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PERIODICAL LITERATURE.

HE publishers of the NaTioNAL Mac-

AzINE doff their hats and make their
best bow to the “reading public.” If
they appear not in the best presentation
dress, it is owing to their disposition to be
prompt and punctual in their new duties.
They have had to choose July or January
as the convenient semi-annual period for
their introduction : to delay till the latter
would be neither good enterprise nor
seemly courtesy; and yet the choice of
the former hes left them but little time
between the conception and the execution
of their design. The arrangements nec-
essary for the fulfillment of all that their
Prospectus promises have, however, been
mostly organized; and if it is not a perti-
nent reason for congratulation to the pub-
lic, yet they do flatteringly congratulate
themselves, as they make their most re-
spectful obeisance, that any present dis-
advantage in their appearance will afford
them an opportunity of future improve-
ment, and of increased claims on the fa-
vorable regards of their readers.

In their advertisement the publishers
have sufficiently defined the character
which they propose to give to this maga-
zine. In deciding on the terms of the
work, they have had the choice of the
usual size and three-dollar price of the
most commanding American monthlies, or
of a less number of pages at a proportion-
ate price. They have adopted the latter
alternative. The charge of three dollars
a year, however well repaid in the merits
of such a publication, is above the con-
venience of the mass of the American
people. A periodical like the present,
containing nearly 2 hundred pages per

number, is as large as most persons find"

desirable for their leisure reading; there

may be too much of a good thing; it

would be an evil rather than an advantage,

to displace, especially in the reading of

youth, the more substantial works by an
Vor. I, No. 1.—A

excess of fragmentary literature. The
advantage which a large number of pages
affords for a large variety of contents, and
therefore a better adaptation to different

' tastes, is sufficiently provided within the

limits we have chosen, and, in any case,
had better be secured by editorial discrim-
ination than by a repletion of matter.

Periodical literature, though compara-
tively modern, has become the chief power
of the pen. In England and France, and
to a considerable extent in Germany, the
best authors avail themselves of it as the
most effectual access to the public mind.
Its advantages are too manifest to need
remark. There are, doubtless, evils also
connected with it, to guard against which
becomes a grave duty of the conductors of
periodical publications. It is necessarily
fugitive ; it is liable to be superficial, and
needs the corrective influence of more
substantial reading ; it is superabundant,
and thus tends to displace this needed
corrective influence; it is suited gener-
ally more to excite with transient but
enervating gratification than to inform and
invigorate the popular mind. To a great
extent it is characterized by the sheerest
fiction, by morbid appeals to the passions,
and by tendencies which are at least in-
directly adverse to religion.

The projectors of this magazine, fully
aware of these liabilities, are determined
to guard against them with all possible
care. In adding another publication to
what they acknowledge to be the already
superabundant fugitive literature of the
times, it will be their endeavor to miti-
gate the evils of this excess by winnow-
ing the wheat from the chaff—by render-
ing their work a repository of only the
selectest articles.

There are three means at least by
which the unfavorable tendencies men-
tioned may be checked.

First: by a selection of such articles
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only as bear the stamp of thorough litera-
ry excellence. It is a very questionable
expediency which would assign to the
popular mind an inferior, a clumsy litera-
ture. Good taste and good sense are
more native than acquired ; they are more
or less inherent in the common mind;
and in proportion as a work of literature,
or art even, exhibits either, does it ap-
peal to the popular appreciation. To
“ popularize ” Shakspeare, Addison, or
the old English Bible, after the fash-
ion of some modern books for the * Dif-
fusion of Useful Knowledge,” would de-
prive them of their chief attractions for
the people. The literary excellence of a
periodical like the present, while it should
not be above the popular capacity, should
nevertheless be such as must tend to raise
higher the popular taste ; and genuine merit
of this kind will, it is believed, recom-
mend it to the patronage of the people.

Again : such a work, if it would avoid
the evils above mentioned, should avoid
the unhealthy, the feverish excitements
which prevail so much in the current pop-
ular literature. The press teems with
this mischief ; but it cannot be counter-
acted by grave homilies or prim didactics.
Generous, cheerful, and brilliant reading,
intermixed with sterling articles on sci-
.ence and morals, should be provided as its
best antidote. The early British Essay-
ists, with Addison, Steele, and Johnson as
‘their representatives, abounded in vivaci-
ty and interest ; but notwithstanding their
many moral defects, they were generally
exempt from the morbid excitement—the
agitations of passion, of crime, and of dis-
aster—which perverts so largely our mod-
ern fragmentary literature.

To interdict fiction without qualifica-
‘tion would require us to give up John-
:son’s Rasselas, Goldsmith’s Vicar, Defoe's
Crusoe, and Bunyan’'s Pilgrim, if not, in-
deed, even portions of sacred writ; but
its present place in popular literature is
unquestionably exaggerated, and its tend-
-ency generally unhealthy.

It shall be the endeavor of the National
Magazine to shun these defects, and at the
same time to spread over its pages not only
instructive, but elegant, genial, and viva-
-cious articles.

Another responsibility devolves upon a
publication like the present, if it would
escape the prevalent evils of our popular
literature. It should not only respect,

but assert the claims of religion ; and this
it can do without bigotry and without
cant. Literature in its noblest sense is
not a product merely of the intellect, but
of the heart of man ; it has even more to
do with his sensibilities than with his
speculations. The religious sentiment is
related to his profoundest and his liveliest
sensibilities ; it is even an instinct of his
soul. Literature sacrifices its highest
as well as its holiest power when it repu-
diates religion; and yet, is not one of
the most deplorable characteristics of our
current literature indifference to the popu-
lar faith? Christianity in anything like
a specific form (not merely in a dogmatic
or sectarian character) has scarcely any
expression in our periodical miscellanies ;
with very few exceptions, it has to seek
periodicals nominally if not exclusively its
own in order to secure such an expression.
As well might poetry, or any other esthetic
manifestation of man’s nature, be excluded
from the common field of literature and
placed in isolation.

The apprehension has recently been
expressed, in high places, that Christianity
is losing its influence upon the extant
leading intellects of English literature—
that while its ethical excellence is not
denied, (because it cannot be,) its historic
and vital truths are being rejected for the
philosophic or sentimental theism repre-
sented by the Westminster Review, and
entertained by such accomplished minds
as Carlyle, Leigh Hunt, Harriet Marti-
neau, Sterling, Emerson, Henry James,
Parker, the Countess d'Ossoli, &c. If
such is the case, the greater reason is
there why the integrity of the popular
faith should be sacredly guarded. If the
stars of the firmament are to be obscured
in the gathering darkness, let us be the
more careful to preserve the household
light of the people—the “candle on the
candlestick, which giveth light unto all
that are in the house.”

Believing that the interest of a publica-
tion like the present need not suffer, but
would rather be enhanced by a decided
recognition of the popular religious con-
victions—that the purest Christian senti-
ments are not incompatible with whatever
is elegant or entertaining or healthfully
amusing in literature—the publishers avow
as one of the chief aims of their maga-
zine, the diffusion of our common faith;
and they hope to be able to maintain this
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purpose without offense to any form of
honest sectarianism—a delicate task, it is
acknowledged, but not an impracticable
one, it is hoped.

While we shall represent amply the
current periodical literature of Europe, we
shall, as affirmed in our Prospectus, adapt
these columns to the national tastes, and
endeavor to impress upon them the na-
tional characteristics of common sense,
practical aims and direct utility. We
shall especially eschew the exotic senti-
mentalism and dreamy philosophy which
some writers have attempted to import
among us. They complain that the na-
tion is growing up without a national lit-
erature—that the practical severity of our
Saxon intelleet, produced by the influence
of Bacon, Locke, the Scotch philosophers,
and, above all, by our vigorous religious
faith, has congealed the fountains of sen-
timent and originality, and prevented the
development of a national taste. We
profess no sympathy for these anti-na-
tional whinings—none whatever. Na-
tions advance gradually, as do individuals.
Our own needs but time; we have the
germ of a vigorous and noble literature in
the soil, and it will in due season rise and
display its glories like our native magno-
lia. But let us forbear hot-house pro-
cesses, and especially keep away exotics,
which can only sicken in our soil, and
shed malaria on our moral atmosphere.
The first condition of a national literature
is, that it be a type of the national charac-
ter, and national character depends largely
upon the physical circumstances of a peo-
ple. And these, in this land, are just the
reverse of the hair-splitting philosophy
and liquefied sentimentalism referred to.
What is this new world? A vast field for
togging labor and practical arts, immense
mines of metal and fuel, mountains of
iron, rivers running from the pole to the
tropics, prodigious inland seas. And
what are the peopleuponit? What were
their fathers? Men who threw defiance
at their oppressors in the iron bolts of
their strong Saxon speech, and confound-
ed the conquerors of the world in fields
where yet stand the stumps of the primal
forests ; a race of stout-hearted fighters,
stout-minded thinkers, and stout-handed
workers, loving liberty, laboring for their
bread, and serving their God. And what
are their posterity? Men who are filling
the seas with ships, binding the land in

belts of iron, digging canals through moun-
tains, and are marching with a van line
from Canada to the Gulf of Mexico, west-
ward on the falling forest, at the rate of
seventeen miles a year, rearing temples,
founding cities, and casting manfully the
destinies of the future. And what does
the history of the mind of this hardy race
teach? It has produced the Quadrant,*
the Steamer, the Cotton-gin, the Magnetic
Telegraph, the practical Franklin in phi-
losophy, the severe Edwards in theology,
the erudite Webster in philology, the in-
corruptible Washington in arms, the ener-
getic Henry in eloquence, the noble band
of clear-headed, far-seeing statesmen of
the revolution. It has had its artists ; but
nearly all who have won a permanent
fame have shared the severity of the na-
tional taste, and been distinguished in
portrait or historical painting. Sculpture
is the severest and noblest of the fine arts;
it declines the charms of coloring, and its
stern beauties inhere only in the solid
stone : our land has lately placed one of
her sons at the head of the art, and has
placed others of her children hard by him.

Such a people must have a literature
vigorous, strenuous, manly. You must
alter their land and the texture of their
brain before you can take from them their
strong Saxon speech, or their robust com-
mon sense; and you must liquefy their
hearts before they will cast away, as obso-
lete, that old volume, the truths of which
their fathers believed as utterances from
Heaven, and under the sanctions of which
they fought the battles of their liberty,
and laid the foundations of their country.

With such views we commence our task.
We are fully aware that they are more
easily stated than exemplified, but we shall
not the less endeavor to realize them.

Though no apologies are due from us
for entering a field which is open to all,
and ample enough for many competitors,
we nevertheless present ourselves within
it with every sentiment of deference for
our brethren of the press whose enter-
prise has the honor of precedence. We
take our position among them not as com-
petitors, but as co-laborers ; and hope that
the *amenities of literature” and the
honor of the craft shall not suffer by our
presence.

© Hadley’s Quadrant was invented by God-
frey of Pennsylvania.
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STEPHEN OLIN, D.D, LLD,

LATE PRESIDENT OF THE WESLEYAN UKIVERSITY,

MIDDLETOWN, CONX.

RESIDENT OLIN was born in Lei-
cester, Addison County, Vermont,
March 2d, 1797. After the usual training
of the New-England district school and
town academy, he entered Middlebury
College, Vt., where he graduated with the
highest collegiate honors and—a ruined
constitution.

He immediately resorted to the South
to repair both his health and his pecuniary
resources. Guided by a newspaper ad-
vertisement he obtained the appointment
of teacher, at $700 a year, in 2 newly pro-
jected seminary, in Abbeville District,
South Carolina. “I made my way up the
river,” he says, “ to the location of the
academy, which I found, to my astonish-
ment, to be almost bare of houses. I saw
a man at work, with his coat off and his
shirt sleeves rolled up, whom I found to be
a trustee of the institution. On inquiring
where it was, I was pointed to a log cabin.

I began in it. The door was hung on a
couple of sticks, and the windows were
miserable ; I drew my table to the wall,
where I was supplied with light that came
in between the logs.” These were the
days referred to in our article on old south-
ern schools. They have passed away.
They were at this time passing away, and
a new building was already preparing for
Olin and his pupils.

Here, in the log cabin in the wilder-
ness, and by means the most unhopeful,
did the destiny of this great man re-
ceive its determining impulse. He went
to the South a skeptic in religion ; a rule
of the school required that it should be
opened daily with prayer; considering
this exercise as merely an introductory
ceremony, with no other importance than
its influence on the decorum of the school,
he attempted its performance ; the incom-
patibility of his conduct with his opinions
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soon, however, troubled his conscience;
he was induced to examine the evidences
of Christianity, and in a few months was
praying in earnest, a humble believer in
the faith he had rejected. The effect of
his new convictions was profound—they
imbued his entire character. A sanc-
tity like that of Fenelon and Fletcher
of Madeley, ever after pervaded his whole
deing, and habitually revealed itself in his
life by the deepest humility and the purest
charity.

He had designed to enter the profession
of the law ; but yielding to his new im-
pulses, he now changed his purpose and
devoted himself to preparation for the
Christian ministry. He was licensed as
a local preacher in the Methodist Episco-
pal Church, and in 1824 joined the South
Carolina Annual Conference. His first
appointment was in the city of Charles-
ton, to which station he was reappointed
the next year; but ill health interrupted
his labors repeatedly during these two
years. In 1826 he was left without an
appointment, that he might seek relief
in rest. At the next session of the Con-
ference he retired to the ranks of the
“ Supernumeraries,” and in 1828 located.
In 1830 he was elected Professor of En-
glish Literature in the University of Geor-
gria, though his health was hardly adequate
to the duties of the chair. In 1832 he was
received into the Georgia Conference, but
continued his connection with the Univer-
sity. In 1833 he was appointed President
of Randolph Macon College, Virginia, in
which he remained, with high reputation
but suffering health, till 1837, when he left
this country for Europe, hoping to find im-
provement in foreign travel. His tour ex-
tended over Western Europe, Egypt, and
Palestine. In the latter part of 1840 he
retarned to the United States, and in 1842
was elected President of the Wesleyan
University, Middletown, Conn., in which
office he continued—disabled, however,
much of the time, from his official duties
~—until his death, August 16, 1851.

Dr. Olin suffered through his whole
public life, under the effects of too ambi-
tious an application to study during his
collegiate course. His constitution was
originally robust, his stature gigantic; but
from the time he graduated till he descend-
ed into the grave, he maintained an inces-
sant conflict with disease.

His head was remarkably large, and

seemed to poise itself with difficulty upon
his emaciated frame. His features were
strongly defined, but expressive of serene
dispositions.

His social habits were exceedingly affa-
ble; and, when he was not prostrated by
disease, his conversation was enlivened
not only with his usual brilliant concep-
tions, but by exhilarating pleasantries.

His literary productions are limited to
three valuable volumes of travels, the re-
cords of his transatlantic tour; and three
posthumous volumes of Collegiate Lec-
tures, Miscellaneous Addresses, Sermons,
&e.

As a preacher he was pre-eminent.
Though he paid little regard to elocution-
ary rules, but in some respects unceremo-
niously defied them, yet was his eloquence
overwhelming.

The imagination had little to do with
his pulpit power—very seldom did a poetic
image occur in his discourses,—but his
logic had a resistless pressure. He pos-
sessed the philosophical faculty of gene-
ralization to an extraordinary degree; and
when roused with the excitement of his
preaching, his conceptions assumed a
breadth and sublimity which might well
be characterized as stupendous. The
hearer sat amazed, if not appalled, by the
exhibition of intellectual mightiness in
which the preacher enthroned the truth.

The Methodist Quarterly for the present
month says :—* Comprehensiveness, com-
bined with energy of thought, was his
chief characteristic ; under the inspiration
of the pulpit it often became sublime—we
were about to say godlike. We doubt
whether any man of our generation has
had more power in the pulpit than Stephen
Olin; and this power wasin spite of very
marked oratorical defects. While you
saw that there was no trickery of art about
Dr. Olin, you felt that a mighty,a resistless
mind was struggling with yours. You
were overwhelmed—your reason with ar-
gument, your heart with emotion.” .

His writings are stamped with his in-
tellectual excellencies; they will rank
among the noblest productions of the
American mind. In this article we have
attempted but an outline of his career,
as the newspapers have lately abounded
in fuller sketches. To such readers as
would more adequately appreciate one of
the greatest intellects of our times, we
would recommend the perusal of his works.
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LYMAN BEECHER, D.D,

LATE PRESIDENT OF LANE THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY,
CINCINNATI, OHIO.

R. BEECHER has the democratic

honor of being the son of a black-
smith ;* and the manner in which he has
wielded the theologic hammer against
public evils, whether in high places or
low places, shows him to be worthy of
the lineage. Such has been the manly
robustness of his writings, and the staunch
vigor of his long life, that we sponta-
neously suppose him to have inherited the
blacksmith’s energy of nerve and muscle :
far otherwise is the fact, however. He
was the only child of his mother, and she
died in giving him birth. He was born
at New-Haven, Conn., September 12,
1775, and committed by his dying parent
to the care of her sister, the wife of a
farmer in North Guilford. It is said that
he was unusually feeble in his infancy,

©David Beecher, his father, is supposed to
have descended from one of the four Beechers
who were among the one hundred and twenty-
nine owners of the town of New-Haven.

and at the time he was received at North
Guilford weighed but three-and-a-half
pounds. The Spartan laws would have
consigned him to death as not sufficiently
promising to justify the expense of the
state for his education. The agricultural
toils of North Guilford saved him, and he
has several times since retrieved his health
by similar means. :
He prepared for college under the care
of the village pastor, and in due time gradu-
ated at Yale, where also he studied di-
vinity under the celebrated Dr. Dwight.
Entering the ministry in 1798, he was
settled the following year at East Hamp-
ton, L.I. “I was favored,” he says,
“with three seasons of special divine influ-
ence, in which almost three hundred per-
sons were added to the Church.” In the
third year of his ministry his health
failed, and his labors were suspended
about nine months, by fever and subse-
quent debility, from which, however, he
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arose “ by rural exercise and manual labor.” '

While at East Hampton he published
four discourses: On the History of East
Hampton—On Dueling—On the Govern-
ment of God Desirable—and a Funeral
Sermon.

In 1810 he took charge of the First
Congregational Church of Litchfield,
Conn., where he continued about sixteen
years, with much success. During this
period his health again sunk under his
labors; his pastoral duties were suspend-
ed about six months, and he was “sent
again,” as he writes, “to rural exercise
and manual labor, for more than a year.”
While at Litchfield he published sermons
on the Reformation of Morals; Building
up of Waste Places; A Funeral Dis-
course; The Bible, a Code of Laws;
The Faith once Delivered to the Saints;
The Design, Rights, and Duties of Local
Churches; and The Means of National
Prosperity. He also assisted during this
interval in the establishment of the Con-
necticut Missionary Society, the Litchfield
County Foreign Missionary Society, the
Connecticut Education Society, the Am-
erican Bible Society, and the Christian
Spectator and Connecticut Observer.

In 1826 he went to Boston as pastor of
the Hanover-street Church. His labors
during the ensuing six-and-a-half years
were herculean, both at home and abroad,
among the Congregational Churches of
New-England, and he did much for the
revival of the Puritan faith in the eastern
metropolis. He assisted in the establish-
ment of the * Spirit of the Pilgrims,”
which did effectual service in the same
cause. He also published while in Bos-
ton, A Review of the Review of his
Sermon on the Faith once delivered to
the Saints; Reply to Johnson’s Report
on the Sabbath; The Groton Report on
the Rights of the Congregational Churches
of the State, in opposition to sundry legal
decisions against them; Infant Damna-
tion not a Doctrine of the Calvinistic
system ; The Resources of the Adversary,
a Sermon before the Board of Foreign
Missions ; Memory of our Puritan Fathers,
preached in Plymouth, at the Pilgrim An-
niversary ; Dependence and Free Agency ;
Six Sermons on Intemperance, preached at
Litehfield, and repeated in Boston.

In 1832 he was called to the presidency
of Lane Seminary, Cincinnati, where for
ten years he sustained, in conjunction

with his academic duties, the pastoral
care of the Second Presbyterian Church
of that city. He has resigned his con-
nection with the seminary, and now resides
in Boston, revising and publishing his
works. During his presidency in that
institution it sent out three hundred young
men to preach the gospel. His publica-
tions in Cincinnati were a volume on
Political Atheism; A Plea for the West ;
A Plea for Colleges; and Lectures to
Artisans, issued in the newspapers only.
Such is the chronological outline of Dr.
Beecher's career. In the progress of his

" life, he writes : “I have laid no plans of

my own, but simply consecrated myself tq
Christ and his cause, confiding in his
guidance and preservation, and meeting,
as I might be able, such exigencies as his
providence placed before me, which has
always kept my head, hands, and heart
full.”*

Besides his more immediately profession-
al labors in behalf of evangelical piety—
which have, perhaps, had a more positive
influence within the pale of his own de-
nomination, than those of any other co-
temporary man—Dr. Beecher has acquired
a distinguished reputation in connoction
with the religious literature and Christian
philanthropy of the times. He may be
considered one of the founders, if not the
founder, of the * Temperance Reform”—
a movement which is certainly unique in
the history of mankind, as an exception
to the usual fate of sumptuary reforms,
and a triumph of moral sentiment over
appetite without a parallel. His agency
in this great measure desarves an em-
phatic record as a matter of history.

Soon after his entrance upon the minis-
try, Dr. Rush’s writings on the effects of
intoxicating drinks, attracted and impress-
ed his attention. Information from Eng-
land, respecting institutions for moral
reforms, suggested to him the propriety
of some such measures against intemper-
ance and other growing immoralities of
our own country, and induced him to pub-

.lish his discourse, entitled *“ A Reform in

Morals Necessary and Practicable.” A
Society for Moral Reform, in respect to
inteinperance, the Sabbath, &c., resulted

0 « Brief Memoirs of the Class of 1797, [Yale
College,] printed by order of the Class, for their
own use,” &. We are indebted to the kind-
ness of Rev. Dr. Edward Beecher, of Boston, for
this, and other materials for our sketch.
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from this sermon in his own parish. Af-
ter his removal to Litchfield, he repeated
the discourse, enlarged, to an assembly in
New-Haven, many members of the legis-
lature, and the local magistracy being
present. Other clergymen took up the
subject, and soon the magistrates were
induced to apply the laws with a sudden
severity, which produced reaction and a
* political revolution.” The advocates of
reform were startled and discouraged at
this reverse ; but it led them to perceive
the necessity of moral suasion as a pre-
liminary condition of right legal restraint;
and thus was brought out the fundamental
principle of the subsequent temperance
movement. Dr. Beecher was among the
first to recognize this necessity. Under
his influence ecclesiastical measures were
taken against the great evil. In connec-

he induced the General Association of
Connecticut Ministers to adopt a series of
resolutions, which embraced summarily
the present principles of the reform. The
effect was soon quite extraordinary; and
“this,” says the “ National Temperance
Offering,” “was the first marked and
leading temperance reform in America,
and preceded, by many years, the forma-
tion of the first temperance society in
Massachusetts.”

He soon also projected further efforts in
the same direction, and his noted six ser-
mons on intemperance were planned.
Their effect is still well remembered.
They have been a leading agency in the
promotion of the reform, not only in this
land, but in Europe, being translated into
German, French, Swedish, and Danish.
The missionaries of South Africa have
testified to their salutary influence among
even the Hottentots.

Had Dr. Beecher no other distinction,
his connection with this great moral move-
ment of our age would entitle him to an
enviable eminence in the history of his
times. But his writings, now being pub-
lished in a collected form, have placed
him permanently among the moral and
theological authors of the country. We
have already enumerated many of them,
and noted elsewhere their revised publica-
tion. They are mostly * occasional " pro-
ductions, called forth by some exigency of
public opinion, but will be not the less
durable. They are full of the intellectual
mettle of the man. Energy of thought,

and energy of expression, are the chief
characteristics of Dr. Beecher as a writer.
There is no dilution of his subjects, no
mere rhetorical prettinesses, no indirect
sophisms or evasions, to be detected on
his pages; but he advances manfully and
directly to his purpose. He states his
theme with noticeable clearness, likes the
distinctness of summary propositions,
abounds in brief and peremptory pass-
ages, has a good, staunch, Saxon style,
and is, in fine, in both his rhetoric and his
logic, full of robust strength, of genuine
stamina.

Dr. Beecher, now about seventy-seven
years of age, is still in vigorous health,
and abundant in labors. “In my domestic
relations,” he writes, “my cup of mercy,
though not unmingled with bitterness, in

| the death of two beloved wives, two in-
tion with Rev. Mr. Dutton, of Guilford, !

fants, and an adult son in the ministry,
has nevertheless been filled with pure,
copious, and habitual enjoyment, especial-
ly in the early conversion of my children,
and their blessed affection for me, and
usefulness in the Church of God.”

Our sketch of this venerable man has
been given much in detail, for the reason
that no very minute record of his useful
career has heretofore been published : his
name belongs to the common history of
the common Christianity of the country,
and is becoming, as he advances toward
the goal of his noble life, increasingly en-
deared to the American people, of all or
of no sects.

-—

BREVITIES.

OME day it will be found out that to

bring up a man with a genial nature, 2
good temper, and a happy frame of mind,
is a greater effort than to perfect him in
much knowledge and many accomplish-
ments. Blunt wedges rive hard knots.
Childhood ‘and genius have the same mas-
ter organ in common—inquisitiveness.
No man is wholly bad all at once. In all
true humor lies its germ—pathos. We
may do a very good action, and not be a
good man; but we cannot do an ill one,
and not be an ill man. Surely some peo-
ple must know themselves; many never
think about anything else. Truth, when
witty, is the wittiest of all things. Soli-
tude is necessary in the moments when
grief is strongest, and thought most
troubled.
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[Milton, at the Ago of Nineteen.]

MILTON.

ILLIAM HOWITT, in his Homes
and Haunts of the Poets, says that
“perhaps no man ever inhabited more
homes than our great epic poet, yet
scarcely one of these now remains.”
Most of Milton’s homes were in the Eng-
lish metropolis, and have been substituted,
in the progress of the city, by more mod-
ern buildings. The house where he was
born, December 9, 1608, on Bread-street,
was consumed in the great fire of London.
His country homes have undergone so
many changes, that those which our pres-
ent plates represent appear quite various
in the pictorial illustrations of Chambers,
Howitt, and other writers.

Most of the youth of Milton was spent
in London, where, under a private tutor,—
a strict Puritan, who, Aubrey says, wore
“ his hair short,”—and at St. Paul’s school,
he studied with remarkable assiduity and
success. He pored over his books till mid-
night, and incurred that terrible aflliction
which rendered his declining years
*dark, dark, irrecoverably dark,” allow-
ing him sight only in his dreams, while, as
he pathetically says in his beautiful sonnet
on the death of his second wife,

“ Day brought back his night.””

About his seventeenth year he entered
Christ College, at Cambridge, already
accomplished in the classic languages and
literatare. The juvenile portrait which we
insert at the head of this article was taken
during his college days. It will be an in-
teresting novelty to most of our readers,
as it has never before been publishéd in
this country. When but about twenty-one

years old he produced his noble Hymn on
the Nativity, a rich blossom of his ripen-
ing genius. In 1632, leaving the univer-
sity, the flat and denuded scenery around
which he heartily disliked, he made his
residence in Horton, Buckinghamshire,
where he spent five years in genial stud-
ies amidst most genial scenery. His
Arcades, Comus, and Lycidas were pro-
duced in this poetic retreat. All three
are exquisite specimens of his genius.
Lycidas has afforded several gems to our
familiar poetic quotations, but the Comus
stands pre-eminent for its numerous and
resplendent beauties. “It is a pure
dream of Elysium,” says a critic. *The
reader is transported, as in Shakspeare’s
Tempest, to scenes of fairy enchantment;
but no grossness mingles with the poet’s
creations, and his muse is ever ready to
moralize his song with strains of solemn
imagery and lofty sentiment.”

In his thirtieth year, Milton, still a
bachelor, went to Italy,—not, however, on
the romantic errand usually supposed.
The very pleasant little episode respect-
ing the

4 Occhi, stelle mortalli,” &c.,

a verse from Quarini, placed in his hand
by a beautiful foreign lady, while he
slept beneath a tree, and under the spell
of which, it is alleged, he wandered over
Italy in search of his furtive admirer,
now wears, we are sorry to inform the
fair reader, quite a suspicious aspect.
William Howitt treats it with a coolness
worthy of his Quaker stoicism. This
little romance,—about the only one in
his history,—may, in fact, be considered
about extinguished. Poets, notwithstand-
ing all the fine things thought of them,
are seldom good examples of their own
beautiful ideals. Milton has adorned his
Eve with matchless loveliness; but his
real life shows him to have been better as
a poet, a scholar, a politician, or even as a
schoolmaster, than as a lover. His ux-
orious vexations were among the most
grievous trials of his genius.

Milton in fine went to Italy, not as
an errant lover, but as a scholar and
a poet. While there, his polemic pro-
pensities were occasionally aroused; it
is said that he could hardly be restrained
from assailing Popery within the walls
of Rome itself; and he returned to Eng-
land with formidable hostility to prelacy,
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royalty, and everything which opposed
itself to liberty of conscience, of speech,
or of the press. He located himself in
London, entered into the great contro-
versies of the time, and -prepared to
devote himself to the cause of the Puri-
tans and to the fortunes of Cromwell. We
pause not to note his political labors and
struggles; remarking, however, en pas-
sant, that his prose writings, the products
of these labors and struggles, are replete
with the noblest excellencies of his ge-
nius.

The poetic temperament of the great
bard had hitherto failed to receive any
very profound or permanent impression
from that living beauty which he was
nevertheless so capable of describing in
his verse ; but being now about thirty-five

COTTAGE AT FOREST HILL,

years of age, it was reasonable that he
should marry as a matter of convenance
at least. Mary Powell, the daughter of
a stanch royalist, was his choice. He
removed his residence to a cottage at
Forest Hill, Oxford, near the original
home of his bride. Here, according to Sir
William Temple, he wrote his L’Allegro,
and the beautiful scenery of that im-
mortal poem was borrowed from the
picturesque landscapes of his new neigh-
borhood. Sir William describes a visit
which he made to this memorable locality.
“As we ascended the hill, the variety
of beautiful objects, the agreeable stillness
and natural simplicity of the whole scene,
gave us the highest pleasure. We at
length reached the spot whence Milton

undoubtedly took most of his images
[of L’Allegro]: it is on the top of a
hill, from which there is a most
extensive prospect on all sides. The
distant mountains, that seemed to sup-
port the clouds; the village and tur-
rets, partly shrouded in trees of the finest
verdure, and partly raised above the
groves that surrounded them; ‘the dark
plains and meadows, of a grayish color,
where the sheep were feeding at large ;
in short, the view of the streams and
rivers, convinced us that there was not a
single useless or idle word in the Allegro
description, but that it was a most exact
and lively representation of nature. Thus
will this fine passage, which has always
been admired for its elegance, receive an
additional beauty from its exactness. Af-
ter we had walked, with a
kind of poetical enthusiasm,
over this enchanted ground,
we returned to the village.

“The poet's house was
close to the church; the
greatest part of it has been
pulled down, and what re-
mains belongs to an adjacent
farm.

“It must not be omitted,
that the groves near this
village are famous for night-
ingales, which are so ele-
gantly described in the Pen-
seroso. Most of the cottage
windows are overgrown with
sweet-briers, vines, and hon-
ey-suckles; and that Mil-
ton’s habitation had the same
rustic ornament, we may
conclude from his description of the lark
bidding him good-morrow—

Through the sweet-brier, or the vine,
Or the twisted eglantine;

for it is evident that he meant a sort of
honey-suckle by the eglantine, though
that word is commonly used for the sweet-
brier, which he could not mention twice in
the same couplet.”

Milton took his young wife to London,
but was able to keep her there only one
month.  Dissatisfied with his mode of
life, she deserted him and returned to her
father. Disposed to marry again, he
wrote his essays on Divorce: but when
she learned that he was actually making
proposals for the hand of another lady
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MILTON'S HOUSE AT CHALFONT.

she returned, “fell on her knees before
him,” and was reinstated in his house-
hold.

By the end of the year 1652 his sight
entirely failed, while writing his * De-
fense of the People”—a noble occasion for
the sacrifice. The death of his wife oc-
curred about this time ; but the latter loss
was promptly repaired by a second mar-
riage, which was followed, however, in
about a year by the death of his new con-
sort, whom he lamented with a pathos
which largely redeems his reputation as a
lover and husband.

When the plague broke out in London,
Milton retired to Chalfont in Bucks.
Here he completed Paradise Lost, and
wrote the whole of Paradise Regained.
Mr. Howitt describes the Chalfont cottage
as surrounded by beautiful views. He
says :—* Standing a little above the cot-
tage, the view before you is very interest-
ing. The quiet old agricultural village of
Chalfont lies in the valley, amid woody
uplands, which are seen all round. The
cottage stands facing you, with its gable
turned to the road, and fronting into its
little garden and field. A row of ordinary
cottages is built at its back, and faces the
road below. To the right ascends the
graes field mentioned ; but this, with ex-
tensive old orchards above the house, is
pleasing to the eye, presenting an idea of
quiet, rural repose, and of meditative
wialks in the shade of the orchard-trees,

or up the field, to the breezy height
above. Opposite to the house, on the
other side of the way, is a wheelwright’s
dwelling, with his timber reared among
old trees; and above it a chalk-pit, grown
about with bushes. This is as rural as
you can desire. The old house is cov-
ered in front with a vine, bears all the
marks of antiquity, and is said by its in-
habitant, a tailor, to have been but little
altered. There was, he says, an old
porch at the door, which stood till it fell
with age. Here we may well imagine
Milton sitting, in the sunny weather, and
enjoying the warmth, and the calm sweet
air. Could he have seen the view which
here presented itself, it would have been
agreeable ; for though in this djrection the
ascending ground shuts out distant prospect,
its green and woody upland would be itself
a pleasant object of contemplation ; shut-
ting out all else, and favorable to thought.
The house below consists of two rooms,
the one on the left, next to the road, a
spacious one, though low, and with its
small diamond casements suggesting to
you that it is much as when Milton in-
habited it. Here he no doubt lived prin-
cipally ; and, in all probability, here was
Paradise Regained dictated to his aman-
uensis, most likely at that time his third
wife, Elizabeth Minshull.”

Paradise Lost was given to the public
about two years ufter its completion.
The copyright was sold to Samuel Sim-
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mons for five pounds paid on its receipt, and
five more when 1,300 copies were sold, and
the same amount after the sale of the sec-
ond and third editions respectively, each
edition comprising 1,500 copies. Milton
died before the third edition was demanded,
and Simmons purchased his widow’s en-
tire right in this immortal property of
genius for eight pounds—a property which
has brought myriads to publishers for its
mere mechanical work, and to artists for
its embellishment. Milton’s contract with
his publisher has been for some time in the
possession of Rogers the poet, who, as is
stated in our literary record for the month,
lately deposited it in the British Mu-
seum. The following is a fac-simile of
one of the poet's receipts to Simmons :—

l28 1669
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Milton married his third wife in 1660.
She survived him several years. Three
daughters by his first wife also survived
him. The manner in which he conducted
their education has occasioned much ani-
madversion, and been considered a proof
of his depreciatory estimate of the sex.
It is said he taught them to pronounce
several languages, that they might read to
him, after his blindness; but their instruc-
tion was limited to the mere pronuncia-
tion. A most ungracious task must have
been these filial prelections in unknown
tongues; and they may account, in part,
for the “ undutiful and unkind ” treatment
which he says he received from them in
his latter days. None of them lived with
- him for several years before his death.
He died in great tranquillity on the 8th of
November, 1674, and was buried in St.
Giles’s church, Cripplegate, London, where
sleep Fox, the martyrologist, and Speed,
the historian. Milton’s bust has been
placed on the third pillar from the east
end, to the left as you enter the church.

His remains are beneath, under a large

w.
The North British Review says :—* The
retrospect of Milton’s literary life gives
us the following as the facts most proper
to be remembered by those who would
study his works in their biographical con-
nection ; that from his seventeenth to his
thirty-third or thirty-fourth year, his chief
literary exercises were poetry ; that from
his thirty-fourth year, however. on to
his fifty-third, he labored almost exclu-
sively as a controversialist and prose
writer, producing during this long period
scarcely anything in verse besides a few
sonnets; and, finally, that in his old age
he renewed his allegiance to the muse of
verse, and occupied himself in the compo-
sition of those greater poems, the
Paradise Lost, the Paradise Re-
gained, and the Samson Agonis-
tes, which he intended more
especially as his bequest to the @
literature of England.”

His daily life has been given
us. “He rises early; has a
chapter in the Hebrew Bible
read to him; then meditates till
seven; till twelve he listens to
reading, in which he employs his
daughters; then takes exercise,
and sometimes swing= in his little
garden. After a frugal dinner,
he enjoys some musical recrestion; at
six he welcomes friends ; takes supper at
eight; and then, having smoked a pipe,
and drank a glass of water, he retires to
repose. 'That repose is sometimes broken
by poetic musings, and he rouses uwp his
daughter that he may dictate to her some
lines before they are lost.”

Among the chief characteristics of
Milton’s genius are his originality, his sub-
limity, and his skill in picturesque descrip-
tion. The first of these is the highest
trait of genius. It is stamped on all his
productions. His poems, especially his
great epic, are full of invention. Spen-
ser, he acknowledged to Dryden, was hie
model ; there are distinct traces of our
other great early poet in his writings, and
the influence of the Greek tragedians and
the Italian poets, over his muse, is quite
perceptible ; but his origingl and mighty
genius transmuted and assimilated to itself
all extraneous aids—as the oak, though
towering to the heavens, derives, in part,
its nourishment from the undergrowth that
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"decays beneath it. It recoined with its
own impress every borrowed conception.
As originality is the highest power of
genius, 8o is sublimity its highest emotion.
Milton is matchless in the latter, if we
except the Biblical examples. The two
first books of Paradise Lost are, with this
exception, the most august displays of the
human mind on record. There was, in
fact, an essential grandeur in the spirit of
this blind old man ; even when he treats of
pathetic subjects, as in Lycidas, or in-
dulges in familiar description, as in L’Al-
legro, or introduces colloquial scenes, as
in Comus or Paradise Lost, it is always
with a dignity which, without being strain-
ed, seems nevertheless unearthly—as a
fine night-scene appears solemn, some-
thing apart from our ordinary earthly life.
The sublime individuality of his genius, in
fine, pervades all his conceptions, and be-
comes dignity at least, where it can no
longer be grandeur. - In this manner must
we account for the alleged * want of bu-
man interest” in Paradise Lost, and his
comparative failure in dramatic effect.
His Comus, Arcades, and Samson Ago-
nistes are examples. Fortunately he did
not persist in his originaf intention of pro-
ducing Paradise Lost in dramatic form.

His picturesque skill is so obvious that
it is astonishing it should ever have been
questioned, especially by so sagacious a
critic as Coleridge. L’Allegro and 1I
Penseroso present the finest pictures.
Paradise Lost abounds in transcendent
descriptive beauties.

When we add to these highest traits of
poetic genius the noble morale of the man,
the lofty purity of his writings and his
life, we are compelled to recognize Milton
as not only the greatest of our bards, but
one of the grandest men of his own or of
any age. He had hf® imperfections, but
his virtues partook of the grandeur of his
genius. His life was temperate and un-
stained. He stood forth for liberty, relig-
ious, eivil, and literary, with heroic devo-
tion; and would probably have suffered as
a martyr for it, had it not been for the
intervention of his literary friends. He
anticipated some of its latest and noblest
developments. Amidst terrible reverses,
domestic afflictions, sickness, blindness,
and political disgrace, his mighty soul
maintained unabated its inherent strength
and sublime aspirations; and when the
present was lost to him, he appealed to the
future in strains which archangels might
trumpet in the heavens.

8T. GILES'S CHURCH.
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THE JEWS' WAILING-PLACE AT JERUSALEM.

HE above plate represents a memorable
locality in the topography of Jerusalem
—interesting not only for the affecting cer-
emony of which it is every week the scene,
but for the historical supposition that the
massive wall is a remnant of the temple
of Solomon. Dr. Robinson describes it
as follows :—

“I went with Mr. Lanneau to the place
where the Jews are permitted to purchase
the right of approaching the site of their
temple, and of praying and wailing over
its ruins and the downfall of their nation.
The spot is on the western exterior of the
area of the great mosque, considerably south
of the middle ; and is approached only by
a narrow crooked lane, which there ter-
minates at the wall in a very small open
place. The lower part of the wall is
here composed of the same kind of ancient
stones, which we had before seen on the
eastern side. Two old men, Jews, sat
there upon the ground, reading together in
a book of Hebrew prayers. On Fridays
they assemble here in greater numbers.
It is the nearest point in which they can
venture to approach their ancient temple ;
and fortunately for them, it is sheltered

from observation by the narrowness of the
lane and the dead walls around. Here,
bowed in the dust, they may at least weep
undisturbed over the fallen glory of their
race, and bedew with their tears the soil
which so many thousands of their fore-
fathers once moistened with their blood.”

The following is the lament which the
Jews chant amidst these ruins. It must
have a singularly affecting sound when
heard from the children of Israel, bewail-
ing among the ruins of Jerusalem their
fallen city and their suffering people. The
translation is by Rev. Mr. Wolff.

Cantor. On account of the palace which
is laid waste :

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. Onaccount of the temple which
is destroyed :

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of the walls which
are pulled down:

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of the majesty
which is gone:

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of our great men
who have been cast down :




A CHILD IN HEAVEN.

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of the precious
stones which were burned :

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of the priests who
have stumbled :

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. On account of our kings who
have despised Him :

People. We sit down alone and weep.

Cantor. We beseech Thee, have mercy
upon Sion :

People. Gather the children of Jerusa-
lem.

Cantor. Make haste, Redeemer of Sion:

People. Speak to the heart of Jerusalem.

Cantor. May beauty and majesty sur-
round Sion :

People. And turn with thy mercy to
Jerusalem.

Cantor. Remember the shame of Sion:

People. Make new again the ruins of
Jerusalem.

Cantor. May the royal government
shine again over Sion :

People. Comfort those who mourn at
. Jerusalem.

Cantor. May joy and gladness be found
upon Sion:

People. A Branch spring forth at Jeru-
salem.

A CHILD IN HEAVEN.

Trou, God on high, art Love,
And dost by Love’s attraction draw our souls,
Flitting in dusty circuit ‘twixt the poles,

Up to their home above |

And though we bear the weight
Of mortal nature, yet the loved and free
We follow with strong pinion back to thee,
And look in at thy gate.

Lost one! in sleep we rise
Into thy track, and thy receding light
Pursue, till, pausing at the portal bright,
Thou gazest in our eyes.

“ Be comforted,” that mild,
Full heart-glance said—* of human love the link
Stretches o’er death’s abyss from brink to brink ;
This angel is your child 1
Then with her brow still bent
On ours, she slowly lessen’d into bliss,
As if to show she bore our mortal kiss
Into the firmament !

Nor was our gaze forbid
To watch herstill ; for kneeling lngels crown’d,
Having kiss’d her, parted where they zoned her
round,
That she might not be hid.
As after doubtful notes,
That Music wakes ere she decides her lay,
On sudden, up some dear frequented way
Of heavenly sound she floats.

And each awaiting heart

Thrills to remember’d joy ; so, from the

And glory mantling those bright hosts, did start
Full many a well-known face.

Thy father’s father, sweet |
She at whose knees thy mother lisp’d her prayer,
Bent their swift pinions from the th to greet
Thy soul, and lead thee there.

And some who left the way
Of life while green, were there—to whom twas
iven
To sink on its soft pastures after play,
To sleep and wake in heaven!

And one not knit by blood—
Save souls have kinship—near’d thee ; in her eyes
Dwelt love so holy while on earth she stood,
They changed not for the skies.

Close, closer, form divine!
Here was thy life, high, gracious, undefiled—
The light that lit the parent-hearts was thine—
Now shine upon the child !

They stoop to us, they pour
Celestial glances down, each glance a ray
That steeps our eyes—the dropp’d lids fringe
them o'er,
And all dissolves away!

Yet through the dark we hear
The music of their wings—and well we know
That the child-angel to His sight they bear
Who bless’d her like below.

O, then our thankful bliss
Burst forth—and the bless’d souls that people
dreams
Fled from the awakening cry. Our world was this,
Our light, earth’s common beams.

They slant upon the ground
Where, in its bud, her wind—an')p ’d dahlia lay,
Where still the notesof childhood’s chorus sound,
Though one note is away.

Morn breaks its golden surge o
Against the walls whence with presaging eyes
She watch’d the spirecrown’d steep: morn
rounds the verge
Of shadow where she lies.

The night-hush’d din of life
Thickens and swells ; but from that better sphere
Our sleep unvail'd, there flows through all the
strife
A volce intact and clear,—

“ Love’s very grief is gain ;
Thereby earth holier grows, and heaven is nigher;
Souls that their idols will not here detain,
Will follow and aspire.

Potent is sorrow’s breath
To quench wrath’s fever; and the hungry will
That clutches fame, looks in the face of death,
And the wild mien is still.

No paths of sense may wile
The yearning heart. It asks not if the road
Have bays to crown, or odors to beguile,
But—does it lead to Gop ?

Love, purity, repose,
Faith cherish’d, duty done, and wrong forgiven—
Be these the garland and the staff of those
Who have a child in heaven "’—Lond. Athen.
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PHILOSOPHIC SCHOOLS OF GREECE.

v

THE PHILOSOPHER AND M1IS DISCIPLES,

ENEATH the cloudless canopy of a

Grecian sky, and within the noble edi-
fices of Athens, metaphysical pursuits
found thei®most ardent admirers. Here
Thales, who has been styled ¢ the father
of speculative philosophy,” taught his
doctrines, though the events of his life,
no less than the precise tenets he main-
tained, are shrouded in mystery. His
aphorism, “ Know thyself,” which was
considered worthy to be inscribed in let-
ters of gold on the temple at Delphi, de-
velops the method by which he sought the
extension of truth.

The first distinctive characteristic of
the Ionian school, founded by Thales, was
that of physiological inquiry into the con-
stitution of the universe. He taught that
the principle of all things was water.
Anaximenes followed ; but while he elab-
orated the views of his master, he detect-
ed phenomena that were to him inexpli-
cable on the principle of Thales. He felt
within him a something which moved him,
though he knew neither how, nor why—
something higher than himself—invisible,

but ever present : this he
called his soul. His soul
he believed to be air.

These great, though
mistaken  philosophers,
were followed in the same
course of thought by Dio-
genes” of Apollonia, and
Heraclitus of Ephesus,
who sought to refer all
sensible things to one orig-
inal principle in nature.
Air and fire appeared to
them only sensible sym-
bols, which they used in
order to present more vi-
vidly to the imagination
the energy of the one vi-
tal principle, which gives
rise to all outward appear-
ances. It would, how-
ever, be a mistake to re-
gard these philosophers
a8 materialists. The dis-
tinction hetween objective
and subjective,—between
a law operating in the
universe, and the corre-
sponding apprehension of
that law by reason,—how-
ever obvious it may seem at the present
day, appears to have required the deep
meditation of numerous powerful thinkers
to bring it clearly and truthfully before
the mind.

That these two great things were con-
founded by Heraclitus is apparent; for
he attributed to the universal fire the
powers of a universal reason,—the source
both of order in the world, and of the ing
sight into that order possessed by man.
Notwithstanding this confusion, the im-
portant discovery was recognized by him,
that reason is common to all men, and
that the ultimate principles of science
derive their validity from their univer-
sality.

These philosophers may be regarded as
forming one division of the Ionic school,
who agreed in belicving the universe to be
the result of the spontaneous evolution of
a single principle or power, and all sensible
things as modifications of that principle,
real only in reference to their ultimate
ground. Anaximander, who lived B. C.
590, and Anaxagoras, the master of Peri-
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cles, entertained different views ; but they
agreed in considering the world to be com-
posed of numberless small particles of
different kinds and shapes, by the change
of whose relative position all phenomena
were produced.®* Anaxagoras traced them
to a Supreme Reason, the author of all
that is regular and harmonious in the
disposition of these elementary atoms.
This distinguished man inherited a splen-
did patrimony, and appeared destined to
fill high offices in the state ; but he disre-
garded all external greatness, and deter-
mined by his native powers to rear for
himself an imperishable fame. Looking
with contempt on the talent of his native
city, he sought in Athens to attain the
objects of his desires. The stirring epoch
which followed was calculated to aid his
purpose ; for the age of Pericles had come
—Athens was then the “ queen of Greece!”
The critics and scholars of the period
delighted to behold the triumphs of
Aschylus; Sophocles enjoyed universal
admiration. There the Ionian philosophy
found a home, and the young Anaxagoras
shared his time with Homer and Anaxi-
menes. Anaxagoras may be regarded as
the first philosopher who clearly and boldly
avowed the leading distinctions between
mind and matter—an anticipation of one
of the first discoveries of modern psy-
chology, though by him dimly shadowed
forth.

Epicurus is said to have been born in
the neighborhood of Athens, about 344
years before Christ, though some declare
that Samos was his birth-place. His pa-
rents were poor, yet his philosophic career
began at the early age of thirteen ; for, on
hearing the verse of Hesiod, wherein all
things are said to arise from chaos,
Epicurus asked, “And whence came
chaos ¥ The writings of Democritus
occupying his attention, he devoted his
time to philosophic pursuits, and ultimately,
in his thirty-sixth year, opened a school
at Athens, in a spot suited to-the doctrine
he promulgated, over which he presided
till his death. The Platonists had their
Academic Grove ; the Aristotelians walk-
ed in the Lyceum ; the Cynics occupied
the Cynosarges ; the Stoics were in the

SThe costume in the preceding engraving,
like that which follows, is precisely that of the
time. The philosopher is here attired in an
undergarment, which some of the more rigid
omitted.

You. I, No. 1.—B

Porch; and the Epicureans had their
Garden, on the entrance of which was
inscribed, “ The hospitable keeper of this
mansion, where you will find pleasure the
highest good, will present you liberally
with barley-cakes, and water fresh from
the spring. The gardens will not provoke
your appetite by artificial dainties, but
satisfy it with natural supplies. Will you
not be well entertained ?”

The Epicureans declared as their great
maxim, That pleasure constituted hap-
piness; and as all animals instinctively
pursue it, and avoid pain, man should do
8o deliberately. The difference between
the philosophic and the ignorant consists
in this, that while both pursue pleasure,
the former does it completely, by fore-
going certain enjoyments that will cause
pain and vexation hereafter; while the
ignorant seize on the pleasure of the
present, and forfeit much that might also
be gained in the future. Thus the Epicu-
reans maintained the law of temperance ;
and it was their great principle that wealth
consisted not in great possessions, but in
having few wants. They regarded the
gods as serene, majestic beings, too far
distant, and .too much at their ease, to
trouble themselves with human affairs.
It followed, that while reverence and ad-
miration were deemed suitable, all worship
was declared to be useless and absurd.

Zeno, having undertaken a voyage to
Athens, was shipwrecked, and lost the
whole of a valuable cargo of Pheenician
purple, which reduced him to poverty, and
probably was the means of leading him to
embrace the doctrines of the Stoics, whose
ostentatious display of poverty had capti-
vated many minds. But he could not con-
tinue long a disciple, and the Stoa, or Porch,
which was variegated with the pictures of
Polygnotus, and had once been the resort
of the poets, was the scene of his instruc-
tions, inculcating disregard alike of pleas-
ure and of pain. Many disciples of the
Porch and the Garden, however, while
avowing their attachment to the principles
of their respective masters, allowed them-
selves to be carried away by every kind
of excess.

Socrates was another philosopher who
disseminated his principles in the city of
Athens. His character was eccentric in
the extreme. Ungainly in his movements,
and rude in his nrermers, he wandered bare-
footed about the streets; stood unmoved
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for hours, absorbed in thought; or strolled
to the market-place to engage in disputa-
tion. Yet, beneath so repulsive an ex-
terior, which excited the contempt of his
rivals, and often kept his friends aloof, was
a capacity as subtil as it was gigantie.

The Cyrenaic sect originated in Aristip-
pus ; the Megaric, or Eristic, with Euclid
of Megara, some of whose successors were
distinguished for their logical subtilty.
The Eliac, or Eretriac sect, sprang from
an adherent of the doctrines of Socrates;
the Academic from Plato, after whose
death his disciples deviated from his doc-
trine, occasioning the subdivision of the
sect into the Old, the New, and the
Middle Academies. The Peripatetic phi-
losophy owed its origin to Aristotle; the
Cynic to Antisthenes, Diogenes being one
of its most noted advocates. These were
the nine sects of the lonic school ; the
Italic embraced five; the Eleatic was
founded by Zenophanes, the Ileraclitean
by the individual whose name it bears, and
the Pyrrhonic by Pyrrho.

The Sophists appeared among the
philosophers as the educators of youth.
They were generally not natives of Attica;
but their ability in their own country
pointing them out for distinction, they left
the humble positions they there occupied,
and sought, in the emporium of knowl-
edge and civilization, wealth and fame.
Their ostentatious profession, their sump-
tuous robes, their rich and artificial
language, full of splendid antithesis and
far-sought metaphor, their dialectic talent
and vivid imaginations, gained them public
attention, and they were accompanied by
a numerous escort of noble youths, who
thus acquired by oral communication that
knowledge which the scarcity and costli-
ness of literature precluded by other
means. The Sophists must not be consid-
ered as philosophers, but as rhetoricians.

. Aristophanes described them as foolish
and worthless, and labored to render them
absolutely ridiculous. Little effect ap-
pears, however, to have been produced
by any such efforts. Socrates declared
that the hoary impostor Protagoras had
for a space of more than forty years prop-
agated- his pernicious principles, and that
from the practice of his baneful trade he
had derived more gains than Phidias and
ten sculptors besides. CE

. That specics of knowledge which con-

founds right with wrong was propagated |

with such success, that, in the days of
Aristophanes and Plato, it appears to have
excited little surprise, and to have been
expected rather than otherwise in those
persons who set themselves up as “ teach-
ers of wisdom.” Thus, not only were the
highest powers of man's nature perverted
from the right source of knowledge, bat
the sensibility of the conscience was
deadened. The pupil who was taught to
practice nefarious acts, was directed to
three sources of consolation, or rather
to three means of banishing fear :—either
that there were no gods; or, if there were,
they took no cognizance of human affairs ;
or, supposing they did take any, their
connivance could be gained, and their ven-
geance appeased, by the offering of a bull.
an ox, a sheep, a little incense, or a few
grains of salt !

A sense of the dishonor thus done to
the Most High, deeply affected the heart
of the great Apostle of the Gentiles, who
appeared amidst these scenes with the
only divine philosophy. We read that
‘“ his spirit was stirred in him, when he
saw the city wholly given to idolatry.”
Acts xvii, 16. In “the altar inscribed
to the unknown God,” he witnessed a
melancholy acknowledgment of the igno-
rance and superstition that prevailed.
The only true God was the only God un-
known.

The origin of idolatry may be traced to
the alienation of the heart from God, the
opposition of his character to the depraved
condition of his fallen creatures, and a
consequent desire to have such a god as
themselves, who would approve their sins.
No idolater ever invested the object of his
worship with either holiness or love.
The principal gods of the Pantheon were
raised above men solely by the greater
enormity of their crimes—the result of
the greater power they were supposed to

possess.

According to Justin Martyr, Plato, on
returning to Athens, after his travels in
Egypt, where he acquired some knowl-
edge of the unity of God, was anxious to
dissemble and conceal his sentiments, lest
he should be compelled to appear before
the Areopagites. But it was otherwise
with the inspired Apostle. Moved by the
idolatry of the Athenians, “ he preached
Jesus and the resurrection,” in the Jewish
synagogue and in the market-place; and
the consequences which Plato feared fell



PHILOSOPHIC SCHOOLS OF GREECE.

19

on him. He was assail-
ed by the people, who
supposed that he thus
urged on their regard
deities of which they
had not before heard.
They believed that, as
they were in the habit
of deifying virtues, vices,
health, or diseases, that
Jesus who was thus
preached unto them by
the Apostle was such a
god, and that Anastasts,
or the Resurrection, was
another which he wished
should enjoy their admi-
ration. Certain Epicu-
reans and Stoic phileso-
phers therefore led him
to Areopagus, that they
might know more of this
new doctrine. Whether
or not he was criminally
arraigned is undecided ;
bat it is beyond dispute
that his bearing was most
dignified, and his address
most eloquent.

Singularly interesting
and impressive were the
associations which could not fail to crowd
on his mind, as he stood on the Hill of
Mars.

With his face toward the north—his
most probable position—he would have
immediately behind him the long walls
which ran down to the sea. Near the
JZgean on one side was the harbor of
Pireeus, on the other Phalerum, with their
gallant ships, their crowded arsenals, and
their busy artisans. Turning toward his
right was the Pnyx, the scene of the
mightiest eloquence of Greece. Stretch-
ing immediately before him was the
crowded city, full of memorials of its arts,
though shamefully debased by idolatry.
On his left hand, but beyond the walls, he
might look on
* The olive-grove of Academe,

Plato’s retirement, where the Attic bird
Thrills her thick-warbled notes the summer
long.”

Even on the hill where Paul stood was
the court-house of the council; here,
also, were two silver stones, on one of
which stood the accuser, on the other the
accused; while a temple to the Furies, oth-

‘THE APOSTLE PAUL PREACHING AT ATHENS.

er national and commemorative buildings,
and various altars, would not fail to meet
his eye. The reader will do well to con-
sider attentively the appeal of the inspired
apostle, as recorded in the book of the
Acts. -It did not fail of effect : though
some mocked, and others procrastinated,
yet others believed, among whom was
Dionysius, a member of the council.—
Athens : its Grandeur and Decay.

IDLENESS AND VICE.

REAT examples to virtue, or to vice,
are not so productive of imitation as
might at first sight be supposed. The fact
is, there are hundreds that want energy for
one that wants ambition, and sloth has pre-
vented as many vices in some minds as vir-
tues in others. Idleness is the grand Pa-
cific Ocean of life; and in that stagnant
abyss the most salutary things produce no
good, the most noxious no evil. Vice,
indeed, abstractedly considered, may be,and
often is, engendered in idleness; but the
moment it becomes efficiently vice, it must
quit its cradle, and cease to be idle.
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JOHN STERLING AND THOMAS
CARLYLE.

HE notoriety attaching to the name of
John Sterling, affords a singular in-
stance of a reputation extremely dispro-
portionate to the qualities and deeds of
him who has obtained it ; and is owing
entirely to the eminence of his biographers
—Archdeacon Hare and Thomas Carlyle,
both his elect friends—and to the opposed
points of view from which they have re-
garded his character. Archdeacon Hare,
in editing “ Sterling’s Literary Remains,”
prefaced them with a brief memoir, in
which the religious aspect of his life was
chiefly prominent, and its errors and
failures marked and deplored. To Mr.
Carlyle this proved vexation indeed,—
even seemed misrepresentation and un-
truth,—and was provocative first of anger,
and then of a determination himself to
draw Sterling’s portrait, and to tell the
world his life-story as ke read it. So poor
Sterling’s memory has become a contro-
versy, the interest of which is not in
Sterling, but in the questions started by
his differing biographers. It is not won-
derful that this should occasion only pain
to those who knew and loved him best ;
nor that his brother-in-law and affectionate
friend, Professor Maurice, should refuse,
as it is said, to read either of the biogra-
phies.

Of Sterling himself let the kindliest
words be spoken ; let condemnations be
gentle, as they will be on the part of all
whose religious opinions are convictions,
not traditions, and whose enjoyment of the
serene light of faith has been reached
through the gloom and storm of unsolicited
doubt. Yet in Sterling’s beliefs and
works there is little that is of much sig-
nificance, or that has an interest for the
general world. In the two volumes of his
¢ Remains,” Archdeacon Hare's Memoir
was the chiefly noticeable thing ; and in
the new life by Mr. Carlyle, all the interest
belongs to Mr. Carlyle himself. The
purpose of this paper, however, demands
that there be a brief sketch of Sterling,
and then there is something to be said of
what Mr. Carlyle has set down concerning
him.

At a kind of dilapidated baronial resi-
dence in the Isle of Bute, having a small
farm attached to it, and called Kaimes

Castle, John Sterling was born, on the !

20th of July, 1808. His father, Captain
Edward Sterling, was then on half-pay,
and trying his hand at farming. His
mother was of “a refined female nature,
tremulously sensitive,” says Mr. Carlyle,
‘“and strong chiefly on the side of the
affections, and the graceful insights and
activities dependent on these.” From her
John Sterling derived * the delicate aroma
of his nature.” His stronger qualities,
and especially his restless impetuosity,
came to him from his father, a man of
great energy and stormy rapidity of char-
acter. Yet he grew up a noble boy,
clever, joyous, adventurous, and withal
somewhat impetuous. At twelve, he ran
away from school, at Blackheath, and
managed to get to Dover, with the view
of crossing the Channel ; but he was there
detected, and compelled to confess, and
write home to his mother ; and it was very
characteristic of him that he wrote a let-
ter in what Carlyle calls “the steady,
historical style, narrating merely, not in
the least apologizing.”

At sixteen, John Sterling was sent to
the University of Glasgow, his brother
Antony being already there. He remain-
ed, however, but one year. Subsequently,
when eighteen, he entered at Trinity
College, Cambridge ; with the good for-
tune of having for his tutor the Rev.
Julius Hare, who became at once a cordial
friend, and remained so ever afterward.
Sterling paid but little attention to the
prescribed studies of the university ; they
were not the discipline and knowledge he
required. Yet he made progress in less
formal study, devoured and digested mul-
tifarious books, and reached a very high
degree of culture. The chief advantage
of the university to him, was in the circle
of noble and loving friends with which he
became surrounded,—among whom were
Frederic Maurice, Richard Trench,Charles
Buller, Richard Milnes, and others who
have since distinguished themselves in
literature and public life. Amongst these
Sterling was celebrated for his clear in-
telligence, brilliant conversation, and un-
usual eloquence in debate. He had the
gift of being loved,—of powerfully attract-
ing others to himself by his genial spirit
and sincerity of soul. In the admiration
he won, there was generally tenderness ;
and the ties that bound him to his friends
were of singular tenacity. The university
career was not of long continuance; at
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the end of two years, Sterling left, with-
out taking a degree.

Now came entrance on life—a profes-
sion to be chosen. But Sterling had with-
in him certain “wild radicalisms,” which
shut up the road to life lying through the
Church ; he would not then consent to be
one of her “black dragoons,” as he called
the clergy; and the probability is, that
being a man of true integrity, yet with un-
awakened spiritual nature, he was also
averse to the assumption of a clerical
office for which he possessed no religious
qualification. Other roads—as those of
medicine and law—were closed to him by
his desultory habits and restlessness of
spirit ; so that, eventually, more by chance
than choice, it would seem, he took to
literature as his vocation. In connection
with his friend, Frederic Maurice, he pur-
chased and conducted the ‘ Athenmum,”
then newly started. In this journal he
published many fine papers—now included
in the “ Remains”—full of promise of ex-
cellence afterward to be attained. No
commercial success attended this experi-
ment, however, and the “ Athenseum” was
again transferred to other hands. Ster-
ling may, for some time afterward, be
traced in various wanderings to the Lakes,
to Paris, and into much new society ; con-
tinuing, too, decisively a radical—a man
of very free and bold opinions.

At this period, about 1828, dawns a new
era in Sterling’s history. e then became
acquainted with Coleridge ; and amongst
the young ardent thinkers who resorted to
Highgate, to listen to the wise and won-
derful discourse of the grand old man,
oone was more heart-earnest and absorb-
edly-attentive than Johw Sterling. The
influence of Coleridge on his intellect and
sensibilities awakened within him hitherto
unknown longings after the highest and
divinest objects of human life, and gave
new directions to his spiritual nature.
The impression thus made eventually
determined one of the most important acts
of Sterling's life; and although, as Mr.
Carlyle informs us, “ democratic liberal-
ism,” and other things hard of assimilation
with the philosophy and theology of Cole-
ridge, continued to maintain their existence
with him, this was the power, beyond all
others, to which his nature bent with most
entireness. The literary efforts put forth
about this period gave proof of the strength
of the Coleridgean influence:

Sterling was married, in 1830, to Miss
Susan Barton, whose graces and fine
qualities are well spoken of by Mr. Car-
lyle. Health was then in a seriously
threatening state with Sterling, dangerous
illness speedily followed, and proving to
be pulmonary disease, on partial recov-
ery it seemed desirable that he should
seek a more favorable climate. He went
to St. Vincent, West Indies, where was
a family property which he undertook to
manage. There his eldest son was born.
There, too, the tidings of the Torrijos
tragedy reached him ; and so terrible was
its impression on him, that, conspiring
with the state of Mrs. Sterling’s health
to make him feel unsettled at St. Vin-
cent's, he resolved to return home. Let-
ters from him at this period spoke much
of the spiritual exercises of his mind—of
prayer, religious studies, and longing
endeavors after a sanctuary for the soul.
A critical juncture had arrived.

In the following year he went to Ger-
many, and at Bonn met with his friend
and college tutor, the Rev. Julius Hare.
To him he explained his views for the
future—briefly, that he intended a few
years’ study at a good German university,
and then a return to England, and an en-
trance on the ministry of the Established
Church. Mr. Hare approved, and offered
his own curacy at Herstmonceux, if it
should be vacant at the time of Sterling’s
return. After some months, this plan
was changed ; and a letter dispatched to
Mr. Hare, stating that if the curacy were
still vacant, Sterling was ready at once to
take orders and enter on its duties. The
reply gave assent—Sterling came home,
and was ordained at Chichester, on Trinity
Sunday, 1834.

Archdeacon Hare testifies that Sterling
threw his whole heart and soul into the
duties of the Christian ministry—that he
was faithful to the pulpit, assiduous in his
attention to the poor, and active to the full
measure of his powers. Still do some of
the poor at Herstmonceux affectionately
remember him—perhaps the best and
purest remembrance Sterling has on earth.
This new life—deeply sincere and devout
as it seems to have been—opened a path
which, could it but have been kept, might
have proved holy and happy, closing
triumphantly. Work, such as the activi-
ties of a parish ministry involved,—and
the influence of one having clear, strong
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intellect, profound learning and fullness of
faith, such as Archdeacon Hare’s,—were
likely to prove a saving discipline to a
temperament and character like Sterling’s.
But nine short months closed this path
also. Again failing health, and the coun-
sels of physicians thereupon, drove him
from his duties; and, with * sorrowful
agitation,” he resigned his curacy.

It was in the following year that the
second great power came to bear on the
mind and character of Sterling ; and the
history of its results is scarcely favorable
to a high estimate of his individuality and
inward strength. Ever too ready to bend
to the forces reaching him from without,
—and unconsciously, perhaps, accustomed
to take his tone and direction from other
minds,—it was scarcely possible that he
should not be “led captive at his will” by
Thomas Carlyle. Such was the event
of an acquaintance which sprung up in the
year he left Herstmonceux, and which
strengthened and grew to a deep and mu-
tually-prized intimacy, now affectionately
commemorated by Mr. Carlyle in his re-
cently published biography. How far-
reaching and important were the conse-
quences of this new friendship—it might
be said, discipleship—will appear pres-
ently.

On his removal to London, Sterling for
a while kept his faith in Christianity—
retaining the feeling of the clerical office,
and due regard for the Church. He oc-
cupied himself variously with theological
and metaphysical studies; and on breaking
into German, made himself familiar with
some of the works of Schleiermacher,
Tholuck, Neander, and others, delightedly
finding therein great increase to his knowl-
edge. At the same time he was aimless
and wandering—life had no serious duties,
no practicalities for him. Speculation
deep and high suited his mood—various
and roving speculations, tending * no-
whither,” modified and changed his opinions
at large. The influence of Coleridge was
lessening ; Carlyle was in the ascendency.
By-and-by, theologies and spiritualisms
were somewhat lost sight of, and such
work as was done at all was in the shape
of efforts at a place in literature.

For the next eight years Sterling made
temporary residences in London, occupied
with literary labors in several directions—
chiefly publications of poems and contribu-
tions to “ Blackwood;” but sadly were

these labors broken in upon by threatening
illness, necessitating flights to Clifton,
Falmouth, Torquay, and, in successive
winters, to the south of France, Madeirs,
and Italy. Hope of permanent recovery
alternated with the prospect of immediate
dissolution ; almost ever was he in the
attitude of one “screening himself from
swift death.” If his achievements were
few and comparatively unimportant, it
may be remembered that he had other
life-battle to do than tends to victory re-
cognizable by standers-by.

It was while making occasional brief
visits to London that & club was founded,
at which pleasant re-unions with his
friends might be possible ; this, inmocently
enough, was called the ¢ Sterling Club,”
and has since become famous, through the
gross and unjust attacks made on its mem-
bers, in some quarters, for a supposed
heretical sympathy with views and prin-
ciples of rationalistic stamp, of which
Sterling’s name was held to be a symbol.
It is undoubtedly true that views to which
the name of Rationalism is vaguely given,
were, in these years, adopted by Sterling.
Mr. Carlyle gives no information on this
momentous occurrence in his spiritual
history ; to Mr. Carlyle it does not seem
momentous, but rather a happy deliverance
from the wrecks of priesthood and from
bondage to the incredible. Were it not
for the memoir by Archdeacon Hare, and
twelve painfully interesting letters to Mr.
Coningham, published by him recently,
little would be known of the spiritual
struggles of Sterling’s mind at this period,
or of his eventual position with respect to
the Christian faith. And, after all, for
those who knew not Sterling, there is no
very clear account of his inward life pos-
sible to be gotten from his biographers.
Such words as it is fitting should here be
said thereon shall presently be spoken.

In the year 1843, the shadows gathered
deep over the path of Sterling. His wife
lay newly confined, when he received in-
telligence of the death of his mother—to
him an excellent and well-loved mother.
He could not hide his grief from his wife,
and, in answer to her questions, gave the
intelligence. “Poor old man !" murmured
his wife, “thinking of the old Edward
Sterling now left alone in the world ; and
these were her own last words—in two
hours more she too was dead.” Carlyle
adds, “ Sterling has lost much in these two
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hours ; how much that has long been can
never again be for him! Twice in one
morning, 8o to speak, has a mighty wind
smitten the corners of his house; and
mach lies in dismal ruins round him.”

In something more than a year from this
time Sterling himself was with the dead.
The decease of his wife induced a removal
to Ventnor, and there, being possessed of
ample income, he purchased a house and
grounds, and set about their improvement.
A permanent residence was necessary to
the six young motherless children now
left to his care. His literary labors were
again steadily prosecuted ; a tragedy pub-
lished, and eight cantos of a new poem
completed. Yet he complained of *sad
thoughts and ghastly dreaminess,” saying,
“the heart is gone out of my life.” Mr.
Carlyle confesses to receiving letters from
him during this year at Ventnor, which he
calls “melancholy enough;” but he sup-
presses them. In the spring of 1844, the
breaking of a blood-vessel prostrated
Sterling under the sickness from which he
never recovered. For six months death
was immediately before him; and with
great calmness and courage he set about
the adjustment of his affairs,—domestic,
literary, and all others,—and then prepared
to die. The Maurices were with him,
lovingly caring for him, and sustaining his
spirit. Much religious feeling flowed
forth in these last scenes; there was much
reading of the Bible—a humble and a
happy recognition of the will of God—
*1 thank the All-wise One ;” and to Arch-
deacon Hare he wrote, “ Christianity is a
great comfort and blessing to me, although
I am quite unable to believe all its original
documents.” At length, on the 18th of
September, the end came. He was very
weak and quiet, but penned a few verses
for friends; and to his sister gave these,
the last words he ever wrote :— -

" “Could we but hear all Nature’s voice,
From glow-worm up to sun,
"T'would speak with one concordant sound,
*Thy will, O God, be done!’

“ But hark ! a sadder, mightier prayer
From all men’s hearts that live,
. *Thy will be done in earth and heaven,
And Thou my sins forgive !’ "’

It grew. dusk; he asked for the old
Bible, which he used so often at Herst-
monceux in the cottages ;' then conversed

cheerfully for a few minutes, and. was left
to. settle for the night :—and so all things |

closed around him, and he * trode the com-
mon road into the great darkness,” as he
himself said, * without any thought of fear,
and with very much of hope.”

Such were the facts of Sterling's life :
they are not very important; neither are
his completed works numerous, nor of
more than partial success. Yet, such as
they are, they had a true worth in them;
and but for the continual struggle for life,
and the over-haste in which all work was
therefore done, might have been nobler
and more enduring. Sterling had brilliant
powers and fine heart, and was full of
genuine purity and the deepest sincerity.
“ Like other such lives, like all lives, this
is a tragedy,” says Mr. Carlyle: “high
hopes, noble efforts, under thickening diffi-
culties and impediments, ever new noble-
ness of valiant effort; and the result death,
with conquests by no means corresponding.
A life which cannot challenge the world’s
attention ; yet which does modestly solicit
it, and, perhaps, on clear study will be
found to reward it.”

Of Sterling’s religious errors something
remains to be said. They amounted to
the rejection of historical Christianity.
The perusal of Strauss’s “ Life of Jesus"
chiefly, and of other works partly—and
amongst yet other influences, that of
Goethe, whom he once held to be “a Pagan
in an age when it is the duty of all to be
Christians,” but whom, under Carlyle, he
came afterward greatly to reverence—
contributed to produce this unhappy result.
Yet it would seem that he retained faith
in a personal God, and in the moral element
of Christianity ; and his last lines and
words showed something of the ascend-
ency of a believing heart over the errors
of the understanding—a sense of sin and
of the need of forgiving mercy. Arch-
deacon Hare truly says, in closing his
Memoir, “ The representation of his life is
unsatisfactory, because the problem of his
life was incomplete. That problem was
the same as the great problem of our
age. In fact, it was the same with the
great problem of all ages—to reconcile
faith with knowledge, philosophy with
religion, the subjective world of human
speculation with the objective. world in
which God has manifested himself by a
twofold revelation, outwardly to our senses,
and spiritually to our spirits. . .. . Ever
since it was solved once for all, for every
practical purpose of life, by the incarna-
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tion of the Word, new forms of the specu- i rich narrative, and impriat it lastingly on
lative problem have heen continually the mind. There isno living writer whose
presenting themselves ; every new solution ' style has the magnificence of Carlyle’s,
has disclosed a deeper mystery still un- even when it stands condemned for pass-
solved ; nor has any form of it been more | ages that are uncouth, barbarous, and
perplexing than that in which it presents bloated. Truly is he the greatest of
itself to the meditative mind of our own ' literary men, the first of writers of memoir
times.” Sterling had a deep and painful | and history. But throughout this whole
feeling of the importance and difficulty of | story and its episodical reflections, there is
these problems; he considered himself | no trace of the profound thinker—the true
called to their solution. And when the | philosopher. On the contrary, such a
channels of practical activity were closed ! claim for the author is refuted by the
against him—as Archdeacon Hare also re- scorn of reasoning, the obliteration of the
marks—his intellectual impulses gradually i facts of history, and the fierce destructive-
became restless and impatient, he deemed A ness that pulls down without having any-
himself the antagonist of everything, and | thing to build up, which are manifest here
the concord of his soul was broken into | as in other of his works. It is for the
harsh dissonances. Before a final solution | tidings it brings of the man Carlyle that
of the problems, which integrity and in- | the book has its chief value. The story
ward necessity forced on him, could be | of a cotemporary, so precious to his beart,
attained, he was cut off. With much that | so responsive to his thoughts, as was
is melancholy in such an end, there is not : Sterling, runs often into unconscious auto-
wholly an absence of hope. God only is ' biography, full of genuine interest: and
his judge. Yet are there in this history of noticeable men and literature in the
serious suggestions for those who pursue | present day there are occasional glimpses
an intellectual life and® indulge freely in | opening for brief moments the inner circle
speculation, without a clear vent for | in which the author lives, and delightful
the healthy activity of the spiritual na- ; enough in their way.
ture. In other respects there is good reason
Contrasting the two biographies of | to complain of Mr. Carlyle's biography :
Sterling, Hare's leaves the impression | he has done his utmost for Sterling, but
of being truer to the significances of the | not with entire truthfulness. There ap-
inner history ; but Carlyle’s is the more | pears to be a studied suppression of all
complete and life-like portrait. Of the | that marked the religious struggles of
literary qualities of Mr. Carlyle's book it | Sterling’s soul. For instance, Mr. Con-
is impossible to speak too highly. Like | ingham (a relative of Sterling’s) has pub-
all other of his writings, it is most success- | lished twelve letters addressed to himself,
ful in the luminous and impressive con- | as has been already said, which give the
veyance of thought—glows and burns with | truest picture of Sterling’s spiritual state
sincerity and earnestness. It is compara- | at the most important period of his life.
tively free from the attitudinizing, exag- | Mr. Carlyle was not ignorant of the exist-
geration and coarseness which marked his | ence of this correspondence ; but he has
last work. With these vices have also , made from it two brief extracts, upon
disappeared for the occasion other strong | matters wholly trivial, omitting all that is
qualities of an admirable kind : we listen | of the deepest interest, and that reveals
to no majestic long-drawn thunder-tones; | most of the hidden man of the heart.
we witness none of those wild fitful flashes | These letters have not one characteristic,
which give to common things a look never | but many ; in much they are painful, but
to be forgotten; we meet with none of | are most necessary to a knowledge of the
that grim humor which laughs like an | inward life of Sterling. Mr. Carlyle has
earthquake and ends in sorrowful gloom. | designedly shut out from view this mental
On the whole, deep tenderness and affec- | conflict about the truth of Christianity.
tion are most conspicuous, often express- | And more than this, he has passed over in
ing themselves with a fine and manly | silence those gleams of faith which shot
pathos. Picturesque, painter-like descrip- | across the darkness of the death scene—
tions, graphic sketches of character and | leaving the reader in ignorance that Ster-
society, boundless wealth of imagery, | ling died not wholly a Carlylean—record-
beautiful poetic forms, all combine in the | ing none of those features which have been
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preserved in the Memoir of Archdeacon
Hare, and embodied in the present sketch.

What are Mr.. Carlyle’s own opinions
of religion, can be no matter of doubt.
Tndecisive as most of his utterances on this
head have been, the * Latter-day Pam-
phlets” cleared off some obscurity there-
from, and this new book is still more
definitely expressive. The sarcastic cari-
cature of Coleridge, whose purifying and
strengthening influence on Sterling Car-
lyle brought to a close; the scorn with
which he speaks of the ‘ transcendental
moonshine cast by some morbidly radiating
Coleridge, producing divulsions and con-
vulsions, and diseased developments;” the
description of Sterling’s entrance on the
ministry, as resembling “ a bereaved young
lady taking the vail;” the sneers at all
piety of a Christian order ; the contempt
shown for Schleiermacher, Neander, Tho-
luck, and other theologians ; the suppres-
sion of Sterling’s argument with himself
for the existence of a personal God, and
the absence of all recognition of Christian-
ity, either as history, or dogma, or practi-
cal morality,—these all give interpretation
to the disbelieving tone of the whole
volume, and to its vague Pantheistic ut-
terances. We neither mean to * screech
judgment” on Mr. Carlyle, nor to fling

hard names, when we assert that his posi-

tion is described truly as Atheism. It is
well that he suffers the fact to come to the
light: we expect that those who have
hitherto been his steady adherents, will
now refuse to make with him a surrender
of all Christian truth.

When Mr. Carlyle denies the justice of
the term “ skeptic,” as applied to Sterling,
and insists that he was a “ victorious de-
liever”—a man of true “ piety”—he but re-
verses the accepted meaning of terms, and
uses them in a sense peculiar to himself.
Such assertions -are founded on the doc-
trine that faith is exclusively of the heart,
not of the intellect,—that religion is a
sentiment of the soul, which may put on
differing forms, or express itself in various
creeds, but is independent of each alike.
It is lost sight of, that sentiment is called
forth by some object, either of the senses
or intellect ; and that religious sentiment
is consequent upen the reception of an
idea, and derives its character from that
idea. It is absurdly implied.in this theory
that truth has no paramount claim for
consideration in matters of religion ; and

You. I, No. 1.—-C

that ignorance, superstition, or folly, may
alike build temples suitable enough for
man’s worship, honorable enough for the
living God. Such a theory of piety sanc-
tifies the grossest and most degrading
idolatry, equally with the purest and most
spiritual faith; destroys all permanence
of religious belief, representing that there
is nothing absolute or established therein;
and contains the very essence of skepti-
cism. The sum of its practical exhorta-
tions would be—Indulge the sentiment of
religion, carefully purging it from the
belief of anything specifically, and you
shall be a * victorious believer,” of “ true
piety of soul !”—* We have a more sure
word of prophecy, whereunto we do well
to take heed, as unto a light that shineth
in a dark place.”

AN OLD IDEA—NEWLY CLAD.

Stexax of my life, dim-bank’d, pale river, flow!
I have no fear to meet the engulfing seas;
Neither I look before, nor look bebind,

But lying mute, with wave-dipp’d hand, float on.

It was not always thus, My brethren, see

This oar-mark’d, quivering palm, the bitter sign

Of youth’s mad struggle with the wave that
drifts

Immautably, eternally along.

I would have had it glide through fields and
flowers,

Giving and taking freshness, perfume, joy; .

It winds through a blank desert. Peace, my
soul |

—The finger of God’s angel drew its line.

8o I lean back, and look up to the stars,
And count the ripples circling to the shore,
And watch the silent river rolling on,
Until it widen to the open seas.

BE NOT T0O FASTIDIOUS.

GREAT deal of talent is lost to the world

for the want of a little courage. Every

day sends to their grave a number of ob-
scure men, who have only remained obscure
because their timidity has prevented them
from making a first effort, and who, if they
could only have been induced to begin,
would in all probability have gone great
lengths in the career of fame. The fact
is, that in order to do anything in this
world worth doing, we must not stand
shivering on the bank, and thinking of the
cold and the danger, but jump in, and
scramble through as well as we can. It
will not do to be perpetually caloulating
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risks, and adjusting nice chances : it did
all very well before the Flood, when a
man could consult his friends upon an in-
tended publication for a hundred and fifty
years, and then live to see its success for
six or seven centuries afterward ; but at
present & man waits, and doubts, and hesi-
tates, and consults his brother, and his
uncle, and his first cousins, and his partic-
ular friends, till one fine day he finds that
he is sixty-five years of age—that he has
lost so much time in consulting first
cousins and particular friends, that he has
no more time left to follow their advice.
There is such little time for over-squeam-
ishness at present, the opportunity so
easily slips away, the very period of life
at which a man chooses to venture, if ever,
is 80 confined, that it is no bad rule to
preach up the necessity, in such instances,
of a little violence done to the feelings, and
of efforts made in defiance of strict and
sober calculation. With respect to that
fastidiousness which disturbs the right
conduct of the understanding, it must be
observed that there are two modes of
judging of anything: one, by the test of
what has actually been done in the same
way before; the other, by what we can
conceive may be done in that way. Now
this latter method of mere imaginary excel-
lence can hardly be a just criterion, be-
cause it may be, in fact, impossible to
reduce to practice what it is perfectly easy
to conceive ; no man, before he has tried,
can tell how difficult it is to manage preju-
dice, jealousy, and delicacy, and to over-
come all that friction which the world
opposes to speculation. Therefore the
fair practical rule seems to be, to compare
any exertion with all similar exertions
which have preceded it, and to allow merit
to any one who has improved, or at least
who has not deteriorated, the standard of
excellence in his own department of knowl-
edge. Fastidious men are always judging
by the other standard ; and as the rest of
the understanding cannot fill up in a cen-
tury what the imagination can sketch out
in a moment, they are always in a state of
perpetual disappointment, and their con-
versation one uniform tenor of blame. At
the same time that I say this, I beg leave
to lift up both my hands against that perni-
cious facility of temper in the estimation
of which everything is charming and
delightful.—Sydney Smith’s Moral Phi-
Josophy.

THE ARMENIAN CHURCH AND MOUNT
ARARAT.

HE traveler who wishes to visit Mount

Ararat must direct his course to the
southward on leaving Tiflis, and, having
passed the boundaries of Georgis, which
are very accurately defined by a range of
mountains branching off from the great
Caucasus line, he enters Russian Arme-
nia, and pursues his journey along the
banks of the River Abaran to the cele-
brated Armenian monastery of Echmiadzin,
situated about one hundred and fifty-four
miles to the south of Tiflis. The mode
of traveling resembles that adopted in
Turkey. Post-houses are established
along the line of road, at each of which
fresh horses may be obtained ; and, until
very lately, all journeys were performed
on horseback. Since the occupation by
the Russians, however, cars have been
made use of ; but, as the horses of the
country have not been trained to harness,
and are perfectly unaccustomed to it, this
mode of conveyance is neither safe nor
agreeable.

After having passed the boundaries of
Georgia we enter a hilly plain, which
condnets us into the valley of the Araxes,
in which is situated the monastery of
Echmiadzin, the seat of the great Arme-
nian patriarch, who is considered as the
spiritual head of the Armenian Church.
The title of patriarch, however, is not
confined to him alone, since it is assumed
by the bishops at Jerusalem and Constan-
tinople, the former claiming it on account
of the dignity of his see, as being that of
the first Christian Church, and the latter
because he is the representative of the
Armenian nation at the Ottoman Porte.
The latter functionary is, in fact, the
creature of the wealthy bankers residing
in the capital, who make no scruple of
deposing him and electing a successor, if
they feel themselves dissatisfied with his
conduct.

The word Echmiadzin signifies * the
descent of the only-begotten Son;” and
derives its origin from a legend which
states that here our Saviour appeared to
St. Gregory the Wonder-worker, and di-
rected him to erect a church on this spot,
he himself tracing out the foundations by
rays of light. The Tartars, however,
call the place Utch Kilissa, “ the three
churches ;” which title seems to convey
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an allusion to the Trinity, as distinguish-
ed from the Mohammedan ideas of the
Unity.

The monastery is surrounded by a wall
about thirty feet in height, with loop-holes
and towers, being about a mile in circum-
ference. Within this inclosure are ranged
the residences of the patriarch, the arch-
bishop, and the abbots, the conventual
library, schools, and church, with several
lines of dwellings tenanted by the monks.
The grand refectory is capable of accom-
modating one hundred persons, and is
furnished with tables and benches of
stone. The great church is built of stone,
in the form of a cross, and is surmounted
by three towers. The following descrip-
tion of its interior, and of the ceremonies
performed at the weekly celebration of
the liturgy, is extracted from the journal
of Messrs. Smith and Dwight, two Amer-
ican independent missionaries, who visit-
ed Echmiadzin in 1834 :—

“ More than half of the floor from the
altar to the porch is inclosed by a railing,
for the special use of the clergy, and was
covered with carpets, some of which sur-
passed description in elegance and rich-
ness. The principal altar occupies a high
elevation, on a lofty alcove or sanctuary,
at the eastern extremity, and groaned
under massive gold crosses, silver candle-
sticks, and many other not less costly
ornaments. Two sanctuaries of smaller
dimensions are furnished with two altars
on either side of it, and one of them
served this morning for a sacristy. In
the middle of each of the side walls, too,
is another sanctuary or chapel; and still
another small one occupies an isolated
position in the middle of the floor, direct-
ly under the center of the dome. The
latter was surrounded by curtains of gold
cloth of different patterns, and far sur-
passed every other part in the exquisite
finish and superlative richness of its fur-
niture and ornaments. It is, probably,
built upon the stone respecting which
Chardin reports a tradition of the Arme-
nians—that it covers the hole where
Christ, when he appeared to St. Gregory
Loosavorich, thrust down to hell the evil
spirits which formerly dwelt in the idol
temples of Armenia. In a word, the dis-
play of wealth this moming in candle-
sticks, crosses, curtains, carpets, and
dresses, seemed to me not surpassed even
by that which is made in the celebration

of high mass at the Church of St. John,
at Malta. The dressing of the officiating
bishop was the first important part of the
mass ; and a distinct prayer or meditation
is said for every article of dress put on.
But, the ceremony being private, we wit-
nessed only the chanting which was per-
formed at the same time in the church.
He then entered in a splendid flowing
mantle of heavy gold cloth with a broad
upright collar stiff with gold, and & miter
of the same rich materials, ornamented in
front and behind with & sun of brilliants
set in gold. Having washed his hands
before all, read a summary confession of
his sins, and received absolution, pro-
nounced by an assistant, he retired again
to the sacristy to prepare the wine and
the bread for consecration. A little wine,
not mixed with water as in the Latin
Chureh, is poured into a chalice; and a
thin cake of bread, not leavened as in the
Greek Church, and stamped with various
sacred symbols and letters, is placed-on a
small silver plate, nicely fitted to the top
of the cup. Each part of the ceremony
has its appropriate prayer, with the burn-
ing of incense; but a curtain drawn before
the sacristy vailed the whole from our
view. The time taken up was long, and
during it a large company of deacons and
clerks chanted. At length the bishop,
leaving the elements behind, came for-
ward with a pompous procession and the
burning of incense, and proceeded, in a
circuitous course, through the congrega-
tion to the great altar. After a series of
prayers, a deacon read the lesson of the
day from the Gospel, and the Nicene
Creed, and then with the whole body of
assistants went for the elements. They
were brought, carefully vailed, accompa-
nied by several pictures, followed by a
procession. The bishop, whose miter
had in the mean time been removed by an
assistant, took them, and prayed: ‘Ac-
cept this offering from us, and perfect it
for the mystery of the body and blood of
thine only-begotten Son; grant that this
bread and this cup may be the means of
the remission of sin to those who taste.’
The congregation being in the mean time
exhorted to salute and kiss, for the appear-
ance of Christ, a deacon, taking the salu-
tation from the bishop, went and saluted
the catholicos, and from him the ceremony

passed through the whole congregation,
each one bowing this way and that over
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the other’s shoulder, as if to kiss him.
The consecration followed. In perform-
ing it, the bishop blessed the bread by
making over it the sign of the cross, gave
thanks by looking upward, brake it by
picking out a crumb, and repeating the
transubstantiating words,  Take, eat, this
is my body,’ lifted it at the same time
above his head for the congregation to
worship. The ceremony for the wine
was similar. The whole was performed
privately, with the back of the officiator
toward the congregation, and not a word
or sign intended for them to hear or see
except the elevation of the elements.
When the elements were held up for-
mally after the consecration, the most
profound adoration was exhibited by near-
ly all.”

The Armenian Church requires confes-
sion as a prerequisite for communion;
but, although the liturgy is in some cases
recited nearly every day, few of the laity
partake of the elements oftener than twice
a year, namely, at Easter and Christmas.
They generally consider it sufficient to
witness as spectators the consecration by
the priest, believing it to be a commem-
orative sacrifice or representation of
Christ's passion, and of those benefits
which we derive therefrom. They do
not drink the wine from the cup; but the
priest dips the bread into the liquid, and
administers it in this way to each commu-
nicant.

The road from the monastery of Ech-
miadzin to the foot of Mount Ararat
. passes through a plain covered with grass
and herbage to the banks of the Araxes,
which must be forded on horseback, as
there is neither bridge nor ferry in the
immediate vicinity. At the place of the
ford the stream is broad and shallow,
the bottom being a mixed stratum of sand
and stones. 'The opposite bank is covered
with stunted bushes, resembling the jungle
vegetation of India, through which several
paths have been cut. From this brush-
wood the traveler emerges into an open
plain, whose barren and sandy soil exhibits
unmistakable traces of having once been
covered with water. In a short time
we come to the banks of a small rivulet
called Kara Soo, from the opposite side
of which is obtained the first view of
Mount Ararat, with its two remarkable
summits, between which, according to the
general opinion, the ark of Noah rested

on the subsiding of the waters of the great
Deluge.

At the foot of the mountain was situated
until very lately the Armenian village of
Arguri, noted in modern times for its
genial climate and for the mildness of the
temperature ; which made it a summer
retreat for persons of rank and wealth,
who were desirous of escaping during the
warm season from the sultry atmosphere
of Erivan. But its chief recommendation
has been the interesting character of the
ancient associations connected with it.
Here, according to the local tradition, was
the plaece where Noah built an altar to the
Lord after his descent from the ark, and
‘““took of every clean beast, and of every
clean fowl, and offered burnt-offerings
upon the altar.” Gen. viii, 20. Here, it
is said, he planted the vineyard, from the
fruit of which he made that beverage
which was beneficently intended to “glad-
den and rejoice the heart of man,” but
which, like too many other gifts of Provi-
dence, has been abused and misapplied by
those for whose solace and comfort it was
originally designed. It is singular that
the name of this village, * Arguri,” or
“ Arghurri,” is compounded of two words
which signify, in the Armenian language,
“ he planted a,” or “ the vine ;" an appel-
lation which may, perhaps, refer to this
act of Noah; and, if so, would corroborate
the opinion of many, that this mountain
was the identical one alluded to in Scrip-
ture. It has, however, been contended
that the “ mountains of Ararat,” or ¢ Ar-
menia,”. mentioned in Genesis, are to be
sought for in the range called Jebel Judi,
which is much farther to the north, and
nearer Mosul.

The village of Arguri was almost en-
tirely destroyed in 1840 by the fall of a
portion of Mount Ararat, which also over-
whelmed the neighboring monastery of St.
James. It was accompanied by an earth-
quake, the shocks of which were felt even
in Persia, and as far south as the shores
of the lake of Van.

The name Ararat seems to have been
applied to the whole region of Ar-
menia, and to have been derived from
king Aria the Fair. Before his time the
country was called Amasia, from king
Amassis, the seventh in descent from
Japheth, whose name still survives in
Mount Massis, or Masius, situated more to
the south. The Turks call it Agridagh,
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or “the mountain of Agri” (the latter
being, probably, a corruption of Arai);
and the Armenians know it only by the
name of Massis, thongh the Greek and
Roman geographers give the latter appel-
lation to another range, as I have already
observed. According to Parrot, the word
Ararat is unknown to the people in the
vicinity ; a circumstance which seems to
favor the opinion that this title, applied in
a restrictive sense to this particular mount-
ain, is a mere modern adaptation of a gen-
eral name to one special locality.

The mountain of Ararat consists, prop-
erly speaking, of two distinct peaks, the
summits of which are about seven miles
distant from each other, rising at the
southern extremity of an extensive plain
terminated towards the north by the
waters of the Araxes. The higher sum-
mit of the two is called the Great Ararat,
and its elevation is calculated at about
17,210 feet above the level of the sea.
For about two-thirds of a mile from the
summit downward it is covered with a
thick coating of snow and ice, which
never melts, and beneath which some of
the relics of the ark are said to be still
preserved. Sir Robert Ker Porter, how-
ever, is of opinion, *that the ark rested
in the valley, or depression, between the
two peaks;” and alleges, in support of
his view, that “it is said in Genesis,*
¢On the first day of the tenth month the
tops of the mountains came forth ;’ but in
chapter vi, 16, it is stated that the window,
or aperture of the ark was above; conse-
quently Noah could have seen only what
was higher than the ship, which was
therefore at that time in a lower position
than the tops of the mountains.” Yet it
is nowhere intimated that Noah saw the
summits of this identical mountain of
Ararat emerging from the deep, since he
might have known that they had appeared
by the immovable state of the ark, as well
as by the aspect of the surrounding hills,
to which, in all probability, the allusion is
made ; the word “ mountains” being used
in Hebrew to express any eminence of a
tolerable height, and being, besides, in
this passage, in the plural number.

Little Ararat is about 13,000 feet above
the level of the sea, and is not always

2 The quotation is literally as follows :—* In
the tenth month, on the first day of the month,
were the tops of the mountains seen.” Gen.

5.

covered with snow. Both summits are
distinguished by the barren and desolate
appearance which they present to the
beholder ; a desolation which, however, is
fully compensated by the interesting char-
acter of the associations connected with
them, as well as by the majestic grandeur
of their outline.

There exists a firm persuasion ampng
the Armenians that, the relics of the ark
being preserved for some special and
providential purpose on the top of Mount
Ararat, no human being will ever be
allowed to ascend it. In corroboration of
this notion they relate an adventure which
happened to James, or Jacob, afterward
Bishop of Nisibis, but who was at that
time a monk in the monastery of Echmi-
adzin. During his residence there he had
many disputes with the heathen Arme-
nians respecting the authenticity of the
Seriptural account of Noah ; he therefore
determined, by a personal inspection of
the remains of the ark, to satisfy him-
self of its actnal existence. He made
several attempts to ascend the mountain ;
but, each time having fallen asleep
through fatigue after he had attained to a
certain height, he found himself on
awaking in the place from whence he
originally set out. At length an angel
appeared to him in a dream, and an-
nounced that his labors would be all in
vain; but that the Almighty, as a reward
for his exertions, had sent him a piece of
the miraculous vessel. ‘This relic is said
to be preserved in the Armenian convent
of Echmiadzin. The fact of the impos-
sibility of ascending Ararat has been borne
testimony to by many travelers from the
time of Chardin to that of Morier, the
latter of whom asserts that “no one
appears to have reached the sommit of
Ararat since the flood ;" and he adds that
“the steep sides of its snowy head were
sufficient to frustrate any attempts of that
kind.”

At length, in the year 1829, Dr. F.
Parrot, Professor of Natural Philosophy in
the university of Dorpat, undertook, at
the expense of the Russian government, a
scientific expedition to Mount Ararat.
After three unsuccessful attempts to
reach the summit of the greater peak, he
at length accomplished the object of his
mission, by means of steps, or notches,
cut with a hatchet in the hard ice. He
describes the top of this celebrated mount-
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ain as “a gently vaulted, nearly cruciform
surface, of about two hundred paces in
circuit, which at the margin sloped off
precipitously on every side, but particu-
larly towards the north-east and south-
east.” At about half a mile distant from
the place where he stood, he perceived a
second summit, connected with the former
by a slight depression, covered with per-
petual ice. In this depression he thinks
the ark rested; and he expresses his
opinion that, supposing the summit of the
mountain to have been covered with ice
and snow immediately after the abatement
of the Deluge, it is by no means incom-
patible with the laws of nature to expect
that the remains of it may still be pre-
served beneath this icy crust. The truth
of Professor Parrot’s statements was veri-
fied on affidavit by several of the persons
who accompanied him.

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SHILLING.
HE precise period of my birth has
never been satisfactorily ascertained;
and, indeed, whether I had parents at all
has been doubted by some who are reputed
to be well informed upon the subject.
During many a long century, my sub-
stance lay unobserved and uncomscious
beneath the soil of Peru; and had it not
been for an interesting incident, which I
shall relate, I might have remained still
longer unnoticed. Some time, however,
toward the middle of the sixteenth cen-
tury, a hunter being one day in pursuit of
game, stumbled over the root of a tree,
and would have fallen had he not laid hold
of a shrub which stood invitingly at hand.
The roots giving way, revealed, to his
astonishment and admiration, a beautiful
filamentous and entangled web of pure
gilver, and the existence of the treasures
of Potosi, in which I lay embedded, was
discovered. I shall not attempt to recount
his delight upon the occasion, his commu-
nication of the important intelligence to
his friends, the mine that was subsequently
dug, and the various circumstances that
followed. I may only linger for a moment
to speak of the position and subsequent
history of the scene of my birth, my inform-
ation having been obtained from the best
authority. The Cerro de Potosi is, I am
told, some eighteen miles in circuit, rising
to the height of more than sixteen thousand
feet. I have heard that, till about the year

1545, the mines in its bosom were not
systematically worked; but, during the
fifty years that followed, nearly three
hundred thousand pounds’ worth of silver
was obtained, and about five thousand
openings were made into the mountain.
The lump of ore of which I formed a
part, was torn from its native bed about
the end of last century. After being
separated fromm the dross, by means of
quicksilver, by the Indian into whose hands
I came, I was exchanged by him to a na-
tive merchant, who shipped me off on a
mule’s back toa distant seaport. A Brit-
ish man-of-war was lying there, and,
along with a cargo of bullion, I found
myself ere long safely stowed within its
hatches, being invoiced to a wealthy
London capitalist. Aftor a tedious voy-
age, I at last found myself in the British
metropolis, where much of my subsequent
life has been passed.

After exchanging ownership many times,
and being subjected to much scrutiny and
many tests, I was, onc fine morning, trans-
ferred to some people who placed me with
a number of dollars in a melting vessel, and
exposed me to the heat of a powerful fire.
At length, after losing a good deal of dross,
I found myself forming part of an ingot of
silver, and was duly transferred ere long
to the custody of the master of the mint.
Here I and the companions of this new
coalition were weighed and numbered, and
I found that preparations were soon mak-
ing for another melting.

A large pot was placed in a furnace, and
when it was red-hot I was put in it, and
again subjected to an intense heat. When
I had been there a short time, I found that
some coarsely-grained charcoal powder had
also been inclosed with me, and the amount
was increased till it was nearly half-an-
inch deep on the surface; which I after-
ward learned was to prevent my adhering
to the side of the pot, and to keep me dur-
ing these melting moments from the action
of the common air, which would have made
me too refined for the purposes for which
I was intended. Having been thus
thoroughly melted, I was stirred up with
an iron rod, so as to make me of equal
standard quality. The pot was then taken
out of the furnace by a crane which worked
above, and I soon found myself left quietly
to cool in a mould.

I may here mention, that in this melting-
house I observed eight furnaces and two
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pouring machines. Each crane stood in
the center of four furnaces, freely com-
manding them all, and conveying the pots
to the pouring machine. There were four
men to each of the four furnaces; and
proper attention to us on this trying occa-
sion was enforced by the surveyor of the
meltings, who was present. I was subse-
quently informed, on good authority, that
the meltings are conducted by contract
with the master of the mint and his chief
clerk, as melter, who is responsible for all
the bullion he receives, and has to return
weight for weight.

The bar of silver, of which I now formed
a part, was delivered over to the moneyers,
who perform the various processes of the
coinage under contract with the master of
the mint. It was first reduced to plates
of the requisite thickness, by being passed
repeatedly between the steel cylinders of
machines. These plates were then sub-
jected to the action of a cutting-out press,
by means of which they were divided into
circular pieces nearly of the size of the
intended coin, and to this condition I was
reduced, and when in that state was called
a blank. 1 was then conveyed to the
sizing room, as it was termed, where I was
adjusted to the standard weight ; and here
I noticed that some pieces which were too
light were selected in order to be melted
again, while some that were too heavy
were rasped or filed. All those of us that
were left were very hard, in consequence
of the compression to which we had been
subjected, and we were accordingly exposed
to the action of a clear red heat in a rever-
beratory furnace, as it was designated;
after which we were boiled in very weak
sulphuric acid, in order to make us quite
clean again. It makes me sore to think
of all the trouble and vexation to which I
was then exposed; and what with the
grubbing and scrubbing, the thumping and
bumping, the boiling, and cutting, and
squeezing I obtained, it seemed as if they
would have left nothing of me.

Well, after I was taken out of the sul-
phuric acid, I was dried in warm saw-dust,
and was then ready for the next processes
of milling and stamping. This first oper-
ation is performed round the edge to pre-
vent our being clipped or filed, which was
a fraud, I have heard say, commonly prac-
ticed upon our ancestors.

The coining engine or mill, was that to
which we were next taken. In this the

dies, or coining squares, are fixed, which
are made to give their impressions to the
blanks. These were placed on the one
underneath, a pressure from a screw above
giving them so violent a squeeze as to
leave both the impressions upon the coins
in the twinkling of an eye. This mill is
so constructed that one workman may
stamp 20,000 of us in a single day. Per-
haps the reader may also like to know that
the coining room is under the superintend-
ence of the surveyor of the money-presses,
in whose presence everything is performed,
who has the care of all the dies, and must
account to the board of management for
all the instruments made and destroyed in
the mint.

In due time, after having passed through
the rough but necessary processes of the
mint, I was conducted to the Bank of
England, and there stored away, with a
number of companions, in dim vaults, care-
fully secured by ponderous doors. I had
not long to lament this confinement, how-
ever, for soon afterward a porter carried
the bag in which I was to an apartment
upstairs. The bag was emptied, and I
being near the top, rolled out, and was
picked up by the nimble fingers of the
clerk, and, with two other friends, paid
over to a gentleman as part of a check
which he was drawing. That was my
first entrance into public life. Some-
times, when I remember my plump and
snowy appearance that morning, I contrast
it with the emaciated and blackened look
which time and hard work have given me,
and feel disposed to sigh at the change in
my condition.

I could have wished to have traced in
detail my eventful history after that memo-
rable morning, and to have sketched the
various scenes in which I have mingled ;
but space forbids, and the barest allusion
must suffice. Vivid, indeed, are the
remembrances cherished by me, of the
delight which I have given, and of the in-
sults I have experienced ; of the society of
the excellent in which I have mixed, and
of the debased and the criminal in which I
have acted. I have been a messenger of
peace and of blessing to the heart of the
widaw, as by my assistance she completed
the last item of the rent she owed to an
inexorable landlord ; and I have been flung
disdainfully on the pavement by an injured
and insulted cabman, when offered, with
four other coins like myself, as the sup-
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posed fare for a five-mile jaunt. Ihave been
dropped into the money-box, borne in the
mouth of the blind man’s dog; and I have
been paid by the prudent mechanic into a
savings-bank, as a portion of the fund for
the contingencies of future years. I have
been consecrated to the promotion of the
highest interests of man, and I have been
paid as the price of viceand crime. I have
encouraged the honest and the industrious,
I have bribed the weak into wrong, and I
have rewarded the thief. I have jingled
in the pocket of the school-boy ; have been
bedewed with the tears of the needlewoman
who received me as the pittance which
competition doled out to her for her labor,
her nerve, her very life; I have been flung
in the air by the gambler ; and I have been
scrutinized, and bit, and punched, and
pinched, and rung by the tradesman, to see
that I was sterling. The influence which
I have exercised on miny a domestic circle,
has been mighty for good and for evil;
while, when in association with other coins
of the realm, I may say that our power was
paramount. I confess it, and I do so with
sorrow, that we are the idol which millions
of men adgre—the silver or golden calf
which they worship. Often and often have
I wondered at the folly that could lead
men to take such peins to heap up myself
and my companions; slaving and toiling
to do s0; fretting and worrying their very
lives out; and then, when they had ac-
complished their object, finding nothing,
after all, but disappointment and vexation
of spirit.

One result of all my experience has been,
I may mention, that unless I am come
honestly by, I never in the end do good to
any who possessesme. Often, too, in a poor
man’s cottage, where I have been earned
by hard and honest labor, I have seen a
peace and happiness that I never witness-
ed in the houses of those who had got
possession of me by fraudulent or unfair
means. But enough! I had no thought
when I began my biography of thus moral-
izing. Let me, therefore, conclude with a
stanza, penned upon me by a poet, one of
a class which too often has known the
want of me :—

¢ Molten, graven, hammer’d, and roll’d ;

Heavy to get, and light to hold;

Hoarded, barter’d, bought and sold ;

Stolen, borrow’d, squander’d, doled ;

Spurn’d by the young, but hugg’d by the old

To the very verge of the churchyard mould ;
The price of many a crime untold 1 ”

ROMANTIC FABLES AND POPULAR
SUPERSTITIONS.

HE English poets are so frequent in
their references to the superstitions
which, less than three centuries ago, con-
tinued to exist in the popular mind, that
such matters bave acquired greater im-
portance than they might otherwise have
possessed ; though it would be easy to
show that many of the creations of fable,
even without such recommendation, are
intrinsically beautiful, and contain a germ
of truth which may be easily discovered,
if, as Cowley says, we “ open and intend
our eye.” Not, however, to ventare upon
this higher ground, it may be safely as-
serted, that subjects which delighted Mil-
ton, even in his mature years—which
were illuminated by the radiance of Spen-
ser’s fancy and imagination—and whereon
the colossal mind of Shakspeare dwelt
with love (to pass over a host of less
great, but still mighty, intellects,)—are
worthy of regard and investigation during
the intervals of graver studies. No pro-
duction of the human intellect can be alto-
gether trivial ; and whatever is beaatiful
or sublime, becomes a truth to the mind, if
not a fact to the senses. The universality
of this kind of fiction, also, gives it pecu-
liar interest. Fable appears to have
flowed from the same sacred oriental
founts whence our very being is derived.
Its origin is nearly coeval with that of
humanity. The clear atmosphere of the
world’s morning hangs above it ; and with
the first gushing of the living stréam of
nations toward the desert places of the
earth, the vast river of romantic fiction
and superstition seems to have gone forth,
and to have left remarkable evidences of
its progress and omnipresence.

As, however, the great family of man
has been split up into a variety of races,
each having the same general characteris-
tics, but certain minor shades of difference,
80 has it been with the posterity of fable.
Northern manners and customs, northern
scenery, and northern climate, have im-
parted to the oriental stock a new com-
plexion, and in some cases have even
modified its form; but the identity may
generally be traced. This variety, how-
ever, is one of the chief excellences of
the popular superstitions of FEngland.
We have the fantastic and elaborate gor-
goeousness of the East, with the savage
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grandeur and primeval ruggedness of the
North; visions full of color and aerial
light, side by side with remote glooms and
desolate enchantments. It is therefore no
wonder that our poetical literature should
abound with allusions to so rich a mythol-
ogy; nor that we should desire to gossip
with our readers upon imaginative crea-
tions which do not appear to have received
their due share of attention.

It is proposed to introduce the reader to
the most remarkable fables and supersti-
tions which the great poets and early ro-
mance-writers of England have ennobled
by their use,—of course, with the excep-
tion of those borrowed from the stores of
Greece and Rome, which are too well
known to require further elucidation. The
singular thread of connection, running from
land to land, will in most instances be
traced ; and (wherever it is possible) the
remote origin of the fable under considera-
tion—whether existing in some terror
common to the human mind, or in a na-
tional peculiarity—will be shown. The
progress of races is often curiously exem-
plified in these slight histories; and few
things are more pleasant than to find that,
without knowing it, we have been enjoying
a fairy tale or a poetical abstraction in
common with the Chinese and Persians,
or with the aborigines of America. The
denizens of our nursery, and the shapes
that people the heights of our Parnassus,
come indeed from strange and remote
places—from ¢ the farthest steep of India,”
on the one hand; and, on the other, from
the long-lost islands of Atlantis, across
waters that were once thought to be the
limits of the world.

In no fiction is this more remarkably
shown than in the one with which we pro-
pose to commence.

DRAGONS.

The dragon is perhaps the moat cele-
brated animal in ancient or modern fable.
It has been represented by poets, painters,
and romancers, as a gigantic and anoma-
lous creature, bearing some resemblance
to a serpent, with the addition of wings
and feet. Most probably the idea origi-
nated in the East; for we find that the
Chinese, Persians, and other oriental races,
believed in the existence of  certain mon-
sters, which, as far as can be ascertained,
did not in any way differ from the dragons
of European fiction. From the East the

fable may have found its way to Greece,
in the mythology of which country it fre-
quently appears; and thence, possibly, it
was disseminated over the rest of Europe.
But whatever spot may have been its
cradle, or whatever the path by which it
has traveled, certain it is that few coun-
tries in the civilized portions of the globe
are without some traces of its presence.
In the poetry and fairy legends of modern
Europe, however, it has made the greatest
figure. A dragon was the most terrific
and dangerous enemy that the knight-
errant of medieval romance could possibly
encounter ; and numerous are the narrations
that have come down to us of battles be-
tween these mortal foes. The dragon
appears, for the mqpt part, as a lonely
animal, living in obscure caverns among
the clefts of mountains, or in morasses,
and occasionally issuing forth to ravage
the neighboring cities. His size is gen-
erally represented as gigantic,® and his
strength prodigious ; his breath is poison-
ous, turning the country, for many miles
round his abode, into a desert; his nature
is remorseless and blood-thirsty ; and, as
if to render any attack upon him the more
hopeless, he is completely cased in a
species of armor, consisting of a succes-
sion of shining scales, of such adamantine
hardness as to defy the sharpest weapon
and the strongest arm. But he has one
vulnerable point, which, like the heel of
Achilles, eventually causes his destruc-
tion.

The finest and most elaborate deserip-
tion of a dragon in English poetry is to
be found in Spenser’s Faerie Queene—see
book i, canto 1l—where the Red-croes
knight contends for more than two days
with one of these monsters. Dragon-en-
counters, however, had been rendered fa-
mous before Spenser’s time by the metri-
cal romance of Syr Bevis of Hampton,
which was held in great estimation as early
as the days of Chaucer. In this poem—
if such it may be called—the passage
describing the dragon killed by Sir Bevis
would seem to have furnished Spenser
with some hints. Thus writes the old
versifier :—

© At least by the poets; but the painters and
other artists appear to have made a mistake in
this respect. In most old pictures, and on our
own coins, the dragon is represented as a sort
of overgrown winged lizard, not capable, one
would think, of inspiring any great terror.
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Whan the Dragon, that foule is,
Had a syght of Syr Bevis,
He cast up a loude
As it had thondred in the sky:
He turn’d his bely towarde the sun;
It was greater than any tonne:
His scales were bryghter than the glas,
And harder they were than any bras:
Betweene his shulder and his tayle
Was forty fote, withouten fayle.

In another old metrical romance, chroni-
cling the achievements of Sir Guy of
Warwick, we have a dragon thus de-
scribed :—

He is as blacke as any cole,

Rugged as a rough foal :

His bodye, from the navel upward,

No man can pierce, it is soe harde.

Pawes he hath as a lion;

All that he toucheth he slayeth dead downe :

Great wings he hath to flighte ;

There is no man that beare him mighte.

There may no man fighte him againe,

But that he slayeth him certaine ;

For a fouler beaste than is he,

I wisse of none never herd ye.

The vulnerable part in the dragon was
underneath the wings, the flesh there not
being protected with scales; and by
piercing this place, the heroes of the old
romances generally obtained the victory.
But the dragon in the Faerie Queene is
killed in a different manner. On the
morning of the third day of the combat,
the knight rushes at his foe, sword in
hand; and the monster advancing to meet
him with his mouth “gaping wyde,” the
weapon passes down his throat into his
vitals. The dragon in Guy of Warwick
is slain in the same way. It is a curious
fact that a method similar to this is often
employed in South America in destroy-
ing the alligator; to which—or rather
to its near relation, the crocodile—we
shall presently show that the dragon
of poetry and romance bears some re-
semblance.

We frequently find the dragon, both in
ancient and modern fable, in the capacity
of a guard to enchanted castles, subter-
ranean abodes of magicians, hidden treas-
ure, &c. Thus, in the Grecian mythol-
ogy, the Golden Apples of the Hesperides
are watched by a dragon that sleeps nei-
ther night nor day ; so, also, is the Golden
Fleece, which occasioned the Argonautic
expedition. In one of the stories told by
the Countess D’Anois, in her eollection of
fairy tales, the entrance to a dark and
fearful cavern, through which runs a
fountain of inestimable virtue, is guarded

by two dragons darting fire from their
mouths and eyes; and in the romance of
Tom a-Lincolne is a similar adventure to
that of the Hesperian apples—a dragon
being employed as sentinel over a Tree of
Gold that bears golden fruit, and a knight
being sent to slay him.

Dragons are often used in drawing the
chariots of magicians and enchantresses
through the air. Doctor Faustus accom-
plishes his acrial journeys by these means :
“ And behold, there stood a wagon, with
two dragons before it to draw the same ;

and all the wagon was of a light burning
fire; and for that the moon shone, I was

the willinger at that time to depart. . . . .
Heroupon I got me into the wagon, so that
the dragons carried me up right into the
.ir.”

Dragons have also been employed by the
poets to draw the chariot of the Moon, or
of Night. Milton alludes to this fiction in
Il Penseroso :—

‘While Cynthia checks her
Gently o’er the accustom’d oak.

And Shakspeare, in Cymbeline (Act ii,
scene 2) :—

Haste, haste, yo dragons of the Night! that
dawning
May bare the raven’s eye.

In the early ages of Christianity, the
dragon was introduced into religion as a
type of Satan—a symbol which, in all prob-
ability, was suggested by the similarity
existing between the dragon of fiction and
the serpent, in which shape, as we are
told, the Evil One first appeared upon
earth. Phineas Fletcher, in his Purple
Island (canto 7), when allegorizing the
Vices, describes their king as a dragon;
and Dante calls one of his devils Draghs-
g£azzo—a venomous dragon. The saints,
both male and female, are often represent-
ed in old pictures treading upon the necks
of these monsters,® or quelling their fierce-
ness by sprinkling them with holy water.
St. Michael, the Archangel, is mentioned
in Seripture by St. John, as fighting
against “ the Dragon” and his host,—which
expression is, of course, to be received as
typical of Satan and his temptations ; and

© Might not this have suggested to Milton
the 5th and 6th lines of his sonnet to the Lord
General Cromwell 2—

And on the neck of crowndd Fortune proud
Hast rear’d God's trophies, and his work pursued.
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Guido has painted a picture, in which
Michael is represented treading on the
prostrate Fiend, who has a tail and wings
resembling those of a dragon. Hence
Milton, in his Ode on the Nativity (st. 18),
writes :—

The old Dragon under ground,

In straighter limits bound,

Not half so far casts his usurpdd sway;

And, wroth to see his kingdom fail,
Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail.

Many other saints of the Roman Catholic
calendar have been celebrated for over-
coming dragons. Near the pillar on which
St. Simeon Stylites is said to have dwelt
from year to year, was the cave of a
dragon, who was 8o exceedingly venomous,
that he poisoned everything within a cer-
tain distance round his abode. This beast
(according to the authority of the Golden
Legend) having had his eye transfixed by
a stake, came in his blindness—being now
rendered meek and humble by pain—to
the saint’s pillar, placed his eye against it,
and so remained for the space of three
days in all gentleness and devotion, and
never did harm to any living creature :
insomuch that Simeon, seeing the hand of
God in this matter, ordered earth and
water to be brought and placed on the
dragon’s eye; which being done, behold!
forth came the stake, a full cubit in
length ; and the people, seeing this mir-
acle, glorified God; and the dragon arose
and adored for two hours, and so departed
to his cave.

The renowned hero of the Seven Cham-
pions of Christendom, is not merely a
creation of romance, but was worshiped
by our Papistical ancestors as a veritable
saint; and his contest with the dragon has
been looked upon as nothing more than a
type of his spiritual warfare with the
powers of darkness.

The dragon fable appears to have been
very current among the ancient Britons—
the figure of a dragon, indeed, was adopted
by them as their national symbol. Uther,
King of Britain, and father of the great
Arthur, was surnamed Pendragon, from
the circumstance of his wearing an image
of a dragon upon his helmet—Pen being
the British word for Aead; and Spenser
has placed the same ornament on the
helmet of Arthur himself. (See Faerie
Queene, book i, canto 7, st. 31.)

The Britons may, perhaps, have been
induced to assume the dragon as their

national symbol from a tradition which is
thus narrated by Selden in his Notes to
Drayton’s Polyolbion (Song 10)—*In the
first declining state of the British empire,
Vortigern, by the advice of his magicians,
after divers unfortunate successes in war,
resolved to erect a strong fort in Snowdon
Hills, (not far from Conway’s Head in the
edge of Merioneth,) which might be as his
last and surest refuge against the increasing
power of the English. Masons were ap-
pointed, and the work begun; but what
they built in the day was always swallowed
up in the earth next night. The king
asks counsel of his magicians touching
this prodigy ; they advise that he must find
out a child which had no father, and with
his blood sprinkle the stones and mortar,
and that then the castle would stand as on
a firm foundation. Search was made, and
in Caer-Merdhin was Merlin Ambrose
found :” [Merlin’s father was a fiend ; con-
sequently, speaking in an earthly sense, he
had no father:] *he being hither brought
to the king, slighted that pretended skill of
those magicians as palliated ignorance;
and, with confidence of a more knowing
spirit, undertakes to show the true cause
of that amazing ruin of the stonework;
tells them, that in the earth was a great
water, which could endure continuance of
no heavy superstructure. The workmen

i to discover the trath, and found it
so. He then beseeches the king to cause
them to make further inquisition, and
affirms that in the bottom of it were two
sleeping dragons; which proved so like-
wise—the one white, the other red; the
white he interpreted for the Saxons, the
red for the Britons.”

In their subsequent contests with the
Saxons, our British ancestors always had
a red dragon painted upon their standards ;
while the colorless banner of their oppo-
nents bore the figure of a white dragon.
It is a fact worthy of record, as showing
the long-enduring influence of popular
superstitions upon imaginative races, that
when the Earl of Richmond, afterwards
Henry VII., (who, it will be remembered,
was of British descent,) landed on the
Welsh coast in his insurrection against
Richard III., he displayed to the people a
flag emblazoned with a red dragon; upon
which large numbers immediately rallied
round him, thinking they were about to
vanquish their old enemy, and regain their
lost dominions. Henry’s design, however,



THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE

was totally different ; but, on succeeding to
the throne, he still further flattered the
vanity of the Welsh, by placing the Cam-
brian dragon in his arms, and by creating
a new poursuivant-at-arms, entitled Rouge-
Dragon.

One of the most remarkable features of
the dragon fable is its universality. In
the romances of the oriental nations—in
the mythology of the Greeksand Romans—
in the traditions of the Gothic and Celtic
races—and in the fairy tales of the nur-
sery,—a creature having in all cases the
same general characteristics, may be dis-
covered. Difference of climate, of re-
ligion, of national origin, or of national
peculiarities, seems not to affect this
omnipresent phantom of the imagination.
We find it among Pagans, Christians, and
Mohammedans : in the north, among the
modern descendants of the Goths and
Celts; in the south, among the Persians
and Indians; in the east, among the
Chinese; and in the west, among the
aboriginal Americans. In every quarter
of the globe, and over almost every race,
has this terrible chimera spread the shadow
of its fancied presence ; though whether it
has been propagated from people to people,
or whether in each case it was a sponta-
neous birth of the imagination, it would be
impossible now to determine. It must,
however, be admitted that the first is the
more probable supposition.

The Chinese believe in the existence of
8 monstrous dragon who is in hot pursuit
of the sun, with intent to devour that
luminary ; and whenever an eclipse of the
great orb occurs, the people assemble in
vast numbers, beating large gongs, and
making the most discordant sounds, in hope
of frightening the ravenous beast from his
prey. A green dragon is one of the char-
acters introduced into a Chinese street-
exhibition, similar to our * Punch ;” and we
may discover, in the ancient traditions of
the same nation, a fable of a great dragon
which spread terror between heaven and
earth, and which was destroyed by one of
the five celestial spirits who were supposed
to govern the world under the Supreme
Being—which fable, by the way, is prob-
ably another version of the insurrection
of Satan and the rebel angels. The
ancient Persians, likewise, believed in
winged dragons; and the Indians, as appears
in the Life of Apollonius of Tyana, hunted
dragons of awful size by the help of

magic—e species of amusement in which
Apollonius himself participated, as, accord-
ing to his biographer, it was a chase “at
once manly and divine.” The eyes and
scales of these creatures shone like fire;
and the former had a talismanic effect on
all who were not inducted into the mys-
teries of magic. ‘“ All India,” says Phi-
lostratus, in his Life of Apollonius, “is
girt in with dragons of a prodigious bulk,
as it were with zones. Not only the
marshes and the fens, but the mountains
and the hills, abound with them.” The
dragons dwelling in marshes, having no
crests on their heads and not many scales
on their bodies, resemble female dyagons:
their color is generally black, and in their
nature they are sluggish, like the places
in which they have their abode. Shak-
speare makes Coriolanus allude to these
animals (Act iv, scene 1.) :—
I go alone

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen

Makes fear’d,—and talk’d of more than seen,
The dragons of the mountains are large,
fierce, and magnificent in their appearance.
“They have a crest which is small when
they are young, but increases with their
growth till it becomes of considerable
size. Of this species of dragons, some
are of a fiery red, baving backs like a
saw, and beards: they raise their necks
higher than the others, and their scales
shine like silver. 'The pupils of their eyes
are like stones of fire, and possess a virtue
which is all-powerful in the discovery of
secrets. Whenever the dragons of the
plains attack the elephant, they always
become the prey of the hunter, for the
destruction of both generally terminates
the contest.” Others of the mountain
dragons “ have scales of a golden color;
beards yellow and bushy; and eyebrows
more elevated than the others, underneath
which are eyes of a stern and terrible
aspect. In their tortuous windings under
the earth, they make a noise like that of
brass: their crests are red, and from them
flashes a flame brighter than that of a
torch. These dragons conquer the ele-
phant, and in their turn are conquered by
the Indians in the manner following :—
They spread a scarlet cloth before their
holes, embroidered with golden letters,
which, being charmed, bring on a sleep
that at last subdues those eyes which
would be otherwise invincible. Other
spells, consisting of many words extracted
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from their occult philosophy, are used, by
which the dragon is so fascinated, that he
puts his head out of his hole and falls
asleep over the letters. Whilst he remains
in this sitnation, the Indians rush upon
him with pole-axes, and after cutting off
his head, strip it of all its precious stones.
The stones found in the head of these
mountain dragons are said to have a trans-
parent luster, to emit a variety of colors,
and to possess that kind of virtue attributed
to the ring of Gyges, [which could render
the wearer invisible.] But it often hap-
pens that these dragons seize the Indian
in spite of his pole-ax and his cunning,
and carry him off to their dens, making the
whole iountains tremble. We are told
of their inhabiting the mountains near the
Red Sea, from which are heard terrible
hissings ; and that they are sometimes
known to go down to the sea, and swim
to a great distance from shore.” (Book
iii, chapters 6, 7, 8.—We quote from the
translation made in 1809 by the Rev. Mr.
Berwick, who observes in a note, that
he believes the dragons described by Phi-
lostratus to be the same as the basilisk
or cockatrice, which has fiery eyes, a
sharp head, and a crest like a cock’s
comb, and the very sound of whose voice
puts all other serpents to flight, forcing
them at the same time to relinquish their
prey.)

The “ precious jewels” which the “ ugly
and venomous” dragon of the mountains
“wears in his head,” are said by some
writers to be an antidote to poison; but,
according to Pliny, they must be extracted
from the creature while he is alive, for
“his envy and malice is such, that the
moment he perceives himself dying, he
takes care to destroy their virtue.”

Even among the aborigines of America,
who were long cut off from all communi-
cation with the Old World, we may, as
before remarked, discover the existence of
this prodigious fable, which has further-
more taken root in the minds of the learned
of all ages, and been curiously exhibited in
the frequent use of the word “ Dragon” in
Astronomy, Natural History, and other
sciences. Thus, in Astronomy, we have
the terms Dragon’s Head and Dragon’s
Tail; and a constellation of the northern
hemisphere is called Draco or Dragon.
Among meteorologists, the appeliation
Draco Volans is applied to a certain
meteor appearing in the shape of a flying

dragon. In Ichthyology, a fish, known in
England by the name of “ the weever,” is
denominated Draco Marinus, or the Sea
Dragon. A particular kind of crystal is
called in Latin Dracontia lapis, or Dracon-
itis : we have already mentioned it as being
thought to exist in the heads of dragons.
The Dragon-fly, that radiant and delicate
haunter of our summer gardens, will imme-
diately suggest itself to the minds of every
one. In Botany, we have Dragon’s Head,
Dragon-wort, Snap-Dragon, and Dracon-
tium ; and a species of palms is called the
Dragon-tree, from a fable, current among
botanists, of the figure of a dragon being
discoverable beneath the rind of its fruit.
This tree yields a gummy or resinous juice,
much used in medicinal preparations, and
known by the name of Dragon’s bloed,
from the redness of its color. In Archi-
tecture, we have Dragon-beams; and, in
military affairs, the word dragoon, as
applied to a certain division of cavalry, is
said by some to have been derived from
dragon, *because,” says Bailey, “ at first
they were as destructive to the enemy as
m.”

But this fiction has left its stamp on
other things as well as on science. It has
imbued the minds of men in all ages, and
been reflected by them on many of the
objects which surround us.

Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish.

The pictured dragon beneath the rind of
the fruit above alluded to, is only another
instance of the facility with which any
idea, however fantastic, may be realized
to the bodily sight by those whose minds
are prepossessed by that idea. Stanislaus
Lubienetski, a Polish author, has left us an
account, in his Theatrum Cometicum, of
a comet which appeared in the shape of a
dragon, with its head covered with snakes;
and we have already seen how a meteor is
made to assume—in a great degree from
the imagination of those who behold it—a
similar form. The Italians, we are told,
call the “ old, crooked, and decaying branch-
es of a vine" dragons, from some fancied
resemblance in them to dragons; and in
the same nation a superstition is current .
concerning a plant called Dragonvalo or
Serpentaria, * which,” says Florio, in his
dictionary before cited, ¢ groweth two foot
high when snakes begin to appear in spring-
time, and vanisheth in the beginning of
winter; and at its vanishing, all snakes
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hide themselves.” This mysterious sym-
pathy, as it is supposed to be, between the
plant and the 2nimal, is very grand ; but a
little reflection shows us that it is but a
poetical interpretation of a simple and nat~
ural fact. The plant spoken of is probably
one of those which die down to the earth
at the approach of winter, and shoot up
aguain in the spring; and the same “skyey
influences” which cause the vegetable
dragon to “vanish,” as Florio finely ex-
Ppresses it, at one season and reappear at
another, induce the snakes—which, as we
all know, are hibernating animale—to look
out for places of shelter during the cold
weather, and issue forth when it has
passed.

Before we conclude, it may be as well
to glance at the probable origin of the fable
under consideration.

Upon a careful scrutiny, it may be dis-
oovered that the dragon is a compound of
the serpent and the crocodile; a circum-
stance which, more than any other, tends
to confirm the supposition that the fable
originated in the East, where such animals
are common, and was propagated thence
over the rest of Europe. If the reader
will turn to any picture of a dragon which
he may have in his possession, he will
perceive that the head, the legs, and the
scaly appearance of the back, bear a great
resemblance to the current representations
of the crocodile ; while the long and inter-
wreathed tail, and the power which the
creature evidently possesses of winding
itself round any other animal and crushing
it to death, is as manifestly derived from
the serpent. The word “ dragon” is defined
by Bailey, “a sort of serpent,” and by John-
son, “a kind of winged serpent, perhaps
tmaginary.” In Virgil’s poem of “ The
Gnat,” as translated by Spenser, we have
8 description of a serpent, in which many
of the characteristics of the dragon—such
as its nataral armor of scales, eyes that
throw forth flames of fire, and blood-be-
aprinkled jaws—are included ; and in many
old writers the words * dragon ™ and “ ser-
pent” or “snake” appear to be synony-
mous. Thus, in the early English romance,
entitled The History of the Remowned
Prince Arthur, King of Britain, Sir
Launcelot is requested by the people of
a certain country to deliver them from a
serpent that is in a tomb ; and immediately
after, the same creature is alluded to as a
dragon. (See chap. i, part 3.) Pliny

has left us an account of some Indian and
Ethiopic dragons, in which, though large-
ly mixed with fable, we may clearly per-
oceive that the boa-constrictor is the animal
really alluded to. “India,” says he, “ brings
forth the biggest elephants, as also the
biggest dragons, that are continually at
variance with them, and evermore fighting ;
and of such greatness are they, (i. e., the
dragons,) that they can easily clasp and
wind round about the elephants, and withal
tie them fast with a knot.” Modern
travelers affirm that, in their combats with
tigers, the boa-constrictors of the Indian
jungles disable their enemy precisely after
this fashion. Diodorus Siculus, too, testi-
fies to the circumstance of “ frequent and
terrible scuffies™ happening between ele-
phants and serpents in the Indian deserts,
whenever they meet at a spring. What
Pliny goes on to state, however, is evi-
dently a fable, having no foundation at all
in fact; but it is a fable which could only
be told of serpents. *In Ethiopia there be
as great dragons bred as in India: to wit,
twenty cubits long. It is reported, that
upon their coasts they wrap themselves,
four or five of them together, one within
another, like to a hurdle or lattice-work,
and thus pass the seas to find better pas-
turage in Arabia, cutting the waves, and
bearing up their heads aloft, which serve
them instead of sails.”—(Old folio transla-
tion, 1601.) Milton, in book 10 of Para-
dise Lost, describes the transformation of
Satan into ‘a monstrous serpent” (v. 514) ;
and in a few lines farther down (v. 539),
he alludes to him as a dragon—

than whom the sun
Engender’d in the Pythian vale on slime,

Huge Fython,
Another instance in Milton, to the same
effect, occurs in Samson Agonistes (verse
1692), where, though the word “ dragon” is
used, the ordinary serpent is evidently
meant :—

And, as an evening dragon, came,
Assailant on the perchdd roosts
And nests in order ranged

Of tame villatic fowl, &c.

It is a well-known fact that serpents are
frequently in the habit of devouring do-
mestic birds.

A recent commentator on the first chap-
ter of Genesis conceives that the twenty-
first verse (“ And God created great whales,
and every living creature that moveth,”
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&c.) should be translated thus :—* Then
the Word and Power of God also created
dragons, which could only suffer by being
crushed,” &c. Hisremarks upon this new
reading are so curious, that they must be
transferred to the present place. * Dragons,
which could only suffer by being crushed,
were created before any of the land animals.
Geologists name this creature the plesi-
osaurus,” [a kind of sea-serpent of enor-
mous dimensions ;] “and its remains are
found in the shale or slaty clay which, at
a remote period, was the mud of vast tracts
over our globe. Its most remarkable char-
acteristic is the great length of its neck,
which contains forty-one vertebre, while
in all other reptiles there are only from
three to eight. It was capable of paddling
through mud, and could repose at the bottom
of a shallow bog, with its head high above
the surface. At what period in the history
of the earth these creatures ceased to
exist, we have no record ; but a passage in
Goldsmith’s Roman History is so forcibly
descriptive of some monster of which we
have no other account (being serpentine,
and so scaly as only to suffer death after
being crushed), that we may be permitted
to consider it the dragon of Genesis, the
leviathan of Job, and the plesiosaurus of
the geologists. Goldsmith states that
Regulus, while leading his forces along the
banks of the river Bagrada, in Africa, had
his men attacked, as they went for water,
by a serpent of enormous size, which
placed itself so as to guard the banks of
the river. It was one hundred and twenty
feet long, with scales impenetrable to any
weapon. Some of the boldest troops at
first went to oppose its fury ; but they soon
fell victims to their rashness, being either
killed by its devouring jaws, or crushed to
pieces by the windings of its tail. The
poisonous vapor that issued from it was
still more formidable ; and the men were
so much terrified at its appearance, that
they. asserted they would much more joy-
fally have faced the whole Carthaginian
army. For some time it seemed uncertain
which should remain masters of the river,
as, from the hardness of its scales, no ordi-
nary efforts could drive it away. At last,
Regulus was obliged to make use of the
machines employed in battering down the
walls of cities. Notwithstanding this, the
serpent for a long time withstood all his
efforts, and destroyed numbers of his men ;
but at length a very large stone, which was

flung from an engine, happened to break
its spine, and destroyed its marrow. By
these means, the soldiers surrounded and
killed it. Regulus, not less pleased with
his victory than if he had gained a battle,
ordered its skin to be sent to Rome, where
it continued to be seen till the time of
Pliny.”

If the reader will compare the sentences
in stalics in the above passage, with Spen-
ser's description of a dragon, previously
referred to, he will perceive many points
of resemblance ; such as, the scales which
were “ impenetrable to any weapon”—the
‘““devouring jaws”—the length and perpetual
involutions of the creature’s tail—and *the
poisonous vapor” which it had the power
of casting forth. Who does not perceive
in these details (themselves, in all proba-
bility, exaggerations of the truth) the
germs, not only of Spenser’s dragon, but
of every other in the range of poetical
fiction 2

There can, however, be no doubt that
the crocodile has had its share in the origin
of the fable now under -consideration.
“ Scales impenetrable to any weapon” are
not a characteristic of serpents generally
speaking, though the particular serpent en-
countered by Regulus may have been thus
protected : crocodiles, on the contrary, are
invariably provided with a defensive
armor of such closeness and hardness as to
blunt many of the weapons employed
against it. The head, also, has evidently
suggested that of the dragon : the similar-
ity indeed, is so great, that for a long time
a large fossilized crocodile’s head was ex-
hibited at Aix as a veritable relic of the
dragon vanquished by St. Martha. Mr.
Hurdis, and other commentators on the
Bible, are of opinion that the dragon of
Scripture is nothing more nor less than the
crocodile ; and have supported that idea
with a very close chain of reasoning.
Thus, Isaiah (chap. xiii, 23) says, speak-
ing of the approaching desolation of
Babylon: “And the wild beasts of the
islands shall ery in their desolate houses,
and dragons in their pleasant palaces.”
“ It is worthy of notice,” says Mr. Hurdis,
¢ that the crocodile was always considered
as an inhabitant of the wilderness; and
such he might well be deemed: conse-
quently it will not appear wonderful that
he should choose the ruins of old deserted
towns and cities, which were near rivers
and lakes, for his especial abode when
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out of the water. Of Babylon, therefore,
it might properly be said that, when she
became desolate, “ the crocodile should cry
in her pleasant palaces ;" and (Jeremiah,
chap. li, 37) that she should be “a dwell-
ing-place for crocodiles.” The

in the Apocrypha, worshiped by the
people of Babylon, and which Daniel is
reported to have killed by forcing it to
swallow’ lumps of pitch, fat, and hair,
seethed together, whereby it “burst in
sunder,” was probably a crocodile. And
Linneus places the dragon of Scripture
under the scientific head of  Crocodslus
Africanus.”

GRUNDTVIG AND HIS SONG OF
PRAISE.

HE British Quarterly for May quotes
from Mrs. Mary Howitt's “ Literature
and Romance of Southern Europe " Grundt-
vig's “ Song of Praise,” with the following
remarks :—The lofty, independent, we had
almost said mighty, Grundtvig, as our
author justly says, “in the middle ages
would have been either a Knight of the
Cross, or a Reformer;” but, after a stern
battle with the world and a worldly Church,
now stands pre-eminent among Denmark’s
most eminent men. In very early life he
became a hard student in Scandinavian
literature, and then, repentant at the time
which he, a student of divinity, had devoted
to this pursuit, he bent all his energies to
his chosen calling, and denounced the fri-
volities of the worldly-minded and the world-
liness of his brethren so severely that he
fell under the ban of the “ rational ” clergy,
and was called before the Consistory, and
reprimanded. * It was not the first time,”
as Mr. Howitt naively says, ¢ in which free
spirit had been repressed by privileged va-
pidity.” But opposition, to a mind like
Grundtvig’s, only strengthened his convic-
tions ; and he studied, and wrote, and spoke
like a stern prophet of old, delivering his
message to a gainsaying generation, intent
only on his duty. To the credit of the
Danish government, this dissenter in the
Church was not wholly neglected. Al-
though the clerical office was denied him,
he was encouraged to proceed in the study
of Scandinavian ancient literature, and un-
der his supervision many important works
were published, while the chronicles of
Saxo and Snorre were translated by him-
solf. Assisted by Raske, he also diligently

studied Anglo-Saxon literature,and as eaxly
as 1820, ere England poesessed even am
edition in the original, Grundtvig had pub-
lished 8 Danish translation of that curicas
and venersble poem, Beowulf. Indeed, so
celebrated had he become for his profound
knowledge of Anglo-Saxon, that proposals
were made to him in 1830, from a publish-
ing firm in London, to bring out a Biiso-
theca Anglo-Sazonica, which should include
all the finest prose and poetical remains of
our Anglo-Saxon writers. It was not,
however, carried into effect. Meanwhile,
Grundtvig was recognized among his coun-
trymen as one of their first lyric poets, but
especially as a hymn-writer, unmatched for
force and sublimity. From his collection
of psalms and hymns, published in 1841,
under the rather quaint title of A Ring of
Bells for the Danish Church, we must find
room for the following most admirable
translation of his “ Song of Praise.” How
magnificently jubilant is this fine composi-
tion ; worthy to be set to harmony noble
and inspiring as Mendelssohn’s unrivaled
Lobgesang'!

“0, mighty God! we thee adore,

From our hearts’ depths forevermore.

Who is in glory like to thee ?

As thou wast from eternity !

Thy name is bless’d by cherubim,

Thy name is bless’d by seraphim !

And songs of praise from earth ascend,

With thine angelic quires to blend.

Holy art thou, our God!
Holy art thou, our God!

Holy art thou, our God !
Jehovah Sabaoth!

*Thou didst create the glorious skies,
And in thine image man likewise.

The prophets prophesied of thee,

The old apostles preached of thee,

The martyr bands they launded thee,

In their death hour exultingly!

And Christendom shall never cease

To bless thee both for life and peace.
Yea, Father, praise from all bursts forth,
B thy Son brought to earth ;
Because thy Holy Ghost doth give

The word that makes thy Church to live.

“Thou King of Glory, Saviour dear,
Blessdd and welcome be thou here.
Thou laidst thy great dominion by,
On a poor virgin’s breast to lie!
Thou didst to glory consecrate

And heavenly joy, our poor estate ;
Our yoke, our sins, on thee didst lay,
Our penance on the cross didst pay!
Didst rise triumphant from beneath !
Didst overcome the might of death!
To Heaven, which open’d, didst arise,
Received with angel symphonies!

On God’s right hand is now thy place,
But in thy Church abides thy grace!
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“Q Holy Ghost! to us most dear!
Bless2d and welcome be thoun here.
Truth, goodness, joy, thou dost impart,
With life, anto the Christian’s heart ;
As thine thou dost the nations claim,
And givest peace in Jesus’ name.

To thee doth God a pledge accord

That all is true in Mercy’s word ;

Thou art the power divine whose might
Doth give eternal life and light!

¢ Hallelujah! grief is o’er,

And Paradise unseal’d once more.
Hallelyjah! joy is sure,

God’s Spirit dwelleth with the poor.
Hallelujah | evermore,

Our God hath bliss for us in store!

“ 0 mighty God, we thee adore,

From our hearts’ depths forevermore !
Yea, Adam’s race shall join the hymn
Of seraphim and cherubim.

O holy, mighty God of grace!

Let endless glory, blessing, praise,
Rise wheresoever peoples are,

Unto thy name. Hallelujah 1”

PETER CARTWRIGHT—A CHARACTER.

URING the late session of the General
Conference of the Methodist Episcopal
Chureh in Boston, a daily paper was issued
under the patronage of the Convention.
Besides full reports of the ¢ Conference
Proceedings,” it contained editorial sketches
of the most notable delegates present.
We quote the following portrait of a west-
ern character, who has appeared repeatedly
in similar articles of newspaper humor
within the last ten years, but never before,
we believe, with 8o much biographic detail.
As we were stepping from the door of
the Bromfield-street church, soon after the
commencement of the present session of
the General Conference, we were clutched
in the brawny but trembling arms of a
strong, rough-looking character—apparent-
ly a backwoodsman. A large crowd stood
around, and all eyes were turned upon us.
“God bless you!” exclaimed the hearty
old man, with a voice strong, but trembling
as if cracked by hard usage in the expo-
sures of western travel ; “ God bless you,
you dear little rascal; how do you do?”
And loosing his bear-like, but really loving
grasp, and turning to the crowd, he again
exclaimed, “ I saved the little rascal’s scalp
at Pittsburgh, in '48.” The allusion was
to the brief struggle we passed through at
that session on the subject of slavery, with
which our readers are perhaps still famil-
iar. We all, perhaps, got a little into
fault together there—ourself as well as
our opponents—and we need not now
Vor. I, No. 1.—D

revive a single unpleasant reminiscence of
the occasion. We came well enongh out
of it, and in a few days were honored by an
important election in the Conference, and
have ever since felt that we were treated
better than we deserved. But we owed
our rescue, not a little, to the brave and
generous interference of this same big-
hearted, rough-bodied old man. Whether
he liked our opinions or not, he seemed
magnanimously determined that we should
have fair play, and stood up for us man-
fully. After the scene was aver, the old
man met us on the pavement in front of
the church, then, as at this time, crowded
with spectators, and in his rough but kind
style exhorted us to be of “ good spunk.”
 Why, you little fire-brand you, don’t fear
any of them or all of them ; bless your soul,
they can’t reach you with a twenty-foot
pole!”

This is a rude picture—a somewhat
outre description—we are aware, and may,
to some tastes, seem a little out of place in
juxtaposition with the grave records in our
columns ; but it is true to the noble man,
and as relevant to these columns as he
himself is to the assembly in which he
occupies so prominent a place. These
little incidents exhibit him better than any
elaborate descriptions could. We doubt
whether any one of his associates in the
Conference have, at this point of our re-
marks, any uncertainty respecting his
identity.

We lately put the question to an intelli-
gent, discriminating lady, who had closely
examined the assembly from the gallery,
“Who of all the delegates would most
attract inquiry from a spectator perfeotly
unacquainted with any of them ¥’ ¢ That’s
the man,” she replied, referring to our old
friend. And who, reader, can he be?
Who but Peter Cartwright, the veteran
hero of Methodism in Illinois.

The stanch old itinerant sits, (or rather
stands, for he is now “ on his legs,”) as we
write these lines, immediately under our
eye. Like the “sage of Quincy,” he is
always found in his “place” in the Con-
ference, near the front of the left tier of
the central column of pews. Though
quite unique in his appearance, it is not a
little difficult to draw his portrait. He
appears broken with years and labors, and
you perceive some paralytic tremblings in
his attitude and voice ; but there is never-
theless a general aspect of strenuous vigor
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about him. He looks as if he might yet
wrestle with bears and come off conqueror,
as we learn he really has bheretofore.
There is not, in fact, a stronger-looking
man, young or old, on the Conference
floor.

He is war-worn and weather-beaten.
His complexion is bilious, the integuments
of his face wrinkled and tough, his eyes
small and twinkling, and defended by a
heavy pair of spectacles with green side-
glasses, his mouth compact and full of
force, his head large and round, his fore-
head deeply indented, and his hair—there
is no description of that; it looks as if he
bad poked it into the bag of the Kilkenny
cats, and had not had time to comb it since
its extrication. And yet do not suppose
there is any fierceness about his caput.
Nay verily, a face more finely characterized
with good nature and gallant generosity is
not to be seen in the assembly.

Should we attempt an intellectual por-
trait of Peter Cartwright, we should sum-
marily say that he is characterized by good
sense and good humor. We know uot that
we can better describe him. He speaks
frequently, though not inordinately ; and we
challenge an instance of weak or irrelevant
remark to be produced from his speeches.
They are, in fact, especially noticeable for
their direct, though sometimes rough perti-
nency. He strikes right at the object
before him, and never fails to hit it; and he
has that characterigtic of the highest delib-
erative wisdom—brevity, sententiousness.
We never knew him to speak in General
Conference more than five minutes at
once.

His humor is always spontaneous—
always ready. It sometimes cuts sharply,
but is usually genial and generous, relieving
rather than exasperating the case. Humor
is a rare excellence, but it is not, like
gems, valuable chiefly for its rareness; it
is intrinsically valuable. It should not be
too severely grinned at, with elongated
faces, in even ecclesiastical bodies ; it often
gleams like exhilarating sunlight among
lowering clouds of discord, and sometimes
dispels them, and does infinitely more than
the strongest logic or the loudest rhetoric
to remove obstructions to business. Still,
a man of combined good sense and good
humor is liable to suffer some disparage-
ment. Our poor human nature has a sort
of self-complimenting propensity to speak
of a superior man with a qualifying * but,”

the import of which is, that though he ex-
cels us in some things, we can see in him
defects we have not ourselves. He has
imagination, * but ’ he has not much sense ;
he has humor, “but” he has not much
logic. Much of this kind of twaddle is
sheer fudge, and something worse. Peter
Cartwright is not merely a man of humor,
but of genuine sagacity; woe be to the
man that attempts to circumvent him in
debate. If some of his short sayings were
divested of their humor, and spoken by a
grave man, they would pass for unique
utterances of wisdom; as they are, they
pass for pertinent jokes—happy hits.

Peter Cartwright is a “ Doctor of Divin-
ity.” Good old George Pickering, when
asked once if the Methodists had any
Doctors of Divinity, replied, * No, sir, we
don’t need them ; our divinity has not yet
become sick.” Those healthful days
seem, however, to have passed, if we may
judge from the ample provisions made for
theological medication among us now-a-
days. Some college in the West deemed
Peter Cartwright too knowing in the
Materia Medica, or too skillful with the
scalpel, to die untitled, and, therefore,
dubbed him D.D. Weknow not that he pre-
tends to encyclopedic erudition, or is more
skillful than some other doctors we are ac-
quainted with in the learned languages, a
knowledge of which is usually presupposed,
in giving that title ; the only learned quota-
tion we ever heard from him was in re-
spect to a matter of business, which seemed
to be beyond the reach of his brethren ; it
was, said he, “ in swampus non comatibus.”
The learned doctors around him smiled
very cognizantly, as they usually do at
college commencements when a Latin
phrase is quoted which, though unintelligi-
ble to the vulgar throng, is remarkably
striking to them.

But with Peter Cartwright the * degree™
is not merely nominal, as it is with 8o many
of his fellow ecclesiastical medicos—it is
a valid reality. He is a sound theologian.
His preaching shows it. His sermons are
generally skillful dissections of their sub-
jects. His thoughts are clear, his method
regular and consecutive, and the whole
tenor of his discourse logical and instruc-
tivee. How could such a man be other
than a good sensible preacher? Those
who go to the church to hear his wit are
usually disappointed. His preaching at
the General Conferences is seldom up to
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his ordinary standard. This, however, is
the case with most of the delegates. The
reasons of the fact are obvious.

Peter Cartwright joined the * old West-
ern Conference ” in 1805, though he began
to travel a year earlier, we believe. He
was a young man—only about 18 years
old—when he entered the itinerant field,
and he has been in its foremost struggles
ever since. The “old Western Confer-
ence ” was in that day the only one beyond
the Alleghanies. It extended from Detroit
to Natchez, and each of its districts com-
prised a territory about equal to two of the
present conferences beyond the mountains.
Those were the days of great moral battles
in that vast field; and the men who fought
them were made great, some of them
gigantically so, by their circumstances.
Among them were Young, Walker, Shinn,
M’Kendree, Burke, Lakin, Blackman,
" Quinn, and similar mighty men. Cart-
wright began his regular travels with Lakin
on Salt River Circuit, (save the name!)
Most of his fellow-heroes have gone to
their rest; but they gained the field, and
fortified their cause all over it. They, in
fact, laid the moral foundations of our ultra-
montane States. The few remnants of the
old corps should be cherished and honored
by the Church. Peter Cartwright stands
prominently among them; but there are
some of his early cotemporaries here also,
whom we shall introduce to our readers
hereafter.

THE BEACON-FIRE OF THE TYROL.

**God has his plan
For every man.”
Tyrolese Proverd,

HIS saying was once exemplified in

Tyrol by the short and simple history
of a poor crippled boy whose memory is
still cherished there.

About fifty years ago a soldier’s widow
came with an only child to reside in a small
hut near to one of those romantic villages
which may be scen nestled amid the splendid
mountains of that country, on the table-
lands, or sierras, which afford space for
the habitations of the mountaineers, who
there shelter in winter the numerous flocks
they drive in the summer to pasturage on
the heights above. That village was the
scene of busy industry; the people were
independent and comfortable ; they worked
for themselves, and, except the emperor,

to whom they were loyally devoted, they
called no man lord. Still, at the time when
this poor widow took up her abode there,
agitation and fear had invaded this once
happy and peaceful spot. It was the period
when the reckless ambition of Napoleon
deluged Europe with blood : this widow's
husband had fallen fighting against him in
the fearful battle of Austerlitz. Had the
issue of that battle been different, and the
army in which he served been victorious,
it is probable that the bereaved wife would
have felt ber loss just as deeply; for what
the world calls glory does not heal a bleed-
ing heart, nor atone for the individual suf-
ferings which war occasions. The widow
was very poor, and as the partner of a sol-
dier’s life, she had been long separated from
the friends of her youth : her affliction was
then such a common one that it excited
little interest ; and the grief which she felt
the deepest was just that which caused
her to be of no consequence to the little
community among which she came.

It has been already said she had one
child—a maimed, disabled boy. The dan-
gers to which the mother had been exposed,
the hardships which had attended his infant
life, produced this effect. Hans, the widow’s
son, was deformed ; his figure was drawn
considerably to one side, and he had very
little power in using his arms. This was
a sore trial to the poor woman ; often would
she look at her boy and sigh, for she thought
in her age she should be left without aid
or support ; she could no longer work for
him, and he ecould neither work for himself
nor her. But when the murmuring thought
found entrance to her heart, she hid it there,
or rather she prayed to God to take it
thence ; she never let her son perceive it ;
she would have him only to feel that he
was the solace of her life. And 0 he was;
a true mother’s love is ever most strongly
shown to the child that needs her love, her
care, her toils; and beyond this maternal
feeling were her affections drawn to him.

Hans was, moreover, a kind boy, an af-
fectionate, tender son ; he was naturally of
a thoughtful, reflective disposition; the
peculiarities of his constitution tended to
render him so. Separated by his bodily
infirmity from the rude sports, the hardy
pursuits, and daring adventures, in which
the other young mountaineers engaged,
that grave, reflective cast of countenance,
which characterizes the bold, independent,
and gay, while deeply-superstitious Tyr-
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olese, was in his case blended with actual
melancholy thoughtfulness. His mother’s
tender care had not prevented him from
gaining a knowledge of his helplessness ;
and his inability to assist her secretly
preyed on his heart. When he saw her,
for instance, carrying a burden, he would
run torelieve her ; but, thoughactive enough
in running, his arms had no power. Asa
child, his mother might deceive him into a
belief that he was of use; but as a lad of
fifteen years of age that kind concealment
could no longer succeed, and at that age,
being the time when this story commences,
the state of his country was the means of
fully impressing on his keenly-sensitive
mind the conviction of his own utter use-
lessness.

The arbitrary will of Napoleon Buona-
parte, then in the zenith of his glory, had
decreed that Tyrol should belong to Ba-
varia, and not to Austria, and a French
and Bavarian army was already garrisoned
in the country. We do not mean to discuss
the propriety of the attachment which the
Tyrolese showed to the latter; the chief
reason of their attachment was, however,
a right one—it was that their once inde-
pendent land had passed to the dominion
of Austria by right of legitimate succes-
sion, their last native princess, Margaret,
having married a prince of the house of
Hapsburg, who became emperor of Austria,
and, as such, added his wife’s dominions to
his own. Loyalty and religion had hitherto
been closely combined in Tyrol, and the
aversion its people testified to a union en-
forced by the French, sprang from the
strength of those principles. They regard-
ed them with horror; and a resolute zeal
in the defense of their country and their
religion had begun to animate men, women,
and even children throughout that mountain
land.

At the juncture of which we now write,
that valiant struggle was beginning which
has afforded themes to many pens. Austria,
unable to compete with Napoleon, with-
drew the forces stationed in Tyrol, and left
its people to defend themselves: their re-
sistance to the powerful invader was one of
the most celebrated and most successful
that history records.

The Pass of Finstermiinz still presents
its terrible records to the eye of the trav-
eler, who, amidst the wonderful sublimity
of the spectacle, recalls to memory the
awful scene enacted there in the time to

which our story refers. This pass lies
between the towns of Landeck and Meran ;
a splendid road has since been formed there
by engineering skill; but even still, amid
modern improvements, the passage between
the rocks is so narrow in places as to appear
a mere cleft formed by the violence of the
torrent which is heard roaring in the deep
gulf below. These rocks rise towering
over that narrow pss, clothed sometimes
with trees, at others opening splendid views
of snow-gemmed mountains, and green
sparkling vales’; while the ceaseless roar
of the struggling water is the only sound
that is heard. At times, as its passage
opens, the nearly calmed and deep blue
stream of the river Inn, crested with some
of the snow-white foam which tells of its
struggle, is seen gliding by; at others,
rushing wildly ; or again, as the gorge con-
tracts, is dimly beheld, like a flake of snow,
tossed in the dark gulf through which its
suffocated murmurs alone announce its pro-
gress. From the little bridges which span
this torrent, the views of the white glaciers
and green mountain fastnesses, with the
peasants’ dwellings and the pretty green
church spires, are charming; bat at one
spot the rocks on each side curl over so
as almost to meet, and threaten to drop on
those who pass under them ; which, indeed,
they would probably at some time do, if
they were not propped by the stems of
felled trees. At this wildest and most
romantic spot, the bridge crosses the tor-
rent at a height which, as you attempt to
gaze down on the tossing snow-flakes
beneath, conveys a sense of dizziness.
Here an old, once-fortified gateway, and
the remains of an ancient tower, remind
one of the times when fierce robber knights
held indomitable forts in such fastnesses
of nature. At this spot there is now a
quiet inn, and a very little chapel. “ Rest
and give thanks,” seems to be the idea
presented by their united appearance.
This sublime mountain pass, so remark-
able for natural beauty, has acquired a
terrific celebrity in history from the epoch
which just followed the incident that ex-
emplified, as we have said, the Tyrolese
proverb already quoted. We fervently
hope that such celebrities are at an end;
but were there ever a cause which
could sanction the slaughter of our fellow-
creatures, it is the defense of our land, our
homes, and our faith—it is when the unjust
invader is resisted, and the motto of a people




THE BEACON-FIRE OF THE TYROL.

45

is that which the Tyrolese flag bore in-
scribed upon its folds—

% For God, our Emperor, and our Fatherland.”

Here, as we stand in this sublime scene,
and look up at the tree-covered heights,
and bring our eye down over the shattered
masses of rock that lie in the descent, we
recall that terrible event, and involuntarily
repeat the words—

* Fit spot to make the invaders rue
The many fallen before the few.”

For it was here that, in the year 1809,
upwards of 10,000 French and Bavarian
troops were destroyed by an unseen foe.
An immense avalanche of felled trees and
broken rocks had been prepared, and was
held suspended along the heights. As the
advancing army marched in undisturbed
order along this romantic pass, the foremost
heard the startling words, “ Ist es Zeit?”
“Is it time ?” repeated above them. The
officer halted, and sent back to ask direc-
tions. He was ordered to go forward.
They went on. That word was repeated,
and a louder voice, in a tone of solemn
command, announced s¢ was time! and de-
sired the avalanche to be let go. It was
loosened ; it thundered down; and of all
the living host who a few minutes before
had trod that pass, few, if any, escaped
from it alive.

It was this determination to resist, and
expel the foreign forces then stationed in
their country, that had begun to animate
the Tyrolese at the time when our poor
Hans, having reached his fifteenth year,
might be expected by the youth of the
village to partake in their enthusiasm.
That enthusiasm was general; a secret
understanding prevailed among all the
people of Tyrol ; arrangements were made
with noiseless resolution ; intelligence of
the advance of the Bavarian troops was to
be conveyed from post to post, from village
to village, by means of signal fires, materials
for which were laid ready on the rocky
heights.

The village of which I have spoken lay
directly in the line of route which that army
would take; and with the animation and
bustle it displayed, a great degree of fear
and anxiety mingled. The old people felt
the latter emotions—the dread of being
surprised, of having their houses burned,
their property destroyed, themselves killed,
or driven shelterless to the mountains;

such thoughts more or less disturbed every
home, but did not shake the courage and
resolution of the people. Even the children
acted in their plays what they heard their
fathers and older brothers talk of, or saw
them practice ; and thus from the aged and
timid—the latter indeed were few—down
to the child who thoughtlessly mimicked
in his sports the hostile events that were
approaching, only one theme was heard in
the village or in the whole country, only
one spirit seemed to be felt ; and scarcely
any persons were to be found who were
not preparing, in some way, to take a part
in the coming struggle. I say scarcely
any—for it will have been already seen
that two, at least, of that small community
knew their part was to sit still and see
how the matter would go. These were
the soldier’'s widow and her deformed boy.
The widow had had enough of war; she
had known its realities, while many of her
young neighbors were deceived by its
visionary renown. She had felt its horrors,
while they contemplated in imagination its
glories. She looked now at her disabled
son, and did not sigh, as she had often done,
in thinking of his helplessness.

“ Ah, Hans,” said she abruptly, as she
gazed upon him one evening, “it is well
for us now that thou canst be of little use ;
they would take thee from me to serve thy
country, my boy, wert thou fit to be a sol-
dier.” The widow did not know how very
tender was the chord she touched in her
son’s mind.

Hans had long been secretly suffering
much pain from the rude discovery of the
very fact she thus alluded to. That secret
pain had not been exposed even to a tender
mother'seye. Now the wound was toached.
Hans bowed down his head ; his mother
had not observed that of late he had been
more peculiarly pale, silent, and averse to
go out. Now the large tear that suddenly
rolled down the pale cheek and dropped
upon his knee, told her that the feelings of
the youth had been compressed within his
own bosom. That tear seemed to fall upon
the mother’s heart : she felt its cause.

“ My son, what aileth thee ?”

“ Mother ! I am useless !” cried the youth,
with a burst of now irrepressible grief.

“ Useless !” the widow repeated; but
the tone in which she uttered the word
might seem to denote some little surprise
at the discovery her son had only then
made.
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“ Yes, useless,” Hans continued : “ look
round our village—all are busy, all pre-
paring, all ready to strive for homes and
fatherland—I am useless !”

“My boy, my kind, dear son, thou art
not useless to me !"

“ F.ven to thee—I cannot work for thee ;
cannot in thy age support thee. Ah! I
know all now. Why was I made, mo-
ther?”

“ Hush, Hans,” said his mother ; “ these
repining thoughts become you not. Yon
will live to find the truth of our old prov-
erb:—

“God has his plan
For every man.”

Little did Hans think that ere a few
weeks had passed this truth was to be veri-
fied in a most remarkable manner.

Easter Monday came—the most fest-
ive season in the Tyrol; and the non-
arrival of the expected invaders had, in
some degree, relaxed the vigilance of the
inhabitants. The holiday in question, we
may observe, in Switzerland resembles
somewhat old Christmas in England,—
families meet, presents are exchanged ; the
toys, gloves, the ornaments of deer’s horn,
and other articles of Tyrolese industry,
are all in request then.  Early in the morn,
accordingly, of the Easter Monday of
which we now speak, children were seen
carrying bunches of flowers to their grand-
parents, aunts, or other old relatives,
whose doors had been wreathed with
branches of trees, interspersed with flowers,
during the preceding night; and the chil-
dren now stood before them, and sang the
hymns which are often heard in their
country. Women, too, were seen with
little baskets on their arms, hastening to
the house of the poor curate to present
their small offerings; and young men
brought some simple presents to lay on the
windows of the maidens who they hoped
before the next Easter should be their
wives. But what was the most curious
feature in the pleasant scene was the cat-
tle procession, which takes place on this
day ; for now the winter is over and gone,
the time of the singing of birds hath come,
and the voice of the turtle is heard in the
land. Now go the cattle forth from the
sheds where they have been sheltered from
snow and frost, and wend their way gladly
to the mountains. The pride of the family,
the favorite cow, goes first; and proud of
ber honors she seems to be, as she steps

boldly on in advance, her bell tinkling at
her neck, her head loaded with ornaments,
and her horns wreathed with flowers. All
the flocks are more or less adorned, but she
is the queen in her regual state. Behind
them come the joyous owners, or their
herds, playing on musical instruments, and
adding noise to the pomp. What a rural,
what a pleasant scene! There is nothing
rude or revolting in this merriment; a
sense of thanksgiving seems to mingle
with it; one sees, at least, the expression
of gratitude, the acknowledgment of God
as the Author and Giver of all good things.
Yes, I have felt how pleasant it is to see
this acknowledgment when the hardy
Tyrolese shepherd has passed me, mount-
ing to difficulty and danger on the heights
above, and wearing in his girdle the words,
largely embroidered in white letters—
“God is Good.”

And was every one in that mountain
village busy in the exchange of good-will
offerings, or festive preparations? Hans
leaned against the porch of his mother's
house, the porch in which, at eventide,
they sang their hymns after the manner of
the country, and with joined hands repeat-
ed their evening prayers. Often may an
aged couple, with children and grandchil-
dren, be seen thus employed in the pretty
porches of their houses while the sun de-
clines. Hans stood alone ; the hut was a
little beyond the village, on the ascent of
the mountain ; he could see all that passed
below; but he had no presents to offer,
for he had no money to buy them, and no
hands to make them; no hands, at least,
capable of such work. No one thought
of him; if he had been a beggar they
would have remembered him, and given
him their charity willingly ; but as it was,
he was forgotten. Those who feel no
want themselves too seldom think of the
wants of others, unless they are reminded
of them. Hans looked down on the busy
village, and thought of his mother. The
Tyrolese proverb which she had quoted,

“God has his plan

For every man,”
had made a passing impression on his mind ;
but he sighed, as amidst his own loneliness
in the general bustle there seemed so little
prospect of its fulfillment. Still, however,
though he scarcely knew why, the words,
as he uttered them, seemed to shoot a
gleam of unwonted hope through his soul.

The evening of the bustling holiday at
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last arrived. Hans strolled about in the
gloom ; all the village houses were lighted
up; fear seemed to be forgotten, and
watchfulness too. Hans was glad not to
be disturbed by the careless remarks of the
patrolling youths, who, on other evenings,
performed their usual exercises on the
green, but now all were within doors;
families and friends had met, and children
were merry and happy. Hans came to the
dwelling of a comfortable proprietor—one
who in our land would be termed a rich
farmer. The supper table was prepared ;
in its center a small fir-tree was planted in
a bucket filled with earth; little tapers
were fastened in its branches, and a variety
of glittering objects, suspended around it,
were intended for presents to the younger
ones of the family. Some of the little
children, who had already secured theirs,
were.playing at a small table placed in the
open window. One of them had got a
number of tin soldiers, and an elder brother,
a lad about the age of our poor Hans, was
amusing himself, apparently, by directing
their movements, and arranging them in
military order. Like all the youths of the
Tyrol, he aspired to be thought expert in
such matters, but he was of a more presum-
ing and arrogant disposition than many
of the others. Seeing that Hans, standing
near the window, must become one of his
auditors, he affected still more the tone
of command, as if to impress the helpless
boy with a higher opinion of his military
knowledge. Almost immediately, how-
ever, the children, disputing for one of the
tin soldiers, broke it in two. The young
general was in the midst of a plan for the
defense of the village in case of an attack.
Displeased at the loss of one of his corps,
he angrily seized the broken soldier, and
threw it out of the window.

“Why throw it away?” said the
children.

¢ Because it is as useless now as Hans
himself would be if the enemy came,” was
his answer.

Hans heard the words, whether it was
intended he should do 8o or not. He turn-
ed away, and went home to his mother.

The widow had shared her son’s senti-
ments that day; she was quite sensible
that on this day of general festivity they
were overlooked and forgotien. The
mother and son knew they had sympathy
one with the other, but neither expressed
it. The widow felt for her son. The son

felt for his mother. But Hans resolved
not to grieve her with the recital of the
fresh annoyance he had met with. The
widow, not sorry to end a day which made
their forlorn position more evident to them-
selves, proposed that they should avoid the
expense of light, by going early to rest.
Hans felt little inclined to sleep, but know-
ing his mother would sit up if he did so,
he complied with her request. He had
been early trained never to close his eyes
in slumber without reverently bending the
knee, and asking the care of a2 divine pro-
tector. On the present occasion he did
not omit that duty, but breathed the wish
with earnest fervor that the Father of all
mercies would, in his good time, present
him with some opportunity of being useful
to others. Almost immediately after doing
this he dropped into a deep slumber,
being fatigued with his rambles during the
day.

How long his slumbers lasted poor Hans
never knew; he only related afterward
that he had awoke as if from a dream, but
still under a strong impression that the
French and Bavarian army was approach-
ing him. He could not persuade himself
but that the soldiers were close to him.
He thought he saw their distinct uniform,
the gleam of their arms, and even felt as
if their bayouets were preseuted at him.
He awoke in fear, but even when awake
could scarcely persuade himself it was a
dream. It was, however, a natural one;
it would be by no means surprising if every
one of the villagers, and himself also, had
dreamed much the same whenever they
slept. Hans recollected this ; but unwilling
to remain under an impression so unpleas-
ant, he rose, and hastily dressing himself,
he went to the door and looked forth.
The night was calm, and even warm ;
the moon was beginning faintly to rise ;
and thinking that iliness had perhaps caused
his troubled dream, Hans walked out, be-
lieving the night air would relieve the
headache from which he had been suffering.
He strolled up the mountain path, on the
side of which their cottage stood. Excite-
ment and agitation had indeed heated his
blood, and the cool air did him good.
That sense of relief made him continue his
walk, and as he went up the mountain path,
he recollected that it led to the signal pile,
which had been laid ready for igniting
when the advance of the Bavarian garri-
sons from their winter posts should com-




48

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

mence—a movement which the combined
Tyrolese had determined to resist. An
impulse he felt little inclination even to
question, seemed still to lead him on, and
prompt him to mount the rugged path that
conducted to that important spot. Perhaps
it was some feeling that a surprise on
this night was not impossible—some
scarcely understood impression left by his
dream—that, unconsciously to himself, led
Hans thus upward and upward on his soli-
tary way, until be came within view of the
dark mass of firewood piled up on the cliff.
Whatever was the feeling that influenced
him, however, (and the result, the reader
will remember, is a matter of history, not
mere fiction,) the boy found himself, as we
have said, at the signal post.

Hans walked round the pile, as it lay
there quiet and lonely. But the watchers,
where were they ?  Forgetful, perhaps, of
their duty, they had, amidst the festivities
of Easter, omitted their important office on
this occasion ; atall events, they were no-
where to be seen. The village, far
beneath, was in as great security as if no
dreadful war-signal was likely to be needed,
and all in the neighborhood was calm.
A dark old pine-tree stood near it; in its
hollow stem the tinder was laid ready,
with the other means for raising a speedy
conflagration. Hans paused in his circuit
by the hollow iree, and seemed to listen to
the silence. There is something in the
feeling of utter silence that impels the ear
to listen for its interruption. As he so
listened, a singular sound, that seemed to
be reverberated along the ground, caught
his eager attention. It was slow and
quiet, but so measured and equal as to be
distinct. He listened with painful inten-
sity for about a minute : it stopped. Hans
was just about to leave the spot, when
another sound was heard, it was the click
of muskets; then a distinct but stealthy
tread; then a pale ray of moonshine
glanced on the fixed bayomets of two
soldiers, who cautiously crept along the
edge of the cliff at the opposite side of the
pile. They mounted the eminence, looked
round, and seeing no one there—for poor
Hans was hidden by the old tree—gave
the signal apparently to some comrades in
the distance. Then the measured tread
of marching men was heard again, but
Hans did not wait to listen to it. Like
a flash of inspiration, the whole circum-
stance was visible to his mind. The

secret had been discovered by, or treach-
erously revealed to, the enemy ; a party
had been sent forward from the enemy's
troops to destroy it ; the body from which
they were detached was then marching up
the pass that led to his village ; the fears
he had heard the old and timid express
would be realized; and the plans of the
others, which he had heard so much talked
of, would be of no avail. It is singular,
that though naturally, as most infirm per-
sons are, of & timid disposition, no thought
of his own perilous situation occurred to
Hans. All that has here taken some time
to state on paper, flashed on his mind with
the rapidity of a vision, and perhaps it
was followed by one equally rapid self-
recollection.
* God has his plan
For every man,”

might the youth have mentally said, as,
quick as thought, he seized the tinder,
struck the light, and flung the flaring tur-
pentine brand into the pile.

The two scouts, who had advanced first,
had then their backs turned to it, waiting
the arrival of some comrades, whose arms
just glittered above the edge of the cliff
at the moment when the sudden blaze
towered up, and flashed upon them. A ecry
of astonishment, we might say of fear, burst
from the foremost ; but in the light of that
mountain blaze they soon perceived no
ambushed foes were there ; a single youth
was seen hastily retreating down the
mountain path. They fired— cruelly
fired. A shriek of agony told them one
bullet, at least, though fired at random,
had found its mark. The light was too
indistinet for an aim, but a bullet had
lodged in the boy’s shoulder. Yet the
signal fire was blazing high, and the whole
country would be shortly aroused. Already,
before their surprise was over, or their
retreat effected, the signal was answered
from a second mountain top, and another
and another began to repeat it. The ad-
vancing party, seeing their plan for a
surprise thus rendered abortive, effected
a hasty escape.

Hans, meantime, was not killed ; faint
and bleeding, he contrived to reach the
village, where already the greatest conster-
nation prevailed. Trembling old people
stood at the door demanding intelligence ;
and the peasantry, with their arms, were
mustering thick and fast. At the door of
the proprietor’s house, where Hans had
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stood to witness the Easter party on the
previous evening, an anxious group was
gathered ; among them was the lad who
had made so good and brave & general of
the tin soldiers, and who had so unfeelingly,
we would hope thoughtlessly, declared the
broken one to be asuseless as Hans in the
defepse he was planning of the village.
He was now aroused from sleep with the
cry that the enemy was come. Pale, con-
fused, uncertain what to do, he was anx-
iously joining in the inquiry which no one
could answer,—* Who lighted the pile?”

“It was I!” said at last a faint, almost
expiring voice.

They turned and saw the crippled Hans
tottering toward them.

“Thou?" exclaimed many voices ; but
the proprietor's son gazed in stupefied
silence.

“ The enemy—the French—were there,”
Hans faltered, and sank upon the ground.
“Take me to my mother. At last I have
not been useless.”

They stooped to lift him; but drew back,
for their hands were full of blood.

“ What is this?” they cried. “ He has
been shot! It is true! Hans the cripple
has saved us.”

They carried Hans to his mother’s house.
Some ran before him and told her the
alarming news ; of the danger that had ap-
proached them, and who had been, for that
time at least, their preserver. Then they
. carried the wounded youth in, and laid
him before her. As the mother bowed in
anguish over his pale face, Hans opened
his eyes—for he had fainted from loss of
blood and pain—and looking at her, he
made an effort to speak. “It is not now,
dear mother, you should weep for me; I
am happy now. Yes, mother, it is true—

“ God has his plan
For every man.”

You see he had it for me, though we did
not know what it was.”

Hans did not recover of his wound ; but
he was permitted to live long enough to
know he had been of use; he lived to
hear of the result of his timely warning,
not to his village only, but to the country
around ; he lived to see grateful mothers
embrace his mother; to hear that she
should find a son in every brave youth in
the village, a home for her age in every
house ; that she should be considered a
sacred and honored bequest to the commu-

nity which her son had preserved at the
cost of his own life.

Our little story is told. It is not from
scenes of battle and strife that we would
willingly draw illustrations of great truths
and principles; and great emergencies,
like those which met Hans, it would be
unreasonable to expect as usual occur-
rences. To all, however, the motto
speaks—

% God has his plan
For every man.”

None need stand useless in the great social
system. There is work for every one to
do, if he will but look out for it. So long
as there is ignorance to instruct, want to
relieve, sorrow to soothe, let none stand
as listless gazers in the great vineyard of
the world.

BOB MULTIFORM, THE “ NE’ER DO
WELL.”
MONG the strange varieties to be
found in this inexhaustible world, de-
scriptive and satirical writers have not
failed to fix upon the man of versatile
cleverness, who, after attempting every-
thing, ends at last in nothing. I have such
a character in my eye at this moment.
Bob Multiform was one of my school
acquaintances. He was a prompt, acute,
ready-witted fellow, always bustling,
though seldom really busy; a good-na-
tured companion, possessed of much com-
pliant humor, though accompanied by a
self-esteeming conceit which disgusted
others as much as it comforted himself.
In fact, that same conceit is an admirable
thing for enabling a man to get on easily
Sor the time being, though it is not a little
apt to leave him stranded in the issue.
Did any one want help in some new proj-
ect, Bob Multiform was just the boy to
give it. He possessed a boundless variety
of shifts and expedients, and he now and
then used them for bad causes as well as
for good ones. The fox, with his thou-
sand tricks, fared worse than if he had
adhered to a single solid principle. On
the whole, however, Bob managed to
escape from school without actual disgrace,
and came out upon the boards of the
world with no settled character, except
that he had some reputation for vivacity
and gumption.
It was one of Bob's peculiarities that he
was peculiarly open to impressions of all
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kinds and from all quarters. He seemed
ready to obey all impulses but his own.
It was not, however, that he wanted firm-
ness on certain occasions, for no man was
more obstinate when opposed ; but he never
could hear of celebrity in any line without
an instant inclination to imitate it. Gold-
smith is said to have been vexed when
even the performer of a puppet-show was
more admired than himself. It is surpris-
ing through what freaks and fantasies this
daring disposition to seek for honors led
our unfortunate wight. The first taste
which I remember was that of dress. It
was the day of dandyism, when frock-coats
and Wellington-boots were in fashion, and
those who never mounted a horse walked
about in jingling spurs, or rattled along on
those silly machines then called dandy-
horses. I hardly know who was Bob’s
immediate prototype, but he was amazingly
ambitious of being considered a well-
dressed man. There was not a calendar
of fashions with which, for the time, he
was not intimate. He could discourse
most learnedly on the cut of a coat, or the
precise fit of a waistcoat; was most punc-
tilious about the whiteness of his linen, or
the height of his stock; and wore his
extraordinary beaver with an air which
eclipsed most cotemporaries. He thought
himself admired ; and whenever a man so
thinks, he is pretty sure to be laughed at.
Many a lady hid her face when he appear-
ed, to conceal her irrepressible emotions
at his extraordinary figure. The thing
at length became too flagrant, and it was
time to stop it. Some good-natured
fellow whispered the truth into Bob's ear,
and lost him as a friend forever.

After taking a little time to recover
from this mortification, Bob fell into a
contrary extreme. To escape from the
ridiculous, he attempted the sublime.
He sought seclusion, and began a course
of reading, and soon persuaded himself
that, except for & very young mau, care
about dress was contemptible littleness ;
and that as the mind made the man, it was
an essential part of mental culture to neg-
lect the body altogether. When next he
appeared before his friends, he was there-
fore a totally different being. His talk
was now of books and of their contents.
It is true that he knew little more about
most of them than what could have been
gained from a few of the leading reviews
of the day; but every one was not in the

secret, and to them he was a prodigy.
Bob now became a leader of a coterie, to
which he was the giver of law ; and though
they were all but silly coxcombs, he flat-
tered himself into the belief that he was
some Johnson, or Parr, or Magliabecchi, or
Mezzophanti, and had devoured more
books than most around him had heard of.
He established a debating-class ; a desirable
thing in itself, providled a man do not
think it the British senate, and himself
the first orator init. From a dandy he now
sank down into a sloven. He was some-
times unwashed ; often unshaven ; was not
much concerned if a rent appeared in his
clothes, and affected to treat all such trifles
with derision and sarcasm. Matters went
on thus, till having, in * his pride of place,”
directed some invective against a stranger
who had demurred to one of his proposi-
tions, he was met by a rejoinder so direct
and merciless as to send the peacock’s
featlier which the jackdaw had worn into
high air—to demonstrate him to be only an
empty pretender—and to elicit the cheers of
his former subjects, who, wearied with his
arrogance, rejoiced to witness the over-
throw of their tyrant. He slunk away in
discomfiture and disgrace.

His next fit was that with which he
should have begun—attention to business.
During two short months he was the very
pattern of assiduousness in his father’s
warehouse. Hemade uncommon advances
in a very short time, till some of those who
had looked on him as a mere pragmatical
saunterer, began to hope there was more
in him than had hitherto met their eye.
Fired with their applauses, Bob redoubled
his zeal. So intently did he follow his
new inspiration, that after the labors of the
day were over for others, he was to be
found arranging some unexplored corner
of the warehouse, or carefully posting up
his hitherto neglected books. His father's
eye began to be fixed upon him with un-
usual favor, and to think that he might
one day, with satisfaction, resign his busi-
ness to a son who, now that he had sown
his wild oats, was the model of punctuality
and diligence. How long this fit of exem-
plariness might have lasted, had no sudden
temptation intervened, I do not kmow;
but at a musical party, Bob received a new
impulse.

Now Bob had never, up to this time,
shown the slightest partiality for the har-
mony of sweet sounds. If the want of
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music mark a traitor, he had seemed to be
the veriest one: his voice was rough and
dissonant, and he could not distinguish
between the chord of the dominant seventh
and the major. But he had unbounded
confidence in himself, and thought that
what others could do well, he could do
much better. Alas for the warehonse and
its concerns! In vain did the anxious
father protest, remonstrate, urge, and even
threaten! Occupied by his five parallel
lines, Bob disregarded all besides. Music
more dissonant than that which comes from
the turning of “a brazen candlestick,”
disturbed his neighbors’ repose. One
evening, he must needs adventure a part
in some difficult performance, for which
he had carefully prepared himself. To
his consternation, he found his fellow-per-
formers drop off from him one by one, till
he was left to a solo, and a roar of laughter
followed as a chorus.

If our hero found some solace in remem-
bering that, such as he was, he had great
names to keep him in countenance, it was
a poor resource. Little has been ever
accomplished by those who resemble the
Duke of Buckingham as painted by Dry-
den—

“ A man so various that he seem’d to be

Not one, bat all mankind’s epitome ;

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong,

Was everything by turns, but nothing long.”
Bob Multiform was not destined to reverse
the usual fate of his class. His father saw
bis business, deprived of the care of his
son, degenerate from day to day, till he
died a broken-hearted insolvent. I have
made many inquiries about Bob himself;
but could never learn his whole history.
I only know that he had once a project for
making a new kind of soap, which would
wash with salt water; that at another time
he embarked in a plan for reviving the
locomotive steam-engine. I suspect him
to have had a hand in the aerial machine,
which was to fly ; but of this I am not sure.
Once he went to Australia, where he had
a plan for civilizing the aborigines. The
last time I saw him he told me he was
on the eve of making a fortune by railway
speculation ; and he certainly looked as if
he believed it. I heard that soon after
this, however, he emigrated to California.

Such are the destinies of cleverness
without principle. A grain of industry is
worth a bushel of mere impulse. If any
of my readers be tempted to follow Bob

Multiform’s career, it may be well for
them to remember that the scion which is
grafted on to the stock of perseverance
and the fear of God, though it may seem
to shoot less vigorously than others around
it, is that which will produce the best and
surest fruit.

THE YEZIDIS, OR DEVIL-WORSHIPERS.

E meet in the East with many relig-

ious sects, which have existed from
far distant ages, some entirely unaltered,
others considerably modified by various
changes ; and it is often interesting to
trace such sects to their source, if only for
the information we obtain concerning the
forms in which mind unfolded itself in
ancient times, and the manner in which
different religions were sometimes com-
bined. Thusin the Sabeans or Mandaites
of the present day, we find a sect whose
origin is to be traced to the excitements
of the first and second century consequent
upon the preaching of John the Baptist,
but whose character has been quite altered
by the different elements it has taken up
in its course.

We have chosen for examination the
enigmatical sect of the Yezidis,* in the
hope of ascertaining whether any positive
origin can be assigned them. We shall
first describe the sect as far as the various
accounts we have received enable us; and
then, by comparing it with other ancient
sects which are in some respects similar,
determine, if possible, whether it is to be
traced to any one in particular, or to a
combination of several. Michael Febvre
first mentions them, in the latter half of
the seventeenth century. He speaks of
them as a powerful race, easily contented,
living in black tents, leading a nomad
life, and mostly herdsmen. He commends
their hospitality. They are friendly to
Christians, but hate Mohammedans, who
have been their greatest persecutors.
The leading point in their religious doc-
trines is this, that they will never speak ill
of thedevil. Neither persuasion nor force
can induce them, and some have been
flayed alive rather than consent. The
reasons they give are :—* That we cannot
with a good conscience abuse any creature,
for this right belongs to the Creator alone;

© A tribe in Asia Minor, having their settle-
ments in the hills between the Tigris and
Euphrates.
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and since we find no precept in the Serip-
tures to curse the devil, it is not right to
offend him as Christians and Turks do,
even though we regard him as a rebel
against God. They compare him to a
minister who has fallen into disgrace, and
whom we should wish well to, and not
curse. There is still hope, they think,
that the devil will some day be reconciled
to God, through the divine mercy, and
then he will certainly endeavor to revenge
himself for all the insults he received
during his disgrace. And even if he is
not reconciled, yet, if 2 man falls into his
power after death, he will have the worst
to fear from him. So that, in either case,
it is best to spare him.” This is the ac-
count which the leading men give of their
doctrine ; the rest never utter the name of

Satan, but refer to him in other terms, as.

“the angel Paon,” ¢ the Conscious One,”
or he “ whom the ignorant curse.” We
cannot expect anything definite concerning
their doctrines, as they have no written
religious documents. They believe in the
Old and New Testaments, and the Koran,
and teach that all these books fell from
heaven. At their feasts, they sing to the
guitar, songs in honor of Christ, of Mary,
of Moses, of Zechariah, and even of
Mohammed. It is remarkable, when we
think of the Christian communion, that
they sometimes call wine the blood of
Christ. If any one at their festivals, offers
another a cup of wine, he says, “ Take
this cup with the blood of Christ;” and he
who receives the cup, kisses the hand of
the one who brings it, all present rising at
the same time, and bowing, with their
arms crossed, while he is drinking. They
are divided into two classes, distinguished
by their dress—the one wearing black, the
other white. The former stand highest,
and form a kind of sacerdotal caste.
Febvre derives their name from a man
named Yezid. “Many of them regard
Yezid and Christ as the same under dif-
ferent names. They relate of Christ such
miraculous tales as occur in the apocryphal
gospels. Those who are clothed in black
shrink from killing animals, although they
eat them when killed; a feeling which
arises probably from a belief in the trans-
migration of souls. The day on which
one who has worn black clothes dies, is
observed as a festival, and not a day of
mourning ; ‘he must be congratulated on
his entrance to a blessed life.” When they

pray, they turn to the East; and at sun-
rise, as soon as the first rays enter their
tents, they rise, fold their hands and pray
to God in the presence of the sun.”

This account is confirmed by Niebuhr,
who says that there is a village entirely
occupied by them between Arbil (the an-
cient Arbela) and Zab. The following is
the account given by the Abbot Sestini,
who traveled from Constantinople to Bas-
sora in the year 1781 :—“ In the Kurdish
Hills you come to a village, Sinjar, in-
habited by Yezidis, who are called ‘ Wor-
shipers of the Devil."” They call Satan
Cherubim. They have their Emir in
Kurdistan, where they assemble once a
year with their families; and, in the
evening, when they have finished eating
and drinking, they put out the lights.”
In his account of a second journey, he
gives a fuller description, as received from
a Dominican.

He «calls them a mixture of the errors
of the Manicheeans, the Mohammedans, and
the Persians. The doctrine is spread by
tradition without books, since they are for-
bidden to read and write. They believe
in all the prophets and saints of the
Christians, whose names are attached to
the monasteries in the neighborhood.
Most of them profess faith in Moses,
Christ, and Mohammed. God, they say,
has given commands, but left the devil to
execute them. They have neither fasts
nor prayers, for Yezid, they say, performed
enough for all his followers to the end of
the world. Ten days after the August
new moon, they hold an annual assembly,
which lasts ten days and a night, at the
grave of the Sheikh Adi, when many meet
together from distant countries. On their
way thither, robberies are often committed ;
and small caravans are in great danger if
a larger body of Yezidis approaches.
Many women, too, from the neighboring
villages, the unmarried excepted, come to
the festival ; afier feasting, they extinguish
the lights, and never speak again till sun-
rise. They hold the Christian monasteries
in great veneration; and if they visit
them, before they enter they bare their
feet and kiss the walls, in the belief that
the patron saint of the monastery will be
their protector; or if they are ill and
dream of a monastery, they visit it, before
they are perfectly well, and bring as an
offering incense, wax, resin, or some other
present to the monastery, and after kissing
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the walls and remaining a quarter of an
hour there, return home. They recognize
as the head of their religion the Sheikh,
who is chief of the race. He has the care
of Sheikh Adi’s tomb, who restored their
sect. The Sheikh of the race must always
be a descendant of Yezid; and in such
veneration is he held, that they consider
themselves fortunate if they can procure
one of his shirts to be buried in. By his
intercession and merits they expect to
reach a higher place ; and therefore many
of them buy a shirt for forty piastres,
(more than $10;) or if they cannot pro-
cure the whole, content themselves with a
piece. The chief of the Yezidis has
always a man present with him, called
Kocieck,—i.e. a teacher,—who is listened
to as an oracle, and consulted before every
undertaking. He is said to receive his
revelations from the devil; and if a Yezidi
is in doubt about any important matter,
advice is obtained for a purse of money.
Before the Kocieck replies, he stretches
himself on the ground and sleeps, or ap-
pears to sleep; and on waking, declares
that such a decision has been revealed to
him. The following incident is a proof
of the importance attached to his reve-
lations. Forty years ago the Yezidi
women, like the Arabian, used to dye their
under-clothes with indigo for the sake of
saving soap. One morning the Kocieck
came unexpectedly to the chief, and said
that it had been revealed to him, the night
before, that indigo color was unlucky, and
not in favor with the devil. This was
enough to send men to every tribe with
orders to banish the color, to get rid of the
clothes, and put white in their place.
And with such care did they carry out the
command, that if any of the Yezidis
visited Christians or Turks, and a bed of
this color was given them, rather than use
it, even in the middle of winter, they would
sleep with only their own clothes. The
Yezidis believe that the souls of the dead
are taken to a place of rest, where they
are more or less happy according to their
desert ; they are said to visit their relatives
and friends occasionally, to inform them
of their wishes.

The American Missionaries, Grant and
Hinsdale, visited them during the period
of their residence amongst the Nestorians
in Persia and the Kurds. When Grant
first entered the village, he was received
very coldly by the Sheikh, but soon ascer-

tained that the reason lay in his mistaking
him fora Mohammedan. As soonas he was
known to be a Christian, everything
changed. In this we have a proof that the
Yezidis entertain great respect for Chris-
tianity, of which many a relic, as for, ex-
ample baptism, is still preserved by them.
They make, too, the sign of the cross.
They believe in one God, and, in a certain
sense, in Christ as a Saviour. They
kiss the first rays of the sun if they fall
upon anything near them. They never
blow out a light, or spit into the fire, lest
they should defile the holy element.
They are said to practice circumeision, and
observe a passover festival, or something
similar to the sacrifice of the paschal
lamb.

Grant conversed with a chief of the
Yezidis, who said that they were on friendly
terms with the Christians, but not with the
Mohammedans ; that their ancesters were
Christians of the same kind as the Nes-
torians. When he was alone with Grant,
he asked, with an anxious look, whether
the day was not near when Christianity
would triumph and rule the world. He
pointed to the burning lamp and the rising
sun, whilst he mentioned with warmth the
name of Jesus Christ, and bowed in token
of reverence. He related, too, after care-
fully looking that no one was present, as
a great secret, that his people were sons
of Israel, and believed in the Pentateuch,
the Psalms, and the Gospels; and, with
a strict charge not to mention it, said, that
they possessed another book of their own,
called Furkal. They are said to read the
Koran, after covering the name of Satan
with wax whenever it occurs.

Layard visited them, and relates that
they acknowledge a supreme Being, to
whom they present neither offering nor
prayer. They never mention the name
of the evil spirit, and are said to have put
to death many who hurt their religious
feclings by using the word Satan. They
even avoid any word which bears the least
resemblance. They have a copper figure
of a bird, which, however, they do not
regard as an idol, but as a symbol, prob-
ably of the pride of the fallen angel.

They say that Satan, who is suffering
punishment on account of his apostasy,
still possesses great power. There are
seven angels subject to him, who have
great influence upon the world. Christ,
too, was a superior angel, who assumed a
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human form; he did not die upon the
cross, but rose to heaven. [Here we have
a Docetic idea.] They expect the return
of Christ. They show the same reverence
to fire which they do to the sun, holding
their hands over it and afterward kissing
them. Washings are frequent with them.
They consider pork unclean, and observe,
besides the Mosaic law, the commands
given to Noah. Layard disproves the
reports of excesses during the nightly
festival, as he was himself present at one.
To the accounts given, the Armenian
writer, Injijean, only adds, that they boast
of intercourse with demons, and observe a
ceremony similar to the mass ; the priests
wearing a dress, like that worn at the mass
by Catholic priests. With uncovered head
they put bread and wine into the cup and
offer over them a silent prayer. If they find
a lamp burning before an altar, or an image
of the virgin Mary, they dip their finger in
the oil and make the sign of the cross.
From these accounts it is evident that
there are many difficulties in the way of
an examination of this sect and its origin.
They appear to have kept their doctrines
very secret, and made them known with
great reluctance ; and, from their want of
education, their original faith may have
been corrupted in many ways, and mixed
up with foreign elements. The frequency,
too, with which mixed religions occur in
the East, the ease with which this sect
could be induced from political motives to
attach itself at one time to Christianity,
and at another to Mohammedanism and the
Koran, and, above all, the fact that the
principle commonly acted upon by such
Eastern sects is, to deceive those who are
unfitted for their esoteric doctrine, make
it more difficult to arrive at any certain
conclusion. Still, if we put together all
that we find in the preceding accounts, we
cannot fail to discover, that the whole tend-
ency of their doctrine is essentially opposed
to Mohammedanism; that it has had its
origin in some connection with Christianity,
though, perhaps, it has since taken up
more of the Christian element than origin-
ally belonged to it. 'There are indications
also of dualism, and the sun and fire-
worship of Parsism ; * and this is to be ex-
pected from their position and their con-
nection with Persia and Armenia, the latter

9 The religion introduced by Zoroaster
amongst the Persians, probably in the sixth
century B. C.

the land in which Parsism existed longest,
first in opposeition to Christianity, and
afterward blended with it. It is evident,
however, that we do not find here the pure
doctrine of Zoroaster in any shape, but
one which has sprung from a mixture of
Parsism with Christian elements. The
only question is, whicA of the Christian
sects, where such a mixture is perceptible,
are we to fix upon.

This influence of the doctrines of Pars-
ism is evident in several sects. We may
mention the old Jewish sect of the Essenes,
of whom Josephus says, that * before sun-
rise, they converse about nothing common
or profane, and address prayets to the sun,
as if begging it to rise ; and that they fear
lest the sun’s rays should fall on anything
impure,”—a feeling existing also amongst
the Yezidis. But our knowledge of the
Essenes is too limited to allow us to
compare them with any other sect.

The most prominent feature in the
doctrine of the Yezidis is, that they believe
not only that the spirit who is the cause
of all evil was originally good, and has
fallen from God, but that he will in the
end be reconciled again. Moreover, it is
peculiar to this sect, that the fallen spirit,
on account of his original nature and his
future restoration to his lost dignity, is
made an object of special veneration ; this
is so extraordinary, that, if we find in any
sect a similar feature, we may at once
conclude either that the Yezidis are con-
nected with this sect, or that the two have
sprung from the same source. This
applies exactly to a Christian sect which
sprang up in the eleventh century in the
Byzantine empire, coming from Thrace
and the neighboring country, under the
name of Edyxiral (prayers), 'Ev8ovoiaoral
(enthusiasts)—so called from their prayers
and convulsions. The Constantinopolitan
writer, Michael the Stammerer, from
whom we obtain our knowledge of this
sect, gives the following account :—They
believe in one God as the Father; from
him sprang two principles, the elder and
younger son ; to the Father they allotted
the whole ethereal region of existence, to
the younger son (by whom, no doubt,
Christ is meant) that which is in heaven,
to the elder, the government of every-
thing in the world ; the latter they called
Satanael—a compound word already com-
mon amongst the Jews. The professors
of this doctrine he divides into three
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classes. Of the first, he says that they
honor both the sons; for, say they, al-
though at present opposed, they are de-
scended from the same father, and will at
last be reconciled. From this it is evi-
dent that they did not regard the elder son
as originally an evil spirit, an unconscious
principle, in its very essence evil, and op-
posed to the divine, but as a spirit fallen
from God, and, therefore, at last to be
reconciled to him. Here we have exactly
the doctrine of the Yezidis. Of the sec-
ond class, he says that they honored the
younger, as the ruler over the higher re-
gion ; the elder they do not honor, as the
others do, but think that they should pru-
dently take care that he does them no in-
jury. In this, too, we see something
analogous to the doctrine of the Yezidis,
for they give as their reason for not insult-
ing Satan, that he possesses great power
to injore men. He notices a third class
who only honored Satan, and set them-
selves in direct opposition to God. It is
doubtful, however, whether this distinction
is founded on truth. We find another
striking correspondence between the Eu-
chitee and the Yezidis; the former boasted
of special revelations, appealed to visions
and convulsions, and this we find also
amongst the Yezidis. The Thracian
mentions, as an example, an occurrence
which took place when he attended a
meeting of the sect in Southern Dalmatia ;
a man in an ecstatic state rose and de-
nounced him as having been sent by the
government to lay snares for the sect, and
publish their secrets, and take him pris-
oner to Constantinople. There is another
resemblance to the Yezidis in the practice
of the Euchite of holding nightly meetings,
at which the lamps were extinguished.
They agree further in the allowance of
deception and accommodation for the sake
of escaping persecution. For, in the
work mentioned, it is said, that such men
were found amidst the ‘holy coin ;"
whether by this we are to understand the
Catholic Church, or monks, or the clergy.
Here the Euchitee were discovered, after
spreading themselves for a long time se-
cretly, and in the twelfth century they
came to light amongst the Sclavonian
tribes under another name. There is no
doubt that the Bogomile of the twelfth
century were connected with the Euchite.
The latter had endeavored to spread them-
selves within and around the Grecian em-

pire, and were able easily to find admission
to the newly-converted Bulgarian tribe.
From this they entered again the Grecian
empire,and thus it happens that they appear
this time with the Sclavonian name Bogo-
milee, which corresponds with their original
Grecian name. The name is explained
from the combination of Bog, Lord, and
miloui, pray, taken from their frequent in-
vocations of Deity. Amongst them we
find the same doctrine as amongst the
Euchite : one Father, from whom two
spirits descend—the elder, Satanael, the
younger, Christ; that Satanael rebelled
against God, seduced a part of the other
spirits, and by the divine power which he
still retained, created the world. These
Bogomilee continued to spread for some
time in the Grecian empire ; and to them
we trace some of the dualistic sects,
which were found in the middle ages in
the west of Europe, under the name of
Cathari.

The combination of the Christian relig-
ion with that of Zoroaster was not of
rare occurrence, buf constantly renewed.
And the sects which sprang from it spread
into all the neighboring countries of Asia.
In such a mixture the ¢ children of the
sun” originated. And though the Pauli-
cians belonged to a different form of dual-
ism from the Yezidis, it is an important
fact that they endeavored to spread in all
directions, that they were warlike, as the
Yezidis, and were often employed amongst
the auxiliaries of the Byzantine empire.

It only remains to inquire, whether the
notion of the relation of the evil to the
good held by the Yezidis, and certain
Christian sects, sprang from a mixture of
Parsic* and Christian ideas, or from some
later form of the Parsic doctrine, without
any connection with Christianity. This
necessitates another question, whether we
find in Parsism an absolute dualism, or
only a relative one, founded on a belief in
the unity of the primary principle as the
first cause of all existence. To me a dis-
tinction seems to exist between a hidden
first cause, and Ormuzd, who has his life

© The leading doctrines of Parsism were, that
there are two principles in the universe in con-
stant strife ; Ormuzd, the good principle, Ahri-
man, the evil. The creation of the good comes
first ; Ahriman is the disturbing principle. But
Ormuzd is destined to triumph, and the power
of Ahriman will be taken away. Every true
Parsic considered himself a soldier of Ormuzd.
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in that hidden eternity, and is himself the
divine essence revealed. The view of
Ahriman as the first-born, and Ormuzd as
the later, found in the relation of Satanael
to Christ, points to an old Parsic sect.
But the belief in Ahriman as an origmally
evil principle does not tally with the no-
tion of future reconciliation; and all that
Parsism teaches is, that at last the good
will triumph over the evil—Ahriman will
cease to fight. In this idea, that Ahri-
man, the evil principle, was originally bad,
we find a notion entirely opposed to the
views of the sects mentioned, and there-
fore conclude that they sprang from a
mixture of the doctrines of Parsism and

Christianity.

THE CAP OF LIBERTY.

HERE are some peculiar ceremonies
which, notwithstanding the lapse of
ages, survive the passage of time, and are
found, even in modern days, as freshly en-
graved on the memory, as earnestly guarded
by popular prejudice, and as acceptable to
the spirit of a free nation, as in the remote
centuries of antiquity. Amongst these,
the use of that symbol of freedom, “ the
cap of liberty,” stands foremost. In early
times none but the free-born claimed the
privilege of wearing a cap of this kind,
and none dared to exercise it but one so
entitled to enjoy it. Woe to the alave who
had the imprudent hardihood to be seen
covered! for the lash, the chain, and the
brand soon made him repent of his neglect
or his folly, whichever it might have been.
In all countries the slaves were obliged
to appear bareheaded ; and whenever the
day came that freedom was the reward of
faithful servitude, one of the ceremonies
used in the manumission of the slave was
the placing of a cap on the head by the
former master. Thus the cap or hat be-
came the symbol of liberty, and was the
standard around which the spirit of pa-
triotism rallied in many a revolution.
When the mandate of the tyrannical Gessler
compelled the hardy sons of Switzerland
to salute a hat placed upon a pole, as a
mark of submission, the spirit of the nation
was roused, the tyrant paid forfeit with his
life for his insulting order, and the hardy
mountaineers obtained that liberty which
has since been so intrepidly preserved;
and, accordingly, the arms of the united
cantons of Switzerland have a round hat

for a crest, as emblematical of that liberty

8o nobly struggled for.

In England the cap, with the word liberty
inscribed on it in letters of gold, is used
as a symbol of the constitutional liberty of
the nation, and Britannia sometimes bears
it on the point of her spear. This, how-
ever, is not always the case, as the figure
of Britannia is often represented with the
trident of Neptune uncapped in her left
hand, while with her right she offers the
olive-branch of peace to the world.

In France, in the beginning of the rev-
olution of 1789, the cap of liberty was
hoisted as the symbol of freedom; but,
when the bloody tragedies of the remorse-
less Directory filled France with terror
and dismay, there were but few that regard-
ed the cap of liberty with a favorable eye.
It was during this melancholy period that
the red cap was adopted, from the following
circumstances :—For many years the kings
of France sent those condemned for crimes
and serious political offenses to the galleys
at Marseilles, and there, chained to the oar,
they dragged outa wretched and abandoned
existence, in the polluted atmosphere of a
society stained with crimes of the deepest
dye. However, when the revolution open-
ed the prison-doors, and burst the chains
of the galley-slaves, the red cap worn by
the liberated convicts was elevated as the
standard of freedom, and borne by them
as they marched in hundreds to Paris, the
ready tools of the wicked men who then
held the reins of power. On late occasions,
when the revolutionary spirit of the times
nearly upset every throne in Europe, the
red cap was chosen by the republicans,
and the red flag was the ensign of the as-
sembled revolutionists. When jacobin clubs
were rife in Paris, the red cap was also
made the badge of membership, and hence
often known under the title of the “ jacobin
cap.” In the last-mentioned instances,
however, the cap of liberty has certainly
been used in a sense different from that
originally attached to it, a8 in olden times
it was solely used in the manumission of
slaves.

“J wiLL give you my head,” exclaimed
a person to Montesquieu, “if every word
of the story I have related is not true.”
“J accept your offer,” said the president;
‘ presents of small value strengthen the
bonds of friendship, and should never be
refused.”
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THOMAS MOORE, HIS CHARACTER A8
"AN AUTHOR. '

R. MOORE has occupied no inconsid-
erable place among the writers of
the last half-century. If, as a poet, he has
not exhibited any of the more powerful
forms of talent, if he has never risen to
the dread sublimities of song, he has pos-
sessed in an almost unrivaled degyee the
qualities which constitute the lyric poet—
qualities which present the language of
poetry in combination with music, and
captivate the ear as well as the mind by
the harmony of sound married with im-
mortal verse. The brilliancy which be-
longs to such effusions as these, may unfit
a man for the lengthened and sustained
effort of an epic poem ; but they find many
readers who can appreciate their charms,
without being able to comprehend the
merits of the other; and the judgment of
antiquity never ceased to recogmize the
value of lyric poetry, while the higher
place was given to the epic and the tragic
muse. Among the poets of this school,
we know of no English author who, as a
writer of songs, excels, or even equals,
Mr. Moore. Whatever be the theme—
whether playful or pathetic, whether light
or impassioned—there is an air and grace
in his language which is almest peculiar
to himself. His verse flows with a fluency
which hardly seems natural to the English
tongue ; and his cadences show how ex-
quisitely the ear was tuned to the expres-
sion of the sentiment with which the mind
@Was filled. The Irish Melodies will long
remain testimonies to this felicitous com-
bination of power ; and we can only regret,
that a power which might have been used
to the highest and most important purposes,
which might have touched the feelings
with such singular effect, and have wielded
the tenderest and the noblest emotions of
the heart with such magic influence, should
&00 often have ministered to passions that
could not be indulged with innocence, and
to the dark and bitter recollections of dis-
appointed and rebellious ambition.

Can we suppress the sigh which rises,
while we call to mind the effects that might
have been produced, had the talents of this
gifted man been consecrated to the service
of his God and Saviour, and if the first
efforts of his genius had been exercised
on sacred songs, instead of those with which
his claim on public celebrity commenced.

Vor. I, No. 1.—E

Thousands are doubtless mourning over
the delusion which was thrown, by his
early productions, over the ways of sin;
thousands have b@u encouraged by the
fascinating festivity of his tone to trust
themselves in paths from which there was
no returning; and no individual of the
present day stands in this respect under a
more awful responsibility. We have had,
no doubt, men who have preached infidelity,
and have laboured in various ways by
reasoning, and by argument, to weaken
the moral tone, and sap the very founda-
tions of religious faith: but we all know
how few are influenced by the dry discus-
sions of such abstract subjects, compared
with the multitude who listen to the Siren
song which speaks through the senses,
and which beguiles the mind by address-
ing it through the passions. Amidst the
many who have thus been doing the work
of Satan, and filling the broad path which
leads to destruction with victims, Mr. Moore
occupies a place of fearful eminence. The
singular gracefulnesa of his language, the
impassioned liveliness of his ideas, the
sylphish elegance which vailed the cor-
ruption that he advocated, and the thought-
less confidence with which he beckoned
onward his readers in the paths of pleasure,
made him the seducing spirit of the youth
of his age; and his early compositions
have spread immorality and licentiousness
wherever the beauty of his poetry could
be appreciated. .

The object of the present article is an
analysis of character, rather than a literary
review. We venture, therefore, to dismiss
Mr. Moore’s poems with the commendation
which we believe to be their due, and which
is the utmost he can expect from a Chris-
tian Observer. We believe that they all
bear the marks of the same brilliant but
rather trifing mind; that they exhibit
peculiar sweetness of expression, much
liveliness of thought, some tenderness of
feeling ; but that they are not calculated
to subserve in the remotest degree the
cause of virtue, or even manliness and
vigor of character; that they raise mo
high or noble sentiments in the reader;
but have a tendency to degrade the mind
by the levity of their tone, as they can
bardly fail to vitiate it by the passions
which are idolized as the principles of
man’s happiness on earth.

We pass, then, from these brilliant bat
deceitful trifles, to works which followed,
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and which by their sequence seemed to
show the connection that exists between
frames of mind that are generally thought
to be essentially diver@® and almost incom-
patible with each other. We have seen
Mr. Moore in his early days the Catullus
of his age, the eulogist of pleasure, stimu-
lating the most powerful passions of the
most impressible portion of mankind, and
strewing the path of vice with flowers.
During this period of his course, nothing
can be more fascinating than the temper
of his muse—she dances before the eye
like Milton’s Allegro.

The warm temperament of youth is
hurried away by her attractions, and won-
ders how any one can condemn that which
seems 80 playful and so kind. Alas! they
little knew that these graceful movements
were but like the frolics of the tiger—that
those lovely colors were but like the hues
which deck the serpent; and we are com-
pelled to trace in the labors of Mr. Moore’s
graver hours, the effect which early licen-
tiousness produces on the mind and prin-
ciples of the man.

His prose writings are characterized by
many of the qualities which marked his
poetry. There is much beauty of language,
much liveliness of remark, some tenderness
of feeling, but the same absence of sound
and manly principle.

The atmosphere of the boudoir pre-
dominates; and whether the subject be
politics or religion, we recognize the same
flippant scornful spirit, which flutters on
the surface, and never descends into prin-
ciples,—which hovers round everything
that pleases the eye, or captivates the imag-
ination, but never condescends to touch
the dull unsightly mass that groans in ob-
scurity below,—and which spares itself the
trouble of inquiry, by a sort of intuitive
decision as to the justice of its own views.

A mind like this is admirably fitted to
deceive the world. The power of selecting
all that is amiable in nature, and of con-
cealing all that is wrong in principle ; of
presenting a subject in the form which
must touch the feelings, while nothing is
seen that would offend the judgment ; and
of holding up this picture with such con-
fidence that the beholder thinks he has
seen the whole character, when in fact he
has seen only a part, and perhaps a very
small and unessential part, of it, and is
thus led to form his judgment from a very
limited and guarded acquaintance—this is

!upowerwhichlnsbeenmooﬁenuudfor
evil purposes, but never more flagrantly
than by Mr. Moore; and under this in-
fluence biography becomes in some cases
the most dangerous and delusive sort of
reading, instead of being, what it ought to
be, the result of deliberate and impartial
judgment, teaching by example instead of
precept. The two individuals whose mem-
ories have been consigned to Mr. Moore
as their historian, were men whose course
of life, and whose end, offered rich materials
for instruction to the world. Each entered
life under the most favorable circum-
stances. The ome gifted with personal
advantages as richly as the other was with
those of mind; both highly connected,
captivating and attractive; and one of
them, at least, eminently fitted to have
added happiness, as well as dignity, to any
station of domestic life. They both died
at a comparatively early age ; the one so
worn out by excess, that he sank under
the effort he made to emancipate himself
from the bondage of self-indulgence ; and
the other expired with the guilt of murder
an his spirit, and only escaped the scaffold
by the wounds which he received in the
deadly scuffle of his apprehension. That
Mr. Moore should have viewed the errors
into which these unhappy men were be-
trayed with something more than in-
dulgence, was to be expected. He had
been the companion and friend of one, the
enthusiastic admirer of the other. In his
intercourse with Lord Byron, he had felt
all the charm of his imaginative powers,
while he had witnessed some of those
kindlier workings of heart which broke, like
gleams of light, through the darkness of
his life of dissipation. In Lord Edward
Fitzgerald he saw the vindicator of his
country’s wrongs ; and as his perception
of these wrongs was not likely to be more
clear or more correct, either with regard
to their cause or their remedy, than that
of his countrymen in general, he was
dazzled by the heroism of his outward
bearing, lost sight of the madness of his
projects, and forgot the bloodshed which
they contemplated and occasioned, in the
amiability of his personal character. In
each of these points he was guilty of a
gross and flagrant error. It was not to be
expected that the companion of Lord
Byron’s looser hours should assume the
office of a censor with the charge of his
! biography, and condemn with the rigor
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they deserved the follies and vices in which
he had been himself a sharer ; but it might
have been hoped, that when years had dis-
pelled the illusions of the world, and the
surviving friend was called to review, with
a sobered mind and matored judgment, the
course which had ended in such a ship-
wreck, there should have been some deeper
expressions of regret, some sign of humil-
iation, at the measure in which he him-
self had countenanced the practices that
led to the melancholy conclusion of the
man whom he loved.

We are compelled to remark the same
obduracy of heart in the other biography ;
at least we are compelled to feel that po-
litical prejudice in this case did what was
done by personal attachment in the other;
and that Mr. Moore contemplates calmly
the progress of an organized rebellion,
which, if it had been realized to its full
extent, might have deluged Ireland with
blood ; which, arrested as it was by dis-
covery before it was matured in all its
parts, did cost the death of thousands;
and that, with all these horrors before him,
he reserves all his pity for the men who
were to have been the ringleaders in the
massacre, and leaves the whole Protestant
population—men, women, and children—
to an unwept and unredressed extinction.
It seems difficult to understand how a mind,
which at other times appears to be so
exquisitely sensitive, so tender and af-
fectionate, as Mr. Moore’s, can be on these
occasions so callous and indifferent. He
cannot deny that the peaceable part of the
community—Protestant women and chil-
dren—are formed of the same materials,
and are susceptible of the same sufferings,
with others; but his sympathies are con-
centrated on the convicted traitor, the dis-
appointed rebel ; and while the scene of
poor Lord Edward’s death is described
with all the powers of language and senti-
ment, hardly a word escapes his lips as to
the consequences that must have ensued,
if that unfortunate and noble-minded young
man had been allowed to raise the standard
of rebellion, to cry havoc, and let loose the
dogs of war.

This union of qualities which seem antag-
onistic, we fear can only be explained by
reference to essential principles. It has
been found that licentiousness has an extra-
ordinary effect in deadenmg the sympathies
of our nature. We see that the selfishness
which is indulged in the pursuit of pleasure,

shows itself afterwards in inflicting that
which causes pain; and we are too often
compelled to remark that a hard heart is
the universal consequence of a loose life.
We hardly trust ourselves with the sup-
position that this was the case with Mr.
Moore ; but the fact is remarkable, and de-
serves attention; and while we find him,
as we do on s0 many occasions, entwining
his dagger with the myrtle, we are com-
pelled to fear that the political zeal which
prompts his verse, or points his prose, is
much like that which made Harmodius and
Aristogiton the liberators of Athens, and
deserves little respect from the lover of
constitutional liberty, the real friend of man.

We may turn to .another work of Mr.
Moore’s ; and in which he probably sought
to reassure his own mind on the important
subject of religion, by describing an Irish
gentleman in pursuit of a religion. His
countrymen are not renowned for the ac-
curacy of their judgments, or the steadi-
ness of their perseverance ; and men who
manage to make blunders in things of every-
day occurrence, may possibly commit one
in things of greater consequence. The
gentleman, indeed, who is described as
setting forth on this voyage of discovery,
puts to sea without chart or compass. The
word of God is not taken as a light to his
path ; and as he wishes to find peace with-
out any very accurate notion of the sort of
peace it may be desirable to possess, we
cannot be surprised if he thinks he is most
likely to succeed where it is most con-
fidently offered, and rejoices to find all his
doubts ended, and all necessity for incon-
venient inquiry closed, by admission into
an infallible Church. The main objection
we would make to this book is this, that it
professes to describe what is not the case ;
and that it represents the Irish gentleman
as being in search of a religion, when every
one can see that the business has long be-
fore been settled, and that the gentleman
was amusing himself with the pursuit of
that which had been already provided for
him, and which he had neither the intention
nor the liberty to quit.

We have thus far been reviewing the
author through his works, rather than the
works themselves ; for in truth the works
are not in general such as we should wish
to bring before our readers; and we are
urged to the office by a more grave and
serious motive than that of criticism. We
wish to avail ourselves of the occasion for
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protesting against that sentimental religion,
which imagines that a few sacred songs,
destitute of all the essential character of
the gospel—destitute even of the shadow
of those feelings which might give the
promise of repentance unto salvation—can
be accepted as any evidence of a change
of heart, or justify any claims to conver-
sion. We hope, and earnestly hope, that
this gifted man—endowed with such bril-
liancy of imagination, with such power
of touching and exciting the heart, and
with such a sense of what is sweet and
lovely—may have seen and felt more than
these effusions express, and may not have
prepared to meet the justice of his God
with an offering like that of Cain, com-
posed of fruits and flowers. We trust
that in his private retirement he may have
known and felt so much of the sinfulness
of sin, as to have rested neither on these
pitiful oblations of fancy, nor on the ex-
ercises prescribed by the confessional.
If he had wished, indeed, to know how
such a life as his should be reviewed, and
the language which befits the retrospect,
we should have rejoiced to have guided him
to one whose talents as a poet must have
commanded his respect,and whom he might
have been inclined to reverence as & de-
voted member of his own Church. We
would not have guided him to any memorial
of Protestant faith, or Protestant humilia-
tion; we would not have named Newton
or Cowper, as the models for his imitation ;
we would have asked him to admit the
following sonnet of De Barreaud, as the
language that befitted his case : —

“ Grand Dieu, tes jugemens sont remplis d’é-
quité ;

Toujours tu prends plaisir 4 nous étre propice ;

Mais j’ai tant fait de mal, que jamais ta bonté

Ne me pardonnera sans choquer ta justice,

Oui, mon Dieu, la grandeur de mon impiété

Ne laisse & ton pouvoir que le choix du sup-
plice;

Ton intérét s’oppose & ma félicité,

Et ta clé méme attend que je perisse.

Contente ton désir, puisqu’il t’est glorieux,

Offense toi des pleurs, qui coulent de mes
yeux ;

Tonne; frappe; il est tems; rends moi
guerre pour guerre,

J’adore en périssant la raison qui t'sigrit ;

Mais dessus quel endroit tombera ton ton-
nerre,

Qui ne soit tout couvert du sang de Jesus
Christ ?”

‘“Great God, thy ways are righteous, just,
and true;
Love is thy nature, mercy thy delight;

But mine is guilt of such a darken’d hue,

That e’en thy goodness wavers at the sight,

Nor can thy love reverse the sentence that
is due.

* Yes, yes, my God, my sin’s surpassing weight
Leaves to thy will supreme one only choice ;
"Tis thine the sad amount of woe to state,
For Truth, eternal Truth, all hope denies,
And Goodness watches while the offender dies.

“Then do thy will, since this thou hast de-
creed ;

’
Reject with scorn these supplicating tears;
Pour all thy lightnings on my rebel head ;
No cry, no murmur, shall offend thy ears,
But oconscious guilt shall silence e’en my
prayers.
“Convinced that all that thou canst doisgood,
Belf-judged, self-bound, before thy feet I lie;
All questions ended, and all hope subdued,
In anguish worship, and adoring die.
But where’s the place, whereon thy wrath
can fall,
Which is not cover’d by the blood of Him
who died for all?”

BE STRONG!
A WORD TO THE FEARFUL OF HEART.

HzazT, with tumultuous tossings driven,
This thought for thy instruction take—
How stable are those stars in heaven
That tremble in the rippling lake!

A wavering hope may yet depend
On that which fails or wavers never;
Nor fully know, until the end,
Its strength—the Rock that stands forever.

HOW T0 GET SLEEP.

OW to get sleep is to some persons a

matter of high importance. Nervous
persons, who are troubled with wakeful-
ness and excitability, usually have a strong
tendency of blood on the brain, with cold
extremities. The pressure of the blood
on the brain keeps it in a stimulated or
wakeful state, and the pulsations in the
head are often painful. Let such rise
and chafe the body and extremities with a
brush or towel, or rub smartly with the
hands, to promote circulation, and with-
draw the excessive amount of blood from
the brain, and they will fall asleep in a few
moments. A cold bath, or a sponge bath
and rubbing, or a good run, or a rapid
walk in the open air, or going up or down
stairs a few times, just before retiring.
will aid in equalizing circulation and pro-
moting sleep. These rules are simple
and easy of application in castle or cabin,
and may minister to the comfort of thou-
sands who would freely expend money for
an anodyne to promote

“ Nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep.”
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THE SCHOOLMASTER IN GEORGIA.

HE Hon. George R. Gilmer, in an ad-

dress delivered in the college chapel

at Athens, on the literary progress of

Georgia, gives the following picture of the

mode of tuition prevalent in the country

schools of Georgia within the last half-
century.

Wandering foreigners, principally drunk-
en Irishmen, who had been driven from
society in the old country, from their unfit-
ness to discharge its duties, were the only
persons sufficiently unoccupied who knew
anything of letters to accept the office of
schoolmaster. No one believed in their
fitness, but no better could be had. Here
and there a school was collected, of children
going barefooted for miles around, to a
schoolhouse of round unbarked logs, with
a chimney at one end made of puncheons
and mud, and at the other a plank for a
writing table, placed at an opening made
by cutting out a log. The schoolmaster,
seated in a split-bottomed chair near the
door, with a hickory switch in hand, taught
¢ the young idea how to shoot,” by impres-
sions made upon backs and legs. The
love of rhyme, which always precedes
taste, was used to impress upon the mem-
ory of the children the knowledge of A B
C. Each letter was described by a cor-
responding sound. One of the ways was
to teach the children to say, A-bissel-pha,
A by itself is A; E-bissel-phe, E by it-
self is E. The copulative & was called
andpersand. There were no painted
arithmetics in the hands of the masters or
scholars. Lessons were given on slates,
from the schoolmaster’s manuscript book.

There was no school in the Goosepond
neighborhood, on Broad River, from its
first settlement in 1784 until 1796. The
first teacher was a deserter from the
British navy, whose only qualification was
that he could write. He whipped accord-
ing to navy practice. On cold mornings,
when fire could not be conveniently had,
he made the children join hands and run
round and round, whilst he hastened their
speed by the free application of the switch.
He was knowing in all sorts of rascality.
He broke open the locks of several of his
employers, in search of money, was de-
tected, and punished at the public whip-
ping-post.

A boy then taught A B C, until another
master was found. He was a fair-haired,

soft-handed, rosy-cheeked North Carolina
youth, who would have done very well, if
he had been permitted to continue teaching.
He was thought very handsome, and got a
wife at once.

The next schoolmaster was an Irishman,
who taught as long as the people would
send their children to him. He got drunk
whenever he could get at whisky, and he
whipped without stint. The two cleverest
lads in the school received from ten to
fifteen whippings a~day.

The next was a Virginia gentleman, who
had spent his property in drinking and
other dissipation. He kept school to enable
him to continue these habits.

The next was an Irishman, who got
drunk whenever he had the means, and
was in other respects such a sorry fellow
and sorry teacher, that he was never per-
mitted to teach longer than one year in
the same place.

Many years afterwards, an old man
trudged his way, shillelah in hand, to this
settlement. He wore the jump jacket of
the last century, and carried under his arm
his first manuscript ciphering book. He
had taught Judge Matthews, afterward of
the Supreme Court of Louisiana, and
Meriwether Lewis, the firat traveler across
the Rocky Mountains. The old school-
master had returned, after thirty years’
absence, to seek employment from his
former patrons, or to reap benefit from the
success of his first scholars. But his
school-house was rotted down, and his
employers and scholars either dead or re-
moved from the country. The hickory
switch had ceased to be the instrument of
authority. The old schoolmaster’s occupa-~
tion was gone.

The following deseription of a “turn-
out,” is attributed to Rev. President Long-
street; it isa graphic illustration of the old
country schools of Georgia :—

“In the good old days of fescues, abis-
selfas, and andpersands, terms which used
to be familiar in this country during the
Revolutionary war, and which lingered in
some of our country schools for a few
years afterward—I visited my friend Cap-
tain Griffin, who resided about seven
miles to the eastward of Wrightsborough,
then in Richmond, but now in Columbia
county. I reached the captain’s hospitable
dome on Easter, and was received by him
and his good lady with a Georgia welcome
of 1790.
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“ The day was consumed in the inter-
change of news between the captain and
myself (though, I confess, it might have
been better employed), and the night found
us seated round a temporary fire, which
the captain’s sons had kindled up for the
purpose of dyeing eggs. It wasa commeon
custom of those days with boys to dye and
peck eggs on KEaster Sunday and for a
few days afterward.

“ There was, however, anotherand an all-
absorbing subject which occupied the minds
of the boys during tl‘e whole evening, of
which I could occasionally catch distant
hints, in under tones and whispers, but of
which I could make nothing until they were
explained by the captain himself.

“¢The boys,’ said the captain, as they
retired, ¢ are going to turn out the school-
master to-morrow, and you can perceive
they think of nothing else. We must go
over to the schoolhouse and witness the
contest, in order to prevent injury to pre-
ceptor or pupils ; for, though the master is
always, upon such occasions, glad to be
turned out, and only struggles long enough
to present his patrons a fair apology for
giving the children a holiday, which he
desires as much as they do, the boys always
conceive a holiday gained by a ¢ turn-out’
as the sole achievement of their valor ; and,
in their zeal to distinguish themselves upon
such memorable occasions, they sometimes
become too rough, provoke the master to
wrath, and a very serious conflict ensues.
To prevent these consequences, to bear
witness that the master was forced to yield
before he would withhold a day of his prom-
ised labor from his employers, and to act
as & mediator between him and the boys in
settling the articles of peace, I always
attend ; and you must accompany me to-
morrow.” I cheerfully promised to do so.

“ The captain and I rose before the sun,
but the boys had risen and were off to the
schoolhouse before the dawn. After an
early breakfast, hurried by Mrs. G. for our
accommodation, my host and myself took
up our line of march toward the school-
house. We reached it about half an hour
before the master arrived, but not before
the boys had completed its fortifications.
It was a simple log-pen, about twenty feet
square, with a doorway cut out of the logs,
to which was fitted a rude door, made of
clapboards, and swung on wooden hinges.
The roof was covered with clapboards also,
and retained in their places by heavy logs

placed on them. The chimney was built
of logs, diminishing in size from the
ground to the top, and overspread inside
and out with red clay mortar. The classic
hut occupied a lovely spot, overshadowed
by majestic hickories, towering poplars,
and strong-armed oaks.

¢ As I before remarked, the boys had
strongly fortified the schoolhouse, of which
they had taken possession. The door was
barricaded with logs, which I should have
supposed would have defied the combined
powers of the whole school. The chim-
ney, too, was nearly filled with logs of
goodly size ; and these were the only pass-
ways to the interior. I concluded, if a
turn-out was all that was pecessary to
decide the contest in favor of the boys,
they had already gained the victory. They
had, however, not as much confidence in
their outworks as I had, and, therefore,
had armed themselves with long sticks ;
not for the purpose of using them upon the
master if the battle should come to close
quarters, for this was considered unlawfual
warfare; but for the purpose of guarding
their works from his approaches, which it
was considered perfectly lawful to protect
by all manner of jobs and punches through
the cracks. From the early assembling of
the girls, it was very obvious that they had
been let into the conspiracy, though they
took no part in the active operations.
They would, however, occasionally drop a
word of encouragement to the boys, such
as ‘I wouldn’t turn out the master; but if
I did turn him out, I'd die before I'd give
up.’ These remarks doubtless had an
emboldening effect upon ¢ the young free-
borns,’ as Mrs. Trollope would call them ;
for I never knew the Georgian of any age
who was indifferent to the smiles and praises
of the Jadies—before his marriage.

“ At last the schoolmaster, Mr. Michael
St. John, made his appearance. Though
some of the girls had met him a quarter
of a mile from the schoolhouse, and told
him all that had happened, he gave signs
of sudden astonishment and indignation
when he advanced to the door, and was
assailed by a whole platoon of sticks from
the cracks: ‘Why, what does all this
mean ¥’ said he, as he approached the cap-
tain and myself, with a countenance of two
or three varying expressions.

¢ Why,’ said the captain, ¢ the boys have
turned you out, because you have refused
to give them an Easter holiday.’
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¢“¢ 0, returned Michael, ¢that’s it,is it?
Well, I'll see whether their parents are to
pay me for letting their children play when
they please.” So saying, he advanced to
the schoolhouse, and demanded, in a lofty
tone, of its inmates, an unconditional sur-
render.

“¢Well, give us holiday then,’ said twen-
ty little urchins within, ‘and we’ll let you
in.’
“¢Open the door of the academy’—
(Michael would allow nobody to call it a
schoolhouse)—* Open the door of the aca-
demy this instant,’ said Michael, ‘or I'll
break it down.’

“ ¢ Break it down,’ said Pete Jones and
Bill Smith, ¢ and we’ll break you down.’

¢ During this colloguy I took a peep into
the fortress, to see how the garrison were
affected by the parley. The little ones
were obviously panic-struck at the first
words of command ; but their fears were
all chased away by the bold, determined
reply of Pete Jones and Bill Smith, and
they raised a whoop of defiance.

“ Michael now walked round the academy
three times, examining all its weak points
with great care. He then paused, reflect-
ed for a moment, and wheeled off suddenly
towards the woods, as though a bright
thought had just struck him. He passed
twenty things which I supposed he might
be in quest of, such as huge stones, fence-
rails, portable logs, and the like, without
bestowing the least attention upon them.
He went to one old log, searched it
thoroughly, then to another, then to a
hollow log, into which he looked with equal
caution, and so on.

¢ What is he after 7’ inquired I.

“‘I'm sure I don’t know,’ said the cap-
tain, ‘but the boys do. Don’t you notice
the breathless silence which prevails in the
schoolhouse, and the intense anxiety with
which they are eyeing him through the
cracks ?’

¢ At this moment Michael had reached a
little excavation at the root of a dogwood,
and was in the act of putting his hand into
it, when a voice from the garrison ex-
claimed, with most touching pathos,
¢ O messy, he’s found my eggs ! boys, let’s
give up.’

“¢J won't give up,’ was the reply from
many voices at once.

“¢You coward, Zeph Pettihone, you
wouldn’t give a wooden egg for all the
holidays in the world.’

% If these replies did not reconcile Zepha-
nish to his apprehended loss, it at least
silenced his complaints. In the mean time
Michael was employed in relieving Zeph's
storehouse of its provisions ; and, truly, its
contents told well for Zeph's skill in egg-
pecking. However, Michael took out the
eggs with great care, and brought them
within 2 few paces of the schoolhouse,
and laid them down with equal care
in full view of the besieged. He re-
visited the places which he had searched,
and to which he seemed to have been
led by intuition; for from nearly all of
them did he draw eggs, in greater or
less numbers. These he treated as he had
done Zeph's, keeping each pile separate.
Having arranged the eggs in double files
before the door, he marched between them
with an air of triumph, and once more de-
manded a surrender, under pain of an
entire destruction of the garrison’s pro-
visions.

¢ Break ’em just as quick as you please,’
said George Griffin ; ¢ our mothers ’ll give
us a plenty more, won’t they, pa ?’

“¢] cananswer for yours, my son,’ said
the captain; ‘she would rather give up
every egg upon the farm, than see you
play the coward or traitor to save your
property.’

“ Michael, finding that he could make no
impression upon the fears or the avarice of
the boys, determined to carry their fortifi-
cations by storm. Accordingly, he pro-
cured a heavy fence-rail, and commenced
the assault upon the door. It soon came
to pieces, and the upper logs fell out, leav-
ing a space of about three feet at the top.
Michael boldly entered the breach, when,
by the articles of war, sticks were thrown
aside as no longer lawful weapons. He
was resolutely met on the half-demolished
rampart by Peter Jones and William
Smith, supported by James Griffin. These
were the three largest boys in the achool ;
the first about sixteen years of age, the
second about fifteen, and the third just
eleven. Twice was Michael repulsed by
these young champions; but the third
effort carried him fairly into the fortress.
Hostilities now ceased for a while, and the
captain and I, having leveled the remain-
ing logs at the door, followed Michael into
the house. A large three-inch plank, (if
it deserve that name, for it was wrought
from the half of a tree’'s trunk entirely
with the axe,) attached to the logs by

TR IR




64

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE

means of wooden pins, served the whole
school for a writting desk. At a conven-
ient distance below it, and on a line with
it, stretched a smooth log, resting upon
the logs of the house, which answered for
the writers’ seat. Michael took his seat
upon the desk, placed his feet on the seat,
and was sitting very composedly, when,
with a simultaneous movement, Pete and
Bill seized each a leg, and marched off
with it in quick time. The consequence
is obvious; Michael’s head first took the
desk, then the seat, and finally the ground,
(for the house was not floored,) with three
sonorous thumps of most doleful portent.
No sooner did he touch the ground than he
was completely buried with boys. The
three elder laid themselves acroes his head,
neck, and breast, the rest arranging them-
selves ad libitum. Michael's equanimity
was considerably disturbed by the first
thump, became restive with the second,
and took flight with the third. His first
effort was to disengage his legs ; for with-
out them he could not rise, and to lie in
his present position was extremely incon-
venient and undignified. Accordingly, he
drew up his right, and kicked at random.
This movement laid out about six in
various directions upon the floor.

“¢Tut!’ said Captain Griffin, ¢young
Washingtons mind these trifles! At him
again.’

“The name of Washington cured their
wounds and dried up their tears in an in-
stant, and they legged him de novo. The
left leg treated six more as unceremoni-
ously as the right had those just mentioned ;
but the talismanic name had just fallen
upon their ears before the kick, so they
were invulnerable. They therefore re-
turned to the attack without loss of time.
The struggle seemed to wax hotter and
hotter for a short time after Michael came
to the ground, and he threw the children
about in all directions and postures, giving
some of them thumps which would have
placed the ruffle-shirted little darlings of
the present day under the discipline of
paregoric and opodeldoc for a week ; but
these hardy sons of the forest seemed not
to feel them. As Michael’s head grew
easy, his limbs, by a natural sympathy,
became more quiet, and he offered one
day’s holiday as the price. The boys de-
manded a week; but here the captain
interposed, and, after the common but often
unjust custom of arbitrators, split the

difference. In this instance the terms
were equitable enough, and were' im-
mediately acceded to by both parties.
Michael rose in a good humor, and the
boys were, of course. Loud was their
talking of their deeds of valor as they
retired. One little fellow about seven
years old, and about. three feet and a half
high, jumped up, cracked his feet together,
and exclaimed, ¢ Pete Jones, Bill Smith,
and me can hold any Sinjin that ever trod
Georgy grit."” By the way, the name of
St. John was always pronounced * Sinyin’
by the common people of that day; and so
it must have been by Lord Bolingbroke
himself, else his friend Pope would never
have addressed him in a line so unmusical as

* Awake, my St. John, leave all meaner things.”

Nor would Swift, the friend and companion
of both, have written

¢ What St. John's skill in state affairs,

‘What Ormond’s valor, Oxford’s cares.”
o ] o o -]

¢ Where folly, pride, and faction sway,

Remote from St. Jokn, Pope, and Gray.””’

THE HISTORY OF THE PEARL.

N the Exhibition of the Industry of All
Nations, was a splendid collectiod of
precious stones. Among these there is the
monster pearl which far exceeds in size
any other specimen of the kind in the ex-
hibition or in England. It weighs eighteen
hundred grains, and is two inches long,
and “four and a half in circumference.
We are all familiar with the appearance
of the pearl; a few sentences therefore
of the bistory of this interesting jewel
may assist our lady-readers’ appreciation
of it.

The pearl, so called on account of its
form, from the Latin word spherula, a
round body, is found attached either to the
inner part of the shell of the pearl oyster,
or else in the thick fleshy part of the ani-
mal itself. This beautiful jewel, known
as the pearl, is produced by the oyster
itself, and is formed of a material secreted
by the animal. The real cause of the
oyster's forcing this substance within its
bivalve house, seems to be in fact nothing
more than an effort of the little animal to
get rid of a source of irritation, such as a
grain of sand or some such small foreign
body, which has insinuated itself between
the mouth of the oyster and the shell, or
some enemy of the oyster perforating the
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shell from the outside, to get within reach
of its prey. In either case, the oyster en-
velopes the sand or other substance, or
closes up the aperture, formed with a smooth
coat of membrane, over which it spreadsa
Iayer of nacre or pearl. The word nacre
comes from a Spanish word signifying
mother-of-pearl, or the shell in which we
find the pearl.

In both these cases we usually find the
pearl adhering to the internal surface of
the shell. The best and the most valuable
specimens are however generally found in
the body of the animal; and the source
of irritation in this case is proved, accord-
ing to the attentive observations of Sir
Everard Home, to be an ovum or egg of
the oyster, which, instead of coming to
maturity, and being thrown out of the shell
by the mother along with the others,
proves abortive, and remains behind in the
capeule in which all the ova were originally
contained. This capsule being still sup-
plied with blood-vessels from the parent-
animal, goes on increasing in size for
another year, and then receives a covering
of nacre, the same as the oyster spreads
over the internal surface of the shell.
The animal adds a fresh layer every year
to the nucleus thus formed, which thus
increases in size; and it is probable that
the oyster deposits this pearly covering,
not so much in any regular quantity as in
proportion to the amount of irritation it
experiences from the exciting cause.

The peculiar luster of the true pearl,
and which distinguishes it from all artifi-
cial means of imitation, arises from the
central cell, which is lined with a highly
polished coat of nacre, and the substance
of the pearl itself being diaphanous, the
rays of light easily pervade it.

The chemical constitation of the peart
is carbonate of lime (of which common
chalk is another form); hence the pos-
sibility of the luxurious Romans dissolving
them in vinegar and drinking the solution.
The story of Cleopatra is well known, in
which, in order that she might be enabled
to expend a larger sum in one feast than
Mark Antony had done in the series of
sumptuous repasts he had provided for her
gratification, she took a pearl from her ear,
said to be valued at $403,645 80 of our
money, and having dissolved it in vinegar,
drank off the solution.

Large sums are mentioned by ancient
historians as having been given in former

times for pearls : these statements may or
may not be correct; we therefore proceed
to speak of the actual money-producing
value of some of the pearl-fisheries of the
present day. In 1804 the government of
Great Britain leased the pearl-fishery at
Ceylon for $600,000 for one year; but in
1828, it brought onmly $153,060. The
value of the pearl fisheries of Bahrim in
the Persian Gulf, may be reckoned at
more than $1,000,000 annually ; or taking
the produce of the whole Gulf, not far
short of $1,750,000 per annum. Of course
our readers are aware that the pearls are
obtained by divers. In the Ceylon fishery
as many as fifteen hundred divers are some-
times employed. The divers share the
profits of the fishery, in a certain propor-
tion—a mode of employment which gives
the laborers about 1 25 or $1 50 a day.
Of .course, this is considered most excel-
lent pay in & country in which the ordinary
rate of wages seldlom exceeds about one
shillinga day. The divers in six or seven
fathoms of water, usually remain immers-
ed about fifty or fifty-five seconds; a
reward having been offered to him who
could remain longest under water, it was
gained by one who remained at the bottom
for eighty-seven seconds. The diver
carries down a sack with him in which to
put the oysters, and which, when filled, is
pulled up by a rope into a boat on the
surface ready to receive it. If the diver
is exhausted, he is pulled up with the bag;
but this is seldom the case, as it is much
easier to rise to the surface of the sea
than to keep at the bottom. The business
of a pearl fisher is not considered by any
means unhealthy, and the period of fishing
—which seldom occupies more than two
months in the spring—is considered as
quite a holiday by the laborers in the
Indian islands. The use of a diving-dress
and apparatus has never, we believe, been
tried in the pearl fisheries.

All along the coasts of Ceylon and
Coromandel, on the shores of the Persian
Ghlf, and on various parts of the Pacific
coast of South America, as well as at
Algeria and the Bay of Panama, the pearl
oyster makes his home. Each bank is
available only for about two months in
seven years; and the banks are seldom
disturbed till the oysters are supposed to
be in a fit state for gathering. When the
oysters are brought to land, they are
thrown into a pit and allowed to rot, so
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that the pearls can be extracted without
injury to their delicate structure. Very
little preparation is necessary to fit the
pearls for sale, as regularity of shape is
not much regarded by the purchaser.

The largest pearl of which we have
anything like a correct account, is ome
which the King of Persia bought of an
Arab in 1633 for $550,000. It is pear-
shaped, of a regular form, and without the
slightest blemish. It measures six inches
and three-quarters in diameter at the
largest part, and is nearly one inch and a
half long. Pearls are found in various
places in Great Britain, and there was
a specimen or two in the Exhibition of
Scotch pearls.

From 1761 to 1764 $50,000 worth of
pearls were taken at Perth. The rivers
of the counties of Tyrone and Donegal
have also yielded pearls. Mother-of-pearl
is the lining or inner part of the shell of
the pearl oyster, and differs from true
pearl only in form, and in being less com-
pact and lustrous.

It is the large oysters of the Indian seas
alone which secrete this coat of sufficient
thickness to render it available for the
purposes of manufacture. Nearly one
million pounds-weight of this mother-of-
pearl are annually imported into Great
Britain. In the early part of last year a
ship arrived in London from the Bay of
Panama with upward of two million pearl
shells, to be used principally in the manu-
facture of shirt buttons. It is curious to
think that the pearls which deck the head
of a queen, and the buttons which the poor
bachelor sews on to his “ other shirt,” are
precisely alike in structure, came from the
same miserable diseased oyster, were
fished up by the same dusky Indian divers,
and differ in nothing but an artificial money
value!

MARRIAGE CEREMONIES.

EARLY all nations naturally attach

great importance to marriage cere-
monies, associated as they generally be-
come, in the memory of almost every
individual, with the chief event of his
life ; and the attendant festivities, sacred
and profane, are so variously modified by
climate, civilization, and whatever con-
tributes to the formation of national pecu-
liarities, that it may not prove an uninter-
esting task to compare somewhat the

nuptial celebrations of various countries.
They present every variety ; and though
affected more or less by the indolent, or
poetic, the energetic, or superstitious
temperaments of different nations, we
think it will generally be found that in
proportion as women are reverenced, and
as civilization becomes far advanced, mar-
riage festivities are conducted with pro-
portionally increased solemnity and sim-
plicity. Let us see how such matters are
arranged in the South Sea Islands.
There, if the union contemplated is be-
tween parties of rank, four large piles of
planteins, yams, cocoa-nuts, bread-fruit,
fish, cakes, bananas, with a baked pig on
the top of each, are, early in the morning,
arranged in front of the house of the
bridegroom, and the spectators assemble
round them decked in new dresses, and
their bodies anointed with sweet oil. Then
the bride, closely vailed in fine matting
made from the bark of the mulberry-tree,
is brought to the same place, and her feet,
hands, and face being first anointed with
sandal wood and tumeric, she takes her
seat, and mock duels with clubs are per-
formed in her presence, followed by box-
ing and wrestling matches, after which
the bride and bridegroom, accompanied by
their friends, who sing as they walk, enact
a sort of procession before the spectators,
who greet them with loud acclamations.
The bridegroom then commences a dance
with his young men attendants, during
which the bride is led into her future hab-
itation ; the heaps of provisions are next
distributed or scrambled for, succeeded
by another boxing match ; and the lighting
up of the abode of the bridegroom, with
singing and dancing in the evening, con-
clude these somewhat barbaric festivities.
Those of the Tartar races are quite dis-
similar ; and as each man may possess four
wives, it is not surprising that the affair
becomes one of barter, and the price of a
woman, varying, according to her beauty,
from twenty to five hundred rubles, is first
determined upon between the father and
the suitor, after which the latter is per-
mitted to pay his respects in person to his
future bride. When the price agreed on
has been all paid, the young woman’s
companions come to her father’s house
the evening before the wedding, and the
females offer condolences on her quitting
the parental roof, which are responded to
by two male friends, who sing songs
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meant to inspire her with happy hopes for
the future. The following momning the
young couple stand up in presence of the
mollah, who asks if they will wed one
another ; he next repeats a prayer, and
bestows on them the nuptial benediction ;
and the bride is then seated on a carpet,
and carried to the house of the bride-
groom, where festivities are continued for
many days, consisting chiefly of dancing
and music. The Russian peasants, thongh
near neighbors to the Tartars, have cus-
toms, on such occasions, peculiar to them-
selves, and which are believed by some
antiquarians to be derived from the
Greeks. The lover, accompanied by his
brideman, goes first to the lady's abode,
and the friend says to the mother, * Show
us your goods ; we have money.” He is
then permitted to enter the bride’s apart-
ment, and afterward gives the lover a
description of the girl and her possessions.
The next day the lover exacts a similar
privilege, only he experiences more diffi-
culty in inducing the bashful fair one to
show herself ; if he is then satisfied, the
betrothing is not long delayed; on which
occasion the young people kneel to re-
ceive the father’s blessing, who places
one of the household saints on their heads
during the ceremony; rings are inter-
changed, and the bride gives out handker-
chiefs to her female friends for them to
embroider, and for her to present on the
wedding day to her husband and his
friends. On the preceding afternoon she
is conducted to the bath, her companions
singing lamentations, at the prospect of
losing her, while they walk through the
village. The same parties thus chant
before setting out to church :— A falecon
flies in pursuit of a dove. Charming dove,
are you ready? Your mate is come to
seek you.” ¢ VYes,” is answered, with
sighs. The saint’s image accompanies
the party to church, and when the priest's
benediction has been pronounced, the
bridegroom by legal rights takes his bride
by both ears and kisses her; the young
maids remove her virgin head-dress, re-
placing it with the marriage insignia; and
then all return home to make merry, and
the bridegroom throws nuts on the ground
to indicate his renunciation of all boyish
sports.

Less poetical than weddings thus ac-
companied by song, the African observ-
ances would not be at all relished by the

English fair sex. Not only is the nuptial
engagement an affair of merchandise, in
which the bride’s father sells his daughter
for so many oxen and slaves, but the girl’s
nominal consent is not considered neces-
sary; and as soon as ever the price is
paid, and perhaps on the same evening,
the young girl selected is decked in a
white vail of her own weaving, and, at-
tended by her own friends, she goes to the
bridegroom’s house, where she takes off
her sandals, and a calabash of water is
given her ; she knocks at the door, which
being opened, discloses the bridegroom
seated in state, surrounded by the elders
of his family ; going up to him, she kneels
before him and pours the water over his
feet in token of her entire submission to
his will. In curious contrast to this in-
sulting want of even decent attention to-
ward the bride amongst the swarthy Afri-
cans, are the antique ceremonies observed
by the superstitious Hindoos ; but they are
so tediously long drawn out we must en-
deavor to compress our account of them
as much as possible. The father makes
the proposal on behalf of his son, which
is always done on a lucky day; before a
reply is given, the bride’s father pays a
similar visit, after which, with great pomp,
the other parent accompanies his son, who
makes gifts to the bride, one of which is
a piece of silk to be worn on the wedding-
day; his father then presents four to six
guineas with some betel to the bride’s
father, saying:—* The money is thine,
and the girl is mine.” The answer is
vice versa, and a Brahmin repeats a cer-
tain formulary which closes the betroth-
ment. A lattice-work bower is now built
in the court-yard, and, from ten to thirty
days, festivities are carried on, and friends
call, and the interval so spent is equiva-
lent to our reading of the bans in the
church. Offerings are made to propitiate
the god of marriage, and the young couple
ride on elephants to return their friends’
visits in the evenings, when fire-works
and illuminations add to the pomp kept up
in all conceivable ways. For fear any
evil eye should have been turned upon the
lovers during these evening processions,
a piece of cloth is torn in two in their
presence, and the pieces thrown away in
opposite directions ; and on the wedding-
day Brahmins arrange themselves on a8
raised platform, surrounded by jars of
water, the two largest being placed on it
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by the lovers, and prayers are offered up
to bring down the deity into one of them.
The sacrificial fire is then kindled, and
oil, butter, rice, incense, &c., are thrown
into it. The nuptials are performed by a
Brahmin, who at the conclusion breaks a
cocoa-nut in two, and then blesses the
tali, or piece of gold, worn by all married
women, which is placed round the bride’s
neck by the bridegroom, who swears be-
fore the fire to take care of his wife. All
present sprinkle rice, mixed with saffron,
‘over the shoulders of the newly-married,
and repeat prayers as they do so, which
is their mode of bestowing a benediction
on the union.

Amongst the Turks, marriages are
generally those of convenience, and are
arranged by the parents in presence of a
notary, the bride’s dowry being her own
to reclaim in case of separation. On the
eve of the wedding, she goes to a public
bath, where she is met by a large compa-
ny of friends and relatives, and, in bathing
costume, she walks round the bath; her
bridesmaids, similarly attired, singing, as
they walk beside her, a sort of epithala-
mium. Every one then salutes her, and
presents her with jewels and other gifts,
in return for which she kisses their hands.
The succeeding morning she puts on a
red vail, bordered with yellow, and in a
close carriage, which entirely screens her
from view, she is conveyed to the bride-
groom’s house, preceded by trees borne
aloft, from which hang waving festoons
of gold and silver thread, while musicians
and mountebanks divert the people, who
gaze admiringly on the string of horses
loaded with the bride's effects, and her
relatives, richly dressed, who follow in
carriages. Festivities are kept up for
some time; but as the sexes are not al-
lowed to intermingle, they can hardly be
called of a social order, and chiefly consist
in performances to be looked at, such as
puppet-shows, dancing with castanets, and
optical deceptions.

Marriage festivities amongst the North
American Indians are singularly brief and
simple. A young “brave,” whose cour-
age has been tested in many skirmishes,
who can exhibit plenty of scalps, and who
is a good hunter, easily wins the favor of
his.Indian bride; and then seeking her
father, while she stands by, he offers
presents to the old man, who, if he is
pleased with them and with the suitor,

takes the hands of the young couple, and,
joining them together, the quiet ceremo-
nial of the union is completed, and is fol-
lowed by a little feasting.

In Spain, the warm climate and temper-
ament of its people are exhibited in the
poetical ceremonies attendant on courtship
and marriage. When a mutual under-
standing has taken place between the
young people, a night is appointed for the
betrothment, and the lover seeks the fair
one’s abode, which is decorated with fes-
toons of flowers. He is accompanied by
torch-bearers, musicians, and attendants,
who form a circle round the house, and s
serenade is performed of the most flatter-
ing kind; and when she has been suffi-
ciently wooed, the coy maiden opens a
little window, and asks what the gentle-
man wants? This leads to another rap-
turous burst of musical tenderness, and at
last the lady throws down the garland
from her hair, and promises everlasting
constancy; the musicians immediately
strike up a triumphant allegro; the win-
dows are illuminated; the maiden and
her parents come out and conduct the
serenaders into the house; and firing of
guns and shouts of joy resound through
the calm, delicious night-air of Valencia.
The day of the marriage is celebrated
with musical entertainments, horse-races,
and divers other amusements, and at mid-
night the bridegroom bears away by main
force the bride, who is detained as long
as possible by her companions, to the
beautiful arbor adorned for their retire-
ment on the terrace upon the roof of the
house.

The wooer of the Swiss cantons com-
mences his courtship by the more truly
romantic offering of a bouquet of flowers,
gathered on the brink of a precipice ; and
to see his beloved, he is often forced to
journey many leagues over the mountains
at night, exposed to the rick of being
waylaid by jealous rivals. When the ob-
ject of this nocturnal wooing has been
accomplished, the wedding-day is fixed,
and, preceded by musicians and bridemen,
decked in gay ribbons, the young people
walk to church, followed by a woman
bearing a basket of flowers. The bride
is dressed in a plaited apron, red hose, a
floral crown, and a stomacher, upon which
are inscribed her Christian and surname,
and the date of the year, and the chief
brideman holds her by her apron. When
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the religious forms are completed, the
spectators obstruct the way of the bridal
party, who are obliged to give them wine
before they can proceed to the village
public-house, where the festivities are to
be held. Here Swiss dances are suc-
ceeded by the appointed person taking off
the bride's virgin crown, and casting it
into the flames, whose crackling indicates
that the young couple must not expect to
be free from mankind’s common portion
of ill fortune during their future career.
Food is also distributed to the poor in an
adjoining meadow, and, with the simple
fervor of religious faith in mountainous
countries, the newly-married are then
conducted to the bridegroom’s house,
which everybody enters, after first kneel-
ing down and praying for the welfare of
the young people.

The Illyrians and Dalmatians are de-
scended from so many mixed races of
men, that a great number of curious nup-
tial observances yet linger amongst them,
and vary in the different provinces, al-
though the main ceremonies differ little
from the Swiss and Spanish customs,
which we have already described. One
of these varieties is one common amongst
the Romans, and still kept up by the Mor-
lachians, of presenting the bride, after the
marriage is consummated, with a sieve
full of walnuts or almonds, which she
throws amongst the by-standers, to signify
that plenty will prevail in her house.
The Illyrians usually appear well-armed,
and have their hats adorned with peacock’s
feathers, in compliance with ancient prej-
udices, on nuptial occasions; and, even
now, bloody encounters are too common,
when rival suitors insist on such trials of
skill. As their wedding lasts several
days, each guest is daily furnished with a
small tub of water wherewith to wash
himself, and each leaves in the tub some
money for the bride, which thus augments
her little dowry, of one cow and her wear-
ing apparel. In some districts a ridicu-
lous custom is observed, of the parents
depreciating their daughter in set speeches
before she is conducted to the house of
the bridegroom, who says, in return, to
the young wife, “ Well; I shall find means
to bring you to reason, and to begin with
you in time. I shall let you feel the
weight of my arm.” He then pretends to
beat her, though this part of the business
is not always confined to a mere form.

Another curious ceremony at Illyrian
weddings is during the wedding dinner, in
the midst of which all the company rise
up, and the bride is expected to throw
over her husband’s house a cake, made of
hard coarse dough; the higher she can do
this, the happier will the marriage prove;
and if the cake falls on the other side
without breaking, it is considered a con-
vincing proof that she will make a good
housewife. The firing of pistols is com-
mon in these provinces on festive occa-
sions ; and, sometimes for a week before
the wedding, a bride is expected to kiss
all the men who come to see her, in token
of the regard which she shall henceforth
feel for the sex of her husband ; and, on
the day of her marriage, the bridegroom’s
friends ride forward and present her with
2 white silk handkerchief, which she re-
turns, and the messengers then gallop
back to the rest of their party, amongst
whom the kerchief is divided, and who,
ranging themselves in a circle, partake of
refreshments, amidst the discharge of
fire-arms. On arriving at the bride’s
abode, the attendant maidens fasten an
apple, encircled with flowers, to the top
of the standard-bearer’s lance; and, on
reaching church, the bride is the last to
alight, though she has the privilege of
assisting her father-in-law to dismount.
The marriage ceremonies of the Tyrol-
ese are more interesting, for they are evi-
dently dictated by far truer sensibility.
It is usual when an enamored swain of
this nation beseeches the sanction of his
parents to his choice, for them to reply—
“ Go, earn thy wife. To be a good fa-
ther, & man must be able to get bread for
his children;” and the young man duti-
fully obeys the mandate—the operation of
which frequently banishes him to distant
countries, with merchandise to dispose of,
or other commissions, entailing the ex-
penditure of a long period of time, much
trouble, and patience. If, after this trial,
he persists in his constancy, the father
and son array themselves in their best
apparel, and with presents of honey-comb,
laid on sweet-scented plants, fine fruits,
and cakes, made by some beloved sister,
they visit the future bride, to whom the
father says, “ God bless thee, lovely girl,
who remindest me of the days of my
youth. T have a son; he loves thee.
Wilt thou make my declining years hap-
py?" She modestly replies, and the lover
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is then introduced, and lays his gifts at
the feet of his mother-in-law, when sing-
ing by the young maidens present, and a
frugal repast follows; and in the evening
the lover serenades the fair one for whom
he has so long waited. Music forms an
important item- in the wedding-day fes-
tivities, on which occasion the school-
master addresses a complimentary speech
to the bride, who afterward delivers to
her future spouse the ribbons for his gar-
ters, in token of submission. In church,
before the priest pronounces the final
benediction, the white-robed bride and
gayly-decked bridegroom kneel to receive
their parents’ blessing; and after the
marriage dinner, the head of the family
offers up a solemn prayer for the happi-
ness of the young couple, and, as the
evening wears on, dancing begins, and
the bride, in return for their congratula-
tions, presents flowers to each of the
young men ; while the bridegroom, in like
manner, gives different-colored ribbons to
the fair maidens, who, in turn, have offer-
ed him their good wishes.

It is said, and it is greatly to their
credit, that in no country are matches of
interest less common than in Holland.
When a maiden of the Netherlands has
signed her consent to her lover’s propo-
sals, her apartment is decorated with gar-
lands, and in country places a triumphal
arch is erected before the house, and, for
some days, the betrothed receives visits
of congratulation every forenoon from
friends and relatives, who are offered
wines and liquors, which on these occa-
sions are termed bride’s tears, bottles of
which, decked with white and green rib-
bons, and square boxes of sweetmeats, are
also sent round to all acquaintances, in-
stead of bride-cakes. The marriage-day
ceremonies present no new features,
unless it be the invariable presence of
blanc-mange at the banquet, which is
called “ the bride’s strengthener ;" and at
the conclusion of the ball the bridegroom
is generally forced to promise the bribe
of a second treat before he can obtain
possession of the lady, which treat is
given at the young couple’s expense sev-
eral days after the wedding.

The length of this paper warns us to
draw to a conclusion, which we shall do
by desctibing the Hebrew ceremonial of
marriage. On the night preceding a Jew-
ish marriage, the steward of the bride-

groom sleeps with the latter, in order to
prevent any evil spirit from having access
to him; and when morning breaks, they
both adjourn with other male friends to
the house of the bride, and are ushered
into & room where all the men of the
family are assembled. Every one bows
his head to the east as he takes his seat,
and a solemn pause of silence precedes
the prayers and benedictions then offered
up on behalf of the lovers ; this little ser-
vice ended, the bridegroom’s steward
bears the gifts of the wooer to the wom-
en’s apartments, where he presents the
usual set of presents to the bride, viz:
two pair of shoes, one pair of hose, a silk
pocket-handkerchief, and a prayer-book.
She returns the compliment, by sending
to the bridegroom an embroidered bag,
for holding the Jewish symbols of faith,
which are daily used by the male He-
brews ; these are the Zepholim, or certain
holy chapters written out on parchment,
and leathern straps worn round the arms,
with sacred words inscribed on them ; she
also gives him a Thalis or wrapper, to be
used at prayers, and a white shirt or tu-
nic, which he wears at his wedding feast,
and once a year on the festival of the
Reconciliation, and in which he is buried.
When the interchanging of gifts is over,
the blast of a trumpet is heard, and the
bridegroom is conducted in procession to
an apartment wherein is a canopy, beneath
which he takes his place. Then the tram-
pet sounds again, and the bride enters in pro-
cession, and after walking round the room
three times, to the blasts of the trumpet,
she is placed beside the bridegroom, and
the priest also stepping under the canopy,
reads the marriage contract. The bride-
groom puts a ring on the bride’s finger, who
is then closely enveloped in a thick vail,
and is not allowed to be seen again until
the following morning; a glass of wine
is next brought in, which is consecrated
by the priest, and by him delivered to the
bridegroom, who drinks the wine, and the
glass is placed under his heel, for a sign,
that as it could no more be intact, so
should his fidelity never be sundered.
Another pause of solemn silence ensues,
which is broken by loud joyful acclama-
tions, while again the trumpet sounds; all
present embrace the bride and bridegroom,
and each other, and a lively banquet closes
the wedding festival of the young He-

_ brews.
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HARTLEY COLERIDGE.

HIS name must be lifted up as a beacon,
with all its pleasant and interesting
associations ; it must be added to the list
in which some names of brighter fame
are written—Burns, Byron, Campbell, and
others, their compeers. They had all the
rich endowment of genius, and might, in
achieving fame for themselves, have gained
glory for God, and great good for man.
But they looked “upon the wine when it
was red,” and gave life and fame, and their
precious gifts, and God’s blessing, for its
false and ruinous joys. We would not
drag forth their names, that we may gloat
over their infirmities. We pity them for
their sad fall. We acknowledge the
strength of their temptations, and, walking
backwards, would throw a mantle over
their frailties. But these men are needed
also as warnings. The moral world must
have its light-houses. Thousands of young
men are running down upon the same rocks
oun which they were cast away. If the
light of their genius has made them con-
spicuous, let us then use their conspicuity,
and throw a ray from them, as from a
beacon, far out upon the dim and perilous
sea.

Hartley Coleridge was the eldest son of
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, poet and meta-
physician. He had some of his father's
gifts, particularly his captivating conversa-
tional power, and his propensity for novel
and profound speculation. He had also his
father’s infirmity of purpose. In the case
of the son, the reason, as the world is now
informed in a biography written by his
brother, was, that he early became the slave
of intemperate habits, from which no aspi-
rations of his own heart, no struggles with
the enslaving appetite, and no efforts of
sympathizing and sorrowful friends, could
ever deliver him. He gained a fellowship
in Oriel College, Oxford, and forfeited it
in consequence of these habijs. He then
cast himself, as a literary adventurer, into
the wild vortex of London life; failed
sadly in all his projects; drank deep of
the treacherous wine-cup, ofien to his own
shame, and the chagrin of his friends, from
whom he would sometimes hide himself
in places where restraint was unknown,
and shame forgotten, that he might be
delivered from their reproachful pity. In
the end, he betook himself to a cottage
in the North of England, where, on the

6th of January, 1849, he died, not, we
trust, without penitence and faith in the
Redeemer of guilty and wretched men.
He is buried in the Grasmere church-
yard, near to the venerated dust of Words-
worth, who was always his kind and sym-
pathizing friend.

Hartley Coleridge tells us, in one of his
confessions, that his first resort to wine
was for the purpose of seeking relief from
the sting of defeated ambition. This
temptation was necessarily brief in its
duration, for time would gradually extract
this sting from his sensitive mind and heart.
This, therefore, was not the doorway of
the path which led him down to the gulf.
The “ wine parties” of Oxford were the
scenes in which Hartley Coleridge was
betrayed and lost. We have but a mo-
mentary glimpse of these things in the
biography, but that glimpse is sufficient.
It reveals to us what in popular language
is called a gay scene, but which to us,
and in reality, is sombre as death. In
the midst of it, there sits a bright-eyed,
enthusiastic, impetuous young man; heat~
ed with repeated draughts of wine ; urged
by his fellow-revelers to drink deeper;
yielding readily to their solicitations ; and
pouring forth all the while a stream of
continuous and sparkling discourse, which
fascinated his companions by its wit, its
facility, and its beauty. Alas! how many
of those companions, it may be, are with
him in graves over which men can only
weep, and be silent.

It has often been said, and with much
truth, that there is no more dangerous gift
for a young man, than to be able to sing
a good song. It is equally dangerous,
we think, to be known as a good talker.
The gift of rapid, brilliant, mirth-moving
speech, is a perilous possession. The
dullards, for whose amusement this gift
is 80 often invoked, know well that to ply
its possessor with wine, is the readiest
way to bring out its power. But in the
end, the wine destroys the intellect, and
the man of wit degenerates into a buffoon,
and dies a drunkard. Such is the brief
life and history of many a young man, whe,
behind the stained glass windows of the
fashionable restaurant, or in the mirrored
and cushioned rooms of the club-house,
was hailed as the “ Prince of good fellows,”
and the rarest of wits. The laughing ap-
plauders pass on, each in their own way,
and he who made them sport, is left to
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struggle in solitude with the enemy they
have helped to fasten upon him. Let all
young men, having these gifts, remember
“poor Hartley Coleridge.” Let them be
warned by the fate of one who was caught
in the toils they are weaving around them-
selves, and perished therein, leaving be-
hind him the record of a life of unfulfilled
purposes, and of great departures from the
path of duty and peace.

DUST-SHOWERS AND RED RAIN.

ECENT scientific investigations in
Europe and America have thrown
some interesting light on the nature of
these very curious phenomena. The re-
sults arrived at may be brought familiarly
before our readers.

Mr. Charles Darwin, in the narrative
of his voyage in the Beagle, states that
while he was at St. Jago, one of the Cape
de Verd islands, in January, 1882: “ The
atmosphere was generally very hagy ; this
appears chiefly due to an impalpable dust,
which is constantly falling, even on ves-
sels far out at sea. The dust,” he goes
on to say, “is of a brown color, and, un-
der the blow-pipe, easily fuses into a
black enamel. It is produced, as I believe,
from the wear and tear of volcanic rocks,
and must come from the coast of Africa.”
The same opinion was held by scientific
men generally, as well of the dust met
with in the North Atlantic, as of that
which sometimes falls on the islands and
shores of the Mediterranean : Africa was
supposed to be the original source of the
air-borne particles. Some of the dust,
however, having been sent to Ehrenberg
of Berlin, that celebrated savant, after a
microscopical examination, laid an ac-
count of his inquiry before the Akademie
der Wissenschaften, in May, 1844, in which
he showed that the dust, so far from being
inorganic, contained ‘numerous specimens
of a species of flint-shelled animalcules,
or infusoria, known as polygastrica, and
minute portions of terrestrial plants. The
investigation led him to certain conclusions :
1. “ That meteoric dust-rain is of terrestrial
origin. 2. That the same is not a rain of
volcanic ashes. 3. That it is necessarily
a dust carried up to a great height by a
strong current of air or whirlwind from a
dried-up swamp-region. 4. That the dust
neither demonstrably nor necessarily comes
from Africa, notwithstanding that the wind

may blow from thence as the nearest
land when the dust falls, because there
are in it no forms whatsoever exclusively
native to Africa.” These were remarkable
facts, but warranted by the evidence:
one, if not more, of the animalcules was
proved to be peculiar to America, and
that country was naturally inferred to be
the quarter from which they had been
derived.

The inquiry once begun was followed up ;
other specimens of dust were submitted to
the same critical test, and found generally
to contain a much greater number and
variety of infusoria than the first—mostly
fresh-water forms, but with a few of
marine origin; whence the conclusion,
that they had been brought from a coast-
region ; and especially remarkable was the
fact, that among all the forms there was
not one peculiar to the African continent.
One example was known to belong to the
Isle of France, the others were chiefly
South American. After an examination
of six specimens, obtained at different
intervals, Ehrenberg discovered that they
contained four organisms in common. “]
now consider myself,” he observes, *justi-
fied in the conclusion, that all the Atlantic
dust may come only from one and the same
source, notwithstanding its extent and
annual amount. The constant yellow and
reddish color of the dust, produced by fer-
ruginous matter, its falling with the trade-
winds and not with the harmattan, increase
the interest of the phenomena.”

It had always been supposed, that the
dust which traversed the Mediterranean
was borne from the Great Sahara; bumt
in a quantity collected on board the ship
Revenge, at Malta, infusoria peculiar to
Chili were met with, which, with other
characteristics, proved the dust to be the
same as that observed on the Atlantic.
Their color, too, was identical ; while the
Sahara is a “ dazzling white sand : * hence
the dust brought across the Mediterranean
by the sirocco was not peculiar to Africa.
The conclusion here arrived at was still
further verified by another sirocco-storm,
in May, 1846, which extended to Genoa,
and bore with it a dust that ¢ covered the
roofs of the city in great abundance.”
This, as was clearly ascertained, contained
formations ideutical with those which had
been collected off the Cape de Verd; and
it was shown that the dust-showers of the
Atlantic, and those of Malta and Genoa,
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were “ always of a yellow ochre-like color
—not gray like those of the kamsin, in
North Africa.” The peculiar color of
the dust was found to be caused by iron-
oxyd; and from one-sixth to one-third of
the whole proved to consist * of determin-
able organic parts.” Inthe following year,
1847, Ehrenberg had another opportunity
of testing his conclusions, in specimens
of dust which had fallen in Italy and Sicily
in 1802 and 1813; the same result came
oufgon examination—* several species pe-
culiar to South America, and none peculiar
to Africa.”

Thus, omitting the two last-mentioned
instances, there had been five marked falls
of dust between 1830 and 1846 ; how many
others passed without notice, it would now
be impossible to ascertain. The showers
sometimes occur at a distance of eight
hundred miles from the coast of Africa,and
this region lies between the parallels of
seventeen and twenty-five degrees north
latitude, and whence, as we have seen,
they extend to the northern shores of
the Mediterranean. In the dust collected
from these various falls, there have been
found altogether nineteen species of in-
fusoria; of which eight were polythal-g
amia, seven polygastrica, and two phy-
tolitharia, these chiefly constituting the
flint-earth portion of the dust. The iron
was composed of the gaillonilla, and * the
carbonic chalk earth corresponded tolerably
well to the smaller number of poly-
thalamia.” The uniform character of the
specimens obtained at intervals over so
long a course of years is especially re-
markable.

To turn, now, for a few moments to
the second phenomenon indicated in our
title. In October, 1846, a fearful and furi-
ous hurricane visited Lyon and the district
between that city and Grenoble, during
which occurred a fall of blood-rain. A
number of drops were caught and preserved,
and when the moisture had evaporated,
there was seen the same kind of dust—
of yellowish-brown or red color—as that
which had fallen in a dry state on the oc-
casions already referred to. The strictest
pains were taken to ascertain that it was
not the common dust swept from roads
during a gale of wind; and when placed
under the microscope, it exhibited a greater
proportion of fresh-water and marine for-
mations than the former instances. Phyto-
litharia were numerous, as also “ neatly-

Yor. I, No. 1.—F

lobed vegetable scales ;” which, as Ehren-
berg observes, is sufficient to disprove the
assertion, that the substance is formed
in the atmosphere itself, and is not of
European origin. For the first time, a
living organism was met with—the ¢ Euno-
tia amphyoxis, with its ovaries green, and
therefore capable of life.” Here was a
solution of the mystery ; the dust, mingling
with the drops of water falling from the
clouds, produced the red rain. Its appear-
ance is that of reddened water, and it
cannot be called blood-like without exag-
geration.

Again, in March, 1847, a colored snow
fell in the Tyrol, presenting a most singular
appearance, and, when dried, leaving behind
brick-colored dust. Most of the organized
forms therein contained were European
and American, with a few African; and
again the microscope showed it to be similar
to the dust before examined, leaving no
room to suppose it of local origin. * The
predominating forms, numerically, of one
kind of dust, are also the predominating
forms in all the rest,” as Ehrenberg ob-
serves ; and says further : “ Impossible as
it is to conceive of all the storms now
compared from 1830 to 1847, as having a
continuous genetic connection, it is equally
impossible also to imagine the masses of
dust transported by them, with such a de-
gree of similarity, not to have a genetic con-
nection. . . . The great geographic extent
of the phenomenon of a reddish dust nearly
filling the atmosphere, and itself filled wjth
organisms so similar, many of which are
characteristic of South America, not only
admits of, but demands a more earnest
attention to the probable cyclical relations
in the upper and lower atmosphere, where-
by very great masses of fixed terrestrial
matter, earths and metals, and especially
flint-earths, chalk, iron, and coal, apparent-
ly heterogeneous, and yet related by cer-
tain peouliarities, are held swimming in the
atmosphere, now like clouds thinly spread
by whirlwinds or electricity over a broad
space, and now condensed, and, like the
dust of the fir-blossoms, falling in showers
in every djrection.”

Ehrenberg then states his views as to
the cause of the phenomenon.  Although
far from attaching undue weight to an hy-
pothesis, I cannot but consider it a matter
of duty to seek for a connection in the
facts, and feel myself constrained—on
account of the above-mentioned particulars,.
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and in so far as they justify a conclusion—
to suppose an atmospheric current, con-
necting America and Africa with the re-
gion of the trade-winds, and sometimes,
particularly about the 15th and 16th of
May, turning tpward Europe, and bringing
with it this very peculiar, and apparently
not African dust, in countless measure.
If instead of attacking hypothesis by hy-
pothesis, we strive with united effort to
multiply scientific observations, we may
then hope for a progressive explanation of
these mysterious relations, so especially
worthy of study.”

Some progress has already been made
by a transatlantic investigator in the ex-
planation so much desired by the distin-
guished naturalist. Lieutenant Maury,
of Washington, finds in Ehrenberg’s re-
searches a beautiful and interesting con-
firmation of his own theory ; namely, that
the trade-winds of either hemisphere cross
the belt of equatorial calms. Observations
at the Peak of Teneriffe have proved that,
while the trade-wind is sweeping along
the surface of the ocean in one direction,
a current in the higher regions of the atmos-
phere is blowing in the reverse direction.
According to Lieutenant Maury, a perpetual
upper current prevails from South America
to North Africa, the volume being equal
to that which flows southward by the north-
eaat trade-wind. This wind, it should be
remembered, does not touch the African
-continent, but the limits of its northern
‘boxder are variable ; whence the fact, that
the falls of dust vary between seventeen
and twenty-five degrees of north latitude,
as before stated. As the belt of calms
-shifts its position, so will there be a varia-
tion in the locality of the descending
-atmospheric current. ’

The dust-showers take place most fre-
quently in spring and autumn; that is
““after the equinoxes, but at intervals
varying from thirty to fifty days;” the
cause being, that the equatorial calms, at
‘the time of the vernal equinox, extend to
four degrees on either side the equator;
:and as the rainy season then prevails be-
tween those limits, no dust gan conse-
quently be taken up in those latitudes.
But the same period is the dry season in
‘the valley of the Lower Orinoco, and the
surface of that extensive region is in a
favorable condition to give off dust; and
at the time of the autumnal equinox,
-another part of the great Amazonian basin

is parched with drought, on which Lieu-
tenant Maury observes: “ May not, there-
fore, the whirlwinds which accompany the
vernal equinox sweep over the lifeless
plains of the Lower Orinoco, take up the
‘ rain-dust,” which descends in the north-
ern hemisphere in April and May—and
may it not be the atmospherical disturb-
ances which accompany the autumnal
equinox, that take up the microscopic or-
ganisms from the Upper Orinoco and the
great Amazonian basin for the showere of
October ?” Humboldt gives a striking
picture of the region in question, and, if
the phrase may be permitted, of its dust-
producing capabilities; so that the origin
of this light powder, as regards one local-
ity, may be said to be placed beyond a
doubt. :

As yet, the reason why the dust falls,
as it were, concretely, and not generally
diffused through the atmosphere, is not
known; it is one of the obscure points
waiting further investigation. Why it
should travel so far to fall in a particular
spot is, in the present state of our knowl-
edge, not easy to explain. The coarsest
dust is generally the first to fall; and it
eseems clear, that the descent occurs when
and where the conditions are favorable.
Lieutenant Maury considers, “ that certain
electrical conditions are necessary to a
shower of dust as well as to a thunder-
storm ;” and that, in the periodical inter-
vals, we may get a clew to the rate of mo-
tion of the upper aerial currents, which
appear to be “ remarkable for their general
regularity, their general direction, and
sharpness of limits.”

It is scarcely possible not to feel that
the investigations here briefly sketched
possess unusual interest. As Ehrenberg
says, the subject is one * of vast, manifold,
and rapidly-increasing importance, and is
but the beginning of a future great depart-
ment of knowledge.” Now that it has
been published in a connected form, and
the attention of scientific observers directed
to it, we may hope soon to hear of cor-
roborative evidence from all parts of the
world. We may mention, as bearing on
the question, that sand-showers are not
unfrequent in China. Dr. M’Gowan of
Ningpo, in a communication to the Asiatic
Society of Bengal, states, that, at the be-
ginning of 1851, three showers occurred
within five weeks; the last, which com-

menced on the 26th of March, and continued
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four days, being the heaviest. The wind
during the time varied from north-east to
north-west, the breeze interrupted by oc-
casional calms. No rain had fallen for
8ix weeks; and though, as the doctor ob-
serves, “ peither cloud, fog, nor mist ob-
scured the heavens, yet the sun and moon
were scarcely visible ; the orb of day ap-
peared as if viewed through a smoked glass,
the whole sky presenting a uniform rusty
hue. At times, this sameness was dis-
turbed, exhibiting between the spectator
and the sun the appearance of a water-
spout, owing to the gyratory motions of the
impalpable mineral. The sand penetrated
the most secluded apartments; furniture
wiped in the morning, would be so covered
with it in the afternoon, that one could
write on it legibly. In the streets, it was
annoying—entering the eyes, nostrils, and
mouth, and grating under the teeth, My
ophthalmic patients generally suffered a
relapse, and an unusual number of new
cases soon after presented themselves.
Were such heavy sand-storms of frequent
occurrence, diseases of the visual organs
would prevail to a destructive extent.”
These showers sometimes spread over
several provinces at once, and far out to
sea. The Chinese call them yellow-sand.
Their source is the great desert of Cobi,
or Sand-Ocean, more than two thousand
miles long, and from three hundred to four
hundred broad, in the interior of Asia. Dr.
M’Gowan states, that the fall amounted to
ten grains per square foot, but without spec-
ifying whether this quantity includes the
whole duration of the shower. During
calms, it remains suspended. The dust
thus raised from the Mongolian steppes
gives the peculiar tinge to the Yellow Sea.
Notwithstanding the annoyance of these
dust-showers, they have a valuable com-
pensation. The Chinese, whose closeness
of observation in agricultural matters is
well known, assert that they are always
followed by a fruitful season—not, it is true,
as cause, but as effect. The explanation
is, that the soil of the provinces most sub-
ject to the visitation, being of a compact
character, is loosened and lightened by the
sand borne on the wind from the Tartarian
plains, and at the same time, the lighter
fertilizing matters carried away by the
great rivers are replaced ; and thus, that
which at first sight appears an unmitigated
evil, becomes the cause of good harvests,
for they invariably follow a fall of sand.

CONTROL OF TEMPER.

EADER, are you happy ? If so, you
are a promoter of happiness, The
source of wretchedness to others is always
himself a wretch! In domestic matters,
“Temper is everything.” Iave you been
taught to control your temper? If not,
you have a great work before you.

Who is he that says he cannot help
being angry, or sullen, or peevish? I tell
him he deceives himself. We constantly
avoid being so, when our interest or de-
corum requires it, and we feel near those
who we know are not bound to bear our
whims, or who will resent them to our in-
jury ; but what strangers will not endure
we cast upon friends. That temper can
be corrected, the world proves by thou-
sands of instances. There have been those
who set out in life with being violent,
peevish, discontented, irritable, and capri-
cious, whom thought, reflection, effort—not
to speak of piety—have rendered, as they
became mature, meek, peaceful, loving,
generous, forbearing, tranquil, and con-
sistent. Itis a glorious achievement, and
blessed is he who attains it.

But taking the argument on lower
ground, which I do unwillingly, you con-
tinually see men controlling their emotions
when their interest demands it. Observe
the man who wants assistance, who looks
for patronage, how well, as he perceives
coldness or hesitation, does he crush the
vexation that rises in his throat, and stifles
the indignation that burns for expression !
How well the most proud and lofty de-
scend from their high position, and lay
aside their ordinary bearing, to earn a suf-
frage from the meanest kind! And surely
those who hang around us in this life,
those who lean on us, or on whom we lean
through our pilgrimage, to whom our ac-
cents and our deeds are words, to whom a
word may shoot a pang worse than the
stroke of death—surely, I say, if we can
do s0 much for interest, we can do some-
thing for goodness and gratitude.

And ip all civilized intercourse, how
perfectly do we see it ourselves to be the
recognized laws of decorum; and if we
have not universally good feelings, we
have, generally, at least good manners.
This may be hypocrisy, but it ought to be
sincerity, and we trust it is. If, then, we
can make our faces to shine on strangers,
why darken them on those who should be



76

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

dear to us? Is it that we so squandered
our smiles abroad, that we have only
frowns to carry home? Is it that while
out in the world we have been so prodigal
of good temper, that we have but our ill-
humors with which to cloud our families ?
Is it that it requires often but a mere
passing guest to enter, while we are
speaking daggers to beings who are near-
est to us in life, to change our tone, to
give us perfect self-command, that we
cannot do for love what we do for ap-
pearances ?

MONOMANIACS.

ONOMANIA is a curious form of

mental disease. It is a species of
derangement, in which one idea is always
uppermost in the mind; and to that all
must give way. A familiar and simple
form of the delusion is ordinarily known
as hypochondria, in which, through some
kind of nervous derangement, a person
imagines himself to be afflicted with an
infirmity for which there is no substantial
ground. He thinks he has a heart-dis-
ease, and will be cut off suddenly one of
these days; or he knows he has consump-
tion, and cannot last long ; or he is alarmed
at very little pain, and is sure it means
something very bad. But these are simple
manifestations. The genuine hypochon-
driac, who has nursed his delusion till it
becomes a settled monomania, believes the
drollest things of himself. He thinks he
is no longer a human being, and has be-
come a teapot; or he is a hen, and wishes
to sit on eggs to hatch chickens. Inshort,
there is no end to such delusions. We
once knew a man, sound in other respects,
who believed that his legs were made of
glass, and would break with the least
touch. But this is nothing to what is
related of a monomaniac by Pinel, a cele-
brated French physician ; and an account
of which appeared in the Analyst, a quar-
terly journal of science and literature,
some years ago.

“ This monomaniac was a Parisian
watchmaker, who lived at the period of
the revolution of 1789. He was infatuated
with the chimera of the Perpetual Motion ;
and to effect the discovery of this, he set
to work with indefatigable ardor. From
unremitting attention to the object of his
enthusiasm, coinciding with the influence
of revolutionary disturbances, his imagin-

ation was greatly heated, his sleep was
interrupted, and at length a complete de-
rangement took place. His case was
marked by a most whimsical illusion of
the imagination: he fancied that he had
lost his head upon the scaffold; that it
had been thrown promiscuously among the
heads of many other victims; that the
judges, having repented of their cruel
sentence, had ordered these heads to be
restored to their respective owners, and
placed upon their respective shoulders:
but that, in consequence of an unhappy
mistake, the gentleman who had the
management of that business had placed
upon his shoulders the head of one of his
unhappy companions. The idea of this
whimsical change of his head occupied his
thoughts night and day, which determined
his friends to send him to the asylum.
Nothing could exceed the extravagant
flowings of his heated brain: he sang, he
cried, or danced incessantly ; and as there
appeared no propensity to commit acts of
violence or disturbance, he was allowed to
go about the hospital without control, in
order to expend, by evaporation, the
effervescence of his spirits. ¢ Look at
these teeth!’ he cried: ‘mine were ex-
ceedingly handsome, these are rotten and
decayed. My mouth was sound and
healthy, this is foul and diseased. What
difference between this hair and that of
my own head !’

“ The idea of perpetual motion frequent-
ly recurred to him in the midst of his
wanderings, and he chalked on all the
doors or windows as he passed the various
designs by which his wondrous piece of
mechanism was to be constructed. The
method best calculated to cure so whimsical
an illusion appeared to be that of encoura-
ging his prosecution of it to satiety. His
friends were accordingly requested to send
him his tools, with material to work upon,
and other requisites—such as plates of
copper, steel, and watch-wheels. His zeal
was now redoubled, his whole attention
was riveted upon his favorite pursuit;
he forgot his meals, and after about a
month’s labor, which he sustained with a
constancy that deserved a better success,
our artist began to think that he had fol-
lowed a false route. He broke into a
thousand fragments the piece of machinery
which he had fabricated with so much toil,
and thought, and labor; entered upon the
construction of another upon a new plan;
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and labored with equal pertinacity for
another fortnight. The various parts
being completed, he broughtthem together;
be fancied that he saw a perfect harmony
amongst them. The whole was now
finally adjusted, his anxiety was indescrib-
able—motion succeeded, it continued for
some time, and he supposed it capable of
continuing forever. He was elevated to
the highest pitch of enjoyment and triumph,
and ran like lightning into the interior of
the hospital, crying out like another
Archimedes : ¢ At length I have solved
this famous problem, which has puzzled so
many men celebrated for their wisdom
and talents!’ Grievous to state, he was
disconcerted in the midst of his triumph.
The wheels stopped ! the ¢ perpetual mo-
tion’ ceased! His intoxication of joy
was succeeded by disappointment and
confusion ; though, to avoid a humiliating
and mortifying confession, he declared
that he could easily remove the impedi-
ment ; bat, tired of that kind of employ-
ment, he was determined, for the future,
to devote his attention solely to his busi-
ness.
“ There still remained another imaginary
impression to be counteracted—that of the
exchange of his head, which unceasingly
occurred to him. A keen and unanswer-
able stroke of pleasantry seemed best
adapted to correct this fantastic whim.
Another convalescent, of a gay and face-
tious humor, instructed in the part he
should play in this comedy, adroitly turned
the conversation to the subject of the
famous miracle of St. Denis, in which it
will be recollected that the holy man, after
decapitation, walked away with his head
under his arm, which he kissed and con-
doled with for its misfortune. Our
mechanician strongly maintained the pos-
sibility of the fact, and sought to confirm
it by an appeal to his own case. The
other set up a loud laugh and replied with
a tone of the keenest ridicule : * Madman
as thou art, how could St. Denis kiss his
own head? Was it with his heels?’
This equally unexpected and unanswer-
able retort forcibly struck the maniac.
He retired confused amid the peals of
laughter which were provoked at his ex-
pense, and never afterward mentioned the
exchange of his head.

“ This is a very instructive case, inas-
much as it illustrates, in the clearest point
of view, the moral treatment of the insane.

It shows us the kind of mental remedies
which are likely to be successful in the
cure of disordered intellect. This disease
was purely of the imagination, and the
causes which produced it did not lie very
deep, neither were they such as, under
proper management, were likely to produce
any permanent alienation of mind. An
intense application to the more speculative
parts of his trade had fixed his imagination
upon the discovery of perpetual motion :
mingled with this, when his judgment was
half dethroned, came the idea of losing
his own head, and getting a2 wrong one.
And at a time when heads were falling
indiscriminately around him, this second
freak of the imagination, acting as a kind
of interlude or by-play to the first, was one
of the most natural-that could be supposed.
The ideas which produced this man’s
insanity were rather of a whimsical cast ;
springing from a mind of no great power,
over which none of the passions appear
to have exercised any marked or pre-
domiuant sway.”

To these counsels we would add, that
hypochondria and monomania are pretty
much a result of leading a moping and
retired life, in which the mind communes
too much with itself. The preventive is
out-door exercise, temperance, and a
habit of mingling in the every-day world;
for without this there can be no robustness
of ideas. Nothing brushes away the
cobwebs of the mind so effectually as the
cheerful intercourse of society.

PRIDE.

PROUD -man is a fool in ferment-

ation, swelling and boiling like a
porridge-pot. He sets his feathers like
an owl, to swell and seem bigger than he
is. He is troubled with an inflammation
of self-conceit, that renders him the man
of pasteboard, and a true buckram knight.
He has given himself sympathetic love-
powder, that works upon him to dotage,
and transforms himself into his own mis-
tress, making most passionate court to his
own dear perfections, and worshiping his
own image. All his upper stories are
crammed with masses of spongy sub-
stances, occupying much space : as feath-
ers and cotton will stuff cushions better
than things of more compact and solid
proportion.— Bolingbroke.
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MURILLO THE ARTIST—EXTRAORDINARY AUCTION-SCENE.

HE French correspondent of the New-
York Commercial Advertiser, de-
scribes an extraordinary scene, which oc-
curred at the late sale of Marshal Soult’s
pictures in Paris. During his military
movements in the Peninsula the Marshal
kept an envious eye on the art-treasures
of the convents and other depositories of
works of genius. He collected a large
and exceedingly rich gallery of paintings,
among which were a number of Murillos.
The renowned picture of the Assumption
or Conception of the Virgin was among the
greatest productions not only of the Seville
school, but of Spanish art. Other gems of
the collection commanded at this sale much
enthusiasm, but this great work seems to
have excited a genuine French furor.
The Commercial’s correspondent says :—
“It was now four o’clock, the hour pre-
viously announced for the sale of Muril-
lo’s ¢ Conception of the Virgin.” This
picture, eight feet six inches high by five
feet wide, has always been considered in

Spain as Murillo’'s masterpiece, and is by
many connoisscurs regarded as the finest
painting extant. It represents the mother
of our Saviour in the act of being car-
ried up to heaven. The beauties of this
picture can be but faintly set forth upoun
paper. The .sensation it excited, the
frantic bidding, and the final price paid,
will give a better idea of the estima-
tion in which it is held. The first bid
was 150,000 fr.; but the offers quickly
rose to 400,000, the sum which had al-
ready been proposed by an English mill-
ionaire. Up to this point the bids bad
been of 10,000 fr. each. They now fell
off to one thousand, and the sum of 450,-
000 was slowly reached. Spain, Russia
and France were now alone, Britain bav-
ing dropped behind. The picture hung
for ten minutes at the latter sum, when
M. Thurneyssen, the agent of Nicholas,
hoping to win by a coup de main, and by
a bold stroke silence all competition,
jumped at once to half a million, (tv
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which sum the Emperor had limited him.)
The seasation cansed by this mamceuvre
amounted to a very considerable tumult.
When silence was restored, the bidding

at 528,000, and Spain seemed on the point
of coming into possession of its own again.

But the rivalry again sprung up, Thur- l

neyssen now and then patting in a word

on his own responsibility. TheSpaniud'

seemed bent on victory, and went on till
the enormous price of 586,000 francs was
reached, when he gave in, leaving his
competitor in full possession. The chef
d'avvre was knocked down at $117,000!
A salvo of applause followed this result,
but it was not generally known who was
the successful bidder. When the auction-
eer answered that M. Nieuwerkerke was
the happy man, and that the great Murillo
was now the property of the Louvre, a
real whirlwind of congratulation burst
forth. People rushed at the Director of
the Museum, shook hands with him, and
even kissed him on both cheeks! The
day before, the galleries had been most
unceremoniously cleared at two o’clock,
and M. Nieuwerkerke and Louis Napoleon
paid them a visit. During their two hours
stay, it was probably resolved that the
Louvre should carry the day, at any cost.
Satisfied with this conquest, it made no
bid for any of the other pictures offered.”

A French correspondent of the Boston
Atlas also gives an account of this nota-
ble sale with additional minuteness. He
writes :—

“Two splendid collections of paintings
have been sold here since my last letter.
The famous Soult gallery has been dis-
persed! T have rarely witnessed a more
exciting battle than the struggle for the
Conception by Murillo. A large crowd
invaded the gallery Lebrun, in the Rue de
Sentier, and at four o’clock there was
still a long gueue in the street, awaiting
admission. The hall where the sale took
place was filled by a great number of cel-
ebrated people, and was only open to those
furnished with special tickets; they en-
tered by a private door. Among the per-
sons present in this portion” of the build-
ing were Marquis of Hertford, Marquis de
Portales, Lord Cowley, Duke de Noailles,
Baron de Rothschild, Duke de Galiera,
Count Pozzo di Borgo, M. de Bruni,
agent of the Emperor of Russia, &c., &e.
The Duke de Dalmatia, son, and M. de

' Mornay, brother of the sou-in-law of Mar-

shal Soult, were present. Various ad-
- mirable paintings by Tintoret, Ribers,

. Zurbaran, were sold at good prices. Two
began again with great spirit. It stopped

paintings by Alonzo Cano—the Vision of
, the Lamb, 2,550 fr., to Duke de Galiera:
. Vision of Saint Jean, 12,100 fr., to M. de
Laneuville—were sold, when the clock
- struck four, and agreeably to previous
| announcement four great paintings were
! placed near the Aammer. The auctioneer
! announced that the Conception would
now be put up. An immense mourement
took place on every side, which lasted
some five minutes; then in the midst of
the profoundest silence he stated the Con-
ception was put up at the price of 150,
000 fr., $30,000. Bids poured in from
all sides; at- 200,000 fr. one withdrew;
at 245,000 another; but still a brisk fire
continued : now it became less and less—
400,000 fr.! no steamboat race was ever
more exciting—450,000 fr.; but three an-
tagonists remained ; 500,000 fr., said M.
de Bruni—and such applause as followed
this Imperial bid! 510,000 fr., said an-
other ; Russia retired, and there were but
two competitors. What emotion every
one felt! Le moment etait vraiment so-
lennel, [the moment was truly solemn,]
said a French paper, with truth. The
last bidder attracted all eyes; he was
a little old man, perched half-way up a
pair of steps; he kept his hat on his
head ; his face was calm; his voice was
calm and clear ; he was not at all agitated.
Who was his antagonist? Nobody knew
—no one but the auctioneer could see.
515,000, said the auctioneer; 550,000,
said the old man; 575,000, said the auc-
tioneer. The old man was becoming agi-
tated ; his face contracted ; he wiped the
perspiration which flowed over his face
with his handkerchief ; 600,000, cried he;
601,000, cried the auctioneer. The old
man tried to thrust his handkerchief down
his throat ; 602,000, said he ; a
long pause, the old man trembling like an
aspen leaf, and biting his handkerchief ;
605,000 fr., said the auctioneer; 6086,-
000 fr., screamed the little old mummy ;
610,000, said the auctioneer—the old man
jumped as if he had been shot! and they
went on, bidding 1000 fr. each time, until
they got to 615,000, when the bidding be-
came smaller, and the picture was at last
knocked down to M. Nieuwerkerke, for
$123,000, amid great enthusiasm, which
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became frenzy when the auctioneer an-
nounced that the picture was purchased
for the Louvre. More than one French-
man believed, then, with M. Cousin, that
the French gained the battle of Waterloo.”

It will be perceived that the two writ-
ers differ somewhat in their figures. In
our remarks we take the smallest, though
the others appear most probable.

The “little old man” was ascertained
to be the bidder of the Queen of Spain.
It would have been a national honor had
her royal munificence been able, at any
cost, to retrieve for her country the no-
blest production of its noblest artist; her
defeat is enhanced by the fact that it
comes from the political coxcomb now at
the head of the French Republic; it
would be less ignoble had it come from
the Russian autocrat.

Other productions of Murillo sold at
prices which would appear enormous if
the ¢ Conception” had not been brought
into comparison with them. The Emperor
of Russia gave $30,000 for St. Peter in
Prison, and $12,000 for Jesus .and St.
John. Besides these the following, by
the same great master, were sold for the
prices attached :—Miracle of San Diego,
$17,000; Flight into Egypt, $10,300;
Mater Dolorosa, $2,120; Scene in an
Epidemic, $4,000; St. Philip’s Soul as-
cending to Heaven, $3,000; St. Anthony
of Padua and Jesus, $2,040; St. Peter’s
Repentance, $1,100; Birth of the Virgin,
$18,000; Glorification of the Virgin, $1000.

The extraordinary scene of this auction
sale has a significance beyond the eclat
which attended it. It cannot fail to im-
press us with the marvelous power of
genius. A piece of canvas, eight and a
half feet by five, to which a ningle and a
struggling mind some two hundred years
ago transferred its conceptions by a few
pigments, reappears in these practical times
amidst the enthusiastic, the almost frantic
contest of opulence, taste,and royalty. The
stroke of the auctioneer's hammer sum-
mons around it the competition of at least
three sovereign powers, and of a large
representation of the nobility, the ama-
teurs and the millionaires of KEurope;
and sends forth a scnsation through the
civilized world. It is as the trump of
resurrection to the old dead artist, and
Murillo reascends before this headlong age,
resplendent with a new apotheosis—more
glorious than ever,—an example of the

immortality of genius. What power is
like unto this?

It is not the historic fact which the
picture commemorates that excites this
marvelous interest—most of the com-
petitors reject that, probably, as a fable;
it is not the religious sentiment with which
the canvas glows, that attracts so potent-
ly—that is quite generally scorned as fa-
naticism now-a-days; but the power of
the human mind,—the magical and mys-
terious capacity of genius to endue a few
handfuls of pulverized earths, spread
over a piece of cloth, with beautiful and
sublime thoughts, like the breath of God
inspiring the clay of the first man into life
and dignity,—this it is that, in spite of
rationalistic skepticism or infidel scorn,
commands around this old Catholic paint-
ing the homage of the times. A great or
beautiful thought promulged to the world
in art or literature, has, inherently, a life
and power which men cannot fail to re-
cognize, and which assumes, soener or
later, triumphant ascendency over all other
claims to greatness, except alome those
of genuine virtue. Gold, rank, sceptres—
what are these compared to the pencil of
Murillo ?

Not only the fame, but, if we may re-
mark here on so secondary if not sordid,
a thought, the pecuniary valuation of these
pictures is full of significance. The lat-
ter is in fact but an exponent of the
former, as the former is of the genius of
the artist. .

More than two centuries ago, as we
have said, the young son of a reduced
family in Seville (most probably) gave
proof of a rare imitative genius. He
sketched almost everything which met his
view. But his impoverished parents had
not the means of his education, and dis-
couraged the predilections of his genius.
At the moment when his destiny was to
be determined, an artist, a relative of his
mother, came to his help, and undertook
his tuition. He soon displayed the ex-
tranrdinary powers of his mind; but had to
earn his subsistence by the coarse labor
of painting on serge, for the annual Fair
of Seville. In this manner he not only
obtained his bread, but treasured a little
money by which he nourished the hope
of being able to travel to Madrid, where
he might study some of the great models,
especially those of Velasques, who then
lived there.
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His earnings were hardly large enough
to allow the desired journey. Taking a
piece of canvas, and dividing and subdi-
viding it, he prepared a number of motley
pictures of fruits, garlands, bouquets, &c.,
and sold them at the Fair for exportation
to the American Catholic colonies. With
a few coins in his pocket, he traveled on
foot to Madrid. Velasques, perceiving
his genius, received him with open arms.
The palaces of the nobility were thrown
open to him. Three years were spent in
unwearied study of the great masters in
the Royal and other galleries. And then
the poor child of genius, who had painted
for the vulgar' tastes of the Seville Fair,
and had made his way, on foot and almost
pennyless, to Madrid, returned to his na-
tive city to found the renowned ¢ School
of Seville,” and to produce the immortal
works which have placed him at the head
of the art of his country, and one of
which, now that two centuries have
passed over his grave, startles with new
interest the enlightened world. What
would have been the thoughts of Murillo
had the Paris auction prices of his pictures
been suggested to him as he daubed his
serge paintings, or jogged along the road
to Madrid? He never received more
than about $800 for his finest produc-
tions; one of them alone now com-
mands the envy of kings; Spain, Russia,
and England retire discomfited -from the
competition for it, and the piece of can-
vas, valuable only for a few thoughts
of his brain, commands the price of
$117,000! The French nation paye at
least an annual expense of $7,000
that its citizens may have the privilege
of gazing on this glorious canvas in the
Louvre. The twelve pictures of Murillo—
hardly a tithe of his productions—which
were sold at this auction, brought about
$£317,000!

Such then, we repeat, ia the inherent,
the glorious power of mind. Its mal-
treatment by the world is proverbial ; but
the final certainty of its triumph, and the
magnificence of that triumph when it does
come, may well compensate for the de-
lays and struggles which usually pre-
cede it. The blind old bard of Pars-
dise sold his copyright for five pounds;
but consoled himself with the thought
that “the world would not willingly let
die” the sublime production of his
genius.

Vou. I, No. 1.~G

HERSCHEL, ROSSE, AND THE TELE-
SCOPE.

THOUT underrating any other

branch of science, it may safely be
affirmed that astronomy opens up to the
human mind one of the richest and sub-
limest fields of contemplation. We are no
longer confined within the narrow limits
of our own system, with its sun and his
attendant planets. The telescope has car-
ried us far into the depths of space, and
revealed to us thousands of stars kindling
into suns, and these suns giving light and
motion and beauty to as many systems, and
these systems stretching out into mighty
firmaments, and these firmaments rising
like so many encircling heavens, revolving
the one above the other, till we are lost in
the magnitude and the glory of the scene.
Our views are contracted. Our knowl-
edge is imperfect. If Newton—whose al-
most superhuman genius elevates our com-
mon humanity—felt himself constrained
to say, in the very fire and flash of his
immortal discovery, “.I am but as a child
standing on the shore of the vast undis-
covered ocean, and playing with a little
pebble which the waters have washed to
my feet ;” and if Laplace—who lmew more
than his peers, of the celestial mechanism
—could assert in the very article of death,
and with all the future bursting upon his
view, “ That which we know, is little ;
that which we know not is immense ;” we
may fairly conclude that all which is now
known, is scarcely to be named with that
which remains to be revealed.

This sublime science owes much to
Herschel. We might speak of the labors
of his predecessors from Copernicus down
to Ferguson, or we might allude to his
cotemporaries and his successors; but we
prefer to make him the center of the en-
tire group, and look at the past and the
present in the light of his great dis-
coveries. Just as Ferguson was sinking-
beneath the infirmities of age, Herschel
began to challenge the attention of the:
men of science. Like Ferguson, he rose
from the humbler walks of life. He was.
born'at Hanover on the 15th day of No-
vember, 1738. His father, who was a
poor musician, placed him in the band of
the Hanoverian regiment of guards, a de-
tachment of which, both parent and child
aecompanied to England about 1758.
After the lapse of a few months, the
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father returned to Hanover, and young
Herschel was left to push his fortune in
England. After struggling with mani-
fold difficulties, he was taken up by the
Earl of Darlington, who sent him to Dur-
ham to superintend and instruct a military
band in & company of militia which his
lordship was then raising. He then be-
came a teacher of music ; was employed
as 8 church-organist, first at Halifax and
then at Bath, and was in great demand for
musical performances. Great as were his
taste and attainments in music, from a
child he had manifested his love of intel-
lectual pursuits; and while engaged in
earning an honest and an honorable liveli-
hood, he devoted every leisure hour to the
study of languages, mathematics, and the
various branches of physical science ;
and though he was approaching the age
of forty, he did not consider himself too
old to commence a pursuit, in the prosecu-
tion of which he won for his name a sci-
entific renown as distinguished as that
acquired by any of the illustrious men who
had gone before him. He rapidly rose in
the world of letters, became the object of
princely favor, was pensioned by the king
and knighted by the regent, and lived long
enough to see his fame established through-
ont the civilized world.

Some cotemporary discoveries in as-
tronomy fixed his mind on that one de-
partment of inquiry. Being anxious to
observe these celestial phenomena, he
borrowed a two-feet Gregorian telescope ;
and such was the pleasure and delight
which this instrument afforded him, that
he immediately ordered one of larger di-
mensions from London. To his deep
regret, he found that the price of such an
instrument far exceeded his calculation
and his means ; and, therefore, he resolved
to construct one for himself. This, after
frequent experiments and failures, he ac-
complished ; and truly marvelous were its
achievements. In his hands, the tele-
scope wrought more than magic. Its
wonder-working power resolves itself into
a simple fact. It is well known that the
power of vision is in proportion to the de-
gree of light which falls on the retina, as
emitted from any bright or luminous body.
The larger the pupil of the eye, the
greater the number of rays which it can
receive; and in proportion to these rays,
is its capacity to discern objects which
otherwise must continue in the deep pro-

founds of space, unseen and unknown.
Such an enlargement of the pupil of the
eye virtually takes place when a lens is
employed. In the lens, all the lines of
light are made to converge into a single
point, and that point sufficiently minute to
enter the eye. The eye thus receives as
much light as if the pupil had been en-
larged to the dimensions of the lens, and
consequently its power of vision is in the
same proportion increased. The diameter
of the lens is, in fact, the size and capac-
ity of the eye. An object-glass of some
fifteen inches diameter, is found at Mun-
ich; but large refractors are very rare.
Happily, a concave mirror of polished
metal answers the same purpose, by the
power of reflection. These reflecting
mirrors, which admit of almost any di-
mensions, were employed with singular
effect by Herschel. After intense appli-
cation and labor, he succeeded in con-
structing one of four feet diameter. Had
this mirror continued to be used, the re-
sults would have been beyond all calcula-
tion. But the light which it collected,
and the luster with which it invested the
nearer bodies, were so dazzling and over-
powering as to injure the vision of the
great philosopher, and force him to with-
draw his eye from the field of burning
splendor. He worked with instruments
of inferior power. His telescopes were
of various lengths, and their adjusting
power ranged from the lower point of two
up to the greatly increased point of twen-
ty-eight. With his ten feet telescope, he
could command a penetrating power which
brought into his view stars mearly thirty
times farther off than could be seen by the
naked eye.

Taking the Milky Way for the field of
his observations, he soon discovered by
his more powerful instrument, that this
encircling belt consisted entirely of stars,
scattered by millions like glittering dust
on the black ground of the general heav-
ens. Here “ the infinitely distant crowds
of etars are collected in such masses, that
their light flows together into a whitish
cloud, and no longer permits us to isolate
one star from another. Beyond this,
Herschel and the most recent astrono-
mers imagined that the spots of clouds
which appear like oval flakes in the sky,
are other entirely distinct and independent
systems, which float at such an immeasur-
able distance from us, that the light has
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to wander millions of years in reaching to
us.” In fact, what we term the firmament
is but a single cluster of stars. Such
clusters are scattered with immense pro-
fusion through the field of space, and are
of the most gorgeous and brilliant ap-
pearance. Take the cluster which is
found in the constellation Hercules, and
no force or compass of words can express
its magnificence. Perhaps no one ever
saw it for the first time through a tele-
scope without being filled with rapture,
and uttering a shout of wonder. Yet this
isbut one out of myriads. The number of
such masses is infinite. Nor are they
confined to any one portion of the heav-
ens. In both hemispheres, what were
hitherto regarded as mere specks, making
their mysterious appearance in the great
pathway across the heavens, now come
out as 80 many firmaments or systems of
firmaments, glorious as our own, each
divided from the other by unmeasured
intervals of space, yet all bound together
by laws and relationships fixed and im-
mutable.

In the study of these celestial phe-
nomena, we might speak of their apparent
brightness or magnitude, their distances,
their relation and harmony, the laws by
which they are governed, their ultimate
purposes, their probable duration or pos-
sible dissolution ; but we deem it prefer-
able to give a summary of those facts and
results which the telescope has disclosed
to us. Those mighty intervals which
separate the celestial bodies were supposed
to be filled with nebulous matter in a
state of gradual condensation, and ever
tending toward some central point: but a
riper science has proved that these nebule
are open beds of stars, lying farther down
in space ; that the planets are all connected
with great central orbs; that each fixed
star is the center of a system; that suns
revolve around suns in definite orbits, and
in some of their revolutions fill up a
million of our years, or even more; that
these bodies are found in larger or smaller
groups, from the double stars up to thou-
sands and thousands beautifully adjusted
and harmonized ; that these clusters go to
make up the firmaments in all their
ascending magnitude and glory; that
these firmaments, and systems, and suns,
are separated the one from the other by
intervals of space unmeasured and incal-
culable ; that the nearest fixed star, Sirius,

is more than two hundred thousand times
farther removed from us than the sun,
that is, nineteen billions, two hundred
thousand millions of miles ; that there are
clusters eighteen thousand times more
distant than this ; that the light from these

‘bodies, traveling at the rate of a hundred

and ninety-two thousand miles every
second, would take a million of years to
reach our earth; that these bodies are of
different magnitudes, according to their
apparent brightness; that some of them
are equal in size to many hundreds of our
globe; that they divide themselves into
two classes—the fixed stars, among which
no change of situation can be detected,
and those which are erratic or wandering,
such as the sun, moon, and planets, as
well as that singular class of bodies termed
comets ; that these stars are scattered by
myriads over the heavens; that there are
infinitely distant crowds of stars, collected
in such masses that their light flows to-
gether into a whitish cloud, and no longer
permits us by the aid of the most powerful
instrument to isolate one star from another;
that there are heavens, and heavens of
heavens encircling the one the other, till
we are lost in the vastness and glory of
the scene; that these heavens with all
their uncounted millions of ever-burning
suns and attendant planets are moving
round one great common center ; and that
the whole scheme of worlds is maintained
by the one universal and ever-active law
of attraction, in its sublime order and
unbroken harmony. What a scene this, for
contemplation and for study! How we
are lifted up from the darkness and the
din of this lower world, into the ever-
deepening light and calm of those higher
and truly serene regions! What apaca-
lyptic visions have we of the ever-widening
and ever unfolding glory of the great
Creator! What revelations do we receive
of his eternal power and unconfined be-
neficence! What an ascent do we make,
and how near do we get to that inner
temple in which his Godhead shines out
with burning and insufferable brightness!
How unspeakably important appears his
favor! How awful to contemplate his
displeasure !

The telescope, which wrought such won-
ders in the hands and under the guiding
genius of Herschel, has, by the efforts of
Lord Rosse, heightened and embellished
the discoveries of the great philosopher.




84

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE

When, in 1839, his lordship constructed
a reflector, with & speculum three feet in
diameter, and of twenty-seven feet focal
distance, it was considered one of the
most accurate and powerful instruments
that had ever been made. And when he
spoke of the possibility of producing a
speculum six feet in diameter, it was
deemed something chimerical ; but nothing
daunted by the magnitude and difficulty of
the undertaking, he put it to the test.
The speculum of his great telescope is
above six feet in diameter, five inches and
a half thick at the edges, and five inches
at the center, and weighs above three tons;
while the whole apparatus and expense of
erection cost no less a sum than $60,000.
Now, as the power of a telescope to pene-
trate into space depends on the quantity of
light which it can receive, the light reflect-
ed from this speculum is more than double
that from Herschel's largest and most
powerful reflettor. This has a reflecting
surface of five thousand and seventy-one
square inches, while that of Herschel’s
forty-feet instruments had only eighteen
hundred and eleven square inches on its
surface. By his lordship’s reflector we are
being carried into the deepest profounds
of space, and still find ourselves but on the
margin of that universe which stretches
away into the immense and the infinite.
“1t is when one goes into regions so new
and remote that the character of the
universe in its majesty and infinite variety
appears in its most striking attributes.
In search of magnificence, it is true, we
need not wander far—witness the fields
which encircle our homes—the blade of
the modest grass which adorns them ; but
those heavens are fresh, and familiarity has
not left its footprint on their untrodden
floor. In the silence of midnight, that
noble curtain stretched out above us, and
the idea, present and impressive, of its
great orbs obediently pursuing their stu-
pendous paths, there is a solemnity which
sometimes falls upon the spirit, not unlike
the feeling of the prophet when he heard
that still small voice and knew it to be the
token of the presence of God!”

It is a question of interest to some
astronomers—is this great system of suns
and firmaments formed for perpetuity ?
Are the foundations of this mighty and
gorgeous temple laid forever? In the
eloquent words of Professor Nicholl :—
“ Although no mark of age has yet been

recognized in the planetary paths, as sure
as that filmy comet is drawing in its orbit,
must they too approach the sun, and at the
destined term of separate existence, be
resumed into his mass. . Absolute
permanence is visible nowhere around us;
and the fact of change merely intimates
that in the exhaustless womb of the future,
unevolved wonders are in store. The
phenomenon referred to, would simply
point to the close of one mighty cycle in
the history of the solar orb—the passing
away of arrangements which have fulfilled
their objects, that they might be transform-
ed into new. Thus is the periodic death
of a plant, perhaps, essential to its pro-
longed life ; and when the individual dies
and disappears, fresh and vigorous forms
spring from the elements which composed
it. Mark the chrysalis! It is the grave
of the worm, but the cradle of the sun-born
insect. The broken bowl shall yet be
healed and beautified by the potter, and a
voice of joyful note shall awaken one day
even the silence of the urn!”

A DAUGHTER'S MARRIAGE.

HE departure of a son from beneath
the paternal roof does not present any
spectacle of desolation. Masculine life
has, from infancy, an individuality, an in-
dependence, an exotism, so to say, which is
essentially wanting to female existence.
When a son abandons his parents, to create
for himself a separate interest, this separa-
tion causes but little interruption in their
mutual relations. A man marries, and
still maintains his friendships, his habits,
and his filial affections. Nothing is changed
in his life; it is only an additional tie.
His departure is consequently a mere
simple separation ; while the departure of
a young girl, become the wife of a few
hours, is a real desertion—a desertion with
all its duties and feelings still fresh about
it. In one word, the son is a sapling which
has always grown apart from the trunk;
while the daughter has, on the contrary,
formed an essential portion of it, and to
detach her from her place is to mutilate
the tree itself. You have surrounded her
youth with unspeakable tenderness—the
exhaustless tenderness of your paternal
and maternal hearts; and she, in return,
has appeared to pour forth upon you both
an equally inexhaustible gratitude: you
loved her beyond all the world, and she



A DAUGHTER'S MARRIAGE.

seemed to cling to you with a proportion-
able affection. But one day, one ill-omened
day, 2 man arrives, invited and welcomed
by yourselves; and this man of your own
choice carries ofl to his domestic eyry
your gentle dove, far from the soft nest
which your love had made for her, and to
which hers had clung. On the morrow
you look around you, you listen, you wait,
you seek for something which you cannot
find. The cage is empty; the tuneful
linnet has flown ; silence has succeeded to
its melodious warblings ; it does not come
as it did only on the previous morning,
fluttering its perfumed wings about your
pillow, and awakening you by its soft
caresses. Nothing remains but a painful
calm, a painful silence, a painful void.
The chamber of the absent darling offers
only that disorder which it is so melancholy
for a mother to contemplate ; not the joy-
ous and impatient disorder of occupation,
but that of abandonment. Maidenly gar-
ments scattered here and there; girlish
fancies no longer prized; chairs heaped
with half-worn dresses; drawers left
partially open, and ransacked to their re-
motest corners; a bed in which no one
has slept; a crowd of charming trifles,
which the young girl loved, but which the
young wife despises, and which are littered
over the carpet like the feathers dropped
by the linnet, when the hawk made the
timid bird its prey. Such is the depressing
sight which wrings tears from the mother’s
heart. Nor is this all : from this day she
occupies only the second place in the af-
fections of her departed idol; and even
that merely until the happiness of matern-
ity shall have taught her whom she weeps
to assign to her one still lower. This man,
this stranger, unknown a few months, it
may be but a few weeks previously, has
assumed a right over affections which were
once almost entirely her own ; a few hours
of fleeting, and it may be of assumed, ten-
derness have, in a great degree, sufficed to
efface twenty long years of watchfulness,
of care, and of self-abnegation ; and they
have not only rent away her right to be
the first and best beloved, but they have
also deprived her of the filial caresses,
the gentle attention, and the adored pres-
ence of the heart’s idol, whom she has
herself given to him for life. Nothing is
left to the mother but the attachment of
respect. All warmer emotions are en-
grossed by the husband, to whom his young

bride owes alike obedience and devoted-
ness. If she loves him, she leaves her
home without regret, to follow his fortunes
to the end of the world ; if she does not
love him, she will still perform the same
duty with resignation. Nature and law
alike impose the obligation on her, and her
own heart must decide whether it will
constitute her joy or her trial ; but in either
case the result to the mother is the same.
Nor can that mother reproach her with
this painful preference, for she has reared
her in the conviction of the necessity of
marriage ; she has herself offered to her its
example in her own person; Heaven it-
self has pointed it out as a duty whose
omission is culpable; and, therefore, far
from venturing to wish that the lost one
should restore to her all the tenderness
which time and habit may enable her to
withdraw from her husband, the mother is
bound, on the contrary, to pray that they
may every day become dearer to each other,
and by each other, even at the expense of
her own happiness. This misfortune is
the mother’s last blessing. — Women, by
Louis Desnoyers.

A VISIT TO POPE'S VILLA.

“We took a boat,” says Niebuhr, the
German historian, writing in 1798, * across
the Thames, and I made a pilgrimage to
Twickenham to see Pope’'s garden. O
that I could thus visit with you the monu-
ments of those men whose memory excites
a wish to have lived in those times! The
monument he erected to the mother he so
dearly loved still stands; but the cypresses
that he planted round it have all died out,
except two which still show here and there
a green shoot. Hedges and old-fashioned
flower-beds occupy the left side of the
garden, and in the center stands a bower,
the trees of which have now grown to a
gigantic height, and with the recollection
of the great men who once trod the sward,
inspire the awe of a sacred grove. They
who will may call the grotto, the cool
retreat in which Pope loved to sit with
his most intimate friends, a toy—to me it
was more. The prospect it commands
must be allowed by all to be enchantingly
beautiful—the Thames and its incompara~
bly charming banks. Before the grotto
stood an old weeping willow, now almost
dead, and propped up with care, also from
Pope’s times.”
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Jrt Entelligence.

Catlin’s Indian Gallery. — Senator Seward
has again called the attention of Congress to

sition of the colors employed in the ancient
Arsbi:n palntlnn of the Alhambra. They are

the proposition to purchase Catlin’s collecti
of Indian portraits, dresses, weapons, manufac-
tures, and * tons,” it is said, of fossils and
minerals gathered in the Indian territories.
Poor Catlin is himself now in prison, in Eng-
land, for debt, and his great collection is in the
hands of his creditors. The opportunity of
rescuing these treasures for our own country
will soon be past. In a letter, Catlin says:—
“Pity me, after my life of toil and anxiety,
in doing what I thought was for the benefit
and honor of my country, and see what can be
done for me. I need make no other appeal to
the Congress after this—it is now but a simple
queu.lon-—Are my works worth preserving to
the country ?”” In another letter he says, “ And
as to price, though I believe my price hereto-
fore demanded was $65,000, yet I believe the
price proposed to the Scnate was $50,000. If
they will vote me that, I am satisfied. One
half of it would be the amount I laid out in the
eight years, and the other half would about
pay my debts, leaving me nothing for my life-
time of labor. And again, and not to be for-
gotten or lost sight of, if they will do nothing
better, let them secure the collection by appro-
priating enough to pay my liabilities, and bring
the collection safely home. I will give it to
the Government, thanking them just as much,
and begin the world anew, with a light heart
ond contented. This is my last and strongest
prayer—Ilet it be known to some member who
will use it as the dernier; and save, O save the
collection 1”’

Hittorf, a German architect from Cologne, is
to erect the French Crystal Palace in the
Champs Elysee. The summit of the building
will be higher than the loftiest point of Notre
Dame.

A colossal bronze bust of Herder is about to
be erected in Mohrungen, his birth-place, in
Germany.

The French National Assembly has voted
$40,000 for the publication of the paintings
and sculptures of the cat bs of Rome
among the most valuable monuments now ex-
isting of early Christianity. This work is to
include all monuments of the early Church
which remain in the catacombs.

Colonel Rawlineon, it is said, has opened out
the entire place of sepulture of the kings and
queens of Assyria. There they lie, it is said,
“in huge stone sarcophagi, with ponderous
lids decorated with the royal ornaments and
costume, just as they were deposited more than
three thousand years ago.”

A great musical festival, directed by Liex,
the pianist, has been announced to take plnce
at Ballenstadt. Fifteen hundred musi

bly anterior to the fifteenth centu-
ry. The blue matter detached from the plas-
ter, and purified by acetic acid, alcohol, and
potash, is discolored in chlorihydric acid, so as to
leave no doubt of its being the blue of outremer.
The green, treated by the same reactives, is

d of two el ts; one blue and the
other yellow; the blue is outremer, the yel-
low is some organic matter, a gum or other
vegetable lac. The red is vermilion, or sul-
phuret of mercury.

There has lately been deposited at the mis-
sion rooms of the American Board of Com-
missioners for Foreign Missions, s besautiful
sculptured piece of marble, weighing, per-
haps, sixty pounds, taken from the ruins of
the ancient Temple of the Sun, at Baalbeck,
Syria. It was brought by Capt. Hudson, late
of the bark Cornelia, trading between New-
York and Beirut.

A recent letter from Hiram FPowers, the
American sculptor, states that he has effected
another very important improvement in model-
ing for sculpture, and has also made a discov-
ery which will prove of universal mechanical
importance, having been for ages an undiscov-
ered desideratum. The Richmond Inquirer says
that on being secured by letters patent here, as
is being done in England, it will doubtless be
made public.

The French papers report the death of the
most eminent of the modern sculptors of France
—M. Pradier—aged only fifty years. His end
was sudden and affecting—while wandering
with his young daughter and a party of friends
on a day’s excursion amid the beauties of Bou-
gival. A momentary sense of discomfort led
him to take rest in the house of M. Eugene
Forcade, while the rest strayed on, unconscious
of the fact, to Marly. From that rest he was
never to re-issue to the world—and when his
daughter knew that illness had detained him,
she was an orphan.

The King of Naples has given to the Ameri-
can Minister at that court permission to have
s large block cat from the lava of Vesuvius for
the Washington monument; and the further
authority to open two tombs in Herculaneum,
and transport their contents to enrich the
museum of the legislative capital of the United
States.

See our article on Murillo for an account of
the late great sale of Marshal Soult’s pictures
in Paris. The correspondent of the Iond
Times gives the following additional particu-
lars :—* Out of Spain, Marshal Soult’s was the
only collection, private or public, which con-
huled 80 great a number of works of the best

were to take part in it.

The Faris correspondent of the Boston Atlas
says that M. Dumas presented lately to the
French Academy of Sciences s paper from MM.
Persos and Collomb, upon the chemical compo-

Spanish ters. It reckoned not less than
fifteen Mnnllou, and among them the *Con-
ception,’ the ¢Nativity of the Vu-gm,’ the
‘Flight to Egypt,’ ‘Peter in Prison,’ &c

possessed eighteen works by Zubaran ; four by
Ribera ; seven by Alonzo Cano; two ﬂne pic-
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tures of Herrers, the elder; and a great num-
ber of the best works of Sanchez Coello, Llanos
Valdes, Ribalta, Herrera, the younger, &c., all
painters of great merit, and whose works are
but little known out of Spain. Two great rari-
ties of this collection are the ‘ Unutterable
Anguish ’ of Morales, and the ¢ Christ bearing
his Cross,” of Sebastian del Piombo. The first
of these pictures has always been considered in
Spain as the very finest work of Morales, while
the picture of Sebastian del Piombo is s work
of such immense importance as to be almost
unique in a private collection. Another mas-
terpiece is the * Tribute Money ’ of Titian, con-
sidered one of the finest works of that mas-
ter. The whole collection offered for the three
days’ sale consists of a hundred and fifty-seven
pictures, with two small enamels by Petitot,
being miniature likenesses of Turenne and
Catinat, some bronzes of no great pretensions,
a mosaic or two, and a piece of Gobelin tapes-
try. Of the hundred and fifty-seven pictures,
a hundred and ten are of the Spanish school,
twenty-two of the old Italian masters, and
twenty-five of the Flemish and Dutch schools.
When it was first announced that the Soult
gallery was to be sold by auction, the effect
produced in the world of art was so great that
it was at once seen how much importance was

attributed to the dispersion of this collection.
Although M. Bonnefons de Lavislle, the auc-
tioneer, had allowed the collection to be viewed
privately for ten days before the sale, and had
afterward thrown it open to the world for
three days more, it would really seem as if the
curiosity of the public could never be satiated.
The crowd which thronged the rooms on the
three days of public view was so great as to
render moving in it & work of labor, and on
the last day of all a complete block-up took
place more than once during the view.”

Monument to Colonel Johnson.—The New-
York Courier gave a description sometime since
of a monument that Launitz, the eminent sculp-
tor of this city, was making, to be erected to
the memory of Col. R. M. Johnson, by order
of the Legislature of the State of Kentucky.
The Courier now states, from the Lexing-
ton (Ky.) Standard, that the Legislature of
that State appropriated the snm of only nine
hundred dollars toward the work. The rela-
tives of the deceased hearing this, and learning
that this sum was insufficient to erect a suita-
ble testimonial, voluntarily added the sum of
fifteen hundred dollars, which secures the fine
monument upon which Launitz is engaged.
This private aid is dishonorable to the State.

Xiterary Becord,

FOREIGN.

A Memoir of TRorwalsden has been issued
in Germany, from the Danish of Thiele. There
has been no satisfactory record of the great
northern sculptor until the appearance of this
work. It is highly commended, as not only
thorough in research, and abundant in materi-
als, but critically appreciative of the artist—a
work which will rank among standard biogra-
phies.

Lamartine has completed eight of the popular
biographies which are to appear in his forth-
coming journal, (The Cinlizer,) among which
are enumerated those of Columbus, Joan of
Arc, Homer, Guttenberg, and Bernard Palissy,
the potter.

M. Bugene Burnouf, the eminent orientalist,
bas yielded, in very youth, to a long and se-
vere malady by which he had been afflicted,
but from which the expectation of his recovery
took even at the very last a form of expression
which is one of the touching incidents in the
case. Onme of the branches of the Institute, the
Academy of Inscriptions and Belles Lettres,
elected him to the distinguished office of its
Perpetual Secretary on the very day when he
was engaged in the struggle with death.
Though for a time his family despaired of con-
veying to his failing sense the knowledge of
this final honor, the consolation of such a tes-
timonial to the value of his labors was not de-
nied him. He rallied to receive the crown
decreed him by his brethren, but died before
he could wear it. Amongst his labors may be
mentioned the publication of the texts of Zoro-
aster, with & commentary on the old Prussian

Book of Prayers; his translations of cuneiform
inscriptions found at Persepolis and other pla-
ces; his lectures on the Vedas, and on the
laws of Menu; his translations of, and com-

tary on, the Bhagavata Pourana, one of the
most remarkable transformations of Brahman-
ism; and the History of Buddhism—a work of
vast research, which he completed only a few
months ago.

The Baster Dook Fair at Leipsic is to be un-
usually important. The catalogue announces
some five thousand seven hundred works, pub-
lished and to be published, being eight hundred
more than at the last Easter fair. They are
from nine hundred and three publishers: one
house issues a hundred and thirteen; another
ninety-five,

A life of Kirdy, the entomologist, {s forthe
coming, and is anticipated in England with
considerable intevest,

The Literary Gazette commends highly
Madame Prus’ ¢ Residence in Algeria.”’ It is
said to abound in interesting topics and inci-
dents, and to be acourate,

A volume has appeared from the Eunglish
press under the title of * Alastor,”” proposing
o new Theory of the Universe,” and attacking
Humboldt and Herschell, and the entire theory
of gravitation.

Joecph Bonoms, F, R. S, L., has sent forth an
important work, entitled * Ninevek and ste Pal-
aces : the Discoveries of Botta and Layard applied
to the Elucidation of Holy Writ.” It is pro-
nounced a very elaborate and careful précis
of the results of these marvelous discoveries,
and the illustrations they afford of sacred hig.
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tory, &c. The progress made ia rendering the
cuneiform inscriptions is detailed.

The English press announces, among forth-
coming works, o new book of * Travels,”” by
Samuel Laing; * Notes on the Political and
Social State of Denmark and the Duchies of
Holstein and Sleswig P’ * Count Arenberg,” o
story of the times of Luther, by Mr. Sortaine;
a translation from the German of an * Erpe-
dition from Senaar to Taka, Basa, and Beni-
Ameer,” by Fred. Werne.

Gogol, the “R X y
died at Moscow. His works were exceedingly
popular, and illustrative of Russian life. Ow-
ing to * religious mysticism,” it is said, he re-
fused to re-edit them; he considered them a
¢ deadly sin,” and died in deep poverty, not
accepting the offers of booksellers for a revised
edition of his publications. He burned all his
unpublished manuscripts. When dying, he ex-
claimed, * Ah! if people knew how pleasant it
is to die, they would not fear death I’

Lowis Napoleon has suppressed the chairs of
History and Philosophy in the University of
Paris, by & formal decree. What may be ex-
pected next from this political coxcomb? Even
the teaching of the physical sciences is, it is
reported, put under serious embarrassments.

A prize of 4,000 francs has been offered by
the French Academy for the best ‘“Essay on
Political Eloquence in England”—the proposi-
tion extends to the first of March, 1854.

M. Guizot has a new work in press, which
will shortly be published,—* Corneille et son
Tempe.” It will be a pendant to his Shakspeare,
one e‘:l'. the most admirable critical works ever
issu

Gorgey has published his book on the Hun-
garian War, but the Government have sup-
pressed it so thoroughly that not a copy is to
be had. The cause of this interdict is supposed
to be that he says the Hungarians were on le-
gitimate ground up to their declaration of in-
dependence at Debreczin on the 14th of April,
1849. Then, he says, he withdrew from their
cause.

Among the students of the University of Ed-
inburgh are three Egyptians, one Russian, one
Greek, one Chinaman, two Persians, three Ger-
mans, one Arabian, and two Frenchmen.

The London Ath for sale, at
auction, the large collection of original Royal,
Cavalier, and Roundhead Correspondence made
by Mr. Bentley, and embracing the whole pe-
riod of the Great Civil War of the seventeenth
century. “These documents,” says the Athe-
n@um, * comprise the Correspondence of Prince
Rupert from 1643 to 1648—preserved in the
family of his secretary, Col. Bennett, and
sold to Mr. Bentley by Mr. Bennett, of Pyt
Honse: also the collection of the Corre-
spondence of the Fairfax family, preserved at
Leeds Castle, It is certainly a misfortune
that when the useful work of the collector
has once been done, there should again be
sny separation of documents which individ-
ually lose & great portion of their value for
want of the context and comment which they
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supply to one another. History is greatly o
loser by all such facts. Nos only has each his-
torian to do severally the work of collection
over agsin for himself, but reasons are thus
promoted why he must almost certainly do it
imperfectly. The risk of historic falsification
is incurred by the scattering of the documents
after it had been provided against by their ac-
cumulation. Mr, Bentley offered this collec-
tion to the British Museum at a sacrifice.”

The admirers of the writings of Count Eman-
wel Swedenborg dined together lately at Free-
masons’ Tavern, London, to celebrate the forty-
second anniversary of the Society for Printing
and Publishing his Theological Works. The
London Literary Gazette says :—“We have
often been astonished at the huge issues of trans-
lations and reprints of Swedenborg’s writings in
London, and wondered alike where they would
find either purchasers or readers. It seems
that the works are published by a Society
which contains a few wealthy enthusiasts in
its members. Many excellent and ingenious
things are found in the voluminous writings of
Swedenborg; but that a goodly company of
London citizens should be brought together to
a public dinner in the busy month of June, in
honor of the Swedish mystic, is a religious and
literary phenomenon of curious occurrence.”

The last number of the * Literary Gazette”
for Sweden contains some interesting statistics
of 8wedish litérature, journalism, and science in
the year 1850. In that year ten hundred and
sixty books and a hundred and thirty-three jour-
nals and periodicals were published in the coun-
try. Of these books the works on theology are
by far the most numerous, for they muster to the
strength of & hundred and eighty-two; next
comes jurisprudence, with a hundred and twenty-
three law-books ; history, philology, medicine,
mathematics, average from thirty to eighty
works ; and the number of treatises on the fine
arts dwindles down to three. A hundred and
fifty-six novels were published, chiefly transla-
tions from English and French works. Of the
hundred and thirteen Swedish newspapers,
sixteen were published in 8tockholm.

A brief and popular account of The Cata-
combe of Rome has been published in London.
It is compiled chiefly from the * Roma Subter-
ranea” of Bosio and Aringhi, and from an ab-
stract of the recent labors of M. Perret, the
French architect, in the *Revue des Denx
Mondes” for September, 1851. Along with
Dr. Maitland’s work on the same subject, this
little treatise gives to English readers a good
general acoount of the researches of the learned,
as to the subterranean antiquities of Rome.
We mention, among our art items, the design
of the French Assembly to publish the paintings
and sculptures of the Catacombs. We shall
probably soon have all the available aids of
these antiquities for the illustration of Chris-
tian questions.

Longman & Co., London, for imme-
diate publication * A Ride through the Nubian
Desert,”” by Capt. Peel, and Dr. Sutherland’s nar-
rative of the Arctic Voynage of the Lady Frank-
lin, and the following subjectsa among others in
the * Traveler’s Library :”’— Pictures from 8t.
Petersburgh,” by Edward Jerrmann, translated
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by F. Hardman ; * Brittany and the Bible,” h’
J. Hope; “The Natural History of Creation,”
by T. Lindley Kmy; and * Electricity and the
Electric Telegraph,” by George Wilson. Among
important literary works in preparation we
may mention Bunsen’s * Hippol and his
Age,” Freeman’s * Life of the Rev. W. Kirby,”
and Lord John Russell’s “ Journals and Papers
of the late Thomas Moore,” containing much
valuable and interesting matter, for which
Messrs. Longman are said to have given the
sum of $15,000.

The French Bocialist refugees in London
have projected s new paper for the promulga-
tion of their opinions, to be called ¢ Free Ku-
rope.” MM. Lonis Blanc, Etienne Cabet, and
Pierre Leroux, are editors, with two English
trustees, Mr. Vansittart Neale and Mr, William
Coningham,

The chair of Moral Philosophy in the Uni-
versity of Edinburgh, vacant by tie resignation
of Professor Wilson, has been filled by the eleo-
tion of Mr. Patrick E. McDougall, Professor of
Ethics in the New College, Edinburgh. The
patronage in the case of this, as of most other
chairs of the University, is in the hands of the
Town Council of Edinburgh. Mr. McDougall’s
chief rival was Mr, Ferrier, a Professor at St.
Andrew’s, and the son-in-law of Prof. Wilson.
The choice ultimately lay between Mr. Ferrier
and Mr. McDougall, when Mr. McDougall ob-
tained the preference by twenty votes against
thirteen. Mr. McDougall has already a high
reputation in Edinburgh; and his friends an-
ticipate that under his professorship the chair
will retain the eminence conferred on it by his
distinguished predecessors, Ferguson, Stewart,
Brown, and Wilson.

Dickens’s * Household Words * says that the
three-penny weekly newspapers of England are
entirely displacing the six-penny. The Weekly
Times, for example, has a circulation of sixty
thousand per week, and Lioyd’s Puaper at least
fifty thousand. Douglas Jerrold is the editor
of the latter.

The penny (two-cent) weekly literary pa-
pers also attain great circulations. The Low-
don Journal has s weekly circulation of one
hundred and seventy thousand copies.

Jerrold, according to the anthor of
“What I S8aw in London,” is * making a sad
wreck of himself through the excessive use of
intoxicating liquors.”

The poet Rogers has presented to the British
Museum the original covenant between * John
Milton, gent., and S8amuel Simmons, printer,”
for the sale of Paradise Lost, dated 27th April,
16687. By the terms of the covenant, Milton
was to receive five pounds at once, and five
pounds more after the sale of thirteen hundred
copies of each of the first three editions! The
sum actually received by Milton was eighteen
pounds, for which the receipt still exists.

William and Mary Howitt have lately issued
a work upon the Literature of Northern Eu-
rope. We give a quotation, The work is
voluminous, containing biographical sketches
of all the northern authors of any eminence,
together with specimens of their writings.

A new edition of ** Michael Angelo, considered

as o Philosophical Poet, with Translations,” by
Mr. Taylor, is announced in England. Condivi,
who was cotemporary with Michael Angelo, in-
forms us that the latter applied himself to the
study of the Italian poets and orators, and com-
posed sonnets before the accession of Julius IL,
who cslled Angelo to Rome ; it is, however, more
than probable that they were penned during
various periods of his life. It is upon these
sonnets that Mr. Taylor considers the artist
entitled to be regarded as a philosophic poet ;
and, most undoubtedly, they abound with
deeply-meditative thoughts, expressed in sym-
bolical language. Religion, and the love of the
beautifal, wherever it appeared in human form,
are the pervading subjects of his poems.

DOMESTIC.

The Hon. Joseph F. Buckingham, a veteran of
the Boston press, is about to issue an autobio-
graphical work, Prof. Feltown, of Cambridge,
is & Memoir of John 8. Popkin; it
will include Dr. Popkin’s Lectures on Education.
Jokn @G. Saxe’s poems are about to appear in &
new and complete edition, with a portrait.

Major Richardeon, suthor of Walanston and
several other productions, died in New-York
lately. He was from England, and had been
an officer in the British army. At one time he
was the Canadian correspondent of the London
Times. His habits were prodigal; his pride
too excessive to allow him to live within his
means ; and it is said he died indirectly, if not
directly, of starvation.

John Howard Payne.—The Baltimore Patriot
announces the death of this eminent author.
He is well known as a dramatic writer, and the
author of “ Home, Sweet Home,” a song which
will long preserve his memory. He was our
consul at Tunis,

At s recent meeting of the Pennsylvania
Historical Bociety, a letter was read from Bisk-
op Upfold,in which he promised to furnish the
Bociety such important historical facts as he
might meet with during his travels through
the State. Among the MSS, which the Bishop
presented through Mr. Jordan, are copies of the
original commission of President Johu Adams
to Jacob Burnet and others, constituting them
the Legislative Council of the Territory north-
west of the Ohio River. It is dated at Phila-
delphia, March 4, 1799. One of this council,
Judge Burnet, is still alive, and enjoying a vig-
orous old age.

A Great Publishing Establishment.—Accord-
ing to a report made at the late General
Conference of the M. E. Church, the * Book
Concern” of this denomination has a total bal-
ance of property of $663,189 62, deducting
twenty per cent. for possible bad debts. A
part of this is in real estate, consisting of
houses and lots, and part in stocks. The profit
or yield from the entire capital, for the four

past, is as follows :—For the year ending
in 1849, $32,838 52; for 1850, $15,339 65;
for 1851, $47,261 42 ; and for 1852, $63,806 14.
In the different departments of the establish-
ment there are at present about two hundred per-
sons employed. Not only is the printing and
binding done here, but the stereotype plates
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are cast on the premises. All the works issued
at present are stereotyped, except the Christian
Advocate. Duplicate plates of The Bunday-
8chool Advocate are made for every number,
and transmitted to Cincinnati, for the use of
the Western Book Concern. There are eight
power-presses at present employed, and one
hand-press. This is & decrease on former
years in regard to number, but an increase
in regard to effectiveness, several of the
old presses having been advantageously ex-
changed for one more valuable. During the
last four years there have been added to the
General Catalogue sixty-eight volumes, of
which eighteen are 8vo. and fourteen in 12mo. ;
the rest of smaller size. To these should
be added the Revised Hymn Book in the vari-
ous sizes, with fresh sets of stereotype plates.
To the Sunday-school list have been added
three hundred and thirty-four volumes ; to the
Youth’s Library, in various sizes, three hun-
dred and twenty-five volumes, besides the Al-
manac: making a total of seven hundred and
twenty-seven new works, besides the Hymn
Book. To this must be added, also, eight hun-
dred and forty-four pages of Tracts.

The Literary World reports the following
forthcoming works :—

Messrs. Charles S. Francis & Co., Broad-
way, have in press * Grimm’s Household 8to-
ries”’ and *“ German Popular Tales,” complete
in one volume.

In August will be published by Messrs. Phil-
lips, Sampeon & Co., Boston, & new work by
William Ware, author of Zenobis, Aurelian,
&c., entitled * Lectures on the Works and Ge-
nius of Washington Allston.” Messrs. P, 8. &
Co. have now ready the sixth thousand of ““ A
Peep at No. 5; or, a Chapter in the Life of a
City Pastor.”

Messrs. D. A & Co. will publish im-
mediately, in their Library of Readable Books,
“A Journey to Katamandu; or, Life at the
Court of Nepaul,” by Laurence Oliphant. This
journey was made in the company of Jnug Ba-
hadoor and suite, returning home from England
and France.

Mr. C. B. Norton, House, announces
to be published shortly, * A General Index to
Periodical Literature,” by W. F. Poole, Esq.,
Librarian of the Boston Mercantile Library.

Ticknor, Reed & Ficlde announce as forth-
coming from their press, a new poem, by Al-
fred Tennyson; A new poem by the author of
‘“Festus;”” A volame of Barry Cornwall’s
Prose Stories; The Poetical Works of Rev.
Henry Alford, ¢ Vicar of Hymeswold ;”’ Chas.
Mackay’s Poems; “Lydis, 8 Woman’s Book,”
by Mrs. Newton Crosland, author of * Partners
for Life,” &c.; A new volume of De Quincey’s
Writings; * Village Life in Egypt,” by the
euthor of * Adventures in the Libyan Desert ;”’
* Hellenics,” by Walter S8avage Landor; * Pa-
huz t:e Potter,” by ﬂle suthor of *How to
make him Unhealthy.” Also, in i
¢ Jerdan’s Autoblogriphy. "lso, ; reperton

Ohio Weslcyan University. — The Western
Christian Advocate says that the Rev. Mr.
French proposes to raise ten thousand dollars

in the city of Cincinnati to endow a professor-
ship of Biblical literature in the Ohio Wesleyan
University. The subecriptions are a thousand
dollars each. Bix persons have already sub-
scribed a thousand dollars each, on the condi-
tion that ten subscribers can be obtained. It
is confidently expected that the other four
thousand will be obtained.

Bange, Brother & Co. commence the fifty-
sixth New-York Trade Sale on Monday, sixth
of Beptember next. They have on hand for
private sale some superbly embellished works.
We are indebted to the generosity of these pub-
lishers for several illustrated volumes which
shall be noticed in our next No.

The Independent says,  Rev. Edward P. Hum-
phrey, D. D., of Louisville, is chosen Professor
of Theology at Princeton, in place of the late
Dr. A. Alexander—a judicious selection. Dr.
H. is the eldest son of Heman Humphrey,
D. D., lately President of Amherst College, who
lives to enjoy the Christian honor that has come
to his family,

Methodist Institutions of Learning.—The Re

of the late General Conference of the Methodist
Episcopal Church state that therc are no less than
eight colleges belonging to the denomination,
with property and funds amounting to $494,063 ;
the oldest is at Middletown, and was founded in
1830. There are forty-six academies and sem-
inaries, the oldest of which is at Wilbraham,
and was founded in 1829. In twenty-nine of
these there are four thousand nine hundred and
thirty-six students, an average of a hundred and
seventy to each, The Methodist Episcopal
Charch, South, is not included in this report.
Its literary institutions are also numerous; but
we have not any summary of them at hand.

The New-York Courier and Enguirer notices
a fact, very creditable to American literature,
that in an English wholesale catalogue, in
which, under the head *“Popular Standard
Works,” are one hundred and thirty-three
items, of which forty-seven, considerably more
than ome-third, are the product of American
pens, and were first published by American
publishers.

Dr. R. W. Griswold denies having written the
“ Review of American Literature,” in the West-
minster Review, and says that he has not even
read the article,

Prof. Olmetead has in preparation a trestise
on the Aurora Borealis, in regard to which he
holds an original theory. His treatise is to be
published by the Smithsonian Institute.

Prof. Brown’s valuable work on English Gram-
mar is highly applauded by the London Litera-
ry Gasette. It declares that all that has been
said worthy of record on the orthography, ety-
mology, syntax, and prosody of the English
language is here methodically and amply illus-
trated. Prof. Andrewe’s Latin Lexicon is com-
mended strongly by the London Spectator.
“It is,” saya that journal, *the best Latin
Dictionary we have met with for the scholar or
the ad d student.” The London Athens-
um speaks in high terms of Dr. Anthon’s edi-
tions of the classics, &c. It says that * what-
ever he has undertaken, he has performed in &
scholarly style.”
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Book Rotfices.

Jewett & Co., Boston, are issuing the works of
the venerable Dr. Lyman Beecher in neat but
cheap style. Two volumes have appeared. The
first contains fourteen lectures on Atheism and
six on Intemperance. The second volume con-
tains eight sermons. Some three or four more
volumes are to follow. Several of these pro-
ductions have been before the public some
years, and have had powerful effect on the
questions upon which they treat. The Tem-
perance Lectures are especially notable for the
agency they have exerted in that important
movement. Dr. Beecher’s works are marked
throughout by the strong individuality of the
man; they abound in robust thought, lucid
and very definitive statements of his subjects,
closely chained argumentation, passages of en-
ergetic eloguence, and evangelical heartiness
and zeal. He says, “I am the more desirous
of publishing my doctrinal expositions of the
Bible, inasmuch as they have genenlly obvi-
ated the more fon of the
Calvinistic system; and have been, in the
hand of the Spirit, the means of whatever suo-
cess it has pleased God to give to my labors in
revivals of religion.”” See our sketch of the
veteran author.

The Public Addresses, Collegiate and
of D. D. Whedon, have been published by Jew-
ett & Co., Boston. They contain the following
articles :—Inaugural Addrese; Baccaluureate at
the Wesleyan University; Bacoalaureate at the
University of Michigan; Phi Beta Koppa Ad-
dress at the Weeleyan University ; Second Bacoa-
laureate at the Wesleyan University; Candidates’

Strong’s Harmony and Eqaontw» of the Goe-
—Thhmnbook to make one’s eyes spar-
kle we are not aware that any critical work
of the kind has ever been issued in this coun-
try with equal elegance. It is confessedly
the finest publication ever sent forth from the
extensive house which publishes it. Its plates
are ous, and executed with noticeable
beauty. Several very valuable maps are in-
serted, which partake, also, of the rare nicety
of execution that characterizes the work. The
critical and literary value of the volume is
worthy of its mechanical excellence. Mr,
Strong is a learned layman, whose pecuniary
circumstances enable him to spend his days in
literary leisure, if, indeed, the appropriation of
his time to his favorite and elaborate Biblical
studies can be called leisure. He has in the
present publication given proof that it is not
learned idleness. His Harmony is founded
upon both the parallel and combined plans, as
exemplified respectively in Newcome and Towns-
end. The tary is conti and exceed-
ingly suggestive, as well as popular; and the
subjoined notes, though brief, are pn.hy and “to
the point.” In fine, we are highly gratified
with this noble volume as an honor to both
American literature and American printing.
Cariton and Phillipe, New- York.

Fox and Hoyv Quadmnml Register of the
Methodist Church and Universal Church
Gazetteer is & valuable statistical volume, not
only for the Church for which it is chiefly de-
ligned but for the Christian public generally.

tains an abstract of the Methodist Disci-

Oration at Hamilton College; Tribute to the
Memory of President Fisk; Peychology; the
Christian Citizen’s Political Duties. The last
three are the “ Popular Addresses.”

This volume cannot fail to be a most enter-
taining treat to such readers as like to follow
a thorough thinker, and to be compelled to
think themselves while doing so. They are re-
plete with original and suggestive thought, and
present frequently gems of poetic beauty. The
book is adapted particularly to interest young
and aspiring literary minds; and we predict
that it will be especially popular among such.
It has much of Thomas Carlyle’s fascination,
with few of his defects.

Light's Keep Cool, Go-Ahead, and a few other

. Boston: G. W. Light, 3 Cornhill. Here are
s few examples of genuine poetry—good Saxon
poetry, strenuous with the energy of our times,
and our vernacular. The *“Keep Cool”’ and
“ Go-Ahead ”’ are especially good, and will com-
pare well with the similar productions of Tup-
per, Whittier, and Mackay—the *Good Time
Coming ” of the latter, for example. Mr. Light
is chary of his pages—only about thirty-five
are given—but these are worthy to be printed
in gold. He has dome wisely in publlshing
none but the very selectest of his producti
on this little brochure he will assuredly bua
an enviable reputation as a poet.

phne, abstract of the doings of the late General
Conference of that demomination, Alphabetical
Directory, comprising all its clergy, a Confer-
ence Directory, alterations of the Discipline,
laws of different States affecting churches, &c.,
accounts of all the Methodist sects in the
world, important data respecting most of the
religious bodies of this country and England,
and some very interesting tables. It is a work
evidently of great labor; but some errors we
perceive have escaped the attention of the edit~
ors, Our.very intimate friend, the late editor
of Zion’s Herald, is, for example, so marvel-
ously tossed about into false positions, that we
can hardly recognize him; however, he is so
used to such things that we suppose there is
no danger of his losing the consciousness of his
identity, Hartford: Case, Tiffany & Co. New-
York: Carlton and Phillipe.

A new Rhetorical Reader and Blocutionist has
been issued by Riker, New-York. It has been
prepared by Rev. William H. Gilder, the able
teacher of St. Thomas Hall, Flushing. The
principles of elocution are succinctly, but com-
prehensively presented in the introduction.
The reading examples are numerous, and not
the backneyed ones. We commend this book to
the attention of teachers, and think they will
find it among the very best works of the kind
extant.
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Beligions

The situation of the State (Rwreh in Sweden
and Norway has been matter of anxious dis-
cussion among the priests in Stockholm; and
the wish is expressed that a General Council,
consisting of priests and laity, should be call-
ed by the king to take measures to stem the
progress of heresy, or that a simple synod of
priests should undertake it. Meanwhile the
tendency toward religious freedom constantly
increases, and a union has been formed to
further the cause.

Episcopal Delegati -Bishops Delancy, of
Western New-York, and McCoskrey, of Michi-
are in Europe, as the representatives of the
s‘r:.wntnnt Episcopal Church of the United
Btates, in the jubilee of the Bociety for the
Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts.

Old School.—This is the largest ecclesiasti-
cal body of the Presbyterian name or faith in
the United States. It had a total in May,
1851, of 23 synods, 185 presbyteries, 2,027
ministers, 2,675 churches, and 210,306 com-
municants.

Dauring a period of religious interest in Prince-
ton Cbllege, in 1815, there were thirteen con-
verts : M’Ilvaine, Bishop of Ohio; Jones, Bish-
op of Virginia ; M’Lean and Hodge, professors
of Princeton ; and Armstrong, late Secretary of
the American Board, were among the number.

The four new Bishope of the M. E. Church,
ordained at its late General Conference, were
born as follows :—Levi Beott, in Delaware, in
the year 1802; Edward C. Ames, in Ohio, in
1806 ; Matthew BSimpson, in Ohio, in 1811;
and Osman Cleander Baker, in New-Hampshire,
in 1812,

Britieh and Foreign Bible Society—We pre-
sume there is not an institution in the wide
world so extensive in its operations, and which
exerts a mightier influence, than the British
and Foreign Bible Bociety. It has its aux-
{liaries and its agents in nearly every portion
of the habitable globe, disseminating the Scrip-
tures in nearly every language spoken, and
preparing the way for the extension of civil
and religious liberty among the dark places of
the earth. We observe, by an account of the
anniversary of this gigantic society, held in
London on the 84 of May, that the total
issues of the Holy Scriptures for the past year
amounted to 1,164,642 copies, being an in-
crease of 17,025 over those of the year preced-
ing. The entire receipts of the year ending
March 21st, 1852, were £108,449 sterling,
The total number of copies of the Scriptures
issued by this Bociety since its formation,
amount to 25,402,309 copies.

The Council of Catholic Biskope st Baltimore
have decreed that eight or ten new bishoprics
shall be added to the Church in the United
Btates, and also that the mass shall henceforth
be said or sung in English., These decrees
must, however, be endorsed at Rome by the
Pope before they have any validity.

Summary.

Changes in Ireland.—The report of the Soclety
for promoting Church missions to the Roman
Catholics in Ireland, states that the Society
have, now employed, nineteen missionary clergy-
men, seven lay agents, one hundred and one
Scripture readers, fifty-five schoolmasters and
mistresses, and some hundreds of Irish teschers.
In one district in West Galway, where three
or four ago there were not five hundred
Protestants, there are now between 5,000 and
6,000 converts, and nearly 3,500 children in
the Scriptural schools. Eight new churches are
about to be erected in this district for the ac-
commodation of the common schools.

The variations in the text and punctus-
tion of the six standard editions of the Serir
tures, collected by the American Bible Society’s
committee, fall little short of twenty-four thou-
sand ; and yet not one among them all “ mars
the integrity of the text, or affects any doo-
trine or precept of the Bible.”

The grants of the American Bible Bociety for
publishing the Scriptures abroad the past year,
have amounted to $30,900.

The Wesleyan Methodist Missionary Society re-
ports the amount of its subscriptions and dona-
tions during the last year larger than usual.
The Juvenile Christmas and New Year’s of-
ferings exceeded $2,600. The total income of
the society (including the legacy of $50,000,
left by Thomas Mariott) amounts to about
$358,650. The expenditure has been $557,775,
and the debt is $53,380. The Committee con-
template renewing the mission in South Africa,
the reinforcement of those in India, in Ceylon,
New-Zealand and Feejee, and will avail them-
selves of any other opening that may occur in
China or elsewhere. The stations of the society
now amount to 356, their missionaries and as-
sistants to 486, their catechists, interpreters,
teachers, &c., to 8,477. The accredited Church
members are 108,678,—an increase over the
corresponding period of last year of 8,843.

Methodist Missionary Society—The fiscal ao-
counts of this Bociety were made up to April
25th and not May 1st, this year, owing to the
session of the General Conference at Boston.
The Treasurer’s report shows the receipts of the

year tobe . o+« $154,858 08
Expenses, . . . . 158,031 42
Balance against the Treasury . 3,173 34

It is proposed to raise $200,000 the current
year.

Receipts of Benevolent Societics.—It appears,
from the last anniversary reports in New-York,
that the receipts for the last flscal year of the
leading Benevolent Societies are as follows,
viz.: American Home Missionary Society, $160,-
062 25; American Sunday School Union, (do-
nations, $45,836 54,) $193,848 22; American
Tract Society, (donations, $116,406 41,) $342,-
858 93 ; American Bible 8ociety, (donations not
given,) $308,744 81; American Board of Com-
missioners for Foreign Missions, receipts for the
last nine months, $211,062 54¢. The total in-
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crease in the last year in the societies named
is $91,249,

The Congregationalist says that the Methodist
Episcopal Church in the United States employs
a hundred and sixty missionaries among the for-
eign population in the land, more than half of
all employed by every evangelical denomination
of Christians.

The two branches of the Ohurch
closed their sessions—the Old School at Charles-
ton, the New School at Washington—without
discussing the slavery question. In the lat-
ter body some anti-slavery memorials were
presented and referred, and we believe re-
ported on; but the Assembly declined taking
up the report for consideration—all the motions
to that effect being voted down. The next
session of the New Bchool Assembly is to be
held st Buffalo. The Old School had also

to meet there; but just before the ad-
journment the resolution was rescinded, and
the next session will be held in Philadelphia.

A Handsome Legacy.—The Methodist Prot-
estant, of Baltimore, says : * By the will of Miss
Mary Saam, late of Carroll county, of this State,
a copy of which is now before us, after certain
legacies to surviving relatives, the Superannu-
ated Fund Society is made the residuary lega-
tee to her estate. We are informed that it is
supposed the amount thus left the Society will
be not less than ten thousand dollars—perhaps
considerably more. We mention this for the
encouragement of those interested in this benev-
olent enterprise.”

Among the liberal donations given to the
Wesleyan Missionary Society during the past
year, we find one of £1,262; two of £500 ; one
of £220; two of £200; one of £155; two of
£150; two of £130; two of £120; one of £110;
one of £105 ; eight of £100; one of £79 ; one of
£70; one of £60 10s.; two of £60; one of £52;
eighteen of £50. )

Old School General Assembly.—Several new
Bynods were constituted by this body at its late
session—one in California. The report of the
Theological Seminary, although exhibiting a
smsll number of scholars, shows that 250

men had received, in whole or in part,
their theological education there. The seventh
annual report of the Western Theological S8emi-
nary shows that, in addition to an invested
fand of $74,200, large donations in books, &e.,
were increasing vastly the resources of the
institution and its facilities for theological
ducati The election of Trust of the
General Assembly was deferred until the meet-
ing of the next General Assembly. The report
on the overture from the Presbytery of New-
Jersey, against a change in the Book of Disci-
pline, in relation to the mode of taking testi-
mony, elicited a warm debate. The report was
finally adopted by a vote of 110 to 96.

The Wesleyan Methodist Conference—This Ca-
nadian Methodist body met at Kingston on
Wednesday, the 2d ult. About eighty minis-
ters were present. The Rev. Francis Berry,
Primitive Methodist Minister, having been rec-
ommended by the Brantford District Meeting,
was received into the Wesleyan ministry. The
increase in the number of members during the

past year, is said to be 1825. The Rev. John
Ryerson was appointed representative to the
English Conference. The book snd printing
establishment are represented as being in &
flourishing condition, the profits of the last
year having been larger than any preceding
year of its operations. There is said to be a
very gratifying increase in the amount of mis-
sionary collections and subscriptions during the
year, and the various missions are represented
as being generally in o state of prosperity. The
Book Steward and Editor were re-elected to their
respective stations.

The late General Conference of the M. E.
Church was in session twenty-seven days. Its
next meeting is to be at Indianapolis, May,
1856. The subject of Lay Delegation was care-
fully considered, but the Conference decided
that the proposed change was not expedient
The friends of the measure, however, think
that an important step has been gained, as the
subject has never before been so respectfully
considered by a General Conference. The Bos-
ton Traveler gives the following summary of
the other principal proceedings of the Confer-
ence. The long-contested question conocerning
pewed churches has been definitely settled, in
a manner which tolerates the discretionary
construction of chapels by the societies. No
change has been made in the regulations con-
cerning the presiding eldership. Four new
bishops have been elected, two from the East
and two from the West. The bishops are now
seven in number. A *Seal of the Episcopsey
has been ordered, to be used in common by all,
instead of each having a separate official seal,
as heretofore. The Tract Society of the M. E.
Church, centering at New-York, and the Bab-
bath-school work, have each been re-organized
on an independent basis, with a view to greater
eficiency. With the same intent, alterations
have been made in the constitution of the Mis-
sionary organization. Several new conferences
have been organized, and several new periodi-
cals authorized. The business of general in-
terest transacted on the last day was the pass-
age of three resolutions—one requiring pastors
to catechise children in S8abbath schools and at
special meetings ; another giving all male S8ab-
bath-school superintendents, who are Church
members, seats in the quarterly conferences by
virtue of their office ; and a third providing for
the publication, at New-York, of a new edition
of the Discipline.

Appointments.—The following elections and
sppointments were made at the last General
Conference of the M. E. Church :—Levi 8cott,
D. D., Matthew Simpson, D. D., E. R. Ames, and
Prof. Osman C. Baker, A. M., Bishops ; Thomas
E Bond., M. D, editor of the Christian Advo-
cate and Journal; John M’Clintock, D.D.,
editor of the Quarterly Review; Daniel P.
Kidder, D.D., editor of the Sunday School
Advocate aud Books; Abel Stevens, A. M., edi-
tor of the National Magazine and Secretary of
the Tract Department; Thomas Carlton and
Zebulon Phillips, Book Agents, N. Y.; John P.
Durbin, D.D., Missionary Secretary; Charles
Elliott, D. D., editor of the Western Christian
Advocate ; William Nast, D.D., editor of the
German Christian Apologist ; Prof. Wm. C. Lar-
rabee, A. M., editor of the Ladies’ Repository ;
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L. Swormstedt and Adam Poe, Book Agents, Cin-
cinnati ; Homer J. Clark, D.D., editor of the
Pittsburgh Christian Advocate; Wm. Hosmer,
editor of the Northern Christian Advocate;
James V. Watson, editor of the North Western
Christian Advocate ; 8. D. S8imonds, editor of
the California Christian Advocate.

Mises: Reinfor te.—The American
Board have unt ont, within the last four or
five months, thirty-nine missionary laborers.
Of these, sixteen are men, twenty-three are
women. Five have gone to the Choctaws;
three to the Cherokees; two to the Cattarau-
gus; two to Canton; two to Assyria; two to
the Armenians; one to the Nestorians; two to
Syria; six to the S8andwich Islands; six to

education society was organized at this meet-
ing, with Rev. T. J. Bawyer, D. D., president,
and sixteen trustees, located in different parts
of the State. One hundred thousand dollars
have been raised for a college in Massachusetts,
and some ten or twelve for an academy and insti-
tute in New-York. The denomination has a re-
lief fund of seven or eight thousand dollars for
the benefit of infirm clergymen, or the widows
and orphans of clergymen.

The Classs of East Pennsylvania of the Ger-
man Reformed Church, held its annual session
on the 18th, 18th, and 20th of May, in Ziegle’s
church, Weissenburg township, Lehigh county.
This classis embraces Northampton, Lehigh,
and Monroe counties, in its territorial extent,

Micronesia; two to Ceylon; two to Salonica;
four to the Gaboon, in Africa. 8ix of the thu-ty-
nine are “returned missionaries returning;”’
the remaining thirty-three are new mission-
aries—young, fresh, and vigorous,

From the Pastoral Address of the Bishops of
the M. E. Church in the United States, we learn
that, during the last four years, there has been
< an increase of 90,246 members in the Church.
And the increase has been progressive, as the
first of the four previous years showed an in-
crease of only seven thousand in round num-
bers; in the second year it was twenty-three
thousand ; in the third it was twenty-seven
thousand ; and in the last year it anlounted to
thirty-two thousand. As nearly, too, as can be
ascertained, the number of conversions exceed-
ed the additions; and it is humbly believed
that growth in grace, as a general thing, has
been in encouraging proportion to the acces-
sions to the Church. The last four years have
furnished an i of missionary contribu-
tions very encouraging. The past year pre-
sents an advance of annual income of about
sixty thousand dollars over the year 1848, and
the next year’s appropriation is put down at
$200,000. The Sunday-school department of
the Charch is in a very prosperous state. At
present there are 93,561 officers and teachers,
and 473,311 scholars in Sabbath schools, and
1,260,558 volumes in the libraries. The num-
ber of conversions in the Sabbath schools dur-
ing the past five years, has been 47,327.

At the last annual meeting of the Missionary
Society of the M. H. Church, South, Dr. SBehon,
the Missionary Secretary, stated the foilowing
illustrations of the growing spirit of missions in
that Church. The collections for the year ending

Hny l 18486, l.molulted to. . . . $68529
1847, « . . . 78,618

“ 1848, “ .. . . 62618

“ 1849, “ . . . . 65495

“ 1850, * . . . . 85978

“ 1851, “ . . . . 118,801

“ 1852, about . . . . 120000

Making the aggregate of miuion.l.ry collections,
for the eight years of its separate organization,
in the Methodist Episcopal Church, South, rive
HUNDRED AND NINETY THOUSAND AND TWENTY-
FoUR DoLLARS. The last year ig nearly double
that of the first.

The New-York State Univerealist Convention
held its last session at Hudson. Its chief
feature was an educational movement. An

and bers twenty-one ministers, eighty-three
congregations, and a communicant membership
of about ten thousand souls. The business
claiming the attention of the classis was of the
usual ch ter, and harmoniously tr ted
Measures were taken to secure the amount of
$3,500, the quota chargeable on this classis, in
aid of the fund for uniting Marshall and Frank-
lin Colleges under one title in Lancaster city.
This amount was to have been raised by July
1st, to secure the fund of $70,000 offered to
effect the object.

Reformed Dutch Church.—At the late General
Synod of this Charch, the Rev. Dr. De Witt,
corresponding secretary of the foreign board,
rendered his report, which announced that the
mission in China—where Doty and Talmadge
are laboring—was in an encouraging condition ;
but represented that their Borneo mission was
in an almost hopeless state. The report also
intimated that the p t synod might discon-
tinue the connection of this board with the
American Board of Foreign Missions, it being
the opinion of the most judicious and influen-
tial men of the Reformed Dutch Church that
more men and money could be raised from
their denomination by a separate orguunuon.
Dr. Ludlow was elected toDr. C
as professor in the Theological S8eminary at New-
Brunswick. The report on domestic missions,
next read to the Synod, gave the following sta-
tistics tor the past year :—In twenty-two out of
twenty-seven classes, one or more churches or
missionary stations have been aided during the
part or the whole of the year; fifty-seven

tors and mi ies have received some or
the whole of their support from your funds;
sixty-six churches and ionary stations luvo
enjoyed the beneficence of your churches;
twelve churches have been organized, to which
aid has been extended; five new houses have
been built; four churches ask no further aid;
nineteen new churches and new stations have
been established or assisted; four hundred
and twenty-three persons have been received,
by profession of faith, into the churches aided ;
four hundred and thirty-seven have been re-
ceived by certificate from other churches;
eighteen applications for aid are now l_ymg
upon the Board, on account of the embarrassed
state of the treasury; and one hundred and
thirty-five out of three hundred churches have
contributed to the funds of the board.

The Greek Church.—The * Trieste Gazette
has the following, from Athens :—The attention
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of the government is at present engaged on a
very serious affuir. It proposes to conclude,
with the patriarch of Constantinople, a treaty
that will completely change the relations of
the Greek Church, which had declared itself
independent of Constantinople since the estab-
lishment of a kingdom, and had for its chief a
synod chosen by the king. By the new treaty,
t{: Greek Church will cease to be an independ-

ent member of the dogma of Anatolia, and will
return under the full and entire authority of
the patriarch. The orthodox Russian part
have long looked for this result. It was l{
Degliganni, who, when Greek chargé d’affaires
at Constantinople, ded in luding this
treaty with the support of the orthodox party.
The Greek ministers are now about to present
it to the Chambers.

Srientific Ftems.

Lieutenant Maury reports to the Secretary of
the Navy that the Asteroid discovered by Gas-
on the 17th of March last, was observed
at the National Observatory by Mr. James Fer-
guson with the filar micrometer of the large
Equatorial on the 6th, and again on the Tth
inst. The Asteroid has the appearance of a star
of the 10-11 magnitude, and makes the 16th in
the group between Mars and Jupiter.

The Academy of Sciences of France, at their
last session, unanimously voted to give the
Cavier prize to Professor Agassiz for his * Re-
cherches foseiles.”

Siwiss papers state that a machinist of Einsie-
den, in the canton of Schwyz, has invented a
new apparatus for printing by electric tele-
graph, by which each letter is printed in any
required kind of type by a single closing of the
circuit, and the motion of the letters is accom-
plished by the action of one magnet and one
commutator only.

I in Railway Cars—Nehemish
Hodge, of North Adams, Mass., obtained a
patent for a new car-wheel with a wide, thick
band of India-rubber fitted in between the out-
side and an inner rim, so as to take off from
the wheel and carriage much of the jar when
the carriage is in motion, and which it is
thought will be a great protection sagainst the
breaking of axles, and save much wear to the
different parts of the carriage.

Galvanic .—Dr. Nichols, of Haver-
hill, is slleged to have made a very im-
portant improvement in an apparatus by which
he produces light and heat through galvanic
agency. He applies the same batteries which
decompose the water to the propulsion of ma-

hinery by the hine of Prof. Page; so that
he now lights, warms, cooks, and propels by the
spparatus, and carries on all the operations at
the same time.

The Leading Chemists of Europe.~—The most
distinguished chemists in Europe and America
are : in France—Dumas, Regnault, and Laurent.
Austria—Redtenbacher and Schrotter. Ger-
many—Rose, Mitscherlick, and Bunsen. Italy
—Sobrero and Peyroni. England—Faradsy,
Muspratt, Playfair. Ireland—Kane and Apjohn.
Scotland—Gregory, Anderson, Thomson. Amer-
jca—Hare, Jackson, Rogers, Horsford, Dana.

A new claimant for posthumous fame has
been brought to notice by T. D’Arcy McGes,
editor of The Celt, now published at Buffalo.
He states, in his history of the Early Irish Set-
tlers in America, that Christopher Colles, an

Irishman, who arrived in this country about the
time Fulton was born, delivered, in 1772, at
Philadelphis, a series of lectures on the sub-
ject of Lock Navigation, and was the first per-
son who suggested to the Government of this
State, canals and improvements on the Ontario
route. He was generally considered as a vision-
ary projector, and his plans were sometimes
treated with ridicule, and frequently viewed
with distrust. In 1784, 1785, 1786, and for
several successive years, he petitioned the Leg-
islature of that State on the importance and
practicability of uniting the western lakes to
the Atlantic. He was probably the suthor of
the letters signed * Hibernicus,” on the same
subject, which were published at New-York
about the beginning of this century. In 1774
he proposed to supply New-York with water by
oqueducts, such a8 now bring in the Croton,
and of which he exhibited models at public
lectures. During the last war he was *the
projector and attendant of the telegraph erect-
ed on Castle Clinton.”” He died in obscurity
and poverty, while others were growing famous
and wealthy upon the stolen ideas of his fail-
ing intellect.

, Railroads.—The Paris correspondent of the
New-York Commercial writes: *“ From a late
and official table of all the railroads in the
world, I obtain the following footings up of
some of the principal nations. The United
States heads the list :—

Miles of roed in

actoal operation.
United States . . . . . 10,968
England . . . . . . . 7,467
Germany . . . . . . . 5,698
France . . . . . . . 1930
Belgium . . . . . . . 568
Russia . . . . . . . . 315
Italy . .. .. .. . 182
Total, . . . . .27,028

France is constructing or projecting 730 miles
more, to complete the iron net-work upon her
surface. This, with the Panama road, the line
at the Isthmus of Suez, and the few miles lately
opened at Madrid, may bring up the entire
length to & round 28,000.

Among the latest discoveries at Nineveh, one
coffin was found containing the body of a lady
of the royal house ; many of her garments were
entire, also the gold studs which fastened her
vest. The most discovery, however, was
amask of thin gold pressed upon the face, so as to
assume and retain the features of the deceased.
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The monthly review of secular news, pro-
posed in our Prospectus, is omitted in the ro-
ent number. Unavoidable delays—such, how-
ever, as might have been expected, and are, we
trust, excusable in the first issue—have placed
this department out of date. Hereafter, we
hope to render it a continuous and comprehen-
sive record of current history—not merely
items of news, but appreciative comments upon
them, so that the reader who has kept pace with
the daily or weekly press may find it an appro-
priate review of what he haas already gone over ;
or, if he has not had these means of informe-
tion, may rely upon it as an sdequate outline
of the events of the month.

The varlety and collocation of the articles of
a work like this, and not merely their intrinsic
value, must, we are aware, constitute much of
its intercst. We shall attempt to meet the
most varied tastes, except such as are vitiated
or morbid. In the present number will be
found two leading literary articles, from the
London Christian Bpectator and Christian Ob-
server respectively, on Carlylc’s Sterling, and
the Writings of T'homas Moore; their moral
tone is especially elevated ; we commend them
to our literary readers. The article from Ne-
ander on the Devil Worekipers, will be of as
much interest to the popul der as to the
theological student; it about exhausts the re-
sources of that curious subject. We shall give,
seriatim, the entertaining and yet elaborate ar-
ticles from Fraser’s Magazine on Romantic Fo-
bles and Popular Superstitions ; they very happily
combine popular fiction and literary illustra-
tion. We give several valuable articles of a
scientific, but popular, character, among which
is & paper from Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal
on Red Rain and Dust Showers, one on the
History of the Pearl, and another on Herschel,
Rosse, and the Telescope. The Beacon Five of the
Tyrol we copy, with some modifications, from
& periodical of the London Tract Society ; the
editor affirms that it is founded on historical
facts. The articles on Mount Ararat, Murillo,
Monomaniacs, the Greek 'Philosophical Schools,
Pter Cartwright, Marriage Cerémonies, dc., de.,
we hope will find favor with the grett. and
respectable class of * general readers,”

A sensible writer, in one of the periodicals
of the London Tract Society, says :—* What we
seem to want is, a literature which, while it is
not directly given to the discussion of the dog-
mas of Christisnity, is throughout pervaded by
its spirit—a literature which shall be perfectly
free from sll sectarian peculiarities, both in
religion and politics—the literature, not of a
party, but of humanity; addressing itself to
the deep and universal principles of our nature,
and doing this in such a form and manner as
shall make it welcome to the homes of the
working population, while it enlarges their
comprehension, conciliates their prejudices,
purifies their sentiments, and thus induces
those mental and moral hebits which consti-
tute the chief features of a true elevation. It
will be at once felt, however, that it is much

easier to describe, than to secure, such a pro-
vision. To the extent in which it may be al-
ready realized by existing societies, or by indi-
vidual effort, every enlightened friend of the
people must rejoice. But very much remains
to be accomplished, before it is fully adequate
to the circumstances and wants of the age.
The great desideratum of the present day is,
the more extensive supply of & cheap periodical
literatwre, such as shall combine the lighter

of imagination with solid instruction,
borrow its illustrations from every field of ne-
ture and walk of art, adapt itself to the varied

of our common humanity, and harmo-
nizing with the great and vital truths of the
Christian revelation, shall aim at the perma-
nent and true advancement of those to whom
its mission is directed.”

Preparstions are being made by the publish-
ers for the more elegant mechanical execution
of our Magazine. We hope hereafter to wear
even a better aspect than at present.

We design to give from ten to fifteen illus-
trations monthly. It is not deemed desirable
to crowd the Magasine with a superabundance
of engravings, thereby sinking its literary char-
acter in the mere pictorial interest of & juve-
nile work. Such as we insert shall usually be
portraits or illustrations of real scenes. In due
time we shall give a consecutive or serial char-
acter to these embellishments, by which the
reader will be furnished with connected illus-
trations of important subjects in literature, his-
tory, &c.

Among the foreign periodicals which have
been placed upon our list as resources for mo-
teriale are the leading English Quarterlies,—
Blackwood, Fraser, Chambers, Dublin Univer-
sity, Hogg, Sharpe, and Tait's Magasines; the
Christian Observer, Christian Spectatar, Chris-
tian Witness, United Presbyterian Magazine,
Christian Treasury, Free Church Magazine,
Wesleyan Methodist Magazine, London Literary
Gazette, Leader, Athengum, Spectator, &¢c., be-
sides several French and German monthlies,
and a large variety of American periodicals.
We shall have abundant resources for sterling
selections.

‘We have received numerous applications for
agencies for this Magaszine. The publishers
will give them the earliest possible replies.

Our friends may be assured that the liberal-
ity of the expense of our publishers, on this
work, will be fully proportioned to the liberal-
ity of its patronage. We make none other than
this general promise in respect to its future
enlargement or improvement. We urge our
patrons to extend on every hand the circula-
tion of the work; speak & good word for it}
show it among your neighbors ; state its cheap
terms. We are aware of no other publication
of the same size and character, which is pub-
lished at as low a rate in the nation. Will not
its mechanical, its literary, and its moral char
acteristics, combined, tee you in recom-
mending it strongly to your friends?
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T ¥zl of no river in the
’ world are more noted
for beautiful landscapes, antique ruins,
and local scenes of poetry and romance.
Scarcely any section, however small, of
this celebrated stream is
destitate of such delightful
associations. Our plates
represent a short reach of
the river ; but it would take
pages to describe all the
beauties and historical and
legendary memories which
are comprised within this
brief space. ‘
Passing the charming little
village of Lorchausen, which
nestles at the entrance of a
gorge, and is protected in
the rear by mountain heights,
and watched over by a soli-
tary tower, the voyageur
soon beholds the round
tower and decaying walls

of Furstenburgh which overlook Rhein- !

diebach. This stronghold was dismantled
by the French in 1689, and has ever since
been gradually yielding to the ravages of
time, until it now stands hoary in its ruins.
The traveler then passes the romantic !
Vor. I. No. 2.—H

THE RHINE.

and antique town of Lorch, which quietly

reposes in the opening of the valley of the
Wisperthal. Near by rises the steep and
lofty mountain of Kedrich. The guide-
i book will remind him that ¢ its steepness
| was no proof against the steps of the Evil
. One, who rode up its side on horseback
one night, and left behind him some marks
still pointed out as the Devil's Ladder.
The same feat was afterward performed
by a young knight, Sir Hilchen von Loreh,
who, with the help of a few kind fairy
friends, scaled the height to rescue his
ladye-love, held in duresse upon the sum-
mit by some spiteful gnomes.”

At Lorch begins the Rheingau, and
castles and ruins become increasingly
numerous. First appears Fursteneck;
then follow, in rapid succession, Heim-
burgh, Sonneck, Falkenburgh, and the

LORCHAUSEN,

massive walls and towers of Rheinstein.
The latter stands grandly out on the side
of the mountain; it has been quite thor-
oughly restored, and is provided, in good
taste, with the antique furniture which
was in use in the Middle Ages. The trav-
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RHEINDIEBACH,

RHEINSTEIN,

eler is welcomed at its gates
by the Schlossvoght, and
very courteously allowed to
inspect the venerable edifice
and its curious contents.
The view of both transports
him, in imagination, to those
old days when the pomp and
romance of chivalry prevail-
ed all along this glorious
river.

Next appears the village
of Assmanshausen, “a birth-
place of Rhine wine.” It
stands, as our plate shows,
at the base of grand hills
which swell away with mag-
nificent amplitude ; the cur-
vatures of the stream here
give a peculiar beauty and
solitude to the scenery.

Not far beyond Assmans-
hausen is seen Ehrenfels,
an antique castle of the
Archbishops of Mayence—
forin the chivalricages prel-
ates were militant in more
than one sense, and had
their strongholds and knight-
ly followers as well as their
trains of chanting priests.
The marvelous mixture of
military, ecclesiastic, and
civic traits which made up
the life of the Feudal Ages is
in fact more fully illustrated
along the Rhine than any-
where else. Bishops and
archbishops were among
the most redoubtable war-
riors and desperate oppres-
sors of those extraordinary
times; and their castles
present odd combinations
of civic, chivalric, and
religious symbols. Mouse
Tower, on an islet strip
in the midst of the stream,
is the locale of some nota-
ble old legends. Southey
has versified the famous
one of Bishop Hatto and
the rats. We give it not
only for the amusement
of our readers, but as a
narrative of the legend, and
a good specimen of the old
ballad style :—
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The summer and autumn had been so wet,
That in winter the corn was growing yet;
"Twas a piteous sight to see all around,
The grain lie rotting on the ground.

Every day the starving poor

Crowded around Bishop Hatto’s door,
For he had a plentiful last year’s store ;
And all the neighborhood could tell

His granaries were furnish’d well.

At last Bishop Hatto appointed a day

To quiet the poor without delay :

He bade them to his great barn repair,

And they should have food for the winter there.

Rejoiced at such tidings good to hear,

The poor folk flock’d from far and near;
The great barn was full as it could hold

Of women and children, and young and old.

Then when he saw it could hold
no more,

Bishop Hatto he made fast the
door ;

And while for mercy on Christ
they call, :

He set fire to the barn,and burnt
them all. NG

“D’ faith ’tis an excellent bon- °
fire I”” quoth he,

“And the country is greatly
obliged to me,

For ridding it, in these times -

forlorn, >
Of rats that only consume the -
corn.” o7
So then to his palace returned he, we

And he sat down to supper mer-

rily,

And he slept that night like an
innocent man ;

But Bishop Hatto never slept
again.

~nanisrzsa @I
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In the morning as he enter’d the hall
Where his picture hung against the wall,
A sweat like death all o’er him came,

For the rats had eaten it out of the frame.

As he look’d there came a man from his farm,
He had a countenance white with alarm :

“ My lord, I open’d your granaries this morn,
And the rats had eaten all your corn.”

Another came running presently,

And he was pale as pale could be:

“Fly! my lord bishop, fly,”” quoth he ;
“Ten thousand rats are coming this way,
The Lord forgive you for yesterday !’

“T’ll go to my tower on the Rhine,” replied he,
“’Tis the safest place in Germany ;

The walls are high, and the shores are steep,
And the stream is strong, and the water deep.”

MOUSE TOWER.
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Bishop Hatto fearfully hasten’d away,

And he cross’d the Rhine without delay,

And reach’d his tower, and barr’d with care
All the windows, doors, and loop-holes there,

He laid him down, and closed his eyes;

But soon s scream made him arise :

He started, and saw two eyes of flame

On his pillow, from whence the screaming
came.

He listen’d and look’d : it was only the cat;
But the bishop he grew more fearful for that,
For she sat screaming, mad with fear

At the army of rats that was drawing near.

For they have swam over the river so deep,
And they have climb’d the shores so steep,
And now by thousands up they crawl
To the holes and windows in the wall.

Down on his knees the bishop fell,

And faster and faster his beads did he tell,
As louder and louder drawing near,

The saw of their teeth without he could hear.

And in at the windows, and in at the door,

And through the walls by thousands they pour,

And down through the ceiling, and up through
the floor,

From the right and the left, from behind and
before,

From within and without, from above and be-
low;

And all at once to the bishop they go.

They have whetted their teeth against the
stones,

And now they pick the bishop's bones ;

They gnaw’d the flesh from every limb,

For they were sent to do judgment on him.,

BRIDGE OVER THE NAHE, NEAR BINGEN.

Not far from the Mouse Tower the
river Nahe enters the Rhine amidst beau-
tiful landscapes, and immediately the trav-
eler beholds the pleasant village of Bin-
gen, “ which,” the guide-book assures him,
« ig a place to stop at a day or more.” Its
vicinity abounds in exquisite pictures of
scenery. On a high summit stands the

church of St. Rock, the resort of thou-
sands of pilgrims on the day of the saint.
Goethe visited it once on that day, and has
left a description of the scene. He gave to
the chapel, in memory of his visit, an altar-
piece which still adorns it.

The name of this lovely village has been
rendered familiar to English and Ameri-
can readers by Mrs. Norton’s poetic bal-
lad of * Bingen on the Rhine.”

A soldier of the Legion,
Lay dying at Algiers;
There was lack of woman’s nursing,
There was dearth of woman’s tears ;
But a comrade stood before him,
While his life-blood ebb’d away,
And bent with pitying glances
To hear what he might say.
The dying soldier falter’d
As he took that comrade’s hand,
And he said, “ I never more shall see
My own, my native land ;
Take a message and s token
To some distant friends of mine;
For I was born at Bingen,
Fair Bingen, on the Rhine.

4 Tell my brothers and companions,
When they meet and crowd around
To hear my mournful story,
In the pleasant vineyard ground,
That we fought the battle bravely,
And when the day was done,
Full many a corse lay ghastly pale
Beneath the setting sun;
And ’midst the dead and dying,
Were some grown old in wars,
The death-wound on their gal-
lant breast,
The last of many scars ;
But some were young, and sud-
denly
Beheld life’s morn decline,
And one had come from Bingen,
From Bingen on the Rhine.

“Tell my mother that her othcr
sons
Shall comfort her old age ;
And I was still a truant bird,
That thought his home a cage :
For my father was a soldier,
And even as a child
My heart leap’d forth to hear
him tell
Of struggles fierce and wild ;
And when he died and left us
To divide his scanty hoard,
I let them take whate’er they
would,
But kept my father’s sword ;
And with boyish love I hung it
Where the bright light used to shine
On the cottage wall at Bingen,
At Bingen on the Rhine.

“ Tell my sister not to weep for me,
And sob with drooping head

When the troops are marching home again,
With glad and gallant tread ;
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BINGEN.

But look upon them proudly,
With a calm and steadfast eye,

For her brother was a soldier,
And not afraid to die.

And if a comrade seek her love,
I ask her in my name,

To listen to him kindly,
Without regret or shame,

And hang the old sword in its place,
(My father’s sword and mine,)

For the honor of old Bingen,
Dear Bingen on the Rhine,

“ There ’s another, not a sister—
In the happy days gone by
You ’d have known her by the merriment
That sparkled in her eye;
Too innocent for coquetry,
Too fond for idle scorning—
O! friend, I fear the lightest heart
Makes sometimes heaviest mourning!
Tell her the last night of my life—
For ere the morn be risen
My body will be out of pain,
My soul be out of prison—
I dream’d I stood with her,
And saw the yellow sunlight shine
On the vine-clad hills of Bingen,
Fair Bingen on the Rhine.

“I saw the blue Rhine sweep along;
I heard or seem’d to hear .
The German songs we used to sing,
In chorus sweet and clear,
And down the pleasant river,
And up the slanting hill
That echoing chorus sounded
Through the evening calm aud still
And her glad blue eyes were on me,
As we pass’d with friendly talk,
Down many a path beloved of yore,
And well-remember’d walk ;
And ber little hand lay lightly,
Confidingly in mine—

But we ’Il meet no more at Bingen,
Loved Bingen on the Rhine.”

His voice grew faint and hoarser,
His grasp was childish weak,
His eyes put on & dying look,
He sigh’d and ceased to speak ;
His comrade bent to lift him,
But the spark of life had fled—
The soldier of the Legion
In a foreign land was dead!
And the soft moon rose up slowly,
And calmly she look’d down
On the red sand of the battle field,
With bloody corses strewn—
Yes, calmly on that dreadful scene,
Her pale light seem’d to shine
As it shone on distant Bingen,
Fair Bingen on the Rhine!

But we linger too long among these
charming scenes and associations; we
close the view here, to return to it again,
however, amidst even lovelier Jandscapes.

Like flakes of snow that fall unperceived
upon the earth, the seemingly unimport-
ant events of life succeed one another.
As the snow gathers together, so are our
habits formed. No single flake that is
added to the pile produces a sensible
change ; no single action creates, how-
ever it may exhibit, a man’s character;
but as the tempest hurls the avalanche
down the mountain, and overwhelms the
inhabitant and his habitation, so passion,
acting upon the elements of mischief,
which pernicious habits have brought to-
gether by imperceptible accumulation, may
overthrow the edifice of truth and virtue.
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HE scenery around
Trenton Falls, Oneida
'~ County, New-York, is
3~ - unrivaled in beauty by
3" that of any locality of
BE:<"  our country. Aware
" of the unqualified significance
of this remark, we never-
theless venture to utter it. It has
been our happiness to visit about all
our noted water scenes; the
picturesque images of the
Passaic Falls, Bellows Falls,
Montmorenci, of even the
desecrated and half-obliterat-
ed beauties of Glens Falls and
Rochester, and, above all, the
august magnificence of Ni-
agara will abide with us
forever ; but choicest among
them all, not excepting Ni-
agara itself, are the exquisite
memory pictures of the
Konata—the Amber river—
as the Indians called it.
These cascades are as trans-

cendent in their beauty as
Niagara is in its sublimity.
Mr. Willis has said of this
stream, that, “perhaps, in all
the scenery of the world, there
is no river which, in the same
space, presents so many of the
various shapes and beauties of
. running and falling water.”
The powers of poet and artist
have been lavished upon de-
scriptions of its exceeding love-
liness. Our periodicals have
- frequently repeated a few of
" its aspects; they have, how-
ever, been but few. At the
risk of multiplying our illus-
trations beyond what we deem
a temperate and seemly indulg-
ence of such pictorial luxuries,
we present this scenery in
fuller detail than we have thus
far seen it given in any peri-
odical work.
The village of Trenton or
Kauyahoora, “ leaping water,”
as the Indians called it, is
about fourteen miles north of
Utica. The rivulet which
forms the cascades is the main
branch of the Mohawk. Ar-
riving at the public house of
the Falls, the visitor enters immediately
the dense woods, and is but twenty rods
distant from the path which declines a
hundred feet into the ravine of the
stream. Descending it, and * being now
on the pavement,” says an old, ardent
frequenter of the scene, “the river
at your feet, perpendicular walls of
solid rock on each side, and the narrow
zone of ethereal sky far overhead, your

B, Y T,

FIRST FALL.
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feelings are at once ex-
cited. You have passed

to a subterranean world.

The first impression is as-

tonishment at the change. o

But recovering instant-
ly, your attention is forth-
with attracted to the
magpificence, the grand-
eur, the beauty, and sub-
limity of the scene. You
stand and pause. At this
station is a view of the
outlet of the chasm, forty-
five rods below, and also
of what is styled the First
Fall, thirty-seven rods up
the stream In freshets,
or after heavy rains, it
pours over from the one
side of the chasm to the
other in a proud amber
sheet. A pathway to this
has been blasted, at a con-
siderable expense, under
an overhanging rock, and
around an extensive pro-
jection, directly beneath
which rages and roars a
most violent rapid. Here
some, unaccustomed to
such bold scenery, have
been intimidated, and a
few have turned back.
But the passage is level,
with a rocky wall to lean
against, and rendered perfectly safe at the
turn of the projection by chains well
riveted in the side.”
Passing onward amidst entrancing
beauties, you suddenly see before you the
“Sherman Fall,” named after the writer

who first described to the world these !

matchless scenes.® ‘It is difficult,” he
says, ¢ to give a description of the scenery
here. A mass of naked rock, extending
up one hundred and fifty feet to the
summit of the bank, juts forward with
threatening aspect. The visitor ascends
by natural steps to the throat of its yawn-
ing. and, like a son of Hercules, literally
shoulders the mountain above. Here he
stands free from the spray, in a direct line

° Rev, Mr. Sherman, who resided at Trenton,
and wrote his sketch of its Falls twenty-five
years ago; “ believing that it must eventually
become one of the great features of our con-
tinent.” .

SHERMAN FALL.

of the parapet wall, surveying at leisure
the evergreens which cover in contrast the
opposite bank with a rich foliage of the
deepest verdure, and immediately at his
feet the operation of the cataract rushing
down into the spacious excavation it has
formed. Back of this thick amber sheet,
the reaction of the water has worn away
the rock to an exact circular curve, eight
or ten feet in diameter, which exhibits

-a furiously boiling caldron of the very

whitest foam. In the bosom of the ex-
cavation a Fairy makes her appearance at
a certain hour of sunshine, and dances
through the mist, modestly retiring as the
visitor changes his position, and blushing
all colors when she finds him gazing at her
irised beauties. A few rods beyond this
spot a thin shelf puts out from the mount-
ain, under which it never rains, nor snows,
nor shines. In front the river hastens
smoothly and rapidly to the fall below.”
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HIGH FALLS—FRONT VIEKW,

Reluctantly leaving this lovely picture,
you pass under a low cliff to a level rock,
where bursts upon the delighted gaze the
expanded beauties of the High Falls, of
which we give two illustrations.

“The eye,” says our author, “ elevated
at a considerable angle, beholds a perpen-
dicular rock one hundred feet high, ex-
tending across the opening in a diagonal

_— 4
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line from the mountainous walls on each
side, rising seventy or eighty feet still
higher. Over this the whole river de-
scends, first perpendicularly about forty
feet, the main body rushing to the left.
On the right it pours down in a beautiful
white sheet. For a short distance in the
middle the rock is left entirely naked,
exhibiting a perpendicular and bold breast-

& o

HIGH FALLS—LOOKING DOWN THE RAVINE.
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work, as though reared by art to divide the
beautiful white sheet on the one side from
the overwhelming fury of the waters on
the other. They unite on a flat below;
then, with & tumultuous foam, veer sud-
denly down an inclination of rocky steps,
whence the whole river is precipitated
into a wide, deep, and dark basin, forty
feet underneath—mountainous walls ris-
ing on each side of the stream nearly
two hundred feet—tall hemlocks and
bending cedars extending their branches
on the very verge above—small shrub-
bery variegating here and there their
stupendous and naked sides. On the
right of the basin a charming verdure
entirely overspreads a smooth-
ly-rounding and majestic pro-

minence, which reaches half-

way up the towering summit,

and over the whole sky min-

gles with retiring evergreens,

until verging in perspective to -

the distant angle of incidence,

they are lost in the ethereal ex- |

panse beyond.”

Ascending to a large table-
rock, you climb a stairwiy to
the Rural Retreat, represented
at the head of our article. Here
the character of the scenery
changes, and becomes less abrupt.

About

from it through the evergreen foliage, is
the Mill-Dam Fall, fourteen feet high. As-
cending and pressing forward, you come to
the Cascade of the Alhambra, of which our
author speaks in the following poetic, but,
as every visitor will say, truthful strains :
“ At the extremity of it is one of the most
interesting scenes imaginable; a scene
that no pen can describe to one who is not
on the spot, and where every landscape
painter always drops his pencil. It is far
too much for art to imitate, or for elo-
quence to represent. It is the prerogative
of nature alone to do this; she has done
it once, and stands without a rival com-
petitor.” -

Resuming his course, the visitor passes

forty rodsbeyond the * Retreat,” and visible | on through ever-varying and charming

YT

CASCADE OF THE ALHAMBRA.
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outlines to the “ Rocky
Heart.” The scenery
beyond affords several
additional and beautiful
pictures ; but visitors
usually pause here, con-
sidering further progress
as somewhat perilous.
Returning, you ascend
the bank in the rear of
the Rural Retreat, and
catch several delightfal
glimpses of the scenery.
We insert but one of
them—the upper part of
High Fall with the Mill-
Dam Fall in the dis-
tance, as seen from Car-
michael’s Point.

Having thus gazed °

with emotions which no
language can express,
on the most charming
natural pictures which
our continent affords,
the visitor returns by a
footpath through a shady
forest to the hotel whence
he started.

The enthusiastic au-
thor whom we have
relied on as our chief
authority in this sketch,
makes the following
general remarks, which
may be of service to

SCENE NEAR THE ROCKY HEART.
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visitors. * Although the passage beyond
the Rocky Heart is, at present, difficult,
and even dangerous, yet both gentlemen
and ladies have frequently passed as far as
Boon’s Bridge, where is a fall of about
twenty feet, and where the chasm com-
mences. 'This is nearly three miles from
the Rural Resort. Every one who would
explore the whole chasm, should take the
full day before him, which will afford him
time to rest an hour or two at the village
near the bridge, and recruit his strength.
Considerable has already been done to
render this passage feasible ; and, in all
probability, it will soon be both easy and
safe.

“It will of course be perceived, in view
of what has been stated concerning the
floods and rains, that the scenery must
vary according as the water is high or
low. The outlines of the chasm remain
indeed the same; but the character and
impression of the view are vastly different.
When the water is very low, you have a
much easier, far more spacious, and more
pleasing path. At the ArLmamBRrA fifty
may wakk abreast, and hundreds may pass
each other on the beautiful level and dry
pavement of its saloon. You see much
more of the rock and of the manifest oper-
ation of the waters in wearing it away;
and the large party enjoy with more zest
their association, as they can sit together,
make philosophical observations, and com-
municate their mutual impressions, or
range about the shelving declivities from
the path to the water’s edge. For a
party of pleasure, especially those who
have often visited the Falls, some think
the time of low water is the most eligible
season. It undoubtedly has the advantages
specified above.

% On the other hand, when the water is
80 high as barely to allow a passage, Indian
file, the majesty and imposing grandeur,
the magnificence of the scene, are pro-
portionably heightened. Itis quite another
view. Hence it is desirable to witness
this scenery in all its variations.

% At high water, which, even in mid:
mer, two days’ heavy rain will effect.
spray at the First,and also at the High F
islikean April shower,and requires the
itor to haste through its pengtrating 1
The rapids, on such occasions, are
proportionably more interesting.

“In winter, these Falls are not
easily nor safely approached, the ._

pathway being slippery, or blocked by
snows ; which would require pointed steel
for the feet in the one case, and much exer-
tion in the other. Some, however, do
visit them in the winter, at which time the
view is superlatively splendid. From the
overhanging cliffs, enormous icicles, reach-
ing down to the pathway, become trans-
parent colonnades. The descending rills,
already described, form an inverted tunnel,
whose base is eight or ten feet, the apex
touching the summit of the cliff sixty feet
high, and the water pouring down through
the center. At the High Falls, the shrub-
bery in its environs is distended by the
frozen spray, and spangles and glitters in
the sunbeam with inexpressible luster.
The reader may easily imagine the rest.

“ Still different, and far more awfully
solemn and sublime, is the scene by moon-
light. At the proper season, the moon,
between the hours of ten and eleven,
appears through the boughs and tops of
evergreens on the summit of the opposite
bank, and throws her interrupted rays upon
the footpath. It is literally the descent
of Aneas to Pluto’s dreary domain. You
cannot imagine that you belong to the
upper world. You have departed hence.
You find yourselfin a world of spirits, where
everything around is a deep shadow of an
evanescent shade. You pause; your
feelings are solemnized ; you withhold your
step. At length the moon towers aloft,
and displays her full orb of mild and
chastened light, which, while it flickers
upon the raging rapids, tinging their
surface with burnished silver, produces a
mighty contrast, as at the awful moment
of creation, when the firmament and the
waters of the deep, the light and the
darkness, were separated by omnipotent
command.”

The organic remains which abound at
these Falls interest the attention of the
naturalist. The fish of the stream attract
the angler. There is little temp-
tation to induce the sportsman to
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THE BURIED PALACES OF NINEVEH.

¢¢ TYAR away—a thousand miles from the

highways of modern commerce, and
the tracks of ordinary travel—lay a city
buried in the sandy earth of a half-desert
Turkish province, with no certain trace of
its place of sepulchre. Vague tradition
said it was hidden somewhere near the
river Tigris; but for above two thousand
years its known existence in the world
was a mere name—a word. That name
suggested the idea of an ancient capital
of fabulous splendor and magnitude, a con-
gregation of palaces and other dwellings,
encompassed by walls and ramparts, vast,
but scarcely real.

¢ More than two thousand years had it
thus lain in its unknown grave, when a
French savant and a wandering English
scholar, urged by a noble inspiration,
sought the seat of the once powerful em-
pire, and, searching till they found the
dead city, threw off its shroud of sand
and ruin, and revealed once more, to an
astonished and anxious world, the temples,
the palaces, and the idols ; the representa-
tions of war and the triumphs of peaceful
art of the ancient Assyrians. The Nineveh
of Scripture, the Nineveh of the oldest
historians ; the Nineveh twin sister of
Babylon—glorying in & civilization of
pomp and power, all traces of which were
believed to be gone ; the Nineveh in which
the captive tribes of Israel had labored and
wept, was, after a sleep of twenty centuries,
again brought to light. The proofs of
ancient splendor were again beheld by
living eyes, and, by the skill of the draughts-
man, and the pen of antiquarian travelers,
made known to the world.”

Such are the opening passages of a work
of singular value and interest,* upon which
we propose to draw for the materials of
the present paper.

The merit of pioneering the way for
the series of discoveries recorded in this
volume, belongs to Charles Julius Rich,
the East India Company's resident at
Bagdad, who carefully surveyed, about the
year 1818, the presumed sites of Babylon
and Nineveh. The immediate results were

© “Nineveh and its Palaces. The Discov-
eries of Botta and Layard applied to the Eluci-
dation of Holy Writ.”” By Joseph Bonomi,
F.R.S. L. Illustrated London Library, 227,
Strand. Noticed in our Literary Record for
July.

but slight, and more than twenty years
elapsed ere the investigation was resumed.
In 1842, M. Botta was appointed French
Consul at Mésul, in the immediate neigh-
borhood. Having previously resided in
the East, and possessing energy of char-
acter and a love of scientific pursuits
strong enough to carry him through
every difficulty, he speedily availed him-
self of the facilities afforded by his posi-
tion for attempting to solve the great geo-
graphical problem. Selecting the mound
of Kouyunjik for his first operations, three
months of fruitless labor followed; but
in the interim a dyer of Khorsabad, who
built his ovens of the bricks on which his
village was built, brought to Botta a couple
of large bricks bearing inscriptions, and
offered to procure as many more as he
might desire. Acting on this hint, Botta
dispatched workmen to the spot; and, in
a few days, himself feasted his eyes on
the remains of a chamber, the facade of
which was covered with bas-reliefs, and
had the still higher gratification of finding
that he had struck upon the ruins of a
very considerable edifice. In May, 1843,
full descriptions of all that the excavations
had revealed, accompanied by drawings,
reached Paris; whereupon 3000 francs
were immediately placed at Botta’s dis-
posal by the Minister of the Interior, for
the further prosecution of the work.

And now a new class of difficulties had
to be encountered. The proverbial in-
salubrity of Khorsabad seriously affected
the workmen, and nearly killed their enter-
prising chief. Added to this, was the
cupidity, superstition, and stolid ignorance
of the inhabitants, who could not be induced
to believe that such persevering researches
were for treasures in marble and stone
alone, some conceiving that their country
formerly belonged to the Europeans, who
were now searching for evidence whereon
to ground a claim for restitution! Mo-
hammed Pasha, Governor of the Province
of Masul, after subjecting the party to an-
noyances which would have sickened any
one not bent on the achievement of his
object, at length prohibited further search,
on the Turkish governor-like pretext, that

“a small house built by Botta was erected

as a fortresy to command the country!
The interference of the French ambassador
at Constantinople, and the death of the
Pasha, presently removed this formidable
obstacle ; and in May, 1844, having received
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a fresh grant of money, and been joined
by an artist dispatched by the French gov-
ernment to take drawings of the sculptures
before they had lost their freshness by ex-
posure to the atmosphere, Botta recom-
menced his labors, having, after some
amusing diplomatic manceuvres, succeeded
in purchasing the village for the purpose
of clearing the houses from the top of
the mound. By a fortunate coincidence
—fortunate at least for one of the parties—
a band of Nestorian Christians were at
this time driven by persecution from their
mountain homes in Kurdistan to Mdsul
and the neighboring villages, and Botta,
charged with distributing among them the
relief expended by his government, was
at once furnished with a supply of robust
and willing laborers. Nearly three hundred
men were now engaged with all the
ardor of Californian diggers, their more
scientific director following with delight the
movements of the pickax, and measuring,
and transcribing all that it revealed.
M. Flaudin, the atist, returned to Paris
at the end of the year, when Botta and his
coadjutors received the first reward of their
labors in the publication of the result in a
series of magnificent folio volumes pre-
pared at the national cost. There now
remained the formidable achievement of
transporting the sculptures to France—a
work in which Botta's patience, energy,
and ingenuity, were yet more severely
taxed. At length, after the lapse of eight
months, and the loss of one life—the only
casualty of the kind occurring throughout
the excavations—the whole were floated
down the Tigris on rafts supported by in-
flated skins, and at the end of 1846 was
landed the first collection of Assyrian

antiquities that had ever reached Europe—

a collection which now presents one of the
greatest of the many attractions of the
Louvre.

To the labors of Dr. Layard, as being
already widely known, we may refer with
greater brevity. He commenced his career
of travel in 1839, in the North of Europe,
visiting the states of Germany, and ‘ac-
quiring their language ; presently making
his way to Constantinople, and then,
Alexander-like, turning to another con-
tinent, and betaking himself to the East,
where, learning the languages of Turkey
and Arabia, he was soon able to adapt him-
self to the life of an Arab of the Desert.
An excursion in the neighborhood of

Nineveh and the Tigris served to whet an
appetite for antiquarian research which no
hardship or danger could subdue, and an
interview with Botta, then engaged in exca-
vating the mound of Kouyunjik, strength-
ened his determination to realize his own
cherished views. Layard, however, could
draw upon no public fund ; and but for the
generous munificence of Sir Stratford
Canning, (recently elevated to the English
peerage by the title of Lord Redcliffe,) to
whom we are also indebted for the marbles
from Halicarnassus, the French Museum
would in all probability have received what
has so greatly enriched the sculptural de-
partment of the British Museum.

The English, like the French excavator,
had to face the most wearying difficulties,
not the least of which were occasioned by
the rapacity and duplicity of the local
authorities, who, just when the first of the
long-sought-for bas-reliefs was suddenly
disclosed, peremptorily stopped the works.
Fortunately, a change of Pashas resulted
in the removal of the embargo, when, at-
tracted by a ravine occasioned by the
winter rains, Layard happily opened a
trench in its center, and in two days was
rewarded by *“the discovery of several
additional bas-reliefs, and of a gigantic
human head, much to the terror of the
Arabs, who hurried to communicate the
intelligence that Nimroud himself had
been found. The excitement produced by
this discovery set the whole of Mdsul in
commotion ; and the result was a message
from the governor, to the effect that the
remains should be treated with respect,
and be by no means further disturbed.”
Again, however, a timely change of Pashas
relieved Layard from his embarrassments,
and all official opposition being overcome,
new trenches were opened in the great
mound of Kouyunjik, and soon *kings,
priests, griffins, eunuchs, and the symbolic
tree, were among the figures which excited
feelings of amazement in the Arabs, and
of rapturous delight in their employer.”

Seasonable, though inadequate, aid was
now afforded by a government grant; but
no artist having been sent out, as in Botta’s
case, Layard had ¢ to superintend the ex-
cavations, to draw all the bas-reliefs, to
copy, compare, and take casts of the in-
scriptions, to direct the moving and packing
of the sculptures, to be continually present
at the works, and frequently to remove the
earth with his own hands from the face
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of the slabs.” The excavations among | young lion by pressing it against his chest

the ruins at Nimroud now proceeded on a
large scale. Chamber after chamber of
the palace was explored, and the chiseled
records of ‘battles, sieges, triumphs,
banquetings, and sacrifices, were daily dis-
covered.” Asin Botta's case, the removal
of gigantic bulls, lions, and other large
sculptures, drew largely on Layard’s in-
vention and patience ; but by the end of
June, 1847, the whole had been transferred
from their sandy burial-place to the sur-
face of the deep, the working party had
been disbanded, and Layard had taken a
farewell glance at the scene of his trials
and triumphs.

After devoting several chapters to
Ninevite history, biblical and classical, and
to a topographical description of the entire
district, Mr. Bonomi takes the reader from
chamber to chamber of the palaces at
Khorsabad and Nimroud, and describes the
various scenes pictured in stone upon the
walls, vivifying the mute record by his
references and deductions, and ingeniously
speculating as to cause and purpose, where
either imperfect materials or partial knowl-
edge render it impossible to pronounce a
certain judgment. Singularly enough, the
task of elucidating the architecture and
construction of the Assyrian palaces has
been greatly facilitated by the circum-
stance that many of those portions of the
ruins of Khorsabad, such as windows,
columns, and grand flights of stairs, which
have been destroyed, are preserved in
those of Persepolis; while, on the other
hand, the sculptured and painted walls and
chambers wanting there, are to be found
at Khorsabad and other ruins ; and thus it
has been possible to give an almost com-
plete outline of every part of the struc-
tures.

It is needless to insist on the importance
of the information, direct and inferential,
afforded by these remains. In the walls
of these chambers, solong lost not merely
to the sight but to the knowledge of man-
kind, we have a highly illustrated histor-
ical volume, in which are minutely and
effectively, though often most grotesquely,
displayed all the leading pursuits and char-
acteristics of an extinct nation; while the
incidental details, no less than the prom-
inent features, strikingly and impressively
illustrate Scripture statements. Here are
to be seen, as is believed, the “mighty
hunter,” Nimrod himself, strangling a

—the “ eunuch in the palace of the King
of Babylon”—the * king's cup-bearer, to
whom was appointed a daily provision of
the king's meat and of the wine which he
drank”—the “ governors, treasurers, and
rulers of provinces,” such as surrounded
Nebuchadnezzar's image of gold—* the
most mighty men” in the army, such as
obeyed the behests of the same monarch
in casting Shadrach and his heroic com-
panions into “ the burning fiery furnace.”
The sumptuous convivialities of the As-
syrian court are delineated in * the ban-
queting hall,” in which the king was wont
to entertain * the nobles and princes of the
provinces,” (Esther i, 3-7,) in celebration
of his conquests, when “ the harp and the
viol were in their feasts;” and here, too,
is probably the very recess in which stood
the wine-vase, of a size to contain “ royal
wine in abundance according to the state
of the king,” while his guests are in the
act of drinking his health, or of pledging
each other in uplifted oups.* The culinary
department, and the stable also, find a
place in the series; while in a slab repre-
senting the return of the king from the
chase we have “ a perfect tableau de genre
de haut ton, resembling in 8o many points
the present customs of the East,” as re-
markably to illustrate the temacity with
which Oriental nations cling to the man-
ners and customs of their fathers. As
might be expected, in the case of so mar-
tial a people, warlike exploits occupy the
largest portion of this illustrative gallery.
All the incidents of the successful cam-
paign are registered with a circumstan-
tiality indicative of the national vanity.
Horsemen “lifting up both the bright
sword and the glittering spear,” and horses
“ gwifter than the leopards, and more
fierce than the evening wolves”—bowmen,
shield-bearers, and slingers, for whom were
prepared “ shields, and spears, and hel-
mets, and habergeons, and bows, and alings
to cast stones”—chariots and battering-
rams, the assault, the charge, the retreat
and pursuit, the burning fort,and the sacked
city—bearded warriors “ furiously driving

° The seats used are narrow and without
backs, indicating that the custom of reclining
at meals had not then been introduced. The
prophet Eli, it will be recollected, is described
as having fallen “from off the seat backward
by the side of the gate, so that his neck brake
and he died.”
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their chariot in pursuit of the remnant of
the inhabitants, who are flying over a
rocky plain, strewn with headless bodies”
—the soldier “deliberately plunging his
sword into the breast of an adversary,
whom he has driven down on his knees”—
the king stopping his chariot * to command
a register to be made of the number of
the heads of the slain piled up in a heap
before him,” (2 Kings x, 8,) and, hover-
ing over dead and dying, “ the ravenous
birds of every sort,” (Ezek. xxxix, 4,)—
these horrid accompaniments of a horrid
system are described with surprising vigor
and effect. Then follow the treaty of
peace, the triumphal march, the manacled
prisoners supplicating for mercy, “the
captive child and the mother that bare it
cast out into another country,” (Jeremiah
xxii, 26,) and the train of tribute-bearers
enriching the imperial treasury with the
spoils of enslaved provinces or conquered
kingdoms.

The * Hall of Judgment” and the“ Cham-
ber of Judgment,” furnish scenes present-
ing in an equally unfavorable light the
character of the people and the age. In
the bassi-relievi here are to be seen
prisoners, some of them supposed to be
Jews, probably Samaritans, having rings
in their lips, to which is attached a cord
held by the king, embodying literally the
metaphor in Isaiah’s prophetic message
sent in reply to the prayer of Hezekiah
— Because thy rage against me and
thy tumult is come up into mine ears,
therefore will I put my hook in thy
nose, and my bridle in thy lips, and I
will turn thee back by the way by which
thou camest.” Isaiah xxxvii, 20. One
prisoner, in addition to having his hands
manacled, has on his ankles strong rings
fastened by a heavy bar, the condition in
which the Assyrian king took Manasseh
to Babylon, (2 Chron. xxxiii, 11;) and,
perhaps, resembling that of Zedekiah
when bound, at a later period, with fetters
of brass, 2 Kings xxv, 7; Jer. xxxix, 7.
In another group is a man naked, with
limbs outstretched, and wrists and ankles
fastened to pegs in the table or floor,
while “ the chief of the slayers” is, with a
curved knife, “ beginning to remove the
skin from the back of the arm of the pris-
oner, whose head is turned toward the
king imploring pardon, the very words of
which petition may possibly be contained
in the cuneatic inscription above.” Inan-

other scene may be recognized the fate of
Zedekiah, the king thrusting the point of
his spear into the eyes of the supplicating
prisoner, while he holds in his left hand a
cord attached to rings in the lips of two
other captives. “ The dark places of the
earth are full of the habitations of cruelty.”
Yes! Nineveh, “that exceeding great
city,” was spiritually dark ; the remains
of its material magnificence giving proof
of the superstitions and religious ignorance
of its people. The representations of
divinities, two-winged and four-winged,
symbolic bulls and emblematic figures and
inscriptions, occur with frequency in par-
ticular portions of these palaces. * The
sacred or royal precincts were trebly
guarded by divinities, inscriptions and hid-
den gods, from the approach of any subtle
spirit, or more palpable enemy, that might
have escaped the vigilance of the king’s
body-guard.” In the floor of the inner
court, Botta found secret cavities con-
taining small images of baked clay of hor-
rid hybrid forms; these being, it is sug-
gested, the * Teraphim,” or images, such
as Rachel took from her father and put
“in the camel’s furniture, and sat upon
them,” (Gen. xxxi, 19, 30, 34,) the signifi-
cation of the original word according with
the terrifying aspect of these figures. In
% the divine chamber” were found the
figures of two magi, with a gazelle in one
hand and the other uplifted in prayer; and
it is inferred that in this chamber they
were wont to be consulted by the king,
the blood of the victims being poured into
the cavity in a slab in the floor. These
magi, it is inferred from their form and
features, are one of the four orders of
Chaldeans mentioned by Daniel, to whom
the Assyrian kings resorted, on occasions
the most trivial or important, for the in-
terpretation of dreams or the solution of
political problems. They are distinguished
by a peculiar species of dress, and it is
noted as a remarkable fact that “ they re-
tain more of the vermilion and of the
black pigment in the hair and eyebrows
than any other figures on the walls of
Khorsabad and Nimroud, a circumstance
which, we think, is not to be attributed to
chance, for the prophet Ezekiel, in speak-
ing of the figures of men sculptured on
the walls of the Assyrian palaces, makes
particular mention of the images of the
Chaldeans portrayed with vermilion.”
Ezek. xxiii, 14. A still more striking
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reference is made in another passage,
which we quote—* The large group form-
ing the center of the stone shows us the
king, twice repeated, for uniformity’s sake,
performing some religious rite before the
symbolic tree, in the presence of the chief
divinity, which we consider to typify Baal.
The king holds the sceptre in his left
hand, his right being upraised and his
forefinger pointed, as in conversation with
the winged divinity above. Elijah apos-
trophizes the priests of Baal ironically,
telling them to call louder on the divinity,
for, he says, ‘he is a god; either he is
talking, or he is pursuing, or he is in a
journey, or, peradventure, he sleepeth, and
must be awaked.” We may judge now,
with these authentic documents of the
worshipers of Baal before us, how cut-
tingly sarcastic was this address of the
prophet. Here, he is truly talking;
elsewhere, he is pursuing, as we have
seen; or on a journey ; or, peradventure,
sleeping : this is the climax of sarcasm,
because sleep, as the priests of Baal well
knew, is necessary to the restoration of
the faculties of the mortal, and incom-
patible with divinity. ¢Behold, he that
keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor
sleep.””

The arrogant and boastful character of
some of the inscriptions on these palatial
walls agree, we are told, in a singular
manner, with the gasconading of the mes-
sengers sent to Hezekiah, described in
2 Kings xviii. and xix. : “ Who are they
among all the gods of the countries that
have delivered their country out of my
hand 27 Swift and terrible was the re-
sponse : for it came to pass that night,
that the Angel of the Lord went out and
smote in the camp of the Assyrians a
hundred fourscore and five thousand : and
when they arose early in the morning, be-
hold, they were all dead corpses!” And
more complete and terrible still was the
vengeance stored up against the city of
this proud and tyrannizing people, the re-
sults exactly verifying the predictions of
the prophet, “ With an overrunning flood
he will make an utter end of the place
thereof, and darkness shall pursue his
enemies. The gates of the rivers shall
be opened, and the palace shall be dis-
solved. Nineveh is of old like a pool of
water.” Nahum i, 8; ii, 6, 8. The con-
dition of the ruins, says Bonomi, “is

highly corroborative of the sudden destruc-

L4
tion that came upon Nineveh by fire and
sword.” “Then shall the fire devour
thee ; the sword shall cut thee off.” Itis
evident from the ruins, that both Khorsa-
bad and Nimroud were sacked and then
set on fire. “ She is empty, and void, and
waste.” Neither Botta nor Layard found
any of that store of silver, and gold, and
¢ pleasant furniture,” which the palaces
contained ; scarcely anything, even of
bronze, escaped the spoiler; but he un-
consciously left what is more valuable,
for to the falling in of the roofs of the
buildings, by his setting fire to the columns
and beams that supported them, and his
subsequent destruction of the walls, we are
indebted for the extraordinay preservation
of the sculptures. In them we possess an
authentic and cotemporary commentation
on the prophecies; in them we read, in
unmistakable characters, an evidence of
that rapacity and cruelty, of which the
Assyrian nation is accused. ¢ For the
stone shall cry out of the wall, and the
beam out of the timber shall answer it.
Wo to him that buildeth a town with
blood, and establisheth a city by iniquity!”
Hab. ii, 11, 12.

A LOVELY PICTURE.

ANY of the prejudices in the present
day against vital Christianity are
traceable to distorted apprehensions of its
real excellence. Who can read the fol-
lowing exquisite portrait of its graces and
characteristics without being charmed with
the original ?

Whatever else there be, if there be not
love, it profits nothing, it proves nothing.
Love to God and our neighbor is the es-
sence of piety. It is the body, the basis,
the staple element; and if the great com-
mandment, and the next greatest be ab-
sent, whatever else there be, there is not
Christianity.

Joy. The essence of love is attachment.
Joy is the happiness of love. It is love
exulting. It is love aware of its own fe-
licity, and rioting in riches which it has
no fear of exhausting. It is love taking a
look of its treasure, and surrendering it-
self to bliss without foreboding. ¢ God’s
promises appear so strong, so solid, so
substantial—more so than the rocks and
everlasting hills; and his perfections—
what shall T say of them? When I think
of one, I wish to dwell upon it fcrever;
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but another, and another equally glorious,
claims a share of admiration ; and when I
begin to praise, I wish never to cease, but
to find it the commencement of that song
which shall never end. Very often have
I-felt as if I could that moment throw off
the body, without first going to bid them
farewell that are at home in my house.
Let who will be rich, or admired, or pros-
perous, it is enough for me that there is
such a God as Jehovah, such a Saviour as
Jesus, and that they are infinitely and un-
changeably glorious and happy!” And in
a similar frame another felt—" Were the
universe destroyed, and I the only being
in it besides God, he is fully adequate to
my complete happiness; and had I been
in an African wood, surrounded by ven-
omous serpents, and devouring beasts, and
savage men, in such a frame I should be
the subject of perfect peace and exalted
jOY',,

Peace. If joy be love exulting, peace
is love reposing. It is love on the green
pastures, it is love beside the still waters.
It is that great calm which comes over
the conscience, when it sees the atonement
sufficient, and the Saviour willing. It is
unclouded azure in a lake of glass; it isthe
soul, which Christ has pacified, spread out
in serenity and simple faith, and the Lord
God, merciful and gracious, smiling over it.

Long-suffering. This is love enduring.
If the trial come direct from God, it is
enough. It is correction. It is his heav-
enly Father’s hand, and with Luther the
disciple cries, * Strike, Lord, strike. But,
0! do not forsake me.” If the trial
come from Christian brethren, till it be
sevenfold seventy times repeated, love to
Jesus demands forgiveness. If it come
from worldly men, it is the occasion for
that magnanimity which recompenses evil
with good. And in every case, it is an
opportunity for following a Saviour whom
sufferings made perfect. That Saviour
never loved the Father more intensely,
than when the Father's face was hid, and
when the bitter cup proclaimed his justice
terrible and his truth severe. One apos-
tle denied him, and all the disciples for-
800k him; but Jesus prayed for Peter,
whilst Peter was cursing, and his love fol-
lowed the rest, even when they were run-

, ning away. Jerusalem killed him: but
in foresight of the guilty deed, it was over
Jerusalem that Jesus wept ; and when the
deed was done, in publishing pardon and
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the peace of God, it was at Jerusalem
that evangelists were directed to begin.

Gentleness, or affectionateness. This
is love in society. It is love holding in-
tercourse with those around it. It is that
cordiality of aspect, and that soul of
speech, which assure us that kind and
earnest hearts may still be met with here
below. It is that quiet influence which,
like the scented flame of an alabaster
lamp, fills many a home with light, and
warmth, and fragrance, all together. It
is the carpet, soft and deep, which, whilst
it diffuses a look of ample comfort, dead-
ens many a creaking sound. It is the
curtain which, from many a beloved form,
wards off at once the summer’s glow and
the winter’s wind. Itis the pillow on which
sickness lays its head and forgets half its
misery, and to which death comes in a balm-
ier dream. Itisconsiderateness. Itisten-
derness of feeling. Itis warmth of affection.
It is promptitude of sympathy. Itislove in
all its depth and all its delicacy. Itisevery
melting thing included in that matchless
grace, “ the ezNTLENESS of Christ.”

Goodness or beneficence. Love in ac~
tion—love with its hand at the plow, love
with the burden on its back. It is lovg
carrying medicine to the sick, and food to
the famished. It is love reading the Bible
to the blind, and explaining the gospel to
the felon in his cell. It is love at the
Sunday class, or in the ragged-school. It
is love at the hovel-door, or sailing far
away in the missionary ship. But what-
ever task it undertakes, it is still the same
—1Jove following His footsteps “ who went
about continually noixe aoop.”

Faith. Whether it means trust in God,.
or fidelity to prinoiple and duty, faith is.
love in the battle-field. It is constancy
following hard after God, when the world
drags downward, and the flesh cries,
“ Halt,” It is zeal holding fast sound
words when fervor is costly and sound
words are obnoxious. It is firmness
marching through fire and through water
to the post where duty calls and the cap-
tain waits. It is Elijah before Ahab. It
is Stephen before the Sanhedrim. It is.
Luther at Worms. It is the martyr in
the flames. O, no! It is Jesus in the
desert. It is Jesus in Gethsemane. Itis.
Jesus on the cross. And it is whosoever,
pursuing the path or finishing the work
which God has given him, like the  great
forerunner, does not fear to'die.



114

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

Meekness is love at school—love at the
Saviour’s school. It is Christian lowli-
hood. It is the disciple learning to know
himself—learning to fear, and distrust, and
abhor himself. It is the disciple practic-
ing the sweet and self-emptying lesson of
putting on the Lord Jesus, and finding all
his righteousness in that righteous other.
It is the disciple learning the defects of
his own character, and taking hints from
hostile as well as friendly monitors. 1Itis
the disciple praying and watching for the
improvement of his talents, the mellowing
of his temper, and the amelioration of his
character. It is the loving Christian at
the Saviour's feet, learning of him who is
meek and lowly, and finding rest for his
own soul.

Temperance. Love taking exercise,
love enduring hardness, love seeking to
become healthful and athletic, love striving
for the mastery in all things, and bringing
the body under. It is superiority to sen-
sual delights, and it is the power of apply-
ing resolutely to the irksome duties for
the Master’s sake. It is self-denial and
eelf-control. Fearful lest it should sub-
side to gross carnality, or waste away into
ghadowy and hectic sentiment, temperance
is love alert and timeously astir; some-
times rising before day for prayer, some-
times spending that day on tasks which
laziness or daintiness declines. It is love
with girt loins, and dusty feet, and blis-
tered hands. It is love with the empty
scrip, but the glowing cheek ; love subsist-
ing on pulse and water, but grown so
healthful and so hardy, that it “ beareth
all things, believeth all things, hopeth all
things, endureth all things.”*

NATURAL HISTORY OF THE SILK-
WORM.

E have often wondered that the in-
teresting study of natural history is

not more generally pursued, as we think
that there is not a single branch of science
which would better reward the time and
labor bestowed on it. Besides this, it pos-
sesses another great advantage, that of
being easily attained by all, young and old,
rich and poor, and that, not by making ex-
pensive experiments, or studying books

© From & charming little production, “The
Vine,” which bears internal evidence of being
from the graceful pen of the Rev. James Ham-
jlton, D. D.

filled with tiresome technicalities, but by
the study of living, moving specimens.
All we require is the habit of attentive ob-
servation ; if we possess this, the spider,
which spins its web on our walls, the but-
terfly, sporting gayly from flower to flower,
determined to enjoy as much as possible
its short life, and the faithful dog, which
we learn to look on as a companion and a
friend, will furnish us with instruction and
amusement for many an hour which might
otherwise have passed wearily along. And,
added to all this, we think there is no study
more eminently calculated to lead our
thoughts to the contemplation of Him who
made them all, and without whose knowl-
edge “not one sparrow falleth to the
ground ;” and we shall indeed, for this
reason especially, rejoice if the papers
which we have in contemplation shall be
the means of inducing any of our readers
to follow up the study of natural history for
themselves.

Entomology is that branch of natural
history which treats of insects. It is de-
rived from two Greek words, signifying
“an insect,” and “a discourse;” and the
meaning of the word insect is “ cut into,”
a very proper name, 100, as all insects ap-
pear with divisions, just as if cuts had been
made in their bodies, dividing them into
three parts, which are severally called the
head, the corselet, and the abdomen ; there-
fore any animal not possessing these three
parts distinct is not an insect.

Insects are distinguished from animals
by their not having bones, brains, veins, or
branched arteries, and, consequently, no
circulating blood ; as also by their breath-
ing through air-holes in the sides, instead
of through the mouth.. They all have six
legs ; and caterpillars bave, in addition to
these, from ten to sixteen members, some-
what similar to legs, for the purpose of
clinging and climbing. The human skin
is composed of three parts, but in insects
only two are generally to be seen; the
inner one somewhat resembling the cuticle
of the human skin, and, like it, being the
membrane of color. The color of insects
is very various, but the same color gener-
ally prevails in the same class. Thus,
black is the usual color of beetles and flies;
green, that of caterpillars which feed on
leaves; while the gay and beautiful but-
terfly is adorned with the brightest shades
of blue, yellow, white, and red, in every
possible variety of tint and marking. Many
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insects, however, are covered with hair or
down, inserted, as in animals, in the inner
skin.

Having now detailed the principal char-
acteristics of insects, we shall proceed to
give a more particular account of some of
the most curious and -interesting among
them ; and, for this purpose, will commence
with the most useful of all insects, the silk-
worm. The silk-worm is a native of China,
and is produced from an egg about the size
of a grain of mustard-seed, of an ovate
shape, and depressed in the center. At
first it is of a yellowish color, but, in three
or four days, it changes to a bluish shade.
When first hatched, it appears like a small
black worm, not half an inch in length,
very vivacious ; and it almost immediately
wanders about in search of food, (which,
for a few days, consists of young and very
tender mulberry-leaves,) being more active
at this time than at any other period of its
life ; for, when fully grown, it is a dull,
lifeless insect, rarely moving more than a
few feet when in its chrysalis state, which
circumstance renders it very easy to be
managed by those who take care of it for
the sake of its silk. The silk-worm, like
other insects, has six legs, set in pairs, and
which cannot be altered in their position.
They are not, however, left utterly desti-
tate of all means of motion ; for they are
provided with ten flexible members, fur-
nished with small hooks, which enable them
to climb. They have no less than fourteen
eyes, seven on each side of the head, near
the mouth, which is vertical; and they
have eighteen breathing-holes, nine on each
side of the body. The spinning apparatus
of silk-worms is situated near the mouth,
and is connected, by means of long slender
vessels, with the silk-bags. The external
tube by which the silk is produced is called
the spinneret ; it is furnished with two ori-
fices for the extrusion of the silk, which,
however, unite before reaching the term-
ination of the tube. This orifice is com-
posed of alternate slips of horny and
membraneous substances; the one for the
purpose of compressing it into a small
diameter, and the other for enlarging it, at
the will of the insect. Its point is trunc-
ate, like the nib of a pen, which admirably
adapts it for being applied to any object.
Perhaps this description may be rendered
more easy to be understood by an illustra.
tion. Some of our readers may have seen,
in a goldsmith’s workshop, certain iron

plates, pierced with holes of different di-
mensions, through which gold and silver
wire is drawn to make it finer. Well, the
silk-worm has under her mouth just such
a kind of instrument, with two holes, unit-
ed at the outside, with which she draws
two drops of the gum (of which the silk is
made) that fills her two bags. These in-
struments answer the purpose of distaffs,
to enable the insect to spin the gummy
substance into silken threads. She fixes
th® first drop of gum anywhere she likes,
and then draws back her head, while the
gum, continuing to flow, is drawn out, and
lengthened into a single stream. When ex-
posed to the air, it inmediately becomes dry,
and acquires consistency and strength. It
has not been very satisfactorily ascertained
how the gum, which composes the silk, is
drawn off and separated from the other
juices which nourish the body; but some
imagine that the gum bags are furnished
with a set of minute glands, which, being
impregnated with gum, afford a free pas-
sage to all the juices of the mulberry which
are of a glutinous nature, while they ex-
trude every other.

But it is now high time to return to the
worm itself, which we left feasting on
young mulberry-leaves. It continues to
eat very freely for about eight days; it
then begins to suffer for its voraciousness,
by being attacked with its first sickness,
which consists of a kind of lethargic sleep,
continuing for three days, during which
time it eats nothing, and changes its skin.
After this long fast, its appetite returns
with redoubled vigor, and it eats again
almost unceasingly for five days, during
which it increases its size to half an inch.
Then follow three more days of sickness,
then five of health, then three of sickness,
and, lastly, five more of health, during
which it seldom stops eating, apparently
desirous of making up for lost time. After
this feast it loses its appetite altogether,
becomes transparent, and leaves silky tra-
ces on the leaves it passes over. This is
a sign that it is ready to commence its
cocoon, and does not intend to eat any
more. But although this is the general
way in which silk-worms pass their short
lives, the sick and healthy periods vary a
litdle in length, according to the tempera-
ture of the weather. When it is warm
and dry, the sickly period is shorter, and,
when damp and cold, longer, than the time
we have specified.
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The silk-worm now prepares for its
change into the chrysalis condition. It
fixes upon some hollow place, whose size
agrees with the dimensions of the intended
cocoon, and commences its operations by
spinning thin and irregular threads for the
support of its fature abode. Its first day’s
labor consists in forming a loose structure
of an oval shape, which is called floss-silk,
and within which covering, on the three
following days, it works a fine and consist-

" ent yellow ball—of course always remath-
ing itself within the sphere of the come
which it is forming. Should any of the
threads intended for the support of the
cocoon be broken, the ball, being unevenly
balanced, becomes unsteady, and thereby
disturbs and impedes the insect’s proceed-
ings. When, therefore, this is the case,
the worm pierces a hole in the cocoon,
abandons it altogether, and, finding no suit-
able place where it might prepare for its
change, it dies, without effecting it. Un-
der happier circumstances, however, the
silk-worm generally completes its habita-
tion (which is, in size and shape, some-
thing like a pigeon’s egg, but rather smaller)
in three or four days. The operation of
spinning, and the emission of such a quan-
tity of silk, uncompensated by food, causes
the poor worm to grow very small, and
quite shriveled in appearance. It now
rests from its labors, throws off its cater-
pillar dress, and changes into the chrysalis
state, looking very like a kidney-bean, with
a smooth brown skin. In this state it re-
mains for a period of from fifteen to thirty
days, according to the state of the weather;
it then throws off its shroud, and dons its
wings, which are of a pale buff color, with
a faint streak across them. It does not,
however, long enjoy its liberty: its first
object is to seek its mate ; it then lays its
eggs, generally from five hundred to six
hundred in number, and then both male
and female die.

These, however, are only what we may
call the natural habits of the silk-worm ;
for the Chinese, finding that the silk made
by worms in this condition was not nearly
80 good as that made by those sheltered
and protected by the hand of man, have
taken the greatest pains to attain perfec-
tion in the art of rearing and tending them;
and, indeed, we believe that they have suc-
ceeded. The grand difficulty against which
they have to contend, is the prevention of
the extrusion of the caterpillars from the

eggs too early, to which, in consequence
of the very dry and warm nature of the
atmosphere, they are prone. They gen-
erally guard against this misfortune by
getting the moths to lay their eggs on
large sheets of paper, which, as soon as
they are covered with a sufficient number
of eggs, are hung up on a beam of one of
the rooms in which they are kept, and all
the windows are opened, in order to ex-
pose them to a free current of air. After
a time, they are taken down, rolled up,
with the eggs inside, and each separate
sheet of paper is hung up for the summer
and autumn. At the first approach of win-
ter, they are again removed from their
lofty position, and given a cold-water bath,
in which a little salt has been dissolved,
and in this bath they are allowed to remain
for two days, after which they are taken
out, dried, rolled up rather more tightly
than before, and each sheet imput into a
separate earthen pot. All this trouble is
taken to prevent the extrusion of the cater-
pillar until the leaves of the mulberry-tree
have expanded, as otherwise the worms
would run a great chance of being starved.
When, however, they have expanded, all
the rolls of paper are taken from the
earthen vessels and hung up in the sun.
At night the sheets are again rolled up,
and carefully deposited in some warm, dry
place. On the next day, the same opera-
tions are repeated, and the eggs become
of a pale grayish color. The third day,
they are subjected to the same mode of
treatment, but the eggs become nearly
black ; and when the paper is unrolled on
the following morning, the larvee are found
emancipated from their dreary confine-
ment, and enjoying their liberty.

In the higher latitudes of China, where
the weather is not so favorable for the
rearing of silk-worms, the inhabitants make
use of ovens for the simultaneous hatching
of the eggs. But this plan does not suc-
ceed 80 well as the other. The greatest
attention must be paid to preserving the
purity of the atmosphere, while, at the same
time, the rooms must be kept perfectly
air-tight ; and all the doors are obliged to
be opened toward the south.

The silk-worms are fed on hurdles,
which are placed in frames, arranged in
tiers, eight or ten deep, one over the other.
In the early stage of their existence, they
feed by night as well as by day. When
first hatched, they are supplied with forty

’
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meals in the twenty-four hours, then with
thirty, and afterward this number is grad-
ually reduced to two. :

The more rapidly the silk-worms can be
brought to maturity the better, as on this
circumstance the quantity of silk which
they are able to produce depends. If it
happen before the twenty-fifth day, one
drachm of eggs will produce twenty-five
ounces of silk; if not until the twenty-
eighth, the same quantity of eggs will only
produce twenty-one ounces; and if de-
layed until the thirtieth or fortieth day,
only ten ounces of silk will be pro-
cured.

‘When about to commence their spinning
operations, mats are provided, in the center
of which a strip of rush, about an inch in
diameter, is placed, and extended in con-
centric circles all over the surface of the
mat, leaving a space of about an inch broad
between each circle. Here the worms be-
gin to spin; and it is found that this ar-
rangement causes less silk to be wasted
than when they are allowed a greater space
for spinning the threads on which the co-
coons are suspended. Formerly the rooms
used, at this period, to be kept perfectly
dark ; but it is now discovered that the
caterpillars are better and stronger when
the sun is allowed to shine on the
hardles.

In seven days the cocoons are com-
pleted, and the largest and best are laid
aside to perpetuate the breed. The re-
mainder are laid in layers in large earthen
vessels, with one-fortieth part of their
weight in salt placed over each layer.
The top is covered with large dry leaves,
and the mouths of the vessels are closely
covered up, which soon kills the chrysales,
which would otherwise eat their way out of
the cocoon, and then the silk would be
useless. The silk is then rolled off, and
prepared for manufacturing. The quan-
tity of silk on each cocoon varies very
much, but the average length of the
thread is from five hundred to six hundred
ells.

The time when the cocoon, which con-
tains the chrysalis of the silk-worm moth,
was first converted into an article of dress
is unknown. It was, however, known in
China twenty-seven hundred years before
the Christian era. The discovery was
brought from Persia by Alexander the
Great, and introduced into England short-
ly after the Norman Conquest.

BIRDS.

PECULIAR charm invests the lives

of nataralists. The path of themili-
tary conqueror is blood-stained, that of the
statesman involved and tortuous, while the
pale legions of avarice usually beset the
goal of maritime discovery, and associate
the names of its heroes with scenes of
anarchy and oppression ; but the lover of
nature, who goes forth to examine her
wonders or copy her graces, is impelled
by a noble enthusiasm, and works in the
spirit both of love and wisdom. We can-
not read of the brave wanderings of Mi-
chaux in search of his sylvan idols; of
Hugh Miller, while at his mason’s work,
reverently deducing the grandest theories
of creation from a fossil of the “ old red
sand-stone ;” or of Wilson, made an or-
nithologist, in feeling at least, by the sight
of a red-headed woodpecker that greeted
his eyes on landing in America,—without
a warm sympathy with the simple, pure,
and earnest natures of men thus drawn
into a life-devotion to nature, by admira-
tion of her laws and semsibility to her
beauty. If we thoughtfully follow the
steps, and analyze the characters of such
men, we usually find in them a most at-
tractive combination of the child, the hero,
and the poet—with, too often, a shade of
the martyr. An inkling of the naturalist
is indeed characteristic of poets. Cow-
per loved hares ; Gray, goldfish ; Alfieri,
horses ; and Sir Walter Scott, dogs: but,
when pursued as a special vocation, Or-
nithology seems the most interesting de-
partment of natural history.

Birds constitute the poetry of the animal
creation: they seem, like flowers, the
gratuitous offspring of nature ; and although
their utility, as the destroyers of baneful
insects, is well known, we habitually asso-
ciate them with the sense of beauty. In-
deed, familiarity alone blinds us to the
suggestive charm attached to winged crea-
tures; and we can scarcely imagine the
hopelessness that would brood over woods
and fields, if deprived of the tuneful voices
and graceful movements of the feathered
tribe. The gift of aérial locomotion they
enjoy, is a distinction which robes them
with an attractive mystery, and leads us
to regard them as creatures of less re-
strained volition than any other species ;
freedom of action is thus one of their less
obvious charms, but one to which we
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instinctively refer a certain exemption
from ordinary trials, and capacity of high
pleasures : the chartered libertines of the
air, ranging its vast expanse as inclination
or necessity dictates, they seem to belong
to a more highly-endowed order of animal
life, and to spiritualize the principle of
motion by grace, alacrity, and a power to
counteract natural forces. The flight of
a bird, attentively watched, is one of the
most inspiring revelations of nature. The
ease, rapidity, and grace with which it
ranges the “ upper deep,” and the apparent
caprice or unerring instinct that regulates
its course, appeal at once to science and
poetry, and the minstrel as well as the
naturalist is warmed into observant ad-
miration. Delicacy of organization and
exquisite plumage add to the interest thus
excited ; and when we combine with these
attractions that of a versatile musical en-
dowment, it is not surprising that birds
have created such enthusiasm in the ex-
plorers of nature, and such affection in
untaught but susceptible minds. Animal
spirits seem embodied in the swift, volatile,
and gay tribe ; and while they approach
human nature in this regard, its holier
sympathies are illustrated by the domestic
habits, the attachments, and individuality
of birds; and thus they become naturally
linked with the most grateful associations
of human life: so that in conversation,
literature, and art, they occupy a more
distinctive and significant relation than we
award to any other order of creatures.

To the natural theologian there are few
illustrations more pleasing and available
than those derived from the structure of
birds : its adaptation to their habits yields
the most useful hints toward the invention
of a flying machine; the perforated mem-
brane which incloses the lungs, through
which air passes into the cavities of the
breast, abdomen, and even into the hol-
lows of the bones; the powerful muscles
of the wings, the lightness and delicacy of
the plumage,—increasing their buoyancy
while protecting them from the weather,—
the cleaving shape of the head and bill, and
the rudder-tail, mark them for inhabitants
of the air, of which they consume a larger
portion in the ratio of their size than any
other creatures; the magnitude of the
brain, too, is proportionally greater; and
the complexity and perfection of their vo-
cal organs is a problem for science ; while
instinct asserts itself in their migratory and

domestic habits, in & manner so remark-
able, that the history of birds has farnished
more inspiration to story-tellers and poets
than all the rest of the animal creation.
In special adaptation the various modifica-
tions of beak and talons is wonderful ;
how different a feeding-apparatus, for in-
stance, belongs to the woodpecker and the
California fruit-eater! In the perfection
of the senses, also, birds excel, and share
the pleasures of sight and sound with man,
indicating their enjoyment with an almost
human expression. The minute and ex-
quisite beauties of insects, visible to us
only through the microscope, have given
rise to the belief that the richest provision
exists for the gratification of their sight.
The act of singing, and the innumerable
cadences and versatility of note they ex-
hibit, suggest that the world of sound has
for them an infinite range of significance.
In variety of aptitude and vocation they
also assimilate with the human species—
some being, as it were, minstrels by pro-
fession, and others architects or hunters ;
and not until we enter into the labors of
the ornithologist, can we imagine what
numerous and modified species exist of
birds of prey, and of passage—the climbers,
the gallinaceous, the waders, and the web-
footed. The wonderful process of ovation
is yet another natural mystery revealed by
birds, and Audubon used to speak of the
rapture with which, when a boy, he hung
over the newly-discovered nest, and looked
upon the little, shining eggs, so carefully
and snugly disposed. Independent of the
sense of beauty and the kindliness of feel-
ing to which birds minister, they seem to
embody and express pleasure more directly
than any other offspring of nature; her
benign influence is singularly associated
with them ; the spontaneous and, as it
were, vital joy that seems to animate their
song and motions, brings the idea of enjoy-
ment vividly to the heart—they seem to
prophesy and proclaim happiness; and,
accordingly, the misanthropes repudiate,
while the cheerful welcome them. It would
require a degree of introspective attention
rarely exercised to realize how much the
familiar notes of birds act upon our moods ;
in the balmy stillness of a summer noon,
the vernal air of a spring morning, or
amid the gorgeous drapery of an autumn
wood, the chirp, carol, or cry of birds
breaks upon our solitude with an impres-
sion or a winsome effect kindling to the
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imagination and eloquent to the heart.
% Lord,” exelaims old Walton, * what mu-
sic hast thou provided for thy saints in
heaven, when thou affordest bad men such
music on earth?” There appearsto be a
meaning in the sound beyond what reaches
the ear; it links itself with the aspects of
nature, with the spirit of the hour, or
blends with the sad reminiscence or the
hopeful reverie, like its echo or response.

There is, too, & metaphysical reason for
the superior interest birds excite; they
have great variety and individuality of
character, and we instinctively apply their
names to our acquaintances as the best
and most available synonyms. Who has
not encountered human beings selfish as
the cormorant, loquacious and unoriginal
as the parrot, vain as the peacock, gentle
as the dove, chattering as the jay, volatile
as the swallow, solemn as the owl, rapa-
cious as the hawk, noble as the eagle, and
so on through all the modifications of
character? There are, indeed, two human
attributes which birds possess in a striking
degree—affection and vanity. There is a
bird in Mexico with a most beautiful tail,
that builds'its nest with two openings, in
order to go in and out without ruffling its
feathers. The brilliant and varied cos-
tame of birds has suggested fabrics and pat-
terns innumerable to more rational beings ;
and many of them, apparently, take as
conscious delight in their array, and the
display of it, and in their vocal accom-
plishments, to win admiration or sympathy,
as the most accomplished coquette or gal-
lant. In fact, although they seek prey
and build nests, their ways are quite social,
and they seem born to leisure like people
of fortune ; and it is this apparent immunity
from care, this life of vagrant enjoyment,—
as if mere flying about and singing were
their destiny,—that renders birds, like
flowers, so grateful to the mind and senses.
The blue jay is a practical joker ; the snow-
bunting delights in a storm, and the white
owl in moonlight, quite as much as any
poet ; the tailor-bird sews leaves together
to make itself a nest with the skill of a
modiste ; the cuckoo is an adept in small
imposture—the Yankee peddler of birds ;
the maternal instinct of the quail induces
her to pretend lameness, and lead off ur-
chins in search of her nest on a false
track. There is an Indian bird of luxu-
rious tastes, whose domicil is divided into
several compartments, each of which it

lights up at night with fire-flies. We
cannot see theekingfisher intently gazing
down upon the waters from a lofty tree,
without realizing the wonderful visual
adaptation of its optics. It is attested by
many travelers, that when a mule falls
dead on the plains of South America,
although not & bird is visible to the human
eye, in a few moments flocks of vultures
appear, having either scented or seen their
prey from so vast a distance as to indicate
an incalculable power of the visual or olfac-
tory nerves. We cannot see a flight of
crows without thinking of the ancient time,
when their course was so anxiously watch-
ed by the augurs; or hear the first wel-
come-note of the robin, as he hops about
the field before our dwelling, as if on a
congratulatory visit at the advent of spring,
without having the associations of child-
hood revived with the thought of that
memorable English ballad which conse-
crates this bird to youthful affections.

Of the rude sculptured figures on Egyp-
tian tombs, the most correctly designed
are those of birds; and in that land of
sunshine and mystery, the ibis was held
sacred ; while as effective accessories to
the grand and monotonous landscape, most
appropriately stands a solitary heron, ap-
parently carved in bold relief against the
twilight sky ; or floating high above the
traveler’s head, is seen a symmetrical pha-
lanx of flamingoes, their black wings and
snowy bodies gracefully parting the am-
bient firmament. The hue of a Java spar-
row’s beak is inexpressibly cheery; the
habit of the ostrich of burying her eggs in
the sand and leaving them to be hatched
by the sun, and the fidelity of the carrier-
pigeon, are facts in natural history prolific
of comparisons. The antique design of
the deves at a fountain, is constantly re-
peated by mosaic and cameo workers ; and
on sword, banner, and signet, the king of
birds remains the universal emblem of
freedom and power, equally significant of
American liberty and Roman dominion.

One of the most celebrated jurists in
America was missed at dinner by his family,
one day in the country ; but, after diligent
search, he was found in the hayloft, ab-
sorbed in watching a pair of swallows, and
acknowledged that, accustomed as he was
to technical and abstract investigations, the
observation of animated nature proved a
refreshment he could not have imagined.
Few of us, indeed, can fail to have ao-
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quired a personal interest in birds, however
we may have neglected sheir biography.
A family with which we were domesticated
abroad, had a pair of turtle-doves in the
house, who flew about at pleasure, and
exhibited no fear, except in the presence
of strangers; one of them died, and we
were surprised at witnessing no indications
of the despairing grief ascribed to this
bird when thus bereft. The anomaly was
explained, however, when we noticed what
an attachment the dove manifested toward
a beautiful boy of six years; her favorite
resting-place was in the profuse golden
hair of the child ; here she would sit brood-
ing, while the boy was at his sports or his
book, swaying to and fro with his move-
ments, or quietly nestling when he assumed
a fixed position. Sometimes, when the
sunshine fell upon the pair, in a picturesque
attitude, the idea of a cupid with one of
his mother’s doves, or of an infant St.
John with this living emblem of beatitude,
irresistibly suggested itself. The child
was seized with a brain fever, and, after
a brief illness, died ; and then the dove's
plaintive cooing was incessant; she re-
fused sustenance for a long time, and
adopted 2 monastic life, in the high and
dark folds of a window-curtain—abjuring
her previous habits of sociability, and ap-
parently consecrating her life to sorrow.
Who that has watched the yellow-birds
swinging on the lithe sprays of an elm in
a New-England village, the flight of black-
birds, in the autumn, round the shores of
Lake Champlain, or the graceful sweep of
the curlews on the Atlantic coast, and not
thenceforth found them indissolubly asso-
ciated with these localities? As I crossed
the piazza of St. Mark, at Venice, for the
first time, I noticed with surprise that the
pigeons did not fly at my approach, and
recalled the fact that they had been sa-
credly protected by the ancient govern-
ment, and enjoyed prescriptive rights,
which they obviously considered inviolable.
It is a striking thought, when we contem-
plate it, that the eider down that pillows
the head of beauty, or trembles at the
breath of her whose fair bosom it covers,
was torn from the wild sea-bird ; that the
gnceful plume that waves over the war-
rior’s crest once sustained the poised eagle
among the clouds, or winged the ostrich
on his desert path. With how many
evening reveries and reminiscences of
sentiment is the note of the whip-poor-

will associated, and what an appropriate
sound for the desolate marsh is the cry of
the bittern! It is not surprising that tra-
dition and poetry embalm the names of so
many birds ; from the superstition of the
ignorant mariner to the appreciative love
of the educated bard, they, though so often
sacrificed, are yet endeared to man. The
fables of the roc and the phenix are among
their most remote memorials ; mythology
has wedded them to her deities ; on tavern-
signs they betoken good cheer, and on
banners are national emblems. Burns ut-
tered a natural human sentiment when he
asks, in the song, the little birds o’ bonnie
Doon, how they can chant, and he sae fa
o' care! One of the most exquisite meta-
phors in English poetry is that of Gold-
smith, when he compares the good pastor’s
efforts to lure his charge to the skies to
those of a bird tempting its offspring to
fly; and next to it is that of Byron, in
allusion to Kirke White’s early death, com-
paring him to the dying eagle who sees
that his own feather winged the fatal shaft.
And another more tender and graphie
image still is that of Dante in the episode
of Francesca de Rimini :—

Quali colombe, dal disio chiamate,
Con 'ali aperte 6 ferme al dolce nido
Volan per I’ser dal voler portate:
Cotal useir della schiera ov’e Dido,
A noi venendo per V’aer maligno,
8i forte fu V’affettuoso grido.

Boccaccio’s falcon and Sterne’s starling,
and the raven in Barnaby Rudge, are clas-
sic birds, since rendered by genius the
expositors of noble and humorous senti-
ment. But in this, as in all other depart-
ments of nature, the most characteristic
and feeling tributes emanate from the

poets.

Exerey or CHaractin.—I lately hap-
pened to notice, with some surprise, an
ivy which, being prevented from attaching
itself to the rock beyond a certain point,
had shot off into a bold elastic stem, with
an air of as much independence as any
branch of oak in the vicinity. Soa human
being, thrown, whether by cruelty, justice,
or accident, from all social support and
kindness, if he has any vigor of spirit, and
is not in the bodily debility of either child-
hood or age, will instantly begin to act for
himself, with a resolution which will appear
like & new faculty.—Foster.
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SELECT ORIXNTAL TALES.

L THE PAIR OF SLIPPERS.

HERE once lived in Bagdad a mer-
chant, named Abu-Casem, who was
quite notorious for his covetousness.
Notwithstanding his great wealth, his
clothes were all in rags and tatters. His
turban was composed of a large cloth,
whose colors were no longer distinguish-
able; but, above all the other articles of
his dress, his slippers attracted everybody’s
attention. The soles of them were armed
with huge nails; the upper leather was
composed of as many pieces as a beggar's
cloak ; for, during the ten years they had
been slippers, the cleverest cobblers of Bag-
dad had used all their skill in fastening the
shreds together. Of necessity, therefore,
they had become so weighty, that when
people wanted to describe anything very
heavy, they compared it to Casem’s slippers.
As this merchant was one day walking
through the great bazaar of the city, a
considerable stock of glass was offered to
him a great bargain, and be very gladly
agreed to purchase it. Some days after-
ward, he heard that an unfortunate dealer
in precious balms was reduced to sell only
rose-water, as a last resource. He turned
this poor man’s misery to account, bought
all his rose-water for half its value, and
was consequently in the best of humors.
It is the custom of Oriental merchants,
when they have made a successful bargain,
to give a feast of rejoicing ; but this our
niggard would not do. He thought it
more profitable to bestow a little extra in-
dulgence upon himself ; and therefore he
went to the bath—a luxury to which he
had not for a long time treated himself.
‘Whilst he was taking off his clothes, one
of his friends (so, at least, he called him ;
but such niggards seldom have & friend)
said to him, that it was quite time for him
to leave off his slippers, which had made
him quite a by-word in the city, and buy
a new pair. “I have been thinking of it
for some time,” answered Casem ;  but,
when I look well at them, they are not so
very bad, but that they may do a little
more service.” Speaking thus, he un-
dressed, and went into the bath.
Whilst he was there, the Cadi of Bag-
dad entered; and because Casem was
ready before the Judge, he went out first.

He dreesed; but sought in vain for his
slippers.  Another pair stood where his
own ought to have been, and our careful
man soon persuaded himself that the
friend who had given him such good ad-
vice while he was undressing, had made
him a present of these new ones. He
put them on with much satisfaction, and
left the baths with the intention of thank-
ing his friend for them.

But, unhappily, the slippers belonged to
the Cadi; and when he had finished bath-
ing, his slaves sought in vain for them ;
they could only find in their stead a
miserable pair, which were immediately
recognized as Casem’s. The porter soon
ran after him, and brought him back to
the Cadi, as detected in a theft. The
Judge, provoked at the unblushing avarice
of the old miser, immediately sent him to
prison; and, in order to avoid the open
shame due to a thief, he had to payrichly :
the law condemned him to give the worth
of a hundred pair of slippers if he would
escape with a whole skin.

As soon as he was safe out of gaol, he
revenged himself upon the cause of his
trouble. In hisrage, he threw the slippers
into the Tigris, which flowed beneath his
window, so that he might never set eyes
upon them again; but it was to be other-
wise. A few days afterward, some fisher-
men, on drawing up their net, found it un-
usually heavy: they thought they had
gained & treasure ; but, alas! nothing was
there but Casem’s slippers, the nails of
which had torn the net so much, that it
would take whole days to mend it.

Full of indignation against Casem and
his slippers, they threw them in at his
window, which was just then open; and
as, unluckily, all the flasks of beautiful
rose-water which he had bought were
neatly ranged beneath the window, those
heavy iron foes fell upon them, the bottles
were broken, and all the rose-water spilt
upon the floor.

Casem’s horror, when he entered his
apartment, may be better imagined than
described. * Detestable slippers!” he ex-
claimed, tearing his beard, ¢ you shall not
do me any further mischief.” He took a
spade, and ran with them into his garden,
where he hastily dug a hole to bury his
slippers ; when, unhappily, one of his
neighbors, who had long meditated some
mischief against him, happened to look
through his window, and saw him hard at
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work, digging this hole. Without delay,
he ran to the Governor of the city, and
told him, as a secret, that Casem had found
a great treasure in his garden. This was
quite enough to arouse the Governor'’s
cupidity ; and it was all in vain that our
miser declared he had not found anything,
but had only buried his old slippers. In
vain he dug them up again, and brought
them forth in presence of the Judge; the
Governor had made up his mind to have
money, and Casem was obliged to pur-
chase his release with a large sum.

In utter despair, he left the Governor’s,
carrying his expensive slippers in his
hand, while in his heart he wished them
far away. “ Why,” said he, “should I
thus carry them in my hand to my own
disgrace?” So he threw them into an
aqueduct not far from the Governor’s
palace. “ Now,” said he, “ I shall hear no
more of you; you have cost me money
enough—away with you from my sight!”
But, alas! the slippers stuck fast in the
mud of the aqueduct. This was enough;
in a few hours the stream was stopped, the
water overflowed ; the watermen ran to-
gether, for the Governor's cellars were
inundated, and for all this trouble and
misfortune Casem’s slippers were answer-
able! The watermen soon discovered the
unlucky cause of the mischief, and as
quickly made it known. The owner of the
slippers was taken into custody, and as
this appeared to be a vicious revenge upon
the Governor, he was sentenced to atone
for it by paying a larger fine than either
of the foregoing ones. But the Governor
gave the slippers carefully back to him.

“ What now shall I do with you, ye ac-
cursed slippers 7 said poor Casem. “I
have given you over to the elements, and
they have returned you, to cause me each
time a greater loss ; there remains but one
means—now I will burn you.”

“ But,” continued he, shaking them,
“you are so soaked with mud and water,
that I must first lay you to dry in the sun;
but I will take good care you do not come
into my house again.” With these words
he went up to the flat roof of the house,
and laid them under the vertical rays of
the sun. Yet had not misfortune tried all
her powers against him; indeed, her latest
stroke was to be the hardest of all. A
neighbor’s pet monkey saw the slippers,
jumped from his master’s roof on to Ca-
sem’s, seized upon and dragged them

about. While he thus played with them,
the unlucky slippers fell down and alighted
on the head of a woman who was stand-
ing in the street below. Her husband
brought his grievance before the Judge,
and Casem had to atone for this more
heavily than for aught before, for his in-
nocent slippers had nearly killed one of
his fellow-creatures. * Just Judge,” said
Casem, with an earnestness which made
even the Cadi smile, “I will endure and
pay all and everything to which you have
condemned me, only I ask your protection
against those implacable enemies, which
have been the agents of all my trouble
and distress to this hour—I mean these
miserable slippers. They have brought
me to poverty, disgrace, ay, even to peril
of my life; and who knows what else may
follow? Be just, O noble Cadi, and make
a determination that all misfortunes which
can be clearly ascribed to the evil spirit
which baunts these slippers, may be vis-
ited upon them, and not upon me."

The Judge could not deny Casem’s re-
quest : he kept those disturbers of public
and private peace in his own possession,
thinking he could give no better lesson to
the miser than this which he had now
learned at so much expense, namely, that it
is better to buy a new pair of slippers
when the old ones are worn out !

SYNCHRONISTICS—THE YEAR 1618.

ET fancy transport us back to a period
when the earth was two hundred years
younger, and blissfully inexperienced in
English and French revolutions, (wherein
she is by this time of day so accomplished
a savant,) nor had yet learned to spell into
memorable combinations the letters which
to us have a burning significance in such
names as Cromwell and Napoleon, Danton
and Washington, Louis Quatorze, the
Magnificent, and Louis Seize, the servant
of servants. We take our stand at the year
1618. The place is Dort; the occasion
is an ecclesiastical synod. Those vener-
able men disputing so keenly about ques-
tions for the discussion of which the
Romish controversy has made them cun-
ning masters of fence, are deputies from
the leading reformed Churches, including
the English. Hot-blooded Arminians and
hard-headed Calvinists are reasoning high

“Of providence, forcknowledge, will, and fate—
Fix’d fate, free-will, foreknowledge absolute.”
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There you hear the metaphysical plati-
tudes of the honest German—his oracular
deliverances plenteously spiced with
guttarals of profoundest bathos—quoting
huge excerpts from Dr. Martin and the
erndite Melancthon ; not without intervals
of dreamy dialectics, typical of the nation
to which De Stael, or rather Jean Paul,
assigns the empire of the air. There,
too, the * swag-bellied Hollander” figures,
away in a dense imbroglio of chopping-
logic, and goes on refining, and classifying,
and analyzing, and systematizing, with the
quiet gusto of one who has mounted his
hobby, and means to keep the animal
going as long as wind will let him. There,
too, the animated Swiss, jealous for the
honor of John Calvin, to whom he assigns
chapter the first in his private edition of
hero-worship, accounting him to be, among
all the worthies of a day in which giants
stalked the earth, the facile princeps.
And there, too, the practical sense and
Protestant devotion of England bas a
representative in the person of good Bish-
op Hall—famous for witty satirical poems
and large tomes of energetic prose.
Mark the hush of attention that travels,
like electric telegraph, athwart the assess-
ors, when Simon Episcopius rises to
speak ‘“to the question.” ~ Alas! there
is no lack of prejudice and intolerance
among the partisans of either side; the
flush that lights up many dim and farrowed
cheeks is not altogether of holy joy.
One would be grateful if, when doctors
disagree, they were less fertile in opprobri-
ous scorn, and in the rancorous invention
of the tu quogue kind of skirmishing. Less
scholasticism and more Christian forbear-
ance, less dogmatism and more generous
piety, were surely better. Let us away.
Let us away! But an old adage saith,
“ Qut of the frying-pan into the fire.”
Our transit is somewhat in that latitude.
The same year invites us from the logom-
achy of Dort to the opening of no wordy
war, but one of garments rolled in blood,

“ With tens of thousands rent from off the tree

Of hopeful life,—by battle’s whirlwind blown

Into the deserts of Eternity.

Unpitied havoc! Victims unlamented !

But not on high, where madness is resented.”
Wordsworth.

This is  Year One” of the Thirty Years’
War. The Bohemian insurgents (see
Schiller’s * Thirty Years’ War,” book i,

or Menzel’s “ Germany,” book xviii) have
just forced their way into the imperial
palace at Prague, occupied at present by
Ferdinand’s plenipotentiary commissioners,
Slawata and Martinitz, and demand a
statement as to their share in the recent
threatening proclamation from the throne,
directed against ‘the heretical and dis-
affected. The commissioners chafe these
hot spirits into madness by a cavalier
port of supreme .contempt and defiance.
Slawata and Martinitz cannot tread out a
volcano in that way. They are seized by
the angry deputation, dragged to the open
window, and hurled from-'it down to the
castle trench—a fall of some eighty feet.
Such is the initiative act of open rebellion.
Such is the beginning of sorrows, the
opened floodgate of streaming, rushing,
ever-swelling woes, which shall deluge
Germany for thrice ten years, like
% The simultaneous tide when hid
Volcanoes heave the ocean, dunl a long

YVast wave engulfs an islan
Sydncy Tondgn

At this time John Milton is a promising
boy in his tenth year, gifted with an eye
to mark, as few others can, the events and
actors of the years to come-—the struggle
of the Wallensteins, and Tillys, and
Piccolominis abroad, and of Lauds and
Hampdens and Pyms at home. Edmund
Waller is launching on his teens, and
already enjoying the honors, substantial
and otherwise, of an heir to three thousand
a-year, and unconsciously collecting stores
of impressions and sensations to be here-
after set down in mellifluous verse. A
still finer genius than Waller, Abraham
Cowley, is this year ushered ‘into life,
destined to die in that year which shall
give “ Paradise Lost” to the world, (for
five pounds sterling.) Samuel Butler
has not yet learned to speak plain, nor
discarded petticoats, but is playing about
his father's Worcestershire farm-yard,
and as innocent of the idea of “ Hudibras”
as that watch-dog careering at his side.
Izaak Walton is a fine, healthy young
‘ sempster,” zealous for the interests of
linen-drapery in business hours, and after-
ward hurrying with a light heart, rod in
hand, to suburban rivers and pools, that he
may

% There meditate his time away,
And angle on; and beg to have
A quiet passage to a welcome grave ;”
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“that smooth song which was
mnde by Kit Marlow, “ Come, live with
me, and be my love,” and resorting, with
sharp appetite enough, to some favorite
little alehouse with its *cleanly room,
lavender in the windows, and twenty
ballads stuck about the walls,” to make
such a supper of his gallant trout as it
would warm the heart of Christopher
North to witness. Thomas Fuller is a
quick-witted youngster.of the same age
as Milton : in this one faet “alike; but
O how different” in all besides! Jeremy
Taylor is separated from lawn sleeves, and
alb, and mitre, by many a summer and
winter, being as yet a tiny member of the
family of the unbreeched, and inclined to
regard the alphabet as the Ultima Thule
of ripe scholarship ; unconscious hitherto
of “ Holy Living” other than that of the
infancy which comes nearest, perhaps, to
the ideal of its innocence, and to whom
% Holy Dying” is a mystery which pass-
eth all understanding. Roger ’Estrange
is just learning to walk, and Ralph Cud-
worth is not even in leading strings yet,
his highest philosophy mere sensationalism
at present. Robert Burton, a Leicester-
shire rector, is collating illustrations for
his forthcoming magnum opus, the “ Anat-
omy of Melancholy,” the only book that
ever took Dr. Johnson out of bed two
hours sooner than he wished to rise.
Lord Herbert of Cherbury is English
Ambassador at Paris, the delight of its
elite, for his chivalrous demeanor, not
without a pungent spice of Quixotism in
it, and there he is employing leisure hours
in deistic researches, with a view to the
speedy publication of his * De Veritate.”
Sir Walter Raleigh is at this very time
terminating on the scaffold his brilliant
career, telling the executioner that ¢ so
the heart be right, it matters not which
way the heart lies,” and bidding him
“ fear not, but strike home.” Bacon’s
star nears its culmination; another year,
and he will be Baron Verulam, Lord High
Chancellor of England. Ben Jonson, too,
in another year, will be poet laureate,
(having already produced his choicest
works, and for two summers since the
bard of Avon fell asleep headed the poets
of Britain,) and will pay that visit to
William Drummond, of which we hear a
doggerel memento whenever we visit the
grounds of sweet Hawthornden and ro-
mantic Esk. Massinger is winning a

precariousliving by his tragedies—ea notable
subject for the “ Calamities of Authors”
is this penury-stricken scholar. Corneille
is only in his tenth year—the drama of
France is in the future tense, (and, no
question, the optative mood.) Rembrandt
isof thesameage. Rubens isat Antwerp,
painting himself into renown more lasting
than his colors; and his pupil Vandyke is
bordering on man's estate, with a reversion
of fame if not of immortality for him
also.

We have thus listened awhile to the
beatings of the great heart of the world
two centuries since. But death has bid
them all “ peace, be still,” and lo, & great
calm!

LORD CHANCELLOR THURLOW.

TH all his faults and shortcomings,

there was that in Thurlow which
overawed and daunted his cotemporaries,
and of which the impression is not wholly
lost even on posterity. It was & saying
of Mr. Fox, that no man ever yet was so
wise as Thurlow looked. His countenance
was fraught with sense, his aspect stately
and commanding, his brow broad, massy,
and armed with terrors, like that of the
Olympian Jove, to which, indeed, it was
often compared. His voice, loud, sonor-
ous, and as rolling thunder in the distance,
augmented the effect of his fierce and ter-
rible invective. Few, indeed, were they
who did not quail before his frown—fewer
still who would abide his onset in debate.
Perhaps no modern English statesman, in
the House of Lords at least, was ever so
much dreaded. In Parliament, as at the
bar, his speeches were home-thrusts, con-
veying the strongest arguments, or keenest
reproofs, in the plainest and clearest words.
His enemies might accuse his style of
being coarse, and sometimes even ungram-
matical, but they could never deny its
energy orits effect. In private life Thurlow
wasremarkable for his thorough knowledge
of the Greek and Latin writers; and no
less for his skill in argument and brilliant
powers of conversation. While yet at
the bar, Dr. Johnson said of him to Bos-
well—* I honor Thurlow, sir; Thurlow is
a fine fellow : he fairly puts his mind to
yours.” And after he became Chancellor,
the same high authority added—*“I would
prepare myself for no man in England
but Lord Thurlow. When I am to meet
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him, I should like to know a day before.”
Unless with ladies, his manner was always
uncouth, and his voice a constant growl.
But beneath that rugged rind there appears
to have lurked much warmth of affection
and kindliness of heart. Many acts of
generous aid and unsolicited bounty are
recorded of him. Men of learning and
merit seldlom needed any other recom-
mendation to his favor. Thus, on reading
Horsley’s Letters to Dr. Priestley, he at
once obtained for the author a stall at
Gloucester, saying—what I earnestly wish
all other chancellors had borne in mind—
that ‘“those who supported the Church
should be supported by it.” Nevertheless,
his temper, even when in some measure
sobered down by age, was always liable
to violent and unreasonable starts of pas-
sion. It is related by a gentleman who
dined with him at Brighton only a few
months before his death—for I must ever
hold that great characters are best pors
trayed by little circumstances—that a
plateful of peaches being brought in, the
ex-chancellor, incensed at their ill appear-
ance, ordered the window to be opened,
and not only the peaches, but the whole
dessert to be thrown out.

SKILL LEADS T0 FORTUNE—REMARK-
ABLE EXAMPLES.

T will be recollected that one of Sir
‘Walter Scott’s sayings was, that

“ whatever might be said about luck, 'tis
skill that leads to fortune!” There can
be no doubt of this as a general principle.
Few self-indulgent and apathetic men do
well in any line of life. The skillful, the
active, and the steadily persevering, usually
carry off the prizes which turn up in the
wheel of fortune. At the same time,
something is due to circumstances, as
well as to the Power which wisely controls

human destiny. Practically, however, the |

thing to be borne in mind is, that the young
are bound to exercise all proper means to
secure improvement in their condition.
That with a fair share of ambition, pru-
dence, and meritorious skill, it may be
possible to attain a station of eminence—
that is, “fortune,” though perhaps not
without corresponding responsibilities and
cares—we present the following com-
pendious list of distinguished men who
rose from humble and obscure circum-
stances.

Readers of Plutarch and other old his-
torians will recollect that Asop, Publius
Syrus, Terence, and Epictetus—all dis-
tinguished men in ancient  times—were
slaves at their outset in life. Protagoras,
a Greek philosopher, was at first a com-
mon porter ; Cleanthes, another philoso-
pher, was a pugilist, and also supported
himself at first hy drawing water and
carrying burdens. The late Professor
Heyne, of Gottingen, one of the greatest
classical scholars of his own or any other
age, was the son of a poor weaver, and for
many years had to struggle with the most
distressing poverty. The efforts of this
excellent man of genius appear to have
been greater and more protracted than
those of any other on record ; but he was
finally rewarded with the highest honors.
Bandoccin, one of the learned men of the
sixteenth century, was the son of a shoe-
maker, and worked many years at the
same business. Gelli, a celebrated Italian
writer, began life as a tailor ; and although
he rose to eminence in literature, never
forgot his original profession, which he
took pleasure in mentioning in his lec-
tures.

The elder Opie, whose talent for painting
was well appreciated, was originally a
working carpenter in Cornwall, and was
discovered by Dr. Wolcott—otherwise
Peter Pindar—working as a sawyer at the
bottom of a saw-pit. Abbot, Archbishop
of Canterbury, who flourished in the six-
teenth century, and distinguished himself
by opposing the schemes of Charles I.,
was the son of a cloth-worker at Guildford.
Akenside, the author of “ Pleasures of
Imagination,” was the son of a butcher in
Newcastle-upon-Tyne. D’Alembert, the
French mathematician, was left at the
steps of a church by his parents, and
brought up by a poor woman as a foundling,
yet arrived at great celebrity, and never
forgot or abandoned his nurse. Ammenius
Saccophorus, founder of the Mystic philos-
ophy at Alexandria, was born in poverty,
and originally earned his subsistence by
carrying sacks of wheat—whence the
latter part of his name. Amyot, a French
author of some celebrity for his version of
Plutarch, lived in the sixteenth century,
and was at first so poor as to be unable to
afford oil or candles to assist his studies,
which he had to carry on by fire-light;
and all the sustenance his parents could
afford him was a loaf of bread weekly.
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George Anderson, the translator of a
treatise of Archimedes, and author of a
“ General View of the East India Com-
pany’s Affairs,” who died in 1796, was
originally a j: -laborer. Masaniello, who
headed a successful revolt against the
tyranny of the Austrian government at
Naples, was a poor seller of fish. Sir
Richard Arkwright, the ingenious inventor
of the machinery for spinning cotton, was
originally a country barber, or dealer in
hair. Arne, an eminent English com-
poser of music, who died in 1778, was the
only son of an upholsterer, and was him-
self brought up as an attorney’s clerk.
Astle, the archzologist, and author of a
work on the origin and progress of writ-
ing, was the son of the keeper of Need-
wood Forest. Augereau, Marshal of
France, and Duke de Castiglione, under
Bonaparte, was originally & private soldier
in the French and Neapolitan ranks.
John Bacon, an eminent sculptor of last
century, was originally a painter of por-
celain for potters. Sir Humphrey Davy
was the son of a carver on wood, and he
himself began as an apprentice to an
apothecary.

Baillet, a laborious and learned French
writer, was born of poor parents at Neu-
ville in Picardy, but he extricated and
raised himself by his genius. Ballard, the
author of ¢ Memoirs of British Ladies,”
was originally a stay and habit maker;
but being patronized for his acquirements,
he was educated at Oxford, and made beadle
of that university. Barker, the inventor
of pictorial representation by panorama,
having failed in business, became a minia-
ture-painter, and settled in Edinburgh;
and it was while resident here, and taking
a view from the Calton Hill, that the idea
of forming a panorama entered his mind.
His invention realized him a fortune.
Beattie, the author of the * Minstrel,” and
Professor of Moral Philosophy in Aberdeen
University, was originally a parish school-
master at Fordun. Belzoni, one of the
most eminent travelers in Egypt, at one
period, when in pecuniary difficulties,
supported himself by exhibiting feats of
strength in different towns in Great Britain.
The famous Admiral Benbow served at
first as a common sailor in a merchant
vessel. Miss Benger, the authoress of the
“Life of Mary Queen of Scots,” and
many other productions of merit, was so
very poor in early life, that, for the sake

of reading, she used to peruse the pages of
books in a bookseller’s window in a little
town in Wiltshire, where she resided, and
returned day after day, in the hope of
finding another page turned over. She
afterwards obtained friends who assisted
her. Sebastian Castalio, the elegant Latin
translator of the Bible, was born of poor
peasants, who lived among the mountains
of Dauphine. The Abbe Hautefeuille,
who distinguished himself in the seven-
teenth century by his inventions in clock
and watch making, was the son of a
baker.

The eminent Prideaux, who rose to be
Bishop of Winchester, was born of such
poor parents that they could with difficulty
keep him at school, and he acquired the
rudiments of his education by acting as an
assistant in the kitchen of Exeter College,
Oxford. Sir Edmund Saunders, Chief-
Justice of the King’s Bench in the reign
of Charles II., was originally an errand-boy
to the young lawyers at the Temple-cham-
bersin London. Linnszus was apprenticed
to a shoemaker, with whom he wrought
for some time, till rescued by a generous
patron, who saw his genius for learning.
Lomonosoff, one of the most celebrated
Russian poets of last century, began life
as a poor fisherboy. The famous Ben
Jonson worked for some years as a brick-
layer; but while he had a trowel in his
hand, he had a book in his pocket.
Peter Ramus, a celebrated writer of the
sixteenth century, was at first a shepherd-
boy, and obtained his education by serving
as a lackey to the College of Navarre.
Longomantanus, the Danish astronomer,
was the son of a laborer. Parens, Profes-
sor of Theology at Heidelberg, and an
eminent divine, was at first an apprentice
to a shoemaker. Hans Sacho, an eminent
German poet and scholar, was the son of
a tailor, and he himself wrought as & shoe-
maker for many years. John Folez, an old
German poet, was a barber. Lucast Cor-
nelisz, a Dutch painter of the sixteenth cen-
tury, had occasionally to support his family
as 8 cook in gentlemen’s kitchens. The
illustrious Kepler spent his life in poverty,
but in apparent contentment. Winckel-
man was so poor while a student, that he
sang ballads through the streets at night
for his support. Wolfgang Musculus
commenced his career in a similar manner,
having for some time sung ballads through
the country, and begged from door to door,
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in order to obtain a pittance wherewith to
put himself to school. Pope Adrian VI.,
one of the most eminent scholars of his
time, began life in great poverty ; and as
he could not afford candles, often read by
the light of street-lamps, or in church-
porches where lights are kept burning:
his eminent acquirements and unimpeach-
able character led him successively through
different preferments in the Church till he
was elected Pope. Claude Lorraine is
said to have been originally apprenticed to
a pastrycook.

Dr. Isaac Maddox, Bishop of Worcester,
and known for his writings in defense of
the Church, was the son of a pastrycook.
The late Dr. Isaac Milner, Dean of Carlisle,
and Lucasian Professor of Mathematics at
Cambridge, was at first a weaver. Dr.
‘White, Professor of Arabic at Oxford, was
also a weaver in his youth. Thedem, the
chief surgeon of Frederick the Great, had
in his youth been apprenticed to a tailor.
The celcbrated John Hunter, the anato-
mist, was originally apprentice to a
cabinet-maker. William Kent and Francis
Towne, landscape painters of eminence,
began as apprentices to coach-painters.
The famous Hogarth raised himself from
the condition of a working-engraver on
silver. Edmund Stone, the eminent
mathematician, was originally a boy who
wrought in the garden of the Duke of
Argyle at Inverary, and who taught him-
self to read. Buchanan, the Scottish
historian, was born of poor parents, and
being sent by an uncle to Paris for his
education, he was there so neglected that,
in order to get back to his own country,
he enlisted as a private soldier in a corps
leaving France for Scotland: Buchanan
had to undergo many difficulties before his
learning was appreciated. Cervantes, the
author of “ Don Quixote,” commenced
life as a soldier, lost his left hand in battle,
and was a captive in Algiers for five years,
during which period he wrot8 part of his
celebrated work. Giordani, an Italian
engineer and mathematician of the seven-
teenth century, was originally a common
soldier on board one of the Pope’s galleys.
William Hutton, the eminent historian of
Birmingham, and the author of some mis-
cellaneous pieces, was the son*of a poor
woolcomber, and suffered the severest
pangs of poverty in his early years.
Joly, the French dramatist, was the son
of the keeper of a coffee-house. Erasmus

endured great poverty while a student.
Blacklock, a Scottish poet, was blind from
his infancy, and in early life was in a
distressing state of poverty; yet he rose
to a respectable station in society, and
acquired considerable learning in scien-
tific and theological branches of educa-
tion.

Bunyan, the author of*the *Pilgrim’s
Progress,” was the son of a tinker, and
followed that profession himself for some
time. Having been imprisoned for
preaching, he supported himself and his
family by togging laces, and in his leisure
hours in his dungeon he composed the work
which has immortalized his name. The
Scottish poet Burns, as is well known,
was born 2 peasant, and his early life was
spent as a plowman; yet what fame did
he not acquire? Cecilius Statius, a cele-
brated dramatic writer in ancient Rome,
was originally a slave, but was emancipated
in consequence of his talents, Caslon, an
eminent typefounder in London, was
originally an engraver of ornaments on
gun-barrels, but being noticed by some
printers for the elegance of his lettering,
he was induced to become a cutter of
types, in which he acquired a handsome
fortune. Cavalier, thé famous leader and
protector of the Camisards or Protestants
of Languedoc, when an attempt was made
to exterminate them by Louis XIV., was
the son of a peasant, and was bred a
journeyman baker: he afterward distin-
guished himself in the English service, in
which he died, 1740.

Ephraim Chambers, the compiler of a
well-known dictionary of arts and sciences,
was the apprentice of a mathematical-
instrument maker, and it was while in this
occupation he projected his dictionary,
some of the articles of which he wrote
behind the counter. Captain Cook, the
eminent circumnavigator, was born of
humble parents in Yorkshire, and began
his career as cabin-boy in the merchant-
service. Cullen, who rose to such emi-
nence as a physician, was originally ap-
prentice to a surgeon and apothecary in
Glasgow, and supported himself in early
life by making several voyages, as surgeon,
to the West Indies. Curran, the eminent
Irish barrister, was born of humble parents,
and had to struggle with want of practice
and consequent penury, before he became
known and rose to such splendid forensic
fame. Sir William Davenant, an eminent
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dramatic writer, and partisan of Charles
1., was the son of an innkeeper at Oxford.
Daniel Defoe, the author of ¢ Robinson
Crusoe,” and other works, was the son of
a London butcher, and had to struggle with
many misfortunes. Demosthenes, one of
the greatest orators of antiquity, was the
son of a sword-blade manufacturer at
Athens, and wams left an orphan at seven
years of age; and it was with incredible
perseverance and labor that he brought
himself into notice. James Dickson, the
suthor of some eminent works on Botany,
and one of the founders of the Linnwan
Society in London, was originally a work-
ing gardener, and rose by his own exer-
tions.

Dodsley, the publisher of the “ Annual
Register,” and the author of the ¢ Economy
of Human Life,” and other pieces, was
originally a stocking-weaver, and after-
wards a footman. Having, while in this
situation, published a poem entitled the
% Muse in Livery,” he came into notice,
was patronized by Pope, and enabled to
commence as a bookseller in London,
where he rose to fortune by his industry
and merit. Falconer, the author of “ The
Shipwreck,” was the son of a barber in
Edinburgh—by others he is said to have
been a native of Fife—and entered the
merchant-service when young; he under-
went many difficulties, and was at last
drowned in a voyage to India. James
Ferguson, the astronomer and experimental
philosopher, was the son of a poor laborer
in Banffshire, served at first as a shepherd,
and rose to eminence entirely by his force
of genius and application. George Fox,
the founder of the Society of Friends, or
Quakers, was the son of a weaver, and he
himself served an apprenticeship to a
grazier, and was employed in keeping
sheep ; the silence and solitude of which
occupation produced a zealous religious
feeling, which led to the propagation of his
new scheme of human society. Benjamin
Franklin, who rose to eminence as a
philosopher and statesman, was originally,
as is well known, a journeyman printer ;
and it was only by unremitting industry
and the exercise of his genius that he rose
to the enviable situation in which he closed
his career.

Andrew Fuller, a celebrated Baptist
minister, and author of some works of
merit, in the last century, wrought as a
peasant till he was twenty years of age.

Madam de Genlis, whose maiden name was
Ducrest de St. Aubin, felt the stings of
adversity and poverty in her youth, and
depended on her musical abilities for sup-
port, till married to the Count de Genlis.
Gifford, the late distinguished editor of the
“ Quarterly Review,” was left an orphan
at thirteen; was put to sea as a cabin-boy;
was afterward bound to be a shoemaker,
and was rescued from his humble fate at
twenty years of age by the kindness of
Mr. Cooksley, & surgeon : Gifford was so
utterly poor while a shoemaker, that he
could not buy paper, and used to work
algebraical questions with a blunted awl
on fragments of leather. His ingenuity
procured him friends, and by these he was
assisted to advance himself in life : for let
it be observed, the well-behaved are never
utterly friendless. Gray the poet, like
Gifford, was brought up in great poverty,
and supported in his education entirely
through the extraordinary exertions of his
mother. John Harrison, who received
the reward of $100,000 from Parliament
for his famous time-keeper to determine
the longitude at sea, was the son of a
carpenter, and instructed himself in me-
chanics.

Hawkesworth, the author of the “ Adven-
turer,” was the son of a watchmaker, and
was at first brought up to that profession.
He afterward became a clerk to a stationer,
and then rose to distinction as a literary
character. Sir John Hawkwood, a dis-
tinguished military commander of the
fourteenth century, was originally an ap~
prentice to a tailor, but entering as a
private soldier he rose to eminence.
Haydn, one of the most celebrated music-
composers,. was the son of a poor cart-
wright. Herder, a German philosopher
and writer, and who has been called the
Fenelon of his country, was born of poor
parents, and nurtured in adversity. Sir
William Herschel, one of the greatest
astronomers’of modern times, was originally
a player in the band of a Hanoverian
regiment. General Hoche, who com-
manded an expedition against Ireland in
1796, began life as a stable-boy. The
Joan of Arc, who by her heroism delivered
France from the English, was born of poor
parents, and supported herself in early life
by keeping sheep, and taking care of
horses at a country inn. Samuel Johnson
was the son of a bookseller at Litchfield,
and attempted to support himself by keep-



THE SENSE OF TOUCH.

120

ing a school: before he became known
and was patronized by the crown, he had
to endure severe pecuniary difficulties.
Henry Jones, a poet and dramatist of last
century, was bgrn of poor parents at
Drogheda, and was bred a bricklayer.
La Harpe, a French dramatist, poet, critic,
and miscellanedus writer, was the son of &
Swiss officer, who died in poverty, and
left him an orphan in such destitute cir-
cumstances that he was supported by the
Sisters of Charity, and it was by their
recommendations that he was gratuitously
educated.

The illustrious Shakspeare was the son
of a dealer in wool; and such was the
poverty of the young dramatist, that he
employed himself first as a prompter’s
call-boy : other accounts represent him as
holding gentlemen's horses at the door
of the playhouse. Shield, the famous
English violinist and musician, was the
son of a singing-master, who, in his ninth
year, left him fatherless: his early years
were spent as an apprentice to a boat-
builder, but his genius led him from this
occupation to that of music, in which he
‘was eminently successful. Jeremy Taylor,
an eminent theologian and prelate of the
seventeenth century, was the son of a
barber. Toussaint L.’ Ouverture, who was
appointed Governor and President of the
free black Republic of St. Domingo, was
born a slave, in which condition he re-
mained till the revolution in the island'
brought forward his abilities and courage.
Wallenstein, a celebrated German general,
began life as a page ot the Margrave of
Burgan—a situation almost equivalent to
that of a foot-boy to an English country
gentleman. Webbe, who has been so
celebrated for his musical compositions,
especially his glees, was originally a poor
destitute boy, who gained a meagre sub-
sistence by copying musie; but by dint of
incessant study, he became an excellent
composer. West, the American painter,
had many difficulties to contend with at
his outset; but like many eminent artists,
he overcame them all by his perseverance.
With him skill truly led to fortune.

After perusing this long catalogue, who
would despair? With trust in God, and
with diligenee in his calling, let the young
aspirant shun mean indulgences, and aim
at success. Then, if he reach not fortune,
he will at least have the blessed con-
sciousness of having deserved it.

Vor. I, No. 3.—K

THE SENSE OF TOUCH.

HE sense of feeling differs from all the

other senses, in belonging to every

part of the body, external and internal,
where nerves are distributed.

The nerves proceeding from the brain and
spinal marrow to the skin are the source
of its sensibility. The degree of this
offers great and remarkable varieties as
regards age, sex, temperament, and state
of health. A degree of action on the skin,
which to some amounts to absolute torture,
to others is almost a matter of indiffer-
ence. To a certain extent this is doubt-
less influenced by the moral state. The
“ white man,” says Flint, “shivers, and
scarcely credits his senses, as he sees the
young Indian warrior smoking his pipe,
singing his songs, boasting of his victories,
and uttering his menaces, when enveloped
in a slow fire; apparently as unmoved, as
reckless and unconscious of pain, as if sit-
ting at ease in his awn cabin. All that
has been found necessary.... to procure
this heroism, is, that the children from
boyhood should be constantly under a dis-
cipline. ... which tends directly to shame
and contempt at the least manifestation of
cowardice, on view of any danger, or of a
shrinking consciousness of pain in the en-
durance of any suffering. The males so
trained never fail to evidence the fruit of
their discipline. Nothing is more commor
than for a friend to propose to suffer for
his friend, a parent for a child, or a child
for a parent. Such persons endure vastly
less physical pain than those who suffer in
paroxysms of terror and self-abandonment.

A German writer affirms that “ terres-
trial magnetism” exerts in some sensitive
persons a peculiar influence, whether they
are in a state of health or otherwise, af-
fecting both body and mind.

The pleasures of touch are few beyond
the variations of warmth and coolness, and
even these gre limited in their degree.
Suffering is a warning voice, intimating
that something has been left undone which
ought to have been done ; or that we have
done, or are doing, something we ought
not to do. ' The pains of this sense are
therefore more numerous and vivid than
those arising from any other sense. Our
capacity of physical endurance may, how-
ever, be increased to a wonderful extent
by practice, and that even at a compara-
tively advanced age.
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In animals there is one characteristic
which has a great influence on the ability
of those possessed of it. It is the faculty
of opposing a thumb to the other fingers :
this constitutes the hand ; and it is found
in the highest degree of perfection in man.
He being formed to stand on and walk
with his feet, in an erect posture, his
hands are left at liberty. All the fingers,
except the wedding-ring finger, have sep-
arate movements, which is not the case
with any other animal: the nails, placed
on one side only, form a support, without
injuring the delicacy of the touch. From
‘the mandibles of insects to the human
hand, all is seen to be in the most harmo-
nious relation, evincing throughout the
whole creation the ‘adaptation of means to
ends. Galen denominated the hand as
“ the instrument of instruments,” as it im-
parts incompgrable skill. It is wonderfully
adapted to the purposes for which it was
designed, and thus illustrates the divine
wisdom. The hand is remarkable for the
flexibility of its parts, and the ease with
which the whole is moved : this is owing
to the complexity of its structure, consist-
ing of no fewer than twenty-seven separate
bones, put in motion by nineteen muscles.
No animal has any member comparable
with the human hand. The right hand
has a preference from natural endowment.
(See Sir C. Bell, on the Hand.) The hand
is divided into many parts, to enable it to
apply itself to objects of various shapes,
and to obtain a firm hold on those that are
both greater and less than itself; and for
bodies of unusual bulk, nature has made
each hand assistant to his fellow.

The touch is perhaps the least liable to
err of any of the senses; accordingly we
rely on its testimony with confidence.
Females have a finer skin and more deli-
cate perception of feeling than men.
Scarcely anything is more elegant than
the managemnient of the hands of a woman
of education. The hand is not the prin-
cipal object of touch solely because the
extremities of the fingers are furnished
with a great quantity of nervous papille,
but because it is also divided into several
parts. The surface of the hand and fingers
is greater in proportion than any other part
of the body. The information obtained by
the touch is acquired slowly, and the sen-
sations must be frequently repeated. Much
depends on the education given to the
ends of the fingers; and the left hand is

capable of being more serviceable than
is usual.

“The South Australian aborigines,”
says a recent traveler, “ have a power of
manipulating with their tpes, so as to do
many things surprising to men who wear
shoes . . .. their mode of climbing [trees]
depending as much on the foes as the fin-
gers. With the toes they gather fresh-
water muscles..... In their attempts to
steal. ... their feet were much employed :
they would tread softly on any article,
seize it with the toes, pass it up the back,
or between the arm and side, and so con-
ceal it in the arm-pit, or between the beard
and throat.”

By the touch we originally perceive the
temperature of bodies ; with the assistance
of the eye, their length, breadth, depth,
figure and position ; also their roughness
or smoothness, hardness, sofiness, or fluid-
ity. Experience teaches us to perceive
most of these qualities by the sight. The
blind, as they walk about, frequently esti-
mate their approach to large and heavy
bodies, by the increasing resistance of the
atmosphere.

We have observed that loss or diminu-
tion of one sense is followed by increased
attention to the indications of other senses.
The blind acquire a wonderful delicacy of
touch. Saunderson, the blind mathema-
tician, could distinguish true medals from
counterfeit ones. A blind organist distin-
guished different kinds of money. He
was a first-rate card-player, and in dealing
knew the cards he dealt to others as well
as those he kept for himself. When a
blind person first commences learning to
read elevated characters by the touch it is
necessary to use a large type, and every
letter must often be felt. Afterward, the
combinations of letters into words are re-
cognized without the necessity of forming
a separate idea of each letter: line after
line may soon be read very rapidly, and the
size of the types be gradually diminished.
A blind Scotch tailor had the faculty of
tracing the stripes, squares, and angles, of
tartan cloth by the touch. In making a
coat, he could cause the different squares
to coalesce, diagonally at the back, and
meet angularly with great exactness; a dif-
ficult thing even to those that can see. A
Scotch lad was blind, deaf, and dumb, from
his birth: as he grew up he .discovered
extraordinary acuteness in the senses of
touch and smell. By these, he was enabled
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to distinguish his relatives from strangers,
and any little article of his own from
things that belonged to others. His taste
seemed also to be exquisite.

Some animals are destitute of the sense
of smell and hearing : others are destitute
of eyes. The sense of feeling is never
wanting ; probably not often something
resembling the sense of taste. In the
touch man is in some respects greatly su-
perior to the lower world. Animals which
have this sense in the greatest perfection
are the most knowing ; as an example may
be mentioned the elephant with its trunk.
Those animals which are furnished with
hands appear to have much sagacity. Apes
imitate the mechanical actions of man.
Naturalists tell us that bats, if blinded,
will guide themselves through the most
winding and complicated passages, with-
out striking the walls or anything which
may seem to obstruct their progress.
Spermaceti whales are said to ‘ have the
power of communicating with each other
at great distances. .... When a straggler
is attacked at the distance of several miles
from a shoal, a number of its fellows bear
down to its assistance in an almost incred-
ibly short space of time.”’—Carpenter's
Physiology.

In some insects the antenne are the
organs of touch. Naturalists suppose
these to be the chief instruments which
enable these insects to communicate intel-
ligence to one another. Huber gives the
name of language antennal to this species
of intercourse. Thus the signal of danger
is propagated throughout the society of
ants with astonishing quickness. The
sense of touch is peculiarly acute also in
other insects. An instance of this is seen
in spiders, from the nicety with which they
fabricate their webs. The whiskers of
animals are subservient to the sense of
touch, as in the cat. Even by the hoofs
of animals sensations are received. Thus
a highland pony ascertains the soundness
of a moorland path. The presentiment of
a change of weather is common to many,
possibly to all, kinds of birds, arising
probably from sensibility of touch. The
woodpecker, the snow-birds, the swallow,
are all busy before a storm, searching
eagerly for food. Ducks and geese are
tumultuous before falling weather: they
wash and arrange their plumage with un-
common activity. The observing farmer
remarks these things : he looks on birds as

monitors, who, from a perception superior
to his own, prepare him for the coming
change. Before a storm the stormy petrels
flock under the wake of a ship, and are
looked upon by some sailors as foreboding
evil. ¢ But,” says Wilson the naturalist,
‘“as well might they curse the midnight
lighthouse that starlike guides them on
their watery way .... as this harmless
wanderer, whose manner informs them of
the approach of the storm.” ‘

LIEUTENANT HOLMAN, THE BLIND
TRAVELER.

AMES HOLMAN is a native of Ex-
eter ; and was a lieutenant in the Royal
Navy when he lost his sight, at the age of
twenty-five years, while on sgrvice on the
coast of Africa, in the year 1811, and was
subsequently appointed one of the naval
knights of Windsor. In 1820 he traveled
through France, Italy, &c., and in 1822
published an account of his journey. In
the preface to this work he states that,
after his affliction, he in time began to
acquire greater facility of locomotion than
he could have anticipated; and this was
succeeded by an almost irresistible inclina-
tion to visit different parts of his native
country in quest of knowledge and amuse-
ment. Notwithstanding the limited inform-
ation which it may be supposed he would
thus obtain, he assures us that he found
the impressions produced afforded him not
only present but permanent gratification.
“To some,” he adds, ¢ this may appear
incredible. It must, however, not be for-
gotten, that the loss of one sense is com-
pensated by superior powers in those that
remain unimpaired, in consequence of their
being called more frequently into action:
and it is well known that the sense of touch,
in particular, acquires so great a delicacy
as to afford degrees of information which
under ordinary states it is incapable of.
Besides this advantage, he acquired an in-
definite power, almost resembling instinct,
which he believes in like manner gives
him ideas of whatever may be going for-
ward externally.”

Encouraged by the attention which was
excited by this work, and stimulated by
the craving for change and adventure, he
undertook another journey, and traveled
through Russia into Siberia. He had
formed the extraordinary design of travel-
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ing round the world ; but having been, as
he states, taken by the Russian authorities
for & spy—a blind spy—he was conducted
back to the frontiers of Poland, and found
his way home through Austris, Saxony,
Prussia, and Hanover. The account of
his Journey was published in 1825, with the
apt motto (Holman is happy in mottos)—
“ The man who is the lord of the country
spake roughly unto us, and took us for
spies of the country.” In 1827 Lieutenant
Holman was temporarily relieved from the
obligations of his appointment at Windsor,
by receiving permission to go abroad for
the benefit of his health. He did not
return till 1832, having in the mean time
completed a voyage round the world—an
undertaking sufficiently arduous, but, with
the facilities possessed by a naval officer,
more pleasant and practicable than the
series of land journeys which he had
originally contemplated. The account of
this voyage was published in four very
full octavo volumes, the first of which
appeared in 1834. The commencement of
this volume supplies a more particular and
connected account of the author’s condition
as a traveler than is to be found in any
other portion of his works.

After stating that he had been conscious
from his earliest youth of a desire to ex-
plore distant regions, Lieutenant Holman
proceeds :—“I am bound to believe that
this direction of my faculties and energies
has been ordained by a wise and benevolent
Providence, as a source of consolation
under an affliction which closes upon me
all the delights and charms of this visible
world. The constant occupation of the
mind, and the continunal excitement of
mental and bodily action, contribute to
diminish, if not to overcome, the sense of
deprivation which must otherwise have
pressed upon me; while the gratification
of this passion scarcely leaves leisure for
despondency, at the same time that it
supplies me with inexhaustible means of
enjoyment. When I entered the naval
service I felt an irresistible impulse to
become acquainted with as many parts of
the world as my professional avocations
would permit, and I was determined not
to rest satisfied until I had completed the
circumnavigation of the globe. But at the
early age of twenty-five, while these re-
solves were strong, and the enthusiasm of
youth was fresh and sanguine, my present
affliction came upon me. It is impossible

to deacribe the state of my mind at the
prospect of losing my sight, and of being,
as I then supposed, deprived by that mis-
fortune of the power of indulging in my
cherished project. Even the suspense
which I suffered, during the period when
my medical friends were uncertain of the
issue, appeared to me a greater misery
than the final knowledge of the calamity
itself. At last I entreated them to be ex-
plicit, and to let me know the worst, as
that could be more easily endured than the
agonies of doubt. Their answer, instead
of increasing my uneasiness, dispelled it.
I felt a comparative relief iu being no lon-
ger deceived by false hopes; and the cer-
tainty that my case was beyond remedy
determined me to seek, in some pursuit
adapted to my new state of existence, a
congenial field of employment and consola-
tion. At that time, my health was so
delicate, and my nerves so depressed by
previous anxiety, that I did not suffer my-
self to indulge in the expectation that I
should ever be able to travel out of my own
country alone; but the return of strength
and vigor, and the concentration of my
views upon one object, gradually brought
back my old passion, which at length be-
came as firmly established as it was be-
fore. The elasticity of my original feel-
ings being thus restored, I ventured, alone
and sightless, upon my dangerous and novel
course ; and I cannot look back upon the
scenes through which I have passed, the
great variety of circumstances by which
I have been surrounded, and the strange
experiences with which I have become
familiar, without an intense aspiration of
gratitude for the bounteous dispensation
of the Almighty, which enabled me to
conquer the greatest of human evils by
the cultivation of what has been to me
the greatest of human enjoyments, and to
supply the void of sight with countless ob-
jects of intellectnal gratification.”

A rival traveler in Siberia had remarked
somewhat tartly upon the incompetency of
a blind traveler, and had hazarded a con-
jecture concerning the bulky character of
his manuscript if it embraced all sorts of
hearsay information. Holman, in an ap-
pendix to his Siberian travels, alleges that
his antagonist had grievously misconceived
his manner of collecting as well as of pre-
serving his materials :—% The latter,” he
says, “ I effect upon a principle which may
not have entered his contemplation—that
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of depositing them, in a portable and in-
visible form, within the cavity of my
cranium ; a place which, however, did not
suggest itself from any sinister motive,
but originated from the peculiarity of my
gituation precluding me from committing
them to paper in the ordinary way.” But
in his later travels we are favored with a
more explicit and satisfactory statement
on this point : I keep a rough diary, which
I fill up from time to time as opportunities
offer, but not from day to day, for I am
frequently many days in arrear, sometimes,
indeed, a fortnight together : but I always
vividly remember the daily occurrences
which I wish to retain, so that it is not
possible that any circumstances can escape
my attention. I also collect distinct notes
on various subjects, as well as particular
descriptions of interesting objects, and
whea I cannot meet with a friend to act as
my amanuensis, I have still a resource in
my own writing apparatus, of which, how-
ever, I but seldom avail myself, as the
process is much more tedious to me than
that of dictation. But these are merely
rough notes of the heads of subjects which
I wish to reserve to expatiate upon at
leisure on my return to old England.”

Of this apparatus Holman speaks with
much praise and gratitude, as invaluable
to those afflicted with blindness. It opens
not only an agreeable source of amusement
and occupation in the hours of loneliness
and retirement, but enables them to com-
municate their secret thoughts to a friend,
without the intervention of a third party.
The apparatus to which this applies is the
¢« Nocto Via Polygraph of Mr. Wedgwood,
by which the blind are enabled to write
very clearly and legibly on paper, though
of course not with the facility which is
afforded by the use of pen and ink to those
who can see.”

Holman was not ignorant that there
were many to whom the desire of a blind
man to travel in foreign lands must seem
unaccountable, if not absurd. Of such he
asks with much force, “ Who could endure
life without a purpose, without the pursuit
of some object in the attainment of which
his moral energies should be called into
healthful activity? I can confidently as-
sert,” he adds, ¢ that the effort of traveling
has been beneficial to me in every way:
and I know not what might have been the
consequence, if the excitement with which I
looked forward to it had been disappointed,

or how much my health would have suf-
fered but for its refreshing influence.”
The answer which he gives to the question,
“ What is the use of traveling to one who
cannot see?’ corroborates the remarks
which we have hazarded. ¢ Does any
traveler,” he asks, “see all that he de-
scribes 7—and is not every traveler obliged
to depend upon others for a great propor-
tion of the information he collects? Even
Humboldt himself was not exempt from
this necessity.” This is scarcely a satis-
factory analogy; for although travelers
are generally obliged to depend in some
degree upon the information of others,
they are able to form a tolerably fair
estimate of the value of the information
they derive from others by comparing it
with the facts within their own observa-
tion. But Holman succeeds better when
he goes on to develop the sources of his
own enjoyment, and to explain the mode
in which he was enabled to realize the in-
formation he desired.

“ The picturesque in mnature, it is true,
is shut out from me, and works of art are
to me mere outlines of beauty, accessible
only to one sense; but perhaps this very
circumstance affords a stronger zest to
curiosity, which is thus impelled to & more
close and searching examination of details
than would be considered necessary to a
traveler who might satisfy himself by the
superficial view, and rest content with the
first impressions conveyed through the eye.
Deprived of that organ of information, 1
am compelled to adopt a more rigid and
less suspicious course of inquiry, and to
investigate analytically, by a train of patient
examination, suggestions and deductions
which other travelers dismiss at first sight ;
so that, freed from the hazard of being
misled by appearances, I am the less likely
to adopt hasty and erroneous conclusions.
I believe that, notwithstanding my want of
vision, I do not fail to visit as many inter-
esting points in the course of my travels
as the majority of my cotemporaries;
and by having things described to me on
the spot, 1 think it as possible for me to
form as correct a judgment as my own
sight would enable me to do; and, to con-
firm my accuracy, I could bring many living
witnesses to bear testimony to my endless
inquiries and insatiable thirst for collecting
information. Indeed, this is the secret of
the delight I derive from traveling, afford-
ing me as it does a constant source of
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mental occupation, and stimulating me so
powerfully to physical exertion, that I can
bear a greater degree of bodily fatigue
than any one could suppose my frame to
be capable of supporting.”

During his journey in Russia most of
the difficulties of Holman seem to have
arisen from the inability of the persons he
met with to comprehend his position, or
to form any notion of the pleasure he was
able to derive from travel. Hence his de-
sign was much opposed, even by those
interested in his welfare; and the con-
sciousness of what he was to expect in
this way, caused him to maintain a certain
degree of reserve as to the direction and
final intention of his journey, to which, to-
gether with a desire to prevent what must
have seemed to the government an un-
reasonable and foolhardy enterprise, we
attribute the interference which eventually
put a stop to his progress. Unless he had
avowed his design at Petersburgh, and had
thus obtained permission to accomplish it,
there was no chance of his being able to
do so; and the doubts which prevented
him from declaring such intention when
at the seat of government, ought to have
prevented the surprise which he experi-
enced when his progress was arrested.
The wonder is, that he was, under the
circumstances, allowed to proceed so far
as Irkoutsk, without having made known
his intention at Petersburgh ; and the oppo-
sition he met with from his own friends at
Moscow, when his intention to proceed to
the point which he did reach became known,
illustrates the feeling of the government
in its final interference to arrest his prog-
ress. That he waa taken for a spy can-
not be seriously imagined. He had in-
fringed a rule of the passport-office by the
neglect now indicated; and this, coupled
with an anxiety to prevent a blind man
from running willfully into the dangers to
which he seemed so much exposed by his
condition, explains sufficiently, to those who
are acquainted with Russia, the arbitrary
interference of the government.

The publication of this work, however,
enabled the persons whom Holman en-
countered in his next pilgrimage to under-
stand him better, and disposed them to
advance his objects, and to render him all
possible assistance : and after the experi-
ences gathered in his last great journey,
and the fuller information concerning him
afforded to others in the volumes wherein

that journey is described, he might again
travel with still greater advantage; but
80 it is, to blind men as to others, that by
the time one establishes his footing, and,
by the experiences which he has gained or
imparted, finds the path of life more opeg
before him, and he gets well up in years,
be dies—leaving many sources of enjoy-
ment untried, and many engaging tasks un-
accomplished. Lieutenant Holman is not
dead ; and we trust there are many years
of life before him : but one who was twenty-
five years old in 1811, must by this time
have lost some of those capacities for
physical exertion which might, upon the
basis of all his past experience, enable him
to do even greater things than any he has
yet accomplished. We the rather make
this remark, because there has been a most
perceptible improvement in the real value
of Holman’s successive publications; and
the last volume of his last work need not
fear a comparison with the best books of
travel in our language.

We shall now state some points of in-
formation respecting our blind traveler’s
own condition and modes of action, which
engaged our attention in passing through
his volumes.

In his first journey the traveler gives
an instance of the mode in which he was
wont to obtain exercise, to prevent his
health from suffering by carriage-traveling
in France. He got out, and finding the
back part of the coach, there secured his
hold by means of a piece of cord, which
he always carried in his pocket, and which
in this case served him as a leading-string.
He thus followed the carriage for several
miles, to the great astonishment of the
villagers, who laughed heartily, and shouted
after him as he passed. It would appear
that he sometimes exposed himself to mis-
adventures in his anxiety to assure him-
self that no candle was left burning at
night in his bedchamber. At one place
he describes himself as taking the fille-de-
chambre by the hands to ascertain that she
was taking the candle away with her; “as,
when it has been left behind,” he says, “ 1
have occasionally burnt my fingers, and
even once made an extinguisher of my
chin.”

When at Petersburgh, as anywhere else,
Holman was careful to visit every object
of interest: indeed, he appears to have
been as persevering a sight-seer as any
traveler on record. On visiting the Mint
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at that city, he remarks— It may be ex-
pected that I should explain the nature of
the interest I take in a visit to such a place
as the present; for it will scarcely be ad-
mitted that the loss of sight can on such
an occasion be compensated by the mental
powers. Few who have the blessing of
sight give themselves time to consider
what ideas they would entertain of external
objects if they were deprived of this sense,
.or how much pains they would take to
compensate such deprivation. Indeed, it
is scarcely possible for any one to have a
right conception of the confidence which
a person who has been long afflicted with
blindness acquires with respect to his vari-
ous intercourses with the world : time and
experience must produce it, but reflection
and judgment alone can bring it to perfec-
tion. There are, however, some points,
particularly those which relate to personal
intercourse, which may be more instantane-
ously acquired, as if by a principle of per-
ceptiveinstinct ; this atleast my experience
indicates: for instance, when any one is
conversing with me I conceive myself to
see the expression of countenance as the
words are pronounced, almost as if I actual-
ly saw it, and in ordinary cases receive a
similar kind of satisfaction. This may be
accounted for from a combination of causes
—as the tone of voice, the manner of
speaking, and other circumstances, which
excite in my mind an ideal picture of the
features, personal qualities, manners, nay,
even the character of the person conversing
with me, particularly when aided by as-
sociations derived from my own experience.
I thus satisfy myself, at least, with a rep-
resentation according to my own concep-
tion, although my ideas, connected as they
are with remembrances of what I have
formerly seen, cannot have the same
originality as would be the case with
persons who have been blind from their
birth.

“T am only actuated by an intense desire
to see, when I meet with some one who
excites more than ordinary interest in my
feelings, or with any extraordinary pro-
ductions of nature or art: it is then the
imagination takes fire, and my desire to
see increases with the difficulty, nay im-
possibility, of gratifying it; then my feel-
ings are worked up to such a pitch, that
I become truly restless and impatient, when
nothing but a change of place, or the intro-
duction of a new subject sufficiently power-

ful to constitute a counteracting influence,
can restore me to calm reflection.

“If it be inquired how I can understand
the structure and action of machinery, I
would ask how the machinery in question
came to be originally invented ; doubtless,
it would be replied, *“ By man's imagina-
tion.” If so, how much easier may it be
for my imagination to comprehend what has
been reduced to practical demonstration,
80 evident that a mere operative mechanic
can execute it from description only !”

‘While Holman was at St. Petersburgh,
a notice of him appeared in one of the
journals of that place. He is described
as inquiring into everything, and examining
most objects by the touch, by which he
was able very readily to recognize a bust
of the Emperor Alexander, and to dis-
tinguish the points in which it differed from
another bust of the same monarch which
he had previously examined.

On the morning of his quitting Moscow
he had to pack his baggage which had
been neglected the previous night. This
brings out the information that this was
a matter requiring very deliberate attention
on his part: seemingly that he might in
the act of packing impress upon his memory
the exact place of every article, or rather,
perhaps, that he might recollect the places
which the articles previously occupied. In
this operation his friends deemed him so
helpless, that he had many offers of assist-
ance, which he declined. Instead of need-
ing help, he assures us, that his best course
was to lock himself up in his room, like a
school-boy who has a difficult task to per-
form ; for, were he once to get confused,
the presence and help of a second person
would only serve to distract him further.
By observing this principle, he had acquired
such methods of arrangement that he not
only knew precisely where everything lay
that was contained in his personal baggage,
but even to direct his friends at home
where to find any article that he might
have left behind him.

The reader who has favored the previons
pages of this little work with his attention,
will have no difficulty in understanding the
burst of feeling in which our blind traveler
indulges on crossing the Ural Mountains,
which separate Europe from Asia. “My
heart bounded with joy that I had ac-
complished so considerable a part of my
journey, and was entering, as it were, upon

! a new world, a world of strangers, with
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Providence only as my guide. I had now
succeeded in what had been, for many
years, one of the most ardent objects of
my wishes, but which I had little expecta-
tion of realizing—a desire of visiting the
fourth quarter of the globe. The satis-
faction I felt is indescribable, and served
to animate me with increased zeal to per-
severance in my future projects. I almost
imagined that a supernatural power was
imparted to me, and that I had only to
wave my wand and will it, and every ob-
stacle, every difficulty, would give way
before me.”

In Ceylon, Holman ascended to the top
of Adam’s Peak. As common mortals
get to the top of mountains in order to
see, they will wonder what inducement a
blind man could have for the exertion which
the ascent involved. Let him answer.
“ We reached the summit just before the
sun began to break, and 2 splendid scene
opened upon us. The insulated mountain,
rising up into a peak of seven thousand
four hundred and twenty feet above the
level of the sea, flanked on one side by
lofty ridges, and on the other by a cham-
paign country stretching to the shore, that
formed the margin of one immense expanse
of ocean. I could not see this glorious
sight with the visual orba, but I turned
toward it with indescribable enthusiasm.
I stood upon the summit of the peak, and
Jelt all its beauties rushing into my heart
of hearts.”

THOUGHT-PASHIONS.

HE changes in costume, farniture, and
manners, which have made one gen-
eration differ from another, are curiously
interesting to most minds, though seen (as
the uniform preface of old nursery tales
used to say) “but in cards and pictures,”
or known at best only by their scanty and
scattered relics. The wedding-gown of
anybody’s grandmother, a great-uncle’s
peruke, or other such light antiquity, re-
calls, at least by association, a people who
looked marvelously unlike us, though they
lived in the same towns, prayed perhaps in
the same churches, and spoke much the
same English tongue. Few, indeed, have
arrived, we will say, at discreet years
(because that innocent term is of private
interpretation) who can pot remember
wearing cuts of coats, or shapes of the
bonnet kind in which they would now

scarcely recognize themselves. It is not
alone in the domestic and social requisites
of the visible public that change and vari-
ety are thus apparent. Mind has also its
modes, which vary and disappear, and are
no less entirely superseded.

Age after age, as time and civilization
marched onward, the fashions of popular
thought have changed : the million of our
fathers did not think as our million do;
not that their minds were really dissimilar,,
but they wore, 80 to speak, a different cos-
tume, and looked through a differently-
colored vail. The subjects of interest or
alarm which roused the guilds of England,
shook the old towns through all their nar-
row streets and dingy dwellings, or filled
to overflowing the great Gothic churches,
are long gone out of hearing. Other agi-
tators have replaced them by workshop,
and hearth, and pulpit; for, though some
themes seem everlasting, no age fully re-
sponds to the keynote of another. Now and
then the spirits of departed times appear
to return, and walk again among the living.
The ruling and regal ideas of far-off cen-
turies cast their shadows at times upon
younger generations, because nothing from
the world within can die away or be for-
gotten so soon as the external. The ma-
terials of outward fashion are almost as
perishable as the users; hence her trophies
or wrecks, however wonder-worthy, rarely
hold out long against the hostilities of
chance and time. Few museums can now
boast of a specimen of the horned head-
dress, or the boots with peaked toes eigh-
teen inches in length, which curved up-
ward, and were fastened by chains to the
girdle. Yet the beliefs and controversies
in full vogue with those same peaks and
horns sre familiar to every scholar. The
world’s thought-fashions can be traced
backward through a thousand memorisls,
almost to the dawn of letters; remnants
of some that have been long extinct are
still found in statute-books, in the laws
and learning of sundry universities, and in
what the speakers of old Saxon English
were wont to call folk-lore. History has
gamered them up, and genius has em-
balmed them. It would puzzle a skillful
antiquary to say just at present how the
people of the fourteenth and fifteenth cen-
turies actually looked and lived at home
—the pencil or chisel having done little in
those days, and that little for royalty alone,
~—but Chaucer, Gower, and Wiclif have
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daguerreotyped the mental lineaments of
their ages, and every subsequent writer
has told us something of what was thought
and talked of in his time.

It is curious, if not edifying, to mark
how these master topics rose and fell, for
the most part, like kings who left no heirs,
though some came in dynasties, one of the
same family regularly following another,
like those that prevailed with so much
sound and fary from early in the sixteenth
till the close of the seventeenth century.
Since then many subjects have had domin-
ion over its people. The public has changed
the fashion of its thoughts as often as
that of its garments; but, as in the old
slow-going times, cuts and shapes were
apt to remain long in honor even with the
ladies—the Lkirtles of cramass and gowns
of cut velvet doing gala duty for two or
three generations at least—so their thought
fashions lasted our ancestors long, and the
rapidity of modern change seems to have
advanced equally in dreas and in topics of
interest.

Some subjects seem to retain a sort of
evergreen interest. A theological dis-
pute, a worker of wonders, whether false
or true, or a new and extraordinary mode
of getting rich has the same attraction for
the masses of our day which its like had
for those of two centuries ago. Physicians
have remarked that the current themes of
their times and people are peculiarly indi-
cated by prevalent forms of insanity : for
instance, it has been found that most of the
patients received into French asylums of
late years have imagined themselves either
political leaders, or grievously compro-
mised in the eyes of government ; whilein
Britain and America, the most frequent
delusions had something to do with divin-
ity, mesmerism, or California. Doubtless
the unhinged mind of every age was
equally impressible by its uppermost ideas,
and this fact must have largely contributed
to the force of popular delusions in times
of less research into mental phenomena.
How far witchcraft, possession, and all
manner of supernatural experiences, may
have been its debtors, no looker-back can
guess ; bat the mention of these antiquated
ills takes one back to old thought fashions,
and reminds us how many judgments have
been reversed within the limits of what is
called authentic history. To go no farther
from our own vocation, O readers, and
writers too, has not the tide of opinion

turned strikingly since Lady Wardlaw
found it convenient to escape the charge
of bluestockingism by saying her grand
ballad of Sir Patrick Spence had been dis-
covered in that which knitters know as the
heart of & clew >—thus leaving its author-
ship an unrivaled bone of contention to
poetical antiquaries.

More distant times present still wider
contrasts. About the days of the great
Alfred, all that was pious, prudent, and
honorable, seemed indissolubly connected
with the single life, but, under the present
system of things, one is scarcely respect-
able out of the pale of matrimony ; never-
theless, let the nonjurers take comfort on
¢ the darker the night the nearer the morn-
ing” principle. Some few but zealous
disciples of Malthus have predicted that a
great revolution in this department of social
policy is at hand, by which that ill-requited
class, vulgarly known as old maids and
bachelors, will resume their ancient level
in public esteem, and be regarded onmce
more as the most select and meritorious
part of the community. Our own wisdom
is not sufficiently far-sighted to enable us
to subscribe to this peculiar prophecy ; but
we believe, and beg to assure the dissatis-
fied in general, that in the onward march
of things changes almost as great, and
improvements perhaps greater, are like-
ly to be effected on even modern Thought
Fashions.

RESIDENCE OF ADAM SMITH.

ANY who hear of the great econom.

ical work of Dr. Adam Smith know

little of its history, or of the character and
circumstances of its author.

Very unlike the literary productions of
modern days, it was the result of ten
years’ labor. It was not merely written
during ten years of a man’s life, the pro-
duct of occasional application or of leisure
hours. Smith, who was a quiet bachelor,
living with an aged mother, and wholly a
being of study, retired from the busy
haunts of men to write this book, and was
completely occupied by it for ten years.
Such, we suspect, is the true way to make
great books, and consequently great and
enduring reputations.

The retreat of Smith during these ten
years was his mother’s house, in the sea-
port town of Kirkaldy, on the north shore
of the Frith of Forth, opposite to Edin-



188

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

burgh. He could here see the busy cap-
ital, where lived his friends Hume, Blair,
Robertson, and others ; but he seldom went
thither. Having been born in Kirkaldy
and brought up at its grammar-school, he
had some old friends of youthful days
there, and with them he maintained a little
intercourse. Beyond this he was almost
a hermit. The space occupied by his re-
markable labors was from the year 1766
to 1776, when the work was published, at
which time the author was fifty-three years
of age.

A stranger, passing through the long
rambling town of Kirkaldy, will very prob-
ably observe, inscribed over an entry or
alley, “ Dr. Apam Surre'’s Crose.” He
may here see the house, and even the
room, where this great work was con-
cocted. About twenty years ago, the fol-
lowing account of the residence of Smith
was written by a gentleman of Kirkaldy
in obedience to an inquiry which had been
addressed to him :—

% The house in Kirkaldy which was in-
habited by Dr. Smith, his mother, and
Miss Douglas, a cousin, is a house of three
stories, situated on the south side of the
street, (nearly opposite the shop of Mr.
Cumming, bookseller,) now the property
of the heirs of Michael Beveridge, haber-
dasher. About the center of the front is
a close or entry by which you pass in as-
cending to the second and third stories.
At the extremity of the close is a large
court or open area in rear of the house.
On the east or left side of this court is a
building at right angles to the front build-
ing, locally denominated a dack jamd.
This back jamb contains the staircase by
which you ascend to the second and third
stories, and also several apartments. Dr.
Smith occupied the third story of the
house, and his study was the southernmost
room of the back jamb, a room, I estimate
(I visited it to-day) about fourteen feet by
ten, having one window looking into the
back court, and another in the gable or
south wall of the back jamb looking to-
ward the sea. The fireplace is in the
gable. Between the fireplace and the
side of the window is a space of about
three feet: there stood the doctor’s chair;
and here he sat by the fire, the one knee
over the other, reclining his right shoulder
against the wall, dictating his immortal
work to his amanuensis, Rob Reid, who
sat on the opposite side of the fireplace,

at a small table fronting the doctor. Dr.
Smith wore a tie-wig, and when sitting in
the position I have described, in deep
meditation, he frequently leaned his head
against the wall, by which, in process of
time, the paper of the wall became stained
by the pomatum on his wig. This stain
or mark remained on the wall for many
years after Dr. Smith left Kirkaldy, but
is now no longer visible. The house be-
came the property of Andrew Cowan,
merchant in Kirkaldy, who carefully pre-
served the greasy mark upon the wall
during his life. After his death the prop-
erty passed into the possession of one who,
though he knew sufficiently well the prac-
tice of amassing wealth, knew little of the
principles developed in the ¢ Wealth of
Nations,’ and cared as little for this curious
relic of its celebrated author. The room has
been divested of its antique papering, and
along with it the greasy mark of the phi-
losopher’s wig. The curious old mantle-
piece has been replaced by one of more
recent fashion, and the room itself is dis-
joined from the third story by a partition ;
the entrance to it is now by a stair from
the second story.

“I cannot say I ever saw this mark
myself; but several gentlemen who kmew
Dr. Smith and who were well acqusinted
with the position of the mark, have pointed
it out to me, as I have now described it.
1 have some doubt that Mr. Fleming has
been deceived by his memory in stating
that he has seen the mark. I have 2 dis-
tinct recollection of having visited the
room a number of years ago along with
the late James Sibbald, M. D., and some
others, of whom, perhaps Mr. Fleming
was one, when we attempted a subscrip-
tion for a bust of Dr. Smith, which, to the
disgrace of Kirkaldy, could not be effected ;
and at that time I know the mark was
obliterated.

“] presume you are aware that Dr.
Smith’s father was comptroller of customs
in Kirkaldy. His mother was of the
family of Douglas of Strathenry in Fife,
and the doctor stood in the relation of
grand-uncle to the present Robert Douglas,
Esq., of Strathenry. He received the
rudiments of his education at the gram-
mar-school of Kirkaldy, under the tuition
of David Millar, a celebrated teacher of
that period. A gentleman now in Kirk-
aldy, whose father was a class-fellow of
Smith’s at Kirkaldy achool, states to me,
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on the authority of his father, that when
at school he displayed no superiority of
intellect to his cotemporaries, but his
mind always kept hold of whatever it ac-
quired ; that he never cordially joined in
any of the pastimes or youthful frolics of
his school-fellows, but after school hours
went his way quietly home. Whether this
proceeded from a natural disinclination to
school-boy amusements, or whether his
delicate constitution prevented him from
taking part in the games of his more ro-
bust school-fellows, my informant cannot
say. It was during the time that he was
Professor of Moral Philosophy in Glasgow
that he composed his Theory of Moral
Sentiments. He left his chair in Glasgow
to travel with the Duke of Buccleuch,
(grandfather of the present duke,) who
settled an annuity on the doctor. It was
afler his return from the continent with
the duke, and before his appointment in
the customs, that he composed his ¢ Wealth
of Nations.” It is generally understood
that he contemplated this work some years
before this period, and bad digested an out-
line of his subject; but when he came to
prepare the work for the press, he found
it would be more convenient to have an
amanuensis to transcribe for him. For
this purpose he engaged Robert Reid, a
weaver in Linktown, to attend him in the
evening, after he had finished his daily
labor at the loom. In pursuance of this
plan, Rob, who wrote a fair hand, attended
the doctor in the evening, and wrote out
the cogitations of the day. To give you
some idea of the care and attention be-
stowed by the author upon his subject, I
am informed by a gentleman here, that
Rob Reid has assured him that he (Reid)
¢ is certain that he wrote the “ Wealth of
Nations” fifty times over before it was
printed.” Making even a large allowance
for exaggeration in this assertion, suffi-
cient remains to prove that the author had
been at very great pains to remnder the
work complete ; and the character of the
work justifies the pains he had taken.”
Dugald Stewart, in his memoir of Smith,
relates a curious anecdote of his infancy.
“An accident which happened to him
when he was about three years old, is of
too interesting a nature to be omitted in
the account of so valuable a life. He had
been carried by his mother to Strathenry,
on a visit to his uncle, Mr. Douglas, and
was one day amusing himself alone at the

door of the house, when he was stolen by
a party of that set of vagrants who are
known in Scotland by the name of tinkers.
Luckily he was soon missed by his uncle,
who, hearing that some vagrants had
passed, pursued them with what assistance
he could find, till he overtook them in
Leslie Wood, and was the happy instro-
ment of preserving to the world a genius
which was destined not only to extend the
boundaries of science, but to enlighten and
reform the commercial policy of Europe.”

It is not unworthy of remark, that
Smith was one of the many instances
which could be brought forward against
the too gallant theory that men possessing
extraordinary genius are chiefly indebted
for it to their mothers. While the mother
of Smith was an ordinary woman, the
talents of his father had been evinced by
his being raised from the duties of an or-
dinary writer to the signet to be private
secretary to the Secretary of State for
Scotland. The father, however, having
died before the son was born, Smith was
indebted to his mother for the care which
brought him through a sickly infancy, and
for much domestic happiness during the
long period of sixty-one years that she was
spared to him.

Adam Smith enjoyed the dignified situa-
tion of a Commissioner of the Customs in
Scotland for the last fifteen years of his
life, and during this time he lived in Edin-
burgh. The house he occupied still exists
in the Canongate, but is much altered. It
used to be called Panmure House, having
been originally the town wmansion of the
Earl of Panmure, which was forfeited for
his concern in the rebellion of 1715.

It is interesting to know respecting
Adam Smith, that he was an artless, un-
worldly man, of great purity of life, and of
extraordinary benevolence. As a conse-
quence of his so exclusive devotion to
study, he was remarkable for absence of
mind, and for a habit of speaking to him-
self. Itis a veritable anecdote told of him
in Edinburgh, that a fishwoman was im-
pressed by his uncouth manner and his
loud mutterings as he passed along the
street, with the idea that he was a lunatic,
remarking pathetically to a companion,
“ And he’s weel put on t00;” that is, well-
dressed,—her sense of the calamity being
greatly increased by its contrast with his
obviously good circumstances. He lived
very inexpensively—being, as he himself
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remarked, “a bean only in his books.” It
therefore gave surprise thatat his death he
did not leave much money. The expla-
nation at length appeared, in various cases
which came to light, making it certain that
he had been in the practice of giving large
sums in charity, though with such modesty
that the fact was not suspected in his life-
time.

8o kind, gentle, self-devoting, and inof-
fensive was the philosopher to whom was
vouchsafed the first clear insight into the
principles which rule the greatest material
interests of man in society.

THE ROSICRUCIANS.
HE influence which this secret frater-

same anthority, and drawing a chosen
number of friends around him, he initiated
them into the mysteries of the new aci-
ence, having previously bound them by
oath to keep it secret for one hundred
years. The adepts lived together in a
building, which they called Sancti Spiritus,
(sacred spirits,) where their founder died,
in 1484, at the age of one hundred and six
years. The place of his burial was kept
a profound secret, and the society renewed
itself by the successive admission of new
members, in silence and obscurity, accord-
ing to the last injunction of their master,
who directed the following inscription to
be placed on a door of their building:
Post CXX. annos patebo—* after one
hundred and twenty years I will

nity exercised upon opinion during | open.”

their short career, and the permanent im-
pression which they have left upon Eu-
ropean literature, invest their history with
a peculiar interest. Wild and visionary
though they were, they were not without
their uses. Before their time, the super-
stitions of Europe had been peopled only
by the dark and disgusting creations of
monkish imaginations ; of these the Rosi-
crucians purged them, and substituted in
their stead a race of mild, graceful, and
beneficent beings.

This remarkable society, whose doe-
trines formed so singular a compound of
religious mysticism and fanciful romance,
though it only became known to the public
in the seventeenth century, is said to have
originated in Germany three centuries ear-
lier. Their reputed founder, from whom
they took their name, was Christian Rosen-
kreuz, or “ Rose-cross,” a German noble-
man and philosopher, who traveled in the
Holy Land, toward the close of the four-
teenth century. The story of his life,
which is given in a German work, published
at Frankfort in 1617, and called Fama
Fraternitatis des loblichen Orden des Ro-
senkreuzes, (Report of the Landable Fra-
ternity of the Rosicrucians,) says, that
while on his travels, Rosenkreuz fell sick
at Damascus, where he was visited by
some learned Arabs, who claimed him as
their brother in science, and unfolded to
him, by inspiration, all the secrets of his
past life, both of thought and action. They
then restored him to health by means of
the philosopher’s stone, and afterward in-
structed him in all their mysteries. In
1401, he returned to Germany, says the

Such is the probably half-mythical ac-
count of their origin, which is contained
in the work we have mentioned. Many
have disputed this remote antiquity, and
affirmed that the first dawning of the Rosi-
crucian doctrine is to be found in the
theories of Paracelsus, (a German al-
chemist and physician, who died in 1541,)
and the dreams of Dr. Dee, (a famous
English philosopher of the sixteenth cen-
tury,) who, without intending it, became
the actual, though never the recognised,
founders of the Rosicrucian philosophy.
Whatever may have been the true origin
of the sect, one thing is certain, that its
existence only became publicly known in
the year 1605. At that time it created a
great stir among the mystical Germans.
No sooner were its doctrines promulgated,
than all the visionaries, Paracelsists, and
alchemists, flocked around its standard,
and vaunted Rosenkreuz as the new re-
generator of the human race. Michael
Maier, the physician of the Emperor Ru-
dolph, became initiated into its mysteries,
and having traveled over all Germany
seeking confidential instruction from its
members, published a report of the laws
and customs of the new fraternity in 1615.
An abstract of these published ordinances
of the society will be the best and most
concise explanation of its doctrines. They
asserted, in the first place, * That the
meditations of their founders surpassed
everything that had ever been imagined
since the creation of the world, without
even excepting the revelations of the Deity ;
that they were destined to accomplish the
general peace and regeneration of man
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before the end of the world arrived ; that
they possessed all wisdom and piety in a
supreme degree ; that they possessed all
the graces of nature, and could distribute
them among the rest of mankind, according
to their pleasure ; that they were subject
to neither hunger, nor thirst, nor disease,
nor old age, nor to any other inconvenience
of nature; that they knew by inspiration,
and at the first glance, every one who was
worthy o be admitted into their society ;
that they had the same knowledge then
which they would have possessed if they
had lived from the beginning of the world,
and had been always acquiring it; that
they had a volume, in which they could
read all that ever was or ever would be
written in other books till the end of time ;
that they could force to, and retain in,
their service the most powerful spirits and
demons ; that, by virtue of their songs, they
could attract pearls and precious stones
from the depths of the sea or the bowels
of the earth; that God had covered them
with a thick cloud, by means of which
they could shelter themselves from the
malignity of their enemies, and that they
could thus render themselves invisible from
all eyes ; that the first eight brethren of
the ° Rose-cross’ had power to cure all
maladies ; that, by means of the fraternity,
the triple crown of the Pope would be re-
duced into dust; that they only admitted
two sacraments, with the ceremonies of
the primitive Church, renewed by them;
that they recognized the fourth monarchy
and the Emperor of the Romans as their
chief, and the chief of all Christians ; that
they would provide him with more gold,
their treasures being inexhaustible, than
the King of Spain had ever drawn from the
golden regions of eastern and western
Ind.” Such was the Rosicrueian con-
fession of faith. They had six rules of
conduct, which prescribed,

First, That, in their travels, they should
gratuitously cure all diseases.

Secondly, That they should always dress
in conformity to the fashions of the coun-
try in which they resided.

Thirdly, That they should, once in every
year, meet together in the place appointed
by the fraternity, or send in writing an
available excuse.

Fourthly, That every brother, whenever
he felt inclined to die, should choose a
person worthy to succeed him.

Fifthly, That the words “ Rose-cross ”

should be the marks by which they should
recognize each other.

Sixthly, That their fraternity should be
kept a secret for six times twenty years.

These laws, they asserted, had been
found in a golden book in the tomb of
Rosenkreus, and as the prescribed time
from his desth had expired in the year
1604, the doctrines were accordingly pro-
mulgated, for the benefit and enlightenment
of mankind. For some years these en-
thusiasts made numerous converts to their
doctrines in Germany; but they excited
little attention in other parts of Europe.
In 1623, however, they made their appear-
ance in Paris, and threw all the learned
and the credulous into commotion. One
morning the walls of the city were found
covered with placards, to the following
effect :—* We, the deputies of the prin-
cipal College of the Brethren of the Rose-
cross have taken up our abode, visible and
invisible, in this city, by the grace of the
Most High, toward whom are turned the
hearts of the just. We show and teach
without books or signs, and speak all sorts
of languages in the countries where we
dwell, to draw mankind, our fellows, from
error and from death.” At this strange
announcement, some wondered, but more
laughed. Two books, however, were
shortly afterward published, which excited
real alarm and curiosity among all parties,
about this dreadful and secret brotherhood.
The first of these works was called, a his-
tory of “ The frightful Compacts entered
into between the Devil and the pretended
¢ Invisibles ;* with their damnable Instruc-
tions, the deplorable Ruin of their Dis-
ciples, and their miserable end.” The
other book was entitled an “ Examination
of the new and unknown Cabala of the
brethren of the Rose-cross, who have lately
inhabited the City of Paris ; with the His-
tory of their Manners, the Wonders worked
by them, and many other Particulars.” In
these books, which, as we have said, caused
great alarm, it was stated that the Rosi-
crucian society consisted of thirty-six
persons in all, who had renounced their
baptiem and hope of salvation ; that it was
directly from Satan that they received the
power which they possessed of transport-
ing themselves from one end of the world
to the other with the rapidity of thought ;
that they could speak all languages; that
they had unlimited supplies of money ; that
they could render themselves invisible and
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penetrate into the most secret places, in
spite of bolts and bars ; and that they could
infallibly tell the future and the past.
Such were a few, and not the most heinous,
of the attributes ascribed to this mysterious
society by the two books which we have
mentioned. In the midst of the commo-
tion raised by these generally-believed
disclosures, a second placard appeared on
the walls of Paris, containing the follow-
ing announcement:—* If any one desires
to see the Brethren of the Rose-cross from
curiosity only, he will never communicate
with us. But if his will really induces
him to inscribe his name in the register
of our brotherhood, we, who can judge of
the thoughts of all men, will convince him
of the truth of our promises. For this
reason we do not publish to the world the
place of our abode. Thought alone, in
unison with the sincere will of those who
desjre to know us, is sufficient to make us
known to them, and them to us.”

. In vain did the Parisian police endeavor
to find out the publishers of these strange
manifestos ; the Church, however, soon
took up the matter, and denounced them
as heretics and sorcerers of the blackest
dye. Their very name, it was affirmed,
was derived from the garland of roses, in
the form of a cross, hung over the tavern
tables in Germany as the emblem of secre-
cy, and from whence has come the com-
mon saying, sub rosa, (under the rose.)
To these and other aspersions the attacked
brotherhood replied by a lengthened expo-
sition of their real doctrines. In this de-
fense they denied that they used magic of
any kind, or that they had any intercourse
whatever with his Satanic majesty. They
declared that they had already lived for
more than a century, and expected to live
for many centuries to come ; and that the
knowledge of all things which they pos-
sessed had been communicated to them by
the Almighty himself, as a reward for their
great piety. They reiterated the assertion
that their society had been founded by, and

rality which had been brought against
them ; and declared, on the contrary, that
the first vow taken on entering the society
was one of chastity, the smallest infringe-
ment of which at once and forever de-
prived the transgressor of all the advan-
tages and powers which he had previously
enjoyed. In contradiction of the old monk-
ish superstitions of sorcery and demonolo-
gy, they denied the existence of all such
malevolent spirits, and asserted that, in-
stead of being beset by such beings as
these, man was surrounded by myriads of
beautiful and beneficent beings, all anxious
to promote his happiness. The air, they
said, was peopled with sylphs, the water
with undines or naiads, the inner parts of
the earth with gnomes, and fire with sala-
manders. These half-angelic beings, who
possessed great power, and were unre-
strained by the barriers of space or the
obstructions of matter, were the friends of
men, and desired nothing so much as that
men should purge themselves of all un-
cleanness, and thus be enabled to see and
converse with them. They watched con-
stantly over mankind by night and day,
and sought to win for themselves human
love, that they might thus share the im-
mortality of human souls, and at last enter
with them into the regions of eternal bliss.

The excitement produced by these at-
tacks and replies, though violent, was
short-lived. One Gabriel Naudé, a pub-
lisher, dealt the finishing blow in France
to the fantastic doctrines of the brother-
hood, in a work entitled ¢ Advice to France
upon the Brethren of the Rose-cross.”
The invisible fraternity and their marvel-
ous powers soon ceased to be spoken of,
and the stir which they had raised gradu-
ally died away. But though thus unsuc-
cessful in France, their doctrines stil
flourished in Germany and in England,
where they had made many converts. At
the head of these latter was Robert Fludd,
a learned physician, distinguished for his
i and his mysticism. The father of

derived its name from, Christian Rosen-
kreuz, and consequently denied the deri-
vation of their name which had been put
forth by their enemies. They disclaimed
all interference with the peculiar politics
or religious opinions of any set of men;
while, however, they denied the rightful
supremacy of the Pope, and denounced
him as a tyrant. They likewise affirmed
their innocence of the charges of immo-

English Rosicrucianism was the son of
Sir Thomas Fludd, Treasurer of War to
Queen Elizabeth in France and the Low
Countries. He received his education at
St. Jobn's College, Oxford, and afterward
spent some years in traveling through
France, Spain, Italy and Germany. It
was in this latter country that he first
adopted the Rosicruciau philosophy. On
his return to England he graduated as
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Doctor of Medicine, and practiced as a
physician in London with considerable
success. His earnest advocacy of the
cabalistic doctrines soon caused him to be
looked upon as one of the high-priests of
the sect. His works in defense of the
new philosophy were considered worthy
of replies and refutations by Kepler, the
celebrated German astronomer and math-
ematician, and Gassendi, a distinguished
French philosopher. After his death, in
1637, the Rosicrucian theory lost much of
its ground in England. He had left be-
hind him no one equally zealous in the
cause with himself; and consequently the
efforts of the English Brethren were con-
fined to the publication at considerable in-
tervals of obscure and unimportant works,
which only served to show that the folly
had not entirely died out. One of these
books was published in London in 1652,
and was called “ The Fame aud Confes-
sion of the Brethren of the Rosie-cross,”
by an alchemist, who called himself Euge-
nius Philalethes. A few years afterward,
another enthusiast, named John Hayden,
who styled himself “the servant of God
and the secretary of Nature,” put forth his
“ New Method of Rosicrucian Physic, foy
the Cure of all Diseases, freely given to
Inspired Christians.” In his preface to
this medley of nonsense and mysticism, he
says, I shall here tell you what Rosicru-
cians are, and that Moses was their father,
and he was the child of God. Some say
they were of the order of Elias, some of
Ezechiel, others define them to be the offi-
cers of the generalissimo of the world,
that are as the eyes and ears of the great
king, seeing and hearing all things, for
they are seraphically illuminated as Moses
was, according to this order of the ele-
ments, earth refined to water, water to air,
air to fire.” Such is the jargon that could
find not only readers, but dupes, in Eng-
land less than two centuries ago.

While Fludd in England was propa-
gating his vagaries,

“ All strange and gesson,
Devoid of sense and ordinary reason,”

the cabalistic philosophy had an equally
zealous apostle and head in Germany, in
the person of Jacob Bohmen. This en-
thusiast, of whom it will be sufficient to
say that his opinions were of the most
orthodox absurdity, was born at Gérlitz, in
Upper Lusatia, in 1575, and followed, till

his thirtieth year, the occupation of a shoe-
maker. At the age mentioned, he heard
of the Rosicrucian doctrines, and embraced
them with the greatest zeal. He aban-
doned his trade, and took to book-writing
on his adopted vagaries, which he ex-
plained and defended in language as sub-
limely ridiculous as any that has been
employed in the same cause. His death,
in 1624, affected Rosicrucianism in Ger-
many much as Fludd’s had done in Eng-
land. He left behind him many disciples,
but none equal in energy or zeal to him-
self. As the seventeenth century wore
on, believers in the cabalistic doctrines
gradually became fewer and less clever in
their defense, till at length the cherished
fancies of Maier, Béhmen, Fludd, and the
other high-priests of the sect, whose names
we have left unmentioned, died away.
Feeble apd partial adherents occasionally
were heard of ; but the Rosicrucians, as a
society, had passed away before the light
of a more advanced philosophy and a truer
science. Though we have spoken of the
sect only in connection with England,
France, and Germany, it had some disci-
ples in the other nations of the continent ;
they were greatly inferior, however, both
in numbers and enthusiasm to those of the
three countries mentioned.

Such, then, is a brief sketch of the his-
tory and doctrines of the Rosicrucians.
Out of their romantic theories, the reader
need hardly be told, legends and tales in-
numerable have sprung, all full of mys-
tery and wonder—the wild, the fantastic,
and the marvelous. With these graceful
and exciting creations the literature of
England, France, and Germany is largely
stored. Amongthem Shakspeare’s “Ariel ”
stands pre-eminent. To the same source
are we to trace the airy tenants of Belin-
da’s dressing-room, in Pope’s charming
‘“ Rape of the Lock,” and Fouque’s exqui-
site “ Undine.”

Tue Presext Moment.—There is no
moment like the present ; not only so, but,
moreover, there is no moment at all, that
is, no instant force and energy, but in
present. The man who will not execute
his resolutions when they are fresh upon
him, can have no hope from them after-
ward ; they will be dissipated, lost, and
perish in the hurry and skurry of the
world, or sunk in the slough of indulgence.
—Self-Culture.
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THE SHOEMAKER OF ST. AUSTELL:

on,
INCIDENTS IN THE LIPE OF A METAPHYSICIAN.

SAMUEL DREW was born in the par-
ish of St. Austell, Cornwall, on the
3d of March, 1765. His parents were
extremely poor. His father’s occupation
fluctuated between tillage and “ streaming
for tin.” When not tarning up the soil of
the farm, he was examining the deposits
of mountain streams, and selecting, by the
process of washing and pulverizing, such
parts as were valuable for the ore they
contained. Diligence and care, even in
this toilsome occupation, yielded him such
success, that, in the course of a few years
he was able to take a better residence,
and engage in the business of a common
carrier for a brewery in his neighbor-
hood.
Poor as were the parents, they were
pious, and were not only sensible of the
importance of education to their children,
but solicitous to impart it, to the limited
extent their circumstances would allow.
For a while the two sons were sent daily
to a school, in which the charge for
reading was only a penny a week. But
Samuel seemed careless of this opportunity
of learning toread. Books were disagree-
able things. He had a talent for doing
nothing, and he gratified it by playing
truant. He loved the smiling fields and
the lonely woods, with their murmuring
rivulets and singing-birds ; and he carried
his heart there to find *sermons in trees
and books in brooks.” Whatever his
disregard of book-learning, he was shrewd
enough in other things, and his shrewdness
had a bent of mischief, that was generally
more successful in getting him into scrapes
than in getting him out of them. Butit
sometimes left him “ unwhipt of justice.”
Tin ore is commonly lodged in masses
of stone. These are gathered and pulver-
ized in the stamping mill, from whence
the material is carried by a small stream
of water into shallow pits prepared for its
reception, where the gravity of the metal
uses it to sink, while the sandy particles
pass off with the stream. These pits are
called buddles. Children are employed to
stir up these deposits, and keep them in
agitation until the process of separation is
complete. These children are called
buddle-boys. At eight years of age Sam-
uel Drew became a buddle-boy, his father

moe@vilgdnuhlfpuoondayforlﬁn
service.

He was rapidly descending into vicions
habits. To sugment his danger and ac-
celerate his ruin, the only being on earth
who understood his disposition and knew
how to restrain it from ill, and guide it
“in the good and right way,” had been
removed from her place in the family.
His mother had gone down to the grave,
and there was now scarcely a heart to love
him, or a hand stretched out to sustain and
encourage him. She had early discovered
that the levity of his feelings unfitted him
to receive instruction through the ordinary
channels. He was therefore taken under
her own charge. She taught him to read
and write—at least, all he learned of either
during his youth. But his moral nature
was the field she cultivated with most
avidity. The good seed of religions truth
was deposited in his heart; and it never
lost its vitality. In latter years the har-
vest of that sowing was abundant.

At the age of ten years he was ap-
prenticed to a shoemaker at St. Blazey,
about three miles from St. Austell. His
master, to the trade of shoemaker added
that of farmer; and when there was no
work in the shop, there was always plenty
of it in the field. Alternating between
these two employments, the apprentice
was not slow in discovering that he stooa
a fine chance of being either a very in-
different shoemaker, or a very poor farmer.
Beside this, his personal discomforts were
numerous. To the comforts and conven-
iences of life he was an entire stranger ;
and, passing his days in rags and wretched-
ness, he became almoet as reckless of his
life as he was careless of his own character,
and of the rights of others. One of his
chief troubles was with his mistress.
She was disposed to add to his other
offices in the family that of a servant.
He knew remonstrance would avail
nothing. Under these circumstances, he
absconded, in his seventeenth year, with
the intention of entering a man-of-war.
He was led to this selection of his future,
by occurrences that, as little as he thought
of it in its conception and frustration, had
no small share in determining his subse-
quent career and his ultimate eminence.

During his apprenticeship, a few num-
bers of the “ Weekly Entertainer ” were
brought into his master’s family. It con-
tained many tales and anecdotes, which he
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read with great avidity. He was especially
interested with the narratives of adventures
connected with the American War. Paul
Jones, the Serapis, and the Bon Homme
Richard, excited his mind with a profound
attraction. They mingled with his
thoughts by day, and his dreams by night.
He longed to be in a pirate ship—a thought
natural to his perverted tastes and vicious
habits. There was also in the house an
odd volume of the history of England
during the commonwealth. These were
read again and again, until, having nothing
else to read, they palled on his taste, and
he turned aside to low and corrupting
pleasures. It is true, there was a Bible
in the house; but the command to read it
on the Sabbath, apart from a natural dis-
taste for such reading, was an effectual
bar to obedience. With books, his life
might have taken an earlier turn to rectitude.
But he had them not; and in the absence
of means to gratify a disposition to read,
he almost lost the ability. Still his read-
ing gave direction to thought and sup-
plied the material. It was under the
influence of thoughts thus born in his mind,
that he abridged his apprenticeship by
flight, and steered his course to Plymouth.
‘When he set out on this adventure, he had
but thirty-three cents, and went by his
home to increase his store. His father
was shsent, and his mother, at' a loss what
to do, declined, but persuaded him to stay
all night, hoping his father might get home,
and detain him, or transfer the matter of
supplying his wants from herself. The
next morning, to the dismay of his family,
he was gone. But the * Providence that
shapes the ends” of life hindered the con-
summation of his plans, checked his down-
ward course, and turned his feet to the
paths of virtue, usefulness, and honor.
His first night from home was spent in a
hay-field. The next morning, a ferry and
his breakfast took four cents of his stock
of cash, and filled him with dismay at its
probable early consumption. Passing
through Liskeare, with a view of replen-
ishing his purse, he sought employment at
his trade; but to provide the necessary
implements nearly exhausted his means.
He was soon reduced to an extremity of
hunger truly pitiable. His fellow-work-
men, seeing he did not quit his work for
dinner, as they were accustomed to do,
made some inquiry as to where he dined,
when one of them facetiously replied, “ At
Vou. I, No. 2.—L

the sign of the mouth, to be sure.” He
endured the gibe, but to appease the urgent
cravings of hunger, drew his apron-strings,
and compressed his stomach into a smaller
circle, and stitched away with the best
heart he could summon to his aid. The
next day, his employer, discovering he was
a runaway apprentice, dismissed him from
the shop, advising him to return to his
master. Ere he left the door, his elder
brother came in pursuit of him. His
father, having accidentally heard where he
was, sent for him. The message came at
the time of need. He only consented to
return, on condition that he was not to be
sent back to St. Blazey. His indentures
were subsequently canceled.

Mr. Drew ever afier considered this as
the turning-point of his destiny. In later
periods of life, when fame, fortune, and
family were his, he was accustomed to
refer to these circumstances as occasions
when his future destiny trembled on the
beam, and a hair might have turned it down
witha force that would have depressed and
ruined him forever.

For some months after leaving Liskeare,
he remained with his father. He then
went to the neighborhood of Plymouth,
where for two years or more he pursued
his trade with increasing profit to himself,
but with very little improvement to his
moral character. During this period, he
came very near losing his life in a smug-
gling adventure. But it is said, on the
authority of one familiar with him at the
time, there was a surprising mental de-
velopment, especially in his readiness at
repartee, and his powers of reasoning;
so striking, indeed, that few were bold
enough to provoke the one, or engage the
other. It made him prominent among his
craftsmen, and gave great importance to
his opinions. It was not from books, for
he was still careless of them, but the frie-
tion of intercourse with men, the collision
of mind with mind, that elicited thought,
and awakened a faculty hitherto slumbering
in the repose of a profound ignorance.
We shall see how, following this thread,
he was led out of the labyrinth of his
vicious propensities, into the straight
path of intelligent rectitude and virtuous
activity.

In January, 1785, he removed to St.
Austell, and became foreman in his branch
of trade, to a young man who carried on
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the business of a shoemaker, a saddler,
and 4 bookbinder. It was here and under
these circumstances, that he renewed his
acquaintance with books, and prosecuted
the advantage under every conceivable
discouragement. Speaking of his igno-
rance at this time, in after life, he said,
“] was scarcely able to read, and almost
totally unable to write. Literature was a
term to which I could annex no idea.
Grammar I knew not the meaning of.
I was expert at follies, acute in trifles, and
ingenious about nonsense.” His writing
was compared to the “traces of a spider
dipped in ink, and set to crawl on paper.”
On this foundation he began to build, and
the finished superstructure was of mag-
nificent proportions and glorious in its
adornments.

The desire to know was born in his
mind, and he set himself to seek knowledge.
He examined dictionaries, added words to
his small stock, and treasured them with a
miser’s care. Books came to be bound :
he read their titles, and gleaned ideas from
their pages; and truth began to dawn on
the darkness of his mind. *The more I
read,” he says, “the more I felt my
own ignorance ; and the more I felt my
ignorance, the more invincible became
iy energy to surmount it. Every leisure
moment was now employed in reading one
thing or other.” He could command but
wery little leisure. Lank poverty and
olamorous want, cried out against every
pause in his employment. “ From early
chime to vesper bell,” and deep in the
night, he was doomed to hammer heel-taps,
and stitch on soles, while his own soul was
alive with the desire to know. * Where
there’s a will there’s a way.” He had
4 the will,” and he found “ the way.” He
was obliged to eat; and he would make it
a meal for soul and body. He took a
book to his repast ; and crammed ideas in
his mind and food in his stomach, at the
same time. Digestion in both departments
was not incompatible with stitching. In
this way, five or six pages were mastered
at a meal.

At an early stage of his new intellectual
life, a gentleman brought ¢ Locke’s Essay
on the Human Understanding” to be bound.
It was a new conception to lis mind. He
had never heard of it before. He pored
over its pages with a fascination as pro-
found as a philosopher’s joy at a new dis-
covery, a sensation as new and thrilling as

a child’s over his first toy-book, and drank
in his reasonings with a zest as transporting
and heart-felt. It wasas when a new star
blazes in the telescope of the astronomer.
But its magnitude was greater than a star.
It was a new world with its suns and
systems, that filled his soul from horizon
to zenith with brilliant images and gor-
geous hopes. The continent of mind was
spread out before him. What would he
not have given to own that world of
thought! “1I would willingly have labored
a fortnight to have the books.” Could his
desirebe more forcibly expressed? Again
he says, “T had then no conception that
they could be obtained for money.” How
priceless did he consider them! But they
were soon carried away ; and his mind felt
as if the sun had gone down in the early
morning. Yet they left a luminous track
behind them, rich and glorious as a west-
ern sky when the sun has gone to waken
the song of gladness in other climes.
Years passed before he saw the Essay
again; yet the impression was never lost
from his mind. “ This book set all my
soul to think, to feel, and to reason, from
all without, and from all within. It gave
the first metaphysical turn to my mind ;
and I cuitivated the little knowledge of
writing which I had acquired, in order to
put down my reflections. It awakened
me from my stupor, and induced me to
form a resolution to abandon the groveling
views which I had been accustomed to
entertain.” Heretofore no specific object,
beside the general one of improvement,
had guided his efforts. Locke awakened
his inquiries, and concentrated his mental
energies. Its influence was powerful upon
every period and on every undertaking of
his subsequent career.

It was about the same time that another
and a sublimer change was wrought in the
moral nature of Mr. Drew. A mother’s
hand had scattered the seeds of life over
the soil of his young heart. In childhood
and youth it seemed to have fallen on stony
ground. It had brought forth no fruit unto
righteousness. But now the seed had
germinated long after the hand of the
sower was still in the grave. The ap-
parent instrumental cause of his religious
quickening was the remarkably triumphant
death of his brother. This awakened
reflection on the folly and wickedness of
his own life, and the aimless nature of
his pursuits. These impressions were
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strengthened under the ministry of the
then youthful, but now world-known and
honored, Adam Clarke. Coincident with
these things, the deathless work of that

“Ingeniouns dreamer, in whose well-told tale
Sweet fiction and plain truth alike prevail,”—

The Pilgrim’s Progress,—gave shape to his
thoughts, and direction to his life. The
infusion of the religious element into his
nature was a most important epoch in his
existence. It gave tome to his feelings,
sprightliness and vigor to his mind, purity
and decision to his character. It brought
him into a new atmosphere of being,
placed new and vaster objects before his
mind, and stirred the profound depths of
- his intellectual and moral nature with
higher aspirations, and a more ennobling
ambition. Old things were passed away ;
and a new life, stretching outward and
upward, blending usefulness and happiness,
the rewards of virtue with the conquests
of duty, was mapped on his soul in lines of
fire traced by the finger of God. Hence-
forth, in the contemplation of his life, we
perceive not only a new direction, but a
fuller development of mental energy ; and
trace the application of his powers to
subjects, respecting truth, duty and God,
that religious conviction alone could sug-
gest or support. He is no longer ambitious
to tread the deck of a pirate-ship. The
past is forgotten, or exists as a mournful
remembrance. A purer principle is im-
planted in his nature. It has taken root
in his heart; its foliage and its fruits
distinguish and adorn his subsequent
career.

It is not to be supposed that his difficul-
ties either in getting bread or books had
ceased. He was still * inured to poverty
and toil.” He had entered into business
for himself, but on a scale exceedingly
limited. Dr. Franklin’s  Way to Wealth,”
of which he possessed a copy, was his
chart. “Poor Richard” gave pithy but
very excellent advice to poor Samuel
Drew. Eighteen hours out of the twenty-
four, *the sound of his hammer ” might
be heard. He had borrowed five pounds
to begin business ; and it was only at the
expiration of a year that he was able to
return it. But his business, and his own
character for industry and integrity, were
established. He was in the way to wealth.
His desire, however, was not inordinate.
He only wished to be able to spare some

moments from conatant toil to the purpose
of reading and study. In a few years,
this object was accomplished, and he found
himself at liberty to pursue his long-cher-
ished schemes of mental improvement.
But the best-concerted schemes sometimes
fail. His was nearly wrecked by politics.
He was saved by an incident as singular
as it was effectual. During the American
War everybody was a politician ; he took
sides with the Colonies; there wae danger
of political discussion engaging his atten-
tion, to the exclusion or detriment of his
more important mental occupations. From
this hazard he was preserved by the fol-
lowing incident.

A friend one day remarked to him,
¢ Mr. Drew, more than once I have heard
you quote that expression,—

* Where ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise.”

You quote it as being true ; but how are
we to understand it 2"

“I can give you,” he replied, “an in-
stance from my own experience. When
I began business I was a great politician.
My master’s shop had been a chosen place
for political discussion, and there, I sup-
pose, I acquired my fondness for such
debates. For the first year, I had too
much to do and to think about, to indulge
my propensity for politics; but after
getting a little ahead in the world, I began
to dip into these matters again. Very
soon I entered as deeply into newspaper
argument as if my livelihood depended on
it. My shop was often filled with loungers,
who came to canvass public measures ;
and now and then I went into my neigh-
bors’ houses on a similar errand. This
encroached on my time; and I found it
nécessary sometimes to work till midnight,
to make up for the hours I had lost. One
night, after my shutters were closed, and
I was busily employed, some little urchin
who was passing the street, put his mouth
to the key-hole of the door, and, with a
shrill pipe, cried out, ¢ Shoemaker! shoe-
maker! work by night and run about by
d‘y ! "

“And did you,” inquired his friend,
“ pursue the boy with your stirrup, to
chastise him for his insolence ?

“No,no! Had a pistol been fired off
at my ear, I could not have been more
dismayed or confounded. I dropped my
work, saying to myself ¢ True, true! but
you shall never have that to say of me
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again.” Ihave never forgotten it; and
while I recollect anything, I never shall.
To me it was the voice of God ; and it has
been a word in season throughout my life.
I learned from it not to leave till to-morrow
the work of to-day, or to idle when I ought
to be working. From that time I turned
over a new leaf. I ceased to venture on
the restless sea of politics, or trouble my-
self about matters which did not concern
me. The bliss of ignorance on political
topics I often experienced in after life ;
the folly of being wise my early history
shows.”

Industry and economy had ¢ broken the
neck of his difficulties,” and left him with
some degree of leisure to pursue his ruling
passion—the acquisition of knowledge.
Possessed of the opportunity of improve-
ment, he increased his efforts, and enlarged
his plans of acquiring information.
Fugitive thoughts—those first and best
teachings of truth—were preserved with
an avaricious care. Even while at work,
he kept writing-materials at his side, to
note the processes of his mind, and fix,
beyond the possibility of forgetfulness, the
outlines of arguments on such subjects as
engaged his attention for the time. But
he had not as yet fixed upon any plan of
study. We shall see what determined his
choice :—

“The sciences lay before me. I dis-
covered charms in each, but was unable to
embrace them all, and hesitated in making
a selection. T had learned that

¢ One science only will one genius fit—
8o vast is art, so narrow human wit.’

At first I felt sach an attachment to
astronomy, that I resolved to confine my
views to the study of that acience ; buf I
soon found myself too defective in
arithmetic to make any proficiency.
Modern history was my next object ; but
T quickly discovered that more books and
time were necessary than I could either
purchase or spare, and on this account
history was abandoned. In the region of
metaphysics I saw neither of the above
impediments. It nevertheless appeared
to be a thorny path; but I determined to
enter, and accordingly began to tread it.
Poverty selected the field on which he
was to win his triumphs. It was, indeed,
a thorny path, hedged with difficulties.
He entered it with a giant’s energy. The
immaterial world, with its empires of being,

its unfathomable entities, endless organiza-
tions, mysterious laws, and chainless
powers, was the world through which he
was to roam with the freedom of a free-
born citizen. The map of that world
already existed in outline in his own in-
tellectual and moral being.

In such a study the heaviest draft would
be on his own mental organism. Reading
filled his leisure ; reflection occupied him
while at work. He possessed, in a re-
markable degree, the power of abstracting
his mind from surrounding objects, and
fixing it, like a leech, upon whatever
subject occupied his attention. His pro-
foundest mental investigations were often
carried on in the din of domestic affairs.
His works, which have given his name to
fame, were written, not in the solitude of
the study, but amidst the hammering of
heel-taps and cries of children. He had
no study—no retirement. “I write,” he
said, “amid the cries and cradles of my
children; and frequently, when I review
what I have written, endeavor to cultivate
¢the art to blot.”” During the day, he
wrote down “ the shreds and patches ™ of
thought and argument; at night, he
elaborated them into form and unmity.
¢ His usual seat, after closing the business
of the day, was a low nursing chair beside
the kitchen fire. Here, with the bellows
on his knees for a desk, and the usual
culinary and domestic matters in progress
around him, his works, prior to 1805, were
chiefly written.”

The first production of Mr. Drew's pen
was a defense of Christianity, in answer
to what a celebrated Irish barrister, with
singular felicity and force of language has
called “that most abominable abomination
of all abominable abominations, ¢Tom
Paine’s Age of Reason.”” It was elicited
by circumstances no less attractive in their
nature than they proved to be beneficial to
the spiritual interests of one of the parties.
Amongst the friends drawn to Mr. Drew
by his literary pursuits and the attractions
of his expanding intellect, was a young
gentleman, a surgeon, schooled in the writ-
ings of Voltaire, Rousseau, Gibbon, and
Hume. Confirmed in infidelity himself,
he sought to shake the religious convic-
tions of the pious and strong-minded, but
humble shoemaker. They had frequently
discussed abstruse questions of ethics;
especially the nature of evidence, and the
primary sources of moral principles. When
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“ Paine’s Age of Reason” appeared, he
procured it, and fortified himself with its
objections against revelation; and assum-
ing a bolder tone, commenced an undis-
guised attack on the Bible. Finding his
own arguments ineffectual, he proffered
the loan of the book, stipulating that he
should read it attentively, and give his
opinions with candor, after a careful in-
spection. During its perusal the various
points of its attack on Christianity were
brought under discussion. Mr. Drew made
note of these conversations. Ere they
closed, the surgeon began to waver in his
confidence in the “ Age of Reason;” and
the ultimate result was that he transferred
his doubts from the Bible to Paine, and
died a humble believer in the truth of
Christianity, and in cheerful hope of the
immortality it brings to light. The notes
of Mr. Drew were subsequently remodeled
and offered to the public. Its appearance
produced a powerful impression in behalf
of religion, then most virulently assailed
by the combined forces of French Atheism
and English Deism. It placed its author
upon commanding ground as a profound.
thinker and a skillful debater ; and attract-
ed to him a larger class of more distin-
guished and powerful friends. This first-
born of his brain was published in 1799.
It was followed in rapid succession by sev-
eral other pamphlets: one a poem of six
hundred lines, rich in thought, but too local
in subject, and less fanciful than popular
taste in “ the art of poetry " required ; the
other was a defense of his Church against
the attack of one in whom the qualities of
author, magistrate, and clergyman were
blended. His defense was as successful
in refuting the assault, as it was, in the
mildness and manliness of its spirit, in
converting the assailant into a personal
friend. ’

In 1802, Mr. Drew issued a larger work,
a volume alone sufficient to stamp his fame.
It was on the “ Immortality and Immate-
riality of the Human Soul.” It is a mas-
ter-piece of profound thinking, acute reas-
oning, and logical accuracy. The English
language boasts no superior work on the
subject. It made a strong impression on
the public mind, and attracted a large
number of learned men to the obscure, but
profound, metaphysician of St. Austell.
The history of the volume furnishes an
interesting page in the life of authorship.
When finished, it was offered to a Cornish

publisher for the sum of ten pounds. But
he could not risk such an amount on the
work of one “ unknown to fame.” It was
then published by subscription, and the
edition was exhausted long before the de-
mand for it was supplied. Many years
after this, Dr. Clarke said Mr. Drew was
“a child in money-matters.” The occa-
sion before us justifies the remark. Afraid
of the risk of a second edition, he sold the
copyright to a British bookseller for twenty
pounds, and thirty copies of the work. Be-
fore the expiration of the copyright, it
had passed through four editions in Eng-
land, two in America, and had been trans-
lated and published in France. The au-
thor survived the twenty-eight years of
the copyright, and it became his property.
He then gave it a final revision, and sold
it for $1,250.

His “ Essay on the Soul * was followed,
in the course of a few years, by another
work, not less abstruse: “The Identity
and General Resurrection of the Human
Body.” His former work had surprised
the critics of the day. This confounded
them. They knew not what to think of
the man; and they were afraid to adven-
ture in a review, upon the vast and pro-
found ocean of metaphysics, over which
he sailed with the freedom of a rover, bear-
ing a flag that held out a challenge to the
world. The editors of several Reviews,
as did also the publisher, courted a criti-
cism of the work. But they could find no
one able and willing to attempt it. At
length one of them ventured to ask the
author for a criticism on his own work, as
the only person competent to do it justice.
The request stirred his indignation. *Such
things,” was his reply, “ may be among the
tricks of trade, but I will never soil my
fingers with them.” But it went not with-
out a notice : it was reviewed in two works.

The improvement of Mr. Drew’s cir-
cumstances has been spoken of. He had
not grown rich. The gain of a little time
for mental pursuits, was all the wealth his
literary labors had secured. His publica-
tions gave him fame as an author, and at-
tracted friends, ardent and anxious to assist
him, but they contributed very little to his
release from the daily avocations of his
shop. He was still poor; and, to gain
daily bread for himself and his family, he
was compelled to ‘“stick to his last.” Even
at this period of his life, he concluded a
letter to a distinguished antiquarian of
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London, with the remark, “ I am now writ-
ing on a piece of leather, and have no
time to copy or correct.” Yet, in reading
his pages, while the mind is stretched to
its utmost tension to compass the depth
and elevation of his thoughts, it is almost
impossible to realize that they were writ-
ten on a piece of leather in the midst of
his workmen, or in the chimney corner,
with a bellows on his knee, and with one
foot rocking a brawling child to sleep. It
is, nevertheless, a fact, and adds new con-
firmation to the hackneyed remark, that
“truth is stranger than fiction.” As late
as 1809, Professor Kidd, of Aberdeen,
wrote to him as follows: “When I read
your address, I admired your mind, and
felt for your family; and from that mo-
ment began to revolve how I might profit
merit emerging from hardships. I have
at length conceived a way which will, in
all likelihood, put you and your dear infants
in independence.” The plan of the pro-
fessor was to induce Mr. Drew to enter
the lists for a prize of twelve hundred
pounds for an essay on “The Being and
Attributes of God.” He entered, but did
not win, much to the sorrow of his kind-
hearted adviser. But the work, in two
volumes, was subsequently published, and
augmented the fame of “ The Metaphysi-
cal Shoemaker.”

By the agency of his friend, Dr. Clarke,
he was engaged to write for several Re-
views, ‘“receiving — guineas for every
printed sheet.” He also commenced lec-
turing to classes on grammar, history,
geography, and astronomy. Several years
were spent in these employments. They
paved his way, and prepared him to enter
a larger field of labor, on a more elevated
platform of life.

In 1819, he was invited to Liverpool, to
take the management of the Imperial Mag-
azine, published by the Caxtons. He ac-
cepted it, and parted with his awl and ends.
This was a new enterprise, both to the
editor and the proprietor. But it succeed-
ed to admiration. His own reputation
attracted seven thousand patrons at the
start. Whatever may have been the tastes
of Mr. Drew as to dress, he had never
been in circumstances that allowed of
much attention to his personal appearance.
The family of Dr. Clarke, who now resid-
ed near Liverpool, and who were warmly
attached to him, set themselves to reform
his costume, and polish his manners. An

epigram of the doctor’s eomprises a full-
length likeness of the figure he presented.

“Long was the man, and long was his hair,
And long wu”ﬂu ooat which this long man
wear.

He was passive under the management
of his young friends; and they did not
pause until a manifest change in the out-
side man was effected. When he next
visited St. Austell, he was congratulated
upon his juvenile appearance. “ These
girls of the doctor's,” he said, “and their
acquaintances, have thus metamorphosed
me.” His residence at Liverpool was
abridged by the burning of the Caxton ea-
tablishment. The proprietors resolved to
transfer their business to London; and
they could not leave their able and popular
editor behind them. He accordingly re-
paired to the metropolis. Here all the
works issued from the Caxton press passed
under his supervision. He augmented his
own fame, and multiplied the number of
his learned friends. Of his labors he says:
“Besides the Magazine, I have, at this
time, six different works in hand, either as
author, compiler, or corrector. ’Tis plain,
therefore, I do not want work ; and while
I have strength and health, I have no de-
sire to lead a life of idleness;.yet I am
sometimes oppressed with unremitting ex-
ertion, and occasionally sigh for leisure
which I canpot command.” But leisure
came not till the weary wheels of life
stood still in 1833,

A Chinese proverb says, “Time and
patience will change a mulberry leaf into
a silk dress.” They have wrought greater
wonders than this in the intellectual and
moral world. Asillustrative of their power
in any pursuit of life, how impressive are
the incidents in the history of the poor
shoemaker of St. Austell. Through their
agency, vice, ignorance, and poverty were
transmuted into virtue, knowledge, and
independence ;—a youth of idleness was
followed by a manhood of industrious
diligence, and an age dignified by success
in the noblest aspirations that can swell the
human breast.

Let not any one say he cannot govern
his passions, nor hinder them from break-
ing out and carrying him into action; for
what he can do before a prince or a great
man, he can do alone, or in the presence
of God, if he will.—Locke.
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BRUIN AT COLLEGE.

N a certain memorable day in 18—,

a large hamper reached Oxford, per
Great Western Railway, and was in due
time delivered, according to its direction,
at Christ-church, consigned to Francis
Buckland, Esq., & gentleman well known
in the university for his fondness for nat-
ural history. He opened the hamper, and
the moment the lid was removed, out
jumped a creature about the size of an
English sheep-dog, covered with long
shaggy hair, of a brownish color. This
was a young bear, born on Mount Lebanon,
in Syria, a few months before, who had
now arrived, to receive his education at
our learned university. The moment that
he was released from his irksome attitude
in the hamper, he made the most of his
liberty, and the door of the room being
open, he rushed off down the cloisters.
Service was going on in the chapel, and,
attracted by the pealing organ, or some
other motive, he made at once for the
chapel. Just as he arrived at the door,
the stout verger happened to come thither
from within, and the moment he saw the
impish-looking creature that was running
into his domain, he made a tremendous
flourish with his silver wand, and, darting
into the chapel, ensconced himself in a tall
pew, the door of which he bolted. Tiglath
Pileser (as the bear was now called) being
scared by the wand, turned from the
chapel, and scampered frantically about
the large quadrangle, putting to flight the
numerous parties of dogs who in those
days made that spot their afternoon ren-
dezvous. After a sharp chase, a gown
was thrown over Tig, and he was with
difficulty secured. During the struggle,
he got one of the fingers of his new mas-
ter into his mouth, and—did he bite it off?
no, poor thing! but began vigorously suck-
ing it, with that peculiar mumbling noise
for which bears are remarkable. Thus
was he led back to Mr. Buckland’s rooms,
walking all the way on his hind legs, and
sucking the finger with all his might. A
collar was put round his neck,and Tig be-
came a prisoner. His good nature and
amusing tricks soon made him a prime
favorite with the under-graduates; a cap
and gown were made, attired in which (to
the great acandal of the dons) he accom-
panied his master to breakfasts and parties,
where he contributed greatly to the amuse-

ment of the company, and partook of good
things—his favorite viands being muffins
and ices. He was in general of an amiable
disposition, but subject to fits of rage,
during which his violence was extreme ;
but a kind word and a finger to suck soon
brought him round. He was most impa-
tient of solitude, and would cry for hours
when left alone, particularly if it was dark.
It was this unfortunate propensity which
brought him into especial disfavor with the
Dean of Christ-church, whose Greek quan-
tities and hours of rest were sadly distarbed
by Tig's lamentations.

At the commencement of the long vaca-
tion, Tig, with the other members of the
university, retired into the country ; and
was daily taken out for a walk round the
village, to the great astonishment of the
bumpkins. There was a little shop, kept
by an old dame, who sold whip-cord, sugar-
candy, and other matters; and here, on
one occasion, Tig was treated to sugar-
candy. Soon afterward he got loose, and
at once made off for the shop, into which
he burst, to the unutterable terror of the
spectacled and high-capped old lady, who
was knitting stockings behind the counter.
The moment she saw his shaggy head and
heard the appalling clatter of his chain,
she rushed up stairs in a delirium of ter-
ror. When assistance arrived, the of-
fender was discovered seated on the coun-
ter, helping himself most liberally to brown
sugar; and it was with some difficulty, and
after much resistance, that he was dragged
away. When term recommenced, Tig-
lath Pileser returned to the university
much altered in appearance, for, being of
the family of silver bears of Syria, his coat
had become almost white ; he was much
bigger and stronger, and his teeth had made
their appearance, so that he was rather
more difficult to manage : the only way to

restrain him when in a rage was to hold him °

by the ears; but on one occasion, having
lost his temper, he tore his cap and gown
to pieces. About this time the British
Association paid a visit to Oxford, and Tig
was an object of much interest. The writer
was present on several occasions when
he was introduced to breakfast-parties of
eminent savants, and much amusement
was created by his tricks, albeit they were
a little rough. In more than one instance,
he made sad havoc with book-muslins and
other fragile ?.iclen of female attire; on
the whole, however, he conducted himself
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with great propriety, especially at an even-
ing meeting at Dr. Daubeny’s, where he
was much noticed, to his evident pleasure.
However, the authorities at Christ-church,
not being zoologists, had peculiar notions
respecting bears; and at length, after
numerous threats and pecuniary penalties,
the fatal day arrived, and Tig's master
was informed that either “ he or the bear
must leave Oxford the next morning.”
There was no resisting this, and poor dear
Tig was accordingly put into a box—a
much larger one than that in which he had
arrived—and sent off to the Zoological
Gardens, Regent's Park. Here he was
placed in a comfortable den by himself:
but, alas ! he missed the society to which
he had been accustomed, the excitement
of a college life, and the numerous charms
by which the university was endeared to
him ; he refused his food ; ran perpetually
up and down his den in the vain hope to
escape, and was one morning found dead,
a victim to a broken heart.

THE LINNET AND HIS NEST.
A FABLE FOR THE YOUNG.

HERE was once upon a time, a lin-
net’s nest in a quiet green lane—a
lane very little frequented by travelers,
where the only traffic was that of farmers,
hinds, and plowmen, with now and then
an old woman in a red cloak with a basket
of eggs or butter, or a young lass with
laughing eyes and freckled face, bedappled
with the shadows of the fluttering leaves,
gliding noiselessly along beneath the trees.
The grass grew plentifully on the ground
and almost concealed the deep ruts made
by the passage of the hay-carts and har-
vest-wains, so that if you did not take
heed to your steps you might find yourself
let down a good deal lower in the world
before you were aware of it. There were
whitethorns and blackthorns, brambles,
hazels, and alder-trees, thickly clustering
together in the hedges on either side, to-
gether with young ashes, old pollards, and
graceful birches. There was generally a
eompany of donkeys, strolling leisurely
about the lane, placid, well-conducted
members of society, who, if they ever had
any wild oats to sow, had sown them long
ago, and were ready to make amtends by
devouring any quantity of oats, wild or
eultivated, they could megt with in the
course of their wanderings. There was

a little brook of clear sparkling water
which bubbled and babbled perpetually
under the left bank, from one end of the
lane to the other, and much farther in both
directions than I can tell; and made
mausic all night long, and all day too,
though it could scarcely be heard then for
the singing of the birds, who had it all
pretty much their own way in the green
lane, there being neither school-boys nor
gunners in the neighborheod, to plunder
their nests in summer or knock them on
the head in winter.

As I said before, there was a linnet’s
nest in this lane, built in a darkling bush
of whitethorn, in the very thickest part
of the hedge just over the brook, where it
ran rushing by between a couple of great
stones, all green with the moss of perhaps
a hundred years. The old birds that oc-
cupied this nest were a prudent couple,
who had brought up several broods, some
of which had been taken by the ruthless
hand of the spoiler, and consigned to a
lingering death through ill treatment; or,
worse fate still, as some may think, to
perpetual imprisonment within the iron
bars of singing cages. Sorrow had
taught them foresight, and they were
cunning enough now to elude the ravages
of the bird-nester by keeping out of his
way.

They had now as fine a family around
them as ever dwelt peaceably together in
one nest. Dick, the eldest, was a forward
kind of bird ; he was the first to chip the
shell and pop his little pate into the world,
and before he was half an hour old had
gobbled up a grub from his mother’s bill
half as big as his own head. He was al-
ways the first to open his mouth of a
morning, kept it open the widest when
anything in the eating way was going for-
ward, and was the last to shut it at night.
He was the first to get a coat to his back,
and a crown to his poll, and the first to
testify, to the immense gratification of
his hard-working parents, the indisputable
indications of a tail in perspective. The
pleasant sunny days and weeks of early
summer did a vast deal for Dick and his
younger brothers and sisters. The whole
domestic circle, with the exception of the
parents, who lost flesh and feather through
anxiety and hard work, throve and grew
amazingly ; and one fine morning, to the
astonishment of all beholders, the saucy
Dick leaped from the nest to a spray just
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above it, and giving three chirps in honor
of the event, flew to the top of the bush,
and in 2 very loud strain proclaimed to all
whom it might concern that he had set up
in the world for himself. Neither of his
parents was very sorry to get rid of him,
for, to say the truth, the whole brood had
grown so big of late, and had played such
sad havoc with the nest, that repair was
almost out of the question, and whether it
could be put into a condition to qualify it
for future service, was more than they
knew.

But we must leave the old birds to
bring up and turn forth their expensive
family, and repair or rebuild the paternal
dwelling as they best can ; and follow and
see what Master Dick is about, and how
he is going to use the world and the world
him. He got on bravely during the sum-
mer months ; before he had left home a
fortnight he could fly as well and as high
a8 his own father. He bad a natural taste
for music too, and as sweet a pipe of his
own a3 one would wish to hear. What
with learning new tunes, filling himself
to his heart's content with insects and
green seeds, he led, for a bird, a merry
life. Cold and wet weather he did not
like so well : not that he cared for rain,
he could shake that off easily enough;
but it sent the flies to their hiding-places,
and, with the exception of a stray worm
or grub, reduced him altogether to a veg-
etable diet. He learned a very small
amount of prudence and patience by aslow
degrees, and began to think much less of
the figure he was born to cut in the world,
when he found himself, as winter drew on,
in company with sparrows, chaffinches,
wagtails, tomtits, and other ignotables of
small standing, waiting of a morning on
the shiny side of a hedge for the sun to
thaw the snow-covered bank that he might
begin routing with the rest for the chance
of a breakfast. More than once he had a
narrow escape of his life, through Charley
Fowler rakiug the aforesaid hedge with
his gun—a ceremony which determined him
to keep at a respectful distance if possible
from any salutations of that sort in future.

The winter wore off, as winters will do,
and before March had blown away all his
breath, Dick had made acquaintance with
another linnet, whom we shall call Dolly.
He bad tendered his bill, which Dolly had
accepted.

“ Now,” said he to Dolly, “ we’ll show

the old folks how to manage matters.
I'm not going to build my house in a
dwarfish bush, where we may sit day after
day and see nothing. I like to look at the
world, and see what's going on in it.”

With that the young couple set off to
Dick’s native lane, and called upon the
old couple, whom they found busy in re-
fitting the old nest. While the old mat-
ron and the young bride sidled off together,
Master Dick announced to his sire his in-
tention of setting an example to the race
of linnets by assuming a loftier position in
society. “I cannot imagine any reason,”
said he, * why we linnets should shut our-
selves in such dark holes as we all of us
do, while the hoarse crow and the hooting
owl take possession of the lofty trees,and
look around far and wide upon the beau-
ties and riches of nature. I am resalved
to assert our equal right with them, and
build my first nest in the top of yonder
oak; that will be a noble residence—a
right royal dwelling.”

“ Very fine, I dare say,” replied the old
bird; “but if your mate lays her eggs
a-top of that oak, it’s my notion they’ll
never be anything but eggs; but you can
try, of course, if you like.”

“That I certainly shall,” said Dick;
and with that, calling Dolly to bear a beak
to the work, the couple eommenced oper-
ations by laying the first stick in the
highest fork of the topmost bough. The
work went on merrily, both partners la-
boring incessantly at their airy thronme,
which was to be a model for their whole
tribe. In a few days it was finished, and
who so pleased as our young couple with
their new house? They took possession
with much fuss and ado, and twitted the
old folks in the bush below as being with-
out a particle of proper ambition.

The sun went down, and Dick and Dolly
went up to roost in their lofty domicil.
Dark night came on apace, and with the
night a dismal storm of rain and wind and
thunder : flash came the lightning! crash
came the thunder ! up and down, this side
and that, rocked the young couple and
their new nest, from which they moment-
arily expected to be pitched out. In spite
of the admirable pent-house they made by
overlapping the edge of the nest with
their wings, the heavy bullets of rain beat
through their feeble guard and wet their
trembling toes. Already they began to
doubt the prudence of the step they had
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taken, and to wish their new house could
by any possibility be removed to a quieter
locality, when—crash! came another tre-
mendous burst of thunder, and down they
were borne to the ground, along with the
branch upon which they had erected their
dwelling, and. which the lightning had
rent away. They managed to escape
without much damage beyond the fright,
and fluttering into a dry and tranquil spot
under the thickest hedge, got through the
rest of the terrible night as well as they
could.

Master Dick’s consequence had com-
pletely departed before the dawn of morn-
ing. His ideas on the subject of building
had undergone a thorough revolution, and
he now professed himself as much alarmed
at the presumption of his parents in hav-
ing their nest six feet above the level of
the ground, as he had been before dis-
gusted with their waat of spirit in build-
ing so low. “ No, no,” said he,  no more
thunder storms about my head for me;
self-preservation is the first law of nature;
henceforth, like the lark—the lark is a
wise bird—1I build upon the ground.
Come, Dolly, you know we have no time
to lose; we have the whole work to do
over again, and the sooner we begin the
better.”

So to work they went again upon the
ground in the lane, under the shelving
grass upon the brink of the brook. After
a few days of industrious labor, another
home was ready for their use, and they
promised themselves much snug and com-
fortable enjoyment in a spot secure from
the angry blasts of the tempest and the
observation of man or beast. No sooner,
however, was the work finished, and Dick
had got into it to look around and realize
his comfortable position, than up tramps
old Jubbin, farmer Fallow’s donkey, and
nosing down to drink at the brook, claps
his “ forefoot” plump upon the middle of
the nest, and crushes it to pulp in the mud
at the bottom. Dick, astonished beyond
measure, though narrowly escaping with
his life, could not resist scolding the don-
key ; but the patient look of the ass was
too much for Dick’s displeasure, and there
was nothing left for him but to select a
third position, and to set about building a
third house, the demand for which was
now becoming urgent as the season was
far advancing.

By this time Dick’s opinion of his own

superior sagacity was very considerably
modified, and though more anxious than
ever to see himself comfortably settled,
he was in no hurry to make any further
doubtful experiments. He called a coun-
cil with Dolly, and they both agreed to go
and consult the old couple, and take ad-
vice and follow it. Dick did not at first
relish eating humble pie, but he liked the
loss of his nests still less; so, with a def-
erential apology, he confessed his fault,
and besought the old bird’s counsel.

“ Dick, Dick, avoid dangerous ex-
tremes,” was the old bird's reply. “ That's
a piece of advice I bought myself by ex-
perience. I have great faith in the max-
im, and I have acted upon it for some
years, and though we have had our losses
and bereavements, through fowlers’ snares
and mischievous birde’-nesters, I have
reason to think we have been safer on the
whole than we should have been in any
other position. Take the advice that you
ask. Make your nest in yonder cluster-
ing thorn, right opposite to ours, and I
have no doubt you will find yourselves in
the long run as comfortable and secure as
it is the lot of linnets in general to be.”

Dick did as he was advised to do ; he
set to work a third time with equal energy
and perseverance, right in the center of
the shady bush, and constructed a substan-
tial nest, secure from the assaults of the
storm and tempest, shaded from the heat
of the summer sun, and out of all danger
from the heedless hoofs of Jubbin or his
companions. Here he lived in peace, and
happiness, and harmony, sang sweetly to
his mate, and took his share of the do-
mestic duties and anxieties, always in a
cheerful and melodious spirit ; he found
life a bounty and a blessing, and acknowl-
edged it so to be in daily and hourly songs
of thankfulness and joy. For many years
the loving couple made the green lane
vocal with their gentle music.

The moral of this little fable would
seem to be that a middle station in life
promises best for a continuous and tran-
quil enjoyment of its duties and delights.
He who by any means finds himself ele-
vated above the position which Providence
and his own qualities fit him to occupy,
cannot reasonably expect to retain it long
or enjoy it thoroughly while he does re-
tain it. There are storms and tempests,
and dreadful thunder-claps, in the social
as well as in the natural atmosphere, and
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little men in high places, like linnets aloft,
are apt to be hurled down, even below
their just level, when these storms arise.
On the other hand, if we have been born
to a lowly lot, we should, while cherishing
contentment, not sink tamely down with-
out striving to improve it by every lawful
means which God has given us; for too
low an estate has its disadvantages as
well as too high an one. Let every one
find, as soon as possible, his due and
proper place; and there, by the exercise
of all praiseworthy activities, fit himself
to rise in it, to improve it, and to make the
path of duty what it is well adapted to be,
the part of peaceful pleasure and progress.

IVORY AND ITS APPLICATIONS.

HE Chinese, from time immemorial,
have been celebrated for their ex-
cellence in the fabrication of ornamental
articles in ivory; and, strange to say, up
to our own time, their productions are still
unrivaled. European artists have never
succeeded in cutting ivory after the manner
of these people, nor, to all appearance, is
it likely they ever will. Nothing can be
more exquisitely beautiful than the delicate
lacework of a Chinese fan, or the elaborate
carving of their miniature junks, chess-
pieces, and concentric balls : their models
of temples, pagodas, and other pieces of
architecture are likewise skillfully con-
structed ; and yet three thousand years
ago such monuments of art were executed
with the very same grace and fidelity.
Ivory was known to the Egyptians as an
article both of use and ornament. They
manufactured it into combs, rings, and a
variety of similar things. The processions
on the walls of their palaces and tombs
would seem to indicate the fact of its
having been obtained from India, and also
from Ethiopia or Central Africa. There
is every reason to believe also that the
harder and more accessible ivory of the
hippopotamus was extensively used by
them. Colonel Hamilton Smith has seen
a specimen of whatappeared to be a sword-
handle of ancient Egyptian workmanship,
which has been recognized by dentists as
belonging to this class of ivory.
Ivory was extensively used by the Jews.
It is frequently spoken of in Scripture
as being obtained from Tarshish—an in-
discriminate term for various places in
the lands of the Gentiles, but probably

referring in this case to some part of India
or Eastern Africa. Wardrobes were made
of ivory, or at least inlaid with it; the
splendid throne of Solomon was formed
of this material, overlaid with gold. Ahab
built an ivory palace ; and beds or couches
of the same material were common among
the wealthy Israelites. The Pheenicians
of Tyre—those merchant-princes of an-
tiquity—were so profuse of this valuable
article of their luxurious commerce as to
provide ivory benches for the rowers of
their galleys. Assyris—whose records
and ‘history are only now beginning to be
unfolded—possessed magnificent articles
of ivory. Mr. Layard, in his excavations
at Nineveh, found *“in the rubbish near
the bottom of a chamber, several ivory
ornaments upon which were traces of
gilding : among them was the figure of a
man in long robes, carrying in one hand the
Egyptian crux ansata—part of a crouching
sphinx—and flowers designed with great
taste and elegance.”

The Greeks—who were acquainted with
it at least as early as the time of Homer—
gradually introduced ivory as a material
for sculpture. In certain forms of com-
bination with gold, it gave origin to the
art of chryselephantine sculpture, so called
from the Greek primitives, gold and ivory.
This art, which was perhaps more luxuri-
ous than tasteful, was introduced about
six hundred years before the Christian era ;
and it was much admired for its singular
beauty. It was not, however, till the
days of Phidias that it attained to its
full splendor. Two of the master-pieces
of this sculptor—the colossal statues of
Minerva in the Parthenon at Athens and
the Olympian Jove in his temple—were
formed of gold and ivory. The Minerva
was forty feet high, and the Olympian
Jupiter was one of the wonders of the
world. In the latter of these, the exposed
parts of the figure were of ivory, and
the drapery of gold. It was seated on a
throne elaborately formed of gold, ivory,
and cedar-wood; it was adorned with
‘precious stones; and in his hand the god
sustained an emblematic figure of Victory,
made of the same costly materials.

The Romans used ivory as a symbol
of power; but they applied it practically
to an infinite variety of purposes. Their
kings and magistrates sat on ivory thrones
of rich and elaborate construction—an idea
received from the Etruscans. The curule
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chairs of ivory and gold that belonged to
the office of consul, together with the
sceptres and other articles of similar de-
scription, were all of KEtruscan origin.
The libri elephantis were tablets of ivory,
on which were registered the transactions
of the senate and magistrates ; the births,
marriages, and deaths of the people ; their
rank, class, and occupation, with other
things pertaining to the census. The
Romans also applied this material to the
manufacture of musical instruments, combs,
couches, harnesses of horses, sword-hilts,
girdles. They were acquainted with the
arts of dyeing and incrusting ivory, and
they also possessed some splendid speci-
mens of chryselephantine statuary. An-
cient writers, indeed, mention no fewer
than ene hundred statues of gold and ivory ;
but they furnish us with no particulars
of the mode of executing these colossal
monuments of art in a substance which
could only be obtained in small pieces.
A head, smaller than the usual size, a
statue about eight inches in height, and a
bas-relief, are the only specimens that
exist in the present day.

After the fall of the Roman Empire,
the taste for ivory ornament became almost
extinet. There were some periods, how-
ever, in the early part of medizval history,
when this material was not forgotten:
when the caliphs of the East formed of it
some of the beautiful ornaments of their
palaces; when the Arabian alchemists
subjected it to the crucible, and so pro-
duced the pigment ivory black; when
a Danish knight killed an elephant in
the holy wars, and established an order
of knighthood which still exists; when
Charlemagne, the Emperor of the West,
had ivory ornaments of rare and curious
carving.® It is, however, at a period sub-
sequent to the return of the crusaders that
we must date the commencement of a
general revival of the taste in Europe.
It would be interesting to trace the steps
by which ivory regained its place in the
arts and commerce of nations; but on this
point we must not linger. From the Low
Countries it spread to the far North. Its
relations with art and beauty soon became

© In the sacristy of the cathedral at Aix-la-
Chaépelle is still preserved, among other relics
of this great prince, an immense ivory hunting-
horn ; and “ Charlemagne’s chess-men,” which
still exist, form part of the collection of works
of art at Cologne.

widely recognized ; the growing luxury of
the Roman pontificate encouraged its ap-
plications; and toward the end of the
fifteenth century it was extensively em-
ployed as an article of ornament and dec-
oration in every country and court of
Europe. The Portuguese were the first to
revive a traffic with Africa which had been
dormant for upward of one thousand years.
It was originally confined to the immense
stores of ivory which the natives had
accumulated for the purposes of their
superstition ; but these soon became ex-
hausted, and the inexorable demands of
European commerce once more prompted
the destruction of the mighty and docile
inhabitant of the wilderness. Elephant-
hunting became a trade; and a terrible
havoc was commenced, which has been
pursued down to the present time.

To attempt even to catalogue the ex-
tremely diversified uses to which ivory is
applied, would of itself be no easy task.
There is not perhaps in the whole com-
mercial list an article possessed of wider
relations. It is extensively consumed in
the manufacture of handles to knives and
forks, and cutlery of every description ;
combs of all kinds ; brushes of every form
and use; billiard-balls, chess-men, dice,
dice-boxes; bracelets, necklaces, rings,
brooches; slabs for miniature portraits,
pocket-tablets, card-cases; paper-knives,
shoeing-horns, large spoons and forks
for salad ; ornamental work-boxes, jewel-
caskets, small inlaid tables; furnitare for
doors and cabinets; pianoforte and organ
keys ; stethescopes, lancet-cases, and sur-
gical instruments ; microscopes, lorgnettes,
and philosophical instruments; thermom-
eter scales, hydrometer scales, and mathe-
matical instruments; snuff-boxes, cigar-
cases, pipe-tubes; fans, flowers, fancy
boxes; crucifixes, crosiers, and symbols
of faith; idols, gods, and symbols of super-
stition ; vases, urns, sarcophagi, and em-
blems of the dead; temples, pagodas;
thrones, emblems of mythology ; and, in
short, there is hardly a purpose in the use-
ful and ornamental arts to which ivory is,
or has not been in some way extensively
employed. At present, the ivory carvings
of Dieppe are the finest in Europe; but
the genius of the present age is utilitarian,
and so are its applications of ivory. If
we desire high art in the fabrication of
this material, we must go back a few
centuries, or be satisfied with the beautiful
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productions of China or Hindostan. We
could scarcely give a more apt illustration
of this truth than by pointing to the seat
of honor set apart for Prince Albert in
the closing scene of the Great Exhibition.
Elevated on the crimson platform, and
standing forth as an appropriate emblem
of the artistic genius of the mighty collec-
tion, was observed the magnificent ivory
throne presented to Her Majesty by the
Rajah of Travancore !

From the great value of the material,
the economical cutting of it up is of the
last importance. Nothing is lost. The
smallest fragments are of some value, have
certain uses, and bear a corresponding
price. Ivory dust, which is produced in
large quantities, is a most valuable gelatine,
and as such extensively employed by straw-
hat makers. The greatest consumption
of ivory is undoubtedly in connection with
the cutlery trade. For these purposes
alone about two hundred tons are annually
used in Sheffield and Birmingham, and the
ivory in nearly every instance is from
India. The mode of manufacturing knife-
handles is very simple and expeditious :—
The teeth are first cut into slabs of the
requisite thickness—then to the proper
cross dimensions, by means of circular
saws of different shapes. They are after-
wards drilled with great accuracy by a
machine ; riveted to the blade ; and finally
smoothed and polished. We believe that
this branch of industry alone gives em-
ployment to about five hundred persons
in Sheffield. Combs are seldom made of
any ivory but Indian. A large amount of
ivory is consumed in the backs of hair-
brushes ; and this branch of the trade has
recently undergone considerable improve-
ments. The old method of making a tooth-
brush, for example, was to face the bristles
through the ivory, and then to glue, or
otherwise fasten, an outside slab to the

- brush for the purpose of concealing the
holes and wire-thread. This mode of
manufacture has been improved on by a
method of working the hair into the gplid
ivory ; and brushes of this description are
now the best in the market. Their chief
excellence consists in their preserving their
original white color to the last, which is
a great desideratum. Billiard-balls con-
stitute another considerable item of ivory
consumption. They cost from 6s. to 12s.
each; and the nicety of our ornamental
tarning produces balls not only of the most

perfect spherical form, but accurately cor-
responding in size and weight even to a
single grain.

The ivory miniature tablets so much in
use, and which are so invaluable to the
artist from the exquisitely delicate texture
of the material, are now produced by means
of a very beautiful and highly interesting
chemical process. Phosphoric acid of the
usual specific gravity renders ivory soft
and nearly plastic. The plates are cut
from the circumference of the tusk, some-
what after the manner of paring a cucum-
ber, and then softened by means of the acid.
‘When washed with water, pressed, and
dried, the ivory regains its former consis-
tency, and even its microscopic structure
is not affected by the process. Plates
thirty inches square have been formed in
this way, and a great reduction in price
has thus been effected. Painting on ivory,
we may add, was practiced among the
ancients.

Mr. M’Culloch and other statistical
writers predict the speedy extinction of
the elephant, from the enormous consump-
tion of its teeth ; and curious calculations
of the number of these animals annually
extirpated to supply the English market
alone, are now getting somewhat popular.
Forexample : “ In 1827 the customs-duty on
ivory (20s. per cwt.—since reduced to 1s.)
amounted to £3257. The average weight
of the elephant’s tusk is sixty pounds; and
therefore three thousand and forty elephants
have been killed to supply this quantity of
ivory.” But these calculations are in many
respects quite fallacious. In the first place,
the average weight of our imported tusks is
not sixty pounds: we have the authority
of one of the first ivory-merchants in Lon-
don for stating that twenty pounds will be
a much closer approximation. This at
once involves a threefold ratio of destruc-
tion. In place of three thousand and forty,
we should have the terrible slaughter of
nine thousand one hundred and twenty ele-
phants for one year’s consumption of ivory
in England! This, however, is not the
case. In these calculations the immense
masses of fossil ivory are obviously
overlooked, and the equally immense
quantities of broken teeth which are
disinterred from the deserts of Arabia,
or the jungles of Central Africa. The
truth is, we have good reason to know,
that a very large proportion of the com-
mercial supply of Europe is sustained from

Itk cme -
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the almost inexhaustible store of these
descriptions of ivory.

Nevertheless, it is indisputable that the
insatiable demands of modern commerce
will inevitably lead to the ultimate exterm-
ination of this noble animal. His venerable
career is ignominiously brought to an end
merely for the sake of the two teeth he
carries in his mouth ; which are very likely
destined to be cut into rings to assist the
infant Anglo-Saxons in cutting tAeir teeth,
or partly made into jelly to satisfy the
tastes and appetites of a London alderman.
‘We cannot reasonably hope for a new sus-
pension of the traffic : indeed, we can only
look for its extension. The luxurious tastes
of man are inimical to the existence of the
elephant. From time immemorial, the
war of extermination has existed. His
rightful domain—in the plain or the wilder-
ness, or amid the wild herbage of his native
savannas—is at all points ruthlessly in-
vaded. But the result is inevitable—it
will come to an end; and some future
generation of naturalists—those of them
at least who are curious in Palmontology
—will regard the remains of our cotem-
porary races of elephants with the same
kind of astonishment with which we in-
vestigate the pre-historic evidences of the
gigantic tapir or the mammoth.

JEAN PAUL RICHTER.

HAT age which gave to Germany
Lessing, Wieland, Goethe, Schiller,

and Herder, also produced a man who,
although not destined to share the pop-
ularity of these great writers, will yet oc-
cupy an eminent place as a profound
thinker. This man is Richter. In him
we find represented, so to speak, the Ger-
man character, full of mysterious fancies
and profeund conceptions, and striking
contrasts of light and shade. To read
and understand his works is no easy mat-
ter, and requires no small amount of atten-
tion and serious study. His writings over-
flow with the spirit of German life, of the
boundless forests and selitary mountains,
of sunny meadows and dark, silent streams.
His writings are full of a spirit peculiar to
himself—a strong and powerful nature,
which throws aside the common artificial
ornaments and the embellishments of con-
ventionality. Jean Paul has a deep feel-
ing for capricious fancies and daring
touches, and few who have studied his

writings will rise from them with any
feelings but of pleasure and admiration.
Richter was born at Wiensiedel in 1763.
His father, a poor clergyman, died early,
and his mother strained every energy to
place her son in the Leipzig University.
Having finished his studies, he returned
home, and there, in a single room, while
his mother sat at her spinning-wheel, or
busied herself with her household duties,
the future author of * Titan” sat at his
desk, studied the works of antiquity, and
collected, with indefatigable ardor, that
comprehensive knowledge which he dis-
plays in his writings. To assist his mother
in providing for their domestic wants, he
gave lessons to several neighbors’ children
in his tender and paternal manner. This
task, although severe, brought in but =
small remuneration. Money was scarce
in their household ; and if by accident he
was able to put aside some small amount
to buy an Easter present for his mother,
it was a time of unusual happiness to him.

As a relief from his scholastic duties
and his unwearied labor, Jean Paul was
accustomed to take long walks into -the
country, accompanied only by his dog. He
observed and studied everything around
him. Nature was 2 book which he was
never wearied of perusing; she inspired
him with a profound veneration. “ Do
you,” he asks of himself, in one of his
works, “enter this vast temple with a
pure mind? Do you bring with you any
evil passions into this garden, where the
flowers blossom and the birds sing—any
hatred into this glorious nature? Do you
possess the calmness of the brook, where
the works of the Creator are reflected as
in & mirror? Ah! that my heart were as
pure, as peaceful, as nature when just
created by the hand of God !”

During the summer, Jean Paul often
carried his books and his writings to a
neighboring hill, and labored, surrounded
by that nature whose images reflected
themselves so vividly upon his mind—
whgse harmonies are so clearly echoed by
his words. He contemplated nature as a
poet, and described it as a philosopher.
A blade of grass or the wing of a butter-
fly sufficed to awaken in him a spirit of
scientific analysis, but at the same time a
vein of gentle reveries. In studying na-
ture with deep attention, he also studied
the moet hidden recesses of his own heart.
He kept an exact journal of his feelings,
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of the faults he discovered in himself,
and wished to correct, and of the virtues
he desired to acquire. In this journal we
find the following :—* This morning I
took out with me a writing-case, and wrote
88 I walked. I am delighted at having
conquered two of my failings—my dispo-
sition to lose my temper in conversation,
and to lose my cheerfulness when I have
been plagued by dust or gnats. Nothing
makes me more indifferent to the small
annoyances of life than the consciousness
of a moral amelioration.”

Another time he says: “I picked up &
withered rose-leaf, which the children
were treading underfoot, on the floor of
the church, and on this soiled and dusty
leaf my imagination built up & world re-
joicing in all the charms of summer. I
thought of the day when some child held
this flower in its hand, and watched the
blue sky and the rolling clouds through
the windows of the church, where the
cold dome of the temple was inundated
with light—where the shadows, here and
there obscuring the arches, rivaled those
which the fleeting clouds cast upon the
meadows in their course. Father of kind-
ness! thou hast everywhere scattered the
germs of happiness—all things are endow-
ed by thee with a glorious perfume !”

Although his existence was passed in
almost entire solitude, it was not from
sombre misanthropy. On the contrary,
his heart was filled with charity and uni-
versal benevolence. He has been known
to shed tears at the sight of a cripple, or a
child in distress. KEven the care of ani-
mals occupied part of his spare time. He
usually had several favorite animals in his
room ; he kept canaries, which were accus-
tomed to descend by a ladder, and hop
among his papers.

In 1798 he married & young lady in
Berlin, Camille Meyer. This marriage
was full of happiness to him, and he men-
tions it several times with exquisite taste.
He had two daughters and a son. At this
time he had become generally known by
several works, among which are “ Levana,
or Lessons on Education,” and the “ Cam-
paner Thal.” By his writings, as well as
by his marriage, his worldly affairs were
much benefited ; but he was still the same
simple and unassuming being, devoted to
study and enjoying every innocent pleasure
and recreation of life. Once only did he
visit Berlin and Weimar, to see those men

whose writings had so often roused his
enthusiasm ; but soon returned home, more
full than ever of his poetic dreams.

We are indebted to his daughter for
many pleasant details of his calm and
peaceful domestic life. “In the morning
he always came to our mother’s room to
wish us good morning. His dog gamboled
around him, and his children clung to him,
and when he retired tried to put their little
feet into his slippers to retain him, or
hanging to the skirts of his coat till he
reached the door of his study, where only
his dog had the privilege of following him.
Occasionally we invaded the upper story,
where he worked; we crept along the
passage on our hands and feet, and knock-
ed at his door till he let us in. Then he
would take an old trumpet and fife from a
box, on which we made a horrible noise
while he continued his writing.

“In the evening he told us stories, or
spoke to us of God, of other worlds, of
our grandfather, and of many other sub-
jects. When he commenced his stories
we all endeavored to sit close to him. As
his table, covered with papers, prevented
our approaching him in front, we clamber-
ed over a large box to the back of his
couch, where he lay full length, with his
dog beside him, and when all were seated
he began his stories.

¢ At meals he sat down to table merrily
and listened attentively to all we had to
tell him ; sometimes he would arrange one
of our stories in such a manner that the
little narrator would be quite surprised at
the effect. He never gave us direct les-
sons, but, notwithstanding, he was con-
stantly instructing us.”

Toward the end of his life, Jean Paul
was afflicted with a sad infirmity ; he be-
came blind, but supported this misfortune
with a pious resignation—his gayety even
did not appear to be affected. The beau-
ties of nature were treasured in his mind,
and he regarded them through the eyes of
memory. He still studied by having his
favorite authors read aloud, and thought
with greater calmness than ever.

On the 14th of November, 1820, he was
confined to his bed. His wife brought him
a garland of flowers, which had been sent
to him. He passed his fingers over these
flowers, and they seemed to revive his
faculties. “ Ah! my beautiful flowers,”
he said, “my dear flowers!” Then he
fell into a tranquil sleep. His wife and
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friends regarded him silently. His coun-
tenance had a calm expression, his brow
seemed unclouded, but his wife’s tears fell
on his face without arousing him. Grad-
ually his respiration became less regular;
a slight spasm passed over his features,
and the physician said, “ He is dead.”
Thus passed from this world a man who
was able to accord his actions to his
thoughts ; his life and the works he has
left behind are abundant proof.

DOMESTIC TRAINING.
“ Cheerily chirp, my pretty chicken.”

PARTICULARLY intimate friend

of ours, who has tenderly reared sons
and daughters through infanthood and child-
hood to men’s and women’s estate, during
hours of leisure from more important avo-
cations, takes much pleasure, and finds re-
laxation, in watching the weeks and months
of chickenhood and howtowdihood ; and we
think that the circumstances which we are
about to notice may be found of interest to
lady hen-wives in general. Our particular
friend aforesaid is an admirable manager
of young chickens and young ducks. Dur-
ing last season she reared chickens and
ducklings, the very sight of which, smok-
ing on a festive board, would make an
alderman’s mouth water; and, out of up-
ward of fourscore, only five have perished
by the way from the egg-shell to the spit.
The plan pursued by our friend was this :
In spring, she set a clucking hen upon
duck-eggs. A month’s incubation brought
the brood to light. As duckling after duck-
ling made its advent, they were transferred
from the hatching seat to a cosie, well-
lined-with-flannel basket. By the way,
this raises up the old query among natu-
ralists, Is the bird that lays the egg, or the
bird that Aatches it, the mother of the off-
spring ? When all the duck-eggs had yield-
ed their increase, they were replaced by
those of the hen; and when these had run
their incubation period, the chicks, like
their predecessors the ducklings, were
transferred to & comfortable boarding bas-
ket, while the fecundite clucker was turned
out of doors, to feed, and lay more eggs as
the nucleus of a future generation. We
bave known our friend to supplement a
seat of duck-eggs, thus keeping the zealous
hatcher in a sedentary attitude for eleven
weeks, at least—one gestative period spun
out into three; or, to be plain, three sede-

runts for one. We often wondered how
our particular friend could so far trespass
on the simplicity of chuckie. But she did
it, reason or none.

We have once and again seen a family
of thirty or forty disporting in the sun-
beams, while the careful producer of them
all was eating “ that she might lay,” and
“Jaying that we might eat.” At this pres-
ent writing, we have just risen from dis-
cussing our share of a pair of as plump
howtowdies as ever savored the surface
of mahogany. How they were made to
thrive, fatten, and arrive at gastronomic
perfection, we reserve for a future crack
with our fair, chicken-loving readers;
meanwhile they may give full credit to all
that we have told them, and must survive
the flavor for a season.

One member of our friend’s gallican
family fell ill, when about three months
old. The poor cheeper had canght a cold
—or rather a cold had caught it—which
paralyzed its lower extremities, and pro-
duced that common, fashionable, and dead-
ly, if real—but only to be laughed at, if
fancied—disease, bronchitis. It lay for
three weeks in a state of pure “ coma ;”
and its existence was kept up solely by
the cramming of delicate nutriment down
its throat, seasoned, occasionally, with
cayenne pepper, and sometimes with a
pinch of snuff, as our box beareth witneas.
The most revivifying application of all
was ginger-wine diluted with water.

The whole of this large family arrived at
& surprising degree of tameness. Often
have we seen them all jostling one another
to secure the snuggest nestling-place in
our friend’s lap; while the ducklings, who
seemed to covet competition for the fa-
vored spot, but were winglessly conscious
of their inability to gain it, clung like so
many leeches round her feet.

The poor thing which forms the first
subject of this notice, and which was
named ‘Jabez-a,"—the chicken of sor-
row,—although we have given her now
the more “joyful” title of *Naomi,”
through persevering attention and care,
completely recovered her health ; and has
become so much attached to her gentle
physician, that neither temptation nor
force can get her to go out of doors. She
is a regular, self-installed, parlor-boarder ;
and cleanliness, by dint of attention, hav-
ing become a fixed habit, the most fas-
tidious need feel no apprehension of a
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breach of good manners, although she
should, as is her custom, perch upon their
shoulder. A very good, and, all the bet-
ter for being an old-fashioned, custom,
confers upon us the right and privilege of
sharing the dormitory of our particular
friend ; and, in virtne of this, we can
speak to the fact that Jabez-a will, in the
morning, perch on the foot-board of our
four-poster, and often at daybreak serfes
us with notice of its being time to get up,
by sandry peckings at our hair, or a rather
ticklish survey of our proboscis. Our
friend, from extreme delicacy of health,
is unable to rise before breakfast. When
the breakfast-tray is placed upon her bed,
Jabez-q invariably comes to take her share
of the repast. With lynx-eye, she watches
the cutting the top off the egg, pounces
upon it like a cat, hops with it out of reach,
and comfortably discusses it. Upon other
occasions, she will spring upon our friend’s
lap, and intercept the spoonful of pudding
on its passage from the plate to the mouth.
She appears to have lost all the sympa-
thies of consanguinity, and utters a half-
terrified sort of cry at the sight of her
kindred hopping about the doors. We
bave a very small, high-bred spaniel of
King Charles’s breed, and it is amusing to
see Fanny (so she is named) and Jabez-a
chasing one another about the room, and
gamboling like a pair of kittens; while
Jabez-a’s favorite resting-place during the
day is in Fanny’s bosom, who fondles and
protects her incongruous playmate as if it
were her own whelp. We might enumerate
many curious and striking * traits of char-
acter,” exhibited by this  pretty chicken,”
but, as “too much of one thing is good for
nothing,” our readers must conceive of
her that she does everything but speak;
and in doing so, they will come but little
short of the truth.

It has often struck us foreibly, that many
of the lower class of animals possess more
than mere instinct; and that, refer it to
whatever order in the scale of reason one
may, they are endowed with a reasoning
power sui generis, and with a marvelous
faculty of calculation. To illustrate this,
we need not go to the menagerie or the
dog-kennel, where evidence of it is to be
found in abundance, but will return again
to the hen-house, and narrate a very singu-
lar occurrence. We are possessed of a
very diminutive white bantam hen, which,
last season, hatched a small brood of chick-
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ens, from large fowl’s eggs. Only one of
the brood survived, and it, although only a
child, was fully bigger than its parent. At
the back of our dwelling-house, there is a
court-yard, from which there is an outlet
to the garden by a paved alley. About
the center of this alley is the gutter-con-
duit to the main drain. One very rainy
day, during the month of last July, the
conduit got choked up with the refuse
washed from the court-yard, and the alley
was flooded to the depth of about three
inches in the center, where the pavement
had sunk a little, but was dry at each ex-
tremity. Happening to go into the garden,
we detected bantie and her child scraping
away among our seed-beds, and forthwith
showed them out. On opening the door
leading into the court-yard, the little lady-
mother ran to the margin of the water
above-described, and appeared to take a
cool survey of it; although we imagine
that, to little estimating great, it must
have borne, in her eyes, the appearance
of an ocean. Two or three seconds, how-
ever, sufficed for calculation. She uttered
a cluck, different in its tone from any we
remember to have heard, upon hearing
which, her chicken, as big as herself| at
least, leapt upon the mother's back, who,
as if consciously proud of her valuable
cargo, and with a vast deal of deliberation,
cautiously entered the water, and with
feeling steps waded through it. Having
reached the opposite shore in safety, ano-
ther cluck, as significant no doubt as the
former, although equally novel to us, was
taken as the signal for the chicken’s spring-
ing off bantie’s back in perfect security.
Before closing this very domestic sort
of notice, and from our having introduced
the little spaniel Fanny, as the playm.w
of Naomi, guondam Jabez-a, we must tell
an anecdote or two about dogs, which came
under our own observation, and which, we
think, demonstrates that these friends and
companions of man exhibit, like the little
tit of a bantam, as much of reason and cal-
culation as of instinct. The mother of
little Fanny, who is still alive, although
arrived at the patriarchal dog age of twelve
years, was a valued and favorite attendant
upon a dear daughter of ours, whom it
pleased God to take from us by death.
During her illness, which was a fatally
short one, poor old Fanny never quitted
the sick chamber; at one moment gazing,
with almost speaking intelligence, on the




162

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

face of her dying mistress, and anon
crouching on the bed, as if keeping watch
over the precious child. When death had
closed the melancholy scene, it was not
without difficulty that Fanny could be re-
moved from the room ; and, after the key
had been turned upon the chamber of
death, she placed herself outside of the
door, where she lay until the day of the
funeral, refusing any nourishment, and
giving indication that she had not wholly
broken her heart for our irreparable loss
only by an occasional low, melancholy
howl. Once, during the few days that
intervened between death and burial, we
entered the apartment, to find, if possible,
assuagement for our grief, by immediate
contact with its beloved object. Fanny
contrived to steal in after us, and, after
leaping upon the bed where her mistress
died, and finding it vacant—the remains
having been placed on trestles—she espied
the coffin, snuffed round about it for a few
seconds, then leaped upon it, and coiled
herself up on the center of the lid, as if
fully aware of what was therein contained ;
and we, whom she had always hitherto re-
garded with high-toned brutish affection,
got her removed only at the imminent risk
of being lacerated in the attempt. When
the funeral was over, it was truly pitiable
to see the affectionate little animal wan-
dering through the house in a fruitless
search after what reason as well as instinct
seemed to make her feel conscious was
irrecoverably gone.

Few, or perhaps none of our readers
may recollect an incident, which was no-
ticed at the time by one of the daily jour-
nals, in reference to a terrier dog, the
property of a friend of our own, now de-
ceased. The dog, while rambling about
the garden, saw a cat pounce upon and
seize a sparrow. In an instant he sprang
upon pussy, rescued the sparrow from her
rapacious maw, and carried it safely home
to his kennel. Its rough mouthing had
disabled the poor bird from taking wing,
but the dog and it became inseparable com-
panions—feeding out of the same dish, and
gradually contracting a tender intimacy.
But one day the sparrow—Iluxuriating as
we may suppose on its newly-found crea-
ture comforts, and getting too independent
—strayed from its protector,and fell a prey
to its old enemy. Pepper, the terrier, was
disconsolate for his loss, and evidently
mourned the absence of his strange com-

panion, by refusing food for several days
thereafter.

We must bring this rambling article to
a close for the present, as we know there
are those who abhor theoretical specula-
tion, however much they may give prac-
tical demonstration, that there are worse
things to be found in the world than reek-
ing turkeys, plump, smothered-in-onions
chtkens, or, most conclusive of all, duck-
lings and green peas; and who are hard
to be constrained to admit that, to manya
man who wants & friend, a dog has proved
“a faithful one.” Before we conclude,
however, we cannot forego mentioning a
remarkable incident which may be of in-
terest. A friend of ours had a bull-terrier
dog, named Billy, who, for lack of dulls to
bait, had to content himself with extirpa-
ting rats. Two years ago, Billy accom-
panied his master on a visit to a farmhouse.
It so chasmced, that, during the visit, the
honest farmer had occasion to take down,
for the threshing-mill, a two-year old stack
of barley. Here, among the swarms of
rats and mice, which had been carrying
free-trade to its utmost limits at John Bar-
leycorn’s expense, Billy got an ample field
for gratifying his natural predilections.
The last sheaf had been forked into the
cart, when & huge rat, which had, in all
likelihood, been watching an opportunity
of revenging upon Billy the slaughter of
his brethren, emerged from a large hole at
the foundation of the stack, and meeting
him half-way, gave Billy “a Roland for
his Oliver,” by seizing him on the upper
lip, and clinging with such pertinacity to
that tender part, that Billy was utterly
helpless. He, however, took but & very
short time to form and execute a well-laid
scheme. The rat’s hole was distant from
him about a yard, and, calculating that.
such a prospect of escape from retributive
retaliation might tempt it to let go his
nose, Billy moved to the mouth of the
hole. True to Billy’s calculations, when
the rat got sight of the opening to its re-
treat, it quitted its hold, and made a2 sud-
den bolt for safety. Billy was too cun-
ning and too quick to be so easily, albeit
cleverly, done for. On the instant that
the rat let go its hold, like lightning he
griped it by the back, and, as much as to
say, “ Now, haven't I done him?” tossed
it trinmphantly into the air. Billy was
here in better luck than his too eager
class-fellows, who each took the wrong
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side of the post, and, through the awk-
wardness of a coupling-chain, let their
prey escape, amid svarling growls, and
the soothing hope to soften their disap-
pointment, “We'll see you again, and
then,”—as 80 admirably depicted in that
. graphic painting of Alexander Forbes,
“There’s many a slip twixt the cup and
the lip.”

Any one who takes a pleasure in form-
ing, so to speak, an acquaintanceship with
domestic animals, in closely studying their
habits and propensities, will freely admit,
as was beautifully said by a great divine,
that they “are not beneath the dignity of
legislation ; and must, we think, arrive at
the conclusion that, while the great Crea-
tor has drawn a very wide and most un-
mistakable line of demarkatlon betwixt
the faculties of his own image-work and
all inferior creation, yet that still there
are reasoning, calculating, and providing
faculties among the brutes, which may
well put to the blush many a spiritually-
gifted brute among our own species, to
apply to whom the lofty title of man were
only to give him a nickname.”

CHRISTIANITY IN POVERTY AND LOW-
LINESS, AND ON THE SICK BED.

BY NEANDER.
HE working of Christianity is not less
seen in small than in great things.
It needs no grand or public theater in
order to display itself. It is the light
that, wherever it may be, cannot remain
hidden under the bushel. Indeed, what
Christianity is, is best seen in this, that it
fills with heavenly glory vessels despised
or esteemed as nothing in the eyes of men
—a glory which far outshines all earthly
splendors ; that it pours into them the
powers of the world to come, beside
which all the powers of the earth are
nothing. In all ages, that which the
apostle Paul so nobly expresses in 1 Cor.
i, 27, 28, is evident in the operations of the
gospel. “God hath chosen the foolish
things of the world to confound the wise.
And God hath chosen the weak things of
the world to confound the things that are
mighty; and base things of the world, and
things that are despised, hath God chosen,
yea, and things that are not, to bring to
naught things that are.”
A large portion of these operations of

Christianity remains, indeed, hidden from
the eyes of the greater portion of mankind,
and cannot, therefore, find a place in the
pages of history. So much the more un-
wise, therefore, is it to judge of the effect
of Christianity in any age, by what floats
on the surface; and so much the more
important is it for the historian to search
everywhere in the midst of the darkness
for these scattered beams of light, and by
the side of a man whom God set on so0
high a place, and to whom he intrusted so
broad and manifold a sphere of activity as
Gregory, Bishop of Rome, to introduce
one who, in the meanest station of this
world, in the neediest and most helpless
condition, yet manifested the glory of the
divine life.

We should know nothing of the life of
this child of God, if the great bishop
(Gregory) had, like the world, suffered
himself to be so dazzled by appearances,
as not to perceive the treasure im the
earthen vessel. We will listen to the
bishop himself, as he deacribes to us
the life of this man.

“In the vault through which we enter
the church of Clermont, lived a certain
Servulus, whom many among you know,
a8 I know him, poor in earthly goods, rich
in God, worn out by a long illness ; for,
from his childhood until the end of his life,
he lay paralyzed in all his limbs. Did I
say he could not stand? He could not
even raise himself so as to sit upright on
his bed, he was never able to lift his hand
to his mouth, nor even to turn from side to
side. His mother and his brother were
always with him to wait upon him, and
what he received in alms he used to dis-
tribute to the poor. He could not read ;
but he had bought himself a Bible, and
used to welcome all pious men, and make
them read to him from this Bible. And
thus, without reading, he was, neverthe-
less, able to become acquainted with the
whole Bible. He sought, amidst his suf-
ferings, constantly to thank God, and to
spend day and night in praising him.
When he felt the approach of death, he
begged his visitors to stand up with him,
and to sing Psalms with him, in expecta-
tion of his approaching end. And, dying
as he was, he sang with them, when sud-
denly he ceased, and cried aloud : ¢ Hush,
hear you not how the praises of God re-
sound in heaven?’ And while he turned
the ear of his spirit to catch these praises



164

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINR

of God, his holy soul departed from his
wy.”

Gregory appended to this narrative these
words of exhortation to his Church:
“ Behold the end of him, who bore the
sufferings of this life with resignation!
But I beseech you, my dearest brethren,
think what excuse shall we be able to offer
at the day of judgment, who, although we
have received goods and hands, are slothful
in good works, whilst this poor man, who
had not the use of his hands, could, never-
theless, fulfill the commandments of the
Lord? Even if the Lord should not lead
forth against us the Apostles, who drew
hosts of believers into the kingdom by
their preaching ; the martyrs, who, pouring
forth their blood, entered the heavenly
country ; what shall we say when we see
this Servulus, whose limbs were paralyzed
by sickness, without paralyzing him in
the accomplishment of good works?”

Let us compare with this Servulus—
whose life in that maimed and helpless
body was not spent in vain; who did more
for the glory of his God and the good of
his brother-men, than others who lived in
the splendor of the world, and in great
activity—those noble Romans, of whom
the younger Pliny speaks, who, in long
and desperate sickness, with the stoic
composure of the wise of this world, put
an end to their lives with their own hands.
We will not condemn the noble spirits to
whom the grace of knowing the gospel
was not vouchsafed. But in which of the
two do we find the true dignity of man,
that true elevation which is founded in
humility, and, on that very account, can
never be cast down or robbed of its
crown ?

MRS. FRY AND HER SLANDERER.

HE English Eclectic Review criticises,
with merited severity, Mrs. Greer's
% Quakerism ; or, the Story of My Life,”
—a work which has excited much atten-
tion, and been republished in this country.
‘We give the following vindication of Mrs.
Fry, whose fair fame is the precious prop-
erty of the Christian world, and not merely
of her own sect. We now proceed to inves-
tigate the charges against Mrs. Fry and
Mr. Gurney—charges exhibiting the most
degraded state of feeling that it has ever
been our lot to expose, and to condemn.
Although we contend that no sect is

answerable for the acts of individual mem-
bers, yet, as society consists of individ-
uals, and a sect of its members, and, more
especislly, as Mrs. Fry and Mr. Gurney
were eminent and prominent members of
the Society of Friends, we are inclined to
admit, that the showing these two individ-
uals to be deserving of general reproba-
tion and contempt—the hurling them down
from the pedestal on which mankind has
placed them—must deeply affect the soci-
ety to which they belonged, and even
make 8 marked impression on the entire
religious world. Our authoress evidently
thinks the same. The prolonged prelim-
inary chuckle with which the subject is
introduced, shows us, that here, at least,
she is making a fatal blow. But let us
inquire—Do our readers know of whom
we are speaking? If not, let us inform
them that the late Mr. Gurney was an
eminent banker in Norwich, so extensively
known and respected, that ten thousand
people are maid to have attended his fu-
neral, and that the late Bishop of Norwich
preached a funeral sermon on that mourn-
ful occasion. In addition to his private
virtues and liberality, (the latter was really
on a gigantic scale,) he was highly distin-
guished as a theological writer ; his Evi-
dences of Christianity” being considered,
among the members of all creeds, a mas-
terpiece of inductive reasoning. That he
was born a2 Quaker, and remained one
throughout his useful life, is a fact none
will dispute : but he was no sectarian; his
view of Christianity was the most enlarged
and liberal that it was possible to take; a
fact proved beyond question, by the tribute
of respect paid to his memory by the
prelate to whom we have just alluded.
Such is the portrait of Mr. Gurney, ac-
cepted by the world as faithful : but it is
entirely ignored by Mrs. Greer : she rep-
resents him as gluttonous, fastidious, im-
perious, dishonest, and altogether one of
the most insignificant and contemptible
characters that the imagination can pic-
ture. He is first introduced upon the
stage as wrangling with Irish hostlers, on
the subject of horsing his own coach ; the
cause of dispute being this :—The *real
gentry,” by which term Mrs. Greer and
party are intended, were stopping at an
inn, when traveling in one of the grand
carriages belonging to the Greer family.

Their horses were put to, and they
were on the point of starting, when
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Mr. Gurney came up in his coach. It
seems the landlord had but a pair of horses
at command ; so Mr. Gurney insisted on
the hostler’s taking out Mrs. Greer’s horses,
and putting them as leaders to the pair he
had just hired. On this question the dis-
pute arose, and, after raging through many
pages, terminates, with poetical justice, in
the “real gentry” retaining their own
horses. Mr. Gurney was, at the time in
question, traveling with Mrs. Fry ; but the
novelist has written no part for this distin-
guished lady in the stable farce ; however,
she soon makes her appearance on the
stage. And now let Mrs. Greer speak for
herself :—

“ A few days after, these same Friends
fi. e. Mrs. Fry, Miss Elizabeth Fry, and
Mr. Gurney] arrived in our city, and lodged
with my uncle. They arrived on the sev-
enth-day afternoon. Their intended visit
had been announced, and every preparation
made, that the kindest hospitality could
devise, to give them a cordial Irish wel-
come. My uncle was a widower, and,
although his housekeeper was a clever
young woman, and well skilled in the culi-
nary department, still he felt greatly bur-
dened with the honor which had been con-
ferred upon him, in having to entertain
these great Friends. At his request, my
mother had been all over his house, to see
that the accommodation provided for them
was suitable. Beds of the softest down
and sheets of the finest Irish linen, were
prepared for them; and a double-bedded
room for the two young men, whom they
were in the habit of taking about to swell
their train, and run of their messages.
About seven o’clock that evening, we saw
my uncle hastening up our lawn; and
knowing, from his manner, that something

had occurred to ruffile him, my mother,

went to meet him. O said he, ¢ what
shall I do ? after all,I have not got things
right for the Friends, and I am come to
thee to help me. They cannot drink any-
thing but London porter, and Elizabeth
has called for calf’s-foot jelly. I sent to
all the confectioners’ shops, but there was
none to be had ; and Debby is kept running
about waiting on them, so that she could
not make it ; and, besides that, the butch-
ers have not got any calves’ feet. I
sent round to them all to try. Friend
John says he is quite distressed on account
of his sister, as she requires those things,
and that they quite expected to have them

at my house, which makes the disappoint-
ment greater to them now.’

“¢Could thee get pigs’ feet?’ said my
mother.

“¢0, yes, in plenty.’

“¢Well, then, send me two sets of
them, and I'll make jelly ; she will never
know the difference. Thee shall have it
by ten o'clock to-morrow, and I would ad-
vise thee to tell the young men, and they
will manage the porter for thee.’ . ...

Tt was nine o’clock before the pigs’ feet
came, and then we set to work to manu-
facture them into jelly. My mother sat up
all night, and had her task accomplished
by eight o'clock in the morning, when it
was sent down in a large cut-glass dish ;
and she had, soon after, the pleasure of
hearing that the English Friends said it
was the nicest calf’s-foot jelly they had
ever tasted.

“This was now first day; the Friends
were to dine with us at three o’clock, and
to have a meeting at seven, to which the
town’s people were invited. A dozen of
our acquaintances were invited to meet the
Friends at dinner ; and it fell to my lot to
stay from the morning meeting, in order to
attend to the needful arrangement of this
repast, which was as choice and abundant
as could be provided on so short a notice.
My sister had brought us word, the night
before, of the honor intended for us. The
meeting was over at twelve, as usual;
and at half-past two, up drove the well-
known coach, with its important burden.
The ladies were soon seated in the draw-
ing-room, the gentlemen strolled into the
garden, and the other guests dropped in
one after another. Scarcely had the
clock struck three, when Friend John said
to my mother, ¢ Three, I think, is the hour
for dinner ; shall I ring the bell?’ ¢O!
no,’ she replied; ‘some of our Friends
have not yet arrived.” He sat down for
about two minutes, and then began again,
¢My sister will, I fear, be annoyed; she
quite expected dinner would be ready at
three o'clock. We English Friends are
accustomed to be punctual to time.’ ¢ Din-
ner is quite ready to be served,’ said my
mother ; ¢but we must wait a few minutes
for the guests we invited to meet you.’
¢ Probably they will arrive,’ he said, ¢ whilst
dinner is being placed on the table. With
thy permission I will ring for it.” And he
rose and walked across the room, and
rang the bell. The butler entered. ¢ Let
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dinner be served,’ he called out. The
man looked amazed, but withdrew. I went
down stairs to tell my sister how the mat-
ter stood. She countermanded the order;
and, fearing that the Friends were hungry
and suffering, called one of the ¢train-
young men,’ and told him to hand them a
glass of wine and a biscuit, to enable them
to fast about ten minutes longer. ¢Ah!
said he, ¢ there is not the slightest occasion ;
as soon as ever the meeting was over, they
went home, and called for beefsteak and
porter ; they all three eat heartily of that,
and jelly besides.” Whilst we were speak-
ing, Friend John himself joined us in the
dining-room. * Really,’ said he, ‘I am
annoyed. This want of punctuality is
very trying. My sister’s convenience is
sadly disregarded.’

“ Ellen at that moment saw the gentle-
men we were waiting for, entering the
gate ; and, at a quarter after three, Friend
John and his sister were satisfying the de-
sires of the inner man with much apparent
enjoyment. As soon as the cloth had been
removed, and the wines and fruits laid on
the table, the Friends dropped into the
well-known ominous silence; and one
after another preached a domestic sermon.
Then they regaled on the dessert, and,
when satisfied, requested to be shown to
bedrooms, where they might ¢ take a lay,’
to obviate any tendency to drowsiness in
the evening meeting. The ladies were
immediately accommodated ; but we were
somewhat surprised when the gentleman
required the same for himself. His wants
too were supplied, even to a nightcap,
and a shawl to throw over his shoulders ;
but, ere he composed himself to sleep, he
gave orders that tea and coffee should be
ready for his sister at half-past five o’clock.
It was made ready as he wished ; and then
the three resumed their seats on the sofas,
gracefully arranging the pillows and stools,
and the ample folds of their drab dresses
and shawls, 80 as to form a pleasing tableau
vivant. There they were served with
tea and coffee ; and again we had the sat-
isfaction of thinking their appetites were
not impaired. A plate of bread and but-
ter, cut, as we thought, thin, being handed
to the little Elizabeth, she helped herself
rather superciliously, and then remarked,
¢Ah! this may pass with me; but cer-
tainly it will not do with my sister.” One
of the young people took the loaf to cut
some thinner slices for the important lady ;

and, whilst doing so, Friend John, leaning
forward, said, ¢ Dost thou not feel it a
privilege to be permitted to cut bread for
my sister?” We were all glad when the
weary day was over; for though we fully
appreciated the honor of having the com-
pany under our own roof, of these cele-
brated Friends, still our feelings had been
tried, by the manner in which they had
received our attentions.”

This is the picture, as drawn by the
novelist. The narrative is bald, disjointed,
and inelegant; but this is a matter of
small moment ; the facts, if not positively
and intentionally false, are so distorted
and burlesqued, the additions and omissions
are so important and so numerous, that
no idea whatever is conveyed of the real
facts of the case. It is the occasional
custom of the ministers of the Society of
Friends to visit distant parts of the coun-
try, or even foreign countries, under a
conscientious belief that they are required
to preach the gospel in those places. It
is scarcely required of us to enter into a
criticism on such a custom ; its existence
is all that we have now to deal with. Mrs.
Fry, in company with her brother, the
Mr. Gurney of whom we have just spoken,
and her sister-in-law, Miss Elizabeth Fry,
undertook such a journey, in the begin-
ning of the year 1827, lezving London on
the 4th of February. They landed at
Dublin, and visited Armagh, Lisburne,
Londonderry, Sligo, Galway, Limerick,
and Cork, besides a great number of inter-
vening places of less importance ; all pub-
lic institutions, as prisons, schools, and
lunatic asylums, were assiduonsly visited ;
long and fatiguing interviews took place
with all officials connected with such
establishments ; ladies’ committees were
formed in every part of the island, and

 their labors defined, and actually com-

menced, under the practiced eye of the
philanthropic founder, who, from morning
till night, labored in her Christian vocation.
In addition to all this, she constantly held
religious meetings, and frequently preach-
ed to the audience for an hour at a time.
It seems wonderful, that one of such gen-
tle nurture as Mrs. Fry—one who had en-
joyed every luxury and every indulgence
that could be devised, even from her very
infancy—should have undertaken and ac-
complished the almost Herculean labors
she was now daily engaged in. At last,
nature gave way. Let us consult her
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biographer, Mrs. Creswell, as to her state
at this period. “ She was becoming worn
and over-fatigued, and every day added to
the difficulty with which she accomplished
the work allotted to it. Happily, they
reached the hospitable dwelling of John
Strangman, at Waterford, before her pow-
ers completely failed her. It was on
Friday, the 12th of April, when she ar-
rived there, and for more than a week she
needed all the care and close nursing
which she experienced ; then she gradually
began to rally, and they pursued their
onerous work.”—Life of Elizabeth Fry,
vol. ii, p. 40. No one will entertain
the slightest doubt of the truth of Mrs.
Creswell’s narrrative. Even the ¢ lady”
cannot impute the tortuosities of Quaker-
ism to a member of the Church of Eng-
land, who has not exhibited a single
Quaker sympathy throughout the whole
of her two bulky volumes. Mrs. Fry her-
self, in her private journal, has given the
following touching account of herself at
this period of her career :—

“ The great numbers that followed us,
almost wherever we went, was one of
those things that I believe was too much
for me. No one can tell, but those who
have been brought into similar circum-
stances, what it is to feel as I did at such
times ; often weak and fagged in body,
exhausted in mind, having things of im-
portance to direct my attention to, and not
less than a multitude around me, each ex-
pecting a word or some mark of attention.
« + « . I felt completely sinking, hardly able
to hold up my head, and by degrees be-
came seriously ill. Fever came on, and
ran very high, and I found myself in one
of my distressing, faint states; indeed, a
few hours were most conflicting ; I never
remember to have known a more painful
time; tried without, distressed within,
feeling such fears lest it should try the
faith of others, my being thus stopped by
illness, and lest my own faith should fail.”
—Life of Elizabeth Fry, vol. ii, p. 41.

We feel perfectly confident, that not
one of our readers will hesitate to accept
the statements of Mrs. Creswell and Mrs.
Fry as plain, unvarnished truth ; and how
widely are they at variance with Mrs.
Greer’s gross and unmannerly burlesque
of this visit to Aer father's house! Yes;
Mr. Strangman, the pious, hospitable, gen-
erous, noble-hearted, and gentlemanly Mr.
John Strangman, was the father of the

“lady,” Mrs. Greer; and, perhaps, no
greater contrast could be conceived than
the truly affectionate and tender care
which the overworked and exhausted phi-
lanthropist received on the occasion of her
visit to his house, and the rude, distorted
caricature drawn of that visit by his de-
generate daughter. The high fever, the
illness, almost to the point of death, are
entirely omiited ; their introduction would,
have explained the requiring of calf’s-foot
jelly, the nocturnal manufacture of which,
by the mistress herself, out of pig's feet,
was too clever a fiction, and too excellent
a joke, to be omitted. It fully accounts
for the additional trouble which her visit
was very likely to occasion—trouble of
which the hosts were themselves proud;
and the dwelling on which, after a lapse
of twenty-four years, and when all the
actors have long been resting in the silent
tomb, is an instance of bad taste, of which
we recollect no parallel. It will be of no
avail for the authoress to attempt escape,
by saying she alludes to some other visit
of Mrs. Fry’s to Waterford; the party
which she has described were at Water-
ford but once. They were entertained at
John Strangman’s house ; and Mrs. Greer,
the authoress of * Quakerism,” was tffen
Sarah Strangman, and was residing with
her father in that very house. Mrs. Fry
came into that house in a state of utter
prostration of strength, and was nursed
with the utmost kindness, through a dan-
gerous, but brief, illness. Were it need-
ful, we would appeal to her family for the
truth of what we are saying ; but published
documents, of unquestioned authority, like
those we have cited, will be amply suffi-
cient to satisfy our readers.

‘We do, however, take some comfort in
the reflection, that it is utterly impossible
that such palpably false statements can,
for a moment, dim the fair fame of Mrs.
Fry, orin any way affect the respectability
or worth of the religious society to which
she belonged, although the * lady™ has the
audacity to say that she has invoked a
blessing on every page of the calumnious
caricature.

Taere is in each man a somewhat that
acquaints him with the nature and origin
of all things, but will tell him nothing of
the nature and origin of itself. He is
ever obtaining sibylline leaves, but cannot
get sight of the sibyl.
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EVENING.

BY MRS. H, O. GARDNER.

TwiLienT lingers on the mountains,
Whispers low the evening gale,
Where the cooling water fountains
Bless the vale.
Softly, now, the night-bird, lone,
Chants her plaintive monotone.

To the broad blue heaven above us
Stars in myriad legions come,
Like the sainted ones who love us,

Beck’ning home :
And the eye, with rapt delight,
Takes in all the glorious sight.

Rpirit melodies are filling
All the pure, ethereal air,
Indistinct, yet gently stilling
very care,
In the silent, silent dell,
Hear that voiceless music swell.

Visions, dreams of beauty, floating
Dimly from a purer sphere,
Earthly splendor all unnoting—
Ah! how dear,
When the heart with grief is riven,
Are those blessed dreams of heaven.

Pleasantly the starlight falleth
Where the Thames’ dark waters glide ;
Hark! the weary boatman calleth
O’er the tide,
And the watcher, sad and lone,
Hails afar the welcome tone.

There are words of sacred ting
Softly spoken o’er and o’er,
Blending with the heart’s quick beating
Evermore.
Darkness settles on the hill,
And the wide, wide earth is still.

To the many, God hath given
Morning and the noontide bright;
But to me, the shades of even,
And the night.
Then my spirit soareth free,
Then the earth is bright to me.

Coxwxcricut, July.

THE FATAL WORD.

A TALE OF HORRORS.

OO0D, in his work entitled “ Up the
Rhine,” gives the following capital
“take off” of modern  tales of horror:"—
“Thanks to the merry company at his
cousin Rudolph’s, it was midnight ere
Peter Krauss, the little tailor of Boun,
et out on his road home. Now Peter
was a tender-hearted man, who would not
hurt a dog, much less a fellow-creature ;
but he had one master-failing, which at
last brought him into a horrible scrape,
and that was curiosity. Such was his
itch for meddling and prying, that what-

ever business went forward, he was sure
to look and listen with all his might. Let
a word or two be pronounced in a corner,
and you could fancy his ears pricking to-
ward the sound, like the ears of a horse.
Perhaps, if he had ever perused the trag-
ical story of Blue Beard, he would have
learned more prudence; but, unhappily,
he never read fairy tales, nor indeed any-
thing of the kind, except some of the old
legends of the saints.

“ Thus Peter Krauss, pipe in mouth,
was trudging silently homeward, through
the pleasant valley between Reettchen and
Poppelsdorf, when all at once he heard
something that brought him to a full stop.
Yes,—there certainly was a talking on the
other side of the bushes; so giving loose
to his propensity, he drew near, and list-
ened the more eagerly as he recognized
one of the voices as that of Ferdinand
Wenzel, the wildest and wickedest of all
the students at Bonn. The other voice
he did not know, nor indeed had he ever
heard one at all like it ; its tone was deep
and metallic, like the tolling of & great
bell.

¢ Ask, and it shall be granted, if within
my compass.’

¢ Peter, trembling, peeped through the
thick foliage at the last speaker, and to
his unutterable horror, descried a dreadful
figure, which could only belong to one
fearful personage—the enemy of man-
kind. Krauss could nearly see his full
face,*which was ten thousand times uglier
than that of Judas in the old paintings.
The fiend was grinning, and dismally the
moonlight gleamed on his huge hard cheek-
bones, and thence downward to his mouth,
where it gleamed awfully on his set teeth,
which shone not with the bright bony
whiteness of ivory, but with the flash of
polished steel. Opposite to the Evil One}
and as much at his ease as if he had only
been in company with a bosom crony, sat
the reckless, daring Ferdinand Wenzel,
considering intently what infernal boon he
had best demand. At last he seemed to
have made up his mind ;—Krauss pricked
up his ears.

“¢Give me, said the wild student, ¢ the
power of life and death over others.’

#¢] can grant thee only the half,’ said
the fiend. °I have power to shorten hu-
man life, but there is only one who may
prolong it.’

¢ Be it so,’ said the student; ¢ only let
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those whom I may doom die suddenly be-
fore my face.’

“¢All the blessed saints and martyrs
forbid "’ prayed Krauss in his soul, at the
same time crossing himself as fast as he
could. *‘In that case, I'm a dead man to
a certainty! He will make away with all
that is Philister—namely, with all that is
good, or religious, or sober, or peaceable,
or decent—in the whole city of Bonn!

¢ In the mean time the Evil One seemed
to deliberate, and at length told the wild
student that he should have his wish.
¢ Listen, Ferdinand Wenzel! I will teach
thee a mortal word, which if thou pro-
nounce aloud to any human being, man,
woman, or child, they shall drop down
stone-dead, as by a stroke of apoplexy, at
thy very feet.’

“¢ Enough,’ said the wild student.
¢Bravo! and he waved his arms exult-
ingly above his head. ‘I am now one of
the Fates. I hold the lives of my enemies
in my hand. I am no more Ferdinand
Wenzel, but Azrael, the Angel of Death.
Come, the word—the mighty word !’

“ We have said that the topmost failing
of Peter Krauss was curiosity,—it was
rather his besetting sin, and was now
about to meet with its due punishment.
Where other men would have shut their
eyes, he opened them ; where they would
have stopped their ears, he put up a trum-
pet. O Peter, Peter! better hadst thou
been born deaf as the adder, than have
heard the three dreadful syllables that
made up that tremendons WORD. But
Peter was willful, and stretched out his
neck like a crane's toward the sound,
and as the fiend, at Wenzel’s request, re-
peated the fatal spell nine times over, it
was impressed on the listener’s memory,
never to be forgotten.

“¢] have got it by heart,’ said the wild
student, ‘ and I know right well who shall
hear it the first.’

“¢Bravo!” said the voice that sounded
like the toll of a death-bell.

¢ The hair, long as it was, rose erect on
Krauss’s devoted head; every lock felt
alive, and crawling and writhing like a ser-
pent. He considered himself the doomed
man, Wenzel owed him money, and debt-
ors are apt to get weary of their creditors.
Yes, his days were numbered, like those
of the pig at the butcher’s door. Full of
these terrible thoughts, he got away as
hastily as he could, without making an

alarm, and as soon 28 he dared, set off at
a run toward his home. On he scampered,
wishing that his very arms were legs, to
help him go at a double rate. On, on, on,
he galloped through Poppelsdorf, but with-
out seeing it, like a blind horse that knows
its way by instinct,—on, on; but at last
he was compelled to halt, not for want of
breath, for his lungs seemed locked up in
his bosom; nor yet from fatigue, for his
feet never felt the hard ground they bound-
ed from; but because a party of students,
linked arm-in-arm, occupied the whole
breadth of the road. As soon as they
heard footsteps behind them, they stopped,
and recognizing the little tailor, began to
jeer and banter him, and at length pro-
ceeded to push and hustle him about rather
roughly. For some time he bore this rude
treatment with patience, but in the end,
even his good humor gave way, and turned
to bitterness. ‘Ay, young and strong as
ye be,’ thought he, ‘I know that, my mas-
ters, which could stiffen your limbs and
still your saucy tongues in a moment.’
¢ And why not pronounce the worp then?
said something so like a whisper, that
Krauss started, expecting to see the Fiend
himself at his elbow. But it was only the
evil suggestion of his own mind, which,
with some difficulty, he subdued, till the
Burschen, tired of the present amusement,
let go of their victim, and joining in a
jovial chorus, allowed the tormented tailor
to resume his race. ¢St. Remi be with
me,’ murmured the frightened man, ¢and
help me to restrain my tongue! O, that
awful word, how nearly it slipped from me
in my rage! I shall do a murder, I know I
shall—I shall be cursed and branded like
bloody Cain!” and heggroaned and smote
his forehead as he ran. In this mood he
arrived at his own door, where he let him-
self in with his private key. It was late:
his good wife, Trudchen, had retired to rest,
and was in 8o sound a sleep that he for-
bore to awaken her. But that very sight,
as she lay so still and so calm, only excited
the most distressing fancies. *One word,’
thought he, ¢three little syllables, would
make that sleep eternal!” Shuddering
throughout his frame, he undressed and
crept into his own bed, which was beside
the other—but, alas! not to rest. He
dared not close his eyes, even for a wink.
¢If I sleep,’ thought he, ‘I shall dream,
and as people always dream of what is
uppermost in their minds, and moreover,
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as I am apt to talk in my sleep’—the mere
idea of what might follow threw him into
sach an agony, that no opiate short of a
fatal dose could have induced him to slum-
ber for an instant. A miserable night he
passed, now looking forward with terror,
and then backward with self-reproach. A
thousand times he cursed his fatal curiosity,
that had brought him to such a pass. ¢ Fool,
dolt, idiot, ass, long-eared ass that I was,
to listen to what did not concern me, and
to turn eaves-dropper to Satan! Iam lost,
body and soul! O that I bad been born
deaf and dumb! O that my dear mother,
now in heaven,—O that my good nurse,
now in Munich, had never taught me to
speak! O that I had died in cutting my
first teeth! That detestable word—if I
could only get rid of it; but it is ever
present in my mind, and in my mind’s eye!
in the dark it seemed written on the wall
in letters of fire; and now the daylight
comes, they have turned into letters of
pitch-black !’ Thus he tossed and tumbled
all night in his bed, with suppressed moans,
and groans, and sighings, and inward pray-
ers, till it was time to rise. Then he got
up, and opened his shop, and afterward
sat down to breakfast; but he could not
eat. If he tried to swallow, the accursed
word seemed sticking at the bottom of his
throat ; sometimes it rose to the very tip
of his tongue, and then to taste anything
was quite out of the question. Life itself
had lost its relish, like food with a diseased
palate. Conjugal and parental love, which
had been his greatest comforts, were now
his uttermost torments. When he looked
at his good Trudchen, it was with a shud-
der; and he dared not play with his own
little Peterkin. ¢ J open my lips to him,’
thought the father, *my child is dead—in
the midst of some nursery nonsense, the
worp will slip out, for it keeps ringing in
my ears like a bell.” In the mean time,
his wife did not fail to notice his altered
appearance ; but it gave her little concern.
The good Trudchen was very fat and
very philosophic, which some people call
phlegmatic, and she took the most vio-
lent troubles rather softly and quietly, as
feather-beds receive cannon-balls. ¢ Tush,
said she, in her own bosom, ‘ he looks as
if he had not rested well, but he will sleep
all the better to-night; and as for his ap-
petite, that will come-to in time.” Buat
the contrast only served to aggravate the
sufferings of poor Krauss. To see his

wife, the partner of his fortune, the sharer
of his heart, his other self, so calm, so cool,
8o placid, grated on his very soul. There
was something even offensive in it, like a
fine sunny day to the mourners, when there
is a funeral in the house. His first im-
pulse was to seek for sympathy, which
generslly implies making somebody else as
miserable and unhappy as yourself; inm
fact, he was on the point of beginning the
story to his wife, when one of those second
thoughts, which are always the best, clapped
a seal upon his lips. ¢ No, no,’ he reflected,
‘tell a woman a secret? why, she’ll blab
it to the very first of her leaky gossips
that drops in.” In sheer despair, he re-
solved to bury himself over head and ears
in his business, and accordingly hurried
into his shop. But do whatever he would,
his trouble still haunted him—he dreaded
to see a customer walk in. ‘I am liable,’
said he, ¢ as all the world knows, to fits of
abeence, and if I do not say the awful
WwoRD to somebody to his face, I shall per-
chance write it at the head of his bill.’ In
the midst of this soliloquy, the little door-
bell rang, as the door was thrown violently
open, and in stalked the abominable Wen-
zel !

“The devoted tailor turned as pale as
marble, his teeth chattered, his knees
knocked together till the knee-pans clat-
tered like a pair of castanets, whilst his
hair again rose erect, like the corn after
the wind has passed over it. But for once
his fears were mistaken ; his unwelcome
patron only came to order some new gar-
ments. ‘Heaven help me! thought the
afilicted tradeaman, ¢ he is too degp already
in my books; and yet if I make the least
shadow of an objection, I am & dead man.’

¢ After turning over all the goods in the
shop, the wild student selected a mulberry-
colored cloth, and then for the first time ad-
dressed himself to the proprietor. ¢ Hark-
ye, Peter Krauss; they tell me thou art a
most notable listener.’

“The tailor’s blood ran cold in his veins,
and he gasped for breath; beyond doubt,
his eaves-dropping the night before had been
discovered, if not known at the time, by
the Evil One himself. He was on the point
of dropping on his knees to beg his life,
when the next speech re-assured him.

“¢You will please, therefore, to listen
most attentively to my instructions.’

“ The trembling Peter breathed again,
whi'st his customer went into a minute
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description of the frogs, and lace, and em-
broidery, with which the new garment was
to be most elaborately and expensively
trimmed. To all of which poor Krauss
answered submissively, ¢ Yes,’ and ¢ Yes,
ocertainly,’ in the plaintive tone of a well-
whipped child. In the midst of this scene,
two more students, inferior only to the first
in bad repute, came swaggering into the
shop, who, on the matter being referred to
them, approved so0 highly of the mulberry-
colored cloth, that Wenzel at once bespoke
the whole piece. ‘And now, Krauss,’ said
the wild student, drawing his victim a little
aside, ‘ I have one word to say in your ear.’
At 80 ominous a speech, the little tailor
broke out all over in a cold dew; that ‘one
word’ he guessed was his death-warrant ;
the ground he stood upon seemed opening
under his feet like a grave. By a natural
instinct he clapped both his hands to his
ears; but they were almost instantly re-
moved by the more vigorous arms of his
enemy; he then, as a last resource, set up
a sort of bull-like bellowing, in order to
drown the dreaded sounds, but the noise
was as promptly stified by the thrusting of
his own nightcap into his open mouth.
¢ Hist, thou listener,’ said the wild student,
in angry whisper, ¢those two gemtlemen
yonder are my most intimate friends; you
will give them credit for whatever they
may choose to order,and I, Ferdinand Wen-
zel, will be answerable for the amount.’

¢ This was bad enough, but it might have
been worse ; and the little tailor was glad
to assent, though he was now past speak-
ing, and could only bow and bow again,
with the tears in his eyes. Accordingly,
his two new customers, thus powerfully
recommended, began to select such articles
as they thought proper, and gave ample
directions for their making up. They then
departed, Wenzel the last. ¢ Remember,’
said he, significantly, holding up a warning
finger, ¢ remember—or else ’—‘I know, I
kmow,’ murmured the terrified taflor, who
felt as if relieved from an incubus, as the
back of the wild student disappeared be-
hind the closing door. But his grief soon
returned. ‘I'm lost,’ he cried, in a dole-
ful voice ; ‘the more I'm patronized, the
more I'm undone! They never will, they
never can pay me for it all. I'm a bank-
rupt—I must needs be a bankrupt—I'm a
ruined man!” ¢ Who is ruined? inquired
the comfortable Trudchen, just entering in
time to catch the last words. ¢It's me,

said the sorrowful tailor. . ¢ As how, Pe-
ter? ‘How? Trudchen !—here has been
that dare-devil, Ferdinand Wenzel, and
brought two other scape-graces almost as
bad as himself ; and, besides Heaven knows
what else, he has ordered the whole piece
of mulberry cloth.” ¢He shall as soon
have the mulberry-tree out of the garden,’
said the quiet Trudchen. ¢But he must
have it,’ said the husband, with great agi-
tation.’ ¢But he shan't said the wife,
quite collected. ‘I tell thee, Trudchen,
‘he must,’ said the little tailor. ¢ Well,
we shall see,’ said the great tailoress, with
the composed tone of a woman who felt
sure of her own way.

“ Here was a new dilemma. Poor Peter
Krauss plainly foresaw his own catastro-
phe ; but to be pushed on to it, post haste,
by the wife of his bosom, the mother of
his sole child, was more than he could
bear. ‘I tell thee, Trudchen, he must
have it,’ repeated the doomed man. ¢ You
always try,’ said the phlegmatic Trudchen,
¢to have the last word.” ¢ And if I chose,
I could make sure of it,’ retorted the now
angry Peter. ¢Say the WORD to her at
once,’ said the old whisper, which the af-
frighted husband no longer doubted was a
suggestion from Satan in person. He was .
cool—nay, cold—in a moment; and not
daring to trust himself in his wife's pres-
ence, ran up to the little bed-chamber.
The fat Trudchen stared awhile at this
manceuvre ; but as she reflected that per-
sons who go up stairs, will, some time or
other, come down again, she placidly re-
sumed her knitting.

“¢Wretch! miserable wretch that I
am!’ sighed the disconsolate tailor, throw-
ing himself on the bed, with his face down-
wards. ‘I have been within an ace of
murdering my own dear wife, the mother
of my precious Peterkin! O, St. Mark!
St. Remi! what mortal sin have I com-
mitted, to draw upon me such a visitation?
Me, too, who could never keep a secret in
my life! Then, again, if I take a glass
extra of good wine, it is sure to set my
tongue running. O what hundreds, thou-
sands, of deaths will lie at my door! I
shall be a monster,—a vampyre! O! I
shall run mad—and then my head will
wander—and I shall pronounce i¢ in my
ravings! It is sure to come out! Cursed
be the year, and the day, and the hour, and
the minute, O Peter Krauss, that thou
wast born !’
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“¢Alas ! (thus he continued,) ¢ the mis-
fortune of a strong memory! The harder
I try to forget it, the more it comes into
my mind. If it had only been a long sen-
tence—but a single word, that drops out
like a loose tooth before one is aware.
Ah, there is no being on my guard’ Hav-
ing thus lamented, with many tears, by
degrees he became more composed, and
resolved to refresh his spirits by a walk
in the open air. But the tyrannical idea
still pursued him with its diabolical sug-
gestions. For instance, he could not help
saying to himself, as a passenger passed
by, ¢ There's a tall swaggering fellow, but
I could strike him stone-dead in an instant.
One worp from me, and that flaunting
maiden is a corse.” Moreover, the very
demon, curiosity, that first led him to his
guilty knowledge, now began to tempt him
to its abuse. ‘I wonder,’ thought he, ¢ if
it be true, or only a juggle. Suppose I
were to try it—just one syllable—on that
soldier, or that miller, or on his dog!" But
remorse soon followed. ‘Wo is me! I
must fly the faces of my kind! I must turn
hermit,—or live like Roland on a bleak
rock, beyond speech with man, woman, or
child!” As he said this, he was run against
by some one, blind with haste, whom he
caught by the arm. It was the maid-
servant of his old friend and neighbor,
Hermann Liederbach. ¢Let me go,’ cried
the breathless female, struggling to get
free. ‘I am running to fetch the doctor
to my poor master, who has dropped down
in a fit, if he is not dead.” ¢That'’s very
sudden,’ said Peter, as if musing. ‘O,
like a gun!' answered the maiden ; ‘he
was quite well and merry only the minute
before, talking and laughing with that wild
student, Ferdinand Wenzel.

¢ Poor Krauss was ready to drop down
himself. However, he contrived to get
home, where he threw himself on his
knees behind the counter, and hid his face
among the bales of cloth. The horrid
work was begun—but where would it end ?
Nor were his fears in vain. On a sudden
his attention was excited by the trampling
of numerous feet; and going to the shop-
door, he saw a crowd following four men,
who carried a dead body on a board.
‘Hollo! what have you there?' shouted
an opposite neighbor from his upper win-
dow. ¢It's poor Stephen Asbeck,’ an-
swered several voices; ‘ he dropped down
dead in the market-place whilst squabbling

with one of the students.” Krauss stood
rooted to the spot, till the whole proces-
sion passed by. ¢It's dreadful work,' said
Mrs. Krauss, just entering from the back
parlor. ¢ What is? asked the startled
tailor, with all the tremor of a guilty man.
¢To be cut off so suddenly in the prime of
youth and beauty.’ °Beauty! repeated
Krauss, with a bewildered look, for in
truth neither Liederbach nor Asbeck had
any pretense to good looks. ¢ Yes, beauty,’
replied Mrs. Krauss; ‘but I forgot that
the news came while you were absent.
Poor Dorothy has died suddenly—the
handsome girl who rejected that good-
for-nothing Ferdinand Wenzel.’ Krauss
dropped into a chair as if shot. His fat
wife wondered a little at such excessive
emotion, but remembering that her hus-
band was very tender-hearted, went quietly
on with her knitting.

“ Poor Peter’s brain was spinning roand.
He who would not willingly hurt a dog, to
be privy to, if not accomplice in, three
such atrocious and deliberate murders!
His first impulse was to discover the whole
affair to the police ; but who would believe
80 extraordinary a story? Where were
his witnesses? Wenzel, of course, would
confess nothing. Still his knowledge in-
vested him with a very awful responsibility,
and called upon him to put an end to the
diabolical system. But how? Perhaps—
and he shuddered at the thought—it was
his dreadful duty to avert this wholesale
assassination by the death of the assassin.
As if to sanction the suggestion, even as
it passed through the tailor’s mind, the de-
testable Wenzel came into the shop to add
some new item to his instructions. *Have
you heard the news?’ asked the wild stu-
dent carelesely ; ¢ Death is wondrous busy
in Bonn.” Krauss only answered with a
mournful shake of the head. ¢Poor dear
Dorothy !’ sighed Mrs. Krauss; ‘so young,
and so beautiful.’ The wild student burst
into a sneering laugh : ¢ There will be more
yet,’ said he; ¢ they will keep drop-—drop
—dropping, like over-ripe plums from the
tree !’

¢ So fiendish an announcement was too
much for even the milky nature of Peter
Krauss. His resolution was taken on the
spot. ‘Wretch! Monster! Were-Wolf!
he said to himself, ¢ thou wert never of
woman born. It can be no more sin to
slay thee than the savage tiger! Yes—
thou shalt hear the word of doom thyself!’
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But the moment he attempted to utter it,
his tongue clave to the roof of his mouth;
his throat seemed to collapse ;' and when
he had regained the power of speech, the
fatal word, that hitherto had never ceased
ringing in his inward ear, had vanished
completely from his memory! However,
such an oblivion was in itself a blessing,
as it removed any temptation to actual
guilt ; but, alas! no sooner had the wild
student departed, than back came the hate-
ful syllables, clear and distinct on the tab-
lets of Krauss’s mind, like a writing in
sympathetic ink.

¢« As the vile Wenzel had predicted, the
number of sudden deaths rapidly increased.
One after another, the most respectable of
the inhabitants fell down in the street,and
were carried home. All Bonn was filled
with lamentations and dismay. °It's the
plague,’ said one. °¢It’s the black death,’
cried-another. Some advised a consulta-
tion of physicians ; others proposed a pen-
itential procession to the Kreutzberg.

“In the mean time the unfortunate
tailor again took refuge in the bed-room,
desperately closing his eyes, and stop-
ping his ears, against the melancholy
sights and sounds that were constantly
occurring in the street. But the mor-
tality had become too frightful for even
the apathetic temper of the stout Trud-
chen, who for once, thrown into a state
of violent agitation, felt the necessity of
comfort and companionship. According-
ly she sought eagerly for her husband,
who sitting, as we have said, with closed
eyes and ears, was of course unconscious
of her entrance. Besides, he was griev-
ing aloud, and his wife bent over him to
catch the words. ¢ Miserable mortals,’ he
groaned, ¢ miserable frail mortals that we
are l-—wretched candles,—blown out at a
breath! Who would have thought that
such a cause could produce such a ca-
lamity? Who could have dreamed it?
To think that such a hearty man as poor
Liederbach, or poor Asbeck, could be de-
stroyed by a sound—nay, that half a town
should perish through simply saying !
and the unconscious Peter pronounced the
fatal womrp. It had scarcely passed his
lips when something fell so heavily as to
shake the whole house, and hastily opening
his eyes, he beheld the comely Trudchen,
the wife of his bosom, the mother of his
darling Peterkin, in the last death-quiver
at his feet!

% The horrified Peter Krauss was stunned
—stupefied—bewildered ! With his eyes
fixed on the victim of his fatal curiosity,
he sat motionless in his chair. It was the
shock of a moral earthquake, that shook
his very soul to its foundations. He could
neither think nor feel. His brain was
burning hot, but his heart seemed turned
to solid ice. It was long before he was
even sensible of outward impressions ; but
at last he became aware of a continued
tugging at the tail of his coat. A glance
sufficed—it was little Peterkin. * He will
be the next!’ shrieked the frantic father;
and tossing his arms aloft, he threw him-
self down the stairs and rushed out of the
house. At the top of his speed, as if pur-
sued by the unrelenting Fiend, he raced
through the streets and out of the gates,
into the open country, where he kept run-
ning to and fro like a mad creature, tor-
mented by the stings of conscience. Over
rocks, among thickets, through water, he
leaped and crashed, and struggled ; his
flesh was torn and bleeding, but he cared
not—he wanted to die. At one time his
course lay toward the Eifel, as if to end
his misery in that scene of volcanic deso-
lation, so similar to his own ; but suddenly
turning round, he scoured back to his na-
tive town, through the gates, along the
streets, and dashing into the church of St.
Remi, threw himself on his knees beside
the confessional. The venerable father
Ambrose was in the chair, and with infinite
difficulty extracted the horrible story from
the distracted man. When it was ended,
the priest desired to know the awful worp
which acted with such tremendous energy.
¢ But, your reverence,’ sobbed Krauss, with
a thrill of natural horror, ‘it kills those
who but hear it pronounced.’

‘¢ True, my son,’ replied the aged priest,
‘but all unholy spells lose their power
within these sacred walls.’

“Y But, your reverence—’ .

“¢Peter Krauss!" said the priest, in a
loud angry tone, ¢ I insist on it, if you hope
for absolution.’

¢ Then, if I must—’

‘¢ Speak, my son, speak.’

“e ] wm.’

“¢Now!

c“e Ye’ !’

‘¢ Come.’

e Ah | -

¢ What is it!

¢ Sancta Maria !’
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¢ The word! the word !’ .

““POTZTAUSEND! murmured
Krauss, in a low tremulous voice, with a
shudder throughout his frame, and a terri-
fied look all round him. And lo! the
ghostly father was a ghost indeed—the
charch of St. Remi had tumbled into frag-
ments, and instead of the holy tapers, a
few strange lights were gleaming myste-
riously in the distance. °Potxtausend !
repeated Peter Krauss, giving himself a
shake, and rubbing his eyes; ¢but I've
certainly been sleeping and dreaming on
the wrong side of the town-gate !’

DUFAVEL’S ADVENTURE IN THE WELL.

NE morning, early in September 1838,

as Dufavel, one of the laborers em-
ployed in sinking a well at a place near
Lyons, in France, was about to descend
in order to begin his work, one of his
companions called out to him not to go
down, as the ground was giving way, and
threatened to fall in. Dufavel, however,
did not profit by the warning, but ex-
claiming, “ I shall have plenty of time to go
down for my basket first,” he entered the
well, which was sixty-two feet in depth.
‘When about half-way down, he heard some
large stones falling; but he nevertheless
continued his descent, and reached the
bottom in safety. After placing two pieces
of plank in his basket, he was preparing
to reascend, when he suddenly heard a
crashing sound above his head, and, looking
up, he saw five of the side-supports of the
well breaking at once. Greatly alarmed,
he shouted for assistance as loudly as he
was able; but the next moment a large
mass of the sandy soil fell upon him, pre-
cluding the possibility of his escape. By
a8 singular good fortune, the broken sup-
ports fell together in such a mannrer, that
they formed a species of arch over, his
head, and prevented the eand from pouring
down, which must have smothered him at
ance. To all appearances, however, he
was separated Trom the rest of the world,
and doomed to perish by suffocation or
famine. He had a wife and child, who
now came into his mind; and the thought
of them made him feel still more bitterly
his imprudent obstinacy in descending
into the well, after being warned of the
danger to which he was exposing himself.
But although Dufavel regretted the past
and feared for the future, he did not give

way to despair. Calm and self-possessed,
he raised his heart in prayer to God, and
adopted every precaution in his power to
prolong his life. His basket was fastened
to the cord by which he had descended ;
and when his comrades above began to
pull the rope, in the hope of drawing him
to the surface, he observed that, in their
vain efforts, they were causing his basket
to strike against the broken planks above
him in such a manner as to bring down
stones and other things. He therefore
out the rope with his knife—which he had
no sooner done, than it was drawn up by
those at the top of the well ; and, when
his friends saw the rope so cut, they knew
that he must be alive, and determined to
make every exertion to save him.

The hole made by the passage of this
rope through the sand that had fallea im,
was of the greatest use to Dufavel:
through it he received a supply of fresh
air, and, after a while, his friends con-
trived to convey food to him, and evea to
speak to him. Of eourse he was in utter
darkness; but he was enabled, in a curious
manner, to keep a reckoning of time.
A large fly was shut up with him, and kept
him compeny all the time that he remained
there. When he heard it buzzing about,
he knew that it was day; and when the fly
was silent, he knew that it was night.
The fly boarded as well as lodged with
him; he was as careful as he could be not
to interrupt it while taking its share of his
meal ; when he touched it, it would fly
away, buzzing as if offended, but soon re-
turn again. He often said aflerwards,
that the company of this fly had been a
great consolation to him.

More skillfal persons than the poor
laborers of the village of Champvert were
soon engaged in the attempt to liberate
Dufavel. The municipal authorities of
Lyons procured the assistance of a band
of military miners, who, under the direction
of experienced officers, began to form a
subterranean passage for the purpose of
relieving him. Prayers for his safety
were daily offered up in the churches of
Lyons, and the most intense interest pre-
vailed ; it was found necessary to erect a
barricade, and station a guard of soldiers
around the acene of the accident, to keep
off the flocking crowd from the neighbor-
hood, all eager to obtain news, and see
what was being done.

The cavity at the bottom of the well,
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over which the wooden rafters had so
providentially formed a sort of roof, was
at first about seven feet in height; but
owing to the sand constantly running
through, and pressing down the roof from
above, by the third day the space became
8o small, that the poor man could nolonger
stand, or even sit upright, but was crushed
upon the ground in a peculiarly painful
manner, his legs doubled under him, and
his head pressed on one side against his
left shoulder. His arms, however, were
free, and he used his knife to cut away
such parts of the woodwork as particularly
incommoded him, and to widen the hole
the passage of the rope had made.
Through this hole, by means of a small
bottle, soup and wine were. let down to
him, and, after a few days, what was quite
as important, a narrow bag to receive and
bring to the surface the constantly ac-
cumulating sand, which must soon, have
smothered him, if this means of removing
it had not been devised, and he had not
had strength and energy for such a painful
labor as the constantly filling and refilling
the bag soon became. Of course, any
pressure from above would have forced in
the temporary roof, so that nothing could
be attempted in the way of removing the
mass of sand, &c., that had fallen in.
They dared not to touch the surface above,
but they contrived, by means of a tube, to
speak to him. A cousin of his, himself a
well-digger, was let down for this purpose.
This man spoke to Dufavel, and assured
him the miners were making progress, and
would soon reach him : he inquired after
his wife and child, and charged his cousin
to tell her from him, to be of good cheer,
and not lose heart. At this time he had
been a week in the well.

Day succeeded day, and still the ex-
pectations of the miners were deceived.
They worked night and day ; but such was
the treacherous nature of the soil, that
neither pickax nor shovel could be used:
the foremost miner worked upon his knees,
inserting cautiously a flat piece of wood
into the ground, and afterward gathering
up with his hands, and passing to those
behind him, the sand which he thus dis-
turbed. On the twelfth day of his im-
prisonment, they calculated they were only
twelve inches from him, and yet it took
them two days longer before they were
able to reach him. Every minute the
ground was giving way, and it sometimes

took them many hours to repair the damage
that a single moment had produced.
Besides, they felt it necessary to proceed
with the utmost caution, when they ap-
proached Dufavel; for there was great
reason to fear, whenever an opening was
made, the mass of sand above his head
would fall down and suffocate him. At
length, about two o’clock in the morning
of Friday, 16th September, they made a
small opening into the well, just above his
shoulders. The poor man shouted for joy,
and was able with his knife to assist in
extricating himself. He was carefully
conveyed along the horizontal gallery,
and wrapped in blankets before he was
drawn up into the open air. Several
medical men were in attendance, and one
of them had him conveyed to his house,
and put to bed.

We will not attempt to deseribe Du-
favel’s happy meeting with his wife, nor
the tears of joy which he shed over his
infant boy, who did not at first recognize
him, muffled up as he was obliged to be to
protect him from the cold, and his chin
covered with a beard of more than a
fortnight’s growth. In the evening, hs
was so well, that Doctor Bienvenu con-
sented to his being conveyed to his own
home; and he was accordingly transported
thither in a litter, attended by a great
concourse of happy and thankful speo-
tators.

WAR.

OLTAIRE thus expresses himself on
the subject of war:—“A hundred
thousand mad animals, whose heads are
covered with hats, advance to kill or be
killed by the like number of their fellow-
mortals, covered with turbans. By this
strange procedure they want, at best, to
decide whether a tract of land, to which
none of them lays any claim, shall belong
to a certain man whom they call sultan, or
to another whom they call czar, neither of
whom ever saw, or will see, the spot &
furiously contended for; and very few of
those creatures, who thus mutually butcher
each other, ever beheld the animal for
whom they cut each other’s throats ! From
time immemorial this has been the way of
mankind almost over all the earth. What
an excess of madness is this! And how
deservedly might a Superior Being crush
to atoms this earthly ball, the bloody nest

of such ridiculous murderers.”
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THE WIDOWER'S GARLAND.

Hzex rests a mother. But from her I turn,
And from her grave.—Behold ! upon that ridge,
That, stretching boldly from the mountain side,
Carries into the center of the vale

Its rocks and woods, the cottage where she dwelt ;
And where yet dwells her faithful partner, left
(Full eight years past) the solitary prop

Of many helpless children. I begin

With words that might be prelude to a tale

Of sorrow and dejection ; but I feel

No sadness, when I think of what my eyes

See daily in that happy family.

—Bright garland form they for the pensive brow
Of their undrooping father’s widowhood,
Those six fair daughters, budding yet—not one,
Not one of all the band, a full-blown flower.
Deprest, and desolate of soul, as once

That father was, and fill’d with anxious fesr,
Now, by experience taught, he stands assured,
That God, who takes away, yet takes not half
Of what he seems to take ; or gives it back
Not to our prayer, but far beyond our prayer;
He gives it—the boon produce of a soil

Which our endeavors have refused to till,

And hope hath never water’d. The abode,
Whose grateful owner can attest these truths,
Even were the object nearer to our sight,
Would seem in no distinction to surpass

The rudest habitations. Ye might think

That it had sprung self-raised from earth, or

grown
Out of the living rock, to be adorn’d

By nature only; but, if thither led,

Ye would discover then a studious work

QOf many fancies, prompting many hands.
Brought from the woods, the honeysuckle twines
Around the porch, and seems, in that trim place,

A plant no longer wild ; the cultured rose
There blosoms, strong in health, and will be soon
Roof-high; the wild pink crowns the garden-wall,
And with the flowers are intermingled stones
Sparry and bright, rough scatterings of the hills.
These ornaments, that fade not with the year,
A hardy girl continues to provide ;

Who, mounting fearlessly the rocky heights,
Her father’s prompt attendant, does for him
All that a boy could do, but with delight

More keen and prouder daring ; yet bath she,
Within the garden, like the rest, a bed

For her own flowers and favorite herbs—a space,
By sacred charter, holden for her use.
—These, and whatever else the garden bears
Of fruit or flower, permission asked or not,

I freely gather ; and my leisure draws

A not unfrequent pastime from the sight

Of the bees murmuring round théirshelter’d hives
In that inclosure; while the mountain rill,
That sparkling thrids the rocks, attunes his voics
To the pure course of human life which there
Flows on in solitude. But, when the gloom
Of night is falling round my steps, then most
This dwelling charms me ; often I stop short,
(Who could refrain ?) and feed by stealth my sighs
With pr t of the y within,

Laid open through the blazing window :—there
I see the eldest daughter at her wheel
Spinning amaln, as if to overtake

The never-halting time; or, in her turn,
Teaching some novice of the sisterhood

That skill in this or other household work,
Which, from her father’s honored hand, herself,
While she was yet a little-one, had learn’d.
Mild man | he is not gay, but they are gay;
And the whole house seems filled with gayety.
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3t Intelligence,

Poganini.—The London Literary Gasetle
gives an extended review of the English trans-
lation of Fetis’s *“ Bi cal Notice” of
Paganini, from which we glean some interest-
ing items. He is stated to have received les-
sons from his father, from Servetto, a musician
at Genos, and from Giacomo Costa, director of
music there ; and at eight years of age to have
written his first sonata ; at nine he appeared in
public. At twelve he was placed under Alex-
ander Rolla of Parma: he also received lessons
in harmony from Ghizettl. During this period,
about six months, he is related to have un-
oeasingly * occupied himself in discovering new
effects on his instrument.”” Quitting Parma in
1797, Paganini made his first professional tour
with his father to all the principal towns of
Lombardy—spreading wonder and admiration
as he went. At Parma an eminent painter and
violin player of the name of Pasini, to test his
powers, brought the lad a manuscript concerto,
oontaining the most difficult passages, and be-
lieved to be insurmountable. He placed in Pag-
anini’s hends an excellent Straduari violin,
adding, * This instrument shall be yours if
you can play, in & masterly manner, this con-
certo at first sight.”” *If that is the case,”
said Paganini, * you may bid adieu to it;” and
forthwith, by his exquisite performance of the

ece, threw Pasini into raptures. In 1804,
at twenty-one, began a new tour in Italy.

At Luccs, he became director of music to the
Princess Bacciochi, the sister of Napoleon. Here,
on one ion, he astonished the court by
entering the salon with only two strings to his
violin—the first and fourth. On these he
played, to the perfect ravishment of his au-
ditory, a duet expressive of jealousy and subse-
quent iliation between two lovers. After
is was over, the Princess said to him, * You
have performed impossibilities—would not a
single string suffice for your talent?’ Pag-
anini, who himself narrates the incident, says,
“ I promised to make the attempt. Some weeks
after I composed my military sonata, ¢ Napo-
leon,” which I performed on the 25th August,
before a brilliant court. Its success far s sed
myexpectations ; my predilection for the G string
dates from this period.”” Thus are at once dis-
posed of all the received stories of his being com-
pelled to adopt one string, by having worn out
the others during an alleged imprisonment. He
died at Nice, on the 37th May, 1840, at the age
of fifty-six. His last hours are thus affectingly
given by an Italian writer :—* On the last night
of his existence he appeared unusually tranquil.
He had slept little. When he awoke, he re-
quested that the curtains of his bed should be
drawn aside, to contemplate the moon, which
was advancing calmly in the immensity of the
pure heavens. While steadfastly gazing at the
luminous orb he became drowsy, but the mur-
muring of the neighboring trees awakened in
bis breast that sweot agitation which is the
reality of the beautiful. At this solemn hour
he seemed desirous to return to nature all the
soft sensations which he was then possessed
of; stretching forth his hand toward his en-
chaated violin—to the faithful companion of
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his travels—to the magician which had robbed
care of its stings—he sent to heaven, with its
last sounds, the last sigh of a life which had
been all melody.” His property was estimated
at upward of $400,000, He was, during the
grester part of his life, a sufferer from some-
thing like cholera, which constantly reduced
him to the lowest point. It was to this that
his frequent causes of temporary withdrawal
from before the public were owing; and which
malevolence converted into *imprisonments”
and all sorts of disgraces. Crimes of all kinds,
murder not excepted, were attributed to him—
all of which his biographer, who traces his
whole life, shows to have been the sheerest in-
ventions.

A statue of Rembrandt was inaugurated a
short time ago with a great deal of pomp at
Amsterdam, his native place. It is by M.
Royer. The same sculptor is engaged in exe-
cuting a statue of Cbeter, whom the Dutch assert
to have been the real inventor of printing. Itis
to be erected at Harlem, where Coster was born.

The Stuttgard artists have disported them-
selves at a festival in honor of their poetical
countrymen, Schiller and Schwab. Among the
festivities was a concert, the proceeds of which
are to be devoted to a colossal statue of Schwab,
who is a prodigious favorite with the modern
‘Waurtembergers.

Crawford, the American sculptor, has gone to
Munich to superintend at the Royal Manufao-
tory, the castings in bronze for Washington’s
monument at Richmond, in Virginia.

The Paris papers announce the death of Cum-
berworth, a sculptor of considerable promise.
He was one of Pradier’s pupils.

A letter, from Leipsic, in Norton’s Gazette,
says :—* Prof. Lowell Mason and his talented
son have spent the winter in our musical city,
and were very much feted and honored. Some
of Mr. M.’s Letters to American Journals, on
musical topics, have been given in our papers,
with highly complimentary remarks.”

The London Literary Gazette states that the
Viennese Artists, following the example of their
brethren in Rome, Dusseldorf, Munich, &ec.,
have, for the last six years, been accustomed to
meet together once a year for the double pur
pose of holding a spring festival (Frubjahrafest)
and paying a tribute of respect to the memory
of their at master Albert Durer. The
¢ Kunstler t”’ of this year was celobrated
on the *“Kahlenberg,” and was attended by
almost all the artists of Vienna, and many of
their friends and patrons. After the usnal
toast to the memory of Albert Durer, Herr Redl
got up and reminded the assembly that Raphael
Donner, a sculptor of world-wide celebrity, the
Praxiteles of Austria, and their own fellow-
townsman, had died on the 17th of February,
1741, in Vienna, from sheer want and starva-
tion ; and that a simple cross in the church-
wall, with the inscription “ Hier ruht Raphael
Donner,” (Here rests Raphael Donner,) was all
the monument which his thankless country
bad erected to him. Great enthusiasm amd
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loud cries of “Donner hoch,” followed Herr
Redl’s speech, and a subscription, headed by
Count Thun, was immediately set on foot to
erect a suitable monument to the Austrian
sculptor.

Bronse Casting.—Robinson, the English Foun-
der, has made some im t improvements in
Bronze Casting, by which works of great sise
and importance are moulded entire, instead of
piecemeal as of old. The editor of the London_
Atheneum, who lately witnessed the prooess,
remarks respecting it that * Every multiplica-
tion of the acts by which a work of Art is to be
transferred from its original Art-language into
another increases, it will be obvious, the risk
of some sacrifice of the author’s intentions or
proportions :—so that Mr. Robinson’s new
method, by which a single act of translation is
made to suffice, is at once a simplification and
s most valuable improvement. The first exper-
fment on a large scale was made with Mr.
Behnes’s Peel statue for the town of Leeds,—
and the success was such as to establish the
process for future great works., In the present
case, the subject was the fine statue, upward of
ten feet in height, which Mr. Baily has modeled
for Sir Robert’s native town, Bury, in Lanca-
shire. Of old, the casting of large pieces, even
when such works were divided, took place in
pits dug to contain the mould,—and the legs
and trunk would have received the burning
stream which was to harden to immortality
within them in upright posture. On the pres-

ent occasion, & huge iron case, strongly bound
and riveted, had been built on the surface of
the floor, of dimensions to reccive the full-
length figure in a horizontal tion. Close
at hand glowed and roared the huge furnace in
which the fusion of metals was, under the
compelling power of a heat intensified into
almost invisibility, for hours going on. When
this of fusion was accomplished, the
mixed metal, to the weight of more than two
tuns, was received into an iron caldron, and
swung by machinery to the case which en-
shrined the mould. In the black sand that
formed the roof of this case and of the mould
there was one great vortex for the reception of
the flaming material,—and from this, channels
running in all directions to convey it horizoa-
tally to every part of the figure at once. Here
the liquid flame was skimmed :—and after a
few minutes of breathless pause—under the in-
fluence of strong excitement to ourselves, and
of deep anxiety no doubt to those more imme-
diately concerned—the final signal was given.
The caldron was turned over at the mouth of
the vortex by the machinery from which it
swung,—and in thirty seconds by a stop-watch,
the Bury ‘ Peel’ was cast! The thing was like
the creation of an enchantment. The work-
men at once proceeded to the task of knocking
away and uncovering ; and the result is, a cast
of surpassing besuty—almost perfect from the
muld’ 'itulf—-cnd scarcely needing the chaser's
d.

Fiterary

DOMESTIC.

Libraries at Washington.—The Washington
correspondent of the Tribune complains of the
composition of the Libraries in the National
Capital. Of the Congressional Library, he

s in the following significant terms:—
¢ What has already been done toward replenish-
ing the empty shelves of the Congressional
Library, has been directed rather by booksellers,
eager for lucre, than by a bibliograph, or a
bibliophile, or any systematic intellect what-
ever. It shows clearly before one’s eyes that
these booksellers wished to get rid of costly
works and editions, which for years had found
no agers, and thus formed a dead capital
in their shops. They have succeeded thus far;
as we are told a well-known house from Boston,
supported by influential men, discharges in this
manner, upon the shelves of this Library, all
ita useless editions, and gets well paid for this
bibliographical trash. By-and-by, booksellers
from other cities will follow and share the
spoils. Next will be the turn of some European
houses. And thus very likely a great number
of volumes will be scrambled together, but
will there be a world of a real, higher intellec-
tual life ¥’ He speaks favorably of the Library
of the War Department, which, though small,
is systematically arranged. The collection at
the Smithsonian Institution he reprobates as
“ In what is meant to be a library, one

Becord,

vainly looks for any idea whatever of system,
or logic, or order. It is, or looks to be, a col-
lection of books, made blindly, at random, and
thrown in the same manner heedlessly into
their places. In one word, this comparatively
small collection is pre-eminently distinguished
by the absence of any notion of co-ordination,
and by utter ignorance of the first rules of
bibliography.” Perhaps this writer wrote un-
der the influence of a little literary spleen;
he was evidently in a grumbling mood; but
we fear there is occasion for it. We are glad
to add, however, that he compliments justly
Mr. Force's collection, which comprises many
precious historical documents. He says:—
“ The truly American and very complete collec-
tion of AMr. Peter Force makes an honorable ex-
ception. There at once you feel the breathing
of an idea which inspired and directed in its
formation. 1t is an enlightened, patriotic con-
ception, and under its influence these shelves
have been logically and systematically filled.”

The New-York State Educational Convention,
held at Syracuse, appointed, as we learn from
the Albany Evening Journal, s Committee to
draft & Code of School Laws, consisting of Wm.
Tracy, of Utics, 8. G. Andrews, of Rochester, C.
T. Hulburd, of Stockholm, St. Lawrence County,
James Jahonnet and C. B. Sedgwick, of Byracuse,
J. W. Beekman, of New-York, and O. G. Steele,
of Buffalo. Resolutions were adopted in favor
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of a State Board of Education, with a State Su-
perintendent, at the head of a department of
the government, and Superintendents in Assem-
bly Districts ; also, that the towns raise a part
of the tax for the support of schools ; that the
Normal 8chool system be extended ; liberal aid
be given to Teachers’ Institutes; and that the
formation of union schools should be encouraged.
The Code Committee were requested to pub-
lish their report as early as the first of Novem-
ber, and call another convention.

The name of Geneva at Geneva, N. Y.,
has been changed to * Hobart Free College,”
by the Legislature of the State. This change
was in consequence of a grant from the Corpo-
ration of Trinity Church, New-York City, made
to this college on condition that henceforth no
charge should be made for twition, or rent of
college-rooms, to any unde otudent, and
that the college should take the name just
mentioned, which is expressive at once of its
new character, and of its obligation to its
original founder.

The trustees of the College of New-Jersey, at
their last meeting elected Professor James C.
Moffat, now of Miami University, Ohio, to the
Professorship of the Latin , vacated
by the resignation of Professor Forsyth.

The funds of the Smitheonian Institution have
been increased by $200,000 funded interest of
the original capital.

Prof. C. 8. Henry, of the N. Y. University,
has resigned the Chair of Mental Philosophy in
that Institution. Prof. H. P. Tappan, who pre-
ceded Prof. Henry in that position, has been
appointed his successor.

Norton's Gasette contradicts the
statements of the Tribune’s correspondent re-
specting the Congressional Library. It says :—
* Having recently had the pleasure of visiting
this Library, we are enabled to state, from
personal observation, that the attack made
through the columns of the Tribune, and. by its
regular correspondent, upon the selection of
books lately added, is entirely undeserved ; the
books are well selected, of good editions, and,
as we were enabled to learn from information
afforded us by the gentlemanly Librarian, Mr.
Meehan, they have been bought at fair prices,
and are not ‘ the old stock of some bookseller,
foisted on Government at s high price.””’

The American Antiquarian Society, whose locale
is Worcester, Mass., is among the most reputa-
ble of American Historical or Archsological
institutions, A pamphlet has recently been
issued at Worcester, containing the proceedings
of its last three meetings. We learn from the
Boston “ To-Day,” that* the new library-building
in Worcester, designed for the use of the So-
ciety, has been decided upon and begun,—the
necessary funds for its erection being at the
disposal of the Society; and it is under con-
tract to be finished on the twenty-third of Oc-
tober next, although it will very probably not
be thought advisable to urge forward the com-
pletion at so early a date. The cost of the
bailding will be $15,400. It is to be & simple
perallelogram, fifty feet in width, eighty in
length, and forty-two feet high from the ground
to the eaves. It is to be built in a tasteful and

pleasing style; but the Bociety have very ju-
diciously resolved not to sacrifice convenience
and economy to so-called ¢ architectural’ beauty.
The interior will be arranged in such manner
a8 to afford the requisite accommodations in &
complete and ample manner; and the orns
ments will be simple but graceful, and not
wanting in any features that are appropriate to
the style of the building. The recent additions
to the library of this institution have been
more than ordinarily numerous and valuable,”

Rev. Dr. J. A. Alexander is preparing an ex-
position of the Pentateuch.

Professor Tappan has given us an addition
to the numerous list of recent books of travel.
Its title is “ A Step from the New World to
the Old.”

William Ware’s Lectures on the Genius and
Works of Allston, are soon to appear from the
Boston press.

Hawthorne.—The London Literary Gazette
notices Hawthorne’s Blithedale romance rather
ambiguously. It says :—* Vanity of vanities is
the moral of the tale, this being inscribed on
the Blithedale Arcadia, as on all earthly scenes;
but the philosophy of the author at the end of
his experience does not reach much above the
epicurean level of advocating present enjoy-
ment, in the vain expectation of human ameli-
oration or Mr. Hawthorne is one of
the most agreeable of transatlantic writers,
both from the freshness of his style and the
novelty of his subjects.”

Dr. A. B. Snow, of Boston, has been appointed
Professor of Anatomy and Physiology at Gen-
esee College, Lima, N, Y.

A letter from Prof. Robineon, in the N. Y.
Evangelist, shows him to be actively occupied
with his Palestine researches. )

Commencement at Brown Univervity took
place the 14th ult. ; there were sixteen graduates.
The Phi Beta Oration was delivered by Rev. Dr,
Bethune. The discourse before the Society of Mis-
sionary Inquiry was delivered by Rev. Mr. Kirk.
The additions to the library during the year
have been one thousand one hundred and thirty-
two volumes, nine hundred and thirty-two by
purchase, and two hundred by donation ; folios
two hundred and eight, quartos one hundred
and forty-two, octavos two hundred and sixty-
eight, the others 12mos. and 16mos., making
the whole number upward of twenty-four thoo-
sand volumes. The fund for the increase of the
Library and Philosophical Apparatus is $25,000,
snd that “for the of Education” is
$181,000. Commencement next year will be
on the first Wednesday in September.

The “ To-Day”’ of Boston says :—* The Class
which will graduate at Harvard College at the
approaching Commencement is larger than any
which has ever graduated at that institution.
It numbers eighty-seven members. The Class
of 1818, which has hitherto been the largest,
numbered eighty. The Class of 1849 num-
bered seventy-eight. One hundred and five
persons have been members of this Class of
1852, at various times, since its entrance into
college four years ago. All of these are now
living,—a circumstance, we believe, quite un- -
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Indiana Asbury University.—We learn from
the Western Ohristian Advocate, that the com-
mencement exercises of this institution were
unusually interesting. * The examinations
of the classes exhibited, on the part of the

scholarship and fidelity, and on the
of the students talent and industry. The
ureate sermon of President Berry on
preceding Sabbath was a masterly effort,
and his valedictory to the class, on commence-
ment day, was surpassingly beautiftl. The
Trustees elected M. J. Fletcher to the new
chair of English Language and Literature.
They also elected 8. A Lattimore Professor of
the Greek Language and Literature, and Charles
G. Downey Professor of Mathematics,”

Rev. Dr. Oharles Colline has been elected
President of Dickinson College.

Provisions for education in California are being
rapidly made. The Rev. Mr. Benson, of the Meth-
odist Episcopal Church, lately laid the foun-
dation-stone of an academy at Stockton. At
Santa Clara, the * University of the Pacific”
was opened in May with good prospects. It
begins with fifty-four students. Rev. Mr. Ban-
nister has charge of it. A perous

year, shows three hundred and four under-
graduates and three hundred and twenty4wo
in the law, medical, and divinity schools. In
the regular course, the students are allowed to
choose any two studies of the following : Greek,
Latin, Mathematics, Bpanish, German, Italian,

Chemistry, Rhetoric, Physics, Philosophy, &e.,
all must prosecute.

The catalogue of the Ohio Female College, for
the year closing July 16, has been sent us. It
reports two hundred and ome pupils. Prof.
Wood, author of a text-book on Botany, and
distinguished as a loct on Natural 8ci
together with his lady, have been added to the
corps of instructors for the next session.

Mowros & Francis, printers and publishers, is
the oldest firm in Boston. It was formed in
1800. These two gentlemen—one seventy years
of age and the other seventy-two—have lately
published s volume of upward of three hundred
pages, the types for which were all set up with
their own hands.

Res. R. D. Hucheock, of Exeter, Mass., has
been appointed to the Professorship of Theology
in Bowdoin College, Maine, vacant by the ap-
pointment of Professor Stowe to a professorship
in Andover Seminary. Mr. H. has accepted the
appointment.

At the late Commencement of the University
ofNoﬁb Carolina, the honorary degree of LL.D.

.i‘l under the care of Rev. Mr. Kimberlin, at Sf..
ose.

The Western Christian Advocate reports that
Rev. Mr. French, agent, has secured the sev-
enth tBousand towu-d the ten thousand dollars
neces to endow the Biblical Professorship
in the Ohio Wesleyan University. Another
thousand appears to be on the way.

The Baptists of Connecticut are rousing to
fresh zeal in the cause of education. Their
literary institution at Suffield is about to be
supplied with a third building of increased
capacity, to accommodate its extending pat-
ronage,

Mr. Lewls Colby, N. Y., is about issuing &
volume of})oeml from the pen of Mrs. Emily
Chubbuck Judson, widow of the late Dr. Jud-
son, the Baptist toreign raissionary.

At the recent commencement of the Rochester
T'heological Seminary, July 15th, four young men
offered their services as foreign missionaries of
the Baptist Church,

The Journal and Messenger of the 16th ult.,
has six eollmnl of the proceedings of the Con-
pecting the removal of
Gnnville College. " The substance of the pro-
oeedings is embraced in this resolution: * Ro-
solved, That in the judgment of this Convention
the Trustees of the College ought to take, imme-
diately, measures to remove said institution to
such place within the State as will command
the approval and enlist the sympathies and
patronage of the churches.” The annual ex-
penditures of the College exceed by $1,000 the
receipts. The property of the imstitution is
valued at only $18,000.

The catalogue of Harvard Univereity, for the

ferred upon Lieut. Matthew F. Maury,
U.S.N of the National Observatory, at Wash-
ington.

The Springfield (Mass.) Republican announees
the acceptance on the part of Hon. Horace Mamn,
of the Presidency of Antioch College, Yellow
Springs, Ohio.

The degree of D. D. was conferred on Hishop
Baker, of the Methodist Episcopal Church, at
the late Commencement of Dickinson College,
Carlisle, Penn.

The late Bishop Hedding, of the Methodist
Episcopal Church, left a legacy of $1,000 for
the Methodist Biblical Institute (Theological
Seminary) at Concord, N. H.

Dickinson College.—We learn from a letterin
the Herald and Journal, that the late Com-
mencement of Dickinson College was of
interest :—* According to custom, the Senior
Class was examined four weeks ago, graded,
and assigned parts for Commencement. Twenty-
two were admitted to the Freshman Class from
our own grammar-school. These, added to such
as shall come on in the fall from other prepar-
atory and classical schools, will give us a good
number for the next year. On evening
President Peck preached a baccalaureate dis-
course to the graduating class. The theme was
“God in Education,” from the text, “I com-
mend you to God,” &c. It was a production
full of strong thought and practical instruction.
It is to be published. On Monday night, July
5th, occurred the annual exhibition of the
Bellel-lnttm Society, and on Tuesday night
that of the Union Philosophical. The loeietles
libraries are large, increasing, tastefully fitted
up, and open to all. Fourteen thousand five
hundred volames are accessible to every stu-
dent. The Board of Trustees met on Wednes
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day morning ; Charles Collins, D. D., of Emory
and H College, Va., was unanimously
elected President of Dickinson, to supply the
place of Dr. J. T. Peck, whose resignation last

went into effect this. The last year of
Dr. Peck’s administration has been the most
quiet, orderly, and prosperous of any ever enjoyed
by the col{ege. The endowment by cheap
scholarships, is working well. Two agents in
the Baltimore Conference, one in the Philadel-
phis, and one in the New Jersey Conference,
are pushing it with vigor. Stock to be raised,
two hundred thousand dollars, and the certifi-
cates transferable. The Commencement exer-
cises were characterized by a virtne not nsual
in such performances, brevity. Bishop Waugh,
Pres. Allen, of Girard, Drs, Durbin and M’Clin-
tock, Dr. Baird, of the Smithsonian, and Prof.
Crooks, of Philadelphis, showed by their pres-
ence that they had lost none of their original
interest in the affairs of the college. A large
number of ministers and laymen from each of
the three patronizing Conferences, added the
weight of their dignity and influence to the oc-
casion. Mesars. H. Anderson, of Va., Thomas
Chattle, of N. J., J. T. Carlisle, of Pa., George
J. Conner, of Md.,, T. M. Carson, of Va., R. B.
Dietrich, of Pa., C. P. Humrich, of Pa., U. Hobbs,
of Md., W, T. Haller, of Md., T. 8. Lyon, of Pa.,
C. B. Lore, of Del., J. G. Lynch, of Md., T. M.
M’Ceney, of Md., J. McCarty, of Md., 8. H. H.
Peach, of Md., J. K. Peck, of N. Y., R. Pierce,
of N. Y., T. Sherlock, of Pa., W. A. Snively, of
Pa., J. B. Wilson, of Md., J. Weller, of Va., and
F. Connelly, of last year’s class, were admitted
to the of Bachelor of Arts. The class
of 1849 was advanced to the degree of Master.
The honorary degree of D. D. was conferred on
Bishop Osmon O. Baker.”

Methodist Biblioal Institute—From a late re-
port of this institution we learn that the school
commenced operations with seven students,
April 1st, 1847, Before the end of the year,
the number increased to thirty, the next year
to forty, the third to forty-eight, the fourth to
fifty, and the present year the number has
swelled to sixty-three. Since the opening of
the school, one hundred and twenty-nine young
men have beco