilt, composed of cats' tails, descend-

ing nearly to the knee, the shoulders and upper part of the body are decorated

with the long hair of ox tails, and the head is protected by an otter skin cap
;

the whole has a very martial appearance. The common tails worn at other

times, a few in front, and some longer and more widely apart behind, are

strips of wild cat and monkey skins, and worn with the fur outside."

The volume is copiously illustrated with plates and maps, which greatly

enhance its value. They are executed in lithography, and are certainly

among the greatest triumphs of that useful art which have come under our

notice.

The Encyclopeedia Britannica. PartLXXII. Edinburgh: Adam &
Charles Black.

This valuable work proceeds -with unabated vigour. It is now about half

completed. When it has reached a close, it will constitute one of the greatest

literary achievements of modern times. Every successive part bears testi-

mony to the careful editorial supervision to which the work is subjected.

The History and Antiquities of the Round Church at Little Mapple-
stead, Essex. By William Wallam, F.S.A. John Weall.

This is one of the many books whose titles are, to a great extent, mis-

nomers. Only a comparatively small portion of the work is occupied with

the Round Church at Little Mapplestead ; the far greater part of it is devoted

to an account of the Crusades in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. We do

not like this practice of giving us one subject under the name of another. Mr.

Wallam's reason for the course he has pursued he states to the circumstance of

the Round Church at Little Mapplestead having been built by the Knights

Hospitallers of St. John of Jerusalem, who took so prominent a part in the
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Crusades. This might have justified the insertion of a short introductory
sketch of the origin, &c. of the Crusades, but certainly not ihe elaborate his-

tory of those Crusades which is here given. It is but justice to Mr. Wallam
to add that his account of the Crusades evinces much patient research. His
work, indeed, altogether shows that he has been at great pains in collecting

every thing that could illustrate his subject.^

THEATRICALS, MUSIC, &c.

Every day's experience verifies the axiom that we are the

creatures of circumstance. Whether it relate to our appetites,

passions, or physical propensities, to the affairs of domestic detail, to

the more important one of political sovereignty, or to the tastes,

manners, and habits of a nation at large, certain it is, we shall find

our wits and our ways influenced by the "turn up" of the hour, and no
one can foretel what may befal us the next. There are few of us in

our moments of thoughtfuiness, when reflecting upon the events of
to-day and yesterday, but must perceive every thing confirmatory of
the above trueism. The laws which govern matter are immutable,
may be so, those to which the mind are subject, but it needs more
than the head of a philosopher to trace the effect to its cause. The
springs of action are generally so hidden in obscurity that the world,
like the placid lake, knows not whence the next pebble shall be cast

that shall agitate its rippless waters, or, like the threatened crater,

calmly awaits the burst of the ungovernable volcano. Our sensual
organs, like well-tried sentinels, are ever watchful of coming events
which cast their shadows before, but are not endowed with the fore-

knowledge of the point of attack, the strength of the foe, or the un-
tried power of their own resources. Limiting our argument to the
lighter and brighter side of our frailties—to those flowrets of a man's
life that garland his existence, denominated pleasures, and these
consisting of painted fairy lands, variegated shadows, and sounds,
human and inhuman, earthly and unearthly — we appeal to our
companions in the chase, whether we are in our postulate. Where is

the indifferent observer to the irruptive, ebullitionary, wayward
fancies of our kinsfolk the public, who one season run stark, starino-,

Tom-and- Jerry mad,— the same, or the next, wend their steps to the
altar of Shakspeare, and then, like a vacillating child, desert naturePs
modellist for the fool's cap and bells ? Well versed are manacrers in

this fickle temperament of our countrymen and women: and hence
the feast prepared. To talk of the day, the hour, the very moment,
who could have divined the present musical mania which, like an
epidemic paroxysm, rages through the town! The chroniclers of
times gone by record not such feasts of song like the immediate era.
We have matin, noon, twilight, evening, and midnight invocations to

the Apollonian muse, and the reveller tires not with the hearing
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thereof. Old or young, grave or gay, resist all quarantine restrictions

which prudence or economy might impose; and the votaries of

the harp and cymbal kneel at the shrine of the melodian deity.

King's Theatre.—The rush to the doors of this theatre forcibly

reminds us of the attractive days of Kean, when groups of that

inimitable actor's admirers would assemble two hours before the

rising of the curtain, and fill up not only the entrance avenues, but flock

around the outer walls, like a swarm of bees clinging to their regent

queen. The spoHation of head dresses, the ruu)pling and crum[)ling

of satins and silks, the derangement of well trimmed peruques, are

all hazarded to attend lo the delightful performances of this house.

In the petty space of one month, the season of popularity has arrived

at its zenith. The musical talent of the whole world would appear

to be concentrated in the never-ceasing admirable Grisi ; and lier

efforts, if such they may be called, nightly number the links to the

chain by which we are held captive. It cannot be denied that the

human voice is the most perfect of all musical mstruments, and every

orchestral sound is but a faint imitation of its powers. To those only

conversant with the combinations of instrumental harmony can then

be calculable what the voice is capable of; and, knowing the truth of

our position, we veritably declare that we deem our heroine's

display to be at the summit of nature's doings, nor can we adequately

express our delight at the rich treat afforded. The impressions of

Pasta's splendid histrionic and soul-moving delineations are fading,

fainter and fainter, when drawn into competition with the capabilities

of Grisi; and were we, or could we, appeal to the opera frequenters,

or the auditors of both parties, of the truth of our declaration, we
divine the ayes would have it. To allude to this season's debut of

this accomplished creature, it may be stated that report had been

busy in picturing that the greatest expectations would be realized.

The house was crowded inside and out, and considerable was the

envy kindled among the unsuccessful. The burst of welcome which

met her entree, of which every soul seemed lo contribute, was a true

specimen of English enthusiasm, and truly it was singularly exciting.

The entertainments of the evening created throughout the most

unalloyed delight. The powerful support given to Grisi in her

personation ofNinetta, intheGazza Latira, by Rubina, Tamburi, and

Lablache, may be conceived to be rather calculated to add to than

detract from the effect. Her subsequent performances lose not by

repetition, but gene-ously afford those not among the number of her

first audiences an opportunity of judging for themselves. Soir.e of

our friends, ourselves among the number, like Justice Greedy, have

such an insatiable appetite for this diet that we would advise the

hungry not to calculate upon our absence, through surfeitinsr ourselves.

Since the preceding data, the serious opera of Norma has

been revived, and Grisi took the part of the high priestess. It

has been several times." repeated and each representation with

increased effect. The finale of the first act is a most splendid

triumph. The duo in the second act by Grisi and a Mademoiselle

Assandri, a singer from the Theatre Italian of Paris, was an



THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE. 489

exquisite and finished performance. This new debutante unit«s
with a fresh and melodious tone a very pleasing personage and
is a satisfactory acquisition to the present corps. The season will
doubtless prove the most attractive, and it is to be hoped the most
lucrative, of many years.

The management is an undertaking that requires vast energy of
purpose, an intimate knowledge of theatrical resources, and a profuse
and lavish liberality to command success. How well Laporte exhibits
these essentials the public are the best judges. Of the ballet, of
which before the curtain there are so many admirers, and behind so
many well-disciplined members to be admired, we must not omit
honourable mention. First, we have Mademoiselle Carlotta Grisi,
the new arrival, a cousin to her namesake, and from the relationship,
and the kindly feelings always uppermost on these occasions,her debut
was one of peculiar interest. The nimble tripping entree was checked
by one universal, " long, loud, and deep" flourish of applause. The
modest and graceful acknowledgment, the gentle curtsey, and the
speedy assumption of the character she was about to sustain, created
a most favourable impression; and, after the lapse of a iew flighty
evolutions, she was a confirmed favourite. She possesses a charming
person, an indescribably interesting countenance, and a flexibility of
movement little inferior to our own dear, but absent, pirouetting
Taglioni. Could the manager introduce them in companionship?
Perrot continues to lead. What cannot so gallant and able a com-
mander achieve ?

CoTENT Garden Theatre.—This Jardin des plantes nightly rises
in our estimation. The soil needed but culture to render it prolifically
productive, and others than ourselves live to testify the worth of the
experiment. The skilful tiller well knew the vicinal wants, and
supplied them at a marketable estimate. The demand was propor-
tionate, and the harvest has been accordingly abundant. Dropping
all allegory, it is pleasing to behold the unceasing exertions of the
manager crowned with deservingly-earned success. Night after
night witnesseth varied, intellectual, and clever illustrations of times
past,'present,and in perspective; and the manner and method whereby
they are personified reflect great credit upon all the artistes engaged.
To particularize representations would consume more space than
we have to spare, and would be but an infringement upon our
hebdomadal intelligencers ; and to commend would be only to
re-echo the sentiments appended thereto.
The new enlistments are judicious. The strength of the firm is

increased,' and the golden smiles of the tenants at will are secured.
If the treasury respond to the run, who may we expect to wear the
front of sadness? Mr. Dale and Miss Helen Faucit enact the lovers
and the loved, the faithless and forsaken, the miserable and happy;
and in the witness thereof emotions will arise that bring to our
reminiscences those of a remoter date. Shades of Siddons, and ye
Kembles ! it is a pleasing grief to ponder on what we have beheld
and heard when you were among us, and no dishonour to your
memories that we should revive such feelings, when listening to those

M. M.—No. 5. 2 N
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who humbly follow in your train. The drama of the last week's pro*

duce, Don Juan of Austria, is compounded of situations that elicit

sympathy, indignation, and regret, and afford extensive scope for the

acting of Bennet, Pritchard, and ,the afore-named membersjof the

corps. Its success is demonstrated by its nightly repetition. In the

musical division, the little that is apportioned is well executed.

EllenRomer and Miss Turpin are severally too w ell established in pub-

lic favour to require any thing beyond announcement. In the prosperity

of this theatre, one fact is evident, that Englishmen are still a play-

going race, that they still possess tastes for exhibitions of mental

feelings as well as scenic display, and that, suit but the same to the

purse-strings of theyearner thereof, there will be no dearth of listeners

and beholders. The fireside has charms, books may allure, but

glooms like the coiling smoke will sometimes obscure the blaze, and

knowledge will tire unless relieved by intellectual and corporeal

relaxation.—" Go to the Play
!"

English Opera House.—This elegant little theatre hath drawn
up its green baize and nightly caters to amuse the votaries of

Melpomene. Its title would have impHed Terpsichore; but albeit, as

theobject is to please, and, in theatrical language, to draw full houses,

whichever muse be worshipped, the managers need care not, be the

adoration but devout and sincere, and the devotees leave not a bench
unoccupied. The theatre has been well attended since the com-
mencement of the season ; the company are effective, but, to remove
all doubt, suffice it to say that Searle,the most unassuming, modest,

and gentlemanly actor of the day, leads the business,—that Mrs.

Keeley.with whom in her own line of characters—the Jealous Wife,

the Trusting Maiden, or the Scolding Shrew—none can compete
(her personation of Lucille in the new drama of that name being a

master piece of excellence), stands foremost in the list of the lady

part of the establishment,—that it also includes Miss P. Horton, one
of the most promising hoydens of the day, Mrs. Nisbett (comment
unnecessary), her sister and train-bearer. Miss Mordaunt, Wrench,
Oxberry, M'lan. Shall we go on ? Many novelties are promised,

that the play-wight need not hanker in vain for amusement.

Astley's.—Reader, roe are a "family man,^' and we will suppose

•vno great stretch of the imagination so to do—that, if thou art one
of our fourth readers, thou art one too. We know of no pleasure so

great as watching 'he intense wonderment of our little ones at a play

—the subject some fairy tale, some goblin history, or antique revelry

—or to feel their twittering sides shake with laughter at master mer-
riman's drolleries, or the comicalities of a kicking horse. We remem-
ber our first essay, full three ten years ago,'to this preparatory school

of wonders and extravagancies, and the relish is to this day not many
jots less than it was wont to be. We never go alone. We enlist as

many in our juvenile gang as our neighbours or friends can part

with, including our own, and [take care to be in good time ; and no

visit of the kind is recorded with an appendix of disappointment.

Misapply not the hint, but go and do likewise. The present perform-
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ances, " The Great Fire and Plague of London," produce in young
minds impressions that old age will not efface, and constitute a suita-

ble historical lesson well worth the entrance cost.

New Strand Theatre.—This hitherto luckless property is about
to redeem its fair fame, and we trust its pecuniary sacrifices. No
longer fettered with a padlock on the human voice divine, but armed
even with authority, the boards may be trod upon and the walls may
resound to an audience's plaudits. If our Londonians and West-
minsterians be but true to their own endemic disposition, they will

not fail to support talent where it is to be found, and, if our own ideas

betoken not presumption, we bid them seek it at this fairy-like retreat.

Mr. Hammond and his brother-in-law Mr. D. Jerrold are joint

bearers of the speculation, and they mutually put their shoulders to

the wheel. Mr. Hammond is new as a performer to the metropolis,

but the opening night must have convinced him and his friends within

the house, that it was not the mere novelty of his appearance that

elicited the applause he obtained throughout his performance. Mr.
D. Jerrold, whom the town knows as the author of the RENT-
DAY and many other successful pieces, assumed the Thespian attire,

for the first time on any stage. Small in stature, prominent and
expressive in feature, with a pleasing voice, clear and distinct in

delivery, and a carefulness and attention to every sentence he uttered,

sum up the physical attributes of the man. The stage needs many
such, and, the New Strand Theatre being secure of this one, its

patrons may calculate where an ^evening's relaxation is to be found.

The Painter of Ghent is a sketch illustrating a father's grief for a

daughter's loss, wherein restitution, reconciliation, and forgiveness are

secured through the agency of a benevolent priest, but unhappily the

parent's joy is dissolved in death ere he can utter his blessing on his

misguided, but repentant child. Jerrold played better than he
looked, his appearance not sufficiently indicating the sorrows of fifty

years, which is the presumed age of Roderick; but the personification

afforded the author an opportunity of embodying his own thoughts,

and withal the essay was a successful one. A farce entitled P. L. 30,

Strand, was introduced, in which Forrester, the smartest fellow on this

or any other stage, took the management and carried it through to

the great satisfaction of all present.

LITERARY NOTICES.
" Antidote to the Miseries of Human Life." A New Edition, being the

Eleventh is in the press.

Just published, "The Remains, Religious and Literarj', of Samuel Drew,
A.M. ; comprising Sermons, Controversial Pieces, Essays, and Letters."

Edited by his eldest son.

Part 1.—Syria, The Holy Land, Asia Minor, &c. Illustrated. Drawn from
nature by W. II. Bartlett and W. Purser ; with descriptions of the Plates by
John Carne, author of " Letters from the East." Containing five large and
highly finished Engravings.—Part 2, containing four Engravings, will be
published June 1st.
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The Counties of Derby, Chester, Leicester, Nottingham, Lincoln, and
Rutland, Illustrated. Part 3, containing eight Engravings.
Waverly Novels.—Part XVIIL price Is. and Volume 3, neatly bound in

cloth, with gilt label, price 5s.

The Life and Character of John Howe, M.A. ; with a Critical Estimate of
his Writings. By Henry Rogers. In 1 vol. 8vo. With a Portrait, and out-
line Engravings of Great Torrington Church, Devon ; and Antrim Castle,

Ireland.

This volume contains about twenty letters and other documents of Howe
(now for the first time published) from the Baxter MSS.—the British Mu-
seum—and Libraries of Noblemen ; also copious extracts from a very rare

tract of Andrew Marvell, in[defence of Howe against Dale, Danson, and others,

not published in any edition of Marvell's works : together with an Appen-
dix,'containingsome curious particulars respecting Howe's family ; and smaller
compositions of Howe, which have never yet appeared in any collection of his

writings.

The Christian Atonement: its Basis, Nature, and Bearings; or the Prin-

ciple of Substitution Illustrated, as applied in the Redemption of Man. (The
Third Series of the Congregational Lecture). With Notes and Illustrations.

By the Rev. Joseph Gilbert.

Just published, in 12mo., price 5s. 6d., cloth. The Scope of Piety; or, the

Christian doing all things to the glory of God. By T. Q. Stow.
Now ready. Crown 8vo., The reprint of Tyndale's Translation of the first

English New Testament, 1526.

Also, in the press. Crown 4to., a reprint of Bishop Coverdale's Bible. The
-first complete English Bible, 1535.—Subscribers' names are received by all

respectable Booksellers.

A complete Latin-English and English-Latin Dictionary for Schools, by
the Rev. Dr. Niblock, will be published in July, price 9s. 6d.

The Rev. J. R. Major, Head Master of King's College School, London,
will shortly publish "A Guide to the Reading of the Greek Tragedians ; con-

taining an account of the Origin and Progress of Tragedy," &c. Octavo. 7s. 6d.

Just published. The Book of Common Payer, printed in a clear type, for

Church Service and private use ; with short Expljinatory Notes. By the Rev.

G. Valpy, price 5s. 6d. bound, gilt leaves.

The Rev. T. S. Hughes' Continuation of Hume and Smollett's History of

England. Vol. II. Octavo. 10s. 6d. To be completed in seven vols.

Latin-English Dictionary for the use of Schools. By the Rev. Dr. Niblock.

Second edition. 6s.

Twenty Years in Retirement. By Captain John Blakiston. 2 vols. 8vo., 24s.

In the press, "The Principles of Perspective, and their application to

Drawing from Nature familiarly explained and illustrated." By William

Rider.

In May will be published, 8vo., " Flora Hibernica ; comprising the

Flowering Plants, Ferus, Characese, Musci, Hepaticse, Lichenes, and Algae of

Ireland, arranged according to the natural system ; with a synopsis of the

Genera, according to ;he Linnsean system." By James Townsend M'Kay,
M.R.T.A., Associate of the Linnaean Society, &c. &c.

No. XVI. of " Winkles' Views of Cathedrals" contains three beautiful

plates, representing Winchester Cathedral.

No. IV. of" Winkles' Continental Cathedrals" contains four highly finished

engravings of Notre Dame Cathedral.

Part XXII. of" Views in Switzerland"^contains views of the Bath of Pfeffers

—Hospice—Grand St. Bernard—Mont Blanc—and Bridge over the Rhine.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

" The Language of Gloves," a Letter signed " Indoctus," " On Advertising,"

&c., lie at the Office for their respective authors.

We thank our Bedford Friend for her promptitude, and shall be happy to

receive from her an occasional article on the subject congenial to her own

taste.

We are much gratified at the very flattering terms in vsrhich the last two

numbers of the Magazine have been spoken of by the public press. We trust

that under the management it will progressively grow in general esteem. As

our next number will commence a new volume, we shall there add several new

features to the work, which, we doubt not, will add to its attractions.
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THE LORDS AND THE COMMONS.

Cue worst fears are more than realized. The predictions to which

we gave expression last month are already fulfilled. The two Houses

of Parliament are at this moment in collision. What the issue will be

is a point on which we are unwilling to express an opinion. All we
shall say is that we devoutly hope our gloomy expectations may be

proved, by the event, to be groundless.

The Municipal Corporation Bill for Ireland has met with that

fate in the House of Lords, which we so confidently anticipated.

It has been mangled and mutilated to an extent which renders it im-

possible for its authors to recognize in it a single feature it possessed

when it came from their hands. It is, indeed, no longer the same

measure ; every quality it possessed when sent to the Upper House

which recommended it to the people has been taken from it by the

hereditary legislators, and new features—features from which the

country turns away with dissatisfaction and abhorrence—have been

imparted to it by the Lyndhurst party.

It is in this condition it is returned to the Commons. In that

House it remains until after the holidays, which will be over by the

time this article meets the public eye, when the " Amendments" of

the Upper House, as by a glaring perversion of language they are

called, wiU be submitted to the people's representatives.

The doom of the Bill, as amended, is, as already intimated, inevi-

tably sealed. Out it goes, without even the ceremony of a polite

ejection. It will be treated as an intruder; it will at once, if we may
use the expression, be ordered about its business.

Aye, but what then } What will accompany the mangled handi-

work of the Lords, when the Commons indignantly spurn it from their

presence ? The opinion of their conduct to which expression is

sure to be then given, both within and without the walls of St.

Stephens, will be such as must not only be unpalatable to the here-

in. M.—No. 6. 2
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ditary legislators themselves, but must be the source of deep regret to

the mind of every one who really loves the constitution of his country.

We are among the number. Sincerely as vi^e have at all times been

attached to liberal principles, and strenuously as we have on all occa-

sions exerted ourselves to promote their extension, we do unfeignedly

and most deeply deplore the position in which the Peers have placed

themselves in relation to the Commons and the country. "We recollect

—and who does not who knows any thing of the history of England ?

—we recollect the many important services which they have on various

occasions of imminent peril to the best institutions of the country

rendered to the nation. We have a grateful sense of the innumerable

instances in which they have put an effectual check on the rash and

dangerous legislation of the Lower House, and how, in other cases,

they have greatly improved measures, substantially good, which have

been sent up to them in a crude and imperfect state. We recollect all

this, and sincerely regret to find they have, in the face of the most

ample warning, committed so grievous an error on the present

occasion.

We wish it may not be a fatal error. We have our fears that the

nation are not at this moment in a disposition to tolerate any further

experiments on their powers of patient endurance. People now begin

to ask themselves—Of what use is it that we, in many cases at great

personal and pecuniary sacrifice, return to the Commons' House of

Parliament men who wiU faithfully reflect our opinions—represent our

wishes—and strenuously advocate our interests,—if all the measures

passed by those representatives, which we considered most essential to

the ends of good and cheap government, are to be defeated by an here-

ditary and irresponsible body of legislators, in another place ?

Such, we say, is the question which the people of this country now

ask themselves, and ask their neighbours from one extremity of the land

to the other. It is a momentous one, beyond all question, for the Peers.

The marvel is, by what process of thought that gross infatuation

could have been induced in their minds, which prevented their per-

ceiving beforehand that such a question on the part of the people

would be the inevitable consequence of the reckless course of conduct

wliich, in this case, they have pursued.

The grand source, we believe, of the imprudent line of policy which

the Lords have, in this instance, adopted, will be found to be in the
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past forbeaiance of the nation. The Peers have done many unpopular

things of late years. They have rejected many measures which the

people were most anxious should become the law of the land. And

,

because the latter have passively submitted to these disappointments,

the Peers have leaped to the conclusion that the extinction of the

measure of Irish Municipal Reform would also be suffered to pass over

without any more serious consequences than perhaps a few expres-

sions of regret, mingled, it might be, with a certain quantity of abuse

of their Lordships' House.

This is, assuredly, a most unphilosophical course of argument. It

is at utter variance with all the lessons of experience. How a body of

men, whom we must assume to be at least conversant with the history

of their country, could ever have come to such a conclusion does,

indeed, fill us with immeasurable surprise. The page of history,

whether of our own country or of any other country in the world, is

crowded with instances of kings and statesmen—aye, and of tyrants

of every grade—becoming the victims of such an erroneous course of

reasoning. They have all been emboldened to take another oppressive

step because of the impunity with which they had had recourse to pre-

vious measures of oppression, until the forbearance of the oppressed

was exhausted, and the oppressor became the victim.

Fain would we still cling to the hope, that this last error of the

Peers—fearful as its magnitude undoubtedly is—may not prove fatal.

Earnestly (though, as the event has proved, in vain) did we in our last

two Numbers admonish them of the perilous course they were pur-

suing. We would now address our entreating voice to the people, and

beseech them yet to save the Lords, though they appear as if bent on

their own destruction. Mr. O'Connell brings forward his motion for a

Reform in the House of Lords on the 21st of the present month, when

he proposes, among other things, to substitute the elective for the here-

ditary principle. We do not regret that the question of a radical

change in the constitution of the Upper House is thus to be mooted in

the Commons, because it will afford an opportunity of reading a few

more lessons to their Lordships respecting the infatuated course which

they have of late adopted; but we hope it will not be carried. We
trust it will be lost, in order that one trial more may be given them.

But we do hope the House of Commons will distinctly and in the most

energetic terms, intimate to the Peers that that will be the last trial, and
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that if they do not profit by the means now afforded them of re-instating

themselves in the good opinions of their countrymen, the blame will

attach to themselves, and that they must abide the consequences.

Poor as is our opinion of the wisdom of the Upper House, we are not

without hope that such another instance of forbearance on the part of

the people, would not be lost upon them. It is to be recollected that

this last trial would be given them under very altered circumstances.

Formerly the intimations and warnings of the extinction of their order,

as the consequence of rejecting popular measures, were given by indi-

viduals or by the liberal press only ; coming from the other branch of

the legislature, it would of necessity possess greater weight. They

could not then fail to see that the time had come when further out-

rages on public opinion, and the denial of the people's rights, are not

to be tolerated. Deaf as their Lordships usually are to the voice of

Avarning, this would be speaking to their ears in tones of thunder.

And they would not only hear it, but would understand and obey.

They would not, fool- hardy as they are, risk another experiment on

national endurance ; next year they would pass the Bill which a few

weeks since they annihilated.

We have already stated some of the grounds on which we deprecate

the extinction of the Lords. If we do so partly on their own account,

it is chiefly on account of the nation. It were useless to conceal from

ourselves that a change in the constitution of the countrj' of such mag-

nitude as this could not be brought about without a violent social

revulsion. There could not be the shadow of a doubt as to the issue

of the struggle : the triumph of the people over the Lords would,

beyond all controversy, be complete and lasting ; but the conflict would

be more severe, and the consequences more disastrous, than most per-

sons seem to apprehend. We must not shut our eyes to the fact

—

that, indeed, would be to commit a species of folly similar to that

with which we chc.rge the hereditary legislators—we must not shut

our eyes to the fact, that the personal friends of the Peers are numerous

and influential. And when to these are to be added that very large

and powerful class of persons who occupy an intermediate station

between the Ultra Tories and the extreme Liberal party—and these

would unite as one man in upholding the Upper House as at present

constituted—it will be found that the amount of resistance to be

overcome, and the length of time it would take to overcome it, before
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the House of Peers could be annihilated, would be much greater than

is usually supposed. The consequences of so severe and protracted a

struggle would necessarily be of a frightful nature.

These are the considerations which chiefly weigh with us in our

deprecation of an actual collision between the Houses of Parliament,

and which lead us to intercede for one opportunity more of saving itself

being afforded to the Upper House. But if the Peers— still perversely

obstinate in refusing equal rights and equal laws to Ireland, or in acting

in defiance of the wishes of the people of England—should fail to profit

by the forbearance extended to them, then, we say, the fault will be

their own, and they must next year abide the consequences.

HINTS ON RAILROAD SCHEMES.

No person can fail to observe the great excitement that prevails

in the country on the subject of railroads. The rapid succession with

which these great and expensive undertakings have been brought for-

ward is certainly unparalleled in the history of civil engineering; and
the eagerness displayed by capitalists in supporting them, with a view
of course to ultimate gain of no inconsiderable amount, can only be

equalled by that of the South Sea bubble, and the Joint Stock Com-
pany excitement of 1824-5. It is not our intention in the following

observations, which are submitted for the serious consideration of our

readers, to work on their passions, to foster the hopes of the more
sanguine by depicting in bright colours the social and political ad-

vantages resulting from such schemes, or to strengthen the fears of

the alarmists by dwelling exclusively on the darker side of the pic-

ture, and stating their probable results in national ruin and bank-
ruptcy. It is our wish rather to confine ourselves to a few practical

observations on the subject, that may enable our readers to form an

opinion on the relative merits of different railways, and to conclude

^ with a few general remarks on the present inconveniences and ulti-

mate benefits derivable from the establishment of a general railway

communication throughout England.

It is almost needless to state that railways are no new speculation,

no new invention of engineering skill ; for in the coal and mining
districts iron railways have been in use for nearly forty years.

Not to the roads then, but to the carriages adopted for the convey-
ance of goods and to the propelling power now in use on the roads,

must the reputation of novelty be confined. But at the same time

the application of steam has given to the railways an entirely new
character, and raised them to an importance that they could not as-

sume befc re. The first attempt at the application of high-pressure

steam power to railway conveyance was made by Messrs. Trevithick

and Vivian, so early as 1804, on the Merthyr railroad, in South
Wales, and with a success that at the time was considered quite tri-
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uiiiphant. The rapidity of communication, however, that has been
attained already on the Liverpool and Manchester railroad has thrown
all the earlier achievements of engineering into the shade ; and there

is every reason to believe, owing to the improvements that are so ra-

pidly being made in the construction of high-pressure engines, that a

speed will eventually be attained much greater than we have any no-

tion of at present,—much greater, perhaps, than can be realized with

a prudential consideration of safety. Dr. Lardner seems to enter-

tain little doubt that in a very few years the mail will be conveyed
from London to Liverpool (more than 200 miles) in three hours

—

that is, at a rate of about sixty -seven miles an hour. He himself on
the Liverpool and Manchester railroad, with an engine and carriage

attached containing thirty -six persons, obtained a velocity of forty-

eight miles an hour. It is to railroads then, especially in connection

with locomotive engines, that we are to direct the reader's attention;

and it will be convenient to class our remarks under two heads :

—

first, on the expenses of construction ; secondly, the cost of transport.

To understand the necessary expense of constructing a railroad, it

will be requisite to attend to many circumstances, the most important

of which are undoubtedly the surface of the country to be traversed

and the nature and hardness of the strata to be cut through in making
the tunnels and excavations necessary in order to attain a nearly

level rail surface. It will, on this account, therefore, be vei"y desir-

able for those who are called on to weigh the merits of different

lines of railroad to pay some attention to the physical geography of

the country ; to enquire into the average height of the elevated

grounds and the extent of the river-valleys, with a view of finding out

the natural facilities afforded by the depressions of the latter and the

obstacles opposed by the former to the attainment of an undeviatingly

smooth plane. To a competent knowledge of physical geography
it would be found useful to add a general acquaintance with the geo-

logy of England ; and an examination of the artificial lines and levels

of different canals crossing the hilly tracts, together with some no-

tion of the expense incurred by their construction, would materially

assist in forming a judicious opinion respecting the cost of railroad

construction.

This will be easily understood by the following illustration. In
taking the line of railroad that is proposed to connect the western and
eastern parts of northern England—Liverpool and Hull, it is easy to

perceive, by looking at a good map, that the construction must vary

exceedingly in its different parts, and consequently the cost of con-

struction in the same pi'oportion. The level portion of the Liver-

pool and Manchester railway, and the greater part of the eastern side

of the line down the valley of the Calder and Aire, present few diffi-

culties that cannot be overcome by moderate expense ; whereas the

more elevated country of Lancashire and the Blackstone edge op-

poses inequalities of a nature difficult to surmount except at great

expense and the source of permanent loss of labour in the transport

of goods. The nature of the soil on this line of railroad must not be
forgotten in the estimate. The marly soil of the Ouse and Mersey
valleys is a far more manageable material than the solid limestone of
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the Pennine range, that runs southward from the Roman wall to the

Trent. The cost of canal cutting on the Leeds and Liverpool canal

was more than quintupled between Wigan and Bingley ; and on the

Rochdale and Huddersfield canals the cost of tunnelling and deep
cutting through the solid I'ock averaged as much as ten times that of

the same length on a tolerably level surface and through favourable

strata. The same results may be predicted with respect to the deep

cuttings and tunnels on the Leeds and Manchester railroad. Tod-
morden tunnel is seven furlongs and a half in length, having a height

of twenty.six feet ; and we venture to say, from a knowledge of the

expense of many different canal tunnels, that the cost of cutting this

tunnel alone, exclusively of brickwork, will not be less than £1200 per

fathom, makingfor the whole of that excavation an outlay of little less,

if at all, than a million. This estimate is not given to frighten our

readers, or to injure the interests of the railroad company in question,

but rather to furnish an illustration of one out of the many elements that

enter into the estimated expense of a railroad. Another matter of con-

sideration is the nature of the strata with reference to their firmness

, and solidity, a quality indispensable for the bedding of a railroad, and
which must be obtained by artificial means wherever the natural soil

is unfavourable, as, for instance at the Chat-moss, on the boggy sur-

face of which very many thousand loads of soil were thrown, at an

enormous expense, before a sufficiently firm bed could be found on
which to carry over the railway. It is on this quality that it depends,

whether in the case of cuttings and embankments brickwork or ma-
sonry is to be employed for supporting the sides : the cost of such cut-

tings must vary in proportion. As in case of a canal a porous and
leaky soil may be inadvertently chosen in place of one better adapted

for such purposes at no great distance (an instance of which occurs in

the Thames and Severn canal), so, in forming a line of railroad, the

engineer or surveyor may, owing to an insufficient knowledge of lo-

cal geology, fix on a country requiring artificial improvement, where
a tract exactly suited by nature might be found at a short distance to

the right or left of the surveyed line. One other consideration in es-

timating the expense of construction is whether stone adapted for

building purposes lies in the immediate neighbourhood of the pro-

posed road. The diminution of expense in building materials may
often more than counterbalance physical disadvantages.

We next jiroceed to notice those particulars in the construction

of railroads, which depend in a great measure on the management
and skill of the engineer ; and we may here observe, that it is in the

ingenuity with which a level or nearly level surface is maintained at

the least possible sacrifice of labour that the talent of the engineer
chiefly consists. A knowledge of the degree of slope in the differ-

ent parts of a railroad is of the highest importance ; as without this

it would be impossible to estimate either the original outlay or the

permanent cost of transport. It may, besides, be worth while to make
a sacrifice in the first outlay to attain an economy in the transport:

and this must be well considered, for a want of due attention to

it may irreparal)ly injure the permanent interests of the railroad

speculators. Wc think it indeed desirable that the shareholders
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should not content themselves with the biassed opinions of their own
eno-ineers, but look further for the impartial judgment of scientific

umpires. The talents of such men as Lardner, Babbage, Sheep-

shanks, and others might, with great advantage, both to engineere

and capitalists, be invited to pass judgment on the merits of different

proposed lines; and certainly with a fair view of them as national

undertakings, none should be allowed to run except by the shortest

and most convenient lines, irrespectively of the petty local interests

that too often, according to the present arrangement of parliamentary

committees, successfully oppose a line or portion of a line admirably

and with consummate skill adapted for railroad communication. The
proceedings before Parliament on the Brighton lines of railroad, in

particular, show very strongly the necessity of altering the system of

committee enquiries.

As the consideration of the slopes or gradients on a railroad es-

sentially and mainly affects the cost of transport, we shall consider

it under that head, which we before said was the second element in

the gross expense.

If the mere question of transport, without reference to velocity,

were at issue, a railroad would have no advantages over a canal.

It is the speed of transport which gives the former a superiority, and

which calls on the talents of the engineer to devise means for its at-

tainment, both by equalizing the road and providing, engines and

carriages of the greatest power and least resistance. . On the Liver-

pool and Manchester road an engine and train (gross average weight

about 100 tons) runs on a level at a rate of about twenty miles an

hour ; and we entertain little doubt that on a longer line of road a

o-reater speed might be obtained without a diminution of weight in

the train. Any variation from this level produces an increase or di-

minution of speed, varying in a constant ratio to the slope ; but the

gradients must be less than one in 300, unless, the mechanical power

and expense be increased and the weight [of the train diminished.

The greater is the angle of inclination the more disadvantageously

will the labour be expended, as the following table will show :

—

Rate of

Slope.
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to tlie general confirmation which our natine engineers give it by the

published results of their own enquiries), that a railroad cannot be

advantageously constructed, that is, without great sacrifice of power,

with gradients more than about two feet (Dr. Lardner says, seventeen)

in a mile, and that when the slope attains the degree of one in fifty feet

the roadis then traversed at such disadvantage as to render it impos-

sible to make it a line of transport for heavy goods without additional

locomotive and stationary engines. The greatest possible number

of passengers (giving the low average of eleven stone to a passenger)

to be transported on a slope of one to fifty would be fifty-lhree, and

for all practical purposes we may state forty as the average number

that such a slope would allow. The calculations are made with re-

ference to the best engines now at work on the Liverpool and Man-
chester railroad.

Slopes, when necessary, if more than twenty feet in a mile, should

be short ; for they must be passed either by dividing the train or by

assistant locomotives. From these facts it seems probable that rail-

ways cannot be led over highlands that rise considerably and sud-

denly above the levels on either side. In explanation of this we again

cite the section which is before us of the Leeds and Manchester rail-

road. It there appears that it commences at anelevation of 163 ft. 7 in.

above the sea (measured at the Old Dock, Liverpool) ; it rises in ten

miles 306^ feet, i. e. rather more than thirtt/ feet per mile, and on

the eastern side, in the three miles nearest to the summit-level at

Todmorden tunnel, the rise is rather more than thirty-six feet per

mile. Hence the sacrifice of mechanical power on both inclines

must be very great,— perhaps not too great to be justified by the

necessarily extensive comnmnication between Leeds, the great

woollen, and Manchester, the great cotton staple of England, and

by the increased intercourse that may be expected between the ports

of Liverpool and Hull, which ai-e the teinnini between the proposed

line ;—but we know other railroads, on which slopes scarcely less

disadvantageous are to be found in countries, where no such extraor-

dinary commercial advantages exist ; and we feel it to be our duty to

warn our readers against risking capital in undertakings, which, on

the calculation of scientific men, cannot justify the expectation of

even moderate returns.

We next consider the curves on railroads; and with respect to

them we may first observe generally, that they must be large in pro-

portion to the velocity with which carriages run on them. Curves are

at ail times inconvenient to a certain degree, because the object in

a railroad is to make the distance as short as possible between the

termini; but they are occasionally necessary to avoid the sudden

elevations of the surface, and if properly managed they may be often

contrived so as to counterbalance the inconvenience of lengthening

the distance. The least admissible radius for a curve is a mile (and,

if we admit this, the curve near Weedon barracks, in the Birming-

ham and London Railway, is somewhat too confined), and where
there is an increaHed velocity in transport it must he considerably

greater, if the safety of passengers to be transported along the line

is to be properly considered. To this point, then, as well as others



504 RAILROADS.

we beg the attention of our readers, to whom, as to merely generally

informed persons, we address these observations.

On the subject of tunnels, forming the Isist division of our general
remarks, we think that the inconveniences of such excavations are
not considered as they ought to be. The writer of the present article

knows something of the unpleasantness felt in passing canal-tunnels
in the manufacturing districts ; and his own experience, besides being
confirmed by the opinions of practical men, is warranted, as it were,
by the nice experiments made by Dr. Lardner. On these grounds,
we cannot honestly withhold the expression of our conviction, that

long tunnels on railroads are quite incompatible with the conveyance
of passengers on a large scale.

On the Leeds and Manchester railroad, for instance, little opposi-
tion should be offered to such a project, where goods, so far as we are
able to judge, will form the chief subject of transport; but with re-

spect to the Birmingham railway, which, from its central situation,

seems to be the grand trunk for all railways connecting the metro-
polls with the northern manufacturing districts, we cannot but lament
that a tunnel of such length should have been projected, where we
are certain that all the extra expenses of deep-cutting would in a

short time be more than counterbalanced by the increased demand
of passengers. The tunnel to which reference is now made crosses

the lower oolite and lias ridge, and measures, on the section from
which these calculations are made, one mile and three furlongs. The
chief inconveniences of tunnels arise from two causes: from the ge-
neration of noxious air from the walls surrounding the tunnel, and
the absence of a free access for the oxygen ; secondly, from the con-

sumption of the oxygen within the tunnel necessary for combustion in

the engine-furnaces. As additional drawbacks, that must always
have a practical influence, we mention the transition from light to

darkness, and the sensation of cold and dampness, that must be expe-
rienced by every one passing at the most rapid rate through a tunnel

of more than a mile in length, and proportionably more as ventilating

shafts are neglected. These should be placed at distances not more
than a hundred and fifty yards apart. Even under the most favour-

able circumstances that can attend a long tunnel, the rarefaction of
air pi-oduced by the heat, and the foul air from the engine, will,

under any tunnel, however spacious, cause an unpleasant sensation to

the passengers ; and, when trains are passing through, little or no
benefit will be felt from shaft ventilation ; so that under all circum-
stances much attention should be paid to make tunnels on great and
population-transporting railroads as few and as short as possible.

We have thus, as succinctly as we could, laid down those princi-

ples that we think most worthy of attention ; and if we shall have
succeeded in thoroughly convincing a single person who has ad-

vanced, or is about to advance, his capital in support of these under-
takings, we shall not have written in vain. We have not written

under a feeling of alarm, or with a view of alarming others ; for we
have no fears as to the advantages, great, glorious, and far beyond
what can be calculated by our short-sighted arithmetic, that shall re-

sult from the establishment of a rapid communication (or what is in
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effect a shortening, of tlie distance) between the metropolis and the

great manufacturing and commercial towns; nor do we overlook the

advantages which the agricultural interest on the great lines of rail-

road may derive from them: but, with the degree of knowledge that

mature enquiry has given us, we should feel unwilling to encourage

lines of railroad either in counties where great natural obstacles were
presented, or where a new demand for carriage is to be created,

—

circumstances which, so far as we are able to judge, make railroad

speculations a mere gambling concern.

In the above remarks we have not once alluded to the trickery so

notorious in the money-market respecting railroad shares. It is not

for persons professionally connected with the stock-market that we
write ; but, while we earnestly exhort the really, monied men of the

country against the profuse and useless expenditure of capital, we at

the same time recommend caution to all who care even for the turn

of the market. As soon as the chief railroad bills get the royal assent

(of which under the present constitution of railroad committees there

seems little doubt), the price of shares will come down from the arti-

ficial level to which interested speculators have raised them, and the

public will then perhaps have the means of seeing the real merits of

the railways now before Parliament. We await the result with

patience.

We beg leave to embody the substance of our information in the

shape of a few short maxims, which will, we think, be found useful to

those w ho wish to exercise discretion in the choice of their railroad

investments.*

1. There must be a certain and large amount of transport already

existing on a road, both of goods and passengers. The amount of ton-

nage by waggon and canal conveyance must be well ascertained.

The previous existence of a good canal on a line of road diminishes

the chance of transporting heavy goods by railways. Passengers
chiejly, and light or perishable commodities only secondarily, are

their dependence for support; and they cannot reasonably hope for

more than double the number of passengers already travelling the

road. No expectation of creaizH^r a demand for extensive carriage

can justify the risk of forming a railway along aline of unfrequented
country.

2. The ground must have been carefully and specially surveyed
before the best track can be fixed on. Good surveys at the outset
save much subsequent expense. The points to be attained in fixing
the line are shortness of distance, the greatest possible equality of sur-
face, and firmness of soil.

3. The expense of construction may be greatly diminished if

limestone or other building materials are in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of the line. This should be well ascertained.

4. When the line has been fixed and the plans and sections com-
pleted, those desiring shares may form some guess respecting the

• This summary will be found to contuin nearly the same directions as Dr. Lardner's
excellent Plain Rules for Railroad Speculators, in the .5th edition of the ' Steam En-
Bine." Tlio roufirmation of one's own conclusions by so great an autlioriiy is highly
p ratifying.
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amount of labour for embankments and deep-cultings, whicli form a

grand item in the first outlay.

5. The labour of cutting may be increased by two opposite condi-

tions of soil—extreme hardness, as in the case of crossing a stone

country, or extreme looseness and want of adhesive quality. Either
condition has been found to double and triple the expense of the na-

vigator's work.

6. Particular attention should be directed to the situation of the rail-

line in relation to the base line on the section. All the previous work
may have been satisfactorily completed, and inattention to this may
saddle the shareholders with permanent loss.

7. An unusual expense in construction may often be economical
when it is intended to diminish the permanent cost of transport. This
can only be ascertained by a careful examination of the slopes and
of the cost of engine working.

8. A railroad, to be worked to the greatest possible advantage,

should be level,—every departure from a perfect level diminishes

speed or increases labour and wear and tear of engine.

9. A slope of one in three hundred feet may be safely taken as

the maximum to be allowed, except under particular circumstances,

where great additional expense is to be risked by the employment of

assistant locomotive and stationary engines.

10. Steep slopes are sometimes absolutely necessary, but they must
be short. The necessity of an assistant locomotive doubles the cost

of transport over every mile of such ground.

11. Slopes of more than one in a hundred feet are inadmissible

on great railways, owing to the waste of power occasioned by the in-

creased resistance.

12. The plans must be examined with the view of ascertaining the

number and degree of curves on the line. These curves may, if not

carefully managed, be attended with danger, where rapid locomo-

tives are employed. The danger of the trains slipping off the rails

in traversing a curve is increased in proportion to the speed. Hence
they should be placed on ground nearly level, and be as large as

possible. The radius of such a curve should not, according to Dr.

Lardner, be less than a mile.

13. Tunnels of half a mile and less are not objectionable ; but, on a

line of road frequented by passengers, tunnels of a mile or more
should, if possible, be avoided; if not, they should be very spacious

and be well ventilated by shafts. As the unpleasant odour and other

inconveniences felt in passing tunnels are much increased by the in-

crease of power in the engine necessary for surmounting slopes, it is

desirable that they should be situated on levels.

14. The expectation of yearly returns beyond eight per cent, on

capital advanced is not, we think, justified by any favourable circum-

stances, either of construction or of transpoi-t demand, even consider-

ing the diminished proportional cost of transport on long lines. The

cost of the construction and maintenance of the locomotives, and the

wear and tear of the rails, are causes of permanent expense, which

increase in a constant ratio with the tonnage and length of road;

and these points have not hitherto been sufficiently estimated. The



HAlLRO.AnS. 507

annual cost of a single engine, kept at constant work, is not lesss than

£1500; and, on a frequented road, the rails will probably require

renewing every six or seven years. To meet all contingent expenses

of this nature a reserved fund must be maintained.

In the above cautionary statements, we have taken some pains to

obtain accuracy, and we think that they may be safely adopted as a
general guide. Some knowledge of the elements entering into rail-

road estimates, by an unprejudiced writer, is very necessary at a
time when adventurous engineers and intriguants m the money mar-
ket are unhesitatingly putting forth statements that cannot be real-

ized, and on these statements grounding claims to the support of ca-

pitalists for schemes that can only end in waste of labour, and the

ruin of the shareholders. " Wood on Railroads,'' M'Neill's transla-

tion of M. Navier's excellent pamphlet on the Method of estimating

lines of Railroad, and the chapters on Locomotives in Dr. Lardner's
" Steam Engine," may be consulted with great advantage by all per-
sons desiring substantial knowledge on this important subject.

We mean to conclude the present article with a description of the

London and Birmingham railway, which, as furnishing a central line

of communication not only between London and Birmingham, but

with all the important manufacturing towns of Lancashire, West-
Yorkshire, Derby, and Staffordshire, we consider as the great artery,

—the railroad aorta, if the term is allowable, of our population-cir-

culating system : and with respect to it, as well as to three or

Jour others, we doubt not that the most successful results may be
expected.

The length of the London and Birmingham railway (of which we
offer to our readers a reduced and modified lithographed section) is

rather more than 1 1 1 miles.* Commencing at a height of about nine

feet above the level of the Regent's canal (108 ft. 9 in.), it first

passes the tunnel of Primrose Hill (five furlongs), and crossing the

Brent River at an elevation of 87i feet, it passes on to the Colne,
at Watford, rising in the first sixteen miles only 120 feet., i. e. eio-ht

feet per mile. About two miles beyond Watford (189 feet), the plastic

clay stratum is tunnelled for about a mile in length ; and from thence
by Berkhampstead to the summit of the chalk-ridge to a point nearly

half-way between Tring and Albury there is a rise of about iO^ feet

per mile. After crossing the chalk hills, the railroad enters the up-
per part of the vale of Aylesbury, and near Leighton Buzzard enters

the Ouse drainage, crossing the upper part of the Ouse west of
Buckingham, on a viaduct about fifty feet above the river, whose level

at that point is 214 feet above the sea. From Stony Sti-atford to

Blisworth (the situation of the great tunnel of the Grand Junction
Canal) there is a rise of twelve feet per mile. The elevation of the
oolite ridge near Kilsby, where the railroad is tunnelled through for

one mile and three furlongs, 123 feet below the hill top, is 516^ feet

above the sea ; and this is the summit level of the railroad. Crick
tunnel on the Grand Union Canal, within two miles of the summit,
is 424^ feet high ; and Braunston tunnel, which forms part of the

uniting line of canal between the Grand Junction and Oxford canals,

• This section may be had of the PnblisliPis, price 6rf.
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is 370;^ feet high. From these facts it would appear that in this

neighbourhood there is a clump or part of a ridge of iiigh land, which
must be crossed with the least sacrifice of mechanical power; and, all

things duly considered, we are of opinion that the line adopted by
Mr. Stephenson is as good as any that could have been selected for

the purpose. The descent from ihe summit level leads into the
Avon valley, which is crossed about eleven miles north-north-east of
Warwick, the Avon, where the road crosses it, being 240 feet high.
The watershed that divides the Avon valley from that of the Trent
drainage is 432 feet above the sea level. In descending into this

drainage, with aslope of nearly eleven feet per mile, the road crosses

successively the Blyth (297 feet), the Cole (332 feet), and the Rea,
the last of which is in the immediate neighbourhood of Birmingham,
where the railroad ends in the Nova Scotia Gardens, at an elevation

of 365 feet above the sea level.

From the elements that we have thus briefly laid before our readers,

it will be evident that the Birmingham railroad has been constructed

with due reference to economy, both in construction and transport-

cost ; and we heartily wish that the same wisdom that has laid down
this line may be applied with equal success to the formation of other

plans, in districts where there is a fair reason for supposing that the

demand for carriage will be more than suflicient to meet the ex-
penses of the first outlay and permanent cost of transport. We
hope to resume the subject with fresh illustrations on an early oc-

casion. Until then, and with many exhortations to caution and dis-

cretion, we wish our readers a temporary farewell.

Z.

STANZAS SPENSERIAN.

MIDNIGHT.

I've seen thy car, with lightning's swiftest wings.

Whirl o'er the desert time hath strewed with dust

Ofmonarchs, emperors, palaces of kings.

Of giant statues, and time-mocking bust.

Where rav'ning ruin deep its fangs had thrust

;

When chaos frown'd, and hell itself were free.

And the unruly stars their spheres did burst

;

While flash on flash from minute-gun did flee.

And youth and beauty all were entomb'd in the sea.

M.M.I.
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ZENOBI A.

[The annexed scenes, from an unpublished drama, require but a few brief words of

explanation. It will be obvious that they are not intended to be acted. There

would, indeed, be some difficulty in making the leading; Dramatis Personce converse

on horseback. But there is high and classical authority for a scene so conducted,

namely, in Goethe's "Faust," where Mephistopheles and the hero enter the stage at

full gallop, and converse on the fatal subject of their rapid journey and the fatai

objects within their ken. It has, moreover, been acted in Germany. There are two

historical theories respecting the fate of Zenobia. The author has employed in his

simple plot that which is most honourable to the heroine. Zenobia is supposed, on

good authority, to have been a Jewess, which, as Palmyra was founded by Solomon,

is not improbable. She also claimed to be paternally descended from Cleopatra.]

Scene I.

—

Portico of the Palace at Palmyra, near the Damascus gale. Arcade*

and Colonnades of the Temple of the Sun in the distance. Sunset.

Zenobia. Tamara, her sister.

Zenob. The cup's last dregs are drain'd ; the parting pang
That tears the heart-strings borne. What more ? Arsaces

Comes not, oh sister, though her patron god
Already darts his slant and farewell beam
Through haughty Tadmor's gorgeous colonnades.

Tama, (listeniny) Hush, 'tis a step ! Alas ! I'm still deceived.

Throughout this day's long watch I've seera'd to hear

The long-drawn sighs of some unearthly horn.

As though from far, far distant depths of space.

Dismally wailing through these gilded vaults.

Again—a step!

Zenob. No ; 'tis a better sign

—

The joyous neigh of Phlegethon. Brave barb !

lie calls his mistress. And, oh joy ! he comes

—

Arsaces comes. I hear the rustling scales

Of his steel hawberk and the clanging sound
Of mail-clothed heels. Hark ! clattering hoofs announce
The instant presence of our Parthian friends.

He comes ! There's faith in man and princes yet.

He's true.

Tama. They come—they're here—and we are saved.

Zenob. Haste! Let us join them ere the prying eyes

Of doubtful citizens or watchful guards
Detect our purpose or prevent our flight. [Exeunt.

Scene H.— The street of Tombs and desert [beyondtheDamascus gate at Palmyra.
Zenobia, armed, on a vjhite charger. On one side Tamara, on
the other Arsaces, the Parthian satrap, both on horseback. Her
women, Solyma and Tiiiza, with black slaves seated on the ground,
waiting her orders. Dejoces and Datis, Palmyrene officers, on
the opposite side. Dromedaries, litters, and Parthian cavalry orca-

siovully seen in the back-ground through scattered palms and ruins.

Tumu. The gate is pass'd, and now our flight is free.

Zenob. The prince ! Is he at hand .>

Arsaces. lie is, dear empress,
M. M.— No. 6. '2 V



Arsaces.

Zeiiob.

Tamara.
Zenob.

5^0 ZCNOBIA.

And ever will be so in life or death.

May happy auguries still strew your path

With flowers, and smiling fortune plume your helm.

Zenob. Dejoces—or I do forget.

Bejoces. 'Tis so ;

The poor colleague of Egypt's victor, Zabdas.

Brave empress, nobly hast thou play'd thy part

This day. By bright Apollo, how I laugh

To think of baffled Rome. The casket hers

—

A useless bauble— the rich jewel gone.

Yes, 'tis a tale for future years to tell

How my imperial day-star sunk to rise.

Fled to return, and with augmented power

To vindicate her claim to half earth's sway.

Despite of Rome's proud heart.

Thanks for this comfort.

Much, much I need it.

Sister

!

Oh, Arsaces,

Some bitter, bitter drops will intermix

With the pure fountain of each joy, and snakes

Of hidden grief enwreath the verdant flowers

That line its bank. Longinus ! Oh that name
Bites like a serpent's tooth. The flrst of men.

Him that so often by his wisdom saved me
From Rome and from myself, I leave behind,

Ungrateful that I am.

Arsaces. Yet 'twas his will.

His stubborn will (therefore no fault of thine).

To stay and prove the conqueror's mercy.

Zenob. So

He pleaded ; but he hopes to serve my cause

With faithful duty, strong, like love, as death.

Mercy ! What mercy ? He is lost.

Arsaces. Not so.

Hope better things.

Tama. Think not upon the lost.

Be grateful for the saved. Look round and mark
How many friends remain.

Thto. And faithful too.

Solyma. Yes, royal mistress, faithful to the death

—

Faithful whate'er betide.

Tama- Take comfort, sister.

The children—think of them—they too are saved.

Arsaces. And I henceforth am ever at thy side.

Zenob. Good prince, your love, unshaken 'midst my wreck.

Gilds t'le sad twilight of this parting hour.

And must I quit thee, oh Palmyra, thee

Whom I have half created, whom, like him.

The sculptor, who first formed and then adored

The woman-statue in his mind conceived,

I made my idol ?

Dejoces. What a crash was that

!

Tama. Some earthquake speaks the widow'd city's pangs

At this drear parting.

Arsaces. 'Tis the engin'ry

Of Rome, which thunders on the northern rampart.

What storm of iron balls the Balearic



ZliNOBIA. 511

Cranes and balistie pour. Nay, turn away.

Oh, hide it from her view.

Zeiiob. I will behold thee.

Oh Tadmor, should Medusa make thy queen

A wreck of stone like thee. Lo ! where it falls

Midst cloudy whirlwinds of unnatural night.

The glorious pinnacle of Sol's bright fane.

And, oh dark augury, the sculptured arch

Of Odenathus. See (like Phaeton's)

Chariot and horses fall midst streams of sparks

Struck from the splinter'd stone, and lurid light

Of bullets burning with their rapid flight.

Sculptures, and battered bronze, and mouldings carved.

And clouds of dust. The gorgeous structure sinks

At last, and Rome sits throned upon the wreck.

Dejoces. Away ! Delay is ruin.

Arsaccs.
'

Fly, O queen

!

Zenob- (hiding her face with her hands).

Oh cruel fates—and must I see this sight,
' And fly, and leave it unrevenged ?

Arsaces. Dwell not upon it, but away, dear queen ;

Aurelian's Arab cavalry may else

Cut oflF our flight.

Dejoces. Spur each swift courser home !

On Uke the wind to Zelebi ! The fords

Of Euphrates may there be safely crossed. ^Exeunt.

StuNE III.

—

The Desert, near the fords of the Euphrates at Zelebi. The

tents and standards of Sapor and the Parthians seen on the opposite banks of

the river. Zenobia, Tamara, Arsaces, Dejoces enter the stage on Jiorse-

back, and pull up in front.

Dejoces. Bravely done

!

We've distanc'd them at last. The Roman blood-hounds.

At fault, may snuff the mocking breeze in vain.

Or fasten, madden'd, on each other's throats.

Arsaces. " Spes" be henceforth our war-cry. Won 's the goal.

And we may pluck the wreath. How fares the queen ?

Zenob. Well. Yet 1 know not what presentient gloom
Comes like a thunder-cloud o'er the bright ray

Of hope's so recent sunshine. Soft ! Look there !

Sure 'twas the flash of arras ! There, 'mid the dates

That line the river's banks.

Arsaces. Not so, my queen
;

'Tis Sapor's arm'd encampment you behold.

Sec, how my countrymen throng yonder hill

To welcome our approach. And, if my eyes

Krr not, I sec the king of kings himself.

Sapor, my uncle, in his palanquin.

He beckons—see—between yon boles of palms.

Rejoice, Zenobia ! Soon my future bride.

Supported by his squadrons and this arm.

In triumph shall return to widow'd Tadmor
And thread in joyful pomp her long arcades.

Zenob. (still looking towards the wooded banks of the rivet-).

'Tis true, 'tis true. O, my prophetic thoughts !

Some genius whisj)erc'd that ill- fate was near.

They're waiting, prince.

Arsaces. Who mean vi :
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Tama. She is right.

Rome's legions— I discern the Roman standard

Amidst the trees, in ambush.
Dejoces. (Edepol

!

Cursed be the tyrant's craft

!

Arsaces. I feared this chance.

And warned thee, dearest queen, of secret traitors

Within thy council.

Zenob. So Longinus warn'd me ;

But all regret is bootless. Take ray cloak,

Tirza. Dejoces, bid our little troop

Fall into line before me. Quick ! My crown !

The triple diadem of Araby,
Syria, and Egypt, by my own arms won.
"fiswell— I'll die a queen!

Ai-saces. What means Zenobia ?

Tama. O, sister!

Arsaces. Be not rashly desperate.

Tama. Oh heavens ! I hear again the long-drawn sighs

Of that unearthly horn. They seem to come
From yon gaunt cedar's thunderstricken boughs.

Through which eve's star now darts its glittering beam.

Be warned and brave not, with this puny band.

Yon legion. Mark, Dejoces, is it not

Clear on the standards—there—the sixteenth legion ?

Dejoces. It is. The " Invincible." Brave hearts, my heart

Yearns yet towards ye, comrades of ray youth.

Yon golden eagles never droop'd their wing
To raortal man.

Zenob. Yet may they quail to woman.
It shall be tried, old warrior.

Arsaces. 'Tis sheer madness.
^^i^^ "Dejoces. Nay, not a whit. The empress reasons well.

A sudden unexpected charge may break

The closing snare in which we are entrapp'd.

Delay it, and we're hopelessly enmesh'd.
Oh for one hour of fire-soul'd Zabdas now.
As when we drove the Roman garrison

From hundred-gated Thebes, and seated thee.

Sprung from her race, on Cleopatra's throne.

Zenob. It shall be so. Tamara, take my cloak.

Tama. Hast thou forgot thy Parthian male disguise?

Zenob. No ; that disguise some heaven-breath'd instinct taught.
On Parthian warriors our last hopes now rest.

I'She withdraws from the group to a little distant eminence for the purpose of
haranguing the Parthian cavalry).

Arsaces to (Tamara). .low beautiful she is ! With what a grace
One lifted hand urges th'excited group.
The other grasping her bright battle-axe.

See how the red beams of the setting sun
Plays like a star upon the polished cone
Of her Armenian casque, glitters along
The crooked crescent of her scimitar.

Brightens the bosses of her Caspian shield.

And flutters, rainbow-hued, like dying dolphins.
O'er the scale-arrnour which invests her limbs.

Meanwhile white Phlegethon in thunder paws
The plain impatient, and around her throws
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A glorious halo of sun-gilded sand.
She ends her speech. Swords leap from every thigh.
Each lance is couch'd. Each battle-axe is rear'd.

And the plain lightens with the steely blaze.
Tamara. Hark ! What a shout was that

!

Arsaces. Yes. She returns
Amidst the lances and the acclamations
Of Parthia's kindled warriors. Phlegethon,
The gallant barb, proudly curvets beneath her.

As if the beast were conscious that he bore
An empress on his back. She comes at last.

Press not upon her, warriors, ye forget

In your too rough though honest zeal her rank.
Oh sun-light of my eyes,

Hope's day returns to them when thou return'st.

Zenob. Deign me, Arsaces,
A moment's ear.

Arsaces. Ear, hand, and heart are thine.

Zenob. The matter, prince, is desperate ; but yet
Sometimes the best of counsellors is despair.

And hope by risking saved—lost when unrisk'd.
This is my plan—with half the Parthian troop
I and Dejoces, by a sudden onset.

Will occupy the Romans ; while yourself,

Tamara, and my women, and the rest

Take 'vantage of the strife to cross the fords

At Zelebi.* That done, I'll swiftly follow.

Nay, not a word. Bethink ye that Tamara,
Perhaps the future mother of my sons.

The secret guards of their secure asylum.
Check not my steed, repress him not, Arsaces.

C Caressing Phlegethon's neck.)
I'd trust the gallant barb to cross a flood

Of twice the breadth and height which this opposes.
Is it not so, brave beast .> See how he licks

My hand.
Arsaces. But tears are rolling from his eyes.

It is an omen. Ne'er shall it be said.

Ne'er will I quit thy side in life or death.
Into the struggle where you go I go.

Zenob. Be it so, if it must. Let Datis, then.
And half the troop accompany my sister.

No time remains for question. See ! it moves

—

The ambuscade. I mark the archers straining
Their bows already, and the velites.

The legion's foremost rank, are in full line.

Behind the palms the steel-clad oplites

E'en now evolve, and close their serrate files.

No time to lose.—On to the charge at once.
On, Phlegethon !

Arsaces. Follow, warriors all

!

Upon them ere the unsettled phalanx close
The pathless rampart of its iron wall

;

And effort be in vain.

Zenub. (patting her horse's neck). To thee I've trusted
My fame in brighter days, white Phlegethon.

The spot is still called Zelst)i Z^nobia.



514 ZF.NOBIA.

But now I trust to thee my all—fame, love.

Empire, and life. * * *

Arsaces (to the Purthians). Let every lance's point

Carry a death

Zenob. The word—my city's sign

—

The " Palm "— Palmyra's palm of victory !

Dpjoces. Ill omen'd sign of martyrdom and death !

Arsaces. On! The best omen is a warrior's arm. [Exeunt.]

Scene IV.

—

The fords of the Euphrates at Zelehi. Zenobia on a bank beucath

a clump ofpalms, mounded. T>ejoces dyini/ at her feet. Arsaces aiidTx-
MARA bending over her ; D\tis leanihy on her spear. Solyma and Tirza
h-aitiny in desponding attitudes.

Tamara. How fares it with my sister ?

Arsaces. Oh Zenobia

!

I c'are not ask thy state.

Zenob. I die, oh sister

!

Dear maid, I die. This arrow drinks my blood.

A mist is o'er my eyes, and soon this scene

Will close for ever. Hark ! what groan was that ?

Where is Arsaces ? Has he 'scaped ? I deeiu'd

Amidst my agony another shaft

Struck him. That groan confirms it.

Arsaces. Oh my queen !

Grief suffocates my words.

Dejoces. The groan was mine.

I die, and happy, at my sovereign's foot. (Dies.)

Zenub. Nothing I see. Is this thy hand, Arsaces ?

Arsaces. It is, my only life ! thy hand.

Zenob. Oh! fly

To Sapor. In Aurelian put no trust.

In Romans trust not. Phlegethon will bear ye

In safety through yon tide. Support me, sister,

A little space. This ring of Odenathus
To Sapor, prince, convey. He knows its meaning.

Be his the empire. Quick: thy ataghan.

Life ebbs apace ; and yet I would say much
To thee, thou best and dearest of mankind.

(Cutting off a lock of her hair.)

This, with the jewels to it, is for thee.

In memory of the dead Zenobia

—

Nay, deem me so. Thy flight is my last hope.

Sister, a word.
'

(They whisper.)

Remember and be secret.

See that my poor remains lack not the rites

Our .'ewish faith and Jewish lineage claim.

And now I die reliev'd. Farewell, O sun

!

City of Palms, thou art my dying thought.

Oh desert Queen ! a widow now, indeed !

Who now, when I am dust, from dust shall raise thee ?

Thou fall'st with my fall. The glorious visions

Of thy arcades, fanes, colonnades, and arcs

Of triumph, vanish from me like a dream

;

And I and thou are nothing. (Dies.)

[Arsaces, dragged away by the Parthians, exit resistinglj/ and distractedly.

Tamara falls on the body.]

Tamara. Oh day-star of the earth ! thou'rt set indeed

!

Leaving us darkness. Would that I could follow

Thee in thy sunset. But my task remains.
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Lo, from thy faded brow I take thy crown

;

Oh fallen star, the holy treason pardon

Me, thus discrowning thee of thy last beams.

Give me the royal robe and sceptred axe,

Bipenna, symbol of Palmyra's sway.

They come. I am prepared. Say, Solyma,

Or Tirza, has the Parthian prince escaped ?

Tir:a. He has, dear lady.

Tamara. Heaven shields us still.

Now come what will.

Tirza. I saw Arsaces cross

The ford, beneath an arch of Parthian darts

By Sapor's skill so ordered to protect

His flight ; and on the blood-stained hither bank

The Roman warriors who pursued him there

In total disarray.

Solyma. I too beheld him
Borne through the tide by fire-breath'd Phlegethon.

Oh how I joy'd to see that generous steed.

Conscious he seem'd of our dead lady's will.

Breasting the waves like some immortal thing,

His white mane streaming like a victor's flag,

Hurtless beneath the arch of burning steel

;

Nor did one arrow stain his snow-white side.

Too pure for men detestable to soil.

Tirsa. I saw the satrap land, and through his friends,

Thronging around him in rejoicing groups.

Pass to the embraces of the Parthian king

—

The king of kings. May vengeance soon be his.

Tamara. 'Tis well. Thy wish, dead sister, is fulfilled.

Thy last injunction still remains. They come.

[Tamaka stands with folded arms, in her assumed royal robes and insignia, be-

tween her maidens. Datis, with a few Palmyrene warriors grouped in the back-

ground, watches in silence the result.']

Enter RomanCaptain, Prxtorians, Tribunes, Soldiers, Standard-bearer, Lictors, 8fc

Captain. Surrender, Palmyrenes, the day is ours ;

And, by your hopes of mercy from the emperor,

I charge ye, tell us where to find your queen.

Tamara. Behold her here. I am Palmyra's queen.

I'm vanquish'd. Words are useless from the vanquish'd.

I yield.

Captain. In the same spirit, lady, your surrender

Do I accept. Condoling words from victors

Affront the vanquish'd. Noble treatment, as

Becomes your rank, be sure to have from me.

Tamara. One favour. Sir, I ask. This Parthian youth,
(Pointing to Zenobia..)

Struck by an arrow, bleeding to my foot,

Died to preserve my life. Twin blood he boasts

With one of Sapor's kinsmen. Grant that Datis

And these my women may convey the body.

Across the fords, to those who mourn his death.

So may he have befitting funeral rites.

And sleep in Susa midst his fathers' tombs.

Captain (consulting aside with tlie Roman Officers).

This note sounds well, and chimes in unison

With the secret orders of the cmjjeror.



5\6 THF. MANSE AND ITS INMATES.

By courtesies to win a truce from Sapor.

Willing I grant the boon, illustrious lady,

And well pleased am I to attest this sign

Of wise obedience to the emperor's will.

Be all as you desire. Nay more, in honour
Of the dead youth's highborn affinity,

A guard of Romans shall, with trailing spears.

Slow step, and melancholy music, swell

The funeral pomp which bears him to his friends.

[Datis and the Palmyrenes place the body of Zenobia on a bier. Solyma,
TiRZA and the women follow. A Roman detachment forms in line at the bacJc of
sfai/e. Tamara kneels before the bier, and while a funeral dirge is played thi^

curtain falls.

THE MANSE AND ITS INMATES.

(Continuedfrom page 437J

The manner of living had more of luxuiy and refinement than

Ruth, at home or at Mrs. Carter's, had had opportunities of observ-

ing ; but quiet, and on the watch for improvement, she fell easily into

the habits of (hose around her, and, though she felt more anxiety

than she had done when altogether inexperienced (for we are never

so comfortably unconscious of our ignorance as when we know nothing

at all) she commenced her career in Essex, a very short trial set her

mind at ease.

She had, during the latter part of her residence at Mrs. Carter's,

feared that she was losing her time, from the circumstance that, being

confined to instructing children under a certain asfe, there was a
limit fixed to her progress which it was impossible for her to pass;

but she now corrected her erroneous impression. Elementary prin-

ciples were so indelibly imprinted on her memory that she could as

easily have forgotten her native language, and her mind was there-

fore equally open and prepared for the admission of fresh knowledge.
Mrs. Somerive's seminary was not one of th se hotbeds of arts and

sciences where the memory is loaded at ihe expense of the mind,

and where health and individual character are equally disregarded.

The system of instruction was rational. Whatever was taught was
taught well, and, taking that into the account, was taught rapidlj'.

The children were not treated as machines, but as moral responsible

agents, as reasoning intellectual beings; and they and their teachers

had full leisure for all the purposes of health, recreation, and private

study

Ruth had never been so happy in her life ; all was so cheerful yet

so quiet, so busy yet so orderly, and the society—oh, that was de-

lightful. Miss Povey, to be sure, was but a common place girl, but

there was nothing disagreeable about her. Mademoiselle Aurelie

was charming. Miss Crofts indeed was a little uneasy in her temper,

but her bad health was more than a sufficient excuse; and Mrs.

Somerive was the best woman in the world, and the best friend that

any one ever had.
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Ruth did as much at Erlsburgh House as she had ever done at

Mrs. Carter's, but all she did was delightful. It was then that she

became fully sensible of the advantage of having laboured so assidu-

ously there.' She had carried active habits with her into Essex; but

she had soon found that activity alone was^insufficient, and that, even

assisted by order and regularity, her arrangements would be imper-

fect unless organized by method.

It was not all at once that she had become methodical ; but what

will not patience and perseverance effect ? And she now reaped, in

her present appointment, a rich reward. Her ear soon became fa-

miliarized to the Parisian accent of Mademoiselle Aurelie ;
and

Mademoiselle, who hated trouble, despised jealousy, and dearly loved

to talk, gave her all the opportunities and advantages she could de-

sire ; nor was she ever better pleased than when the young ladies

came to her from Miss Watson with their lessons perfectly correct,

and this was not unfrequently the case.

Miss Crofts, who was a severe and constant sufferer from bad health,

who had not a friend or relation in the world to give her an asylum

or to show her kindness if she needed it, and who could scarcely ex-

pect ever again to meet with the comfort and consideration she now

enjoyed, was peculiarly jealous of any one likely to succeed to her,

and had always repelled any offers of assistance in her peculiar de-

partments; but, even with her, Ruth's sincerity and singleness of

heart made its way.

Ruth was so perfectly free from selfishness, and would so truly

have disclaimed (had the idea been presented to her mind) the crooked

policy of worldly wisdom, that a thought of Miss Crofts' suspecting

her never crossed her mind ; and Miss Crofts who had long been

tormented by fears and suspicions, and hated those wl o excited them,

found the feelings of confidence and affection as delightful as they were

new, and, passing from one extreme to the other, became as anxious to

instruct as Ruth was to learn—a most important advantage, for she was

an accomplished musician, and her drawings and paintings were ex-

ecuted with great beauty and delicacy. When Ruth had resided nearly

two years at Mrs. Somerive's, Miss Crofts' complaints assuming a

serious aspect confined her to her bed, and, as she gave it as her de-

cided opinion that Ruth was fully competent to undertake her depart-

ment during her illness, Mrs. Somerive allowed her to do so.

A few weeks brought poor Miss Crofts' sufferings to their only

possible termination—that of her existence ; and the inhabitants of

Erlsburgh House received a lesson of patience and resignation from

one universally considered as the most impatient member of the com-

munity, a lesson Mrs. Somerive took great pains to impress upon her

boarders, which Mademoiselle Aurelie talked of for a fortnight,

which Ruth never forgot, and which Miss Povey never remembered.

Miss Crofts had numbered nearly fifty years when she was in

mercy released from the wretched bondage of constant bodily suf-

fering, and which for fifteen of that period had been of so severe a

nature (hat it was only by the most powerful exertions that she

was enabled at times to perform her duties ; while more than half of

her salary was secretly expended in medical aid, for she feared,
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were her infirmities known, that her capiihility might be questionetl,

and herself thrust out upon a regardless, if not an unpitying, world.
She died fully sensible of her situation, and prepared for the awful

change of which it was the forerunner ; nor, though she received
death as a release, did it appear that she considered her burden as

having been ])eculiarly heavy. It rather seemed as if the nature of
her affliction had supplied its antidote ; and though no relation's

voice nor hand cheered or tended her dying bed, yet to breathe her
last sigh in the room she had so long inhabited, to see around her
only the faces of familiar friends when she had so long dreaded those
of mercenary, and perhaps hard-hearted, strangers, appeared as

ample compensation for all she had suffered.

Mis3 Crofts had no debts, and the amount of salary which was due
to her was sufficient to defray the moderate expenses of her humble
funeral, and the medicines and attendance of a neighbouring
apothecary. She settled every thing herself; and a few days before

her death presented to each individual in the house some little pre-

sent of her own workmanship, to be retained as a memorial of iier

—

little legacies which, from her indefatigable industry and the nature
of her accomplishments, she possessed fully the means of bestowing.

Wonderful was the change of sentiment produced in these few
weeks. The petulance of youth, pampered by all the indulgences
of wealth and high station, no longer exhaled itself at the expense of
" cross old Miss Crofts." To tread with noiseless footsteps to her
chamber-door and enquire how she found herself,—to lay out their

pocket-money in the purchase of foreign grapes, or any other luxury
allowed by the doctor,—to sit by her bed-side in turns, softening their

young voices to the gentle tones suitable to the ear of sickness,

—

to smooth her pillow and support her head,—were offices eagerly
sought after and affectionately performed.

Mrs. Somerive permitted and encouraged the humane attentions

and feelings of her young pupils.

" The heart, with all its ' tender charities,' " said she " needs edu-
cation as well as the mind and its powers. The children of pros-

perity have too few opportunities of seeing life as it really is to the

great bulk of their fellow-mortals, still less of death, which they must
share with the meanest, and which is the only event of which even
the highest and most powerful can be certain."

The servants discovered that Miss Crofts had never given unneces-
sary trouble ; and regarded with gratitude, not wholly unmingled
with self-reproach, th'i articles of clothing she had distributed among
them. Nor was any offended, though the selection was made with a

close reference to the station in life of the future wearer. The de-

cisions of sound judgment and visible integrity offend only the weak
or the wicked. '' You will remember me kindly, I trust,'' said the

dying woman, " when you wear these thhigs which I have worn."
To Ruth, with these trifling but endearing exceptions, she gave

all that she possessed. " To many," she said, " they would be little

or nothing; but to you, dear Ruth, they will be useful, and you will

value them the more as being the death-bed tokens of tlie last earthly

feeling, and almost the only pleasurable feeling, of a sincerely at-



THE MANSE AND ITS INMATES. 519

lached friend, gone to that place whence she can never again join

you, but where assuredly you will join her.''

And to Ruth they were indeed useful. Whatever might have

been Miss Crofts' original disposition, many circumstances had con-

bined to give her habits of strict economy and careful accumulation,

which had pretty generally, in her limited sphere of action, been
found to bring upon her the imputation of being miserly. She could,

however, give, and sometimes had done so ; but to throzo away was
beyond her powers of exertion. She turned every thing also to its

best use, and rendered its services surprisingly lasting ; while such

were her talents for packing, or making the most of a given space,

that it was long ere Ruth was fully aware of the extent of her trea-

sures. Rarely indeed did she, with all her neatness and ingenuity,

investigate a small portion of her acquisition that she was able to re-

place it without an extension of its bulk.

She found herself the possessor of a very good instrument, a

square one, but of Broadwood's best manufacture,—of a prodigious

quantity of music, much of the time of Handel and his immediate
successors, but also a great deal of the most modern, fashionable, and

expensive compositions, all classed, bound, and indexed,—drawing
materials, examples, and fancy works almost sufficient to stock a

tolerable shop,— all her best articles of dress,—and a few ornaments,

the most valuable as well as useful of which was a good watch.

After the funeral Mrs. Somerive told Ruth that, as the half year

was nearly two-thirds expired, she should continue to fill Miss Crofts'

situation ; and if, at its conclusion, the parents of the young ladies

should be satisfied, it should be confirmed to her at its usual salary,

forty pounds. Ruth did so ; and not only was her continuance ge-
nerally approved of, but many little tokens of kindness were brought

for her acceptance by her young pupils.

Every body, indeed, approved of the arrangement, excepting Miss

Povey ; and, as she did not succeed to Ruth as Iluth had succeeded to

Miss Crofts, she considered herself exceedingly ill-used, and, in high

indignation, threw up her situation, which however she was very

liappy to resume two years afterwards at her own humble entreaty,

having never during the interval met with an employment in which
she could consider herself placed with an equal prospect of pleasure,

profit, and permanence.
When Ruth had passed three happy years at ErLsburgh House

she was shocked and afflicted beyond measure to find that Mrs.
Somerive intended to part with her ; nor could all the kind reason-

ing of that lady satisfy her feelings, however it might force the un-

willing conviction of her judgment. Mrs. Somerive could raise Ruth
no higher in her own establishment, as she was under engagements
to her employers that her principal teacher should always be a native

Parisian ; and she considered her, from morals, temper, and manners,
as peculiarly fitted for the situation of governess in a family. She
knew how often that was a post of suffering and humiliation; and,

from the circumstance of her not being the daughter of a gentleman,
fhe was unwilling to recommend her to any of her own aristocratic

connections in London or its immediate neighbourhoood ; but she
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thought she saw an opening equally advantageous. She had an

acquaintance, a Mr. Hurst, an attorney—or, as his wife chose to de-

signate him, "a chancery solicitor"—who from considerable know-
ledge of Scotch law, and an extensive connection, through his mother,

with Scotch advocates, was often employed in appeal cases from the

decisions of the Court of Session in Edinburgh. This brought him
occasionally into contact with Scottish gentlemen of rank and fortune

;

and being a worthy, obliging, sensible man, his good offices had
sometimes been engaged to look out for an accomplished English

lady, with a pure accent, to undertake the education of their child-

ren. He readily promised Mrs. Somerive to interest himself in

procuring some eligible appointment of the kind for Miss Watson
;

only stipulating, at the instigation of his wife, that she should during

the ensuing twelvemonth devote her valuable talents to " finishing

off" his two youngest daughters, who were to quit school entirely at

the next vacation; and offering, in requital of those services, an ad-

vance often pounds upon her present salary.

Mrs. Hurst was a very happy woman, though not blessed with

sons; but, as she and Mr. Hurst observed, sons-in-lais of the same
profession answered the purpose just as well ; and she had six

daughters, whose ages had fallen so conveniently that they had been
educated in pairs, first for seven or eight years at a cheap boarding

school in Norfolk, and afterwards one year's "finishing off" with a

private governess at home. The plan had been eminently success-

ful. The four elder Misses Hurst had come home pleased them-
selves, had pleased their father and mother, and other people too, for

they all married to their own satisfaction and that of their parents

—

none of them perhaps very difficult to please.

The two younger were now returning home, to tread, it was to be
hoped, the same happy path ; for,J as their mamma sapiently re-

marked, since Dolly and Dossy, and Penny and Priscy had done so

well, it was but right and reasonable, and just and proper, and all

that sort of thing, that Hatty and Shatty should do the same ; and to

have a governess from Mrs. Somerive's was to be at the top of the

tree at once.

Ruth opposed, as strongly as deference and delicacy would allow

her to do, the self-denying kindness ofher excellent friend; and when
she got into a City coach, and, after being set down at the Bank,

walked to Throgmorton Street, to consult her parents, her hopes

grew stronger every minute that, quiet and retired as their own, lives

w^ere, the almost maternal protection of Mrs. Somerive would seem
in their eyes a thousand times more desirable than the gayer dwell-

ing of a thriving attorney.

No sooner, however, did it appear that an additional ten pounds

a year was to be obtained by the exchange than her unwillingness to

make it was assailed by reproaches, as coarse as they were unmerited,

on the score of selfishness, ingratitude, self-conceit, and being

never contented ; so inconsistent and unreasonable are frequently the

charges brought by the narrow-minded and mercenary against those

who think differently from themselves. She was reminded of tiie

fortune that had been expended upon her education,—that she had
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nothing to expect further from them,—that, however, she was her own
mistress, too icise, of course, in her own conceit to take the opinion

or advice of her father and mother, who had slaved night and day for

her,—that ihei/ would never interfere one way or other; only this

they must tell her, that she might not say she was not forewarned,

that if she did not g-o to the lawyer's she need not come near them
again,— that they washed their hands of her,—that " as she brewed
so she must bake," as " she made her bed so she must lie on it.''

They only wished poor dear Isabella could meet with such good
luck, she would be more thankful ; but some folks were born with

a silver spoon in their mouths, and some with a horn ladle. Every
thing went by luck in this world, and the worst got all the best.

Poor Ruth could not but painfully feel the cruelty and injustice

of these reproaches. Grateful she truly was for all the education she

had received ; and well had she proved her gratitude by her un-

wearied endeavours to improve. Since eighteen, till now that she

was six months past two and twenty, she had never been any expense

to her parents, and never resided at home excepting during the va-

cations—often indeed not even then. She knew this had not been the

case with Isabella; but she did not know, though her mother did,

that Isabella had not been from home more than a third of her time,

and had never half defrayed the expenses of her clothes.

The die however was cast, and, with a heavy heart, she exchanged
the airy apartments and familiar faces of Erlsburgh House for Mr.
Hurst's mansion in Lincoln's Inn Fields, where her school-room was
a tolerably large back garret, looking upon the red-tiled roofs and
receiving the smoke and blacks from the chimneys of a mean and not

very reputable back street, and her sole sleeping accommodation a

space to hold a small bedstead, partitioned off with boards, and into

which neither light nor air penetrated, excepting when the door was
open. The larger of two front garrets was appropriated to Miss
Harriet and Miss Charlotte, while the smaller was occupied bv the

women-servants.
Mrs. Hurst offered no apology to Ruth for the limited accommo-

dation afforded her, simply because she had no idea of its being de-
fective ; but the next morning she unintentionally made a most suf-

ficient one bv showings that it could not have been otherwise. She
conducted her through the premises, and she would have done the

same had the house been five times as large, with extensive grounds
and offices numerous and involved as a small town. Sunk story,

kitchen and offices for the clerks; ground floor, dining-room and
offices; first floor, drawing-rooms; second floor, Mr. and Mrs.
Hurst's sleeping and dressing accommodations and a spare bed-room;
attics, as already described.

Mrs. Hurst wished and intended to make every one dependent on
her happy ; but she had no suspicion that any one's ideas of happi-
ness (that is to say, if they were sensible and rational people) could
differ from her own ; and she would have resented as the extremity
of ill temper and ingratitude any indication of not being happy in

those wliom she endeavoured to render so. She was also fond of
order, regularity, and method ; but she had not the most distant idea
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that lier own anangeinent in the distribution of time and employ-
ment was not the best that could jiossibly be made.
Thus happy in her good intentions, or rather in her self-sufficiency,

she arrang-ed every thing for Miss Watson, Hatty, and Shatty, even
to the portions of time to be allotted to their several accomplishments,
though her own education had never extended beyond a very mode-
rate share of instruction in reading, writing, and needlework. Mrs.
Hurst possessed such restless activity, supported by such unbroken
health and strength, that it appeared as if there never was a moment
in which her eye was not every where and upon every one ; so that

there was no hope of eluding her vigilance, had Ruth been a person
to make the trial.

At six o'clock in the morning, during the whole year, the house-

maid informed the governess and young ladies that the school-room
was ready for their reception—an intimation expected to be followed

by their immediately rising. If a cold or a headache influenced the

person afflicted by it to remain a little longer in bed—as was two or
three times the case with Ruth in the early part of her residence in

the house—the family apothecary, who was paid by the year, was
called in, and whatever he ordered was necessarily submitted to, as

Mrs. Hurst superintended the application of his remedies herself.

At eight their breakfast was brought to them, and at a quarter after

one they were expected to be in the dining-room, equipped for an
airing, after partaking of a slight luncheon. These airings were
among the most tormenting of Ruth's trials ; to sit in the carriage
while Mrs. Hurst made calls, or to lounge in shops and show-rooms,
to the visible annoyance of haberdashers and milliners, and that not

only occasionally, but constantly, was such a waste of the time and
the talents which it was her wish as much as her duty to improve that

she could scarcely think her compliance justifiable.

Sometimes their course was by Holborn, Newgate Street, Cheap-
side, and Cornhill, penetrating as far as Whitechapel and the

Minories, returning by Gracechurch Street, to pick up a cheap bar-

gain at Flint's, St. Paul's Churchyard, Ludgate Hill, and Fleet

Street. On other days they took their more genteel course, by the

Strand, Pall Mall, St. James' Street, Piccadilly, and Bond Street, to

return by Oxford Street.

Then they saw sights of every description—all the exhibitions,

public or private, to which money or Mr. Hurst's interest could pro-

cure them admittance, collections of paintings and panoramas,
museums of all sort? and menageries, St. Paul's Cathedral, West-
minster Abbey, the Monument, and the Tower of London. They
attended auction rooms, both fashionable and unfashionable, sales of
household furniture, and meetings for distressed weavers. Missionary

Societies, Bible Societies, and Societies for the Abolition of the Slave

Trade. They visited all the nursery gardens within ten miles of
London, and knew which had the best show of auriculas and tulips.

They saw all the palaces, and even went so far as to Windsor Castle,

attended not only Ascot and Epsom Races, but every thing of the

kind they ever heard of, dined under the Fairlop Oak, and visited

Croyden, Camberwell, Edmonton, and several other fairs, not except-
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iiig the famed Bartholemew. Then Mr. Hurst was a subscriber, or

an agent, or liad interest, and they were regular attendants at the

lectures in the Royal Institution, Albemarle Street, the Surrey,

Blackfriars Road, and at every other place where lectures were de-

livered and ladies admitted. These, and more than can be enume-
rated, occupied the day till it was time to dress for dinner. They
dined at five, and, excepting; on such occasions as when Mr. and Mrs.
Hurst spent the evening from home—the only ones in which poor
Ruth enjoyed any thing like freedom, though even then she was
not alone, as Miss Harriot and Miss Charlotte had not yet " come
out," consequently did not visit—the remaining hours before bed-time
were spent in the drawing-room.

It was well for Ruth that she had no voice, otherwise she would
certainly have been under the necessity of singing herself into aeon-
sumption. As it was, her usefulness was abundantly called into re-

quisition : she was to give music to whoever asked for it
; play

quadrilles and country dances the whole evening, if there were peo-
ple desirous of dancing them ; take a hand at whist or join in a round
game; sit down to cribbage, draughts, or backgammon ; or talk to

any one who wished to talk to her.

Several of these accomplishments were new to Ruth, but the plea
of ignorance availed her little ; she must learn, every one was willing

to teach her, and " she could never learn younger."
As Hatty and Shatty neither went to parties nor assemblies, their

parents indulged the "poor things ''by taking them pretty nearly
every where else. Mr. Hurst had, at some time or other, been pro-
fessionally employed in the squabbles of all, or nearly all, the theatres

in London, patent or minor. This had brought him acquainted with
managers and actors ; and, though he prudently avoided introducing

them to the society of his daughters, he could always command
orders, and never failed making large parties for benefits—an easy
matter to a man who had. four married daughters. Thus they saw
nearly every new play and every new performer.

In vain did Ruth on some of these occasions plead to be left at

home. Mrs. Hurst fancied that she was nervous and low spirited,

and that amusement would do her good. They visited the Opera
House twice, and there she was indeed delighted. Her musical taste

was better cultivated than her literary. Concerts she likewise en-
joyed, but they did not attend them very frequently. She had, how-
ever, the gi-atification of hearing Handel's music in the Cathedral of
St. Paul, at the anniversary of the benefit of the sons of the clergy;
and of !)eliolding, in the same place, the beautiful spectacle of the
assembled children of the numerous parochial schools.

Sunday was no Sabbath to Ruth, unless it deserved that name by
some hours of additional sleep. On that hallowed, or ought to be
hallowed day, it was only required of her and her pupils that they
should appear at the breakfast table at ten o'clock, dressed for church,
as far as related to house costume.

Nothing proved so forcibly, in a girl of Ruth's disposition and
habits, the exhausting nature of this life as the fact that on these pri-

vileged mornings she slept to the last moment, so as to dress, if that
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indeed were possible, even in less time than on any others. She
longed for time ; she had many things to do which were necessary

and of consequence, but nature had her urgent wants too, and urged
the claim effectually.

They generally attended divine service on Sundays, sometimes
twice, though they had no scruple in giving it up altogether for a

water excursion to Richmond or Gravesend; and in attending it was
not with the humble, heartfelt, devotional, sense of performing a

sacred duty or availing themselves of an inestimable privilege

;

they went to church because it was respectable and becoming to do
so, and they carried with them the same love of novelty, excitement,

and bustle which characterised all their other proceedings.

To have frequented their own pew in their parish church, or, by
attending the ministry of one clergyman, to have given themselves

an opportunity of hearing the whole round of Christian doctrines and
duties unfolded and enforced, would have appeared to them tame and
uninteresting. But if a new church was to be opened, if an old one
had any thing remarkable in its architecture or decorations, or con-

tained a fine picture or a fine organ, or a charity sermon was to be

preached by a popular preacher, or a stranger from the country or

from Scotland or Ireland was expected, or a converted Jew, or any
thing else, as Mrs. Hurst termed it, out of the common way, there

was she, with her train, sure to be found.

{To he continued.)

ODE BY SOO-HWUY.

(From the Chinese.)

Can I forget the hour when from my arras

My love by cruel fate was torn away ?

Scenes, once so bright, for me have lost their charms.

While memory weeps and tunes her saddest lay.

That sad farewell now sinks upon my heart

—

Is heard, as when on yonder bridge we parted ;

Thy tears of anguish to my cheek impart

The chilling touch that left me broken-hearted.

On no fond breast could then my heart repose.

Nor anxious thought a soothing refuge find ;

Though yeai-s have passed, the same are still my woes.

The deeper made by traces left behind.

While, beauteous moon ! on thy bright face I gaze,

I would be mirrored in the deep like thee.

Or like yon cloud, now brightened by thy rays.

Upon the mountain top would cradled be.

That he most dear with rapture might behold

My smile of constancy and love as oft

As thou, M-ithin thy fields of aaure rolled,

A sphere of light for ever pure and soft

!
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DR. CLARK ON CONSUMPTION.*

In a former number of the Monthly Magazine we gave a short no-

tice of Dr. Clark's work on Consumption and Scrofula. Since that

time our attention has been particularly attracted, and our interest

excited, by the new and important views contained in the chapters

on the Causes and Prevention of these diseases. We in some mea-
sure feel it our duty to communicate our impressions to the public,

and, if possible, awaken in it a perception and feeling of truths

which to us have not merely a medical but also in an eminent degree

a social interest.

Volumes have been written, and in every age the philosopher, the

divine, and the poet, have disputed, preached, and sung of the folly

andmiseryof mankind, of the petty cares which distract their attention,

and the futile desires which absorb their energies. But with little

effect, as it would seem from the apparently undiminished amount of

human suffering and human folly. Yet we must not despond ; the

progress of knowledge is continually advancing, and its effects are

felt more and more every day.

From time to time works appear which bring forth in their full

strength and importance truth* which have been long overlooked or

neglected. On their first promulgation they are, perhaps, unheeded

or despised ; but their progress, though slow, is certain, and their ef-

fects, after a time, often astonishing. The discovery of Jenner,

which in less than half a century has made one of the severest

scourges that ever afflicted humanity little more than the recollec-

tion of a name, was at first received with neglect and opposition.

The heedless indifference to the insidious commencement of a dis-

ease (Consumption) much more destructive than ever small-pox was
may perhaps arise from causes similar to those which afffected the

first introduction of vaccination. Some are careless, others disbelieve

the necessity of early attention, till the fatal malady has advanced be-

yond the reach of art and the hope of recovery. Relatives and friends,

with helpless sympathy, see the sufferer yield to his destiny. They
mourn over his untimely death, but remain apparently ignorant that

a similar end may be preparing for themselves; or perhaps, strongly

impressed with a feeling of their danger, they think their fate inevi-

table, and, with an apathy bordering on despair, neglect the means
l)y which it might be averted. Both those who are unconscious of

their clanger and those who despair from a knowledge of it will be

roused from their indifference when they learn that consumption can

be prevented in those predisposed to it by a continued and strict ob-

• A Treatise on Pulmonary Consumption, comprehending an Enquiry into- tlie

Causes, Nature, Prevention, and Treatment of Tuberculous and Scrofulous Digeasesi

in General. By James Clark. M. D., F.R.S. Sherwood and Co.
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servance of certain hygienic rules and precautionary measures.

These, though particularly recommended to persons who are threat-

ened with consumption, will tend very materially to maintain the

health and prolong the life of the most sound and vigorous. A care-

ful perusal of (he present work has convinced us that no diminution

of the frightful mortality from this disease can be expected to take

place till more attention be paid to that particular slate of the general

health which immediately precedes its actual development, and till

all who are so predisposed sedulously adopt every means in their

power of improving their constitutions.

No one now can err from ignorance. Our learned author has

pointed out the foreboding and premonitory signs and marks of the

disease in plain and easy language, and has explained the means of

averting it with gi-eat clearness, and, as it seems to us, with no

ordinary skill and judgment; and it is to this part of the work that

we would more particularly call the attention of the general reader.

Having described that particular state of the constitution which

leads to consumption at the commencement of the work, the author

begins the chapter on the Causes of the disease, by dividing them

into the remote and exciting, or those which induce the morbid state

of the constitution (Tuberculous Cachexia) and those wh'ch de-

termine the local deposition of tuberculous matter in the lungs. The
remote or predisposing causes, he informs us, are very often he-

reditary, and may exist in different degrees in children born of the

same parents, varying in intensity according to the state of health of

the latter when each was born. " A state of tuberculous cachexia is

not the only condition of the parent which entails the tuberculous pre-

dispositionon the children; there are several diseases which have this

effect, the most important of which are a disordered state of the di-

gestive organs, gout, cutaneous diseases, the injurious influence of

mercury on the system, debility from disease, age, &c. In short, a

deteriorated state of the health in the parent from any cause, to a

den-ree sufficient to produce a state of cachexia, may give rise to the

scrofulous constipation in the offspring.'' No remark is necessary to

show the important considerations involved in these observations.

Nothino- is more common than to find parents deceiving themselves,

from the circumstance that none of their family have suffered from

consumption. Our author shows that it is not necessary that they

should have done so. The off'spring of the gouty, the dyspeptic,

may and too often have a predisposition to consumption.

In the second sejtion the author explains the mode in which the

disease may be induced in persons born without hereditary predispo-

sition. "In children, the earlier the causes of tuberculous cachexia

are applied the more speedily will it be induced. If, for example,

an infant born in perfect health, and of the healthiest parents, be in-

sufficiently or injudiciously fed, that is, be nursed by a woman whose

milk is inadequate in quantity or quality to affbrd proper nourish-

ment, or if the child be fed on other food ill suited to the state of the

dio-estive organs, or be confined to rooms in which free ventilation

and cleanliness are neglected, a few months will often suffice to in-

duce tuberculous cachexia. The countenance will become pale, the
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flesh soft, the limbs emaciated, the abdomen tumid, and the evacua-

tiaiis foetid and unnatural.
*' The external lymphatic glands^ especially those of the neck, will

enlarge, and the child will speedily fall a victim to tuberculous dis-

ease, while its brothers and sisters, who have been properly suckled,

and reared with care, attain a healthy maturity.

"If this is the case in a strong infant, the offspring of healthy pa-

rents, and perfectly healthy at its birth, how much more certainly

and rapidly will the same effects be produced in the feeble infant of

unhealthy parents, or still more of parents absolutely scrofulous ?

Again, take a child of three or four years of age, in perfect health,

having been born without any hereditary predisposition to disease,

well nursed, and hitherto properly nourished,— let it be fed upon
coarse, unnutritious food, and confined in close ill-ventilated apart-

ments, where neither the heat nor the light of the sun has free admis-

sion,—and we shall soon see the healthy and blooming child changed
into a pale, sickly, leucophlegmatic object. During the whole pe-

riod of youth the same condition may be induced, although, as we
advance in life, a longer time is requisite to effect such constitutional

deterioration. But up to the period of the full development of the

system, until the body has ceased to increase in stature or has reached

maturity and acquired the stability of the adult, tuberculous cachexia

may be readily induced. After maturity, the powers of the system

in resisting the causes of disease are greater than at an earlier age ;

still we see the same results produced by similar causes, the constitu-

tional affection being the same, although it is induced more slowly

and manifests itself in a different manner, according to the age and
peculiar constitution of the individual."

After this general summary, the particular Causes are examined
in detail, under the heads. Improper Diet, Impure Air, Deficient Ex-
ercise, Excessive Labour, Imperfect Clothing, Want of Cleanliness,

Abuse of Spirituous Liquors, and Affections of the Mind.
In section third the Causes determining tuberculous disease in the

lungs are discussed, that is, the effect which coughs, colds, and in-

flammation of the lungs have in producing consumption. The
author is of opinion that they can never have this effect unless the

constitutional predisposition previously exists in the individual.

The chapter on Prevention is divided into two sections. The firs

on Prevention as regards parents, in which the author strong;ly insists

on the necessity of attending to the health, constitution, and family

diseases of persons intermarrying with each other. He strongly re-

probates the intermarriage of relations, recommends attention to the

health, both before and after marriage, and then proceeds to lay

down rules for the conduct of mothers during the period of preg-

nancy.

"Were parents in general convinced that the health of their child-

ren depended chiefly upon the integrity of their own health, a be-

neficial effect might be produced upon society at large, and espe-

cially' on the members of strumous families. If a more healthy

and natural mode of living were adopted by persons in that rank of

life which gives them the power of choice, and if more consideration
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were bestowed on matrimonial alliances, the disease which is so often

entailed on their offspring might not only be prevented, but even the

predisposition to it extinguished in their families in the course of a

few generations. In the present state of society it is needless to ob-

serve that the very reverse of this commonly happens ; and, from the

total disregard of the circumstances alluded to, the race often termi-

nates in the third generation. The children of dyspeptic persons ge-

nerally become the subjects of dyspepsia in a greater degree and

at an earlier age than their parents, and if they marry into families

of a strumous constitution their offspring are frequently found to be

scrofulous, and to die of consumption in early youth, and even in in-

fancy. I could adduce many melancholy examples of the truth of

this observation, but it is at least consolatory to know that the evil

may be obviated, and it is a duty which parents owe to their offspring

to endeavour to correct it. Members of families, already predis-

posed to tuberculous disease, should at least endeavour to avoid ma-

trimonial alliances with others in the same condition ; but, above all,

they should avoid the too common practice of intermarrying among
their own immediate relatives—a practice at once a fertile source of

scrofula, a sure mode of deteriorating the intellectual and physical

powers, and eventually the means of extinguishing a degenerated

race. ' There can be no question, ' says Dr. Mason Good, ' that in-

termarriages among the collateral branches of the same family tend

more than any thing else to fix and multiply and aggravate hereditary

predisposition.' It would also be well if persons contemplating mar-

riage were aware of the necessity of attending to their health, pre-

vious to, and after the adoption of this change of life. The dyspeptic

should have recourse to such means as would restore the functions of

his digestive organs, and should adopt and adhere to a regimen cal-

culated to prevent the recurrence of his complaint ; the gouty subject

should renounce the well known cause of his disorder ; but those who
are afflicted with organic disease, more especially with consumption,

should pause before they enter into a contract which can only entail

disease or unhappiness on all concerned.

"The full extent of misery arising from injudicious marriages of

this description is comprehended by the medical practitioner only
;

he will therefore appreciate the justness of these remarks, although

he will acknowledge the difficulty of enforcing the necessary restric-

tions on the practical consideration of the public.

" I am well aware that mankind in general are far too reckless to at-

tend to any precautionary measures on this subject, even although

perfectly satisfied of their expediency. Still there is a small pro-

portion in that rank of life to which the above remarks apply with

the o-reatest force on whom these cautions may not be wholly thrown

away."
The second section is on the prevention of disease in infancy, in

childhood, and in youth. Under these three heads excellent rules are

o-iven on the food, clothing, dress, bathing, air, and i-esidence of in-

fants, the exercise, clothing, education, &c., of children, and the

choice of a profession in reference to the particular constitution of the

individual. The following remarks on bed-rooms, and the place of
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residence, are much too important to be omitted :
—"The custom which

prevails in this country of surrounding beds with thick curtains is most
injurious to health ; and it is to this habit, and the heated atmosphere
of their bed-rooms, that (he languor and bloated appearance of many
young persons on first awaking in the morning are in a great mea-
sure to be attributed. Bed-rooms ought to be large in all their di-

mensions ; they should be in an elevated part of the house, and so si-

tuated as to admit a free supply both of air and light : those apart-

ments to which the sun's rays and the refreshing breeze have free

access are always the most healthy and desirable. 'Ihese remarks

are applicable to all apartments, but they deserve especial attention

in those of infants and young children, on account of their being ne-

cessarily so much confined to them.
" There is no circumstance connected with health concerning which

the public are, in my opinion, so ill informed as the requisites of a

healthy residence, both as regards local position and internal con-

struction. In this island we have chiefly to guard against humidity,

on which account our houses should not be built in low confined si-

tuations, nor too near water, especially when stagnant, and still less

near marshes. Neither should a house be too closely surrounded by
tree.-i or shrubs. Trees at some distance from a house are both or-

namental and an advantage, but become injurious when so near as to

overshadow it, or prevent the air from circulating freely round itand

through its various apartments. The atmosphere of a building

overhung by trees, or surrounded by a thick shrubbery, is kept in a
state of constant humidity, except in the driest weather, and (he

health of the inmates rarely fails to suffer in consequence. The na-

tural moisture of the country, arising from the humid slate of the

soil and luxuriant vegetation, is greatly j^increased by such injudi-

cious mode of planting, an artificial atmosphere being created which
renders a situation of this kind less healthy than the more open parts

of large towns. It is not generally known how limited may be the

range of a damp unhealthj' atmosphere. A low, shaded situation

may be capable of inducing tuberculous disease in an infant, while a
rising ground, a few hundred yards distant, may afford a healthy
site for his residence. The dryness of the air in towns, which is the

consequence of good drainage, and an artificial soil, is at once (he

safeguard of its inhabitants and a compensation in some measure for

the want of that unimpeded circulation and renewal of pure air

which the country alone affords.

" It would be well if architects were to make themselves acquainted
with the circumstances which contribute most essentially to the salu-

brity of habitations, as regards the site, the exposure, the drainage,

and the size and disposition of the rooms. In many houses, in other re-

spects well proportioned and arranged, the want of height in the bed-
rooms is, I am persuaded, the cause of much ill health. In our small

country houses this fault is very conspicuous; and (he country houses

of our gentry are in many instances rendered unhealthy for one lialfof

the year by the nature of (he situation in which they are built, and
this is frequently the case too when unexceptionable sites are to be
found in (he immediate vicinity. Numerous elegant buildings round
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this melropolis are more unhealthy than the central parts of the city,

from (he same causes. The evil consequences of inattention to these

circumstances are experienced in all classes of habitations, from the

palace to the cottage."

We should have felt inclined to give copious extracts from this

part of the work, pai'ticularly on the subject of suckling, the hygienic

management of public seminaries, and the various kinds of exercise

recommended by our author; but the article has already extended it-

self to such a length that we must refrain, and we do so with the less

reluctance, as we trust we have said enough to induce the members of
every family predisposed to the disease to seek for information from
the work itself. We cannot conclude without earnestly recommend-
ing it in a special manner to the attention of parents, and all who
have the direction of youth.

THE MASS OF THE ATHEIST.

(Concluded from page ^44.)
"^

A coNsioERABLE time passed without the doctor Bianchon, although

the friend of Desplein, finding himself so situated as to be able to

speak to him relative to this extraordinary singularity in his private

life. Thouorh the" met each other in consultations and in the world,

it was difficult to find one of those moments of confidence and of so-

litude where, with their feet upon the fender, and their heads re-

clining against the backs of their arm-chairs, two men give a loose to

their feelings, and unbosom themselves to each other. At length,

after an interval of six years, and after the revolution of 1830, when
the people fell upon the archbishop's palace, when republican enthu-

siasm pushed them on to the destruction of the golden crosses which

glittered as they seemed to soar on high, like the forked lightning in

a sultry evening in summer, from among the immensity of houses,

and that unbelief, side by side with sedition, strutted boldly through

the streets, Bianchon surprised Desplein entering, as before, the

church of St. Sulpice. The doctor followed him there, and placed

himself by his side without his friend's making him the least sign of

recognition, or testifying the smallest surprise ; and botli heard the

mass which owed its foundation to one of them.

"Will you tell me, my dear friend," said Bianchon to Desplein,

when they Mere quitting the church, " the reason of this capvcinade ?

I have before now caught you three times going to mass, you! Be-
hold the fourth ! You will account to me for this mystery, and give

me an explanation as to this flagrant want of unison between your
opinions and your conduct. You do not even believe in a God, and
you go to hear mass !"

*' I resemble a pretty considerable class of devotees, men deeply

imbued with religion according to all appearance, but all of them as

downright atheists as you or I can be, for our lives."
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And then followed a torrent of sarcasms directed towards various

individuals of celebrity in the political world, the best known among
which offers us in our days a new edition of the Tartufe of Moliere.

" I want to know nothing about all that," said Bianchon, " I ask

you the reason of what you have just been doing ; for it is you who
are the founder of this mass."

" In good faith, my dear friend," said Desplein, " I am hovering

on the brink of the grave. I know not why 1 should hesitate to re-

late to you the earlier scenes of my life."

At this moment Bianchon and the great man found themselves in

the rue des Qiuttre Vents, one of the most horrible streets in Paris.

Desplein directed his attention to the sixth story of one of those houses

which resemble an obelisk, of which the door of doubtful designation

opens upon a passage, at the end of which is a tortuous stair-case

lighted by those tantalizing apertures so justly called jours de

sovfficmse—a greenish decayed mansion, the ground floor of which

was occupied by a dealer in furniture, and which appeared to lodge

on each of its respective stages a different species of misery. Rais-

ing his arm, with an action full of energy, Desplein said to Bianchon,
" I lived up there two years.''

"WellY"
The mass that I have just come from hearing is connected with

some events which took place when I inhabited the garret on the

sixth floor, at the window of which you see a cord bearing some li-

nen, which floats above a flower-pot. My life of a man began so

roughly, my dear Bianchon, that I may dispute the palm with who-

ever it may be on the article of Parisian suffering. I have endured

them all. Hunger and thirst; want of money; want of clothes, of

shoes and stockings, of linen ; all that misery presents the most diffi-

cult to support. I have sought to infuse warmth into my benumbed
fingers by my own proper heat in breathing upon them, in that very

chamber which I should now wish to revisit in your company. Ihave

laboured an entire winter, seeing as I did so the e.\halations rising

from my head, and distinguishing the air of my respiration as you re-

mark that of horses in a frosty morning. I know not from whence
we derive the point of support by which we are enabled to contend

against such a life. I was alone in the world, without assistance,

without a sou to purchase books or to defray the expenses of my me-
dical education, witliout a friend ; for my irritable, distrusting, un-

easy character was against me. Nobody thought of attributing my
irritation to the difficulties and labours of a man who, from the ob-

scure abyss in which he is buried, struggles and agitates in order to

arrive at the surface. But I had, I may say it to you, before whom
I have no need to put on any artificial ornament, that fund of good
feelings and lively sensibility which will always be the portion of tiiose

who have the strength and energy necessary to climb to a summit,

whatever it may be, after long treading the thorny path of misery.

I could draw nothing from my family, nor from my birth-place, be-

yond the insufficient pittance that was allowed me. In fine, at this

jjeriod, I ate for my breakfast a roll which a baker in the riif: dc Pc-

lit Lion let me have cheaper because it w^s always of the baking of
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the day before, or even of the one preceding. By contenting my-

self with this dipped in milk, my morning repast cost me but two

sous. I dined but every other day, and that in a boarding-house,

where the dinner cost but eighteen sous. I spent in this manner only

eleven sous a day. You know as well as I can tell you what care I

must have taken of my clothes, my shoes and stockings. And I know

not whether at a later and more prosperous period of our lives we
are as much afflicted by the treachery of a brother in the profession

as we have been, you and I, on perceiving the grinning aperture at

the side of a shoe when the stitches give way, or on hearing the

cracking of the seam of your surtout under the arm. I drank no-

thing but water, entertained the greate.t possible respect for the

cafes, and looked upon Zoppi's as a land of promise where the Lu-

culluses of the pays-latin alone had the right of presenting them-

selves. ' Shall I ever be able,' said I sometimes to myself, ' lo lake

a cup of cafe a la creme there ? to play a party at dominoes there V
With all this, I carried into my studies the rage with which misery

inspired me. I sought to engross, to monopolize, a vast hoard of cer-

tain knowledge, to the end that I might acquire an immense per-

sonal value, in order to deserve the station at which I should one day

arrive on emerging from my nothingness. I consumed more oil than

bread ; the lamp which lighted me during these long, obstinately-

employed nights, cost me more than the food which nourished my
body. This struggle was long, hard fought, and without comfort or

encouragement. I awakened no sympathy in those around me. Must

one not, if we would have friends, make acquaintance with young

men, be master of a few sous in order to go and tipple with them,

and to be seen by them in all the haunts frequented by students ?

But I had nothing ; and, when that involved the necessity of disco-

vering my difficulties and privations, I experienced that nervous

contraction in the throat that so often impresses upon our patients the

idea that a ball is rising from the oesophagus in the larynx. Later

in life I have sometimes fallen in with these people, born rich, who

have never wanted any thing, who know not the problem of this rule

of three :''

" A young man is to crime as a piece of a hundred sous is to X."
" These gilded imbeciles will say to you, ' Why then did you run

into debt? Why then have you contracted obligations ? Why take

upon one's self engagements that one cannot fulfil V They produce

upon me the same effect as the question of a celebrated and unfor-

tunate princess, who, knowing that the people were dying for want

of bread, asked, ' Why they did not buy themselves cakes!' I should

be glad to see one of those rich persons who complain that I demand

too much when I have performed a difficult and necessary operation

alone in Paris, without money or goods, without a friend, without

credit, and obliged to work with his ten fingei-s in order to live.

What would he do ? Where would he go to appease his Hunger ?

Bianchon, if you have sometimes seen me hard and bitter, I was then

atlributintr, retaliating my early sufferings upon the insensibility,

upon the'selfish egotism of which I have had thousands of proofs in

the higher circles, or else I was thinking of the obstacles which ha-
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tred, envy, jealousy, and calumny have raised between me and suc-

cess. At Paris, when it is seen that you are ready to put your foot

in the stirrup, they pull you back by the skirts of your coat; here
one slips the buckle of the saddle-girth in order that you may break
your neck by falling; another contrives that your horse shall cast a
shoe ; and the least treacherous is he who presents a pistol at your
head, sure of not missing you. You have talent enough, my dear
boy, to become acquainted before long with the ceaseless and horrible

enmity that niediocrity bears towards the man of superior genius.

Should you lose twenty-five louis one evening, you will be accused
the next day of being a gambler, and your best friends will repeat
ihat you lost the night before twenty-five thousand francs. Suffer

from a headache, you will pass for a madman. Be a little quick and
vivacious, you are unsociable, ready to take offence. If, in order to

resist this battalion of pygmies, you call to aid your superior powers,
men cry out immediately that you want to devour all, that you take
upon you to domineer, to tyrannize ; your good qualities become de-
fects, your defects swell into vices. If you have saved some one, it

will be asserted that you have killed him. If your patient shows
himself again, it will be peremptorily asserted that you have assured
the present at the expense of the future. Stumble, you have fallen.

Invent, whatever it may be, reclaim your rights, you are a man im-
possible to deal with, a man at the top of the ladder, who will not al-

low the young aspirants to mount a single round. And so, my good
fellow, if I do not believe in God, still less do I believe in men. Do
you not know in me a man completely different from the Desplein
that all the world slanders ? But let us not dirty our hands in this

mass of corruption. I inhabited then this house. I had to work to

qualify myself for passing my first examination, and I had not a far-

thing. You know I had reached one of those last extremities in

which we say to ourselves, / will enlist ! I had still a hope. I ex-
pected from the country a trunk full of linen, a present from one of
those old aunts, who, knowing nothing of Paris, think of your shirts,

imagining that with thirty francs a month their nephews may feast upon
ortolans. The trunk arrived while I was at the class. It had cost forty

francs for the carriage. The porter, a German shoemaker, living in

a sort of wooden cage suspended from the walls, like the portable
habitation of Grildrig slung at the girdle of Glundalclitch, had paid
this sum, and kept the trunk as a security for the repayment. I loi-

tered to and fro in the rue des Fosses St. Germain des Prcs, and in

the rue de VEcole de Medecine, without being able to invent a strata-

gem which should consigti the trunk to my custody without first re-

paying the forty francs, which I should naturally have done, you
have no want to be assured, as soon as I had disposed of the linen.

My stupidity impressed me with the idea that surgery was my only
vocation. My dear friend, delicate natures, whose powers are exer-
cised in an elevated sphere, are deficient in this spirit of intrioue, so
fertile in resources, so prompt in combining and adapting ; their pro-
per good genius is accident ; they seek not, but they fall in with. To
be brief, I returned home at night at the same time as my next neigh-
bour, a water-carrier, called Bourgeat, a native of St. Flour. We
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knew each other, as two lodgers, inhabiting each a chamber on the

same landing-place, may be supposed to be acquainted, who hear
each other sleep, cough, dress, live in fact, and who end by becom-
ing used to each other. My neighbour informed me that the pro-

prietor, to whom I was in debt three terms, had turned me out of
doors, and that I must decamp the next morning. He himself was to

be turned out on account of his humble calling. I passed the most
wretched night of my life. Where should I find a porter even to carry

my miserable effects and my books? How should I pay for their

carriage and the porter of the hotel? These were questions not lobe
solved, repeated amidst floods oftears, as madmen repeat the burden
of their song. At length I sunk into a slumber, for wretchedness

has its own divine slumber full of lovely dreams.
" The next morning, while I was swallowing my bread and milk,

Bourgeat entered, and said to me, in his provincial French, ' Mon-
sieur, the student, I am a poor man, enfant trouve* of the hospital of

St. Flour, without father or mother, and not yet well enough off to

make relations for myself by marrying. You are neither richer in

relations, nor better furnished with'the good things of this life. Hark
ye ! I have a hand-barrow below, which I have hired at a penny the

hour, which can carry all we have to carry. If you have no objection

we will seek a lodging together since we are turned out here. After

all, it is not a heaven upon earth.'

'' "I know that well, my brave Bourgeat," said I, *' and know also

that I have a trunk below, filled with linen, well worth one hundred
and fifty francs, with which I could easily pay the landlord, and what
I owe to the porter, but I have not five francs.

" Bah ! I have some little nionneronsf here, all snug," replied

Bourgeat, exultingly, as he displayed before my bewildered eyes an

old greasy leather purse. " Keep your linen."

To be short, he paid my three terms with his own, and settled the

matter with the porter ; then he placed all our effects upon his truck

or hand-cart, and dragged it through the streets, stopping before

every house which had a ticket hung out. As to me, I mounted in

order to see whether the place to be let was such as suited our simple

wants and slender means. We were still wandering at noon in the

quarlier latin, that country of the aspirants to learning and its ho-

nours, without having met with any thing to suit us, the price prov-

ing always an obstacle. Bourgeat proposed to me to breakfast at a

wine-shop, at the door of which we left the truck. At last, when it

was nearly evening, I discovered in the Cour de Rohan, passage du
Commerce, at the top of a house, under the roof itself, two chambers,

separated by the stair-case. We obtained them at a rent of sixty

francs a year each. Behold us then housed there, me and my humble
friend. We dined together. Bourgeat gained about fifty sous| a

day. He was master of a hundred crowns,^ and was ambitious of

* FouiMllino;, parents unknown.

t Monnerons, small coin used during a certain period of ttie revolution, and wliich

took its name from the maker.

\ Two shillings. § Twelve pounds.
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possessing a water-butt and horse ; but on learning my situation, the

secrets of which he contrived to draw from me with a depth of cun-

ning combined of simplicity, goodness, and native delicacy, the re-

membrance of which still fills my heart with the most powerful

emotion, he renounced for some time the ambition of his whole life,

for Bouro-eat had been eleven years amarchand a la ro<e,*and he sa-

crificed his hundred crowns to promote my future success.''

Here Desplein grasped convulsively the arm of Bianchon.
" He gave me the money, without which I could not have passed

my examinations. This man, my friend, comprehended that I had

a mission to fulfil, that my intellectual wants were more urgent than

h's material ones. He interested himself for me in the most minute

details, calling me son petit. He lent me what was necessary to the

purchase of the books which the course of my studies required. He
stole gently into my room at times to look at me while I was at

work. He took precautions which might well have been termed ma-
ternal, in order to compel me to substitute for the indifferent and in-

sufficient food to which I had been condemned a healthy and abund-
ant nourishment. Bourgeat was about forty years of age, and pre-

sented to the mind the idea of a citizen of the middle age, a pro-

minent forehead, and a head that a painter would have made a study

of to serve him as the model for a Lycurgus. The poor man had a

heart running over with affection to dispose of. He had never been
loved but by a water-spaniel, which he had lost, but of which bespoke
to me continually, always asking me if I thought that the church

would consent to say masses for the repose of its soul. His dog was,

he assured me, a real Christian, which for twelve years had accom-
panied him to church without ever once barkinor, listening to the

organ without opening his mouth, and resting, rolled up, at his feet,

with an air of the greatest devotion. This man centered upon me
all his affections ; he opened his warm heart to me as to a solitary

and suffering being ; he became for me the mother the most watch-

ful, the benefactor the most delicate ; in a word, the beau ideal of

that virtue which delights in the contemplation of its own work, and
seeks no other recompence. When I encountered him in the street

he cast towards me a glance of intelligence beaming with a noble-

ness beyond the power of description, almost of conception, affecting

to walk as if he carried no burden, appearing as if it was happiness

enouf'h for him to see me in good health and well dressed. It was,

in fact, the unsophisticated devoledness of the humbler classes, the

love of the griselte elevated to a higher sphere. He went my errands,

wakened me in the night at the proper hours, cleaned my lamp, and
dry-rubbed our landing-place— as good a serv.mt as he was a father,

and scrupulously neat as the tidiest young English girl. He per-

formed all the offices of our simple housekeeping as Philopoemen

sawed his wood, communicating to all his actions (he simplicity of his

manner of doing them, and preserving his dignity throughout; for he

* One who draws water from tlie |)ul)lic fountains and carries it about in two
buckets suspended from a yoke. The contents of his two buckets is called a voie, and

costs two sons.
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seemed instinctively to comprehend that the end ennobles ail, when

tliat is honourable and the means honest.

" When I left him to become an in-door student at the Hotel

Dieu, he experienced a sort of painful melancholy impossible to ren-

der in words, at the thought that he could no longer live with me ;

but he consoled himself with the idea of amassing the sum that would

be required for the expenses of my thesis, and made me promise to

visit him all the days of leave. He was proud of me, he loved me for

myself and for him. If you were to seek out my thesis, you would

see that it is dedicated to him. In my last year as an in-door pupil,

I had made enough to enable me to return to him all that he had

done for me, by purchasing for him a horse, and a water-butt with

its carriage. He was outrageously angry at finding that I had strip-

ped myself of my money, and nevertheless in a stale of enchantment

at seeing his wishes realized. He was laughing involuntarily while

he was scolding me. He was contemplating his water-butt and his

horse, and wiping away a tear, as he said to me, ' It is ill done of

you.' Never have I witnessed a scene more affecting. He would

absolutely present me with the silver-mounted case for my instru-

ments which you have seen in my cabinet, and which, to me, is the

most precious thing it contains. Although intoxicated with my first

success, he never suffered to escape from him the least word, the

smallest gesture, which might have been interpreted into This man

is my work. And yet, but for him, misery and its attendant priva-

tions would have killed me. But all this while the poor man wasde-

stroying himself for me ; he lived upon bread rubbed with garlick,

so that I might have the coffee which enabled me to support my
painful vigils. He fell ill. I passed, as you may well suppose, the

nights of his suffering at his pillow. The first time I was happy

enough to restore him to his usual health ; but he had a relapse a year

afterwards, and in spite of the most assiduous cares, in spite of the

greatest efforts that science could make, he fell the victim of his dis-

ease. Never was king attended as he was attended. Yes, I attempted, in

inystruggleslo tear this life from the graspof death, unheard-of things;

for I would have made him live, in order to have rendered him the

happy witness of his own work,-—to have realized all his gentle wishes,

to have satisfied the only gratitude which filled my heart.—to have

extino-uished a focus of consuming fire which still boils in my veins.

Bourgeat," resumed Desplein, in strong and visible emotion,

" my second father, expired in my arms, leaving me all he possessed

by a testament which he had made by a public writer, and dated the

very year in which we went to lodge together in the Cour de Rohan.
" This man had the faith of the charboiuiier, that is to say, of a man

pure, simple, unsophisticated. He loved the holy virgin as he would

have loved his wife, had he possessed one. He was an ardent catholic,

and yet had never said one word to me on my irreligion ; but, when

he knew himself to be in danger, he begged me not to think of ex-

pense in obtaining for him the succours of the church. I caused a

mass to be said every day for him. Often, during the night, he testi-

fied to me his fears respecting his future state ; he was afraid (hat he

had not lived as piously as he ought to have done. Poor man ! he
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laboured from morning' till night, but he wished to be assured of Pa-

radi-se. lie was administered to like a saint as he was ; his death was

worthy of his life ; meek and gentle spirit, into which pride and sel-

fishness alike found it impossible to enter. His funeral was followed

but by me. When I had laid in the earth my only benefactor, and

that I sought how to acquit my deep debt of obligation to him, 1 per-

ceived that he had neither family, wife, children, nor relations But

he was a believer ! he had a religious conviction. Had I the right to

discuss it? He had timidly spoken to me of masses said for the re-

pose of the dead ; for he would not impose this duty upon me, think-

ing that it would be to demand the payment of his services. As soon

as I was in a condition to establish a foundation, 1 gave to St. Sulpice

the sum required for the celebration of four masses a year. As the

only thing that I can offer to Bourgeat is the fulfilment of his pious

wishes, the day on which this mass is performed, at the commence-
ment of each season, I go there in his name, and recite for him the

prayers required. I say, with all the faith that a sceptic can attain

to, ' If there be a sphere, O where thou placest the souls of

those who have humbly and conscientiously performed their duty

here, forget not thy faithful servant, the good Bourgeat, and, if there

be anything to suffer for him, lay the burden upon me, so that he

may enter the sooner into those regions of the blessed where he de-

sired to remain for ever.'* This, my dear friend, is as far as a man
holding my opinions can permit himself to go. The Deity should

be merciful and not hold me culpable, for I swear to you that I

would give all my fortune if, by doing so, the faith of Bourgeat

could enter into my spirit."

Bianchon, who attended Desplein in his last illness, dares not af-

firm now that the illustrious surgeon died an atheist. Will not all

real and charitable believers feel a pleasure in supposing that the

humble Auvergnat may have been the means of opening to him the

o-ates of heaven, as he had formerly unlocked for him the portals of

the terrestrial temple on the pediment of which is written Aux
grands hommes la patrie reconnaissante ?

Note. Although the events in this recital are all true, it would be

a serious wrong to make an application of them to any single indivi-

dual of the present day, the author having united in one character a

collection of circumstances connected with the private history of va-

rious persons.
De Balzac.

ParU, March 12th.

* There is nothing to the feelings of a [)ioiis Catholic revoking in this address ; tlie

doctrine of purgatory and expiatory masses for the dead, perfortiifd by lite tiviiig, ac-

count satisfactorily enoutjhfor such ideas. Let Protestants, in feeling their advanta^'es,

be ffrateful and indulgent.
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LINES '

WRITTEN ON THE FIRST INTERVIEW OF TAVO INFANTS.

Sweet lovely innocents, what glad surprise

Beat from their hearts and glistened in their eyes

!

The mutual smile, with sympathetic touch.

Drew forth the joy that could not say too much.
Which now in murmurs soft, now loud and wild.

Outburst in raptures fond from either child.

And, though a sudden fear awhile distressed

And led them both to seek their mother's breast.

How soon their sinking courage fresh returned.

And from each groundless fear a lesson learned.

Familiar grown, they now intent explore

The wonders which alarmed them just before
;

And playful innocence, with fond caress.

Unites them in the bond of tenderness.

While triumph brightens either mother's ej-e

And swells each father's heart with raptures high.

Parents alone can know the hallowed bliss

Inspired by such a lovely scene as this :

For such delight who would not gladly bear

A mother's suffering or a father's care ?

'Tis sweet to watch the infant dawn of mind,
The opening bud, by no false art confined.

In beauty breaking, blushing into flower.

In all the pride of Nature's truth and power.
Propitious skies and balmy airs, dispense

Your blessings on these buds of innocence ;

May they unfold their beauties to the sun
Of culture fair, nor ever seek to shun
A parent's ready smile to virtue given.

Which in the youthful breast can make a heaven.
Its frown a hell—the presage of despair

;

For, O, a withering curse lies hidden there 1

O Filial Love ! be thou their constant guest.

Securely dwell within each grateful breast

;

And may Religion consecrate the tie.

Confirmed by time, to last eternally.

R. S.

THE CHINESE GOVERNMENT versus OPIUM.

In our last number we gave our opinion freely on the pamphlets
of Messrs. Matheson and Lindsay relative to our affairs with China.
^Ve then proved, we think, beyond a doubt, that these gentlemen
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enleilain erroneous notions concerning the phraseology adopted by

the Chinese towards us, as a nation, in their official documents, and

that instead of offering us insult they treat us with the respect be

-

comincr a powerful nation. Towards the conclusion of our remarks

we mentioned that our legitimate trade with China did not involve

any difficulty in its transactions. Goods are bought and sold, or

taken in exchange, subject to certain duties, whether as imports or

exports; and, if no casualties occur (disputes between foreigners

and the natives), the ships are permitted to depart, as at any other

port. It is right, however, to add that we did not then, and do not

now, maintain that such imposts are just; but on that part of the

question we do not at present enter.

We considered it our duty also, in the article referred to, to point

out to our fTovernment that the principal cause of the misunderstand-

ing between the two nations, and what proves the bane of much evil,

exists in the illicit trade of opium which is carried on in our ships, as

well as in those of ether nations,— that it tends not only to debase her

subjects, but that from fees clandestinely received by petty officers,

which are shared with their superiors to permit the passing and repass-

ino-of this obnoxious drug, the very officers ofgovernment become cor-

rupted ; litigation, and the very worst feelings naturally result, which

not unfrequently terminate in bloodshed.

As our government may be deliberating on sending out a succes-

sor to Lord Napier, we should think ourselves culpable, possessing the

information we do, did we not fairly bring this illicit trade under

their notice and that of the public in general. And we are ot opi-

nion that we cannot do this better than by giving the following trans-

lation of a Proclamation issued by the Viceroj' of Canton on the

5th of April, 1820, translated into English by the late Dr. Morrison:

—

"Yuen, the Viceroy, and Ah, the Hoppo (comptroller of customs) of Can-

ton, hereby issue a proclamation to the Hong merchants, with the contents

of which let them make themselves fully acquainted.
" Opium is an article which has long been most strictly prohibited by his

Imperial Majesty's command, and frequent proclamations have been issued

against it, which' are on record. But the passages on the coast of Canton

being very numerous, Macao being the resort of foreigners, and Whampoa
lieing the' anchorage for foreign ships, should be more strictly watched and

searched.
" It is found on record, that during the twentieth year of Kea-king, the

then Viceroy, Tseang, reported to the court, and punished the abandoned

Macao merchants, Choo-mei-kwa and others, for buying and selling opium.

The Emperor's will was then most reverently received to this etfect :

—

" ' When the Portuguese ships arrive at Macao, it is incumbent to search

and examine each ship; and let the Viceroy widely publish a proclamation,

stating that opium being an article produced abroad, and from thence flow-

ing into China, and as every region has its usages and climate proper for

itself, and differing from others, the celestial empire does not forbid your

people to make and eat opium, and diffuse the custom in your native place.

But that opium should flow into the interior of this country, where vagabonds

clandestinely purchase and eat it, and continually become sunk into the most

stupid and besotted state, so as to cut down the powers of nature and destroy

life, is an injury to the manners and minds of men of the greatest magnitude
;

and tliiitTorc opium is most rigorously prohibited by law.
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"
' Often have imperial edicts been received coinmaoding a search to be

made ; and it is absolutely impossible to suffer your people to bring it, in a
smuggling manner, and disperse it by sale.

" ' Hereafter, when your ships arrive at Macao, they must all and each be

searched and examined. If one ship bring opium, whatever other cargo the

said vessel may contain, all will be rejected, and alt commercial transactions

with her will be disallowed. If every vessel bring opium, then the whole

cargo of every vessel will be rejected, and none of the ships be permitted to

trade ; and the ships, in the state they come, will be driven out and sent back

to their own country.
" ' As to you people who live in Macao, since you occupy the teri'itory of the

celestial empire, you therefore ought to obey the laws and regulations of the

celestial empire.
" ' Ifyou presume, without public authority, to act and frame rules for your-

selves, and cherish schemes of approaching near to grasp illicit gains, the laws

are prepared to punish ; and just as in the case of those who in China clan-

destinely promulge the (Teen-choo-keaou), religion" of Heaven's Lord,* they

will assuredly severely punish your crimes, and will not show any indulgence.
" ' In this manner (says the Emperor) let an explicit and pointed proclama-

tion be published to the said foreigners, and no doubt they will, every one of

them, be afraid, and yield implicit obedience, and not dare to oppose the pro-

hibition and to sell opium. And hereafter let a true and faithful search be

made as before ; and so the source from which the evil springs will be cut oft".

Respect this.'

" Former proclamations were published, and stand on record ; and since

that time four or five years have elapsed, and it is feared that remissness may
have crept in by length of time.

" It is probable, though not certain, that when the Portuguese ships anchor

in Macao harbour, there may be avaricious vagabonds who smuggle opium
into the port, and therefore the Macao Wei-yuen has been ordered to search

very strictly and faithfully.

" "With respect to "Whampoa, it is the anchorage of all the foreign ships,

and although I, the "Viceroy, appoint to each ship an attending officer, and I,

the Hoppo, also appoint tidewaiters, who watch the ship on each side and

make due search, which seems as strict a guard as can be kept, still the sea-

men are not all good men : it is impossible to be surety that they never con-

nect themselves with native vagabonds, and seize opportunities of smuggling.
" Therefore strict orders are given to all the local military stations, to the

deputed officer from the custom-house, and to the armed police at "Whampoa,
to be very strict in searching ; and further confidential soldiers are sent in all

directions to search and seize.

"Besides these precautions, the Hong merchants are required to promul-

gate to all foreign factory chiefs, resident at Macao or Canton, our com-

mands to them to yield implicit obedience to former imperial edicts, which

disallow the clandestine introduction of opium, and which require the source*

from which it comes to be cut off^.

" If they dare to disobey this order, as soon as a discovery is made, the ship

concerned will be expelled and not permitted to trade, and the security mer-

chant will be seized and punished for the crime ; if he dares to connive he will

most assuredly be broken, and prosecuted to the utmost, and without mercy.
" Be careful, and do not view this document as mere matter of form, and

so tread within the net of the law ; for you will find your escape as impracti-

cable as it is for a man to bite his own navel.

" Report the manner in which you execute these orders ; and at the same

* The Rninan Catholic relision.
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time present a bond engaging to abide by the tenour of this. Delay not ! A
special edict.

" Kea-king, 25th year, 2d month, 22d day."

The preceding document is directed against the Portuguese who
reside at Macao. But the writer of this article has in his possession a

document, issued by a Viceroy of a later date, in which it is stated

that besides the Portuguese " the English sailors also bring this ar-

ticle and clandestinely sell it. The Captains of the Company's ves-

sels do not presume to bring it, while those of America, which is

but a small nation, do bring it." The document then goes on to

state that, " if any ship comes to trade and is known to have opium,

such ship shall not be permitted to land her goods,'' &c. It further

states that, since the introduction of " this poison " from foreign coun-

tries, the general tone of society has been injured.

Mr. Davis, in his recently published work, informs us " that

Opium has of late formed about one half of the total value of Bri-

tish imports at Canton and Lintin, and that Tea has constituted some-
thing less than the same proportion of our exports :

Imports in 1833.

Dollars.

Opium - 11,618,167

Other Imports 11,858,077

22,476,244

Exports in 1833.

Dollars.

Tea - - 9,133,749
Other Exports 11,309,521

20,443,270

"In 1832, 23,670 chests of Opium were sold for no less a sum than

15,338,160 dollars!" We should like to know what answer Lord
Napier's successor would make, if by the Chinese government he
were required to interdict this illegal trade.

CAPITAL PUNISHMENTS.

The question of capital punishments is, we are glad to per-
ceive, beginning again to press itself on the public mind. It is one
of the deepest importance to the well-being of society ; and it involves
in no ordinary measure the interests of religion and humanity.
To argue the question on either or both of the latter grounds would,

we are aware, be labour lost in so far as a large portion of the com-
munity are concerned. They know no other principle than expe-
diency. Let us then try the question of the efficacy of capital punish-
ments to repress crime, by that test.

Facts are said to be stubborn things. Let us bring a few facts to

bear on the question of the expediency of capital punishments.
What, we beg in the first instance to ask, have been the results in

those cases in which capital punishments have been abolished '? Has
the effect ofsuch abolition been the increase of crime ? We maintain
it has not; we hold and proceed to prove, paradoxical as it may ap-
pear, that the very reverse has been the fact—that offences have in-

variably decreased where the extreme penalty of the law has been
dispensed with.

M. M.—No. 6 2 R
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Though it is prejudicial to our case, we will include the crime of

burglary among capital offences, and then deal with the facts as we
find them.
We divide crimes into three classes. The first class includes lar-

cenies and those other minor offences the commission of which oc-

casion the great bulk of commitments. The second comprehends
those crimes which are still punished by death. The third class consists

of those in which death-punishments have been abolished.

Let us now, in order to ascertain the effects which capital punish-

ments have on the increase or diminution of crime, take certain pe-
riods of considerable duration—say three years—and see what has

been the comparative frequency of the commission of those crimes
ranged under each of the above heads in the intervals in question.

The results will be found to establish our position, that the punish-

ment of death, however strange it may seem, actually tends to in-

crease instead of diminishing crime.

To make our view of the case still more clear, we shall select two
periods rather remote. Let us then take the three years ending in

1829, and the three years ending in 1835, thus leaving an interval of

three years, during which the progress of mitigation in punishments

was in practice gradual, though equally severe in theory.

The committals for the first class of offences in England and Wales
in the years 1827, 1828, 1829, were 46,833. The number of persons

committed for the same class of offences in the years 1833, 1834,

1833, was 51,701, thus making an increase of 4668, or about ten

per cent.

In the second class of crimes, those, namely, in which the punish-

ment of deadi is still continued, the number of persons committed in

England and Wales in the years 1827, 1828, 1829, was 1705. In the

years 1833, 1834, 1835, the commitments were 2236, making an
increase of 531, or about thirty one per cent; and thus, be it re-

membered, notwithstanding the fact that the executions continued to

be nearly the same, the numbers being in the first three years 108,

and in the last three years 102.

We may here pause to enquire, how happens it that the offences

from which capital punishments had been remitted did not increase

in those periods in the same proportion? The fact can be accounted

for on no other principle than that we have already laid down, namely,

that mild and merciful punishments tend to diminish crimes, while

the effect of extreme punishments is to increase them.

We come now to the third class of offences, we mean those for which

the punishment of death has been abolished. How stand the facts

here? In the years 1827, 1828, 1829, the number of commitments
for offences of this description were 4622 ; in the three years ending

in 1835, they were 4292, making a decrease of 330, or about seven

per cent. This diminution is the more remarkable when it is recol-

lected that In the first-mentioned period the number of executions in

the metropolitan county was ninety-six, while in the latter three years,

when the smaller number of commitments took place, the number of

persons who suffered death, was only two.

The question then again recurs—To what are we to attribute this
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decrease in the number of offences in cases in which the extreme
penalty has been dispensed with ? Some persons, we are aware,
hold that the circumstance is to be accounted for from the fact that the

country has, during the interval between 1833 and the present year,

undergone a considerable improvement. We admit the premises

—

it is gratifying to be able to do so—but we deny the conclusion. If

this diminution were the consequence of the improved state of the

country, how happens it, let us ask, that that diminution has only

taken place in the case of the third class of offences, those, namely,
in which the punishment of death has been abolished? Were the

hypothesis we are combatting based on a sound philosophy, there

ought to have been a corresponding decrease in the number of the

first and second classes of offences, whereas the fact stares us in the

face that in both these instances there has been a considerable in-

crease.

To our minds it appears as clear as any moral proposition can be,

that the cause of the decrease in the number of those offences which
were formerly punishable with death, but which are no longer so,

is the additional certainty of the conviction and consequent punish-

ment. Previously prosecutors felt reluctant to prosecute and juries to

convict, because they shuddered at the thought of being instrumental

in hurrying a human being into eternity for some comparatively
trifling offence. The con-equence was that persons weighed the

chances of escape in the event of detection, and committed or ab-

stained from a certain offence according to their estimate of the pro-
babilities either way. Now there is no room for speculation or cal-

culation in the matter. The person sinned against has no hesitation

in prosecuting, and juries are quite willing, on sufficient evidence,

to convict. Those likely to commit offences are well aware of this,

and hence, in many instances, are deterred from deeds of crimi-

nality.

To show the much greater certainty that exists of convictions being
now obtained, let us appeal for a moment to the irresistible logic of
plain facts. Taking those offences in the aorffreg-ate to which the

extreme penalty is not attached, it has been found that, out of every
100 commitments which have lately taken place in England and
Wales, there have been seventy- four convictions. On the other

hand it is found, incredible as the fact may appear, that out of every
100 persons charged with crimes that are still capital, the convictions

are only forty-four. Here, then, we are furnished with the strongest

possible presumptive proof, that thirty persons out of every hundred
committed for capital offences escape the ends of justice by verdicts

of acquittal, because either the prosecutors, or juries, or both, con-
sider, in those particular cases, the punishment of death to be dispro-

portionate to the magnitude of the offence.

These are undeniable facts. And ihey satisfactorily account for the

decrease of crimes to which the punishment of death has ceased to

be annexed, and for the increase in those in which that punishment
is still continued. Nor ought the important fact to be forgotten that

the convictions are by this means made certain in the case of minor
offences, while the acquittals are in the cases of the very worst

2 112
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crimes, namely, arson, murder, rape, &c. It is unnecessary lo add
that the parlies who escape, and who are again turned loose on so-

ciety, are among the most depraved of the human species.

It is, we maintain, an indisputable axiom, that the great preventive

of crime is the certainty, and not the severity, of the punishment.

This is equally proved by past history and present experience. In-

deed it is one of those facts which are self-evident.

The history of other countries exhibits the same results as to the

comparative tendencies of severe and uncertain, and lenient and cer-

tain, punishments in repressing- crime. Let us take, for example,

the instances of Prussia, Belgium, and Tuscany.
First, then, with regard to Prussia. And here we cannot do better

than quote an extract from a letter received some time since by the

Committee of the Society for the Diffusion ofInformation on the Sub-

ject of Capital Punishments. The intelligent writer, who dates his

letter " Berlin, March 10, 1835,'' blends some just observations with

his statement of facts. He says,

"There are no p-'mted returns of crime in Prussia, but the Minister of

Justice, M. de Kampz, has, with great kindness and liberality, given me a writ-

ten statement of the capital convictions and executions in each year from 1818

to 1834, specifying the nature of the crimes, and the provinces in which they

were committed.
" The paucity of executions is the first point. In the 17 years from 1818

to 1834 (inclusive) there have been, in all, 123 executions, and the crimes for

which they took place are as follows :

—

Arson . . . . . . 1
^

" Volutary Manslaughter " . . 22 [ Total 123

Murder • 100 ^

"The one execution for arson took place in 1818, since which time, conse-

quently, the punishment of death has been inflicted only for intentional homi-

cide of different degrees. Even for murder the sentence is nearly as often com-

muted as executed. In the whole 17 years there were sentenced to death for

murder 187, of whom 100 only were executed.
" J now come to another point—the great diminution in severity of late

years.

Inthe^rs<3years, 1818, 1819, 1820, there were executed 24,

In the last 3 years, 1832, 1833, 1834, there were executed 6—2 in each year.

" The mean population of Prussia, during the same period, may be taken

at 12,303,535, that being the amount according to the official census in 1826,

which vear falls exactly in the middle of the same series of years.

" On receiving these documents I immediately proceeded to examine whether

the crimes which have actually been punished with death in the above period

have increased or dimirished, as the punishment of death has been more and

more rarelv inflicted. In doing so I omitted the first two years 1818 and

1819, to get a number divisible into three equal parts, and then divided the

15 years into three equal periods of 5 years each. The only crimes actually

punished capitally in that period have been, as I said before, murder and

voluntary manslaughter. You will observe that, for both of these crimes taken

together, there were,

in the 1st period most executions, and most crime,

in the 2nd period fewer executions, and less crime,

in the 3rd period a further diminution of executions, and a further

diminution of crime.
" In the next table I omit the crime of manslaughter. It forms, in my

opinion, no correct test of the comparative efficacy of other punishments and



CAPITAL PUNISHMENTS. 545

that of death ; for, as the crime is committed without premeditation, there is

not room for reflection as to the nature of the punishment incurred. Murder
is by far the better criterion for such a purpose.

MDRDER.

5 years ending 1824, capitally convicted 69, executed 47

5
'

. . 1829, . . . . 50, . .26
5 . . 1834, . . . . 43, . .16

" Here there is a diminution of executions in each of the last two periods,

and at the same time a diminution of crime. If we compare the two extreme

periods, we find one-third less crime in the last with 16 executions, than in

the first with 47 executions."

These are facts which speak so forcibly for themselves as to render

all comment on our part unnecessary.

We now come to the case of Belgium. And how stand matters

respecting that country, as regards the present questio:) ? We shall

see.

From an abstract of returns, ordered by the Chamber of Deputies,

relative to the punishment of death in that country, for the thirty, five

years ending in 1834, we find the following results:—



546 MISADVENTURES OF A LOVER.

established than is thatof the non-expediency of capital punishments.

The facts on this head are so numerous and decisive that the public

mind is now completely made up on the subject ; and the almost

universal feeling' may be said to be that, on the ground of expedi-

ency, as well as on the much higher grounds of religion and humanity,

extreme punishments ought to be dispensed with.

And will the Legislature, under these circumstances, still seek to

retain them ? We hope and believe that the disposition to resort to

sanguinary measures in the administration of the criminal jurispru-

dence of the country, is rapidly dying away. Rut even were it other-

wise— even were our senators, in defiance of all the figures and facts

which have been brought to bear against such a view of the case,

privately inclined to uphold a Draconian system of criminal laws

—

the united voice of religion, justice, humanity, and public opinion,

cannot long be withstood. The signs of the times justify us in look-

ing daily for its complete triumph.

There are other points of view in which the subject may be con-

sidered ; but we must defer all further observations till a future

opportunity.

J. G.

MISADVENTURES OF A LOVER.*

Chapter I.

Reader! have you been in love? Have you been over head
and ears in love? Have you been always crossed, always dis-

appointed in your loves ? If you can answer these queries in the af-

firmative, I feel a melancholy pleasure in writing ybr or rather to

you. If you cannot answer these questions in the affirmative, I beg
you will proceed no further in the perusal of this : you cannot appre-
ciate aright what follows.

I suppose it is not necessary that I say any thing about my early

life. The title of this holds out no promise, either directly or by
implication, of my being communicative on that score. If I chose

to say any thing on the point, I would be sufficiently candid to confess

that I was born and cradled in poverty. It is usual, I believe, in

such cases, to add that, though one's parents were poor, they were
honest, I have always deemed any statement of that kind a gratui-

tous insult to the understanding of the reader; for what can any
one know about the honesty of his parents before he was born, or

even during the long stage of his childhood ? He could not, at

either of these eras, be privy to their actions. To be sure, he may
have their word for it that they were honest. I have heard my pa-

rents make a simdar protestation, but then we all know that nobody
is called on, either in reason or law, to condemn oneself, to publish

or admit one's guilt. Besides, is it not one of our most popular

• It is right to mention that this series of papers is founded oa facts.
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Scotch proverbs that the greatest thief is generally the readiest and
loudest in shouting " Gude keep honesty ?"' Let it not be inferred

from this that I impute any thing dishonest, either in intention or deed,
to my parents. Perish the thought ! unless I had ample and unde-
niable proof of their guilt, whereas I have not a particle of such a
commodity. All I wish the reader to understand is that I know no-
thing whatever of the honesty or dishonesty of my parents.

1 have only two further observations to make in the way of pre-

mising, and those are that, though my parents were poor, they con-

trived to give me an excellent education, and tliat before I was
done with school some little money fell into the family by the death
of a relation.

Now, then, for my story. I doubt if ever any body had a more
ample allowance than I of what is called the tender passion. I have
often chided Nature for her unequal distribution of her gifts. Love
is certainly a good thing; but then it is quite possible to have too

much as well as too little of a good thing. I know this in not a com-
monly received doctrine. I cannot help that. John Locke used to

say that the rejection by the generality of mankind of any given pro-

position, if true^ does not change it into error. So say I. And I say

moreover, as an illustration, that in ajflfairs of the heart Nature has

been a great deal too kind to me. If I could interrogate her lady-

ship, I would ask why she was so injudicious, why so capricious as to

form my heart of love altogether, while she has formed thousands of
bipeds without one particle of that element in their composition.

However, experience has taught me that there is no help for it now;
it is my wisdom to submit to the ordinations of Fate with all the phi-

losophy I can muster for the purpose.

I am not only unusually susceptible of the exercise of the tender

passion, I have not only a remarkable aptitude for loving, but I

love with an ardour which has, I am convinced, no parallel. Fur-
thermore, I was a precocious lover. If it is asked how early the age
at which I first felt myself a slave to love, the answer is—I cannot
tell. I have been a lover, a devoted lover, ever since I recollect. I

managed, however, to conceal from the world the flame that burned
in my heart, at the hazard of being consumed by it, until my twen-
tieth year.* A rather unfortunate occurrence then revealed it to a
wicked world. The object of my then regards was as pretty a young
girl, Louisa by name, a^ ever put foot on the ground. She had come
from a distant part of the country to reside for a few weeks with a
friend settled in the town in which I then dwelt. I saw her taking a
walk one day on the opposite side of the narrow but deep river S .

Tiie sight was sufficient. I was spell-bound at once. It may be pro-
per to advertise the reader at this stage of the story that it is one of

• It is right to mention that, thou-jh I iiave been times without niimher in love—to

S])eak a truth, I liave never hei'n many successive days out of it— I only advert to tiiose

a/lventiires with the sex wfiich, by sojim; ill-starred circumstance or other, became
known to the world. I would not mention even them, but for the circumstance that

grossly incorrect versions of these adventures have, somehow or other, pone abroad. I

am anxious that the naked truth should lie known ; for, though matters are bad enough
as they are, the malicious ingenuity of tiie world has made tliem ten times worse.
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the attributes of my singular love that it comes on me very often all

at once. I have often wondered as much at this as at any thing in

the philosophy of my loves. In the present instance I did not mar-
vel in the least. The matchless beauty of the young lady, and the

eloquent blush which reddened her cheek when her eye met mine,
might have reached the heart of tiie most inveterate bachelor that

ever lived.

It was on a beautiful evening in the end of August that I first en-

countered the heavenly countenance of Louisa. The luminary of day
was setting at the moment. He was pouring streams of yellow ra-

diance in all directions, excepting where any hill, or house, or tree,

or other opaque object obstructed his beams. The full tide of his

golden splendour was then being poured on the divine face of the

peerless beauty before me. I do not know if she observed the effect

which the glance I obtained of her had on me ; but / myself know
that for some moments after I stood motionless as a statue : I was per-
fectly unconscious of my own existence. On recovering my senses,

I found she was out ofsight; she had vanished like a dream from be-
fore my wondering and adoring eyes. I went home. My relations

saw that all was not right ; they saw me much more discomposed than
ever I had been before. They enquired the cause. I returned my
favourite answer, " Nothing surprising." They sought no more :

they made their own inferences. In a moment afterwards I heard
father whisper into the ear of mother, in answer to some observation

of hers, *' O never mind the foolish lad : he has taken some love

craze into his head." The remark how true ! Ifelt its truth. It

stung me to the quick ; but it was my father who thus sneered at me
both for my love and folly, and therefore I took no notice of it. Sup-
perless I went'to bed. Sleepless I passed the night. What a night of
restlessness! A broiling on Cobbetl's gridiron would have been per-

fect luxury compared with what I then suffered from the domination
of my violent love for Louisa. O the agonies of absence from her

whom one loves, not as the common herd of love, but as / loved.

I am desirous of speaking the truth at all times; but, if there be such

a thing as degrees in truth, I utter the greatest, the " hugest," truth

that ever escaped either my lips or pen when I say that not one
fraction of a moment—if a moment be fractional—was the image of

the unrivalled Louisa absent from my mind's eye that long long night.

Morning did at length come. I rose, performed the vexatious but

indispensable operation ofshaving, washed my frontispiece and hands,

donned my best clothes in the most approved mode I was master of,

looked at myself in the reflector, and concluded I had at least a
chance with the heart of Louisa. The domicile which she graced,

pro tempore, with her presence, was on the banks of the river before

alluded to. I longed for another look of Louisa. I panted for an
interview with her. The reader will consequently be prepared for

the intelligence that to take breakfast was, in all the circumstances of
the case, infinitely too insipid and heartless an occupation for me. I

sneaked out of the house unobserved by my friends, hied to the river

S , and promenaded its banks, opposite to where Louisa taber-

nacled, the whole blessed day. I had not been missed at home many
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hours when my friends became uneasy about me. A few hours more
elapsed, and they became so much alarmed for my safety as to be
unable to conceal their fears from the neighbours. A search was
proposed. But in what direction was the search to be made ? The
world is wide; so is the district around my native town. While tiius

undecided as to what direction they should take, some stupid, talka-

tive, impertinent old maid, who had returned from bleaching clothes

on the banks of the river, mentioned to my friends that she had seen
me " walking backwards and forwards" along the river side, mani-
festly discomposed. " Gracious heavens ! '' exclaimed my father,
" he means to do away with himself!" " Run, run, or he'll be
drowned already!'' shrieked my mother. The circumstance of my
taking no supper the previous night, no breakfast that morning,
my unusually absent demeanour for the last twenty hours—all these

rushed into the minds of my parents and made them conclude the
worst. Mother fainted ; but father bore up under the apprehended
catastrophe with wonderful fortitude. " Not a moment is to be lost,

let us be off directly,'' said one of the neighbours : and imme-
diately they all started—they were twenty-one in number—and
bounded as " fast as their feet could carry them," to the particular

spot at the river's banks where I had been last seen by the aforesaid

long-tongued antiquated virgin. It was now twilight, and no object
could be distinctly seen at any distance. The side, too, of the river
on which I had been seen by the washer-woman—and to which con-
sequently, as already mentioned, my alarmed relatives and acquaint-
ances directed their precipitate steps—was, at that particular spot,

studded with a plantation of well-grown firs. It was impossible

therefore, for two causes, that the party could see any distance in

the locality in question. It is of importance to mention this, because
it will prepare the reader for the fact that the aforesaid posse of
officious friends were close by me before they saw me ; and then
they only saw a fraction of my person, the whole man, with the ex-
ception of the head, being immersed in the river. In yet plainer
language, if that be necessary, I was at that moment plunging about
up to the neck in the water, gasping for breath, and every instant

like to go down to rise no more. A better picture of a drowning
man, I have been subsequently told, was never witnessed. I can
add, from my own knowledge, that a more narrow escape from a
watery death-bed, if there be propriety in the expression,, was
never—could not be—made by mortal. "He's in life yet!" ex-
claimed one. " He'll be gone this moment !'' shouted another of the
party. " In, in to his aid ! " vociferated the whole batch, in discord-

ant chorus, and with a strength of lungs which might have awoke the

dead in their graves, were that possible. The last quoted words
were no sooner howled out than five or six persons dashed into the

river at the same instant, for the philanthropic purpose of saving my
life, though at the imminent hazard of their own. Two of the

most active and tallest of these did reach me and dragged me out,

the one by the hair of the head and the other by the left arm. I

might have perished for the others. Their solicitude for my salva-

tion vanished the moment they put their feel in the water. They
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found tliey had enougli to do to save themselves. Their bodies

—

like the carcase of Sir John Falstaff, when chucked into the Thames
by Madams Page and Ford's servants—showed a wonderful alacrity

at sinking ; and their " escape from death by drowning " was, if

that were possible, a still greater miracle than mine. Three hats

and sundry shoes were lost on the occasion.

After I had regained terra firma, I was much perplexed as to

whether or not I should submit quietly to the imputation of having
attempted suicide, or vi'hether I should disclose the theory of my
insertion in the liquid element in which they found me. I decided
that it would be the better way to compromise the matter—to tell

'part of the truth. I did tell part of the truth; but the "searchers"
were dissatisfied: they insisted there was more in the business than
" met the ear." The whole truth, however, did meet their ears be-

fore two hours elapsed. Two female servants belonging to the

establishment in which Louisa temporarily resided had witnessed the

whole affair, to the serious pain and agitation of their clumsy sides;

and, so great is the disposition of some people to mischief, one of
them made an errand to town for the express purpose of telling the

whole truth, and a good deal more than the truth.

The facts of the awkward case were these : I had that day peram-
bulated the banks of the river, without even " folding a foot," oppo-
site the then half consecrated domicile which contained the loveliest

form which ever emanated from dame Nature's hand. All my anx-
iety, all my walking and watching, to see her was fruitless. Evening
approached. What was to be done '? To spend another night with-

out an interview was perfectly horrific in the prospect, what then

must it be in the " actuality ! " I resolved in the extremity of my dis-

tress to go to the other side of the river, and feign some errand into

the house, by which means the chances of seeing Louisa would be

increased ten-fold. There was a bridge across the water some quarter

of a mile from the spot on which I then stood. 1 went to the other

side. With tremulous step I advanced towards the house, but when
within twenty yards of it I saw a huge mastiff making towards me
with the volocity of lightning. His aspect was terrific. It made an

impression on me which will never be obliterated. It is as vividly be-

fore my mind at this moment as if the occurrence had taken place

but yesterday. I am no coward; and sure I >am no one will re-

proach me with any want of courage, though I hesitated to " buckle "

with the beast, when I state that I was wholly unarmed and defence-

less. Besides, I ki.ew there were no laurels to be gained, even

should I be victorious, from a combat with a domesticated quadruped.

I wheeled round in an instant. My first intention was to make for

the bridge ; but lo escape that way, it immediately occurred to me,
would be impossible : the brute would have had his tusks in me be-

fore I could have got the tenth part of the distance. In the horror

and confusion of the moment I took the nearest cut to the river.

Never were my pedestals so exercised before. I literally bounded.

Still Tiger was incomparably the best runner of the two. The
growls of the cur indicated but too plainly that he was rapidly gain-

ing on me. Of course I did not commit the sin of Lot's wife—that
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of looking back. Nevertheless I was admonished of the propinquity

of the'surly ferocious mastiff by a " tit '' at the tails of my coat. For-

tunately this did not happen until I was at the very verge of the

water ; and, more fortunately still, the tail of my coat— my best coat

too, but no matter of that—which the animal seized gave way. He
took the mouthful with him. I plunged into the river, and, falling

in the hurry of the leap and the fright and confusion of the moment
diagonally, was thoroughly soaked in the outset. I regained my
feet, but notwithstanding my upright position found myself up to

the chin in the liquid element. I am no swimmer, and the astonish-

ment is that, in all the circumstances, I was not drowned instanter.

Had the place been bottomless it would have been all the same, I

'

would have plunged into it. I believe I had got through the most

perilous part of the business when my friends made their appearance

and rushed to my rescue.

I went, or rather was taken home, quite crest-fallen, as will readily

be believed. I retired to bed forthwith. What between the effects

of the fright and mortification at the issue of my endeavours to pro-

cure an interview with Louisa, truth constrains me to own that she

was in a great measure forgotten that night.

I learned next day that Louisa had that morning quitted the de-

mesne on the banks of the river for home. I never saw her again.

I had no wish ever to hear her name mentioned ; but certain malig-

nants, regardless of my wishes and feelings, persisted in repeating

her name and other matters connected with the adventure I have
detailed, with a shameful frequency.

Whatever other adventures I had in the capacity of lover, for the

next twelve months, I pass over sub silentio, as none of them, so far

as I am aware, ever 'came before the public. At the end of that

time I again afforded amusement to an unfeeling world, and provided

abundant matter for mortification to myself and friends. The
reader shall learn the particulars in the next chapter.

REMARKS ON "THE DUBLIN REVIEW." No. L

The appearance of the first number of a new Review, and of one
promising to hold so distinguished a station as this will among the

periodicals of the day, cannot fail to be highly interesting to every

contemj)orary journalist. The talents of the generally reputed if not

self-acknowledged editors would lead us to form, d. priori, a favourable

opinion of the work before us ; but we are happy to say that it needs

not to be ushered into notice by great names or noble patronage :

its contents must be its passport to the respect of the intellectual pub-
lic of England. We do not mean to say that we are prepared to ad-

vocate ail the doctrines of the extreme gauche that the supported of
the Dublin Review seem disposed to adopt as their own ; but still we
see enough that is good and sensible inscribed on its pages to wish
its continuance and success.

In very briefly describing the contents of the number before us,
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we may class the articles under three heads :—politics, religion, and
science with its application. On the first class of topics—particularly

as the ultra-liberal side of Irish politics and the defence of Romanism
form a prominent feature in the Re/iew—our readers must not be

surprised to meet with a very zealous advocacy of the present go-

vernment of Ireland, and a depreciation of every effort made by
preceding viceroys and secretaries for the pacification of that unfor-

tunate and very ill-used country. We have not space to discuss

the merits of the paper, " Earl Mulgrave in Ireland , " but we ac-

knowledge a leaning to the side taken by the writer, especially on
the ground taken against Orange lod^^es; for we think that nothing

has caused so much bad feeling in Ireland, or has so much retarded

the progress of things towards that end which every true philanthro-

pist desires—peace, as the almost sanguinary stubbornness with

which the ultra-tory faction have persisted in maintaining, by the

employment of brute force, the ascendancy of Protestantism in a

country of which eleven-fourteenths are believers in the Roman
religion. We are no advocates for Romanism, for we believe that

we have a purer creed, and one that leads to more practical results
;

but still we acknowledge no civil power as being authorized to re-

strain the profession of religion, or to confine the opinions of our
countrymen; and we accordingly rejoice at the downfal of a party that

hasdone all that itcould do to thrust down the throats of the Irish peo-

ple opinions of whose truth the Spirit of God had not convinced them,
and that too by means that must have operated as an additional pre-

judice against the reformed religion. Oh, that a revival of the

peaceful spirit and the high moral character of a Melancthon, a

Cranmer, or a Bradford might replace the infuriate zeal and the

damaged reputation of a party zoho make religion a flimsy veil for a

bigoted political creed! Those true reformers would not have sighed

for the lost loaves aud fishes which the abject distress of Ireland

absolutely denies them ; they would rather have prayed daily that,

if in reality they were benighted and in error, they might be enabled

to decide on a right faith, and found their conduct on a firm basis,

and their happiness on proper grounds of merit. We should be the

last to deny the rights of the clergy to a maintenance ; but we see

no use in insisting on what the people cannot bestow if they were
willing, and still less of honesty in continuing to demand payment
for that which they do not perform. We quite agree with the re-

viewer that no question has so much interfered with the prospect of

settling Irish affairs ;.s the tithe question ; but we think that the re-

currence of a few scenes like that at Rathcormac—if healing mea-
sures are not adopted, they inevitably must recur—will cool the

energy of opposition demonstrated by some members of the Lords'

House of Parliament. Time will show.

We next notice the review of " Rienzi." No sensible person

who has ever read that historical romance—and an excellent one it

is, which we have read with an attention seldom given to works pro-

fessedly of a light character—no one, we say, could be mistaken re-

specting the object of its author, who will not, we are sure, shrink

from the acknowledgment of his adherence to the Radical party

—
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to that party who would make the People every thing' and the Lords
a mere cypher. Whether the story of the ambitious but much
wronged Ilieuzi conveys to every mind the lesson that it does to ours

—

that the oppressions of a proud and pampered nobility may raise a
noble-minded plebeian to a dizzy though well-deserved height of
patronage and power, from which the ever-varying and treacherous

will of the selfish multitude may topple him down headlong in a few
houi-s—we know not ; but this we do know, that we cannot look with

a favourable eye on a man of firsl-rate talent, who employs a seduc-

tive style of writing and chooses an attractive walk in literature for

the purpose of instilling doctrines pregnant with mischief into the

minds of a peaceful people. We love truth ; we would have her
fairly displayed ; every disguise should be torn away ; but we never
can consent to the employment of a fictitious machinery in a cause so

serious, so noble, as that in which we are engaged at present,

—

employed to mislead a people in judging the merits of their own
cause. The review is excellent so far as it would refer to an event
of by-gone days, as it would criticise the picture drawn by a master-
painter of a scene whose explanation the book of history must
furnish ; but we cannot consent to the parallel, perhaps «mp/ied by the

writer, certainly and clearly expressed by the reviewer, between the

perturbed state of the church-deserted Rome and that of our own
country in the nineteenth century. The stubborn pertinacity of a
Roden, a Londonderry, or an Eldon may be hateful to a liberal mind ;

])ut their conduct, however injurious to the country, cannot in

fairness be compared, even considering' the altered state of
the times, with the ruthless violence of a Colonna or the coward
revenge of a Savelli. The conservative party cannot be to us

an object of admiration ; but it would be worse than uncharit-

able to suppose them capable of acts approaching in baseness to those

of the Italian nobles. It may he desirable for the reviewer to de-
preciate one party to raise an ideal Rienzi—the idol not of
Roman Italy, but of Ireland,—it may be pleasing to panegyrize the

unswerving integrity, the bravery, the wisdom of the god of their

own formation,— it may flatter an Irishman's vanity to preach the cru-

sade of his country's independence,—but it will be difficult to convince
the less impetuous brotherhood on this side the channel to subscribe

to all his doctrines and to follow him with his own sanguine spirit

in the path that he chooses to pursue.

A third political review is that on ' Raumer's England in 1835.'

The visit of an historical professor, a man of previously acknow-
ledged ability, from works of reputation on the politics of Europe and
particularly ofGermany, would naturally interest those who reflect

on the state of our country during the last year ; and we are glad to

say that neither in the work nor the reviewer's remarks will the rea-

der be disappointed, and at any rate, if not convinced, he M'ill at

any rate admire the author's talent and the reviewer's candour. We
believe Mrs. Austin's translation of Raumer's England to be in every
way worthy of the hand that has furnished us with many previous
translations of very useful German and French writings.

With respect to the second class of articles, those of a theological
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nature, we feel ourselves, as literary journalists, little disposed to,

canvass thetn at any length; but, as Protestants before a pi'otest-

ant although a liberal public, we must take leave to differ with the

conductors of the Review as to the expediency of making it a vehi-

cle for elaborate defences of Romanism. Protestants have their theo-

logical reviews. Let Romanists have the same. But let not the advo-
cates of injured Ireland prejudice their own cause by oifending
against that creed which Englishmen look on with reverence and
pride. On these grounds we would urge serious objections to the

review, or rather eulogy, of Abbe Gerbet on the Eucharist,—to their

interference as Catholics in a question most exclusively controversial,

the melancholy and disgraceful ' Oxford Controversy,'—and to their

discussion of modern monkery, founded on the silly story of ' Maria
Monk's Disclosures.' We would grant to the advocates of another
Christian creed every latitude that we may ; but will not easily per-
mit them to infringe on our own liberties, and to attempt the destruc-

tion of those bulwarks of our faith which have been built up by the
dearly bought labours of our justly celebrated reformers.

Of the scientific and literary portion of the Dublin Review, No. 1,

it still behoves us to speak ; and it is pleasing to be able to give to a
large portion of it our unqualified praise. The article entitled the
' Economy of the Earth' is worthy of a White or a Paley. We
have read it with a pleasure that we do not recollect to have enjoyed
for some years in the perusal of a work of that nature ; and, how-
ever unchristian the feeling, we must acknowledge some degree of
envy for the condition of mind enjoyed by the writer of the paper in

question. ' Jesse's Gleanings' is a lovely book, and the ' Journal of
a Naturalist' is not only admired but really appreciated by his fel-

lows in natural science ; but their value is undoubtedly enhanced by
the just, but truly elegant and talented, eulogy, bestowed by the sci-

entific reviewer. The article on ' Ecclesiastical Music' is in every
way worthy of the talent generally displayed in the Dublin Review.
It would be useless to dispute the grandeur, beauty, and science,

however much we might be disposed to question the utility and mo-
ral effects, of the sacred music used in the Romish church. It is an
unquestionable fact that at a very early period music was called to

the service of the altar, and we see no reason why, as the civilization

and refinement of other classes progresses, there should not be a

proportionate advance in those arts which administer to the refine-

ment of divine worship. In this particular, barring all the mere
show and parade of Aomanism, we are very far behind what the ad-

vance of musical science, and of musical art too, as practised by Pro-
testant professors, require of us as a nation professing to patronize

this undoubtedly important science. We do not indeed believe the

fabulous stories of Orpheus and those of yore whose charms caused

the marvellous tales of the poets; but we cannot discredit the testi-

mony of others, or refuse our own eye-witness to the fact, of the sub-

servience of really good music to the worship of God. The history

of sacred music in the paper before us is well stated, and we at the

same time take the opportunity of recommending Mr. Hogarth's ex-

cellent volume on ' Musical History' (the professed subject of re-
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view) to the notice of our readers, as a work which they will find

practically uesful.

So much space has been already devoted to the discussion of the

topics of review in this number of the Dublin Review that space is

not left to us for giving an adequate consideration to the valuable pa-

per on the ' Railroad System of Ireland ;' but we regret it less

as we have had occasion in another part of the Magazine to awaken

the reader's attention to that engrossing subject.

In conclusion, we may be allowed to express a hope that the advo-

cacy of liberal—perhaps, ultra-liberal—opinions may be expressed

without rancour of feeling and without the display of a particular

creed, without the intrusion of an exclusive doctrine that they them-

selves as a party so much decry in others. As the advocates of an

ill-governed people we wish them God-speed in the good cause ;

and we fear not for ourselves, or for the interests of pure Christianity,

all the efforts that a falsely grounded enthusiasm may make to shake

the foundation of our holy religion.

THE HELICONIAD;

BEING A PARODY ON " THE WALTZ, AN APOSTROPHIC HYMN,

BY LORD BYRON.''

By ZOGARO VOUNI.

To the Editor.

Sin, The author of the following pages wishes not to be understood for one of those

ten thousand daily scribblers who travel for two months in France ( ! ), and.wnte a bad

history on worse Ihinsjs, but one of those who liave traversed the tall Alps, and trod

upon the strand of Policastro, and viewed the red sun descend upon the spoiled remains

of the Partlienon—one of those who have wept over the sorrows of the plundered

Greek, danced with the dark-eyed (maid of Athens, sipped at the crystal fount of

Hippocrene, and in the draught drained inspiration from the great mountain.
'^'^

ZOGARO VOLNI.

Melpomene.

Muse of the few deserving bards, who claim.

From Moore to Campbell,* Laurestina's fame,

Melpomene I too long abused by those

Whom no
\ H^l^^f' \

can frighten to repose.

Henceforth in all thy native fierceness shine.

Defend thyself, protect the virgin nine.

Moore and CauipbcU rank as the heads of living poets. Besides which Moore

must have extensively invoked the assistance of Melpomene in his inimitable farce ot

" M P "

t Query-Which is the most effective in silencing the prattle of a hundred scnb-

blcrs, self-reproach (a very rare intruder) or a smart critique m a Review .
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Far be from thee and thine bombastic vows.

Mining shal! tremble where a Campbell bows j

Thy hand must raise on high the fatal bowl.

And charm-fraught dagger in unlink'd control;

Thy breast, if bare enough, requires no arm
To shield its spirit from abuse or harm

;

Alone, impregnable to all assaults,

Thou bravest censure and condemnest faults.

Hail, tragic nymph ! to whom the suckling bard

Has lowly bowed in tremulous regard

;

His night devotes, within the garret scant.

The hungry poet, in unwholesome rant.

And, thirsting to express grand passion, scarre

Has rls'n above the ebb of mimic farce

In Britain's Isle, to rival Shakspeare's fame.

One thousand poets shape their shapeless aim

;

Hail, moving Muse ! to whom the meanest flow'r

Provides a theme for thy impassioned pow'r.

To ponder 's admiration ; to admire.

Supplies the mind with thought, the soul with fire

Oh, for the art, the science, and the lore

Which Garrick learned so well, or Shakspeare held of yore !

Clio.

Historic Clio ! whom the gods repay

With plectric sceptre, and with graphic bay.

Long be thy reign from sordid falsehood free.

While truth protects the page of history.

In some few qualities thy sisters like.

As Titian might be placed beside Vandyck :

—

The crown to her belongs whose pen presides.

Obedient to the sternest of the Ides,

O'er noblest subjects, and through whose full veins.

Throbs the true chord that forms the chronic reins.

Oh, History ! how much to thee we owe.
As times, and climes, and politics can show,
Ere curs'd we were by joining hands with F ,

Or lent the weather-cock a kindred glance !

Oh, History, how would thy page have curs'd

In ancient years these frogs by England nurs'd !

Of nymphs the best—and last not least in worth
In that thy page hailed Gulielmas forth.

Nymph that prepares to paint the moving scene

That eloquent Calliope has seen,

—

Nymph of the truth, what owe we not to thee,

Fair gua: dian spirit of life's pedigree ?

The Muses all were sprung from heav'nly blood.

The Graces by the throne of Venus stood :

Jove viewed the Muses, and the graceful trio.

And joined them all to form a mould for Clio

!

Calliope.

But peace to her—her history and lute.

Which, for it curses F , let none dispute.

Back to my theme. Calliope, advance.

And cast on Albion a benignant glance !

Born on the mount, where Clio first drew breath,

Of Pindus high (which nations bow beneath).
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Ere yet the world had been compell'd to weep
O'er tlie wide waste of the poetic deep.

Or Caledonia yet remained free

To dedicate her native pen to thee;

Ere bards preferr'd the palace to the cot,

Or death had seized our Ariosto—Scott,

Thou didst gaze down, and, smiling, cast around
The inspiration of thine art profound;
The bard invoked—Calliope inspired.

And those whose pens now rant remain'd unlyred.

But now the worm is crush'd—the reign o'erthrown,

Scott's spirit's fled, and Byron's spell has flown!*
One poet's epic, six tmposer's sheets.

And loads from B— and L Britain greets
;

" Ten thousand authors" M yearly pledges,

With tours of lakes,f—biographies of Brydges.
Thus, Muse, the ballast does itself weigh down.
His head the poet crushes with—his crown.

Urania,
Fraught with ideas of riches (which exist

The Lord knows where, Urania too, I wist)

The moon-struck idiot, on the wings of hope.

Welcomes from heav'n his hobby—telescope.

Not Bedlam's inmate, who would rant and roar

His now excited ravings to the floor ;

Not the poor Zoic-born poet in the attic.

Who raves as if himself were half lunatic
;

Not soft Urania, who herself might dread.

Lest globes, and stars, and planets turn her head
;

Not fierce Medea, who herself forswore.

Ere skill'd themselves in so absurd a lore

As he who sifts the air, and hopes a boon

—

For what ? Some golden mountains in the moon

!

To you, ye sires of astronomic art.

Whose brains are luckless as a lunar chart

;

To you, ye younger tribes, who only strain

'J'he budding sense to scan an endless plain

Of shining stars, beyond whose spheres you're told

Of silver rivulets, and mounts of gold ;

To you, ye female fair astronomers.

All whom a matchless gallantry reveres
;

To you, ye fruits of matrimonial science.

Begot in astronomical alliance

;

To you, ye single worthies, who aspire

To some new stultum sidus to be sire

(As inclination, or the love of praise

May influence the study of your days)

;

Urania comes at night, globe full offame.l
Your heads and hearts (by turning them) to claim.

• " riic spell is broke, the charm is flown !"

—

Bt/rnn.

t While IIk? press (and the public) are overloaded with tours of T,akes, &r., an ho-

iiuurable member of "Our Father's" ushers in with great pomp (eke advcrlisemcnls) A
Memoir on .Suspension bridges.

t Uy the expression " fame" I bep my readers not to be misled into the idoa that 1

speak sli(;htin(;ly of so valuable an actiuisition, and one which men so frequently work

their senses to their wit's ends (never) to obtain. I would merely in 'he expression rc-

fet to the last paragraph, which mentions the existence of hills, dales, and—men upon

that sphcri' which we call moon.

M.M.—No fi. 2 II
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Erato,

Fair-hair'd Erato ! on thy snowy breast

Young Cupid loves to gambol, and to rest

;

There chooses he thy bosom for his pillow,

LuU'd to soft sleep as by a heaving billow.

Thou, thou alone inspirest (as a gift)

The soul thy smile to Paradise would lift :

Smile ! and the freest range that life e'er gave
Conducts the soul to bondage as thy slave.

Methinks the glare of yon bright star above
Illumes the heav'n ;

—
'tis lighted up by Love :

Truly young Eros burns his torch afar.

But dark the soul unlighted by that star !

For here the muse, tho' chaste, delights to halt.

And view young Cupid in his star-arch'd vault.

Observant reader, start not that I call

By such sepulchral name young Cupid's hall

!

O say, for ever shall this clay be bound
Unstir'd, unsought for, 'neath its mother ground ?

Have Egypt's pyramids resign'd their dust ?

Columbia's dead shook off their earthly rust ?

Shall fair Urania find one mortal soul.

Deep in the grave, unstirred by Heaven's control ?

Ah no ! from thence to Heaven the soul will rise.

And what it lost on earth shall find in Paradise

!

Gay thoughtful nymph, if thus to speak the mind
Were not to give the lie to aught behind,

Though in thy gayest hours young Passion's soul

Bursts from thy lips, as to a wish'd-for goal.

Where it might meet alone some elfin host

Of fairy queens—illusion do thy most !

—

No treacherous passion lurks beneath your smile.

No frantic ravings nature's self beguile.

Transferr'd to sentiment, Erato springs.

The goddess still, though dipt her flippant wings ;

No damsels faint to view her features now.
But, half caressing, to the goddess bow :

Superflous now beseem arch Cupid's ways,
Erato strikes the heart, and deep, with—lyric lays

Euterpe.

Seductive strain, upon thy melting lyre

The grovelling thoughts of this gay world expire

!

Euterpe, though to mortals thou dost bend

In warm, not wanton, love, and condescend.

Still gectler spirit, to relieve man's heart.

Still dost thou not from thine own realms depart.

Thou hailest them from thy divinest throne.

As when Aurora first on mortal shone !

Wide and more wide extends the witching strain

Where Peace is dancing o'er the happy plain.

The soul, in whom the god of love delights.

To fairy scene of lyre and love he lights.

Gods ! how the glorious strain his soul exalts

Who tastes of rapture's feast devoid its faults.

Polyhymnia.

; Blestwas the age of learning, when it grew
A part of life itself, and vigour drew
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From each new thought, as it escaped the rehi

Which bound it to its prison cell—the brain.

New laws prevail, and Polyhymnia's head
Is crushed, or soon had been so, but she fled.

New eras rise—nor should we prize them less

Although we wonder at their own success

;

All new—because the old succeeded well.

The rising tribes with meet ambition swell

;

New politics (but Heaven forbid that I

Should so forget my own good policy

As to intrude upon their "knavish tricks") ;

Upon new schemes of wedlock statesmen fix,

With this new " saving clause "—that, deck'd in gold.

And costly gems, and grocery (to be sold),

The low-born fair their proud embraces fold.

Such is the age when rhetoric retains

As much of rule as pride from wisdom * gains
;

Such is the time when petticoats are true

To each variety of Prussian blue :

Morals and minuets have had their day.
And galopade will pass in time away

;

Life's pleasure wanes—the changing picture shows,
Hypocrisy's wan daughter in blue hose.

Some fiery duchess, or some saint serene.

Who borrows Envy's gloves and Hilda's mien.
And robs complexion of its healthy blush.

As servants sweep a carpet with—a brush.
From where the garb encloses neck and all,

Down in one graceless sweep, their dresses fall.

All round the confines of th'expanded waist.

To blue-dyed stockings in neglectful taste

;

Else soon the sect will banish sociability.

To find a place for groveUing proud humility.

f

Pleased in the dulcet hope that future ages
Would welcome back the spirits of our sages.

The fair inventress of harmonious singing
Above our sphere her airy way is winging

!

Thus may the age of learning move or stand

—

The Muse still lingers, nor withdraws her hand.
But if in turn life retrogrades in rank.
Leaving Doctrina's vestige on the blank.

To follow the unfashionable host.

Blest Polyhymnia's spurn'd, and leaves her post.

Or if too late she finds out the world's folly.

She lingers on, and weeps in melancholy.
Thus smiles the world, in one degraded mass,
As time flows by and genial seasons pass.

Till some might marvel that the Muse remains.
And still smiles kindly on Britannia's plains.

True, Polyhymnia long ago had fled,

• Pride and wisdom are not synonymous.
t Let me not be deemed wrong in spcakii.g of proud humility. Did any of my kind

ever see an out-of-place statesman cringing to those in oflfice for employ ?

%, or perchance drives, in his (or some friend's) carriage to his patron's door, as
proud as any peacock without a.talp. Pride's reign is over—humility takes the sceptre—flattery weighs him down, and the beggar (in the truest sense of the word) is on his
knees. His request is refused—pride gains ascendancy, but still struggles for mastering
a slight touch of lowliness, which 1 have used.

readers

He struts
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And far beyond the shore of Britain sped.

But, lingering late, as on the brow she stood.

She would reclaim her children—if she could.

Thalia,

O ye who loved to scan the ancient lore.

And dabble with light comedie of yore.

And thou, O shepherd! whose delight is still

To quit the sheeling for the placid rill,

Thou ghost of Comus, if thy judging sprite

Satan might spare to peep a single night.

Pronounce—if in these days of modern pelf

Thalia, wrong'd Thalia'd know herself!

To teach the soul to rise, the lips to laugh.

And at the fount of pleasure deeply quaff,

Thalia came—but holding high her mask.
With half-told sigh, dissembling life would ask

—

" Is purient nature banished from' the breast

Where once Thalia sought refreshing rest ?
"

Forbid it! never shall a single thought"

Against Thalia's sovereignty be sought.

Forbid it ! if 'tis sought far realms around.
On Britain's shore it never shall be found

!

Warm in the love that flows, with guardian wand.
To mortal serf from fair Thalia's hand

;

Nor chill'd by curst Hypocrisy's cold glance.

Yclept by all good people Temperance
;

But, glowing in th'endearing bright sunshine
Which smiles in sweetness from the Muse divine.

The mortal, gazing, trusts his fitful fate,

Thalia, fair, on thy hypothecate.

Approach her lips, ye tribes, without restraint.

And kiss the smile ye well might fear to taint

;

And, if ye love, continue still to love.

And, mask'd in beauty, with the goddess rove.

Blest is the man who feels her love him through
To throb :—but he who scorns, his nonchalance may rue.

Terpsichore,
Terpsichore !—and dare I greet the theme
That Byron sang ? His memory blaspheme ?

Immortal bard, forgive ! at each advance
Well might I blame my own intemperance.
And shrink or stop, nor tarry to enquire

What zephyr breeze had fann'd so great a fire.

Some ages hence, when ocean quits the sea.

Bards shall be bards, and politicians friends.

The spendthrift makes his creditors amends.
And bays be Justly claimed from Laurestina's tree.

,rii;i;s
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EDUCATION.

We are not about to enter upon this subject with the limited view
of any party, sect, or individual, but to consider the receptivity of the

human being, and the present scientific powers of society to educate,

or administer knowledge. That the human being is born without

knowledge, without innate ideas, and that every thing of an intel-

lectual kind is referrible to the senses, is an axiom resting not only upon
. the authority of John Locke, but has its higher authority in the sacred

scriptures, where the leading exhortations, with the conditional pro-

mises of future good, are to get knowledge and to act wisely, which is

distinguished in the New Testament^ as a second birth, moral birth,

or birth of mind, from first or physical birth, birth of body. The first

care required for the human being is that of the parent; the second,

beyond what parent might be capable of giving, is that of the society

of which the new individual has to become a member. Education,

then, is clearly, first, the business of the parent, and finally, beyond
what parent may be| capable of doing, the duty and business of so-

ciety.

^Ve have first to consider what is the extent of the receptivity of

the human being; and what is the power of society to educate.

The receptivity is limited in part by the variety of organization,

by the state of health, by capacity for, or attachment to, an acquaint-

ance with some arts and sciences in preference to others, and limited

in general only by the period of human life. Still, with regard to

temporal capacity to acquire knowledge, the receptivity ofthe human
beinop may be delared unlimited. As there will ever remain something
to be added, so the capacity to receive the addition is the property of

life in health. In the pursuit, acquisition, and extension of know-
ledge there is always something that may be done by every indivi-

dual member of society, and, consequently, in a larger degree by
society in its aggregate. The pursuit of knowledge and the crea-

tion of every facility by which it may be assisted and forwarded con-

stitute, then, the rationale of the individual human being and of so-

ciety.

The power of society to educate will be always greater than the

power of any individual, because it can concentrate a union of energy
for that purpose and form facilities or institutions beyond the power
of individual creation. A well-ordered community will become as

one family, with one interest, and with united energy to accomplish

every necessary and possible purpose for the increasing welfare of

each and of all.

Z Society then, as well as individuals, has its duty ; and the moral

responsibility of individuals can exist only in the ratio in which so-

ciety perforins that duly. It is the duty of society, with its aggre-

gate powers of legislation and government, to provide for, command,
and enforce the fullest possible education of each of itn members.
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Even tyranny, if penalties in such a case may be so called, is here to

be well applied, as it may be well applied, in the enforcement of

cleanliness, sobriety, and industry.

To those who pursue knowledge with ardour, it is known that there

is a great pleasure realized, which, for its solidity and permanency,
far exceeds any other incident to the human body. It is the immor-
tal pleasure of the soul, that knows no solicitude, administers comfort

under every affliction or disadvantage in life, keeps up a^bright hope
of the future, illumining with joy even the death-bed. This is in

fact, the chief good for mankind.
There is a higher social consideration than even the pleasure of

accumulating knowledge, which is that where virtues are not con-

stantly planted and in full growth, exhausting the energies of the soil,

the weeds of various vices wdl be springing up and destroying what
little virtue might have been planted. This consideration makes it

important that there be a fidl and systematic occupation of the twenty-

four hours of every day of the life of every human being, after a

capability to acquire knowledge has commenced. We are not car-

rying the question to a stoicism or asceticism : we see the necessity or

utility of amusement as well as instruction, of rational recreation and
exercise for health ; but even these may be made instructive and not

be time wasted or misspent.

In our towns and villages may be seen on the sabbath, and on the

evenings of other days, children, youth, and aged persons sauntering

about without any rational occupation of their time. Youth are en-

couraged to enter the places where intoxicating liquors are sold, and
the smoking of tobacco is made a habit; and this, for av ant of better

scenes, is considered the first criterion of manhood. The incipient

passions are inflamed by a general looseness and viciousness of con-

versation there found ; nothing but vice is there brilliant : wit,

humour, the laugh and song, all administer to viciousness of purpose
;

while, the liquor and tobacco intoxicating, the youth sallies out little

tlisposed to enter his quiet home, but ripe for mischief of any kind.

Hence robberies are planned and executed, seductions, rapes, and
murders consequent, and our gaols filled.

If you enter the gaol and can converse with the gaoler on the sub-

ject of prison discipline, you will find him lamenting that he has no
sufficient useful occupation for the time of the prisoners, and that he
knows not how to keep them all usefully employed. The conse-

quence is that the prisoners exchange and amalgamate their vices,

and p-o back to their several neijrhbourhoods worse characters than

when they were taken away. Severity is used, meals shortened, the

prisoner kept humble and slavish ; but all this hardens without cor-

rection for future liberation. Every pretence to educate in our gaols,

even at tiiis day, when much pretence is made, is a mockery. We
have never found one with a salaried schoolmaster who was not him-
self a prisoner, and there of necessity as a degraded being. There
is a chaplain and an increased amount of prayers. The prisoners

are trained to sing the psalms and conform to ceremony, as far as

the eye of gaoler or deputy can make them. But all this is compul-
sory ; there is neither willingness nor seriousness attending the cere-
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mony ; the prisoners come from it uninslructed, and are neither

taught to respect it, nor themselves, nor the laws and institutions of

their country.

The most easy and least expensive of all things to be attempted in

a prison would be a sufficient schooling. A regular and full change

of mind should be produced by education. This would be correction.

The best theory of mind extant proves that this may be done. It is

the proper repentance to be brought about for past misdeeds. It has

been proved that an active and proper application to change of

mind, and here we will say of wrong propensities, will accomplish

its purpose in two years. To such a change every criminal should

be made subject ; not by severity, by irons, by the lash, or by tor-

ture of any kind ; but by kindness, care of health, and a teaching of

a due sense of comforts, of individual and of general happiness.

The prisoner would soon learn that his imprisonment was correction,

not punishment ; he would become pleased and grateful, and society

would be acquitted of all imputation of outrage on person or de-

light in personal suffering, which is not now the case.

We have lately had a royal commission to enquire into punish-

ments inflicted in the army, and more particularly with regard to

flogging. Soldiers of every description have been examined, from

Field Marshal Arthur, Duke of Wellington, down to the private.

The evidence of the Duke of Wellington was clearly conscientious,

according to his taste and judgment, and be it remembered that we
are not among the duke's political revilers. The duke gave his sanc-

tion to the supposed necessity of continuing the system of flogging.

We carefully read his evidence, were pleased with some of the truths

it unfolded ; but throughout we saw the one great defect. The duke

paid the British army the compliment of saying that it was composed
of a worse set of individuals than entered into the composition of any

other army in Europe, that they were more troublesome to the

officers and more difficult to manage and discipline. The duke la-

mented that there was no proper occupation of the spare time the

soldier found in the army in time of peace. He advocated rational

pastimes, amusements, and recreations as properly belonging to the

soldier. But it does not appear to have entered the duke's mind that

the original fault of which he complained as belonging to the British

soldier was the want of education in the society from which the men
had been taken, and that the same continued want of education in

the army was a prima facie cause for-all its disorders,'in idle and bad

habits formed through unoccupied time. Here is the point. The
British army is not a school of science. Nothing would be more
easy and less expensive than so to make it. All the discipline, ar-

rangements, barracking, and settlement of a regiment would be the

necessary preliminaries for the formation of a school. 'I'here should

be no officer who was not a ripe and good scholar, and who would

not feel it an lionourahle employment to be assisting in the education

of tlie men. We should then soon have good officers and good men.
Whatever talent was latent in the men to qualify them for non-com-

missioned, and even for commissioned officers, would be drawn forth,

and be ready for use on all occasions. An army never need be idle
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in time of peace. It might be employed in public buildings, in pub-
lic roads, in viaducts and aqueducts, in the production of public stores,

and in every thing publicly useful. It might be so employed and
merit better pay than at present, possess more than present com-
forts.

No officer can be qualified to take an army into the field unless

he be a good mathematician and a good geometrician, unless he can

measure men and ground with his eye, and form geometrical figures

with men, ground, and surrounding objects. Military deploy is a
science peculiar to itself, and on particular occasions it might be of
great importance that every soldier should be a scientific man.
Hitherto no science has been studied or thought necessary for the

army but that of the engineer. But why might not every soldier

be trained an engineer? Such a training may occasionally, in active

service, be turned to a good purpose. If the duke will take this hint

and get it acted on he may soon find better men to compose the

British army. He may thus find a full, useful, and rational occupa-
tion of the time of the men, leaving them, at the proper time of their

discharge, all the better qualified to return and become useful mem-
bers in civil society.

Every thing turns upon this question of education. What is man?
First, the creature of an organization which may be viewed as a

series of propensities or passions; and then the creature of the cir-

cumstances by which he is surrounded in society. If the second be
bad, the first is thereby made worse. In no part of the history of
man can we find that he has been justly trained and dealt with. It

may be truly said of him that he has been born into a hostile world,

has been trained by example in a spirit of hostility, passes through
life cursing his fellows, and quits it in lamentation that man is not

better trained, or trained to more good.

There is a stupid notion, expressed by men who have very little

knowledge, that other men are not to be made better, but to be
made worse by knowledge. Yet they claim their little possessed

as an advantage, a superiority, and a qualification to rule. It was a
prevailing notion, forty years ago, that the working man should be
kept ignorant, for the purpose of forming an army. What a satire

on the then government ! Hence have arisen our floggings and other

brutalities, which sink us in comparison below any other people of
ancient or modern times. In England every domestic animal is

protected from violence except the human being. The human being
is forbidden by law to oflTer violence to any animal in common use;

but man is here encouraged by law and custom to whip his fellow

man in shreds to death ! This cannot be civilization. And even
now our counlry is disgraced by the ignorance and resolution of its

rulers maintaining that such a torturing system of death is essential

to the discipline and good order of the British army !

We think favourably of the duke of Wellington ; for, as far as

his knowledge helped nim, we have always thought him an active,

consistent, and efficient minister. It is, however, clear that he has

not sufficient knowledge, that he is not the man to take a lead as a

minister in the present day , for he does not appear to hold any idea
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of the necessity of human improvement through principles of edu-

cation. He is a good Tory but a bad Reformer.
Education is an unlimited question. In addition to all endowed

and unendowed schools, it applies to army, navy, church, prisons,

workhouses, and families. That which has hitherto been carried on
is only a mockery of what may be accomplished. We cannot pro-

perly judge of the constitution of man by what man has hitherto

been found. He is evidently a creature admitting of a very high

degree of cultivation ; and it is not only ignorance but madness that

withholds any thing of the kind from any human being. There is

no society on earth yet worthy of being called, or that can be truly

called, civilized. We grant exceptions as to individuals and families.

Civilization in society can only apply to that state wherein every
thing possible is done for mental culture. It cannot be associated

with any kind of superstition. Civilization must be the era of
science. It is a work of love in which all may assist. It is a work
of charity in which each has a duly to perform. It is a work of hope
and faith in the increasing happiness of the human race. It is a

work of self-love, for every man is degraded in a ratio with every
other man's degration. It is the truly catholic principle of Christian-

ity, that is to embrace all nations in one brotherhood, to " convert the

sword into a ploughshare and the spear into a pruning hook ; when
nations shall learn war no more, and every man sit down under his

own vine and his own fig tree."

The Preacher.

LINES TO THE POET THOMAS MOORE,

BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE MECHANIC'S SATURDAY NIGHT.'

Hail ! poet of Erin, thy soft flowing numbers
May vie with those hymns the light seraphim sigh

;

Each cold thought of earth 'neath thy sweet music slumbers.
And ecstacy lifts all the senses on high.

When thou warblest of love, O ! how charming thy measures.
And thrilling and sweet as the kisses you sing

!

O'er the spirit deep bliss and Elysian pleasures
Thy magic harp spreads as its silver chords ring.

When in mirth, too, thy music is gallantly sounding.
Throughout the rapt frame swiftly dart the proud lay.

Enchanting, and glowing, and ardently bounding.
Like heaven's bright fluid through ether's dark way.

And in sorrow, O ! then thou triumphantly soarest
O'er trembling mortality's tearful dim realms

;

And, tenderly mournful, the sad strain thou pourest.
And in the deep passion humanity whelms.

JIail ! poet of Erin, by fortune still slighted.

Long, long mayst thou wear the bright wreath thou hast won

;

Thy music shall live until all things are blighted,

'fhe life-breathing seasons, and light of the sun.
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LETTER TO BARON A. DE HUMBOLDT, ON THE
INVENTION OF THE MARINER'S COMPASS.

Sir,

' In a letter dated Potsdam, the 4th of January, 1834, you did me
the honour to ask information of me as to the period when the

Chinese became acquainted with the polarity of the needle, and of

their application of it to the compass. I had already, long before,

collected several passages and notes on this subject, but they were
insufficient to elucidate the question, and I should not, perhaps, yet

have thought of arranging and completing them, had not this occasion

of complying with your request presented itself. It will thus, if I be

not deceived, have turned to the benefit of science ; for, in seeking

an answer to your request, I have been fortunate enough to meet in

several Chinese books with facts which, from their number and im-

portance, enable me trace a nearly complete history of the invention

of the magnetic needle in China.

These facts I have now the honour to transmit to you, accompanying

them by a few observations relative to the antiquity of the knowledge of

the loadstone in Asia and in Europe. I add the nomenclature of

the epithets by which this extraordinary stone is known, as well as

that of the magnetic' needle, in the various idioms and dialects of

both these quarters of the globe. I should consider myself fortunate

vi'ere this undertaking to contribute to illuminate a point so curious

in the history of human civilisation, and were it to present any interest

to that portion of the learned world more particularly accustomed,

wherever it reads your name, to find remarkable discoveries or

interesting observations.

I must first assert it to be established that the ancients were
ignorant of the polarity of the loadstone, although it appears that

they had some vague notions of its property of attracting iron on one

side, and repelling it on the other. If, indeed, the Greeks and Romans
had really been acquainted with this polarity, there is no doubt that

it would have been mentioned by them, and the silence of Claudian

on this subject, who has left us some good lines on the loadstone,

would be inexplicable.

If Claudian had in the least suspected the polarity of the loadstone,

he would certainly not have failed to turn it to account in his allusion

to the imperturbability of the amorous passion he says exists between

this stone and iron. IBut neither with him, nor with any other writer

of classical antiquity, do we find a single word that may give suspicion

of an acquaintance with the direction of the loadstone towards the

pole. Several of the learned have discussed ex-profcsso the progress

of navigation amongst the ancients, and have collected all the

passages of Greek and Roman writers having the least affinity to the

marine ; but these industrious persons have vainly sought amongst

all these evidences, a single line giving rise to the conjecture that

the ancients had any acquaintance with the polarity of the loadstone,

or of the magnetic needle, and still less with the utility of this latter
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ill navigation. It is, indeed, indubitable that the Greek and Roman
mariners were completely ignorant of the use of the nautical compass,
and that they were principally guided in their voyages by the stars

during night, and by their knowledge of the coasts and islands during
the day.

Vincent de Beauvais and Albert the Great cite, indeed, a passage
from an Arabic book on stones, ascribed to Aristotle, in which the

question of the polarity of the loadstone and its use in the navy is

distinctly referred to; but we shall see presently that this passage is

merely a note interpolated by some copyist in the Arabic text of this

book. I will now request permission to call your attention to the

various names by which the loadstone is designated in the several

idioms of Europe and Asia. This nomenclature appears to me rather

curious, as it demonstrates that in countries the furthest removed from
each other analogous denominations are sfiven to this mineral, all

derived from its wonderful properties.

The most ancient name for the loadstone to be found amongst
G reek authors is that of stone of Hercules, or rather stone of Heraclea,

a town situated at the foot of Mount Sipylas in Lydia. It appears that

this town afterwards received the name of Magnesia, and that then

the loadstone was called stone of Magnesia, and commonly magnes,
and magueies. We see also in Hesycliius that it was called stone of
Lydia, because it came from that country ; Zidrjplrrjg \i5oc, because
it is of the nature of iron ; and Sextus Empiricus gives it the name of
Sioijpa X'x^' because it attracts that metal.

Marcellus Empiricus, physician to Theodosius the Great, says that

the loadstone called antiphyson attracts and repels iron. These last

words are the inore remarkable as proving that in the fourth

century of our era the two opposite properties of the loadstone were
known, that of attracting and that of repelling iron. It is this last

that is expressed by the word antiphyson, which indicates the

loadstone to breathe against iron, to repel it. But a passage by
Manethon, cited by Plutarch (de Iside et Osiride), gives rise to a
suspicion that the Egyptians had long before entertained the same
ideas about the loadstone : for they called it bone of Horns, and the

iron, bone of Typhon. Considering nature in its state of union and
decomposition under the symbol of Horus and Typhon, they fancied

a resemblance to these two states in the action of the loadstone on
the iron, according as this stone attracts or repels this metal. The
Romans, to whom the Greeks taught the knowledge of the loadstone,

preserved with its name of magnes the tradition of the origin of this

denomination, as is evident from the lines of Lucretius.
" Quem magnela vocant patrio de nomine Graii

:

Magnetum, quia sit patrus in montibus ortus."

According to Nicander, cited bv Pliny (lib. 36, cap. IG), it was the

shepherd Magnes, who, leading his flocks to pasture, found himself
attracted towards a loadstone mine by the nails of his shoes. Isidorus

(Originuin, lib. 16, cap. 4) follows Nicander, but places the event in

Indiii. The account of this latter was repeated in the Miroir du
Monr/e of Vincent de Beauvais, who wrote towards the year 1250:
" Mngnes" saya hv, " est bipis indicus, ab inventore vocatvs. Fuit
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autem in India primum repertus, clavis crepidarim baculique cuspid^

hcBvens, cum idem magnes armenta piasceret ; postea passim est

inventus." Another Latin name for the loadstone, equally in use in

the middle ages, was that of adamas, although this name originally

designated the diamond. Cardinal "James de Vitry, who, about the

year 1218, wrote his Oriental History, thus expresses himself:
" Ada)7iasin India reperitur ferrum occulta quddam naturd ad se

trahit. Acus ferrea postquam adamentem contigerit, ad stellam, sep-

tentrionalem, qua velut axis fermamenti aliis vergentibus, non movetur

semper convertitur : unde valde necessarius est navigantibus in mari,"

In the Glossary of Ducange, the word adamas is rendered also by
magnes, and in French by aimant. This celebrated lexicographer

derives it from the Latin verb udamare ; but it does not seem very

probable that aimant in French should come from the adamas of

corrupt Latin. The learned Carpentier, author of the Supplement to

the Glossary o^ Ducange has therefore on this point endeavoured to

refute his illustrious predecessor, by saying of the word adatnas,

" Videtur esse magnes. Gall, aimant, vox Grcecce originis. At vero

nostris olini adamas priiis dicebatur aimant, qudmvocaretur d.\am2inl

;

quae utraque vox a verbo adamas originem habet."

The word 'Adafiac, that some lexicographers have supposed to be

derived from a^a^aw

—

that cannot be subdued (thus the indomitable),

appears to me to be of oriental origin, and to come from almas, that

is still the general name for the diamond throughout the whole of

Upper Asia. It cannot be supposed that almas is rather a derivative

from adamas, for it was through Upper Asia that the Greeks ac-

quired a knowledge of the diamonds of India, Europe having no

mines of that precious stone.

The Italians give to the loadstone the name of calamita, a word of

which it is difficult to ascertain the origin; but the term is ralherGreek

than Italian, for the modern Greeks still call the loadstone KaXa^i'ru.

Several of the learned have indulged the unfortunate idea of wishing

to find this word in the Hebrew khallamich, which signifies flint, rock,

hard stone—epithets unsuitable to the loadstone. The only probable

explanation of the word calamita appears to me to have been given by
G. Fournier, who says, " They (the French mariners) call it also

catamite, the true meaning of which in French is a green frog,

because, before the discovery of the invention of suspending

and balancing the magnetic needle on a pivot, our ancestors enclosed

it in a glass phial half full of water, and made it, by means of two

small motes, float on the water like a frog. Hugo Bertius, wlio

lived in the time of Saint Louis, at the same period, or nearly, with

Guyot de Provins, says, that this was the device the sailors of his

days made use of to find out the north in the night." I am of

the opinion of the learned Jesuit in the main, but the word catamite

to designate the little green frog-, called now the graisset, the raine,

or the rainette, is Greek, as we see from the following passage of

Pliny : " Ea rana qiiam Grceci calamitem vacant, quoniam inter

arundineSfJruticesque vivat, minima omnium est et viridissitna.^' The
word calamita, to denote the loadstone, is likewise used in other Eu-

ropean idioms. We meet again with it in the dialect of the Latin
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tongue of Surset, with the Bosnians, the Croatians, and in the Slavonic

dialect of the Windesor Vendes of Styria.

The following are the various denominations of the loadstone in

the other languages of Europe :

—

In Spanish and Portuguese it is called iman, which is the same
word as loadstone. In the latter of these two lansruagres it also bears

the name ofpcdra de ceoar, stone that feeds or attracts (iron).

The term imana is likewise received in the Basque. The Basquese

are known to be inclined to derive all the words in the universe

from the supposed roots of their language ; so F. Manuel de Larra-

mendi does not fail to say in his dictionary, " Imana, es voz bascon-

gada, cut/o origen puede ser, 6 de toman, ioeman, el que da subida, y
ascenso, como esta piedra, que en la virtud atractiva tiene esto, y se

lo comunica al hierro : 6 de io, yoman, yoeman, dar con el tacto, y el

iman da su virtud al hierro : b de io, yoman yoeman, dur con el tacto,

yet ima7i da su virtud al hierro, tocandolo : o de que iman es sincope de

arriman, arrimanea, piedra primorosa, prodigiosa, como es el imdn
en sus qualidades

.''

In modern Greek it is called fiayvy'iTjjQ, and also KaXafiira.

In Brezonic, or corrupt dialect of Bretagne, aiman, and moentoiiich,

or mean-touich (touch-stone).

In German, magnet.

In Dutch, magneet-steen (loadstone), and zeyl-steen (stone to

sail by).

In Danish, magneet.

In Swedish, magnet and segel-sten (stone to sail by), as vtrell as

seger-sten (victorious stone).

In Icelandic, leider-stein (leading-stone).

In English, loadstone (sione that guides).

In Irish the loadstone is called cloc iarranghtha, that is to say, the

stone that attracts to itself, or simply tarrangart, the drawer.

In the Romance, or the language of the Grisons, the dialect of

Surselva, magnet.
In the Cymric, or Welsh language, ehedfaen, from ehed, flight

;

tywysfaen, from tywys, conductor ; maen-tynu, stone that attracts.

In Hungarian, magnet ko, loving-stone.

In Russian, viagnit.

It is a remarkable fact that almost all denominations of the load-

stone in Europe are found also, as regards signification, in the lan-

guages of Asia. Might we not say, indeed, that the French word
aimant is but a translation of thsu chy, which in Chinese is the most
common name for the loadstone, and signifies loving-stone, or that

which loves. The celebrated naturalist Li tchi tchin, who finished

his Pen thsao kang mote about the year 1580, says on this subject,

" If this stone had not a love for iron it would not make it come to

it." Eight centuries and a half before this author, the same obser-

vation was made by Tchhin thsang khi :
*' The loadstone," says he,

" attracts iron like a tender mother who makes her children come to

her, and it is for this reason that it has received its name."
The name of hiuan chy, that is to say, blackish or deep blue stone,

is likewise given.

K1.APR0TU.
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The Chinese : A General Description of the Empire of China and

its inhabitants. By John Fkancis Davis, Esq., F.R.S., &c. In

Two Volumes. Charles Knight.

Till of late years, it may be said of us as a nation that we derived all

our knowledge respecting China from the works of Du Halde, Abbe Grosier,

De Guignes, and sundry papers dispersed through various publications, which,

if valuable, were seldom at hand. This being admitted, one is not a little

ashamed, on taking a retrospective view of our intercourse with China, that

among so many English residents, and trading for so long a period as they

did at Canton, there was not one who sought a thorough acquaintance with

the language and literature of that nation, respecting which our information

was insignificant and contemptible prior to the days of Staunton, Morrison,

and Milne ; but, since the compilation of Grammars, Dictionaries, and ele-

mentary works, we have not only surpassed our fathers, as to the acquire-

ment of the Chinese language, but have produced works of fiction, both in

prose and poetry, from her literature, dressed in native costume, as well as

works of history and general literature ; and, if we thus continue to advance,

the treasures of knowledge and wisdom which have been sealed up within her

own territories will, at no distant peiiod, be familiar to the European reader

generally. We are happy to announce to our numerous readers a work just

published by Mr. Davis, entitled "The Chinese," a kind of historic descrip-

tion of the empire and its inhabitants. It is chiefly a compilation of what
has appeared in print, in this and in other countries, woven together with

the information Mr. Davis acquired during a long residence in China. Such
a work has long been wanted. A similar work was suggested to M. Remusat,

by us, about a year before his death ; and we doubt not, had he lived, he

would have undertaken it. The present work is highly creditable to Mr.
Davis's industry and research. It is got up in a popular style; and the

frequent allusions which it contains to corresponding customs, maxims, &c.,

among other people and nations, render it an entertaining work. We cannot,

however, think with Mr. Davis that the existence of similar. usages and

maxims in other countries furnishes any proof that the Chinese must, of

necessity, have derived them from either their neighbours or visitors. In

many cases, we should rather consider them as remarkable coincidences.

Mr. Davis has devoted the first three chapters of his work to an epitome

of European intercourse with China, and other matters highly interesting to

the historian and philanthropist. The fifth chapter contains a summary
of Chinese History ; but thirty-two pages are allotted to the events of this

ancient and extensive empire, which, according to Mr. Davis's reckoning,

has existed from 2100 years before Christ to the reigning emperor Taou kwang,

comprising a period of 3930 years. As to its general information, we deem,

it inferior to Gutzlaff's " History of the Reigns of the Emperors," and even that

work is very far from being correct. We beg to differ from Mr. Davis re-

specting the heroes of the history of the San-kwo ; and at the same time we
think that the person who first awakened Mr. Davis's attention to Chinese

poetry is capable of forming an opinion of that work as well as himself,

though he be but a plebeian.
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The sixth section treats of government and legislation. At page 201,

speaking of fundamental principles of government, Mr. Davis remarks,
" It is well known that parental authority is the model or type of political

rule in China—that natural restraint to which almost every man finds him-
self subject at the earliest dawn of his perceptions. Influenced, perhaps, by
a consideration of the lasting force of early impressions on the human mind,

the legislators of the country have thought that they should best provide for

the stability of their fabric by basing it on that principle which is the most
natural and familiar to every one from infancy, and the least likely ever to be

called in question.
" There is nothing more remarkable in their ritual, and in their criminal

code, than the exact parallel which is studiously kept up between the relations

in which every person stands to his own parents, and to the Emperor. For

similar offences against both he suffers similar punishments ; at the death of

both he mourns the same time, and goes the same period unshaven ; and

both possess nearly the same power over his person. Thus he is bred up to

civil obedience, ' tenero ah uiigui,' with every chance of proving a quiet

subject at least. Such institutions certainly do not denote the existence of

much liberty ; but, if peaceful obedience and universal order be the sole

objects in view, they argue, on the part of the- governors, some knowledge

of human nature, and an adaptation of the means to the end.
" In the book of Sacred Instructions, addressed to the people, founded on

their ancient writings, and read publicly by the principal magistrates on the

days that correspond to the new and full moon, the sixteen discourses of

which it consists are headed by that which teaches the duties of children to

parents, of juniors to elders, and (thence) of the people to the Government.

The principle is extended thus, in a quotation from the sacred books ;
—

' In

our general conduct, not to be orderly is to fail in filial duty ; in serving our

Sovereign, not to be faithful is to fail'in filial duty ; in acting as a magistrate,

not to be careful is to fail in filial duty ; in the intercourse of friends, not to

be sincere is to fail in filial duty ; in arms and in war not to be brave is to

fail in filial duty.' The claims of elders are enforced thus :

—'The duty to

parents and the duty to elders are indeed similar in obligation ; for he who
can be a pious son will also prove an obedient younger brother ;

and he who
is both will, while at home, prove an honest and orderly subject, and in active

service, from home, a courageous and faithful soldier • • • • May you all, O
soldiers and people, conform to these our instructions, evincing your good

dispositions by your conduct and actions, each fulfilling his duty as a son

and a junior, according to the example which is left you by the wise and holy

men of former times. The wisdom of the ancient Emperors, Yaou and Shun,

had its foundation in these essential ties of human society. Mencius has

said, " Were all men to honour their kindred and respect their elders, the

world would be at peace." '

" But the Government does not confine itself to preaching ; doinestic re-

bellion is treated in nearly all respects as treason, being, in fact, petit treason.

A special edict of the last Emperor went beyond the established law in a case

which occurred in one of the central provinces. A man and his wife had

beaten and otherwise severely ill-used the mother of the former. This being

reported by the Viceroy to Peking, it was determined to enforce in a signal

manner the fundamental principle of the empire. The very place where it

occurred was anathematized, as it were, and made accursed. The principal

offenders were put to death. The mother of the wife was bambooed, branded,

and exiled for her daughter's crime. The scholars of the district for three years

were not permitted to attend the public examination, and their promotion

thereby stopped. Themagistrates weredeprivedoftheiroflSceandbanished. The

house in which the offenders dwelt was dug up from the foundations. ' Let

the Viceroy,' the edict adds, ' make known this proclamation, and let it be

dispersed through the whole empire, that the people may all learn it. And if
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there be any rebellious children who oppose, beat, or degrade, their parents,

they shall be punished in like manner. If ye people indeed know the reno-
vating principle, then fear and obey the imperial will, nor look on this as

empty declamation. For now, according to this case of Teng-chen, wherever
there are the like I resolve to condemn them, and from my heart strictly:

charge you to beware. I instruct the magistrates of every province severely^

to vi'arn the heads of families and elders of villages, and on the 2d and 16tb'

of every month to read the Sacred Institutions, in order to show the import---

ance of the relations of life, that persons may not rebel against their parents
—-for I intend to render the empire filial.' This was addressed to a population
estimated commonly at 300,000,000.
" It is the business of the first of the ' Four Books ' of Confucius to in-

culcate, that from the knowledge and government of oneself must proceed
the proper economy and government of a family ; from the government of

a family, that of a province and of a kingdom. The Emperor is called the

father of the empire ; the Viceroy, of the province over which he presides ;

and the mandarin, of the city which he governs; and the father of every

family is the absolute and responsible ruler of his own household. Social

peace and order being deemed the one thing needful, this object is very steadi-

ly and consistently pursued. The system derives some of its efficacy from
the habitual and universal inculcation of obedience and deference, in unbroken
series, from one end of society to the other ; beginning in the relation of

children to their parents, continuing through that of the young to the aged,

of the uneducated to the educated, and terminating in that of the people to

their rulers.

" The great wealth of the empire, the cheerful and indefatigable industry

of the people, and their unconquerable attachment to their country, are all

of them circumstances which prove that, if the Government is jealous in

guarding its rights, it is not altogether ignorant or unmindful of its duties.

We are no unqualified admirers of the Chinese system, but would willingly

explain, if possible, some of the causes which tend to the production of

results whose existence nobody pretends to deny. In practice there is of

course a great deal of inevitable abuse, but upon the whole, and with relation

to ultimate effects, the machine works well ; and we repeat that the surest

proofs of this are apparent on the very face of the most cheerfully indus-

trious and orderly, and the most wealthy, nation of Asia. It may be observed

that we make great account of the circumstance of cheerful industry ; because

this characteristic, which is the first to strike all visitors of China, is the best

proof in the world that the people possess their full share of the results of

their own labour. Men do not toil either willingly or effectively for hard

masters.
" It is deserving of remark that the general prosperity and peace of China

has been very much promoted by the diffusion of intelligence and education

through the lower classes. Among the countless millions that constitute the

empire, almost every man can read and write sufficiently for the ordinary

purposes of life, and a respectable share of these acquirements goes low down
in the scale of society. Of the sixteen discourses which are periodically

read to the people, the eighth inculcates the necessity of a general acquaint-

ance with the penal laws, which are printed purposely in a cheap shape.

They argue that, as men cannot properly be punished for what they do not

know, so likewise they will be less liable to incur the penalty if they are

made duly acquainted with the prohibition. This seems a very necessary

branch of what has been called 'preventive justice, upon every principle of

reason, of humanity, and of sound policy, preferable in all respects to

punishing justice.'

"

At page 261, respecting Infanticide, Mr. Davis has the following judicious

remarks :

—

" One important circumstance has very naturally rendered this people

obnoxious to severe censure—the infanticide of female children. The pre-
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sumed extent of this practice has been brought as an argument against the

prevalence of parental feeling in China ; but we believe that the amount of

it has, by most writers, been overrated. No doubt but, in occasional in-

stances of female births, infanticide does exist ; but these cases certainly

occur only in the chief cities, and the most crowded population, where the

difficulty of subsistence takes away all hope from the poorest persons of being

able to rear their offspring. The Chinese are in general peculiarly fond of

their children, and the attachment seems to be mutual. The instances at

Canton (a very crowded and populous place) of the bodies of infants being

seen floating are not frequent, and may reasonably, in some cases, be attri-

buted to accident, where such multitudes are brought up from their birth in

small boats. There never was a more absurd blunder than to charge to in-

fanticide those instances in which the infants are found floating with a hollow

gourd about their persons, as if the gourd were a part of the system of expo-

sure ! Why, the very object of attaching these gourds to the children living

in boats is to save them from the risk of being drowned, and to float them
until they can be pulled out of the water. That children should sometimes

be found drowned, in spite of this precaution, is possible enough ; but to

consider the gourds as part and parcel of their fate is about as reasonable

and correct as if somebody should attribute all the deaths in England, from

drowning, to the exertions of the Humane Society.
" The Roman Catholic fathers, with all their complete and intimate know-

ledge of China, had a trick of giving their own colouring to such matters as

bore in any way upon the honour and glory of the mission. We have seen

that they dealt now and then in miracles : the mere over-statement, therefore,

of the practice of infanticide was natural enough, when connected with the

object ; and Du Halde gives a pompous account of the fruits of the mission-

ary exertions. The merit, however, was peculiar, and of an equivocal kind
;

for, instead of attempting on most occasions to save the lives of the children

doomed to be drowned, they or their proselytes walked about to the houses,

baptizing the new-born infants previous to death—a cheap, rapid, and easy

work of charity."

The second volume, which contains twelve chapters, embraces a vast variety

of subjects. Three chapters are devoted to the religions of Confucius, Budha,
and Taou ; the remainder to literature, science, natural history, and com-
merce. The limits allotted to the notice of recent publications will not per-

mit us to follow him through all his meanderings- Suffice it to say that we
highly approve of the work.
We are sorry that Mr. Davis has adopted a different orthography to express

the sound of Chinese characters from that adopted by Dr. Morrison. The evil of

having no fixed standard of orthography is apparent among our French friends

and other continental nations, where the sound is not accompanied by the

character ; as it is almost impossible, even by a tolerably good scholar, to

know what they are writing about. We do not take on ourselves to defend
the Doctor's system of orthography ; but it seems a pity that because Chinese
teachers differ from each other, according to their locality (though speaking

the Mandarin tongue), pronouncing some characters longer or shorter, all

tiie variety of sounds thus occasioned should be propagated, in publishing

f^nglish works, to the bewilderment of the young student, who must seek in

vain for such sounds in the only work of any use to him in acquiring the lan-

guage. Mr. Davis for She-king writes Shy-king, for Le-king Ly-king,

for Che-hwang-te Chyhoang-ty, for Kwo-fung kui!-foong. for Heen, Hien,

&c. &c. An evil of this kind was obsei-vable in the pamphlets lately published

respecting China. One of the writers for the word Man, generally rendered

Barbarian, but which should have been translated southern people, spelt it

Mwan; the consequence was the other writer, a Chinese scholar too, did

not know where to look for the character in Dr. Morrison's Dictionary, the

latter sound not occurring in that work. As Mr. Davis received his first

lessons in the language from the Doctor, it appears rather uncourteous.

M. M,^No. 6. 2 I
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The Nursery Book. Darton and Son.

This is a beaut-ifully got up little work. It is exactly suited to the tastes

of children ; for its numerous drawings will please their eye, while its letter-

press informs their minds. It is well conceived and well executed.

Charges against Custom and Public Opinion. By the Rev. H. Jef*

FREYs, A.M., Senior Chaplain, Bombay. Smith, Elder, and Co.

No adequate notion of the nature of this little work can be formed from the

title page. The object of the author is to induce the respectable portion of

society to abstain from the use of ardent spirits, in order that others may not

abuse them. He maintains that the crime of drunkenness now prevails to

such an extent as to render it the duty of all who wish well to the human
race to do every thing in their power to put it down ; and he conceives that if

those who are actuated by right principles, and move in respectable society,

were to cease using spirituous liquors, it would contribute very much to dis-

countenance the drinking of them altogether. No man can question the

excellence of the rev. gentleman's motives ; but, constituted as society is at

present, we doubt the practicability of his suggestions. The work displays

talent, but the diction is quaint and stiff, and there are a good many repeti-

tions of the same sentiments.

Speaking of the evil and misery produced by drinking, the author says :

—

" It is, perhaps, not too much to say that the spirit-cask alone has caused

more human crime, and made more human tears to flow than any other cause

of crime and misery that ever cursed the earth ; or, perhaps, than all other

causes of human misery put together. We know where it is said, ' As a man
soivs, so shall he reap ;' and that a man's sin often becomes his punishment.

The object of this horrid custom may be stated in general to be this :
—

' To
raise the tone of the animal spirits, by unnatural means, and to produce a

forced laughter and a fictitious joy ; and the end of it is that there is no
cause on earth so prolific of tears, and misery, and sorrow.

"There is not, perhaps, in all the millions of England, a single individual

who has not either been made miserable in his own family, or known of some
other family within the compass of his observation whose peace has been

marred and blighted, by this widely extended evil. If we consider what has

been again and again said of it, but which ought to be again and again re-

peated, till the public, like the Unjust Judge, by our importunity, is made to

hear, ' That ardent spirit is the cause of three-fourths of the poverty, disease,

crime, and misery of England ; that it fills our alms-houses with poor, our

asylums with maniacs, our grave-yards with premature mortality ; that it

furnishes the victims for the scaffold, and peoples hell with its inhabitants,

—

that region of never-ending despair and woe. If, to this mass of misery, we
add the grief, and shame, and tears of relations and friends,—and if we still

further add all that are in any way corrupted by their example, or injured by
their crimes,—if we add all these woes together, and then reflect that it is

no exaggeration, but a sober truth, that the spirit-cask is the author of them
all, we must admit, that the price that is paid for it is the price of blood,

—

that he who lives by the sale of it lives upon the tears of his fellow-creatures,

upon the wreck and ruin of their happiness, both temporal and eternal,—and
that he who buys it, or encourages the sale of it, or lends to it his respecta-

bility, is (however little he may intend it) an assistant and abettor of the very

: worst demon that ever cursed the earth. Therefore, charity requires us to

;. suppose that all who have any thing to do with it are perfectly insane and
" mad on this subject, and unable to put two rational propositions together on
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any matter that relates to it ; for it is not to be conceived that, with the eyes

of their understanding open, they would commit these cruelties and abet these

crimes. But, what is more mad than all, some people will coolly talk about

the benefits and advantages of ardent spirits, in the face of inflictions and ca-

lamities like these. Why, even supposing them to have all the advantages

that their warmest advocates ever assigned to them, to pretend to weigh these

against the mass of crime and misery they occasion, and to defend them on

such grounds as these, is positively worse than the drivelling of an idiot.

Common sense must sit on thorns when she is obliged to listen to such mi-

serable drivelling, and to hear persons who are, to all outward appearance,

looking rational, proving themselves insane !"

The author afterwards again adverts to the evils produced by the consump-

tion of ardent spirits, and then goes on to maintain that much might be done

by the co-operation of respectable people to avert the progress of drunkenness.

" But to return to the more immediate thread of our argument. You say I

have exaggerated the evils produced by the sale of ardent spirit. I deny it.

Ask the physicians of our hospitals, the keepers of our alms-houses, peniten-

tiaries, and jails. Ask the judges of the land, and by their testimony it will

appear that there is quite mischief and misery enough produced by the sale of

ardent spirit to make it the desire of every good man to put an end to it

;

and he who can put his own gratification in competition with such an object

as this, or even look coldly and carelessly upon it—an object which is the

very salvation cf his country, and the rescue of thousands from misery both

temporal and eternal—is in such an unnatural state of soul that it seems to

me that custom must have ' eaten up his understanding, and put stones into

his heart.' Remember, I pushed the dealer hard with some questions about

his nine respectable casks, which he could not answer, and which I defy him

to answer. Take care, reader, that you do not buy any one of the nine ! If

you do, you are answerable for all the guilt and mischief perpetrated by the

tenth, and the blood of those that perish by it is upon your head. Be not de-

ceived, God is not mocked,—quibbles, evasions, exceptions, and excuses, are

of no avail with him. He sees the very essence of things in ' their spirit and

their truth,' and he will require this blood at your hands ; except indeed he

absolve you' on account of your insanity. But then he knows how far the

insanity itself is guilt. Respectable members of society ! millions of England !

how much have you to answer for if you abet or encourage this accursed

trade ! It is positively in your power, if you will unite as one man and for-

swear it for ever, to stamp it with disgrace, to bring it to shame, the buying,

the selling, and the using of it, and thus to drive it out of your country, and to

put an end for ever to all the crime and misery it occasions. You can, if you

will, positively bring such disgrace upon it that a man who is going to drink

a glass of spirits will feel just as he would if he were going to steal. He will

skulk into the dark to do it. Or, if it be daylight, he will look anxiously be-

hind and around him, to see if any body is looking at him- Public opinion

is able to effect all this to the uttermost; so utterly, and entirely, and help-

lessly do we think and feel according to the mode of thinking and feeling of

the day and generation in which we live. It is true public opinion is now
against us. But, if you will unite as one man, it is in your power to change

public opinion whenever you please. Nay, by acting right you will awaken

up a riylit feeling in your own bosoms, which you cannot summon at the

mere bidding of the will. And a right feeling will arise in the bosoms of all,

and the delusion, and the insanity, and the thraldom and bondage of our un-

derstandings and feelings in this matter will be dispelled. Thus it will be

found that public opinion is not like the law of the Medes and Persians, that

cannot be changed, but that a union of all that is respectable in England can

turn the tide. Because custom and public opinion are now mad upon the

subject, it does not follow that they are never to come to their senses. And,

to encourage us in this noble effort, it should be remembered that, although
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custom be now an enemy to our good cause, yet, when once the tide is turn-

ed, he will become a powerful and prevailing friend. The tide of public opi-

nion is mighty, both for good aiid for evil. As, on the one hand, there is no-

thing so absurd, and wicked, and mad, but that public opinion is able to sanc-

tion it, and make it appear right, and just, and reasonable ; so, on the other

hand, there is no folly or absurdity so rooted in the opinions of men but that

an altered tide of public opinion is able to sweep it away. We have already

quoted the authority of our great national poet to prove that custom is a
monster,

' Who all sense doth eat

Of habit's devil ;'

but we shall now quote the remainder of the same magnificent passage ; for

it contains matter to encourage, to animate, and to cheer us on with the hope
of victory ! For the poet, still speaking of the strange and mighty power of

custom, goes on to say that he
' Is angel yet in this.

That to the use of actions fair and good
He doth likewise give a frock or livery.

That aptly is put on.'

This part of the passage also applies to the customs of nations, to the full as

powerfully as to the habits of individuals. Custom is now our foe ; but let him
once be our friend, and he will become our all-powerful advocate, and bring

the whole world over to our side. But do you ask how we are to change
these foolish customs, and to turn the tide of public opinion ? The answer
to this question may be found by asking another. How did these silly drink-

ing customs and foolish courtesies arise ? They arose from the power of imi-

tation. It is indeed true that they too often strengthen into appetite, but
they almost always begin at first in mere imitation, and spread till they be-

come the fashion of the day. The answer then is plain, when it is asked

—

what we are to do. We must all combine and conspire to set up a better

fashion for the world to imitate. Hundreds may be convinced by our argu-

ments, but millions will be caught by imitation, if we can once set up a bet-

ter fashion. Indeed, most men's minds are so constructed that even if they
understand they cannot feel our arguments, till after we have got fashion on
our side. Hence a timely and skilful appeal to the principle of imitation

has sometimes almost wrought miracles."

A Summer in Spain ; being the Narrative of a Tour made in the

Summer of 1835. Smith, Elder, and Co.

This small volume appears at an opportune period, and is likely to be read
with interest. It is pleasantly written, and contains many interesting parti-

culars respecting the state of Spain at the present time. The author is a de-
cided partizan of the Queen. The following extract, relative to the contest

going on between the Liberals and the Carlists, will be read with interest :

—

" The news of Zumalncarregui's death, and the consequent raising of the
siege of fiilboa, caused a great sensation at Valencia. The liberal press

teemed with panegyrics on the people of Bilboa, who were often ranked with
the heroes of Saguntura and Saragossa; odes addressed to them appeared in

almost every newspaper, and a heroic poem was published at Valencia, in I

know not how many books, entitled, 'The Defence of Bilboa.' That the peo-
ple of Bilboa behaved well on that occasion is well known : but it certainly

cannot be called a verj' desperate aflFair, when they only lost about twenty
men.

" Had Znmalacarregui lived, there is little doubt hut that Bilboa would
have been taken (I have heard this confessed more than once, even by the

Queen's officers), and in that case the liberal cause would have received a se-

vere blow. Not only would Carlos have obtained possession of a considera-
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ble town and a seaport, but the moral effects of the victory, by inspiring his

troops with new courage, and hopes of success, and by discouragingthe Queen's

troops, at that time suffering greatly from sickness, would have been great.

Bilboa is no great distance from Burgos, which is within a few days' march

of Madrid ; and it is easy to foresee what an army, flushed with victory, and

confiding in its general, might have done. We must remember, too, that at

that time none of the foreign auxiliaries had arrived, and that the greatest

dissatisfaction prevailed, both with the Regent and her ministry, in whom
the nation placed no confidence ; in short, all was doubt and uncertainty.

But, by the death of the Carlist general, the face of affairs was completely

altered. In that man were centered the hopes of Nicholas and his allies, the

French legitimists, and the English conservatives, and with him they died.

Don Carlos immediately retired from Bilboa, for his army was then without

a head, and the Spaniards had time to look about them. Their first step was

to shut up the convents, and this was done with less bloodshed than might

have been expected, from their determined hatred to the friars ; their second

was to demand the deposition of Toreno, and the establishment of a liberal

ministry, and in this they were successful. Meanwhile, Carlos retired to the

mountains, and, after mature deliberation, appointed the Virgin successor to

Zumalacarregui, being well aware that neither he himself, nor any one of his

followers, was capable of supplying his late general's place.

" Even under such distinguished patronage, the arms of alleged legitimacy

do not appear to have met with any success, as no movement of importance

has taken place since the retreat from Bilboa. Exiled princes seldom succeed

in their attempts to recover their thrones ; for such is their infatuated love of

power that they engage in the most desperate enterprizes without reflecting

on the difficulties they have to contend with. The signal failures of the Stuarts

in Scotland, and of the Bourbons in Brittany and La Vendee, might have

taught Don Carlos, if indeed he ever heard of these events, that his enterprize

was attended with little prospect of success. His good fortune at first arose

from his having an active and enterprising general, but more from the imbeci-

lity of the Queen's government. Zumalacarregui was allowed to organize, it

is said, sixteen battalions in xNavarre, before Carlos returned to Spain. This

number is probably exaggerated ; but the very fact of troops being allowed to

collect openly is a striking ^proof of the weakness of the government at that

time. The armies sent aga'inst the rebels were ill appointed, badly officered,

and worse commanded ; for Mina did nothing, and Valdez gave up to his

enemy nearly the one-half of the French frontier, whence all their supplies

are received. The fact is, the Spaniards, though not deficient in bravery,

make bad troops : for, though in modern warfare they have distinguished

themselves in defending towns and strong positions, they never can be com-

pared in the field with either French, British, or German. There is a want of

energy in the Spanish character, a 'devil-may-care' sort of humour, that

makes them take things as they find them, which has ever been the greatest

bar to the improvement of the nation. This feeling, though wearing off

amongst the intelligent classes, is still quite observable amongst the peasantry

and lower orders, and this, in my opinion, joined with their hatred of subor-

dination, prevents their being good soldiers.

" Zumalacarregui was an ambitious enterprising man, and a good soldier
;

and with his knowledge of the country, and of his troops, he found no difli-

culty in keeping at bav the ill-appointed expeditions sent against him. Upon
that man alone, I consider, the cause of Don Carlos and his party rested ; but,

even whilst he lived, his chances of success were small; for, even supposing he

had got possession of Madrid, the provinces would very probably have risen

en masse against him, when reduced to the last extremity, as they did during

Napoleon's invasion.
" Ever since the death of the Carlist chief, matters have evidently been

fallin back with the /oo<iou«. The fact is, they want a head ;
their move-
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ments appear to be made without design, each petty chief acting on his own
responsibility ; for Carlos himself is a man quite unfit to direct the operations

of his followers : it is generally believed that he is even deficient in personal

courage. On the other hand, their opponents are daily acquiring numbers

and confidence, and they are commanded by a man of undoubted courage,

whatever his other qualities may be. It \ is not likely, therefore, that

Carlos will now attempt a descent upon the low country ; he never dared to

leave the mountains during the lifetime of his general, and, if he did so now,

the attempt would certainly be attended with the ruin of his followers. I

therefore look upon his cause as hopeless ; for he has no prospect of assist-

ance, either foreign or domestic ; his credit he lost with Zumalacarregui ; and

it is not very probable that a Scythian army will march to his assistance.

"Yet, though unable to act on the offensive, his partizans may still carry

on a guerilla warfare for some time; in short, until the Queen's government

can muster troops sufficient to occupy the whole country in a military manner.

Then will Don Carlos scamper off, and leave his misguided partizans to their

fate, as other princes have done on similar occasions."

The volume is well worthy of perusal. We only wish it had embraced a

greater variety of details.

A Day in the Woods; a Connected Series of Tales and Poems. By
Thomas Miller, Basket-Maker. Smith, Elder, and Co.

This 'volume is ushered into the world under peculiar circumstances. Mr
Miller has hitherto, and does still, follow the humble occupation of a basket-

maker, by which he has contrived to support himself, his wife, and family.

The volume, on the advice of his literary friends, has been published, in the

hope of being thereby enabled to better his circumstances in life. We
trust his expectations will be realized. But, apart from a mere kindly dispo-

sition to aid a struggling and virtuous man, the work is deserving of patron-

age on the ground of its literary merits. It displays a mind of much native

elegance, with no inconsiderable portion of genius. It is redolent of a love of

Nature and Nature's works. It is pervaded throughout by much of the poetic

spirit. Even in the prose pieces you see the poetical imprimatur. We like

the poetry, however, best. It is ofttimes full of tender thought and beautiful

imagery. The fault of the prose is that the style is too flowery. Considering,

however, the circumstances under which it has appeared, it is a wonderful

volume.
We give one extract from the poetry. It is entitled

THE EVENING HYMN.
How many days, with mute adieu.

Have gone down yon untrodden sky !

And still it looks as clear and blue

As when it first was hung on high.

The rolling sun, the frowning cloud

That drew the lightning in its rear,,.-.

The thunder, tramping deep and loud.

Have left no foot-mark there.

The village bells, with silver chime.

Come softened by the distant shore ;

Though I have heard them many a time.

They never rung so sweet before.

A silence rests upon the hill,

A listening awe pervades the air

:

The very flowers are shut, and still.

And bowed as if in prayer.
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And in this hushed and breathless close.

O'er earth, and air, and sky, and sea.

That still low voice in silence goes

Which speaks alone, great God! of Ihee.

The whispering leaves, the far-off brook,

The linnet's warble fainter grown.

The hive-bound bee, the lonely rook-

All these their Maker own.

Now shine the starry hosts of light.

Gazing on earth with golden eyes ;

Bright guardians of the blue-browed night r

What are ye in your native skies ?

1 know not ! neither can 1 know.

Nor on what leader ye attend.

Nor whence ye came, nor whither go.

Nor what your aim or end.

1 know they must be holy things

That from a roof so sacred shine.

Where sounds the beat of angel-wings.

And footsteps echo all Divine.

Their mysteries I never sought.

Nor barkened to what Science tells.

For oh ! in childhood I was taught.

That God amidst them dwells.

The darkening woods, the fading trees.

The grasshopper's last feeble sound.

The flowers just wakened by the breeze.

All leave the stillness more profound.

The twilight takes a deeper shade.

The dusky pathways blacker grow.

And silence reigns in glen and glade,—

AH, all is mute below.

And other eves as sweet as this

Will close upon as calm a da>.

And. sinking down the deep abyss.

Will, like the last, be swept away ;

Until eternity is gained.

That boundless sea without a shore.

That without time for ever reigned..

And will when time's no more.

Now Nature sinks in soft repose.

A living semblance of the grave ;

•I'l.c dew steals noiseless on the rose.

The boughs have almost ceased to wave ;

The silent skv, the sleeping eartli.

Tree, mountain, stream, th^ tumble sod.

All tell from whom they had their birth.

And cry, " Behold a God !

583
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Extracts, Doctiinal, "Practical, and Devotional, from the Writings
of George Monro, M. A. By Joseph Fry. William Darton
and Son.
Mr. Fry has done good service to the cause of pure and undefiled religion

by the publication of this little work. The truths which it contains are ap-
plicable to the circumstances of every genuine Christian. They are, as the

title-page mentions, doctrinal, practical, and devotional. Mr. Monro was
one of the many pious men whom the end of the seventeenth and beginning
of the eighteenth centuries produced. The extracts here given from his

works are pervaded throughout by a devotional warmth of spirit not often to

be met with.

The Mascarenhas ; a Legend of the Portuguese in India. By the

Author of " The Prediction," &c. In 3 vols. Smith, Elder.
" Prediction" brought the author of the work before us favourably under

the notice of the public. The question of " The Mascarenhas" will become
equally popular. The scene is laid in India, and the scenes and incidents

will be chiefly interesting to the invalids who have been in the East. But
though, we fear, the choice of a subject will, in this instance, be against the

author, the work displays superior talent. It contains many striking inci-

dents, and is, in many parts. Written with considerable force. The grea

fault of the style is. that it is too much laboured. The consequence in some
cases is, that it has the appearance of affectation.

Progressive Exercises in Writing German. By Wilhelm Klauer-
Klattowski, Author of the Grerman Manual for Self-Tuition, &c.
Simpkin and Marshall.

Much as we have studied German, we have never before met with an
elementary work in this language in which the grammatical structure of its

sentences is explained in so novel, and at the same time so simple, clear, and
effective a manner, as has been done in the Introduction to these Exercises.

We therefore recommend this little work, not merely to the beginner, but also

to the more advanced student, and in particular if he intend making a Tour in

Germany, since the translation of these pleasant Exercises will enable him
to express himself with correctness and fluency.

Ths Letters and Life of the Rev. Samuel Rutherford. Edited

by the Rev. Charles Thomson, Minister of the Scotch Church,

North Shields. In Two volumes. F. Baisler, Oxford Street.

We gladly welcome the appearance of this edition of Mr. Rutherford's

Letters. It is by far the best that has yet been published. To say nothing

of the introduction, the foot-notes explanatorj- of the numerous Scotticisms

which occur in every nage are exceedingly valuable. To our eyes and ears

those Scotticisms are beautiful and expressive in no ordinary degree. Had
Mr. Thomson attempted to modernize the style of the Letters, he would have

deprived them of half their charms. The question if any age or country has

produced an individual in which there has been a more striking union of

profound learning with pure and fervent piety than there existed in the

person of Samuel Rutherford. Almost every one of his Letters contains a

body of evangelical religion in itself. We forget what divine it was who
said that the Letter to the Rev. John Meine (see page 149 of the first

first volume of the present edition) contained more divinity in it, though

only consisting of seventy or eighty lines, than an ordinary-sized volume.

We thank Mr. Thomson and Mr. Baisler for this edition of these invaluable

Letters, and strongly recommend the volumes to the religious public.



SCIENTIFIC NOTICES. 585

The Baptists In America. By the Rev. F. A. Cox, D.D., LL.D.,

and the Rev. J. Hoby, D. D. T. Ward and Co.

This volume consists of a narrative of what came under the observation

•of Drs. Cox and Hoby in the course of their visit last year to the United

States and the Canadas, They paid that visit not in their individual cha-

racters, but as a deputation from the Baptist Union in England. The prin-

cipal object in view in appointing the deputation was to obtain information

respecting the state of the Baptist churches on the other side of the Atlantic,

and to hold a representative conference with them. The iiiformatioh which the

authors obtained respecting the state of the Baptist denomination in America
is both ample and interesting. It is also, we may add, of a most gratifying

nature. The transatlantic churches in the Baptist connection are, in the

great majority of cases, in a most flourishing condition. The number of

persons who belong to that body is not only greater than that of any other

denomination of Christians, but their churches are distinguished for the high

standard of piety which exists among them, and for their great and unwearied

zeal in the extension of the blessings of the gospel to those who have never

heard the joyful sound. But the volume is also valuable for the information

it furnishes regarding the condition of other religious denominations. It is

well written, and will meet a cordial reception wherever it finds its way. It

is illustrated with several well executed engravings. The statistical parts of

the volume are particularly valuable.

The Popular Encyclopaedia. Part VII. Glasgow. Blackie and Son.
This excellent work proceeds with its wonted regularity. It is got up with

great neatness and care, and, when completed, will be one of the most
popular works of the kind with which we are acquainted.

The History of Brazil, from the Period of the Arrival of the Bra-

ganza Family, in 1808, to the Abdication of Don Pedro in 1831.

By John Armitage, Esq. In Two volumes. Smith, Elder. & Co.

It is singular, as the Author justly remarks in his Preface, that, notwith-

standing the extent of our commercial transactions with the Brazils, we
scarcely know any thing of that part of South America. This, we believe,

is the first work, deserving the name of history, which has appeared regard-

ing it. These volumes are written in a plain pains-taking manner. They
contain a great deal of useful information respecting that interesting section

of the new world.

CAMDEN LITERARY AND SCIENTIFIC INSTITUTION.

Two Lectures have been delivered during the present month at this

Institution by Henry Davis, Esq., of the London University, upon
" The Physical Geography of England, with its relations to Canal

and Railroad levels
''

At the present moment, when the attention of a large proportion of the

raonied and commercial interest of Great Britain is directed to the] proposed

communication between the large towns of the kingdom by means of rail-

roads,—when a great number of individuals are eagerly hazarding their all in

railroad speculations, without the means of distinguishing between the

genuine undertaking of honest enterprise and the seductive promises of selfish

and unprincipled adventurers,—lectures which tend to increase the public in-

formation upon the nature of the soil of England and the facilities and ob-

stacles to be met with in working it, are ia the highest degree interesting and

valuable to the public.

With the laudable design of placing these views in the clearest light, of
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instructing his hearers upon the nature and extent of the mountain-chains

and highlands which stretch across the projected lines,—the geological struc-

ture of the strata to be worked by the engineer,—and the nature of the levels

and water- courses by which they are drained,—the lecturer appeared before

the members of the Institution above mentioned, which can boast of the

names of many scientific and highly gifted men ; and his hearers can testify

to the practical value of his remarks and the interesting nature of his in-

formation.

The first lecture had for its subject, A general view of the comparative

advantages to the country of railroad communication and the probabilities

of gain to the shareholders. The drainage of England by the five great basins

of the Humber, Wash, Thames, Severn, and Mersey was next considered

and described in detail, in connection with the various artificial lines of

water-communication connecting them. The Humber drains a tract of

country equal to 9000 square miles ; the rivers of the Wash 5000 ;
the

Thames 5,500; and the Severn 4500. The Mersey, compared with the

preceding, is of minor extent and drainage ; but, owing to the number of

manufacturing towns on its tributaries and its numerous canal connections,

it has a claim to a full consideration among the great basins of England.

In his second lecture Mr. Davis described the great mountain chains and

highlands which cross England in diflferent directions, and explained the in-

clination of the watersheds and the convergence of the streams belonging to

the difi'erent systems in the great recipient basins. The extreme height at

various points of these chains was thought to be of the greatest interest to

all persons connected with railroads, and especially to the engineers em-

ployed in their construction ; and no better illustration of these elevations

could easily be given than that derived from the knowledge of the canal-levels.

On canals it would be found that, when the elevation was moderate, it was

practicable to raise the canal by means of locks ; in other instances, of greater

weight, a tunnel carried through the rocks became necessary ; and again,

when the level was suddenly broken by a deep valley or by the channel of a

watercourse, an aqueduct or embankment was constructed.

In excavating a tunnel, a knowledge of the nature of the strata to be

worked through was of paramount importance ; for, should the soil be loose,

it must first be cut with great expense and risk of life, and be permanently

supported by an interior architecture, while in the more compact strata the

solidity of the stone alone was found to be a sufficient security. Instances

of tunnels cut through the solid limestone rock were not unfrequent. In one

canal (the Thames and Severn) the tunnel is upwards of a mile in length,

with no other support than the natural adhesion of the rocky particles through

which it is bored. One of the most remarkable of the canals of England is

the Huddersfield canal. The stream flows through a tunnel three miles in

length, cut directly through the lower secondary rocks and coal strata. This

canal falls 339 feet in nine miles.
, • v r

The natural imnediments which have been surmounted in the formation

of canals, and the extraordinary difficulties of very different kinds which

have occurred to the engineers in the progress of their works, with the expe-

rience which has been attained respecting the strata of England, in the busi-

ness of canal-engineering, are all objects for mature consideration, and

necessary to enter into the estimate of the advantages extracted from rail-

road communication. Many of the schemes at present in existence could

not, it was conceived, survive a day, if submitted to the strict geological

test'; and private individuals ought to exercise the soundest discretion, and

not 'too easilv hazard their money and their peace with remote hopes of

return in und'ertakings where nature herself points out their inexpediency

and folly.
. . j .i.

The Lecturer, among other subjects of demonstration, described the pro-

jected line of the London and Birmingham railroad, illustrating its course

by the exhibition of a fine collection of specimens and fossils from the sue-
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cessive strata through England, belonging to the institution. The length of
the line is 111 miles, and ten tunnels will be required in its completion :

—

one at Watford will be a mile long, another near Rugby, extending through
the oolite ridge nearly one mile and a half.

Mr. Davis, in the course of his second lecture, adverted to the unpleasant
impression likely to be produced upon passengers in their rapid transit through
long tunnels, and, having made some extended enquiries into it, he deemed it

a subject of importance, and submitted it to the notice of scientific men,
whether means should not be adopted to discover the extent of this objection,
and the probable means of removing it. The communication with the
superior atmosphere by means of ventilating shafts had not been found suf-
ficient to prevent the recurrence of such sensations.

The Eclipse.—The following is a Table of the times of th e commencement
and end of the Eclipse of the Sun, at some of the principal places from
whence it was visible :

—

Commencement.
Lisbon Ih. 3m. P. M.
Madrid 1 40
London 1 54
Paris 2 6
Berlin 3 3

Rome 3 12

Vienna 3 25
St. Petersburgh 4 19
Algiers 2 23 4 59

The point where it first became visible was near Quito, in South America,
and that where it was last seen was in the middle of the Island of Rhodes.
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been so fairly earned. Since then she has alternated the parts of

Amina, in the Somnambula, and Leonora, in Fidelio. Notwith-
standing the incomparable superiority of Beethoven's music over
Donizetti's, the first part suits her better than the second. In the

prison scene in Fidelio, where most vigour is wanted, she fails a little,

either from her physical powers being exhausted or from the music
being rather too high for her voice, and so straining the upper notes.

On the following Saturday, Grisi invited comparison by performing
the part of the fair Sleep-walker. In drawing a parallel between these

two accomplished singers, it must not be forgotten that at the King's
Theatre Grisi was supported by Rubini and Tamburini, while of
Malibran it may be said that she had no support at all—indeed she

needed none.

There is a simplicity and freedom from affectation, a natural

character about Grisi which always reaches the heart; and though we
cannot but allow the palm to her competitor in all the acquired

graces of art, and even in the necessary organ of a singer—the voice,

yet the touching pathos and light-hearted gaiety of the prima donna of
the Haymarket go far towards preventing us from awarding the

first place to her rival. Let each be heard, and the performance of
each will give the very highest pleasure, though perhaps of a different

character. Rubini sang his song in his usual florid style, but yet

so admirably that we could scarcely find fault with him for the

superabundance of ornament he bestowed upon it. Grisi had
previously made her debut as an English singer at the Ancient
Concert, and delighted us by the manner in which she sang, " Let
the bright Seraphim,'' a pleasure not a little enhanced by the

magnificent trumpet accompaniment of Harper.

The musical novelties of the month are Mr. Thalbery on the piano-

forte, and Mr. Ole Bull on the violin.

The former surprised us not a little by his mechanical dexterity,

playing a melody with the fourth finger of the right hand, a ground
base w^ith the left, and filling up the harmony with the spare

fingers. After all, this andother equally surprising "tours de force"

are more astonishing than agreeable, and we confess we prefer

the plain straight-forward playing of John Cramer or Hummel, to

all the tricks of Mr. Thalbery. Mr. Ole Bull is a surprisingly fine

player on the violin, without the Charlatanism of Paganini, but not

possessing his genius or experience. We would rather hear De Beriot

than either.

Among the concert singers of the day, Mrs. H. Shaw stands pre-

eminent. The mellowness and purity of her voice, the correctness of

her intonation, united v?ith great feeling and power of expression,

combine in forming as near an approach to perfection as we can well

imagine. Those who heard her sing, " He shall feed his flock,'' at

Exeter Hall, when the Messiah was performed, will not easily forget

the sensation she caused, and all that she does, if not of the same

degree of excellence, is at least near akin to it.

Theatricals.—Macready has transferred his services from Drury

Lane toCovenlGarden.We are sorry thatsuch a change should have been

the result ofvexatious and illiberal conduct on the part of Mr. Bunnand
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an intemperate indulgence of irritated feelings by the other party.

The bare fact of a separation on ill terms is bad enough, without

being preceded by a pugilistic contest between the manager of
a National Theatre and his principal tragedian. With the private

quarrels, however, of the servants of the public we have no right to

interfere, so " revenons a nos moutons." Mr. Macready appeared on
the boards of the " Garden" in the character of Macbeth, and played
it with even more than his usual success. There is a grace and
dignity in his manner which is always imposing ; and, though we do
not generally admire his reading or personification of Shakspeare's
characters, Macbeth is certainly an exception to the rule. His
delineation of the Scottish usurper, when horrors fall thick around him
towards the end of his career, was such that we can scarcely hope to

see it surpassed, if even equalled. Undoubtedly no tragedian now
enjoying a metropolitan reputation has the slightest right to dispute
the crown with Macready. If we mistake not, however, he will some
day find a rivial fully equal to cope with him in young Kean, whose
success in the provinces has been so decided that we marvel he has
not been made prize of by some of the London managers.
Twice at Drury Lane a disgraceful comedy has been enacted at

the expense of some 400 guineas, if report be correct, to a soi-disant

Mr. Paumer. He seems to have caught the mantle of Romea Coates,

of laughable notoriety, and contrived to murder Hamlet and Richard
again and again, in the course of his two evenings of folly. We
are surprised that the public tolerate such an insult from a manager,
as foisting on them an incapable debutante, because forsooth he (the

manager) is borne harmless by the too-well-filled purse of the

wealthy idiot, who must needs expose his incapacity before the eyes
of the public, instead of hiding his head from those who would
certainly take little pains in seeking for it.

NOTES OF THE MONTH.
A Lengthened Speech.—The public complain, and assuredly not

without reason, of the great prolixity of parliamentary speeches.

The fact is that almost all our sixth or seventh rate speechifiers think

that the merits of a speech are not to be judged of by the ideas or
arguments it contains, but solely by its length. Hence the intolerable

long windedness. Mr. Borthwick, the Member for Evesham, is one of
the most prolific speakers in the lower house, though the Morning
Papers very judiciously spare their readers the labour of wading
through his orations. A few weeks ago, however, the hon. gentleman
threatened to surpass himself as regards the longitude of his speeches.
The patience of the house having very naturally become exhausted
by the infliction of upwards of an hour of his *' words, words, words,"
as Hamlet says, it began to give him a few broad hints in the shape
of coughs, cries of " question,'' &c. that they would willingly dis-

pense with any further specimen of his eloquence. The hon. gen-
tleman for a time paid as little attention to these insinuations of the
temper of the house as hon. Members were paying to his speech,
but the interruptions eventually became so great ami frequent that
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he suddenly paused, and with a look and in a tone expressive of the
utmost determination, he protested that if " hon. gentlemen did not

allow him to proceed in his own way, and to conclude at his own
time, he would not conclude at all ! The threat had the desired

effect. The calamity of a never-ending speech from Mr. Borthwick
restored silence instanter, and not a whisper weis to be heard until

until the hon. gentleman thought proper to conclude at his own,
time.

Liberty Hall.—Major Rankin, in his work on Sierra Leone,
says :

—

" The Englishman's house is no ' castle ' here. It offers free entrance to all

blacks or browns who have a whim to inspect it or to make a visit. Habits
are still so primitive that no dwelling in Free Town boasts bell or knocker.
Monsieur Tonson would have found it an asylum. The outer door is gene-
rally left open during the day ; and the consequence is an influx of wives and
daughters of the butcher, tailor, carpenter, and mason, at all times and with-
out ceremony. They stroll, in perfect ease, through the apartments, repose on
the couches of the verandas and inner rooms at pleasure, and would consider
hindrance or expulsion] a breach of privilege."

This is liberty and economy with a vengeance. What more would
the veriest democrat have ? The levelling notions of the Yankees
are nothing to this. They are sufficiently familiar or " bold," to use

a favourite term of their own—though the word "impertinent"
would be a^nuch more suitable one—in their manner of treating

persons moving in the higher spheres of life. Still we have never
heard of men, wives, and daughters unceremoniously thrusting them-
selves into the houses of their betters, and making themselves so

much at home as to " stroll, in perfect ease, through the inner"—the

bfst, we presume—" apartments, and reposing on the sofas at plea-

sure." Only imagine a batch of butchers' and tailors' wives and
daughters strolling through the splendid apartments of an English
residence, with infinite self-importance, while another " lot" are re-

posing on the couches, and then estimate the comforts of the English-
man's home ! The climate may be bad enough, but surely the in-

fliction of these ebony beauties moving and rolling about your resi-

dence, like so many domestic animals, must be an evil of infinite

greater magnitude. It is no wonder that English ladies so decidedly

dislike the society—if such it may be called—of Sierra Leone.

Heart-breaking Incident.—Under this head the Limerick

Chronicle has the following paragraph :

—

" James Ryan, who has been executioner for Limerick and the adjoining

counties for the last twenty-eight years, died last week at the advanced age of

eighty, having, up to the moment of his departure, retained all his faculties.

His death, rumour has it, was accelerated by the 'disappointment he felt at

no capital conviction having been ordered in his favour either at the Limerick
or Ennis assizes, upon which he had certainly calculated with very sanguine

hopes."

This James Ryan must have been a singular sort of personage.

One would have thought that at his time of life, instead of speculat-

ing on the death of others, he would have been preparing for his

own. It is curious to see the effect which one's profession, whatever
Ihat profession may be, has on his mind. Habit reconciles a man to
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any thing. The matter, to use an Irish expression, of hanging a fel-

low being must, doubtless, in the first instance, have been a very un-

pleasant task to the ex-executioner of Limerick. But habit hardened

his mind to such an extent that, at last, it appears to have become a

sort of luxury to him. The grave-diggers in Hamlet were the mer-
I'iest of men; they sang, and whistled, and joked when in the act of

preparing the graves of others. Whether, in the event of a falling off

of their business, they, like James Ryan, would have died of a bro-

ken heart, Shakspeare has furnished us with no means of judging.

Only fancy this ex-professor of the rope watching the progress of thn

trials for capital offences at Ennis and Limerick, and looking me-
lancholy or cheerful just as the evidence was in favour of or against

the prisoners !

An Affectionate Pair.—A fortnight ago Mrs. Sarah Garland,

aged 8 1
, obtained an assault-warrant at the Chelmsford Sessions,

against her " dear husband," aged 85. " The lovers," it appeared,

had been married ten years, which had been any thing but years of

matrimonial bliss. They had played at cross purposes, from the first

day of their union ; and what began in a war of words almost in-

evitably ended in a war of blows. But the most amusing part of the

business was that the militants always chose the bed as the field of
action. The object struggled for in such cases was for the one com-
batant to eject the other. Mrs. Garland being a stout woman, and
having acquired considerable pugilistic experience in the school of
Donybrook fair, generally displaced her lord, and had the pleasure

of seeing him sprawling helpless on the ground. It happened, how-
ever, one night, about a fortnight since, after a severe and protract-

ed scuffle, that Mister Garland, not only succeeded in " chucking''

Mrs. Garland out of the bed into the middle of the floor, but gave her
a black eye and broken nose into the bargain. Then came the winter

of Mrs. Garland's discontent. Under a feeling of momentary mor-
tification at her defeat, the venerable lady applied for the assistance

of the law to enable her to retaliate ; but the judge, instead of inter-

fering, advised the parties to settle the matter between themselves.

"Then," said Mrs. Garland, " I'll be blowed if he," meaning Mr.
Garland, "does not catch it before morning;" and, so saying, she

waddled out of court. One would think that, at the age the parties

had attained, all feeling of anger as well as of love would have been
"well nigh gone." But it seems the ruling passion is strong at fourscore.

LITERARY INTELLIGENCE.
Very shortly will be published. Fishing Anecdotes, with Hints for Anglers.

By Edward Jessie, Esq., Surveyor of his Majesty's Parks, Palaces, &c., and
Author of " Gleanings in Natural History."

The first number of The Horticultural Magazine and Miscellany of
Gardening, conducted by Mr. Marnock of Sheffield, will appear this month,
and be continued monthly.
Mr. Newnham Collingwood, Author of "Life and Correspondence of

Admiral Lord Collingwood," has in the press " Alfred the Great," a Poem, in

Nine Books.
" The Tribunal of Manners," a Satirical Poem, is in progress towards

publication.
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Dr. Liiidley has it iu contemplation to present the nobility, and other

affluent cultivators in this countrj', with a Selection of the most remarkable

of the Tribe °of " Orchideous Plants," in folio Plates, executed in a manner
worthy of their interest and beauty.

" Laocoon," by Lessing, is preparing in an English dress. By Mr. William
Ross, late Professor of Painting and Sculpture in Glasgow University.

"The Opinions of the European Press on the Eastern Question." By
David Ross, of Bladensburg, Esq., is announced.

We understand that Mr. Scott of Teviotbank has in the press a work
entitled, "The Harmony of Phrenology with the Doctrines of Christianity,

being a Refutation of the Errors contained in Mr. Combe's Constitution of

Man, in relation to External Objects."

Those interested in our Eastern Colonies will be pleased to hear that a New
Edition is already called for of " The Friend of Australia," in which a plan is

laid down for successfully exploring the interior of that vast Continent, and
for carrying on a Survey of the whole of this rising colony and extensive

country.

The work is written by a retired Officer of the East India Company's
Service, and is illustrated by a Map of Australia, and numerous plates of
great interest.

The talented and accomplished Daughters of the Right Honourable and Rev.

Lord Frederick Beauclerk have a work in the press, under the attractive title

of " Tales of Fashion and Reality." Report speaks most favourably of this

singular production, the greater portion of which is founded upon facts

of recent occurrence in the circles of high life.

Miss Catharine I. Finch has just completed an Eastern Tale of great

interest, which will be pubUshed in a few days, under the title of " Noureddin,
or the Talisman of Futurity." This excellent little work points out the dangers

and disadvantages which would necessarily arise from a fore-knowledge of

our fate, and at the same time teaches us to bear with, and, if possible, to

Overcome whatever privations or misfortunes may be brought upon us in this

world.

The first Series of " Stanfield's Coast Scenery" is now completed, by the

publication of the Tenth Number, and will form, when done up in its own
beautiful and appropriate Bindirig, one of the most attractive and beau-
tiful volumes that has been given to the public this season.

The admirers of the gifted author of "May you Like it," &c. will be
pleased to learn that he has adopted the suggestion often made to him, by
publishing in a separate form the Second Volume of his admirable little work,
" The Records of a Good Man's Life," under the title of " Historical Records,"
into which he has introduced several new Tales, founded upon facts taken

from the pages of general Historj*, the whole breathing that moral and
religious feeling, which none can so well incorporate with the interesting

incidents in the narrative, and for which this distinguished writer is so justly

celebrated.

A very excellent little Manual for Emigrants has just been published under

the title of " Observations on the Colony of New South Wales," containing

the most recent information suitable for intending Emigrants to that flourishing

and delightful Colony. It is published at a price which places it within the

reach of all classes of labourers and mechanics, for whose use it is chiefly

intended.

In the course of this month will be published a highly interesting and well-

wrought narrative, under the title of " Jerningham, or the Inconsistent Man,"
in which the author has skilfully introduced, and minutely pourtrayed, under

a fictitious character, the opinions and sentiments of a late well-known and
bighly-gifted poet.
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