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THUBSDAY, 11¢h August.—I knew as
little yesterday of theinterior of Maine
as the least penetrating person knows of
the inside of that great social millstone,
which, driven by the river Time, sets im-
peratively agoing the eeveral wheels of
our indindual activilies. Bornwhile Maine
wag blll & province of native Massa-
chusetts, I was as much & foreigner to it
an yourself, my dear Storg. I had seen
many Jakes, ranging from that of Virgil's
Cum:ean, to that of Scott’s Caledonian
Lady, but Moosehead, within two days of
me, had never enjoyed the profit of being
mirrored in my retina. At the sound of
the name, 1o reminiscential atoma {accord-
ing to Kenelm Digby's Theory of Associa-
tion—as good a8 any), stirred and mar-
shalled themselves in my brain. The
truth is, we think lightly of Nature's
gen.ny shows, and estimats what we see
y the cost of the ticket. Empedocles
his life for & pit-entranceto Atna, and
oubt found kis account in it. Accord-
ingly, the clean face of cousin Bull is
im patronizingly in Lake George, and
Loch Lomond glasses the hurried connte-
mnce of Jonathan, diving deeper in the
sireams of Europesan aseociation {and com-
ing up drier) than any other man. Oris
the cause of our not caring lo see what is
efually within the reach of all our neigh-
bors to be sought in that aristocratic
principle 0 deeply implanted in human
nature? I knew a pauper graduats whe
always borrowed & black coat, and came
to eat the Commencement dinner—not
that it was better than the ane which daily
the beard of the Public Institution
m which he hibernated (so to speak),
during the other three hundred and sixty-
four days of tho year, save in thiz one
vor. 1,—30

icular, that none of his eleemo

‘ollow-commoners could eat it If thers
Aars u.n.htﬁpy men who wish that they
were ag the Babe Unborn, there are more
who would aspire to the lonely distinction
of being that other fgurstive personage,
the Oldest Inhabitant. You remember
ths charming irresolution of our dear
Esthwaite (like Macheath between his two
doxies), divided between his theory that
he is under thirty, and bis pride at being
the only one of us who witnessed the
Septomber gule and the rejoicings at tle
Peace 7 Nineteen years age I was walk-
ing through the Franconia Notch, and
stopped to chaf, with a hermit, who fed
with gradual logs the unwearied teeth of
o Maw-mill. As the panting steel slit off
the siabe of the log, 8o did the less willing
machine of talk, acquiring & steadier up-
and-down molion, pare away that outward
bark of conversation which protects the
core, and which, like other bark, hes na-
turally most to do with the weather, the
season, and the heat of the day, At
length I asked him the best point of view
for the Old Man of the Mountain,

¥ Dupno—never see it.”

Too young and too happy eitlier to feel
or affect the Juvenalinn indifference, I waa
sincerely astonished, and I expressed it
The log-compelling man attempled no
justifieation, but after & little asked,—

% Come from Boston 77

“Yes, (with peninsylar pride.)

“ Goodle to see in the vycinty o
Boston,”

% Oh, yea!” I gaid, and I thought—see
Boslon aud die! see the state-houses old
and new, the caterpillar wooden hridgea
crawling with umumerable legs across the
flate of Charles ; see the common—largest
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k, doubtleas, in the world — with its
ed of trecs planted as if by a drill-ser-
t, and then for your runc dimittis !

%1 should like, ’awl I should like to
stan’ on Bunker Hill. You've ben there
offen, likely 7"

% No—0-0," unwillingly, seeing the little
end of the horn in clear vizion at the ter-
minus of this Soeratic perspective.

“*Awl my young friend, you've larnad
neow thet wut & man kin see any day for
nawthin?, children healf-price, he never
docs sce.  Nawthin pay, nawthin vally.’”

With this modern instapce of a wise
saw, I departed, deeply revolving these
things with myself, and convinced that,
whatever the ratio of populstion, the aver-

age amount of human pature to the square -

mile i3 the same, the world over. 1
thought of it when I saw people upon the
Pincian wondering at the Alchemist sun
a3 if he never burned the leaden clouds to
gold in sight of Charles-street. 1 thought
of it when I found eyes flrst discovering at
Mont Blanc how beautiful snow was. As
I walked on I said to mysell, there is one
exception, wise hermit,—it 1z just these
gralis pictures which the poet putsin his
show-box, and which we all gladly pay
Wordsworth and the rest for s peep st
The divine faculty is o Bes what evory-
body can look at.

ile every well-informed man in
Europe, from the barber down to the di-
plomatist, has his view of the Eastern
Question, why should I not go personally
down East and see for myself 7 Why nok,
like Tancred, attempt my own solution of
the Mystery of the Urient—douhly myste-
rious when you begin the two words with
capitals? You know my way of doing
things, to let them simmer in my mind
geatly for months, and at last do them
itmprompiu in & kind of desperatio
driven by the Eumenidea of unfulfille
p\rﬁom Sa, after talking sbout Mooss-
head till nohody belicved me capable of
going thither, I found myself at the East-
crn Railway station. The only event of
the journey hither (I am now at Water-
vil.leg was 8 boy hawking exhilaratingly
the last great ruilrond smash, thirteen
lives lost, and no doubt devoutly wishing
there had been fifty. This having a mer-
cantile interest in horrors, holding stoc
ad it were, in murder, misfortune, an
pestilence, must have an odd effect on the
homan mind. The birda of ill-omen, at
whose sombre flight the rest of the world
turns pale, are the ravens which bring
food o this litle outeast m the wilder-
ness. If this lad give thanks for daily
bread, it would be curious to jnquire what
that phrase represenis to his undersimnd-
ing. If there evor be & plum in it it is
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Sin or Death that puta it in. Other de-
tails of my dreadful ride I will spare you
Buffoe it that I arrived here in safety, in
complexion like an Ethiopian serensder
half ?HJP' amd so broiled nndageﬁpercd
that I was more like & devill ey
than any thing clse I can think of.

10 ».m.~—The civil landlord and meat
chamber at the ¥ Elmwood House” were
very grateful, and after tes, I set forth
to explore the town. It has & good
chance of being pretty, but, like most
Amcrican towns, it is in & hobbedehoy
age, growing yet, and ome cannot tell
what may happen. A child with greal
promise of beauty is often spoiled by its
second teeth. There is something
able in the sense of completeness which a
walled town gives one. It is entire like &
crystal—a work which man has succeeded
in finishing, 1T think the human mind
pites more or less where every thing is
new, and is better for & diet of stale bread.
The number of Americans who visit the
old world is beginning to afford matter of

lation to observant Europeans, and
the deep inspirations with which they
breathe tho air of antiquity, as if their
mental lungs had been starved with too
thin an stmosphere. For my own pari I
never saw & house which T thought old

- enough Lo be torn down. It is too like

that Scythian fashion of knor:kingh old
ple on the head. T cannot help thmk-
ing that the indeflnable something which
we call character is cumulative, that the
influence of the same climate, scenery, and
associations for several penerations is ne-
to its gathering head, and that
the process is disturbed hy continual
change of place. The American is nomadie
in religion, in ideas, in morals, and leaves
his faith and opinions with as much indif-
ference s the house in which he was born,
However, ws necd not bother; nature
takes care not Lo leave out of the 1
heart of society either of it two ventricles
of hold-hack and go-shead.

Thers is & college in Waterville, the
buildinge of which are three in number,
of brick, and quite up to the avernge ugli-
ness which seerns emsential in editices of
this description. Unhappily they do not
reach that extreme of ugliness where it and
beauty come together n the elasp of fas-
cination. We erect handsomer factories
for cottons, woollens, and steamn-engioes
than for doctors, lawyers, and parsans,
The truth iz that, till our struggle with
pature is over, till this shaggy heraisphere is
tumed and subjugated, the workshap will
be the college whose degrees will be most
valued. Moreover, ateam has made t;‘t.vl:
50 that tho great university o
wum open to all comers, and the old
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cloister system is falling astarn. Perhapa
it is ouly the moro needed, and, wero 1
rich, [ should like to found e few lazy-
ghips in my Alma Mater as a kind of
oounterpoise. The Anglo-Saxon race has
accepted the primal curss a3 a blessing,
bag deified work, and would not have
thanked Adam for abstaining from the
apple. It would have dammed the four
rivers of paradise, subatituted cotton for
figleaves among the antediluvian popnla-
tions, and commended man's first disobe-
dience as a wize messure of political econ-
omy. But to retorn to our college. We
cannot have flne buildings Lill we ars in
tess of & hurry. 'We enatch an education
like & meal at & railroad-gtation. Just in
time to make ua dyspeptic, the whistle
ghricks, and we must rush, or lose our
places in the great train of life. Yet noble
architecture ia one alement of patriotism,
and an eminont one of culture, the finer
pertions of which are taken in by uncon-
scious absorption through the pores of the
mind from the surrounding atmosphere,
1 suppose we most wait, for we ere a great
hivouaz as yet rather than & nation—on
the march from the Atlantic to the Pacifie,
snd pitch tents inatead of building honses.
Qur very villages seem to be in motion,
following westward the bewitching music
of some Pied Piper of Hamelin. We atill
foel the great push toward sundown given
to the peoples somewhere in the gray dawn
of history. The cliff-swallow slone of all
snimated nature emigrates eastward.
Friday, 12th.~The conch leaves Water-
ville at five o'clock in the moming, and
one must breskfast in the dark at 8 quar-
tor past four, becauss & train starts at
twenty minutes before five—the passen-
gers by both conveysnces being pastured
gregariously. 8o one must be up at half-
past three. The primary geological for-
mations contain no trace of man, and it
mems to me that these eocene perinds of
the day are not fitted for sustaining the
human forms of lifs. Ope of the Fathers
held that the sun was created to be wor-
ghipped at his rising by the Gentiles
The moro resson for & Christian {espe-
cially an early Christian}) to abstain from
thens heathenish ceremoniale.  As one ar-
riving by an early train is welcomed by
s drowsy maid with tbe sleep scarce
brushed out of her hair, and finds empty
gratea and polished mahogany on whoee
arid plains the pioneers of breakfast have
zot yet encamped, so a person waked thus
unseasonably is sent into the world before
bis faculties are up and dressed to serve
hig. It might have been for this reason
that my stomach resented for ssveral
bours s plecs of fried beefsteak which I
forced npon it, or, more properly spesking,
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o piece of chat lesthern conveniency which
in the ions assumes the name. You
will firld it mn hard to believe, my demr
Storg.fas that querrel of the Sorbonists
whether one should say ego amat or no,
that the wse of the gridiron is unkoown
hereabont, and &0 near  river named after
St La too !

To-day has been the hottest day of the
sezson, Tet our drive has not been unplens-
ant. For a oonsidersble distance we fol-
lowed the conrse of the Sebasticook River,
o pretiy stream with altarnationa of dark
brown pools aud wine-colored rapids. On
each mide of the road the land had beem
cleared, and little one-atory fara-houses
wero ecattersd at intervals But the
stumpa still held ont in most of the fielda,
and the tangled wilderness closed in be-
hind, striped here and tbere with the slim
white trunka of the elm. As yet only
the of the great forest have beem
nibbled away. Sometimes a root-fence
stretched up its hleaching antlers like the
trophies of a giant hunter, Now and then
the houses Lhickened into ah unsocial-
looking village, and we drove up to the
grocery to leave and take a mail-bag,
stopping again presently to water the
horses at some id little tavorn, whose
one red-curtained eye (the bar-room) had
been put out by the inexorable thrust of
the Maine Law. Had Shenstone travetled
this he would never have written
that famous stanea of his; had Johnson,
be never wounid have quoted it. They are
to real inng we the skull of Yorick to his
face. Where these villages occurred at a
digtance from the river, it was difficult to
scoount for them, On the river-bank, &
saw-mill or a tannery served as a logial
premise, and aaved them from total ivcon-
sequentiality.

Aswe trailed along, at the rate of about
four miles an hour; it was discovered that
one of our mail-bags was missing. ¥ (Juesa
somabod; "Il pick it up,” said the driver,
ovolly, “’tany rate, hkely there’s nothing
in itY Who knowe how long it took
some Elam D. or Zebulon K. to compoze
the missive intrusted to that vagrant bag,
and how much longer to persuade Pamela
Grace or Sophronia Melisss that it had
really and truly been written? The dis-
covery of our lass was made by & tall
man who eat pext to me on the top of the
coach, every one of whose penses seomed
to be prosecuting its several investigation
as we went nlon Presently, soiffing
gently, he remar edLu‘l‘-’Pmrs to me’s
though I smelt Aint the aix
het, think ?? The driver pulled up, and
sire anough the nff fore-wheel was found
to be smotki In three minutes he had
enatched s maill from the fence, made a
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lewnr, raiead the cosch and \‘:Een off the

whoel, bathing the hot axle and Hpx with
water from the river. It was mpretty
er &

q:otiland I was not sorry to lie u
beech-tree (Tityrus-like, meditating over
my pipe) aud walch the operntiona of <he
fire-annibilator. I could not help con-
trasting the ready helpfulpess of our
driver, all of whose wits were about hi
current, and redesmable in the specte o
action on emergency, with an incident of
Italian travel,

There being four passengers for the
Lake, a vohicle called a mud-wagon was
detailed at Newport for our accommods-
Gon. In this we jolted and rattled along
st & livelier pace than in the coach. As
weo got farther north the eountr{ (ezpecial-
Iy the hills} gave evidence of longer cul-
tvation. About the thriving town of
Dexter we paw fine Grms and cropa
The houses, too, became prettier, hop-vines
were trained ahout the doors and hung
their clustering thyrei over the open win-
dowa A kind of wild rose (called by the
country folk the primrose) and asters were
pianted about the dooryards, and orchards,
commonty of patural fruit, added to the
pleasant home-look. But every where we
could see that the war between the white
men and the forest was still flerce, and
that it would be a long while yet before
the axe wes buried. The haying being
over, fires blazed or smonldered against the
stumps in the flelds, and the blue smoke
widened slowly upward through the
quiet August stmosphere. It seemed to
me that I could hear & sigh now and than
from the immemorial pines as they slood
waiching these camp-fires of the inex-
orable invaders. Evering set in, and, aa
wo crunched and crawled up the long
gravelly hilia, I sometimes began to fancy
that nature had forgotten to make the
corresponding descent on the other side.
But ero long we wore rushing down
af full and inspired by the dac-
tylic beat of the horses’ hools, I essayed
to repeat the opening lines of Evangeline,
At the moment I weas heginning, we
plunged into a hollow where the sog{ clay

been overcome hy a road of unhewn
logs. I got through one line to this cordu-
roy accotnpaniment, somewhat asa country
choir stretches a short metre to the Pro-
crustean bed of & long-drawn tune. The
result was Jike this—

Thihis ihis theho fohorest prifhibime-
heval ; thehe murhurmering pihines ka-
Mand thehe hehemiohochs |

At a quarter past eleven r.i., we reached
Greenville (a little village which looks es
if it bnd dripped down from the hilts and
sottled in the hollow at the foot of the
lake), baving accomplished seventy-two
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miles in eighteen honra. The tavern was
totally extinguished. The driver rapped
upon the bar-room window, and after a
while we saw heat-lightningz of unsuccess-
ful mutches followed by a low grumble of
voca] thunder, which I am afraid took the
form of imprecation. Presently there waa
a t suocess, and the steady hior of
lighted taltow succeeded the fugitive bril-
liance of the pine. A hostler fumbled the
door open and stood staring at, but mot
secing us, with the aleep sticking out
all over him. We at lest contrived to
launch him, more like an insensible mis-
sle than an intclligent or intelligible
being, at the slumbering landlord, who
came out wide-awake and welcomed
us a4 go many half-delers—twenty-five
cents each for bed, ditlo breakfast. Oh,
Shenstone, Shenstone! The only roost
waa in the garret which had been made
into & gingle room, and conlained eleven
double-begs, ranged along the walls. It
was like sleeping in & hospital. Howerver,
nice customsg curtsey to eighteen-hour rides,
snd we slept.

Saturdqy, 13(h.—This moming T per-
formed my toilet in the bar-room, where
there was an rbundant supply of water,
and a halo of interestcd spectators. ARer
a sufficient breakfast, we embarked on the
litile steamer Moosehead, and were soom
throbbing up the Inke, The boat, it ap-
peared, had been chartered by a party,
this not being one of ler lar trips
Accordingly we were mulcted [n twice the
usual fee, the philosophy of which I could
oot understsnd. However, it always
comes easier {0 ug to comprei:.end why we
receive than why we pay. I dare say it
was quite clear to the captain. There were

or four clearings on the western
shore, hut, after passing these, the lake
became wholly primeval and looked to us
as it did to the firat adventurous French-
man who paddled across it. Sometimes
4 cleared point would be pink with the
blosgoming willow-herb, s cheap and
excellent substitute” for heather, and,
like all such, unot Sm're 80 good as
the real thing. On all sides rose deep-
blue mountaina, of remarkably graceful
outline, and more fortunate than com-
moen in their names. There were the
Big and Little Squaw, the Spencer and
Lily-bay Mountaine. It wms debated
whether we saw Katahdin or not {perhaps
more useful as an intellectual exercigo
thau the assured vision would have been),
and presently Mount Kineo rose abruptly
befors us, in shape not unlike the island
of Capri. Mountaing are called great
natural features, and why they should
not retain their names long enough for
them alss to becoms naturalized it i hard
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to say. Why should every new surveyor
rechristen them with the gubernatorial
patronymics of the current year ? They
are geclogical noses, and, as th:F Are
squiline or pug, indicate terrestrial idio-
syncrasies. A cosmical physiognomist,
afler a glance at them, will draw no yague
inference as to the character of the coun-
. The word noge is no better than any
other word, but since the organ has got
that name, it is convenient o keep it
Suppose we had to label our facial pro-
Tminences every season with the name of
our provincial governor; how should we
like 3t 7 If the old names have no other
mceaning, they have that of age; and, after
ull, meaning is a glant of slow growth, as
every reader of Shakspears knowa. It
ia well enough to call mountaing after
their discoverers, for nature has a knack
of throwing doublets and somehow can-
krives it that discoverers have names
Pike’s Peak is an instance of a curious
hit in this way. But these surveyors’
names have no natural stick in them.
,They remind one of the epithets of poet-
ssters, which peel off like a badly gummed
postage-stamp. The early settlers did
better, and there is something pleasant in
the gound of Uraylock, Saddleback, and
Qreat Haystack.

“T iovo those names
Wherewith the exlled furmer tamen
Matuta down Lo compenlooship
With his old world's more homely meod,
Apd strivea the sb wild to dl?
Wik arms of fam|ljar habilade,

It is possible that Mount Marcy and
Mount Hitehcock may sound s well here-
afteras Hellespontand Peloponnesus, when
the heroes their namesakes have become
mythic with antiquity. But that is to
look forward & great way, I am no
funatic for Indian nomenclature—the name
of my native district having been Pigsgus-
set—but let us at least agree on names

" for ten years.

There were & couple of loggera on board,
in red flannel shirts, and with rifles. They
were the first I had scen, and I was inter-
ested in their appearance. They were
tall, well-knit men, straight as Hobion
Hood, and with & quiet, seli-contained
lock that pleased me. I fell into talk with
one of themn.

“ I3 there a good rnarket for the farmera
here in the woods 77 I asked.

“None better. They can =ell what
they raise at their doors, and for the
best of prices. The lumberers want it all,
and more.”

“It must be a lonely life. But then
we all have to pay more or leas life for a
living.*

“Well, it is lonezome. Shouldn’t like
it Afler all, the bost crop & man can
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ruise it & good crop of society. We dont
live none too long any how, and, withouat
pociety, & fellow couldn't tel! more’n half
the time whether he was alive or not.”

This epeech gave me a glimpse into the
life of the lumberers’ camp. ﬁsm plain
that thers a man would soon find out how
maoch alive he was—there he could learn
to estimate his guality, weighed in the
nicest self-adjusting balance, The best
arm at the axe or the paddle, the surest
eye for & road, or for the weak point of &
jam, the ateadiest foot upon the Hoating
og, the most persuasive voice to the tog-
ging oxen—all these things are rapidly
settled, and eo an aristocracy is evolved
from this democracy of the woods, for
good old mother nature speaks Saxon atill,
and with her either Canning or Kenning
means King.

A string of five loons was Aying back and
forth in long irregular zigzags uttering at
intervals their wild, tremulous cry, which
always seems far away like the last faint
pulse of echo dying among the hills, and
which is one of those few sounds that, in-
stead of disturbing solitude, only deepen
and conflrm it,  On our intand ponds they
usually are seen in pairs, and I asked if it
were common to meet flve together. My
question was answered by a queer-look:
old man, chiefly remarkable c&‘or 8 pair o
enormous cowhide boots, over which large
blue trowsers of frocking strove in vain to
crowd themselves,

* Wahl, 'taint ushil,” enid he, *“and it's
called a sign o' rain comin’, that ia.”

“Do you think it will rain?”

With the caution of a veteran auspes,
he evaded a direct reply. “Wahl, they
o eay its a sign o’ rain comin',” said he

I discovered afterward that my interlo-
cutor was Uncle Zeb. Formerly every
New England town had its representative
uncle. He was not & pawnbroker, but
some elderly man who, for want of more
defined family.ties, had gradually sssumed
this avuncular relation to the community,
inhabiting the borderland between respee-
tability and the almshouse, with no regu-
lar calling, but working at haying, wood-
sawing, whitewnshing, associsted with the
demiso of pigs and the ailments of cattle,
and possesaing as much patriotism as
might be implied in a devoted attachment
to " New England "-—with a good deal of
sugar and very little water in it. Uncle
Zeb was a good specimen of this palsozoic
class, extinct among us for the most part,
or surviving, like the Dodo, in the Botany
Bays of society. He was ready to contr-
bute (somewhst muddily) to all general
conversation, but hia chief topics were
his boots and the 'Hoostick war. Upom
the lowlands and levels of ordinary pale-
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ver he would make rapid and unlooked-for
incursions, but, provision failing, he would
retreat to these two fastnesses, whence it
was impoasible to dislodge him, and o
which he kpew inoomerable passea and
ghort culs quite beyond the conjecture of
oommon wooderaft. His mind opened
paturally at these two subjects like a book
st some favorite passage. As the ear ao-
customa itsell {o any sound recurring regu-
larly, such as the ticking of a clock, and,
without a conscions effort of attention,
takes no impression from it whatever, so
doas the mind find & natural safeguard
aguinst this pendulum species of discourse,
and performs its dufies in the parliament
hy an unconscious reflex action, like the
beating of the heart or the movement of
the lungs. If talk seemed to be flagging,
our Uncle would put the heel of one boot
upon the toe of the other, io bring it with-
in peint-blank rapge, and say, “ Wahl, I
stump the devil himsel{ to e that ere
boot hurt my foot,” leaving us in doubt,
whether it were the virtue of the foot or
ita case which set at naught the wiles of
the adversary; or, looking up suddenly,
he would exclaim, “ Wahl, we est sone
beans to the 'Roostick war, T tell you /"
When his poor old clay was wet with gin,
his theughts and words acquired s rank
flavor from it, s from too atrong a ferti-
lizer. At such timea, too, his fancy com-
moaly reverted to a prashistoric period of
hia life, when he singly had ssttled all the
surrounding country, subdued the Injuns
and other wild animals, and named all the
towns.

We talked of the winter-camps and the
life there.  * The best thiog is,” said our
Uncle, “to hear a log squeal through the
snow. (it a good, oole, frosty mornin’,
in Febuary sy, and taks and hitch the
critiers onto a log that’il scale seven thou-
san’, and it'll squesl a5 pooty as an'thin’
ever you bearn, I tell yot.”

A panse. '

::Ib?sa;:ae—seen Cal Hutchins lately 7%

o.

“ Seema to me s though I hedn't sesa

E: sence the Roostick war. Wahl” &c.,

Another pause,

“To look at them boota you'd think they
wad teo large; hot kind o’ git your foot into
‘em, and they’re a8 easy ’a a glove” (I
observed that he pever seemed really to

t his foot in—there was alwaya s quali-

ing kind ¢} “Wahl, my fool can play
in ’em like & young hedgehog.”

By this time we gﬂd arrived at Kineo—a
flourishing village of one house, the tavern
kept by 'Sqnire Barrows. The 'Squireiss

hearty man, with s voice as clear
strong as & northwest wind, and a
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great laugh mitable to it. His table is
neat and well supplied, and he waits upon
it himself in 'the old landiordly
fashion. One m much better off
bere, o my thinking, than in ope of
those giguntic Columbaria which are
foisted upon us patient Americans for
hoteln and where one is ed away in
a pigeon hole 80 near the heavens that if
the comet should flirt his tail {00 unlikely
thing in the month of flies} one wounld be
in danger of being brushed away. Here
one doca wot pay his diurpal three dol-
larg for an undivided five-hundredth part
of the pleasure of looking at gilt ginger-
bread. IHere one's relations are with the
monarch himsell and one is not obliged to
whit the slow leisure of those “attentive
elerks " whosa praises are sung by thank-
ful deadheads, and to whom the slave who
pays mey feel as much gratitude as might
thrill the heart of & brown-paper parcel to-
ward tho e men who labels it and
chucks it under hia counter.

Surndday 14¢h.—The loons were right.
About midnight it began to rain in earnest,
and did oot hold up till about ten o'coek
this moming. “This is & Maine dew,”
said a woodman cheerily, as he
shook the water out of his wide-awake,
“if it don't look out sharp, it’ll begin to
ruin sfore it thinks on’t.” The day was
mostly spent within deors, but I found
Eood and intelligent socisty. We should

ave to be shipwrecked ou Juan Fernan.
dez not to find men who knew more than
we. In these travelling emcounters ome
is thrown upon hid own resources, and is
worth just what he carries about him.
The social currency of home, the emooth-
worn coin which passes freely ARODE
friends and neighbarg, is of wo mcconmL
We are thrown back upon the old system
of bartor, and, even with savages, we bring
away oniy a3 much of the wild wealth of
the woods me we carry beads of thought
and experiencs, strung one by one in pain-
ful years, to pay for thern with. A useful
old jack-knife will buy more than the
daintiest Louig Quinze paper-folder fresh
from Paria. Perhaps the kind of intelli
geonce one LEELE in these out-of-the-wuy
places i the best,—where one takeg a
fresh man after breakfast instead of the
damp morning-paper, and where the mag-
netic telegraph of humam aympsthy fisshes
swift news from hrain to brain,

Meanwhile, st & pinch, to-morrow's
westher can be discussed. The sugury
from the flight of birds is favorable, Lhe
loons no longer propheaying rain. The
wind elso 15 heuling round to the right
:}wter, according to some, to the wrong,
il we are to believs others. Each man
has his private baromeler of hope, the
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mercury in which is more or less senitive,
and the opinion vibrant with its rise or
fall. Mine hasan index which can e moved
mechanically. I fixed it at sef fuir, and
resigned myself. T read an odd volume
of the patent-office report on agriculture,
and stored away a beautiful pile of facts
and observations for future use which the
current of eccupation, at its next freshet,
would sweep quietly off to blank oblivion.
Practical application i3 the only mordant
which will sct things in the memory.
Study, without it, is gymnastics, and not
work, which nlone will get intellectual
bread. Onelearns more melaphysics from
% single temptation than from all the
philosophers. It is curicus, though, how
tyraunical the habit of reading is, and
what shifts we make to escapo thinking.
Thers is no bore we dread being left alone
with 80 mueh as our own minds. I have
seen a scrwible man study a stale pews-

per in a country lavern mend hushand
it as he would an old shoe on e rafl alter
shipwreck. Yhy not try a bit of hiber-
nation? Thero are few hrains that would
not be the better for living on their own
fat a little while. With these reflections,
1 notwithsmndin? spent the afternocn
over my reporl.  Iff our own experience
is of s0 little use to ua, what e dolt is he
who recommends to man or nation the
experience of others! Like the mantle in
the old pallad, it is always too short or
too long, and cxposes or trips us up.
“ Keep out of that candle,” says old father
Miller, “or you'll get & singing.” * Pooh,
pooh, father, I've been dipped in the new
patent ashestos preparation,” and frozz
it is all over with young Hopeful. How
many warnings have been drawn from
Pra:torian bands, and janissaries, and
mamelukes to make Napoleon III. impos-
sible in 1851! I found myeelf thinking
the same thoughts over again, when we
walked later on the beach and picked up
pebbles The old time-ocean throws upon
its ghores juat such rounded and polished
results of tbe eternal turmoil, but we only
Bce the Deauty of those which we have got
the headache in stooping for ourselves, and
wonder at the dull brown bits of common
stone with which our commades bave
gtuffed their pockets. Afterwards this
little fable cameo of it

Dacron Losermn
A perch whe had the tecthachs, once
Thus meaged, llke any hunian gubce;
“Why must it sonls exhaast so soch
Life's thin sod unsnbetantial boon?
Existenco vo aich sculpin torme—
Their voiger loves and bard-won worms—
What @ it al! bot dross to ma,
Whose tature couves & larger poa;
Whose |Dchee, slx from head to tall,
Inclosa the spirit of & whala;
Who, Lf great balta were stiil to win,
Ey w. ays and faarlsas in,
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Might wilh the Fodisc's swrful twaln

Room for & thind !mmortal galn ?

%u.%r th: :hrowd':‘ ul:lhlnklng rll-l.rll—
& hool, the jerk, wha frfing-

0, Death, thutl'1 sver rmmiuggag::k,

logulf me in elerosl dark 1™

The = h was cot {n twao by ight ]
- A real shark had come ih aight ;

No tnetaphotic monater, one

It evotlios despalr to upon,

But J![ci]lh{. sdelong, grim, 1 wis,

A downright blt of Nemieals ;

While it recoverad from the shock,

Crur fisb twok shelter 'oeath & rock :

This waa an ancient lobator's house,

A lobstor of prodigions nous,

Bo ol that barnscloa had sproad

Their white encampments v'er hia hoad—

And of experience ao stapend,

His claws wore bluntod at the end,

Turoing Hfe's ron pages o'er,

That sbut and can be oped no more.

Biretching & hospltabla claw,

* At once,” sald he, “the palot T asw;

My dear young fand, Foor case 1 rue,
d.I{t.her T koew;

Your wfrel.r.gm
He was:a od ahdd tender #rlend
I knew—1 ate bim in tho sad;

én thls vilo;el E\?‘t}f"m lobg,
Lill miy slght's MY MEmOT, H
Tha onyl ]ﬁ that age g near, ¥ sro08;

Is & nlight deafneas in this ear;

I wnderstand your caso a8 well

As this my old farnilisr ehell ;

This setrow's & new-fangled notion,
Come 1n sines drst I knaw the ocean;
Wa had no rsdicals, nor erimea,

Nor lobater-pots, in good old tinuwes ;
Yoor trapa, and nets, 40d hooks we owe
To Messleurs Louls Biang and Ca.;

I ray toall my sons and daughters,
Bhon Hed Lepobilean hat waters;

Nu lobster aver cast his lot

Among the reds, bot weat to pot s
Yonr trauble’s o the jaw, Fou sald?
Coine, let wne Just nlp off yoar head,
And, when n new ona comes, the pain
Wl naver tronbla {un In;
Nay, nay, fuar nsught; "tin oature's law,
Four timea I'va loat this starbonrd claw;
And edll, ere long, anvther grew,

Good as the old,—and better too ™

Tha perch conscnted, and next day

An riy marketlng that way,

Plekod up » Os3h withaut & bend,

Flostlng with bally op, Rone desd

Momar,

Sharp are the teeth of anclent saws,

And sauce for goose 1s qlndur‘s auce

Buot perch’s heads aren't lobetors’ clows

Monday, 15¢h.—The morning was tine,

and we were called at four o'clock. At
the moment my door was knocked at, I
was mounting a giraffe with tbat charm-
ing ni admirar{ which characterizes
dreams, to visit Prester John, Haoi-tat-
rai-tal ! upon my door and upon the horn
gate of dreams also. I remarked to my
skowhegan (tho Tatar for giraffedriver),
that I was quite pure the animal had the
Taps, a common disease among them, for
T heard & queer knocking noise inside him.
It 15 the sound of hia joints, O, Tambourgi!
{an QOriental term of reverence) and proves
him to be of the race of El Keirat. Ras-
{al-tal-too ! and I logt my dinner at the
Prester’s, embarking for s voyage to tha
Northwest Carry, instead. Never use the
word canoe, my dear Storg, if you wish o
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rotain your gelf-respoct. Hurchia the tarm
among us backwoodsmen. I never knew it
tili yeaterday, but, like a true philosopher,
I made it appear as if [ had been intimate
with it from childhood. Therapidity with
which the human mind levels itself to the
standard arcund it, gives us the most per-
tnent warning as to the company we
keep. It iz as hard for most characters
io stay at their own average peint in all
cotnpanied, ag for & thermometer to say 65°
for twenty-four houra together. like
this in cur (ricnd Johannes Taurug, that
he carries every where and maintaing his
nsular temperature, and will have every
thing sccommodate itself 1o that. Shall
I confess that this morning I would rather
bave hroken the moral law than have en-
dangered the equipaise of the birch by my
awkwardneas ? that I should have been
prouder of a compliment to my paddling,
than to heve had both my %ui es SUppoRe
me the author of Hamlet? Well, Car-
dina! Richelieu used to jump over chairs.

We were to paddle about twenty miles,
but we made it rather more, hy crossing
and recrossing the lake. Twice we landed,
coce at a camp, where we found the cook
alone, baking bread and gibgerbread.
Monsieur Boyer would have been startled
a little by this shaggy professor—this
Pro-Raphaclite of cookery. He repre-
ecnted the saleratus period of the art,
and his bread waa of & hrilliant yellow,
like those cakes tinged with saffron, which
held out 60 long ageinst time and the fies,
in little waterside shops of seaport towns,
dingy extremities of trade fit to stand on
Lethe wharf. His water was better, squeez-
al out of icecold granite in the neighbor-
ing mountains, and sent through subter-
ranean ducts to sparkle up hy the door
of the camp.,

“ There's nothin’ so sweet and hulsome,
a8 vour real spring water,” eaid Uncle
Zeb, “git it pure. But it’s dreffle hard
to git it that ain't got sunthin’ the matter
o it. Snow-water ’ll burn a man’s in-
side cut—I larned that to the Rooatick
war—eand the snow lays terrible long on
some o' thesere hills, Me and Eb. Stiles
wes up ¢ld Kalahdn once jest about this
time o' year, and we come acrost a kind
o boller like, as full o' snow as your
stockin’s full o’ your foot. Jsce it fust,
md ook and rammed a settin’-pole; wahl,
it was all o® twenty foot into’t, and
ouldn't fine no bottom. [ dunno ez
there’s snow-water enough in this 1o do
oo hurt. 1 den’t somehow seem to think
that real spring-water’s so plenty as it
used {0 be.” Apnd Uncle Zeb, with per-
hapa @ little over-refinement of scrupu-
lesity, applied his lips io tho Ethiop
anes of a bottls of raw gin, with a kiza
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that drew out its very soul, a basia
that Secundus might bave sung.. He
must have been a wonderful judge of
water, for he analyzed this and detected
ita latent snow zimply by his eye, and
without the elumsy process of tasting. [
could not help thinking that he had made
the desert s dwelling-place chiefly in
order to enjoy the ministrations of this
one fair spirit unmolested.

We pushed on. Little islands loomed
trembling between sky and water, like

angir? gardens. CGiraduslly the filmy
trees deflned themmselves, the aérial en-
chantment lost its potency, end we came
up with common prose islands that had
0 late been magical and poetic  The old
story ‘of the attained and unattained
About noon we reached the head of the
lake, and took possession of o deserted
wongen in which to cook and eat our
dinner, No Jew, [ am sure, &an have &
more thorough dislike of salt pork then I
have in & normal state, yet [ had already
ealen it raw with hxr({bread for tunch,
and relished it keenly. We soon had our
tea-kettle ovor the fire, and before long
the cover was chattering with the escaping
steatn, which had thus vainly begged of all
men to be saddled and bridled, til James
Wait one day happened to overhear
it. One of ocur guides shot threc Canada
grouse, and these were turmed slowly be
tween the fire and 8 hit of salt pork,
which dropt fathess upon them as it fried
Although my fingers were cerlainly not
made before knives and forks, yet they
gerved a5 a convenient substitute for those
more ancient inventions. We sat round,
Turk-farhion, and ate thank{ully, while a
party of aborigines of the Mosquito tribe,
who had camped in the Wongen before
we arrived, dined upen us, I donot know
what the British Protectorate of the
Mosquitoes amounts to, but, as I squatted
there at the mercy of these hlood-thirsty
savages, I no longer wondered that even
the ¢lassic Everctt had been stung into s
willingness for war on the question,

“ Thisere’d be about a complete place

for a camp, ef there was ony & spriog o

sweet water handy. Frizzled pork goes
wal, don’t it? g, and sets wal, too,
said Uncle Zeb, and he agnin tilted his
bottle, which rose nearer and nearer to
an angle of forty-five at every gurgle.

He then broached s curious dietetic
theory—* The reason we take salt pork
along is cos it packs hendy: you git the
greatest amount o’ board in the smallest
compass,—let alone that it's more nourish-
i’ than an’thin’ clse. It kind o' don’t
disgest s0 quick, but stays by ye, anour
ishin’ ye all the while

¥ A feller can live wal on frizzled pork,

L]
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and good epring-water, git it goed. To

the Rooatick war we d.i&n t ask for nothin®

better—only beans.” (THl, #ilt, gurgle,
gtrgle) Then with an apparent feeling
of inconsistency—* But then, come to git
used to a particular kine o' spring-water,
sod it makes a feller hard to suit. Most
all ports o' water taste kind o’ tnaipid
away from home. Neow, I’ve gut & spring
to my place that’s as sweet—wahl, it's as
sweel ma maple-sap. A feller acts about
water jest as he does aboot & pair o? boots.
1t’s all on it in gittin’ wonted, Now
them boots, &e., &c  (Gurgle, gurgle,
gurgle, smack f)

All this while he was packing away the
remains of the pork and hard-bread in
two large firkins. This accomplished, we
re-cmbarked, our uncle on his way to the
birch essaying a kind of seng in four or
five parts, of which the words were hila-
rious and the tune profoundldy melancholy,
and which was finished, and the rest of
his voice apFnrently Jjerked out of him in
one sharp falsetto note, by his tripping
over the root of a tree. o paddled a
short distance np a brook which came into
the lake smoothly through a little meadow
oot far off. 'We s00n reached the North-
west Carry, and our guide, pointing
through the weods, ssid, * That's the
Cannydy road. You can travel that
clear to Kebeck, s hundred snd twenty
miles,” a privilege which I respectfully
declined to avail myself of The offer,
however, remains open to the publie. The
Carry is called two miles, but this is the
estimate of somebody who had nothing to
lug. I had a headache and all my baggage
which, with a traveller’s instinct, I had
brought with me. (P. S.—I did not even
take the keys out of my pocket, and both
my bags were wet through before I came
back.) My estimato of the distance is
eightcen thousand six hundred and
seventy-four miles and tbrec-quarters—
the fraction being the part left to be
travellrd after one of my companions most
kindly insisted on relieving me of my
heaviest bag. I know very well that the
ancient Roman soldiers used to carry
siaty pounds weight, and all that; bnt I
am not, and never shall bo, an ancient
Roman soldier; no,not even in the mira-
culous Thundering Legion, Uncle Zeb
elung tbe two provender firkins across his
shoulder, and trudged along, grumbling
that “he never sce a contrairy pair
a8 thern.” IHe had begun upon & second
bottle of his ¥ particular kind ¢ spri
waler,” and, at every rest, the gurgremgg
this peripatotie fountain might be heard,
followed by a smack, a fragment of mosaic
song, or & confused clatter with the cow-
hide bouts, being an arbitrary symbol,
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intended to represent the festive dance.
Christian’s pack gave him not half so
much trouble as the firking gave Uncle
Zeb, It grew harder and harder to sling
them, and, with every fresh gulp of the
Batavien Elixir, they got heavier, Or
rather, the truth was, that his hat grow
heavier, in which he was carrying on an
extensive manufacture of brieks without
straw. At last affaira reached a crisia
and & particularly favorable pitch offering,
with a puddle at the foot of it, even the
boots atforded no sufficient ballast, and
away went our uncle, the satellite firking
accompanying faithfully his headlong
flight. Did ever exiled moparch or dis-
graced minister flod the cause of his fall
in himself? Is therc not always a straw-
borry at the bottom of our cup of life, on
which we can lay all the blame of our
deviations from the straight path 7 Till
now, Uncle Zeb hed contrived to give a
gloss of volition to smaller stumblings
and gyrations by exaggerating them into
an appearance of playful burlesque, But
the present caso was beyond any such
subterfuges. He held a bed of justico
where he sat, and then arose slowly, with
a stern delermination of vengeance stiffen-
ing every mpsclo of his face. But what
would he select ag the culprit 7 * It's that
cussed firkin” be mumbled to himself,
“I pever knowed a firkin cair on 80— no.
oot in the Roostehicick war. There, go
long, will ye? and dopn’t come back tilt
you've larned how to walk with & gencl-
man.” And, seizing the unhappy scape-

t by the bail, he hurled it into the
orest. It was a curious circumstance,
that it was not the firkin containing the
bottle which was thus condemned to
exile.

The end of the Carry was reached at
last, and, as we drew near it, we heard &
sound of shouting and laughter. It came
from a party of men, making hay of the
wild grass in Seboomok meadows, which
lie around Seboomok pond, into which the
Carry cmpties itself. 'Their camp wea
near, and our two hunters set out for it,
leaving us seated in the birch on the
plashy border of the pond. The repose
was perfect. Another heaven hallowed
and deepened the polished Inke, and
through that nether world the fisb-hawk’s
double floated with balanced wings, or,
wheeling suddenly, flashed hiz whitened
breast agninst the sun. Aa the clatlering
kingfisher flew unsteadily across, and
seemed to push his heavy head aloog with
ever-renewing effort, a visionary mats
flitted from downward tree to trec below,
Bome tail alders sheded us from the sun,
in whose yellowing afternoon light the
drowsy forest was steeped, giving out that
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wholesome resinous perfume, almost ths
only warm odor which it is refreshing to
breathe, The tame hay-cocks in the
midst of the wildness gave one a pleasant
reminiscence of home, like bearing one's
native tongue in a strange country.
Presently our bunters came back,
bringing with them s tall, thin, active-
looking man with black eyes, that glanced
unconsciously on 8ll sides, like ome of
those spels of sunlight which a child
dances up and down the street with a bit
of looking-glass. This was M., the captain
of the haymakers, a famous river-driver,
and who was to have fifty men under him
pext winter. I could now understend
that sleepless vigilance of eye. He bed
consented Lo take two of our party in hia
birch to search for moose. A quick,
nervous, decided man, he got them inlo
the birch, and wes off instantly, without
& superfuons word.  He eyidently looked
upon them as he would upon & couple of
loge which he was to deliver at a ceriain
place. Iudeed, I doubt if life and the
world prescnted themselves to Napier
himaelf in & more log-arithmic way, His
only thought was to do the immediate
duty well, and to pilot his particular raft
down the crooked stream of lile to the
occan beyond. The birch scemed to fecl
him aa an inspiring soul, and slid awsy
straight and swifl for the outlet of the
pond. As he disappearced under the over-
arching alders of the hrook, our two
buniers could not repress & grave and
messurcd appleuse. There is never any
extravagance among these woedmen, their
eye, accustomed to reckoning the number
of feet which s tree will scale, is rapid
and close in its guess of the amount of
stuff in a man. It waslendari a laudato,
however, for they themselves were mo-
counted good men in & birch. I was
amused, in talking with them about him,
to meet with an insiance of that tendency
of the human mind to assign some utterly
improbable reason for gifls which seem un-
sccountable.  After due pruise, one of
them said, “I guess he’s got some Indian
in Lim,” although I knew very well that
the speaker bad & thorough contempt for
the red-man, mentally and physically,
Here wag wmythology in & small way, the
samne that under more favorable auspices
hatched Helen out of an epg and gave
Merlin an Incubus for father. I was
leased with all I eaw of M. Ie wasin
g.is narrow sphere a true dwf dvdpwr, and
tho ragged edges of his old hat scemed Lo
become coronated as I looked at him. He
impreased me a3 & man really educa
that is, with his aptitudes drawn out an
readﬁrfor use. He was AM. and LL.D.
in Woods College — Axe-master and
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Doctor of Logs. Are not otir edocations
~ommonly like a pile of books laid over &
plant in a pot ? e compressed nature
struggles through at every crevice, but
can pever get the eramp and stunt out of
it. We spend all our tyuuth in building
a vesgel for our voyage of life, and set forth
with streamers tlying, but the moment
we come nigh the great loadstone mountain
of our proper destiny, out leap all our
carefully-driven bolts and nails, and we
get many 8 moutlfu! of good malt brine,
and many a buffet of the rough water of
experience before we secure the bare right
to liva.

We now entered the outlet, a long-
drawn aisle of alder, on each side of whi
FlPimd tall ﬁn{ gpruces, and white cedars.

he motion of the birch reminded me of
the gondola, and they represent among
watercraft the felidam, the cat-tnbe,
stealthy, silent, treacherous, and preying
by night. I closed my eyes and strove W
fancy mysell in the dumb city, whose
only horses are the bronze ones of St
Muark. But Nature would allow no rival,
end bent down an alder bough to brush
my cheek and recal]l me. Only the robin
Bings in the emerald chambers of thess
tall sylvan palaces, and the squirrel leaps
froin hanging balecony to balcony.

The rain, which the loons foreboded,
had raised the west branch of the Penob-
seot s0 much that s strong current was
sotting back into the pond; mod, when at
lest we brushed through into the river. it
was {ull to the brim. Too full for moose,
the hunters gaid.  Rivers with low banks
have always the compensativn of giving &
sense of entire fulness. The sun
behind its horizon of pines, whose pointed
summits notched the rosy weet in an
endless black sierra At the same
motnent the golden moon swung zlowly
? in the east like the other scale of that

omeric balence in which Zeus weighed
the doeds of men. Sunset and moonrise
st once! Adam hsd no more in Eden—
except the head of Eve upon bis shoulder.
The stream was 80 smooth that the float-
ing logs we met seemed hung in & glowing
stmosphere, the “shadow-half Leing a5
real as the solid. And gradually the mind
was etherized to & like dreamy placidity,
till fact and fancy, the substance and tha
image, floating on the current of reverie,
became but as the upper and under halves
of one uoreal reality.

In the west stil] lingered & pale-green
light. I do not know whether it be from
greater unfamiliarity, but it always seems
lo me that the pinnacles of pine-trees
make an edge to tEa landscape which tells
better against the twilight or the feinter
dawn before the rising moon, than the
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rounded and clond-cumulous outlines o
-wood trees .
After paddling & couple of milen we
found the arbored mouth of the little
Malahoodus river, fumous for moose, We
bad been on the look out forit, and I was
smused to hear one of our hunters say to
the other, to assure himself of his famil-
imrity wich the spot, © you drove the west
branch last spring, didn’t you?" as ono of
ud might ask about a horse. We did not
explore the Malahoodus far, but left the
other birch to thread its cednred solitudes,
while we turned back to try our forlunes
in the larger stream. We paddled on
about four miles farther, lingering now
and then opposite the black mouth of a
moose-path. The incidents of our voyage
were few, but quile an exciting and profit-
sbie a3 the tlems of the newspapers. A
stray log compenseted very well for the
ordinary run of accidents, and the flosting
carkiss of & moose which we met, could
pass muster instead of a singular discovery
of human remains by workmen in digging
a cellar, Once or twice we saw what
scernsd ghosts of itroes, but they turned
out to be dead cedars, in winding-sheets
of long gray moss, made spectral by the
moonlight.  Just as we were turning to
drift hack down-stream, we heard a loud,
gnewing sound close by us on the bank.
Une of our guidea thought it & hedgchog,
the other & bear. 1 inclined to the bear,
as making the adventure moro huposing.
A rifle was fired at the sound, which be-
again with the most provoking indif-
erence, ere the echo, flaring madly at first
from shore to shore, died far away in &
hoarse sigh.

Half-past Eleven, r.m,—No sign of
a moose yet. The birch, it seens was
strained at the Carry, or the pilch was
softened s she lay on the shore during
dioner, and she lenks a little, If there b
any virtue in the siizbad, I shall discover
it.” If I cannot extract greem cucumbera
from tbe moon's rays [ get something
qnite as cool. Ona of the guides shivers
50 a3 to shake the birch

Quarter to Tueelve.—Laler from the
JSreshet /—The water io the birch is about
threo inches deep, but the dampness
reached already nearly to the waist I
am obliged to remove the matches from
the ground-floor of my Lrowsers, into the
apper-gtory of a breast-pocket Mean-
while, we are to sit immovable, for fear
of frightening the moose—which induces

crampd.

Half-past Twelve—A crashing is
heard on the left bank. This is & moose
in earnest. 'We are besought to
hold our breaths if possible,. My fingers
80 numb, I could not if I tried. Crash !
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crash ! uguin, and then a plunge, followed
bjl;is dead stiélnass. i S_wim:ﬁm’ crik
Whispers guide, suppressing unneces-
gary parts of speech, *don't stir ;™ 1, for
one, am nok likely to. A cold fog which
has been gathering for the last hour has
finished me, I fancy myself one of those
naked pigs that scem rusbiog out of
market-doors in winter, frozen in a
gheatly attitude of gallop. If I were to
be shot myself I should feel no interest in
it. As it 1s, I am only a spectator, having
declined a gun. Splash! again; this time
the moose iz in might and click ! clickf
one rifle missca fire after the other. The
fog hes quietly spiked our batteries. The
moosa goed crashing up the baok, and
presently we can hear it chewing its cud
cloge by. So we lie in wait, [reezing.

At one o'clock, I propese to land at a
deserted worgen 1 bad noticed on the WAy
up, where I will make & fire, and leave
thow to refrigerato a5 much longer us they
picase., Axe in hand I go plunging
through waist-deep weods damp with dew,
haunted hy an intense convicton that the
guswing sound we had heard was a bear,
and & bear at least eighteen hands high.
There iz something pokerigh about a de-
serted dwelling, even in broad daylight,
but bere in the obscure w and the
moon sunk already behind the trecs!
Well, I made the door at last, and found
the place paclred fuller with darkness than
it ever had been with hay. Greduslly
I was able to make things out & little,
and began to hack frozenly at & log which
I groped out. I was relieved by one of
the gnides. He cut at once inte ooe of
the uprights of the building till he got
some dry splinters, and we soon had &
firelike the burning of a whole wood-wharf
in our part of the country. My companion
went back to the birc[!., and left me to
keep house. First I knocked a hole in
the roof (which the fire began to lick in
& relishing way) for a chimney, and then
clearcd away a damp growth of * pison-
elder ™ to make a slecping place. When the
unsuceessful hunters returned, I had every
thing quite comfortable, and was steaming
al the rate of about ten horse-power a
minute. Young Telemachus was sorry to
give up the movse 50 soon, and with tha
toath chattering almost out of his head, de-
clared that be should like to stick it nut all
night. Howerver he reconciled himself to
the fire, and, waking our beds of some
% gplita’ which we pokod from the roof, we
lay down at half-past two. I, who have in-
herited a hahit of looking into every closet
before I go to bed, for fear of fir, be-
come in two days such a stoic of the
woods, that I went to sleep tranquiily,
certain thet my bedroom would be in a
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blaze before moruing. And eo, indeed, it
wan; and the withes that bound it to-
gether boing burned off, one of Lhe sides
fell in without waking me.

Tuesday, 16tA.—Afer s sleep of two
hours and a half, so sound that it was as

as eight, we started at half-past four
or the haymakers' camp amain. We
found them just getting hreakfast. We
sat down upon the [deacon seal before
the fire blazmg between the bed-room
and the salle & manger, which were
simply two roofs of spruce-bark sloping
to the pround on one side, the other three
being left open. We found ihat we had,
ut least, been luckier than the other party,
for M. had brought back his convoy with-
out even seeing & moose. As there was
not room at the Llable for all of us te
breakfast together, these hospitable wood-
men forced us to sit down frst, although
we resistod stoutly. Our breakfast con-
gisted of fresh bread, fried salt-pork,
gtewed whortleberries, and tea. Our kind
hosts refused to take money for it, nor
would M. seoept any thing for his trouhle.
This socmed even more open-handed whon
I remembered that they had brought all
their stores over the Carry upon their
shoulders paying an ache extra for every
If their hospitality lacked any
thmg of hard external polish, it had all
that deeper grace which springs only fromn
gincere manlinesa. [ have rarely sat atn
tabls & Adte which might not have taken
& lesson from them in eesentinl courtesy.
I have never seen a finer raco of men,
They have all the virtues of the sailor,
without that unsteady roll in the gmit
with which the ocean proclaims itself
quite as inuch in the morsl as in the
physical habit of the man. They uppeared
to me to have hewn ocut s short north-
west passage through wintry woods, to
those spice-lands of character which we
dwellers in citiea must reach, if at all, bﬂ
weary voyages in tho monotonous trac
of the trades.

By the way, us we were embirchin eﬁ
1ast evening for our moosechase, I ask
whot I was to do with my baggage
“Leave it here,” said our guide, and he
laid the bags upon s platform of alde:
which be bent dowm to keep them beyon
reach of the rising waler.

“Wil| they be safe herg?”

* As safe a8 they would be locked up
in your house at home.”

And g0 I found them at my return,
only the haymakers had carried them to
their camp for greater security against the
chances of weather.

We got back to Kineo in time for
dinner, apd in the afternoon, the weather
being fine, went up Lthe mountain, Agwe
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landed at the foot, our guide pointed to
the remains of a red shirt and a pair of
blanket trowsers. ©That,” said he, “is
the reason there’s such s trade in ready-
made clo’ea. A suit gits pooty well wore
out by the time a camp breaks up in the
spring, and the lumberers want to look
about right when they eome back into the
setlements, so they buy somethin’ ready-
made, and heave ole hust-up into the
bush,”’ True enough, thought I, thisis
the Ready-made 4 It is quicker being
covered than fltted, so we all go to the
slop-shop and come out uniformed, every
mother’s son with habits of thinking and
doing cut on one pattern, with no special
reference to his peculiar build.

Kineo rises 1730 feet above the sea, and
750 sbove the lake, The climb is very
oasy, with fine cutlooks at every tumm
over lake and forcst. Near the top is &
spring of water, which even Uncle Zeb
might have allowed to be wholesome. The
little tin-dipper was scratched all over
with names, showing that vanity, at least,
is oot put ont of breath by the ascent
0, Ozymandias, King of kings! We are
all scrawling on something of the kind,
“My name is engraved on the institutions
of my country,” thinks the slatesman
But alas! institutions are o8 changeable
a3 {in-dippers ; men arc content to drink
the same old water, if the shape of the
cup only be new, and our friend gets two
lines in the Diographical Dictionaries
After all, these inseriptions which make
us smile up here, arc about as valuable aa
the Assyrian ones which Hincks and
Rawlinson resd at cross-purposes. Near
the spring we met & Blcomer ! It was the
first chronic one I had ever seen. It
struck me ag a sensible costume for the
occasion, and it will be the only wear in
the Greek Kalends when women believe
that sense is an equivalent for grace.

The forest primeeval is best seen from
the top of a mounlain. It then impresses
one by its extent, like an oriental epie
To be in it is nothing, for then an eere is
as good as & thousand squarc miles. You
capnot see five rods in any direction, and
the ferns, mosses, nnd tree-trunks just
around yon are the best of it As for
solitude, night will make a botter one with
ten feet, square of piteh-dark, and mere
gize i3 hardly an element of grandeur,
except in works of man—as the Colos-
geum, Itis through one or the other pole
of vanity that men Fcel the sublimein moun-
taine. Itis either—How small great Tam
beside it! or—Big as you are, little I’a soul
will hold a dozen of you. The true ides
of a forest is not & selva gelvaggia, hut
pomething humanized a little, as wo ims-
gine the Forest of Arden, with trece
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atanding at royal intervals—s common-
weoalth and not & communism. To some
moods, however, it is congenial to look
over endless leagues of unbroken savagery
without a hint of man.
Wedneaday. — This morning fished
Telemachua caught a laker of thirteen
pounds and a-half, and I an overgrown
cusk, which we threw away, but which [
found aflerwards Agassiz would have
been glad of, for all is fish that comes to
his net, from the fossil down. The flah
when caught are straightway knocked on
the head. A lad who went with us seem-
ing to show an over zeal in this operation,
weo remonstratod. But he gave a good.l
human reason for it—“he no nesd to ba
gone and been s fish if he didn’t like it "=
so excuse which superior strength or
cunnivg had always found sufficient. Tt
was some comfort, in this case, to think
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that St. Jerome believed in a limitation
of God’s providence, and that it did not
extend to inanimaie things or creatures
devoid of reason.

Thus, my dear Storg, I have finished
my Oriental adventures, and somewhat, it
must be owned, in the diffuse Oriental
manner, Thereis very little about Moose-
head Lake in it, and not even the Latin
name for moose, which [ might have ab-
tained by sufflcient research. If I had
killed one, I would bave given you his
name in that dead 1 T did not
profess Lo give you an account of the Lake,
but a journal, and morcover my journal,
with a little nature, a little human nature,
and a great deal of I in it, which last in-
gredient T take to be the true spirit of this
species of writing; all the rest being so
much waler for tender throals which can-
not take it neat.

ODEXBEE.

THE man, whoss heart is troe and tried,
He msy wander fearlessly 3
Yet bewnare of the island of Funen,

And the valley of Odensee.

We stood on the bri ther
As the sunset l'n.deidfe wﬁe
And I heard the seaman’s story

Of s wanderer beguiled.

As the stranger paced down the valley,
The mill-siream his footstepa laved,

The robin sang Ly the pathway,
And the green grass glitiered and waved.

All murmured, ¥ Though storm and destruction
In the whole wide world may be,

There ig rest in this one low valley,
In the valley of Odensee.”

How swiftly the hour of slumber
In the faint noontide was gone !

The robin sang o'ct him in locust-boughs,
And the mill-stream murmured on.

The dreams of a thousand years stele back
On his dreaming soul that day,
And dim, fair forms through the brookside woods,

Weni glimmering and waning away.

Ah! how hia footstepa faltered,
When he rose from the wayside spell :
Ah! how the world seemed altered,
And how hushed the quiet dell!

Ag the wanderer went up the valley, o
There were sad thoughts clung round his mind,
As the poglnrs clung on his pathway,

‘While t

eir Lright leaves sighed in the wind ;
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And he knew, ere ho reached the hill-top,
He had left his soul behind.

It waved in the locuat-bloasom,
It gleamed in the poplar spray,

It sang in the robin’s singi

g,
And it murmured, “Stay, oh, stay !”
#The bees suck honey from the flower,

And the soft win

stea] it from the bee,

And the boney of thy eoul is drained away
By this sweet air’s lurury.”

And es he went wandering onward,

His heart beat,

sh! wearily,

And he looked, and looked, o the westward—

To the valley of Odensee.

His chosk grew whiter and thinner,
And his pulse ebbed day by day,

But he only looked Lo the westward,
‘Where tbe dream of hig sick beart lay.

Like the mill-stream depths where the dark fish glance,

Hia dying eyes did seem,

But still they gazed to the westward,
And closed npon the dream.

Ah! sadly I heard the story,
For my full heart answered ms,
There were spells in Merrimark valleys

As strong ad in Odenses.
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IR WILLIAM HAMILTON has been
chiefly known hitherto by a couple of
remarkable articles in The Edinburgh
Review—one on the Philosophy of Cousi
and the other on the current Theories o
Perception. Nothing can exceed the evi-
dence of logical ability in these paperai nor
the easy mastery they exhibit over all the
erudition pertsining to their respective
gubjects. Yet we are inclined to think
that these admirable qualities have passed
with hasty or inconsiderate readers for
more than their worth, serving, indeed,
popularly to accredit Sir William with a
philosophic prestige to which, as it ap-

peara to us, he is by no means indisput-
abdy entitled. Let us proceed to vindicate
this judgment by a careful examination of
these celebrated disputations.

The drift of the nrticle on Cousin was
simply negatory of the pretension which
modern Philosophy has put forth, to con-
struct a science of the Absolute. And the
method which Sir William pursues in
order to lay this phantom pretension. is lo
prove that inasmuch s our knowledge is
of the finite and conditioned, it is itopos-
gible that we should also know the infinite
and the unconditioned. He reasons sub-
gtantially after this manner: “All our
knowledge is relative; that is to say, we
know umty only as defined by plurality.
Now if it be true that we know the one
88 defined by the many, it is contradictory
and therefore falss to say, scrording to
the doctrine of the Absoiuhe, that we
koow it as undefined by the many; that
is a5 universal. And hence I insist that
the Absolule represcnts no substentive
cognition, but only our ignorance of the
irrelative. 'When we wizsh lo indicate
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pomething beyond the sphere of our know-
ledge, we call up the Kbeoluta to repre-
pent that unknown something. For ex-
ample, we have a relative knowledge of
man, that is, of the good man as defined by
the bad man, and vice vereq, or of John
as defined by Joseph, by Charles, by all
the not-Johna When then, we wizh to
deny that we are speaking of the good
man, or the bad man, or the John, we
say we are speaking of man absolutely ;
that is not any man specifically defined,
but man ° from’® definition, that is,
the man universal. Our language has oo
positive force. We do not mean to say that
we know this undeflped or universal
because in that case our knowledge woul
be contradictory. For, if it be true that
wo krow the ific man, or the man
limited hy other men, it necessarily fol-
lows that tho absolute man, or the man
nolimited hy other men, is the man we do
nol know, 1 say Decossarily, because
knowledpe is one, and @nnot contradict
itself, If we know the specific man, the
John, Joseph, and Charles then the ab-
solute uan being negative of these, would
require in order to his positive copmition
by ug, that we should urknow the speci-
Be man—would require us, in fact, not
cnly to extinguish every principle of onr
knowledge, and start afresh from the con-
ceived identity of finite and inflnite, speci-
fic and universal, but also to deny our
own consciousnesd and fo be the ahsolute
or universal man himself. For the uni-
versal man denying all specific manhood,
monopelizes all man's knowledge. He
must be the onl’y knowing, becanse he id
the only being.’

Such, fairly stated, is the construction
sccording to gi.r William Hamilton, of the
Absolute, and such the impossihility of
knowing it without being it, We first
conceive the absence of all our knowled,
or the destruction of the relative an
finite, and represent the conception by the
term infinite or absolute; and then we
prociaim thia term & positive cognition,
forgetting that it was only by postulating
the destruction of the cognitive power,
or the being of the relative, that the term
way fabricated.

It i5 clear that the foree of this critieism
turna wholly upon the quiet sssumption
that the Infinite or Absolute must be
known precisely in the same way that we
koow the finite or relative; or what ia
equivalent, that the Infinits differs from
the finite, not in kind but only in dogree
SirWilliam Hamilton exhibita no positive
conception of the Infinite. He regards it
in fact ma & mere negative conception to
{he fnite, and doea not hesitate to ou
every philosophic instinct by calling “ the
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Infinite and Absolute merely the names
of two tmbercilities of the buman mind.”
Like the child who in & moment of sum-
mary rage and ir, demolishes the
watch which he has taken apart but can-
not reconstruet, this imsciblo critic boldly
denics the reality of ideas which be can-
not readily interpret to his sensuous per-
ception.

The Infinite, then, according to Sir
William Hamilton, is merely the logical
pegation of the finits. Tt has no exist-
ence in s¢, but only a8 the symbol of a
certain imbecility, or inflrmity of the
human nndersta.nciing, ag the expression
of man's ignorance. Knowing the finite,
of course he must en-know, or ignore, the
infinite. Thus, the Infinite is mercly the
logical contradiction of the finite. Now,
Bnite existence moans conditioned exist-
ence. Every finite oxistence is condi-
tioned in space and time. The Infinite,
therefore, considered as the logical op-
posite of the finite, must be unocondi-
tioned in space and time. Omne would
therefore say that the apprehension of the
Infinite demanded higher faculties in man
than his senses, or those faculties whereb
he apprehends the finite. And if Sir Wil-
liam had been content to say this, every
one must have concurred, even his anta-
gonista, who had said it over and over
again previously. But be is not content
to aay this. Having disproved what oo
one ever claimed, that the [nfinite bas pny
gennible existence, he determines, with &
gingular incapacity of trunscending the
rdle of & critic or commentator, to deny
it, also, any rational existence, and stamp
it as & mere phantom and imbecility of
the human mind. Having shown the in-
finite to be the “mnconditioned in space
and time,” one would say there was no
poasihility of going sny further. The
very definition of it excluded it from the
category of sensible knowledge, and all
that remained to be done was to relegate
it to the exclusive cognizance of our super-
sensuous faculties, say our belicf  But
this does not satisly Sir Williain, Havin
brought the Iofinite into tho condition o
a mere negalion, having defined it to mean
“existence uncenditioned in time and
space,” he determines forthwith to exalt
it into & positive, and try it by the rules
of time and space, For this purpose, tho
purpose of stifling this poor bloodless

host of an Inflnits, what does he do?
¥, be cogitntes the “unconditicned in
time and space " as implying the fotality
of time and space, and denies the exist-
encs of the Infinite therefore because you
can neyer get enough of finites to make it
up! The Infinits, instead of being what
be just defined it, the wooonditioned in
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space and time” iz suddeply comverted
inlo ¥ the endleas regress and progress™
of both. That is to aay, SirpWillj.nm
Hamillon, while definipg the Inflnite a3
the wholly unconditioned in space and
time, treats it as identical with boih, and
while affirming it in words to be the logi-
cal opposite of the finite, makea it in fack
the gresiest possible potentislization of
the floite. For if the finile be comstrued
aa “the conditioned in time and space,”
then clearly whatsoever least largely in-
volves this construction, whatsocever in-
volves the least of time and spacs, is the
least finile existence, and whatsoever most
largely involvea this comstruction, or in-
volves the most of {ime and ig the
most fnite exisience. Hencs Sir William
Hamilten’s Inflnite, being the endless re-
gress and endless progress of time and
spaoa, that is to say, being the lotality of
bath, stultifles its own pretension, and con-
fesses itself a very trapsparent mask of the
Finite.

Thus, in our estimation, Sir William
Hamillon’s eriticisrn upon modern philo~
sophic tendencies, turns out to be simpl
declamatory, and falls to the ground. Sir
William is a philosophic Materialist, or as
he styles himself in more holiday phrase,
& Natural Realist, who maintains that
time and space are essential verities upon
which all being is conditioned. Time and
space, [n his view, are not purely logical
facts, inseparable from the constitulion
of the human understanding: they are
outological facts, which forbid, therefore,
the possibility of a logical denial, or at-
tempt to transcend thern. Henee his
effort to disprove the doctrine of the In-
flnite by the method of contradiction, or
by showing that inasmuch as the Infinite
ia only n negation of the finite, and the
finits 18 the conditioned in time and space,
80 consoquently the Infinite can only be
“the uncorditioned in time and space;”
which being contradictory of the finite is
absurd, when postulated as kuowledge.
Regurding space and time ontolopgically
instead of logically, viewing them as con-
ditions of being instead of copditiona of
thought, he is bound Lo construe infinitude
ad the litaral intumescence of {fwmifed
times and epaces inlo unlimited onesy wa
the endless rmaginalive prorogation of an
end—in short, as the consummale accu-
mulation of the Finite.

It ia doubileas very true that man has
no gensible acquaintance with the Infinite,
because the sphere of the Infinile ia that
of aupersensuous Goodness and Truth,
and if these writers had unwittingly con-
founded the two spheres, it appeara L us
that it behooved & critic of Sir William
Hamillon's pepetration not merely to do-
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nouncs their error, but to correct it. So
far, however, ig he from contemplating this
office, that he evinces no suspicion even of
its practicability. His function wilh re-
spect to Philosophy, appears to be wholl
and contentedly negative. He is & suhi
crilic, a keen analyst of thought and lan-
gusage, & disputant of egregious slomach
and skill, a plethoric and most exact voca-
bulary of logical and metaphysic wit, but
he has mot the glightest power of origins-
tion or guggestion. It is startling to find
s0 prodigious an intellectual discipling
rearcd upen so shallow a basis of ideas,
representing so meagre a stock of spon-
tancous force. He seems to have careersd
over the whole field of metaphysics, for the
sole purpose of letting you know that it
conteing oo hidden treasures and that its
wealth lies patent to the eye upon the
surfaca. Thus, he etrikes you as being
wholly devoid of love for his vocation,
being toainly moved te it by intellectual
curiosity, and mainly qualified for it by
an enormous faculty of tmemory. And
the personal feeling you soon come to coo-
ceive for him, consequently, is very similar
to that you would get to enlertain for an
accomplished and ¢onscientious shariff'a
officer.
It ig doubtles very wrong, we repeat, to
Fostulate for a man a knowledge of the
nfinite, in any strict sense of the word
knowledge: because knowledge is proper-
ly conversant enly with {Aings, and the
sphere of infinitude ie identical with Life,
or Personaiity. Knowledge relates us
exclusively to the finite: it is only beliel
which relates ug to the Infinitez. We
know good only s limited by evil, that is,
finite good. We know truth only a5 lim-
ited by falsity, that is, finite truth, We
beliere in unlimited by evil, in truth
unlimited by falsity, that is, in inflnite
ness and truth. The just er perfect
man lives by faith not hy knowledpe. In
our infancy or immaturity, whether as a
race or a8 individualg, we live fromn know-
ledge, and the result is misery. Imstruet-
ed by our senses only, as Eve by the ser-
nt, we pluck freely of the tree of the
Eowledge of good and evil, and fondly
deemm iig fruit capable of waking us wise,
and elevating us indeed to God. Butin
vain, Nature does not contain her own
sccret, and we nay ransack her stores to
all eternity before we shall master the
spell whereby to conjure her allegiance.
But when infancy is past, and the man-
hood whether of the race or the individual
becomes developed, we live by faith. Our
Jjudgmenis are no longer dictated by the
senses, or an appreciation of things ao-
cording te their appearance, but by rea-
gon, or su appreciation of things sccord-
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ing to their substance. We have the iden
of an inflnite or perfect good. truth and
besuty, as constituting the Divine nature,
and to reslize thatinfimtude or perfection
in all our life aud converse, becomes hence-
forth our aspiration. The savage m
and the uninstructed child, still acknow-
ledge only a gensuous or finite good—the
good which exists by the antegonism of
evil; nnd they persist therefore n cravin,
from nature satisfactions which she i3 al
incompetent to bestow. TDut the culti-
vated or regenerats man, he who ia born
from within or above, is weaned from this
base and perishable nutriment, and feeda
wpon invisihlo manna, or a goodress and
beanty and truth which areinflpite, as
being wholly unconditioned upen evil and
falsity and deformity. Whether he cata
or drinks, or whatsoever he does, he doeg
all to the glory of that infinitude. Ile
does not do good to his hrother, he does
not show mercy, deal justly, or walk hum-
bly, because he iz therchy to procure re-
ward; nor does he refrain from theft,
adullery, lying, covetousness, because he
dreads any outward punishment. But he
does good and avoids evil from simple love
to the one and hatred to the other, and
this love and hatred nake outward reward
and punishment puerile aud inappropriale.
11e has no fear that if he should defraud his
neizhbor of his property, or betruy his con-
Jjugal honor, he would incur any other out-
ward penalty for those offences than those
which society imposes. Yet never was
his neighbor’s property so sccure, nor his
neighbor’s conjugal happiness soinviolable.
For ilie simple reason that this man ia
enlightened from within, or above, and in
all his relations, whether to nature or so-
ciety, to his own body or his fellow-man
sspires to fulfil tbat apirit of infinits
eternal love which constitutes God’s living
presence in his soul. It is the fear of in-
Jjury to his own imperishable soul which
emancipates him from all lower fear, and
guaragntees his completo obedience to all
the ohligations of fellowship.

But however it may fare with Sir Wm.
[familton’s criticism of the Transcendent-
alisty, one thing becomes abundantly clear,
which is the exact philosophic reginen of
Sir William himself. For this we cannot
be too grateful. For Sir William resumes,
as the Fronch say, the entire history
of philosophical Materialism in himself
pursed of all latent spiritual dross ; and
U we wish to know accordingly what or-
thodox Philosophy has achieved, up to the
time of Kant, we have only to examine ita
net evolution and produoot in Sir William.
Thus, if you would know the exact con-
tents of the orthodox or Materialisbic theo-
ry of Pereeplion. he will show you how,
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starting from the premiss of the entire
relativity of our knowledge, it immediately

roceeds to betray that premisg by affirm-
ing the duality or antagorism of man and
nature, thus rendering both parties ahso-
lute or independent, instead of reciprocally
relative existences. No man bas ever, in
words, asserted more loudly than Sir
William the utter and inexpugnable rela-
tivity of all our experience, and yat, when-
over he is called upon to defino any pecific
fact of this experience, he invm-mb[;?'wil
peaches his assertion, by proving the ex-
perienco to involve the irreconcilable an-
tagonism of subject and object, or me and
nof-me.

Thus, I see a rose. Here is fact of
knowlodge or perception. And the fact
is doubtles purely relative; thatistosay,
it would be impossible were it not for tha
relationship existing between my organs
of sense and tho various reslms of natura
The color, the dimensions, the fragrunes,
ete., of the rose relate it, or make it akin,
to my organe of might, smell, ctc., ro that
without the rose my senses would be des-
titute of power. and without these senses
the rose would be destitute of color, fra-
grence, form. ete.  Such ie the case with
all our knowledge. Every fact of know-
ledge or perception proceeds upon an
affinity ot relationship so intitnate between
our sensitive organization and nature, as
completely to exclude the comeeption of
antagonism or discrimination—as in fact
to suspend consciousness upon their equal
coalition. Knowledge, perception, is al-
waye specifle. We know or perceive
things, the horse the tree, the stone, the
cloud, the fountain. Take these things
nwnﬁi and we should know or perceive
no-thing: that iskwc should not pereeive
or know stall. Knowledge or perception
does not inhere in me, considercd apart
from pature. I know or percoive only b
virtue of my solidarity with nsture. Wye
have no feculty of sensation or perception
apart from the contenta of our scusitive
organization, apart from the various things
included in the realm of sense. Ve are,
indeed, self-conscious only by virtue of
our natural organization, which orpaniza-
tion again is valid or elficient only by vir-
tuo of its involving or enfolding within
itsell the universa of nature. Thus, the
eye i3 empowered ouly by the realm of
colorg, the nose hy that of odors, the ear
by that of sounds, Suppose you apply
the ear to the diserimination of colors, or
the nose to the criticism of gounda: the
would confess themselves instantly invali-
datel. ¥Why? Simply because they are
not related to the phenomena in question
—because the phenomena of light bear an
exclusive relationship to the eye, and those
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of sound to the ear. Hence in knowing,
8a¥ in knowing & roge for example, the ross
is just es vital and essential s constituent
af the knowledge or perception as I myself
am. In knowing or perceiving the rose I
put forth no power—I am completely pas-
givein the process.  Ieannot helpknowing
or perceiving it. It is a fact of my senses,
deriving all ita subsistence from them, a3
l.her derive all their life from it, and hence
B0 long 84 I am in my senses I must know
ar perceive it. It is o fact of my organ-
ization, wholly inconceivahle apart [rom
Iny organization, and hence I know it in
knowing my organization. I do not in-
deed identify my seasitivo organization
with the rose, or any specific fact of na-
ture, because this would be to exclude from
knowledge other facts, such as the treg
the fountain, the horse, the fish, the bi
etc. But I identify it with the sum o
my sensible expericnee, or with the total
contents of my senscs, and hence know
mysclf as orgunically defined only hy my
various relationship to the universe of na-
ture.
In knowledge, therefore, or perception,
the relation between me and nature i one
of complete fusion, indistinction, or identi-
flcation. The discrimination mndo hy the
reflective nnderstanding between us dis-
appears, and life unites what the senses
divide. Kpowledge does not indeed deny
the sensible distinction, the distinction to
our scnses, between me and the rose, any
more than waler denies the sensible dis-
tinction of oxypen and hydrogen. But
kmowledpe denies our distinction within
its own limits, or in so fur forth as our
fusion constitutes knowledse, just as wa-
ter denies the distinction of oxygen and
hydrogen within its own limits, or so far
forth es thelr fusion ooustitutes water,
Now, how docs Bir Williawm ITaniilton,
resuming the orthodox theory of Percep-
tion, proceed to explicate this fact of know.
ledge? It involves, he says, two distinct
elemenls, an aclive and & passire one; &
me and a aof-me ; a subject and an object,
And yet he pronounces tho fact purely
telative. But what sort of n relationship
stands disclosed in this discrimination?
It is clearly no intrinsic or constitutional
relation, but on the contrary s purcly ar-
Litrary and accidental one, growing out of
the occasional determination of one part
to the other, instead of their due and rec-
procal proportion. On this hypothesia
the relativity of our knowledge is a pure-
ly circumstantial fact, instead of a consti-
tutional one. Man, Leing absolute in
knowledge—that is to say, possessing in
himself & _faculty of knowledge, undeter-
mined by the thing kuown—of course his
ignorance of the Infinite implics oo lack
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of faculty in himself, but only the lack of
sn Infinite to know. The limitatioo of
his knowledge is mechanical, not dynamic
He fails to cognizs the Indnite, only be-
cause the Infinile previously fails to be.

I perceive the rose.  “This perception,”
says Sir William Hamilton, “iovolves an
active or perceptive subject, and a passive
or perceived object.”  Butin this state of
things what becomes of the perceptioo it-
self? Evidently it craporates or goes into
dissolution, leaving behind it the skeleton
and dislocated residua of an agent herg
and o patient there. It is literally swal-
lowed up of ita own constituents, It is
in the same cendition precisely with water,
which has been resolved into its constitu-
cnt gases,  As water ceases o exist when
resolved into jtg constituent elements, so

reeption ceases to exist when resolved
into ita constituent elements. Man is not
perception, and nature is not perception;
Just a8 oxygen is not water, and hydrogen
15not water. Peroeptioo is the _fusion of
man and nature, just as water is the _fusion
of oxygen and hydrogen, and when, conse-
quentlly, you omit this fact of fusion from
your definition of either phenomenon, and
present instead its disjected simples, yoo
omit the whole reality of the pbenomenon
Of course we do not object to Sir William
Hamilton’s saying that every fact of per-
coption is, like water, composite, nor to
his meking & menta! discrimination of its
simples. But we utterly object to his
making these simples discernible in com-
position, any more than oxygen and hy-
drogen sre discernible in water. It con-
stitutes the very deflnition of knowledge
and perception, that it _fuses man and na-
ture, or that which knows nnd that which
is known: just as it constitutes the defini-
tion of water, that it is the fusion of oxy-
geo and hydrogen. In both cases alike,
no doubt, the fusion is operated io definite
proportions; but this fact ouly gnarantees
the perfection of the fusion. As the fact
of fusion thus constitutes the integrity of
Loth phenemena, it ig at ance obvious that
when we simplify or decomposc either
water or perception, we really destroy it
Asin the one cnse we have no longer wa-
ter but only liydrogeo and oxypen, so in
the other we havo no longer perception,
but only mzn and nature.

The theory of Perception maintained by
Sir William Hamilton is stifled, therefore,
by its own gruesis. Its earliest and latest
breath is expended in the defeat of its own

turition. It is oot & case of suicide,
ut of simple miscarriage, ar failure to
come to the birth. Nor is the sophism
which underlies the theory at all difSeult
to discover. It consist¢ in confounding
tho realm of life or consdousness, with
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that of nature or gimple existencs. Man
exists sensibly es well as consciously,
E]t;ysically a¢ well a3 metaphysically, On

ig physical or organic side he is a8 much
a fact of sense as the rose and the straw-
berry, and of course, like every fact of
Fense, hacomes cognizahle only under con-
ditions of difference with every other fact.
But on his metaphysic or spiritual and
functional side, he has no existence to
genso hut only to consciousness.  In so far
forth as he feels, and knows and loves,
and chooses—in so far forth, in short, as
be atrictly lives or is conscious— he is in-
visible, and no visible difference is predica-
ble acrordingly between him and other
existence. @ capnot apply any measure
of time to his feeling or knowledge, nar
can we estimate his loves and preferences
by the dimensions of epace. Difference
indeed, or scparation in time and s
hecomes denied throughout the mlm
consciousniess or life, and indistinetion or
fusion to that extent afirmed. Life fuses
or marries what the senses disunite.

Now the sophism in question consists
in confounding thesa two realms, the phy-
sical with the metaphysical, or that of
simple existence with that of life, and in
consequently resolving a fact of pure con-
sciousness and therefors of relation, into
one of pure sense and therefore of differ-
ence. Perception or love or choice is not
& fact of sense, is not a fact of simple ex-
istence like the rese or strawberry; it is
& fact exclusively of life or consciousness
and thereforo of relation. It exhibits the
fusien or indistinction of man and rose, or
mar and strawberry, and of course there-
fore pre-supposes their sensible diversity,
or their discrimination as given in sense.
But Sir William Hamilton carelessly con-
vertg this pre-gsupposition into a supposi-
tion, so resolving a fact of relation as given
only in consciouspess, into the sensible
discrepancy of which it is the express ob-
literation.  In other words, when asked to
define a living child, he resolves it back
into the disunited loins of its father and
mother. Consciousness or lifu gives you
ooly an associate, mixed or relative ex-
istence. To live is not to have a bodily
organization merely. It is by means of
thin bodily organization to know, perceive.
love, believe, and choosa; that i3 to say,
to become consciously fused with other
existence. Ilence every fact of life or
consciousness is strictly a relation between
two or more things—a relation, of course,
wbich pre-supposes the sensible difference
of its elements, but which for that very
reason supposcs their conscious, vital, or
pupersensuous indifferenca. Take a ila.ct
of percepticn—say the perception of o rose,
Can you tell what your part of the fact
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fs, and what the rose’s part? The ques-
tion is preposterons Discrimination in
utterly impossible. The house in which
we write doubtless pre-supposed for its
construction, a very nice discrimination of
bricks and mortar, timber and pails. Bat
if asked to define the honse, no one woald
think of saying, *So many bricks and so
much mortar; so much timber and so
many nails.” Because, however much
the house presupposed the distinction of
these materials, it decidedly s-u}?mes their
indistinction ; that is to say, fuses them
in & manner not to be discriminated in it-
gelf. Tore-solve the materinls of the house
into their primal sensible differences, would
be equivalent, of course, to the disinte
tion and consequent destruction of ths
housa itself.

But let ua gignalize our difference from
Bir William Hamilton in & manner more
fundamental. It will be ived hy
every one who attends to the definition
of expericnce given by Sir William, that
he assigns the active, personal, or subjective
element in overy iransaction, s prior, in-
tetior, or Buperior place to the passive,
im al, or ohjective element. He
ho]ds the not-me, or object, to be in every
case subordinate or posterior to the me
or subject. Thus, “I see a rose.”” Here
%1, the reputed subject, occupies the frat
place, and the “rose” or reputed chject,
occupien the second place. Or, “I love
strawberrica.” Here “1 the reputed
agent, holds a superior rank, and “straw-
berriea,”’ the reputed patient, a secondary
oue, gilence, according to this doctrine
in every fact of experience, whether physi-
cal or moral, it is the subject which de-
termines the object, the agent which de-
termines the patient, the me which deter-
mined the not-me: and never the contrary.

It is abundantly clear from this bare
statement of Sir Willlam’s theory of
humsan experience, that it afirms the ab-
aolulenesgof man. Nostronger afirmation
of it ia possihle in fact. To say that the
subject determines or governs the object,
that the agent determines ar governs ths
patient, that the me determines or governa
the not-me, is to afirm as effectuslly n9
words can affirm any thing, the absolute-
nesy of the subject, the agent and the me,
How will Sir William then reconcile the
ebgoluteness of man, a9 invelved in this
distribution of subject and object, with
his theory of the relativity of all man's
experienco 7 If all our knowledge be
relative, if in knosring the rose for example
a close organic tvlation be implied be-
tween me and it, how is it possible that I
should exert mﬂ determining or govern-
ing power over the rose? How is it pos-
sible that I should be under any thing but
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a strictly unitary relstion with it, or &
relation of slrict associalion and mecord 7
Sir Wiliiam & bound by the interests of
his own logical consistency, {o Jook into
these questions, for they indicate & pro-
digiouy disproportion between his croed
and its philosophical form . For our
own part, we protest against Sir Williun's
enlire position in the premisée. We pro-
test in the first place, against his distribu-
tion of object and subjoct, or agninst that
fallacy of observelion which mekes the
mie, or subject, prier to the not-me, or
object: and we prolest in the second
plece against the inferential fallacy con-
sequent upon this, namely, that the sub-
Jject determines the object, or the me the
not-me. We bave long been convinced,
indecd, that it iz this preposterous distri-
bution of object and subject, which fatally
vitiates all existing Philosophy.

The obvious disqualification of the dis-
tribution in question is, that it makes the
line of demarcation between subject and
object, or betwoen the me and the not-me,
to full within the plane of mature, or be-
tween finite and finite, instead of without
that plane, or between inflnite and finite,
We say tho obvious disqualifieation, for
it is evident to the least reflection that
the plane of the me, and the plane of the
finite are identical. We take for gran
of course, that in consiruing any fact o
consciousness, Sir William Hamilton
would not be understood as giving it an
hislorical application, or making it repre-
eent, n.f merely private cxperience. In the
case, for example, we have already ci
he would not I‘;:zjundm-af.md to esc:t-flln]?
any u&rivaw'tmnsaction, any special and
pec expericnce of a rose, but only &
unjversal fact of lifo or consciousmess.
Because otherwisc of course the experience
would drop out of the domain of life, or
metaphysic? into that of fact, or pure
physics. With this undcrst.nnéj.ng, the
16t us repeat that the plane of the me an:
thet of the finite are identical. Self-con-
Beiousness, or the experience of the me, is
8 procesa of the strictest definition. I do
not kmow mysell, d priori, that is intui-
tively, but @ posteriori, or experimentally,
That is to say, I know myself only by
means of my organic relations Lo other
selves. 1 sy me, and think nue, only by
virtue of this sensible organization which
acts a3 & hyphen to separate and yet unite
me with ali other existence. And this
fact is universal. It does not pertsin to
me, A B, peculiarly, but to all existonce
Precisely in the measure of its external

L4
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organization, that is {o say, of its grasp
upon nature. Consciousness, life, the
sentiment of the me, perlaine o every
thing in nature sccording to the relative
perfection of its organization thst is w
gay, according to the comparative hold
bas upon other existence, Thus the
mineral, inasmuch as it is the basis of all
specific forms, inarmuch as it gives body,
80 Lo § te all individual organizations,
must necds itself he almost wholly in-
organic or formless, and hence exhibita
the most diffuse, and therefore lowest
poasible form of consciousness or life, that
of simple gravity, implying inertia or com-
plete subserviency to other existence
The plant heing a higher form of orgaci
zation—that is to gay, involving the mine-
ral in itself—boasts of course s higher
form of life or consciousn namely,
gro implying sensation. e plant
feeme mineral sustenawe and appro-
priatea it to ilsell, and thereby grows.
The animal being & slill higher organi
tion, a8 involving in itself both mineral
and vegetable, claims, of coursa s still
higher form olf €ONSCIOUBOesE, th.alt of
volition or volun motion, mmplyi
knowledge. The t:?mf-'yuml Imt:m:'sn1 ttl:cydlfi‘.g
forenco between vegetable apd mineral,
and thereby selects the nourishment suit-
able {0 him, or goes in search of it. But
man, being the highest form of organize-
tion (that i to say, involving in himself
all other existencea, mineral, \'eget.s.bl?
and mnimal }, exhikits the highest form o
life or consciousness, that of acfion, im-
plying spontaneity or spiritual [force
Thus the mincral, the vegetable, and the
animal arc 0 many germs of the e, so
many rudimental progressiona of the
finito experience, 50 mAny preparstory
gymnasin of the consciouaness, all destined
finally to culminale and acquire o sove-
reign evolution in men. Tho minersl in-
volves no other existence but is involved
by all, and henco it is characterized by
pure inertia, or  disposition to stay where
it is put. The me is here exhibited in so
universal a form, or one of 5o little con-
centrution, as to be almost formless ab
exritrg, and so almost wholly unconscicus,
The vepetable subordinates tho minersl,
and hence modifics the laiter's inertia, or
subserviency 10 pther existence, into sensi-
bility, which is a rude assertion of sek-
h or limited claim of sovercignty.
Here the me is oxhibited taking form, be-
coming pronounced, and Aspiring to the
dominion of the cutward. The animal
gubordinates the vegotable to himself, and

*T1t Y the dislance of the minersl from man Io e scale of wxlstence, or tho Lotal disagresment betweet
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henco clevates the senaibility of the latter
into knowledge, which is a mors pregnant
assertion of selfhood. For the knowledge
of what is pleasurably and painfully re-
lated to it in outward existence begeta
will in the animal, and will being always
gpecific begeta motion, Here the me is
exhibited in greater concentration, or
in o form to compe! from the outward
the homage which it claims. Finally,
fman appears upon the scene, resuming
m himself all these lower existences, and
henee elevating the animal will into
spontaneity, or the power of spiritual
aclion. Linked hy s0 many ties to the
finite, deriving inertia from the mineral,
sensibility from the vegetable, volition
from the animal, man yei transcends
these ties, and becomes linked to God
or the infinite, by spontaneity or the
power of an inward life. It ia this alone
which constitutes the glory of man, snd
gives him the lordship of nature, that he
lives from within, or sets from a purely
a;iritu.sl ond supernatural inspiration.

ence the me is exhibited in & man under
& culminating aspect, or a3 imaging the
Divine atyle of life. But man'y BUpPeMMACY
here does not disfranchise the lower exist-
ences. The perfection of the me in him
doea not invalidate its imperfoction in the
lower natures. It manifestly necessitates
them 8 the embryonic conditions of ita
own development.

We uiterly deny, therefore, Sir Wil-
liam Hamilton’s ¢laim to find the nof-me
within time and spacs, or the realm of
tho finite. He msy find the not-John,
the not-Charles, the not-Joscph, thers; or
tho not-horse, the not-elephant, the not-
tiger: becanse all these facts are facta of
scuse, and thersfore of diversity. Not one
of them is B fact of conyciousness. No
Jobn is conscious of his Johnship, no
Joszph of his Josephship: nor is any lion
conscious of his lionship, nor any elephant
of his elephantzhip. These are all differ-
ential names imposed upon these animals
and persons, by the necessitics of our
intelligence exclusively, which they them-
gelves must always remain strictly wuncon-
acious of, therefore, however accurately
informed they may have been upon the
gubject. But if you proceed thereupon to
affirm the not-me as well as the nﬁlsu ohn
of the Joseph, by takimg away his pro-
perty for cxample ; or if you procesd to
affirm the nof-nte as well as the not-ele-

hant of the tiger or lion, by taking awny
Eis food for example; or giving him &
sharp punch in the ribs; they will very
promptly discharge you of your halluci-
pation according to their various mstinets
of the me, aa higher or lower, For, as weo

bave said before, the sentiment of the ms .
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In some form or other belongs to all or-
ganization, so that you shall nowhers find
n fact of organization without also finding
somme, however low, form of life or con-
scionsness, were it that only of simple
inertia

It in useless, therefore, to look into the
realm of the finite, or the sphero of visible
existence, for the abode of the not-me.
Crganization utterlﬁdiscla.’uns it, confess-
ing only the me. But allowing the con-
trary pretension for a moment ; allowing
that the ohject, the patient, the not-me is
formally exterior to the subject, the agent,
or the me, and that when i sat & peach
mrd.ingfy, the chject of the transaction
is not the gratification of my nature, bnt,
a8 8ir William Hamilton holds, the peach
itself, while I mysclf again am the subject
of that ohject: allowing all this, we say,
for the sake of the argument, then evi-
dently it resulta that the logical recipro-
cty which Sir Willium affirms hetween
mm and object, ia by ne means a prac-

ical reciprocity, but exactly the contrary ;
for the subject or me is here exhibited in
8 purely consuinptive or exterminating
sttitude toward the object or not-me,
‘while the latter again is arrayed in &
purely nutrimental or succulent attituds
toward it. If, then, the function of the
eubject is to consume the object, of the
agent to absorb the patient, of the me to
exlerminate the not-me, will Sir William
Hamilton be good encugh to reveal to us
the “correlation” he finds in that most
unequal and inequitable conmection 7
AIE relationship even is inconceivable,
without the imputaticn of cannibalism to
one of tho parties; and & cogrelationship
therefore becomes enpecially preposterous
Relatives in any transaction or expericnce
mean, if words mean any thing, partners,
and they divide the transaclion between
themselves according to the mensurs of
their respective interests. Correlatives,
consequently, in any phenomenon, are
copartners, dividing the phenomenon
equally between themselves. Bir Wil-
liam Harilton might, therefore, with ex-
actly the same propriety, tall of the cor-
reletion betwden the cat and the mo
the lion and the kid, the slave-trader

the alave, na betwsen subject and object
under this distribution. In fact, the en-
tire doctrine of tbe old Philosophy on this
gubject is an egregious blunder, which an
intellect co ncute a8 Sir William Hamil-
ton’s could have failed to penetrate only
through an excessive reverence for learned
tradition.

But if the whole realm of ization
repugns the allegation of the not-me, if
every form of sensible existence witnessen
in soms degree or olher only o the ma,
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whera shall we find the reaidence of the
not-me? Where shall wo discover lhe
true abode of the object? Evidently we
find it only within the me, or ag an in-
Lerior fact to the subject. What con-
slitutes selfhood 7 What constitutes
that experience which we denominate
the me? In other words, whet is univer-
sally involved in the fact of crgenizstion ?
.%he w;ord ;-f an object sod a Subdrs
vory fact of organization supposes, first,
what we call a nature, and, socond, & sub-
Joct of that nature. 'I‘ake, for m.su.nm,
the organization called » horse, This or-
ﬁ:unhon involvea, first, the nature of
animal, or that thing which he par-
takes in comumon with all horses, and
which furnishes the object, end, or ins
tion of all his metion; ard second, an
individual or differential form, freely obo-
dient to all the impulses of that nature,
Or, tako the organization called a pear-
organizatipn involves, flrat,
thens-hmof!.he iree, or that thing which
the trmpowmmeommonmtha]l
pear-treea, and which furnishes the ob-
Ject, end, or source of all its growth and
fructification ; second, & specific or
differential form, obedient, when not con-
ab exirag, to all the impulses of
that nature, Or, lake the organization
alled s man It involves, in the first
place, what we call the human nature, or
that th.i.ng which the man possesses in
common with all men, and which furnishes
the object, end or source of wll hia action ;
and, second, & specific or individual form,
obedient, when uncoenstrained, {o all the
impuises of that nature, This is exactly
what is involved in all organization, the
allisnce of an objective and governing
mfure with a pubjective and obedient
form, This is precisely what is involved
in every conoeption of the selfhood, or in
every oxperience of the me, the accord of
a dominant object with & freely submissive
#ubject, Thua, when the plani grows by
sppropriating the putriment of the so
and the atmosphere, it derives its powe.r
to do po whelly from within, or from what
wo ¢all its nature. And when tho animal
moves about seeking his proper nourish-
ment, or the estisfaction of his natural
mppetites, his impulss, ag the very phrase-
alogy of the statement proves, comes from
within or from his nature. The object—
the sim—the source—of his motion is
purely the satisfuction of his nafure, the
cationn of & natural appetite. His
motion is not determmed by sny {hing in
the field of hia by any thxng with-
mt the limits of hia organization, but
-)h.mi by a feeling within those its
ich craven to be satisfled. And so no-
tarioualy when man acis moet freely or
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parely, ho acts most spontaneously, that
1 to say, least from outward constrain
the conatraint of hope or fear, and m
from inward relish or taste.

Here accordingly, and here alone, do we
find tbe true ohjective, or sphere of the
nof-me, Dot in the realm of time and space,
but exclusively within the subject or in
the realm of affection and thought The
noé-me has no physical existence, but
only s spiritual one. Bu! if this be the
case, if the nol-me or object be thus ints-
rior to the me or subject, it becornes im-
mediately obvious that it is also superior
to tho latler, and exerts in fact a deter-
mining infinence over it. For tha p S5
of life 1s always from within outw. or
from the centre to the cireumlerence. It
i the nature of the subject which governs
his activity, which constitules the trus
object of his action, and the nature of the
subject is always interior to the subject’s
self, Take, for example, an inslance of
choico, I choose black tea, instead of
green, or, I take it without really choosing
it, from & good-natured desire not to give

hosless trouhle. Now the action--
which in one of these cases is an action of
c.ho:c:a, and in the other, of simple acquies-
cence, but which in cither caso is wholly
identical with the fact of choice or acquies-
cence—involves like all action a Eubject
and an object. I, who am differentially
known to you as A B, am the subject of
the action : the Frnuﬁcahon of my palate,
the necessities of my nervous system, the
desire to conciliate my friend and hostess,
or what not, is the object of it. The ob-
Ject of the action is not biack tes, na Sir
William Hamilton would allege ; for black
tes ia incorporste or consubstantiste with
the action itself—is given in the action—
and clearly no sction incorporates or sup-
plies its own ohject, any mare than it does
tts own subject To eay that the action
supplies its own object, would bo to make
itself its objeet, that is, would be to make
it deny itsclf. Besides in that case—in
case you confound the action of taking
black tea with the object of ife—
you bind yourself also to admit the ludi-
crous inference frow that confusion,namety,
that I, bearing sa subject an m.-sepnmbe
correlation or proportion to the objoct, am
the inseparable gubject of black ten, that
ia to say & subject of that which I never-
theless habituaily and remorselessly con-
sume! YWas over any thing ro preposter-
ous, ag to conceive of & sulject consuming
its own object? The conception is con-
tradictory and outrages the truth of things.
The subject, on the contrary, derives its
life from the olject; it is the object alone
which animates the subgect and empowers
him to subjoct agein to himself all that
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outlying universe of black tea with its
associated delighta, which affords him the
materialy of action, or a free stage of de-
velopment

Surely all thia is too plain for denial,
No obe can help perceiving that it is the
ohject in every case which determines the
subject, the patient which determines the
agent, the not-me which determines the
me. And perceiving this, it is of course
inevitable to perceive also that the objec-
tive realm is neceasarily interior and prior
to the subjeclive.

Whence then the contrary persuasion
under which Philosophy has so long la-
bored? Whenco belalls it that s person
of Sir William Hamilton’s signal ebility
ghould have a0 long overlooked a fallacy
80 momentous? We doubt not that we
ghall be able to give a perfectly satisfac-
tory answer to these quesiions, without
unduly tlasking tho attention of our
readers,. The mistake originates in &
purely sensucus or unscientific judgment
in to the me. All the existing
schools of Philosophy, whatever be their
minor diflcrences; whether orthodox or
seeptical, materialist, or idealist, practically
concur in meking the me absolute. They
all agree in mistaking conscious or com-

site existonco for absolute or simple ex-
talence. Sir William ITamilton, for ex-
smple, manifestly regarda the me ns having
an exislence in #¢, and apart from con-
eciousmess.  He manifestly regards it as
an independent entity, manifested indeed
through organization or exparience, but
by no means wholly contained in it.  Of
course we do not complain that he regards
the selfhood or me as uncreafed by the
sensible organization or experience, since
the contrary judgment would be childish
and contradictory. We only complain
that in common with all philosophers he
denies it fo be wholly conslitutea by such
organization or experienco, practically
allowing it a prier and superior constitu-
tion, & constitution in ge. There blooms
the rose. This rose is an absolute or
gimple existence; that is to say it is given
by my senses, and pronounced thereforo
t0 be quite independent of my conscious
ness.  The senses declare it to exigt tnse
or absolutely, and so free from all dopend-
ence upon myself, Tig existence does not
involve or pecessitate mine. Now the me
does not exist like the rose. It has no
sbsolule or simple existence. It has no
existence to sense, No fact of conscious-
ness is appreciable to sense.  We cannot
@y, except to very young children, that
we love a bushel-full, and to talk of a
perception six feet high with octagonal
gides, or of a belief which is & mile long and
very impenetrahle, or of a choice which ig
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fat and sonorous, iz to talk nonsense,
that is, what t.h:a,sen.ses do not recognize.
Consciousness involves in jtself the whole
universe of sense. It pre-supposes sense,
and consequently if you sttempt to re-zolve
it into sense, you destroy it.  And so, om
the other hand, no fact of sense ia appre-
ciahle to consciousneas. We are utterly
unconscious, for example, of sounds and
colors, and odors and savors; we are
wholly unconscious of boiled and roast, of
sunset and sunrise, of sloping lawns and
flowing waters, of all in short that is in
the heavens above, and the earth beneath,
and in the waters undor the earth, becauen
all these are things, or absolule and simple
existenced as given in sense. But the ma
is not given in sense. It is not m simple
or ahsolute existence, hut a purely con-
scipug and thercfore composite ome, It
does not exist out of its own knowledge
or expericnce. It exisis only in its own
knowledge or ecxperience. In sclf-con-
seiousness, for example, I know myself
not as a senaible and therefore sbsoluta
or simple existence—not in se, as I know
the horse, the rose, and the mountain—
but only as suffering pleasure and pain
from outward things, that is to say as a
purely relative existenco. I do nol koow
mysell at first as an independent and un-
coruinitied existence, as a bundle of facul-
ties and potencics, and then as putting
forth these facullies to take hold of out-
lying thinge. Quite the contrary. I know
mysell first rather as a pure passivity
than as a potency, rather as apprchended
of external things than as apprehending
them, In short, I know myself only a8
seeing, hearing, tasting, smelling. touching,
knowing, remembering, perceiving, reflect-
ing—that i3, es intimately blent with earth
and sky and the various things they em-
bosom. Destroy these experiences, destroy
theso relations I am under to mountain
and valley, to garden and vineyard, to
river and sk , to man and horse, and yon
destroy my self-consciousness. Of course
I do not mean to say that the universe of
nature creates me or gives me being, but
only that it constifutes me or gives me
bocy. Whatsoever creastes a thing, or
gives it being, involves the thing, not the
thing it. The Creator involves the crea-
ture; the creaturo evolves the Creator,
on the contrary. Thus what we are talk-
ing of is not the crealion of the me but
only its constitution. The rose is consti-
tuted of various properties appreciable to
a sensible analysis; hut no one supg?sa;
that these properties give it being. They
give it aimply form or body. So my
house is constituted of stone and lime,
timber and iron; hut no one deems that
these materials creaf¢ the house, They
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merely give it body or form, Both the
ross and the house #nvolve their several
constituents ; these constitnents only
evolvo them. In like manner the me as
given in consciousness invelvea the sensible
aniverse, or claims it as its inseparable
constitution. And therefore we repest
that if you destroy the sensihle universe,
and 5o gotmy my relations to it, or what
is the same thing, destroy me as 8 seeing,
smelling, tasting, touching, knowing, re-
flecting, remembering subjoect, you destroy

as deflned by consciousness, and o Te-
solve me into my crestive source, Con-
aciousmess, or the knowledge of mysalf asa
relative existence, alone sepmbes me from
my creative source. Take away my con-
sctousness, or my knowledge of myself as
related to the scosiblo unmiverse, or the
realm of the finits, and at the same tire
let me survive, and you make me God,
For it constitates the very infinitude of
God that He knows Himsell ab-intra ex-
clusively and not gb-extra, or that He iz
unconscious of Himself in relation to others.
Thua it is consciousness which allies me
inseparably to the finite, and consequently
stamps Geod or the Infinite to my appre-
hengion as the exclusive not-me.

Now Sir William Hamilton practically
disregards this constitution of the me. s
thought allowa it an absolute or simple
existence, instead of a purely conscious or
composite one. Ile holds indeed that the
mo 19 manifested under rolations or in
conAciousness, but it never occurs to him
that it is exhausted or wholly contained
in these relations. Ile evidently views
these relations only as 8o many affections
or accidents of the me, not s its inaliena-
ble constitution, and accordingly posits
the me as an absolule or independent en-
tity epafially withio the body. Henco
his ineffectual pains to exorcise the problem
of Perception of ita difficultics, sad hence
moreover the questionable humility with
which he 50 often sccks to comvert the
accidental fatuity of the private philoso-
pher, into the essentia] infirmity of univer-
sal man. How the whole heart sickens,
und the whole head faints, to think of the
weary and delirious books that are written
1o ehow how the mind that dwells spaq-
tially within the body, manages to got a
knowledge of the things that dwell spa-
tially without the body. Some of these
authors bridge the chesm, or rather deny
the chasm and 8o dedge the demand of a
bridge, by denying the reality of the ex-
ternal world, and resolving ils phenomena
into products of the senses. Others at-
tempt the same dodge by admitting the
renlity of the extornal world, but st tho
same time denying the mind’s knowledge
of it, aubstituting in place of that the
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kmowledgs of a representative or vicarions
world. Others again—among whom onr
author claims the first place—insist both
upon the reality of the exterpal world,
aod upon the directness or immediatenesa
of our knowledge of it. 'Whoever wishea
to soe the entire controversy elucidated,
not indeed as to+the Lrue iasue involved
but ag to the rank and importance of the
various combatants, will find a boundiess
satisfaction in Sir Willism Hamilton’s ad-
ditions to Reid, and in the Edinburgh Re-
view article on Perception, reprinted in the
IXacusgions. He will therediscover if he
bringa an unprejudiced underatanding to
the encounter, that the controversy%as
always been and always will be a discred-
itable one to all the parties concerned,
aimply becauso there is literslly nothing
to conteod about, literally no ce de-
licti concerning which there exists any
ground for dispute. The phepomenon
they are trying to account for—which is
the intercourse of the soul or mind or me,
regarded as spatially included in the body,
with nature or what is spatially without
the body-—has no existence in rerum na-
furd. erc is no such entity or thing as
the mind, the soul, the me, having the di-
mensions of space and time, and capable
either of physical inclusion or exclusiom
There is in the universe no entity or thing
—that ig simple or absclute existemoe—
which i not material, which doea not fall
within the cogni of the eenses. What
ts not entity or thing is Life, is Personali-
ty, and this is exclusively spiritual, being
an organic form of Love and Wisdom, or
(Goodneas and Truth. Consequently the
me, the mind, does not exist spatially
within the body, nor in spatial separation
therefore from man and horse, from river
end plain, from sky and valley. It exista
only in Intimato and indissoluble union
th these things, a union which is strict-
Iy copstitutional, and hence atlerly nega-
tory of the ohjective and subjective dis-
crimination which Sir William Hamilten
nllirfm betwecn them.
re thon Lies the fundamental fallacy
of the old Philosophy of Perception a8 re-
produced and redintegrated by Sir Wil-
linm IMamilton, namely, ju confounding
existenco with' life, or in making that
which constitutes & thing external to the
thing itself; which is tantamount to the
sowing irreconcilahle diversity where per-
fect fusion or idenotification only should
ohtein. The realm of Perception, the
whole realm of emotion strictly so called,
excludes the discrimination of object and
subject, because this realm gives you the
me¢ alone, the me aa organically involving
indeed tho sensible universs, but by no
means 5 subject also to the not-me. This
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subjection stands disclosod omly in the
realm of Life or Acticn. The distinction
of object mnd subject, ¢f the not-me and
the me, posi-dates sensibility end intelli-

ce, and scerues only when the me as
thus constituted goes forth into action, or
proceeds to modify external nature. To
affirm the me without the implication of
senaible patura i as absurd as to affirm
an egg without the implication of the yolk
and the.albumen; and to affirm the dis-
tinction of objeet and subject, within
these constitutionsal limits, would be as
utterly insdmissible in the one case 8a in
the other. Perception and emotion of
whatever sort express the comstitution of
the me, and are thus pimply pre-supposed
in its subsequent life or action. Hence
they totally ignore and exclude from their
awn area that ineffaceable antagonism of
prior and posterior, uperior and inferior,
which ig implied in the logical contrast of
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1o}bjecl: and subject, or not-me and me.
eroeption uniformly supposes & geei
thing, {as an eye,) and a seen thing, (aglg
rose.) It is made up of these things

Iy, 80 that if you take either of them
away you ufterly destroy Perception
Hence, of course, all priority or superiority
85 attaching to either elament in the trans-
sction, i5 impossihle. In fact all contrast
botween the elemenls is impossible, and
only fusion or indistinction to be afflrmed.
Simple as all this iz, it yet reveals the fun-
damental vice which vivifies the old theory
of Percoption, and utterly disqualifies it as
the basis of a rational philosophy. We
should Jike to pursue the theme, but eur
space warng us to forbear. Especially we
8bould like to examine Sir William Hamil-
ton’s speculations on Causation; but we
mugt also postpons this pleasure to a
future epportunity.

THE CRUCIFIX.

SHE stood beneath a spreading tres,
Agnipst ita mottled trunk mcli.n’d?
Around the tremulous sunshine play’d
Above her went the summer wind,
With freight of swectbriar from the hill,
And scent of meadow violet,
Immingled with the hum of bees,
And clank of swift-winged martinet.

Her bonuet lay upon the groun
‘With pale arbutus intertwined ;

And her fair tresses all nnboun
By the soft fingers of the win

Fell in brown floeds upon

her breast,

And o'er her meckly folded hands,
Like half hurled waves, that through the night
Gleam up the white unanswering sanda.

The river sparkled in the sun,
Or whispered to tho pebbly marge,
And many & swelling sail went on,
And many a merry freighted barge.
A wild bird moaned within the dell,
The wind blow up the dancing les
The shimmering suntight glided down
The shifting clefts of tremhling trees.

Up to the soft unmeasured skies,

,i?illed with their deep celestial hlne,
Bhe turned her tender tearful ayes

Ag ghe might breathe a prayer anow ;
And as ehe gazed, unto her lips

Her buoyant Apirit seemed to riae,

And beamed u

n her radiant face

Beflected lighta from Paradise.
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8he sang of one who years ago,
Went o'er the wide unquiet sea,

At times her song waa prayer for him,
Again she deemed it might not be.

0! many a fhir hope

atarted up,

And many a smile of faith was there,
But faith and hope, long fled her heart,
ere flowers too irail for her degpair.

Then turned and carved upon the tree,
A simpla cross ebove his name,
Axnd blessed it with unspoken words,

And kneeled, end

and kmeeled again.

She desmed in that sequestered spot,
No eye looked in upan her love,

Axnd trustingly unveiled her heart
To the great vision from above.

The wind blew up the dancing leaves,
Another summer shone upen
The [aded name ; the croas remained,
The brown-haired, hlue-oyed maid was gone.

She went beyond the twi

ing lights,

Shs floated up the deep blue sky ;

- The moss

w o'er the Crucifix

And still the winds went laughingly—

Went laughingly abovo the
Above %tﬂmggrgen hally highm:’.nd wide,
Whera flaunting sea-grasa bound his head,
And swept his bones the rocking tide,
Her brown Jocks bound like ripened grain ;
Her st]! hands folded on her breast,
Through nights of stars and summer rein
Andg happy sunshine ever rest.

THE POTIPHARS IN PARIS

4 LETTER FROM MIS3 CAROLINE PETTITOES TO MRS SETTUM DOWNE.

Paam October,

Y Dxar Mzs, Dowxe—Here wo are
at last! T can hardly believe it

Qur coming was so sudden that it seems
like & ddjiliful dresm. You know et
Mrs. Iotiphar’s supper last August in
Newport, she was piqued by Gauche
Boosey's saying, in hia smiling, sarcastic

% What! do you really think this is &
preity supper? Dear me! Mrs. Potiphar
ou ougbt to see one of our petits soupers
in Paris—hey Creesus 7 and then he and
Mr. Timon Crwmsus lifted their brows
knowingly, end smiled, and glanced come-
passionately aronnd the table
“ Parig, Paria! cried Mra. Potiphar;
“ you young men are always talking about
Parig, a3 if it were heaven. Oh! Mr. P,
do tako me to Paris. Let's make up &
party, and slip over. It's 80 casy now,
you know. (Jome, come, Pot; 1 know

you won't deny me. Just for two o
three monthe. The truth is, said she,
turning to D'Orsay Firkin, who wore that
evening, the Joveliest shirt bosom [ cver
BAW, l‘ﬁ want to send home some patterns
of new dresses to Minerva Tatt]e.”

They all laughed, and in the midst Eura
Pacha, who wassitting at the side of Mrs.
Potiphar, inquired :

“'What colors suit the Indian summer
best, Mrs. Potiphar ¢”

" Well, s kind of misty color,” eaid
Boogay, laughingly, and emphasizing
missed, as if he meant some pun upon the
word, .

“YWhich conceals the outline of the
landscape,” interrupted M. Goa.

“ Cajoling you with & sense of warmth
on the very edge of winter, eh 7 askad
the Sepnsar minister,

I:&mthe.r loud lapgh rang round the
table.
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%1 thought Minerva Tattle was a friend
of yours, Kurz Pacha,” eaid Mrs. (nu,
smiling miachievously, and playing with
her beautifu! bouquet, wh.if:}l1J Mra, Poli-
phar told me Timon Cresus had sent ber.

% Certainly, eo she is” replied he.
“ Miaa Minerva and I understand cach
other perfectly. I like her society im-
mensely. The truth is, I am always bet-
ter in automn; the mir is both ccol and
bright.”

he said this he looked fixedly at
M. Gou, and there was not c;uite 80
much laughing. I am sure I don’t know
what they meant by talking about au-
tumn. I was busy talking with Mr, Fir-
kin sbout Daisy Clover’s pretty morning
dress at the Bowling Alley, and admiring
hig shirt bosom. Suddenly there was a
knock at the door, and an exquisite bou-
quet was handed m for Kurz Pacha.

% Why didn’t you wait until to-morrow 7*
géaid he, eharply.

The man stemmered some excuss, and
the ambassador took the flowers. Mrx,
Guan locked at them closely, and praised
them very much, and quietly glanced at
her own, which were really aplendid.
Kurz Pacha showed Lhem to all the ladies
at table, and then handed them to Mra.
Potiphar, aaying to her, as ho half looked
at Mrs. Gou:

“There ia nothing autumnal here.'*

Mra. Potiphar thanked him with real
delight, and he turned toward Mrs, Gne,
at whom he had been constantly looking,
and who was playing placidly with her
bouquet, and said with the airof paying &
great compliment :

¥To offer you a bouquet, madame, would
be to throw pearls before swine.”

We wers all gilent & moment, and then
the young men sprang u ther, while
we v{rome% laughgd, hgall'l:fﬁ '

¥ Good Heavens! Kurz Pacha, what do
you mean 7" cried Mra, Potiphar.

“ Mean 7 answered he, evidently con-
Mised, and blushing ; why, I'm afraid I
have made soms mistake. I meant to sa
gomething very polite, but my Englisi
sometimes gives way.”

“Your impudencs never docs,” muttorod
Mrs, Goy, who was unbecomingly red in
the face.

* My dear madame,” said the Minicter
to her; I mssure you I meant only to
nse & proverb in a complimentary way ;
but somehow I have got Lhe wrong pig by
the ear.”

There wes another burst of Iaughter.
The youog men fairly lay down and
screamed, Mr. PotiPhar exploded in great
ha, ba’s, and ho, ho's, from the end of the
table.

#Mrs. Potiphar,” eaid Mre Gnou, with
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ignity, I didn’t suppose I was to be in-
gﬁgdyat your {able.” e

And she went toward the door.

“Mra Gou, Mrs, Gou” said Polly,
smothering ber laughter aa well as she
could, “don’t go. Kurz Pacha will ex-
plain. I'm suro he means no insuit.”

Here she burat out laughing again;
while the poor Sennsar am or stood
erect, and utterly confounded by what
was going on.

“T*'m sure~I don’t know—I didn’t—I
wouldn’t—Mra. Gou knows ;" eaid he, in
the groalest cembarrassment. © 1 beg
four pardon sincerely, madame.” And he

ooked 50 humhle and repentant that I
was really sorry for him ; but I saw Mr,
Firkin laughing sfresh every time he
looked st the Ambassador, as if he saw
something sl'z' behind his penitence,

 Perhaps,” said Firkin at last, “ Kurz
Pacha means to say that to offer flowers
to s lady who has already =o beautiful a
bouquet, would be to carry coals to New-
castle.”

“That ig iL” cried the Pacha; “to
Newecastle,’—and he bowed to Mrs. (inu.

% Come, Mra, Gou, it’s only a wmistake,”
gaid Mra. Potiphar.

But Mra. Gnu looked rather angry still
although Gauche Boosey tried very hard
to console her, saying as many bon mote
as he could think of—and you know how
witty he is. Ho said at last:

“ Why is Mra. Gnu like Rachel 77

¥ Rachel who 7" asked I.

I'm sure it was an ionocent question;
but they all fell to laughing again, and Mr,
Firkin positively cried with fun.

“D'ye give it up 7 asked Mr. Boosey.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Potiphar.

“Why, because she will not be com-
forted.”

There wasn't hall' g0 much laughing at
this a3 st my question—although Mrs.
Potiphar said it was capital, and I thought
80 too, when I found out who Rnchel was.

But Mrs. Gnu continued to be like Ra-
chel, and Mr. Doosey continued to try to
amuse her. I think it was very
she wouldn't be amused by such a funny
man; and he eaid at last aloud to her,
meaning &ll of us to hear :

“ Well, Mra, Gou, upon my honor, it
ie no epicure to Lry to console you.”

She did laugh at this, however, and so
did the others.

“Have Jou ever been in Sconaar, Mr,
Boosey 7% eaid Kurz Pacho

“No; why ¥#

“Why, I thought wemight havelearnod
Eq, 1i.s.hy;t the sEme scl?:gl.”

ﬁr. Boosey looked puzzled; but Mr.
Poﬁ%a.r Ee in:

“ Woll, Mre. Gnu, I’m glad to see you
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amile at last. After all, the remark of the
ambassador’s was only what they would
call -in France, ‘s perfect bougie of a
Joket®

¥ Good evening, Mra. Potiphar,” cried
the Scnmaar minister, rising suddenly, and
running toward the door, Wo beard him
pext under the window going off in great
shouts of lasughter, and whistling in the
intervals, * Hail Columbia !’ What ghock-
inz habits he has for a minigter !

dop’t know how it wms that Mr. Po-

tiphar was in such good humor; but he
promised hig wife she should go to Paris,
snd that she might select her party. Bo
ahe invited us all who were at the table
Mrs. Gnu declined: but ] knew mamma
would let me go with the Potiphars.

#Dear Pot.,” said Mra. P., “ we shall be
gone so ehort a time, and shall ba so busy,
and hurrying from one place to mnother,
that we h&g better leave little Freddy
behind.  Poor dear little fellow, it will
be much better for him to stay.”

Mr. P. looked a little sober at thig; but
ha said nothing, except to ask:

“Shall you all be ready to eail in s
fortnight 7"

¥ Certainly, in & week” we all answer-

*Well, then, we must hurry heme to
prepare, said he. “1I ghall write for
atato-rooms for wa in Monday’s boat,
Polly.”

# Very well; that's & dear Pot.,” said
ghe; and a3 we all rose she went up to
him, and took hig arm tenderly. Tt was
an unusual sight: I never mw her do it
before. Mra (Jnu aaid to me:

“Well, really, that’s mther peculiar, [
think people had better make love in pri-
vate¥

#* No, hy Jovo,” whispered Mr. Boose
to me; and I am afraid he had
freely, a8 I have onoo or twice befors
heard that he did ; but the world is snch
a gossip. “ No, she docsn’t let Aer ﬁmd
works of that kind shire before men,

#* ;Vhy, Mr. Boosey,” said L “how can

a ]

Will you believe, darling Mrs. Downe
that instead of sn.sw::ring, ﬁ% sort of winked
at me, and eaid, under his voice, % Good
night, Caroline.” I drew myself up, you
may depend, and said coldly :

#(zood evening, Mr. Boosey.”

He drew himself up too, and said :

#1 called you Caroline, you called me
e Yook d soverel
en looking straight an
at me, ho actually %vmt.ﬁ agsin. Y

Then, of course, T knew he waa not re-
spousible for his actions.

Ah me, what things we are! Justaal
was leaving the room with Mre, Gou, who
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hed matronized me, Mr. Boosey came up
with sach a goft, pleading look mn his eyea,
that seemed to say, " please forgive me !’
and put out his hand =0 humbly, and =
peared g0 sorry and so afreid that I wou
not speak to him, that I really pitied him:
but when, in his low, rich voice, he said:

% Nymph, in thy orisons be all my sins
remembered 1

I couldn't hold out; wasn't it pretty ?
So I put cut my hand, and he shook it
tenderly, and sad “to-morrow” in & wa
~well, dear Mra. Downe, I will be
with you—that made me happy all night

At this mte I shall never get to Parin
But the next dsy it was known every
where we were going, and evary body con-

tulated ws. Our party met at the
wling Alley, and we began to make all
kinds of plans.

“Qh! we'll take care of all the arrange-
ments,” said Mr. Boosey, nodding toward
Mr. Creesus and Mr. Firkin.

“Mr. Boosoy, were you presented to
the Emperor 7" inquired Kurz Pacha.

“Certainly I was’ replied he; “I haw
& great rospect for Lonis Napoleon. Those
Frenchmen didnt know what they wanb-
ed; but be knew well enough what be
wanted : thoy didn't want him, perhaps,
but he did want them, and now be has
them. A true nephew of his uncle, Karz
Pacha ; and you can sce what a man the
Ereat Nupoleon must have been, when the

ittle Napoleon succeeds so well upon the
strength of the name.”

u V%hy, you are really enthusiasticabout
the Emperors,” said the ambassador,

¥ Certainly,” replied Mr. Boosey, “I
have always been a groat Neapolitan,”

Kurz Pachs etared at him a moment,
and then took a huge pinch of snuff so-
lemnly. I think it's very ill bred to stare
a3 he doas sometimes, when somebody bas
made a remark. I saw nothing partacalar
in that specch of Mr. Boosey’s; and veh
D’Orsay Firkin emiled to himself as he
told Mrs. (j:u it wa;el::r nTlu.rn P

“1 wondor, m ra. Potiphar,®
said the Sepnaar J:?rl.ini.sn‘.err, seating h.rl:nmff
by her side, a5 the game went on,  that

uropeans should have so poor an ides of
America and Americans, when such crowds
of the very best society are constantly
crossing the ocean. Now, you and your
fricnds are going to Paris, perhapa to other
parts of Europe, and I should certainly
gupposs that, without flattery (taking an-
other pinch of snuff ), the foreigners whom
you meet might pot rid of some of their
judices against the Americans. Yom

ill go, you know, as tho representatives
of a republic where social ranks mre nod
orgenized to the exclusion of any; but
where talent and character alwnys secnme
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mcial consideration. The simplicity of
the republican idea and system will appear
in your manzers and modes of Jife. Eeav—
ing to the childron of a society hased upon
antique and aristocratic principles, to
squander their lives in an aimless luxury,
you will carry about with you, 18 it were,
the fresh airs and virgin character of s new
country and civilizntion, When you go
to Paria it will be like a sweet country
breeze blowing into a perfumer’s shop.
The customers will scent something finer
than the most cxquisite essence, and will
prefer the fresh ce of the flower
to the most elaborale distillation. Roses
amell sweeter than atlar of roses. You
and your party, estimable lady, will b the
roses, You will not {em I right this
time ?) carry coals to Newcastle; for if
any of your companions think that the
sharp eye of Paris will not pierco their
?retonsion.a, or tho satiric longue of Paris
il to immortalize it, they mislake greatly.
You cannot beat Paria with its own wea-
pons; and Paris will immensely respect
you if you use your own. Poor little
Mrs. Vite thinks she passes for a Parisi-
enne in I'aris  YWhy, therc is not a chif-
Jonter in the street at midnight that
couldn’t sec straight through the litile
woman, and nothing would hetter pleass
the Jardin Mabille than to have her for
a butt. My deor madame, the ape i5 &
very ingenious animal, and his form much
resembles the human, Moles, probably,
and the inhabitants of the planet Jupiter,
do not discern the difference ; hut I rather
think we do. A ten-strike, by Veous!
well done, Mrs. Gnu,” cried the ambasas-
dor. * Now, Mra. Potiphar!”

The I'acha didn’s play; but he asked
Mr. Firkin what was a good average for
s man in the game,

* Well, a spare every time,” said he.

“Mr. Firkin® asked Mrs, Gnu, © what
is 8 good woman's average 7’

% Does any lady here know that?¥ in-
quired the Pacha, looking reund.

i No,” said Mr, Boosey ;  we must send
and inquire of Misg Tattle.”

“How pleasantly the game goes on,
dear Mra Gnou” said the Pacha; “but
Miss Minerva ought fo be lere, she
llvm_v;s’ holds puch a good hand at every

o. 3

“T think,” said Mrs. Gnu, “that if' ghe
onco got & good hold of uny hand, she
wouldn’t let it go immediately.”

“Good!? shouted Mr. Boosey.

“ Hi, hi!" roared Mr. Potiphar.

The Pacha took snuffl placidiy, and said

quictly

“You've fairly trumped my trick, and
taken it, Mrs, Gaw.”

#] ghould say the trick has taken her,”
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whispered Mr. Firkin at my elbow to
Kurz Pacha

The Sennaar ambasgador opened his
eyes wide, and offered Mr. Firkin his
snuff-box,

Monday came at length. It was well
Imown that we were all lEui.ngh-t.ha
Potipkars and the rest of na, Every body
had spoken of the difficulty of gctl'igs
state-rooms on the steamer Lo lown,
hoPed wo had spoken in time.

' L have written and sccured my rooms,”
gaid Mr. Potiphar to every body he met;
%1 am not to be left in the Jurch, my dear
gir, it iso’t my way.” And then he
marehed on, Gauche sey said, as if' at
Ieast both sides of the street were his
way. He’s changed & great deal lately.

The De Familles ‘werc going the same
day. “Hope you've secured rooms, De
Famille,” said Mr. Potiphat blandly to him.

%No," nnawered he shortly; “no, not
yot; it im't my way; I don’'t mean to
give myself trouble about things. I don’t
bother; it isn't my way.”

And each went hizs own way up and
down the street. But early on Monday
aflernoon Mr, De Famille and his family
drove toward Fall River.

Monday evening the Potiphars and the
rest of us went to the whart, and present-
ly the boat came up. We bundled on
board, and 83 soon 8s he could got to the
offico Mr. Potiphar asked for the keys af
his rooms

“Why, sir,”’ said the clerk, “Mr. De
Famillo has them, He came on board ot
Fall River and asked for your keys, as if
the rooms had been secured for hin.”

“Yhat does that mean?” demanded
Mr. Potiphar. .

“0Qh! ah! I remember now,” eaid Mr.’
Boosey, “I saw the De Familleaall getting
into a carriago for a little drive, as Mr
De F. said, about two o’clock this after-
noon.”

Mr. Potiphar looked like a thunder-
storm. “ What the devil does it mean? "
asked he of the clerk, while the passengers
hustled him, and punched him, and the
hook of ar umbrella-stick caupht in his
cravat-knot and untied it

%Bend up immediately, snd say that
Mz, Potiphar wants his atate-rooins,” said
he to the clerk.

Ina few minutes the messanger returned
and gaid—

“ Mr. De Famille’s complimenta {o Mr,
Potiphar, Mr. De Famille and his family
have retired for the vight, but upon arm-
ving in the morning he will explain every
thing to Mr. Potiphar’s satiafaction.”

“Jolly !" whispered Mr. Boosey, rub-
bing his hands, to Mr. Firkin, on whoeso
arm | wea leaning,
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# Are you fond of the Italian Opera, Mr.
Potiphar 7" inquired Kurz Pacha, blandly.

Mrs. P. sat down upon s settee and
looked at nothing.

“(Q Paticnce! do verify the quotation
and smile,” said the ambossador to her.

“Tts s acan swindle,” eaid Mr. Potiphar.
“T'll have satisfaction. I'll gobreak open
the door,” and he started.

“ My dear, don't be in & passion,” said
Mrs. Potiphar, * and don't be a fool. Re-
memher that the De Familles are not
people to be insulted. It won't do to
quarrel with the De Familles.”

“Splendid! ™ cjaculated Kurz Pacha.

“T've no doubt hell explain it all in
the morning,” continued Mre. Potiphar
there’s some mistake; why not be coo
about it 7 Beside, Mr. De Famille is an
elderly gentleman and requires his rest
I do think you'ro positively unchristian,
Mr. Potiphar. The ides of insulting the
De Familleg!™

And Mrs. Potiphar patted her little feet
apor the fAoor in front of tbe ladies’ cabin,
whero weo were all collected.

' ‘Where are you guing to sleep 77 asked
Mr. Potiphar mildly.

“T'm sure T don’t know,” answered
ebe.
We had an awful night. It waa worsa
than any nightat sea. Mrs. P, was prop-
ped up in one corner of a settee and Iin
the nther, and when I was fixed comfort-
ably there would come a great sea, and
the boat would lurch, and I'haf (o disar-
range my position. It was horrid. But
Mr. Potiphar was very good all night
He kept coming to sce if Polly wanted any
thing, and if she were warm conough, and if
ghe were well.  Gauche Boosey, who was
on the ficor in the saloon, said he saw Mr.
P. cruw! up softly and iry his state-reom
door. But it was locked. “end the snor-
ing of oll Do Famille, who was enjoying
his required rest,” said he, * came in regu-
lar broadsides through the blinds.”

I don't know how Mr. De Famille ex-
plained. I only know Mrs. P. charged
old Pot., to be satisfled with any thing,

“There are some people, my darling
Caroline,” she said to me. “ with whom it
docs not do to quarrel. It isn't christian
to quarrel. T can’t afford (o be on bad
terms with the De Familles.”

“Itis odd, jan't it 7” said Kurz Pacha
(o Mrs. P., us we were sailing down the
harbor on our way to Europe, and talk-
ing of the circumstance of the state-rooms,
“it is 50 0dd that in Sconsar, where, to
be sure, civilization hes scarcely a fool-
beld—I mean such civilization a5 you en-
ﬂg—that this proceeding would bave

h called dishonesk. They do havathe
oddest use of terms in Sennsar! Why, I
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remember that I onoe bou%ht & sheep, and
s it was coming to my fold in charge of
my shepherd, A man in a mask came out
of & wood and walked awny with the
shecp, and appropristed the mutton chops
to his own family uses. And those sin-
lar fo)plo in Sennaar called it stealing !
hall 1 ever get through laughing at them
when [ return 7 There aught to be mis-
sionaries sent to Sennaar. Do you think
the Rev. Cream Cheese would go? How
gracefully he would say: ‘Benighted bre-
thren, I my country when 4 man buys &
sheep or & slale-room, and pays money
for it, anrd another man appropriates it, de-
priving the rightful buyer of his chops and
Eleep, what does the buyer do? Does he
gwear 7 Does he rail? Does he com-
plain? Docs he even nsk for the cold
pickings? Not at all, brethren; he does
none of these things. He sends Worors-
tershire sauce to the thicf or a pillow of
poppies, and says to him-—Friend, all of
mine is thine, and all of thine is thy own.
This, benighted people of Senpaar, is the
practice of & Christian people. As one of
our t ts says—it i3 more blessed
to gigg?hnm roeef;e.’ Think how deli-
cately the Rev. Cream would pat his
mouth with the fine cambrie handkerchief,
after rounding off such a homily! He
might ask you and Mrs. Potiphar to ae-
company him as cxamples of this Chris
tian pitch of self-sacrifice. On the whole,
I wouldn't advise you (o go. The rude
races of Sennaar might put that beautiful
forgivenesa of yours (o eztraordinary
proofs. Tlolloa! tlere’s & seal”

We were dismally sea-sick. And I
carcd for nothing but arriving. Oh! dear,
I think T would even have given up Parig
ai least I thought so. But, oh! how
could 1 think so! Just fancy a place
whero not only your awn maid speaks
French, but where every body, the porters,
the conchmen, the chambertnaids, can’t
speak any thing else! Where the very
beggars . and the commonest people
swear, in French! Oh! it’s inexpressibly
delightful. 'Why, the dogs understand it,
and the horses— every body,” as Kurs
Pacha said to me, the morning after our
arrival, (for ho insisted upon coming, ‘it
was such & freak,’ he said,) “every
rolls in a luxury of French, and, a.ocori
ing Lo ”t.he boarding-school standard, ig

appy.
r{'-ry bedy—but poor Mr. Potiphar!

He has a terrible time of it

Wheo we arrived we alighted st Meor-
rice’s,—all the fashionable people do, at
least Gauche Boosey gaid Lord Brougham
d.id‘1 for he used to read it in Galignani
and I suppose it is fashionable Lo do as
Lord Brougham does. D'Orsay Firkio
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mid that the Hotel Brialol was more ré-
eherché.

“ Does that mean cheaper 7* inquired
Mr. Potiphar.

Mr. Firkin looked at him compassion-
atcly.
“{ cnly want,” said Mr. Potiphar, in o
kind of gasping way, for it was in the cars
on the way from Boulogne lo Paris that
wo held this copsoltation, “I only wont
to go where thero is somebody who can
spesk English.” :

““ My dear gir, there are commissionaires
at all the hotels who are perfect linguists,”
gaid Mr. Firkin in a gentlemanly manner,

“Oh! dearme!” said Mr. P. wipinghis
forchead with the red bandanna that he
always carries, desPibe Mrs, P., “ what is
& commissionaire 777

“ An interpreter, » ciccrone,” said Mr.
Firkin,

¥ A puide, philosopher, and friend,” said
Kurz Pacha.

“Kurz Pacha, do you speak French 3"
inquired Mr. P., nervously, as wo rolled
along.

“0Oh! yea” replied he.

“Oh! dear me!” said Mr, Potiphar,
looking disconsolately out of the window.

Wa arrived soon after,

“We are now at the Barriére,” said

Mr. Firkin,

“What do we do there ! msked Mr.
Potiphar.

s ?Ve are inspected,” aaid Mr. Firkin,

Mr. Potiphar drew himself up with &
military air.

We alighted and walked into the room
whero all the bagpage was armanged.

¢ Est-ce qu'id y a quelque chose & de-
clarer?? saked an olficer, addressing Mr.
Potiphar.

“Good Heavens! what did you say ¥
gaid Mr. P., locking at him,

The officer smiled, and Kurz Pacha said
something, upon which he bowed and
passed on.  We stepped outside upon tho
pavement, and I confess that even T could
not understand every thing that was aaid
by the crowd and the coachmen. But

urz Pacha led the way 1o a carringe,
and we drove off to Meurice’s.

“Its awful, isn't it 7" said Mr. Potiphar,
panting.

When we reached the hotel, a gentle-
man {Mr. Potiphar said he was sure he
wad 8 gentleman, from a remark he made
—in English} came bewingout. But Le-
fore the door of the carriago was opened,
Mr. P, thrust his head out of the window,
and holding the door shut, eried out, “Do
you speak English here 77

#Certainly, sir,” replied theclerk ; and
that was the remark that so plensed Mr.
Potiphar.
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My room was next {o the Potiphars,
and I heard a great desl, you may be ure.
I didn’t mean lo, but I couldn't help it
The next morning, when they were about
coming down I heard Polly say-—

% Now, Mr. Potiphar, remember if yon
want to speak of your room it is numero

tre-vingt cing,” and she pronounced
it very slowly., * Now try, Mr. P."

“0h! dear me. Kattery vang mapk,”

&aid he,

¥ Very J answered she ; ** au irod-
aiéme ; thnt means, on the third floor.
Now try.”

“0Q tror— O trorsy — O trorsy~— Oh !
dear me!” mutte he in a tone of
despair.

“&me, said Mrs. P.

# Aim,” said he.

“Well!” gaid Mrs. P.

%0 trorsyaim,” said he,

“ That's very well, indecd!” said Mra.
Potiphar, and they went cut of the room.
I joined them in the hall, and we ran on
before Mr. P., hut we soon heard some
one speaking, and stolaped

% Mongieur, veut il prendre un com-
missionaire 7*

“ Kattery—vang—sank,”’ replied Mr.
Potipher, with great emphasis.

% CommentT® said the other.

“0 tror—0 tror—Oh ! Polly—seeaim
—seeaim ! returmed Mr. P.

“You speak English 7 eaid the com-
missionaire,

“Why! good God! do you?” asked
Mr. P., with astonishment.

¥1 speaks every, langunges, sare,” re-

lied the other, “and we will nee the
nglish, if you please. But Monsieur
speaks frés bien the French language.”

“Are you speaking English now 7™
asked Mr. Potiphar.

Ttie commissionaire answered him that
he wasg—and Mr. P. throst his arm
th.r;ugh that of the commissionaire and
Bald—

“My dear sir, if you aro disengaged I
shouldy be very gInd} if you would acecom-
pan)i me in my walks through the lown.”

“Mr. Potiphar!™ said Polly, “come! ™

“ Coming, my dear” answered ho, as
he approached with the commissionaire.
It was in vain that Mrs. P, winked and
frowned. Her hushand would not take
hints. So taking his other arin, and wish-
ing the commissionaire good morning, she
tried to draw him saway, But he clung
to his companion and said,

“Polly, this gentleman speaks English.”

* Don’t keep his arm.” whispered shej
“ he ig only a scrvant.”

“Servant, indeed!” said he; “you
should have heard him speak French, and
you see how gentlemanly he is.”
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It was some time before Polly was ahle
to mske her husband comprehend the
case,
“Ah!" gaid he, at length;

“Oh!I
anderstand.”

All our fAirst days were fiull of such little
mistakes. Kurz Pache came regularly to
soc ug, and leughed more than I ever saw
him laugh before. The young men were
away a great deal, which was hardly kind,
But they said they must call upon their
old scquaintances; and Polly and I ex-
Ected every day to be called upon by their

friends.”

It’s very odd that the friends of these
ung men don't call upon us,” said Mre
otiphar to Kurz Pacha; “ it wonld be

anly civil.”
& ambassador laughed s good deal to
himeelf, and then answered,

“ Byt they are not visiting ladies.”

“What do you mean 7 said she

“ Ask Mr. }? irkin,” replied he.

S0, when we saw them next, Mrs P.

mid,

“Mer, Firkin, I remember you used to
tell me of the pleasant cireles in which
you visited in Paris, and how much su-
perior French society is to American.”

“Infinitely superior,” replied Mr, Firkin.

% Much more spirituel’? said Mr. Boo-
AEY.

“Well,” said Mre. Potiphar, “ we are
going to qt.ayonlya short time to be sure,
Lut we should like very much to sec s
- little good society.”

# Ah !1** gaid Mr. Firkin.

“Oh! yes, certainly,” said Mr. Boosey ;
and the corners of his’ eyolids twitched

“Perhaps you might suggest that you
have some friends staym% in town,” said
Mre. P. “You kumow we're all intimate
anouch for that.”

% Yos—oh, yéz " said Mr. Firkin, slow-
ly; *hut the trua'n ig, it’a a Little awkward,

cse ladies are kind enough to receive
ns; but to ask favors of them, is, you seq,
different.”

“0Oh! yes?” interrupted AMr. Boosey;
“to ask favors of them is a very different
thing,” and his eyes really glistened.

“ aro ladies you sec, dear Mrma
Potiphar,” said Kurz Pacha, “who don’t
grant favors,”

“ But still,” continpued Mr. Firkin, “if

u only wanted 1o soe them, you Lnow
and be able to say at home that you knew
Madame la Marquise So-and-so, and
Madame la Comtesse Ho-and-so, and de-
geribo their dresses, why we ca’ Danage
it well enough; for we are engaged toa
little party at the o ra thie evening with
the Countess de Papillon and Madame
Casta Diva, two of the best known ladies
in Paris. But they never visit.”
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“ How aupfrbly axclusive! ” mid Mm
Potiphar; “I wonder how that would do
at home! However, [ should be glad to
820 the ﬁnenl air and the toilette, you
know. wo were going to pmes the
wheole winter I would know them of course,
Bat things are different where {ou stay
so short & time. Eh, Kurz Pacha1”
“¥ery diffcrent, madame, But you
are quite right. Make hay while the sun
shines; use your eyes if' you can’t use
your tongue. Eyes are great a
¥ou can use the tongue afterward.  You’ve
no ides how well yo:l can taik sbhout
French saciety if you only go to the o
with a frien wh); knows g]'Jaeople, mﬁ
your banker's soirées. If you choose to
read a little of Balzac, beside, your know-
led£ will be complete.”
agreed to go to the opera. We
passed the duys shopping, and driving m
the Hois de Boulogne. BSometimes the
{‘oung men went with us, and I’Orsay
irkin confided to me one of his adven-
tures, which was very romantic. You
know how handsome rge is, and how ex-
cessively gentlemanly, and how the girls
were all in love with him last winter at
home. Now you needn’t say that I was,
for you know better. I liked him as &
friend. But he told me that he had often
seen & girl in one of the shops on the
Boulevnrds walching him very closely.
He never lm.ssed by, but she always saw
hun and looked 50 earnestly at him, that
length he thought he would saunter
mmlessl into the shop, and ask fur some
e moment he entercd she fixed
her eyes full upon him, and he says they
were large and lostrous, and & litle
mournful in expression. But he scarcely
looked at her, and esked at tho opposite
counter for a pair of gloves He tried
them on, and in the mirror behind the
counter, he saw the girl still walching
him. After lingering for some Lime, and
looking at cvery thing but the girl, he
sauntered elowly out agmin, while her
eyes, he said, grew evidently more mourn-
ful a8 she saw him leave without looking
at her, Daily, for 8 woek afterward, bhe
walked by the door, and she was always
walching and looking afler hint with the
most eager interest.  Mr. Firkin did not
ray he was sorry for the little French
girl, but I know that he really felt so,
These men, that every woman falls in love
with, are gencrous, I have always found.
And T am sure he would pever have con-
fided this little affair to me, except for the
very intimate terms upon which we are;
for I bave heard him say (spealdng of
other men), that nothing was meaner
than for & man to tell of his conquests,
“ Well, the affair went om, be says, for
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BOnG dl{!! longer, He waa, at the time,
constantly in attendance upon the Countesn
de Papillon, but often from the window
of her carriage he hes remarked the
young girl pensively watching him, as she
stretched gloves or tied cravats around the
pecks of customers, At length he deter-
mined to follow the matter up, as he
called it, and 5o marched into the shop
one doy, and going straight toward the
moum.gu eves, he acked for a peir of
gloves  Mr. Firkin says the French
women are 8¢ perfectly trained to conceal
their emotions, that she did not betray,
by any trembling, or turning pale, or
atummering, the profound interest she felt
for him, but quietly looked in hiz eyes,
and in what Mr. Firkin called “a girain
of eiren sweetness,” agked what number
he wora. He replied with his French
espril, a8 Kurz Pacha calls it, that he
thought the mize of her hand was about
right for him; upon which she amiled in
the most bewitehing manner, and bringing
out & large box of ploves, selected & pair
of an exquisite nuance as the French say,
Eou know, and asking him te put out his

and, she proceeded to fit the glove to it
herself. Mr. Firkin retoarked that as she
did so, she would raise her eyes to his
whenever she found it necessary to press
his fiogers barder than usual, and when
he thonght the glove was fairly on, she
kept puiling it down, and smoothing it;
and finally taking his hand between both
of hers, she hrought the glove together,
buttoned it, and said, * Monsieur has such
a delicate hand,’ and emiled sweetly.

Mr. Firkin said he bought an astonishing
pumber of gloves that morning, and sud-
denly remembered that he wanted eravata.
Fortunately the new styles had just come
in, Morie said {for he had discovered her
oame}, and she opened a dazzling array
of silks and satins, and ssking him to re-
move hig neckcloth, she wound her hand
in a beantiful silk, and throwing ber arma,
for a little moment, quite around his neck,
she tied it in front; her little hands
sometimes hitting his chin. Then taking
him by the hand she led him to s mirror,
in which he might survey the effect, while
she siood behind him looking into the
mirror over his shoulder, her head really
quile close to his, and in her enthusiasm
sbout the set of the cravat, having for-
gotlen to take her hand out of hix Ho
stocd a grent while before that mirror, try-
ing to discover if it really was a becoming
tie. He said he never found so much
difficulty in deciding. But Marie decided
every thing for bim, and laid aside piles of
cravats, and gloves, and fancy buttons,

and charms until he was quite dizxy, and
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found he hadn’t money enough in his
pocket to pay.

‘It is nothing,’ eaid the trustful Maria
Touched by
her confidence he has called several times
gince, and never escapes without, paying
fifty francs or go. Marie says the ‘ Mes-
sieurs Americains are princes. They
mever have smaller change than & Napo-
leon, and they are not only the most
regal of customers but the most E‘l]ite of
gontlemen.! Mr. Firkin says he often
seen Frenchmen watching him, as he atood
in the shop, with the most quizzical ex-
Emsaioa and once or {wice he has thought

e heard suppressed laughter from & group
of the other girls and the French gentle-
men. But it was a mistake, for when he
turned, the Frenchmen had the politest
expression, and the girls were verr busy
with the goods. Poor French gentlemen!
how they must be annoyed to sea for-
eigners carrying off not only sll the gloves,
but all the smiles of the heautiful Maries.
Itis really pleasant to sce Gauche Boosey
and D'Oreay Firkin promenade on the
Boulevards. They ara more superbly
dreased than any body else. They have
such coats, and trowsers, and waistcoats,
and boots,—“always looking,” says Kurg
Pacha, #as if they came into a large for-
tune last evening, and were anxious to
advertise the fact this morning.” Even
the boys in the streets turn to look af
them.

Mr. Boosey always buys the pattern
ehirts, and woollen morning dresses, and
fancy coais that hapg in the shop win-
dows. #Then he says, “I am sure of
being at the height of the fashion.” Mr.
Firkin i3 more quiet. The true genle
man, he says, i known by the absemes
of every thing prononcé. “He is a very
true gentleman, then,” cven Kurz Packa
paya, “for I have pever found Any thing

ononcd in Mr. 'Orsay Firkin." The

acha tells a good story of them. “Tha
week after their arrival Mr. B. appearsd
in & snif of great splendor. Ft was a very
remarkable coat, and waistcost covered
with gilt sprigs, and an embroidered shiré
bosom, altogether a fine coronation suit
for the king of the Cannibal islands. Mr.
Firkin, as usual, was rigorously gentle-
manly, in the quiet way. They walked
together up the Houlevards, Mr, B. flashing
in the sun, and Mr. F. somnbre as a sha-
dow. The whole world turned to remark
the extreme gorgeousness of Mr, Boosey's
attire, which was peculinr even in Paris.
At first that ornament of society rather
enjoyed i, but such universal attention
became & little wearisome, and st length
annoying. Fipally Mr. Hoosey could en-
dure it no longer, and turning round he
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stoppad Mr. Firkin. and looking at him
from top to toe, remarked, ¢ Really I sem
nothing so peculiar in your dress that
the whole tosm should stop to stare at
you.! Mr. Boosey iz a man of great dis-
crimination,” concluded the minbassador.

He went with us to the opera, whera
we wera to see the Countess de Papillon
and Madame Casta Diva. Tho house was
ful), aod the young gentlemen had told
ua where to look for their box. Mra
Potiphar had made Mr. P. as presentable
a8 possible, and begped the Seanaar min-
ister to see that Mr. P, did not talk 1o
toud, nor go to sleep, nor offend the pro-
prietors in any way ; especially to cut off
all hia attempts at speaking French. She
had hired the most cxpensive box.

“People respect money. my dear,” said
Mra. Potiphar to me.

¥ But not always its owners, my dear,”
whispercd Kurz Pacha in my other car.

Wheo we entered the box all the glasses
in the bouse were levelled at us. Mra
Poliphar goyly seated herself in the best
seal, nodding and chatting with the am-
basswlor ; her dimmonds glittering, her
brocade glistening, ber fan waving, while
I alipped into the seat opposite, and Mr.
Potiphar stood behind me in o dazzling
oxpanse of whito waistooat, and his glass
in his eye an M. P. had taught hin.

“ A very succesaful entreé,’! whi
the Pacha to M. P.  #1 shall give out to
my friends that it iz the heiress presump-
tive of the Camanchees™

# No, really ; what is the Camanchees 7"
enid Polly, levelling her glass all around
e houwse, and laughing, and talking, and
rustling, us if she wero very, very happy.

Suddenly there was & fresh volley of
laases toward our box, and, to our per-
ect dismal\;, we turnod and saw that ﬁr

Potiphar had advanced to the front, and
bhaving put down his eye-glass, hnd iaken
out his old, round, silver- spectacles,

and wai deliberately wiping them with
that great sheet of' a hideons red ban-
danna, “ preparaiory to an exhaustive
gurvey of the house,”’ whispered Kurz
Pacha to me

Mm. P. wouldn’t hetray any emotion,
but still smiling, she hissed to him, under
ber breath :

“Mr. P. get back Lhis minute. Don’t
make & fool of yoursell. Mais, monsieur,
d'est vraimend charmant.”

The latter sentence was addreased with
smiles to the ambassador, as she paw that
the neighbor in the next box was listen-

“Is uocommonly werm,” said Mr,
Potiphar in & loud tone, a5 he wiped his
trehead with the handanna

“Yen, 1 observe that Mra. Potiphar be-
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trays the heat in her Ince” mid the
Pacha, * which, however, is merely a be-
coming carnation, madame,” concluded be,
sinking his voice, and ru‘btli.ng his handa

At that moment in the borx opposite 1
saw our fricnds, Mr. Boosey and Mr. Fir-
kin. By their sides eat two such hand-
some women! They wore a great quan-
tity of jewelry, and hed the casicst, most
amiling faces you ever saw. 'They entered
making & great noise, and I cowld sce that
the modesty of our friends Kept them in
the rear.  For they scemed almost afraid
of being secn.

%1 lhke that” said Kurz Pacha; it
shows that such stern republicans don’t
intend ever to appear delighted with the
gmiles of nobility.”

%The largest one 1 Madame la Mar-
quise Casia Diva,” said Mra. Potiphar,
scanniog them carefully, “I know her by
her patrician air. Vhat a splendid thing
blood is, to be auro ! ?

She gave hersell several minutes to
study the tloilette of the lady, while I
looked at the younger isdy, Countess de
Papillon, who had all kinds of little Aut-
tering ends of ribbons, and laces, and scal-
lops, and ruffles, and was altogether so
stylish!

“I soe now where Mr, Firkin gets his
elegant nmanners,” said Mra. Potiphar; “it
is » great privilege for young Americans
to be admitted familiarly into such society.
I now understand better the tono of their
convarsation when they refer Lo the French
salons.”

% Yeg, my dear medame,"” answered the
Pacha, “this iz indeed making the best
of one's opportunities  This is well worth
coming to Europe for. It is, in fact, for
this that Eurcpe is chiefly valuable to an
American, ak the experience of an observer
shows. Paris is, notoriously, the great
centre of historical and romantic interest.
To be suro Italy, Rome, Switzerland, and
Germany,—yes, and even Enﬁlnnd, vo
some fow objects of interest and attention,
But the really great things of Europe, the
superior interests, are all in Paris. Why,
just reflect. Here is the Caff de Paras,
the Trois Fréres and the Maizon Dorée,
I don’t think you aan get such dinners
elsewhere. Then, there is the Grand
Opers, the Comic Opers, and now and
then the Italian—I rather think that is
good music, Are there any such leatres
as the Faudenille, \he Farietés, and the
Montansier, where there is the most
dextorous halancing on the edge of de-
cency, that ever you saw; and when the
balance i lost, ag it always is, at least n
dozen timea every evening, the applause
is tremendous, showing Lhat the sudicnce
have such a pubtle sense of propriety that
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they can detect the slightest deviation
from the right line. Is there not the
Louvre, where, if there is not ths best
picture of a single great artist, there are
good specimens of all?  Will you please
Lo show me such a promenade as the
Boulevards, such fétes aa those of the
Champs Elysées, such shops rs those of
the Passages, and the Palais Royal?
Above all, will you indicats to such stu-
dents of mankind as Mr. Boosey, Mr.
Firkin and I—a city more abounding in
Fiquant littls women, with eyes, and coif-
ures, and toilettes, and fe ne sais quot,
" enough to make Diogenes a dandy, to ob-
tain their favor? I think, dear madama
you would be troubled to do it And
while thess things are Paris, while we
are sure of an illimitable allowancs of all
this in the gay capital, we do right lo re-
main  here, lLet who will, sadden in
monldy old Rome, or luzuriate in the
orange-groves of Sorrento and the south,
or wander among the ruing of the most
marvellous of empires, and the monu-
ments of art of the highest human genius,
or float about the canals of Venice, or woo
the Yenus and the Apollo; and learn from
the silent lips of those teachers a lore
sweeter than the French novelists impart ;
—let who wil), climb the tremendous Alps,
tind feel the sublimity of Switzerland as
he rises from the summer of Italian lakes
and vineyards to the winter of the glaciers,
or makes the lour of all ¢limates n o day
by descending those mountains toward
the south ;—let those who care for it, ex-
E]I:m in Geé-m;.ny the sol;.lerces of mo;_iel:l-n
istory, and the remota Eu:m ings of the
Ameer spint; ours be the Bonlevards,
the demoiselles, the operas, and the un-
equalled dinners. Decency requires that
we ghould see Rome, aud climb an Alp.
Weo will devots & summer week to the
one, and s winter month to the other
They will restore us renewed and re-
freshed for the manly, generous, noble,
and useful life wo lelu.ly m %s.ri.s.”

“ Admirably said,” returned Mrs. Poti-
phar, who had been studying the ladies
opposite whila the Paches was sposking
“but e little bit prosy,” she whispore]
to me.

It wou)d charm you to hear how intelli-
geotly Mra P. speaka about French so-
ciety, since that evening at the opera
When wo return, yon will find how nc-
complished she is. We've been here only
a fow weeks, and we already know all the
fashionshle shops, and a little more French,
and wo go to the confectioners, and eat
#eraring every wmorning at 12 and we
drive in the Bois de Boulogne in the after-
noon, and we dine splendidiy, and in the
evening we go lo the opers or a theatre,

The Potiphars in Pars,

401

To be surs we don't have much society
beside our own party. But then the ahop~
girls point out the distinguished women
to Mrs, Potiphar, so that she can point
them out when we drive,—and our
banker calls and keeps us up in gossip; and
Mra. Potiphar's maid, Adéle, is inesti-
mable in furnishing information, and Mr.
Potiphar geta a great deal out of his com-
misatonaire, and goes about studying his
Galignani’s Guide, and frequents the
English Reading Room, where, I am told,
he makes himself a little conspicuous
when he finds that Englishmen won't
talk, by saying “Oh! dear me!” and
wiping his face with a bandapps. He
usuall%r opens his sdvances by making
sure of an Englishman, and saying, * Bon
matin,—but, perhaps, sir, you don’t speak
Freuch.”

“You evidently do not,sir,” replied one
gentleman,

*No gir; you’re right thera” answered
Mr. P. But he couldn’t get another word
from his companion.

In this delightful round the weeks
glide by.

“You must be enjoying Fourselvea im-
mensely,” saye the Pacha. “You under
stand iifs, my dear Mrs. Potiphar. Here
you mre, speaking very little French, in &
city where the language is en almosphe
and where you are in no sense acelima
until you can speak it fluently—with all
French life shat out from you—living in
& hotel—cheated by butcher, baker, and
candlestick-maker—going to hear plays
that you imperfectly understand—ito an
opers where you know nobody, and where
your box is filled with your own country-
men, who aradelightful, indeed, but whom
you didn't come to Paris to sec.—con-
stantly buying a hundred thiogs becauss
they are pretty, and because you aro in
Paris—entirely ignorant, and quite as care-
less, of the historical interests of the city, of
the pictures, of the statues, and buildin
surrounded by celebrities of all kinds, of
whom you never heard, and therefore
lose the opportunity of seeing them,—
in fact, paying the most extravagant price
for every thing, and purchasing only the
consciousness of being in Paris-—~why, who
ought to be happy, and coasidered to be
having a fine time of it, if you are not?
How naturally you will sigh for all thia
when you retwrn, aud recur to Paris as
the culmination of human bliss! - Here's
my honored Potiphar, who hes this morn-
ing been taken to a darkened roow in a
grand old house, in a lonely, aristocratic
sireet ; and there s picture-agent has
shown him a splendid Nicolas Poussin,
Ea.i.nted in his primo for the family, whose

eir in reduced circumstances must now
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part with it at & tearful macrifice. Hon-
ored Pls friend, the commissionaire, in-
terprets this slory, while the agent slands
u.]c-ﬁy meditating the sacrifice with which
his dug acquaints him. Ile informs the
. through the friendly commie-
stonaire, that he has been induced to offer
him the picture, not only Lecause all
Americans have s0 fine a taste (as
his experience has proved to him) in
paintings, nor bLecause they are g0 much
more truly munificent than the nobility of
other nations, but because the heir in re-
duced circumstances wishes Lo think of
the picture as entirely removed from the
Fxssibility of being seen in Frame.
amily pride, which 15 almost crushed in
disposing of so great and valued a work,
would be entirely quenched, if the sale
were Lo be known, and the picture recog-
nized olsewhers. Mousieur ia & gentle-
man, and he will understand the feclings
of a gentleman under such circumstances.
The commissionsire and the picture-sgent
therefore preserve a profound silence, and
my honored friend leels for his red ban-
danne, and is not comfortable in the lonely
old house, with the picture and the people.
The agent says that it is not unusual for
the owner Lo visit the picture about that
very bour, to bear what chance tbere is
for ite sale. If this koock should be he,
it “would not he very remnarkable. The
beir cnters. He has & very heavy mous-
tache, dark bair, and & slightly Hebrew
cast of counlenance.

“ Mr. Potipber is introduced. The heir
contemplates the picture sadly, and he
and the agent point out its beauties lo
each other. In fine, my honored Potiphar
buya the work of art. To any one else,
of courss, in France, for instance, the price
should be tan thousand francs But the
French and the Americans have frater-
pized ; & thousand france shall be deducted.

“¥You see clearly it's quite worth while
wmjnito Paris to do this, because, I sup-
pose, there are not more than ten or twenty
artists at home who could paint ten or

twenty times a8 good & picture for a cﬁar- -
ra.

ter of the price. But you, dearest
P., who know all about pictures, natur-
Ih.lly don't want American pictures in your
o any more {han you want any thin
nhﬁme!knn there, ’ v
Y My ang friends and allies, Mesars.
Boosey, Firkin, and Cresus, say that they
come Lo Paria Lo see the world. They get
the words wrong, you know. They come
that the world (that is, their world at
bome,} may not see them. To accompany
Mesdames de Papillon and Casta Diva to
the opers, then to return to beautilully
fornished apartroenls to sup, and to pro-
long the enterlainment until morning, is
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what those charming youths mean wher
they say ‘see the world! To attend at

that réunion of the Haw! Ton, Monseur
Celarius’ dancing scademy, is to see good
society in Parig, after the msnner of
those dashing men of the worlid.—
It's amusing enough, and it's imnocent
enough, in il way. They won’t go very
far., They'll spend & good deal of money
for nothing. They’ll be plucked at gam-
ing-houses. They’ll be quietly laughed
at by Mesdamea de Papillon and Casta
Dive, and the male friends of those ladies
who enjoy the benefit of the lavich bounty
of our young OCreesuses and Firkins
They'll swagger a good deal, and take
airg, and mme bome and indulge in foreign
habits, now grown indispensable. They
will pronounce upen tho female toiletie,
and upon the gantier le plus comme il
Jaut,in Paria. They will beg your pardon
for expressing a little phrase in Frenc

to which, really, the English is inadequale
They will have, necessarily, the foreign
wir. Some of them will sctile away nto
business men, and be very exempiary.
Others will return to Paris, as moths to
the light, asserting that the only place for
a gentleman to live agrecably, to indulge
his tastes, and get the most for his money,
is Paris-—which is strictly true of such
geotlemen as they, A view of life that
starta from the dinner-table, inevitably
selecls Perig for its career.  For, obyious
ly, if you have Lo dine well you must live
where there is good cooking.

“You are rather worse off than the
young men, Mrs. P.; because you are
necessarily 80 much more confined
to the house. Unless, indeed, yon imi-
tate Mrs. Yite, who goes wherever the

tleamen go, and who is famous as

Américaine. If you like that sort of
thing, you can do a8 much of it as you
plesse, It will always surround you with
& certain kind of man—and withdraw
from your society a certain kind of woman,
and a certain kind of respect

“To conclude my sermon, ladies, Europe
is a charmed name o Americans, becaose
in Europe sre the fountaips of all our
education nod training. listory is the
stary of the other hemisphere ; the ruins
of empires, arts, and civilizations are there.
Now. if there is any use in living at all,
which I arg far from asserting, is it worth
while to get nothing out of Eurcpe but &
Emlon ged supper with Mademe Casta

iva, or & wardrobe of all the charming
dresses in Parix and a facility of scandal
which has all the wickedness and nomne of
the wit, of the finest Frenchwoman? 1
beg a thouemnd pardoos for preaching.
but the text was altogether too pregnant.”

And so0 Kurz Pacha whirled out of the
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rogm, hnmming & wallz of Strauns. He
has heard of his recall to Sennaar since
he has been here—and we shall hear
pothing more of him-  'We, too, leave Paris
in s few days for home, and you will not
hear from us again. Mrs. Potiphar has
been as husy as possible getting up the
greatest variety of dresses.  You will see
that she bas not heen to Paris for nothing.
Kurz Pacha asked us if we had been to
the Louvre where the great pictures are,
But when I inquired if there were any of
Mr. Dusselderf®s there, and he said no
why, of course, as he ia my favorite, and
I know more of his works than I do of
any others, I didn't go. There are some
very pretty things there, Mr. Boosey saya,
But ladies have no time for such mattera.

Do Eou know, the other evening we went
" to the ball at the Tuileries, and oh, it was
splendid. There were one duke, and three
marquesses, and & great many counts,
presented to me. They all said, “It's
charming, this evening ;* and I aaid, ¥ Very
charming indeed.” asn't it mce?

But you should have geen Mrs. Potiphar
when the Emperor Napoleon IIT. spoke to
her. You,know what & great man he is,
and what a benefctor to his country, and
how pure, and noble, and upright his pri-
vate character and carcer have been; and
how, as Kurz Pacha said, he ig radiant
with royalty, and honors every body (o
whom he speaks. Well, Mrs. P. was
presented, and sank almost to the ground
in her reverence. Butshe actually trem-
hled with delight when the Fmperor
eaid:

“ Madame, I remember with the great-
est pleasure the beautiful city of New-
York.”

Cassilerology.

468

affable in puch & t monarch towards
a mere republican ¥ I wonder how people
can stander him so, and tell such stories
about him. I mever saw a nicer man;
only be looks sleepy. 1 supposethe cares
of state oppress him, poorman ! But one
thing you may be sure of, dear Mm.
Downs, if people at home laugh st the
Emperor and condemn him, just find nut
if they have ever been invited o the
Tuileries. 1f not, you will understand
the reason of their hatred. Mrs. Potiphar
aays to the Americans here that she can’t
hear the Emperor spoken againet, for they
are on the beat of terms.

“Of course the French dislike him *
rays Mr, Firkin, who has a turn for poli-
ties, ** for they want a republic before they
are ready for it.”

How you would enjoy all this, dear,
and how sorry I am you are not here.
think Mr. Potiphar is rather disconsolate.
He whistles and looks out of the window
down into the garden of the Tuileriea
where the children play under the trees;
and as he leoks he etops whistling, and
gates sometimen for half an hour; and
whenever he goes out afterward, he is
gure to hu{n:omething for Freddy. When
the shopkeeper asks where it shall be
sent, Mr. P. sayas in & Joud, slow voice—

“ Hotel] Mureece, Kattery-vang-sank-o-
trorayaim.”

It is astonishing, aa Kurz Pacha mid
that we are not more respected abroad.
“ Foreignera will never know what yoa
really are,” gaid he to Mr, P, *until they
ch?ilmeg. ,t’o you. Your gring to them haa

Good-bye, dearest Mrs. Downe. We
are 0 sorTy to come homel! You won't

1 am sure the Empress Eugenie would  hear from us again,
have been jealous, could she have heard Your ever affectionate
the tone in which if was said. Wesn't it QinoLrnx.
CABSITEROLOGY.*

" A CHAPTER ON HONKT.

“ YWOREY, Money!” as the venershle

bottleman eays or pings. What
magic there is in that word, what a com-
hination of fanlasies floats upon the
brain at the merc mention! How much
of migery and unhappiness. of crime and
virtus, of grovelling avarico and nohleness
of soul, lica crowded within the shadow of
this dissyllable! Locke, Sir James Stuart,
and others have represented the scienco

of Money to be in ilself extremely simpls.
Bimple indesd! The proposition’ sa a
rule, is by me denied; the man borr, ac-
cording to the old adage, with & silver
spoon 10 his mouth, i8 ne? an illuatralion
of its truth; unlesa by deep study he has
acquired that porlion of the science which
teaclies him the indiscretion of putting
his silver apoon “up the spout.”
Panurge, when wade Castellan nf Sal-

*AdL ob Ti—a

Anage froen, (he CGresle
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migendin, ghowed his contempt for such
thecries as those propounded by onr
modern philosophers. His Castellany
involving & formidable rent-roll of *eac-
querclies et hannelons’! besides an im-
mense income in “ deniers cerigina®
how did ho exhibit his acquaintance with
the science deemed so simple? Let the
immortal suther tell it * Se gouverna
si bien o dentement, Monsieur la
noukey tellain, que sn motins de
qualorxe fours, il dilapida le reuente
ctzﬂain et fnceriain de ]:ra Chastel-
yne pour [roys ans, on re-
ment é:'fapida {omme vous mz
dire, en fondations de Monastéres, erec-
tions de temples, bastimens de Collieges,
hospitaulzr, ou iectan? son lard aux
chiens, Mais ndit en mille petitz
bancquety et festing ioyeulr ouucrs 4
lous venans, mesmement 4 tous bons
compaignons, icunes fillettes, ef mignon-
nes jaloyses. Abastan? boys, bruslant
les grosses souches pour o vente des
cendres, ant argent dauance, achap-
tan? chier, vendant 4 ben marché et
manyeant, son bled en herbe)’  And
how many s Panurge exists to the present
hour, when no science could teach the
folly of “ mangeant son bled en herbe !¥
For myself, albeit not blessed with the
gilver gpoon, or a revenue of cacquerolles
¢f hannefons, I bave found the seience of
all others the moat difficult of attainment.
1t has been the agingrum over which
I bave stumbled, ever gince money itself,
and the fifth proposition of Euclid, that is
to say, the need of the one, and the solu-
tion of the other, first thrust themselves
(and it waa abont the same period) npon
my juventillli aigbtintion. I nover attempted
to pass that bridge but my so jade
suddenly became lame, y o
It is an admirsble illustration of man’s
nature that we find it recorded in the
works of ancient sages, that money had
;‘% erisltgn:;d 1.:1&1 the third age of man,
8 g0 ilver ages had passed awn
{unless Qalifbrnis and South Au.stmlii
are deomed & return of the former), and
maz sought not o barter his soul for
dross. The iron age arrived ; and lo!
“ effodiuntur opes.’”” Ilow like buman
perverseness and discontent! 'The iron
age in present Lo the majority of us, and
we gigh in vain for the gold and the silver,
The philosopher's stone which was to
thia base meta! once again into
gold, was not dreamt of until man, ever
active in devising schemes for his own
misery, had assigned, in the words of a
decsased statesman ® of (reat Britain,
“an arbitrary and conventional value to
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money,” a8 & medium of that berter and
exchange which had alone previously and
primitively exisled,

Man haa been represcnted as essentially
& cooking animal ; he might, with at least
oqual truth, be described as s coining
one. Immortal Shakspearo makes Shy-
lock ask—

% Hath & doy money ? Can & eox
Laend thes three thonsand docats? ™

The same unanswerable question might
be propounded of every other creature in
creation, except man. Traverse the globe
in its Jength and breadth, and in its most
savege wilds, we find money in some
shape or other in use as & means of barter
snd trede. If wo believe Captain Hall
indeed, there is one blissful spot on earth,
from which the golden age has not passed
awny. The inhahitants of the Loo-choo
Islands, according to this traveller, are the
only people on the earth who retain the
primitive custom of barter and exchange.
“They appear,” says be, “lo bave mo
money, and from all we could see or hear,
they are even ignoraut of jta use—the
set 0o value on Spanish dollars!® and Lo

out in its perfection the simplicity
of the “ Aurea @tas’ they had no arms
or weapons of any kind.

* Fortunalog nimium sia of boma morind ™
Mow soon will communication with the
civilized portion of creation teach these
peaceful islanders the value of Spantsh
dollars, and place & pistol in the hands of
the covetous wherewith Lo revel in the
gpoils of assarsination.

Apropos of the Loochoo Islanders, the
following anecdote, which I have met
with, will not here be out of place. When
this Loochoo policy wus mentioped to
Bonaparte, he broke forth, “No arms!
sacre! how do they carry on war then?™
A “Chancellor of the Exchequer,” is said
to have cxclaimed, “ No monmey! bless
me! how do they carry an the govern-
ment 7"

But the Loo-choo Islanders long ere thia
present day have, if I mistake pot, me-
quired & knowledge of both money and
firearms. I have not however any work
in my possession that contradicts Captain
Hall.

I have gaid that man is a cotning BS
well a3 a cooking animal, and I would
add, that in the greater portion of the
civilized world at least, thesa two opera-
tions 80 peculiarly human, bear » striking
connection the one with the other.

“T1a money makes the pot boll,™

gaith the old adage, more ingeniously than
classically rendered hy the Roman ideal

& Mr, Hoskimen
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imen of “Aurnm potabile * (pot-u-bile}—the
un is execrable, but the idea is perfect.
e fable of Cleopatra’s expensive draught
i realized daily, and gold is held in solu-
tion by a process, unknown at least to
chemiatry.
“ Totable gold in goldec cup,”

is gulped down in rivers of golden sherry,
aud giller-y chamnpagne whose peculiar
excellence consists in the extreme costli-
ness, which has banished thern from all
tables, save thoso of our modern Luculli,
Writing of wine and ils costly excellence
reminds me of Horace's invilation to his
friend and patron, Mocanas, and of the
expressive lerms in which the invitation
is oouched, Horace was no Lucullus.
Hig Sabine villa possessed but & Sabine
cellar ; he could offer his friend no ancient
Falernian,—the cenlenary crust of port
and golden solution from Xeres; he bi
him tasie his Sabine wine—>Sicily, Madeira,
or Teneriffe—and showed the discrim-
ination of & man of tasta unable to in-
duige his patron sccording to his slation,
by promising to render his punishment
ks light a9 possible, by the aid of small
“Yile potatls ¥otroms SBabinom
Cawrgazm'
He was right; il ono must condescend to
Teneriffe, the smaller the glasses the bet-
ter! Would that some friends I wot of
would think so. But I wander, W
st [ have said, is & coining snimal. I de
not allude Lo that portion of the genus
Aumagnum, known in aslang language as
b Smnsh;-‘:j,”-—unliccnsed coiners, blind
enthusiasts, —whose passion for the proflle
of the fabled *Goddess of Liberty” oft
leads to & place where they are deprived of
“ Liberty  itself —I spesk of man as a
social animal, distinguished from the other
beasis of the crention, and he, I repeat, is
solely and essentially a coining animal.
By the way, they must have had * Smash-
ers” even in the days of Plautus, who
puis the following accusation in the mouth
of one of his characters: * Tace sis faber,
ui cidere soles plumbeos nummos.” What
iscovery, I will ask, of modern times, can
oompare with that which first introduced
into the world money a8 an abstract en-
tity, possessing weight, face, form, and solid
being 7  Printing, Steam Railroads, Pho-
tography, the Electrie Telegraph, nay,
Phonography itself! Faugh! what were
all these, or any of them, without Money ?
The world would have existed in primitive
barbarity, were it not for this gosd to
wealth, aud mank, and distinction above
our fellows; and i we believe the his-
torians of the day, or some of them, this
primitive barbanty, being primitive mno-
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cence, arts could not hawe existed, and
sciences must have been wanting, in the
want of means.

The scientific Tesources of man’s mind
arg, 88 yet, not one-half developed for
want of the money necessary to test them.
I firruly believe, the philasopher's stone
and perpeiual motion only lie undiscovered
because there has not been money encugh
in the world to bring to perfection the
experiments,—what will be cffected, when

the gold of California is coined, re-
mains, in all probability, for future gone-
rations to witness,

It is to Creeaua, the golden crucible of
Lydia, whose wealth ig handed down to ua
in A proverb, that the world is indebtod
for coined metals.

Let the “fast young men" of the pre-
Bent day set down in tbeir memoria
techmica, that about the year 3400 of
the world, Craxsus coined his ereesi, which

I imagine must have been gold or silver.

I do not profeas to have authority for
my etymology, but may not the verns-
cular, which stends proxy for “a bribe,’—
“lo grease the palm,” be a corruption
from o Lydian saying—

Kenoew v xalauny.

I do pot know that such saying exis

but it is at least possible ; hesyu;:g, Crmﬁ
made (Freece pay tribute to Lydia whose
pelm was thus Greeced somewhat
after the “Black Mail™ system, which
moderu genius has made so popular. The
abcienls were not averse to & pun, now
and then, and we have at least two ine
stances of 50 solemn & matter being made
the subjoct of their jemr de mots. The
Athenians, for example, stamped some of
their coins with an ox (Bos), and from
them derivod & proverb on a Iawyer whose
sloquence kept pace with the amount of
his fes, that he had “ Bos in lingua ¥ (an
ox on his tongue). Again, the geople of
Agina impressed a tortoise {7kstudo)
on their coins, which gave rso to the
saying, “ Virtolem et sapientiam vincunt
lestuiines.” 'The Lydians may have
made & similar joke on their Cresi—but
this par parenthéss : but as I said befors,
1 think the Cr@si must have been either
gold or gilver,—or both. Copper money
was, beyond doubt, the invention of Dariua
the Meds, who, about the same time, coined
his Darws or Dark-mons, and they are
called Harkies, or Brownies, by those
elegant sciona of the human stock, for
whose especinl purposes they must have
been invented, Lo this day. But to retorn
to the spot from whence we started. Man
is & coining a8 wel!l a3 a cooking animal—
by the way, cooking-—that is, good cook-
ing; none of your gueer, greasy stews of
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s boarding-honse cuisine, but your real
French gotid, small but piquant--good
oooking i3 the very perfection of human
egjoyment, if—and the if? shows the
sonnection between cooking and ooining—
{4/ you have the coin to weet the exigen-
cics of Soyer, and his book, moro precrous
than the Sanserit Mythology. Indeed,
perfection of cooking is in itself divigu—
“ CGods are Immartal only for thalr foed ™

I hope I shall not bo considered dis-
oursive; but my discourse would be im-
perfect did I not show the influence of
money in &ll the phases of life. Man,
however, is a coibing Animal, and when
the precious metals have not boen attsin-
able, man has indulged this innate pro-
pensity, hy the substitution of any thing
which would bear the impress of that
asbalistic effigies necessary to inmvest it
with the dignity of ooinage. Seneca ob-
serves, that there was anciently stamped
money of leather (Cotium formA publicA
lmpressum}, and the Hollanders, in 1574,
cotned great quantities of pastebo
about the first instance we have on recor
of the use of “ paper moncy.” The an-
dient Britons, says Sir Jobn Sinclairin his
* Rernarka cte., respecting the proceedinga
of the Bullion Committee,”” * used iron
ringe or plates as money; and the Spar-
lans preferred iron bars quenched in vine-
gur, that they might not serve for any
dther purpoes.”

Previoualy to the grard discovery of
King Crxsun, money was weighed, not
eoined, Abraham, we read, weighed the
four hundred shekels which he gave for
his burying-place. Joseph was sold for
twenty shekels weight of silver. Jere-
miab weighed the seventecn shekels of
dilver, which he gave for his cousin’s field,
The Jows are not found coibing money
antil sbout the year 3860, when Antiochus
gidete? gn:vef Simon the Maccabee a

privilege” for that purpose, an earl
tnatancaof a “Moneyedph{onopoly.” Th’;
Romans are said 0 heve bogun to coin
mlver about A.w. 3735, and gold in 3797.
The states of Europe did not so far pro-
Ed'v.u in cvilization untidl the time of

ward Third, who ooined his forences,
nobles, rose nobles, and a small gold coin,
ralued at twenty pence, called “ farthings
of gold.”

Simple as our modern philesophers do-
acribe money to be, we still find them
differing even in their definition of the
term. The celebrated Adam Smith, in
his “Wealth of Nations” calls money
“ the great wheel of circulation,” and paper
money, “anew and leas expensive wheel ;"
bot Hume, in his “ Political Discourse,”
Bays, “money is nous of the wheels of
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Trade; it is the osd which rendera the
motion of the wheels more smooth wnd
eagy,” Were I naked to which of these
deflnitions 1 would subscribe, I reply un-
hogilatingly, the lalter; but L woul\:[yndd,
at the rame time, that it falls inBnitely
short of the subject It i the grease by
which men glide to honors—it is & cos-
metic more power{ul than all the efforts
of the most famed perfumer could accom-
plish, giving beauty to the most hideous,
and rendering graceful the most deformed.
Like the elixir of Dulcamara, it trapsfers
to the widow of matured yesrs, the nitrap-
tion of the maiden of eighteen :
U Per questo Loocs & 2ans
In breve saitimacs
Pio d'uns sfBits vedoTa
IH plungers casdo,”

% Put money in thy purse,” gays I
“ Rem quo-cu{nque maodo ’mmg s:g;:
Horace. Money, to use & modern phrase-
ology, is the * great fact” of life. It is
the ouchsione of friendship, the test of
virtue, the standard of genfility, and the
hinge of society. It is the bane of mor-
tality, and at the same time a universal
specific for all mortal bills.

# It will make a man* says Burton, in
his chartoing “ Anatomy of Melancholy,”
“run to the Antipodes, or tarry at home
and turn Parasite, fye, flatier, prostitule
himself, awear, and bear false witness; be
will venture his body, kill & king, mur-
ther his father, and dmnn his socul to
comne at it,"—and he gives an illustration.
“Lucian’s Timon,” sayshe, “when he
lived in prosperity, was the sole spectacle
of Greeer, only admired ; who but Timon ?
every body loved, honoored, applauded
him ; each man offered him his advice,
and sought to be kin to him; but
when his gold was spent, his possensions
gone, farewell, Timon; nome o wugly,
none 50 deformed, s¢ odious an object as
Timon ; no man 60 ndiculous oo & sud-
den; they gave him s penny to buy a
rope ; n¢ man would know him."

e 6ee Timons daily. Like Panurge,
they have consumed their *revenue cer-
tain et incertain,’” in a thousand * pelits
banquelz,” and eaten the * bled en herbe,
and, like Timon, “ws peany to buy s rope,”
is all they can hepe from the hand of
friendship, in their impoverished condition.

Fielding starts an hypothesis, some-
where in his writings, that if a ocriain
nurmber of boys were brought up, from
their inl'anc’y, in the belief that the * Royal
Exchange * were the Kingdom of Heaven,
and were constantly inspired with a suit-
ahle awv of it, and instructed that it
would be glorious and godiike to defend it,
the great majority of them would after-
warde cheerfully sacrifice their lives in ita



1853.]

defence, or at any rate, be induced for &
trifle to set it on fire. The ides is a sin-
gular one, but it ia founded on reason. It
is & common mode of expression, to say of
. g-rn.spin%nnd avariious man, “that his
money is hia god ;" and in what carthly
Olympus could that god be more appro-
priately seated, than the spot suggested
hy Mr. Fielding. To suppose that he {one
of the Lwoys} would be a party to another
conflagration of the dwelfing—plwu of his
deity, would be a stretch of imagination,
uowerranted by any humen experience.
To carry out the hypothesig then, itis
only necessary to bring up youth in the
thorough knowledge of “the science of
money."

By nature 4]l men areequal ;" money
first made man above his fellows. 1t was
well gaid by a witty French iady, who
bad remarked the ingenuity of a footman,
who belonged to & men of high quality,
who was a3 ugly and stupid a9 his servant
was the reverse, “II faut avouer que Ig
natuyre n’est pas aristocrate,” Man was
oot created an Astor, with & yard of rent-
roll in his breeches pocket,

It i3 not to bo wondered at, that mso
prominent a subject in this world's pil-
grimage, should have soquired for itself,
in all Janguages, so extensive and varied
oomenclature. In the Latin we find it
called nummus, pecuni, res, and I know
not how many words beside are used to
express this mysterious agent of human
happiness; not, however, to pursue our
inquiries into the too generally ¥ unknown
lopgues,” our own vernacular surpasses
most other lengunges with which 1 am
acquainted, in the variety of terma in which
to recognize the great cause of af! national
greatness and much of our individual
IMIEETY.

Mrs. Piozai, in her most amusing work
on English Synonymes, gives many of the
titles with which this pluralizer of human
digmity is invested in the English tongue,
“* Money, cash, assets ready rhino, chin
corianders !* but ghe hasomitted ** Rocks,”
% Dust, Mopusses,” and I know not what
others ; and she has failed lo record that
most expressive idiom contained in the
demand to “Shellout.” Neither has Mrg
Piozzi gone to the depth of etymology of
which thest numerous terms aro suscep-
tible. “ Uash,” she would have us to un-
derstand to derived from the Freoch
“caisse,” the strong box in which it is
kept—a sort of mefonymy which subst-
tutes the thing containing for the thing
conlained ; but Mra. Piozzi is fond of
tropes and uses another to derive the
meaning of the word “ assots.” *“When
s man dies,” payas she, *his execulers and
their attormey begin to inquire if he has

-
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assets?” (meaning assez~enough) sof-
ficient for the payment of debts, legacies,
&c. M. Piozzi did not live in & certain
country I wol of, or she would not have
used s0 profound s synecdoche to de-
scriba the meaning of that term, which,
to be there realized, would e a miracle
worthy of record, and which it never en-
tered into the mind of cne executor to
inquire. As well might the exceutors of
Marryait’s “ Lying Caplain,” have sought
for nssets, according to our synonymist’s
* dertvatur,” in the foolscap which com-
prised hiz will. We will take it then as
explained by tho trope-—a part for the
whole: but here Mrs. Piozzi stands still.
Bo it my task to search the regions of
etymology for some traces of origin to
terms which enter so largely into the
communication of human existence ; but
which she has treated asa % mera jargon
of schoelboys and apprentices,” underived
and underivable. “ Cole,” for example,
what can bo more easy 7 Sovercigns we
know were wont to perpetuate their
pames in the coins of their cmpires, thus
we have aummus from Numa, and not
to go further back, the Louis d'ors and
Kapoleons.  Cole, then, was obviously
derived from the sovercign of that nam
sud elthough my acquamtance with thoe
history of King Cole is imperfect, heing
confined to the rhymes commencing with
the couplet—

“Old King Jola
W s morry old acal™

his kingly dignities are nevertheless as-
gocisted with my early recollections, and
it ig impoasible to supposs that so con-
viviel a monarch did not pay for hia
plessures and his luxuries with right
royal coin. e oo coined his © Coles.”

Rhino, is still more clear. The term
wad tho obvious coinage of some classio
victim, who with the ignorance of ‘‘men
and menners* peculiar to the bookwer
had been made to pay © through the nose,
until his patrimony was awamped and his
substance bad evaporsted through his
nasal conduit. Piw, pives (Rin, Rinos)—the
derivation is a8 obvious as, snd far more
happy than, many of the elaboratc speci-
mens which modern etymologists have
furnished to the world.

* To down with the dust” would mani-
festly nppear to be derived from California,
although the discovery of tho suriferous
deposils are of so recent an origin; yet
from where else could it have come, than
from a land where, before the existence of a
“mint" or “assay offic,” payinents were
compelled to bo made in that very pal-
pabie powdar, known by the rather enti-
cing uppellation of “gold dust.” “To
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ahell out,” hag certainly had its origin in
those bleased countries in the Asiatic con-
tinent, in which mankind finds the one
thing needful, the rem of which Horaca
apesks, in the form of small white shells,
called cowries. We might go further in
our etymological inquiries, but I fear to
tire the reader. There are, however, one
or two other spuctmens of the vernacular
to which I cannot avoid allusion,—the
first out of respeet to the great political
name of & deceased man to whose glory
it is dedicated. A shilling is commonly
designated, hy Lhe lower classes of “cock-
neys,” s & * Bob " 50 called, beyond all

uestion, in honor of the great terrestrial

eity, who presided over a ¥ metallic eur-
rency,” the renowned Sik RoexrT PrEL.
To come now Lo our own glorious land:
our * Eagles ;" the term wung doubtless
derived from the splendid bird who
figures so largely upon our national ‘es-
cutcheon, because he enjoya the “largest
liberty,” and becauss he rules supreme
over all the inhabitants of the air—as the
“ manifest destiny” of the Union is lo
embraco in ber motherly arms every acre
of land, and every fhthom of water be-
tween the two great oceans.

¥Truth,” saya the moralist, *ia strange
—stranger than fletion.” Bomewhat tho
same may be said of Money; at least T
have found it so. To derive ila fictitions
representatives i3 easy enongh, but in my
researches for the fhing itself, I have
filed—uttorly failed. There are som
who soern by nature $o have been gi
with that peculiar species of alchemy,
which enables them, Midas-like, lo turn
all they touch into gold. Whether these,
like their great prototype, are, in the gen-
erality of cases, caleulated still further to
illustrate the rame fable, may be rather a
matter of opinion, but it must he confessed
that the “ass’s ears® which in his case
accompaoied the gift, are oot necessarily
separated from the posscession of the same
talent, even in the every-day life of our
own era.

“8ir,” gaid & communicative gentleman
whom I chanced recently to meet in an
evening stroll in the * village ” where I re-
gide—'‘Sir,” eaid he, in replytos question
of mino aa to the name and occupation tlalf
e person of gingular appearange, who
saluted my compagnl;lon in our walk, as we
passed the *stranger”—* Sir, that manis an
extraordinary illustration of ‘the ailver
spoon’ philosoptiy.  He is one of those curi-
osiﬁeﬂLwhich aro only met with once in an
age—be is & man of immense woalth, eir,
for which he never labored for s single
hour. Had he been left to his wita to gain
his bread, the proba.hﬂ.i?isi he would have

a8 poor a8 you or 1—1 beg your par-
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don, sir, T ought only to apesk of my-
mol?—”] “8ir," I obeerved,  you may join
me in the aategory.”” * 8ir” requrned my
companion, “if that man walks en the
Kew-York Exchange, with the view to in-
vest a few thousands in seme stock
or other, it is sure lo fail at least five per
cent.; snd if in the naxt week he fancies ta
sell out, be is cerfain Lo find it increased
full twenty per cent. above par! His pat-
rimony conssted of some hundred seres of
misershle land in the Stato of — with &
hut on it, unfit for a Christian dwelling.
Those hundred acres, &ir, are now the cel-
ebrated “ copper mines,”” which he spared
on coming of age to the —— Minmg An-
sociation, for the trifling considerstion of

$500,000. He is now here to take pos-
session of that eplendid property on the
other side of the river, within our view,

which has become his as the beir of some
relative whom he never saw, and of whom
perhaps he had mever heard Waalth

¢omes Lo him hy pature, and I have been
10 by & very sage and discreet fe-
male relative of hie, that his lock hag been
entirely owing lo the mystieal fact of ber
having presented to him n battered old

silver te st the moment of his
birth,” ¥ But he is not utterly ignorant,™
I observed, “Ignorant, sir'—he's the

greatest fool ar‘tl)d dal.tnce under heaven—hao
can read, but barely manages to sign his
name, and still iz worth his millions ! *
“Would that I had had that silver
spoon,” ¢jaculated I, hall mentally. * Sir?’

replisd my companion, emphatically,
“ Einu men ont of ten would have
pawned it.”

I was gilent.

I know not why, but that silver spoon
haunted my dreama, both day and night,
for some definite period within the bounda
of reason. Shades of sunts maternal! To
Deborahs and Dorothye, who with ali the
modesty which appertmined to your an-
cient spinstership, administered caudle
at the hour of my nativity, and lent your
greetinga to a doting parent on my pri-
mogeniture, could ye not have raked from
the depths of your tea-caddy some mys-
terious relic to sanctify my horosoo?o—
was there oot & “battered teaspoon’ in
the family to bless me with its alchemy 7
Baut it is passed. I beliove the moment
of my enirance into life was recorded in
the family Bible with & plummet, and [
have felt the influence of its metal ever
since. My moneys are too frequently
“ plumbeos nummos’—a load m my
breeches pocket, which, whenever I strive
Lo riss, drage mo Lo tho bottom.

Reader! I do not entertain a con-
temptuoue disregard of money. It s
fashionable style of philoasphy, to possces
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& thorongh contempt for wealth, and this
is especially found amongst author?
pocts, painters and the numerous herd o

mortals who possess none of it! With
guch ell money is as spurious as the
grapes were sour to the fox. The com-
parison, | confoas, is somewhat hackneyed,
yet, for the life of me, I cannot conceive,
why & rich man should not be happy in
spite of all that poets and pauper fiferati
have eaid to the contrary. The man who
invented the fable of # Gyges and Aglaua ®
wee some disappointed  penny & liner,”
who starved upon his “as” per diem—
and ‘‘ asse8 ” were his fitting prey—that
fellow could never hope to pass the pons
asingrum which conuects those banks
between w(li:i-cthhe # scienaethof money’t:
is depoerted. & wealthy moosarc

of Lydia, whoaoycgfgﬁ were a.{ plentiful
a8 “leaves in Vallombroga,” consulted an
oracle—some poor DEVIL—in order to
learn who was “the happiest man.” Now
I pause & moment at this slage of the
fable to criticize its moral. The ohject
of Gyges, we sec, was to learn if thero
were 8 happier man than he, Then
Gyges was happy—what! & rich man
bappy 7 A man who stood so well at his
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banker’s imagine that no onc else could
be so happy ! Impossible! But it is 8o
reader; and now for the sequel. Gyges
asked the oracle for & happicr man; snd
the oracle, to the surprise of Gyges, whe
fully expected to hear himself pamed, re-
plied * Aglaus® This Aglaus turned
oat, upon mquiry, to be & rustic, who grew
a few greens for the Lydian market. J
have & most complete contempt for all
such oracular fallncies. Imagine, reader,
some one of our merchant princes, or
other millionaire, searching the sibyliine
leaves of laat year's almanac! or exiend-
ing his palm to the fortune-teller at
Bernem's, in order to find a happier fel-
low than himself, and imegine him refer-
rod to Terence McShane, who cultivates
“upon ahares ' & beautiful ¥ potato patch™
in some almost unknown locality st the
Far West. No!no! I ammo disciple of
that school ; “enough,” they will tell us,
“ig n& good as a feast.” True—but * the
greater contains the less”™ and I should
like to see the principles upen which
this well-known axiom may beinverted,
in the case of money. If to posscss
eoough be happiness, by what reasoning
is more than emough tho reverse?

ROQUEN,

FLACE DL Li FUCELLE.

HERE blooms the legend fed with time and chance,
Fresh as the morning, though in centuries old ;
The whitest lily in the shield of Franee,

With heart of virgin gold.

Along this square she moved, sweet Joan of Arc,
With face more pallid than a day-lit star,

Half seen, balf doubted,

while befors ber dark

Stretched the array of war.

Swift furled the battle-smoke of lying breath

From off her path, as if & wind had blown,

And showed no faithless king, but righteous death
On the low, wooden throne.

He would reward her; she who meekly wore

Alike ber gilded mail and peasant gown,

Meekly received one earthly honor more,—
The formless, fiery crown.

A white dove trembled up the heated air,

And in the opening zenith found its goal ;

Soft as a downward feather fell 8 prayer
For each repentant soul.
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THE PACIFIC RAILROAD AND HOW IT I8 TO BE BUILT.

A RAILROAD from the Missiasippi to
California or Qregon is a foregone con-
clusion! Stupendous as the enlerprise
seerns, rivalling in grandeur and surpassing
in usefulndas any work that the genius of
man has hitherto undertaken,—the Pyra-
mids of Egypt, the great Roman Military
Roads, the Simplon of Napoleon—it hag
been decided that it must be built. Mr.
‘Whitney, the picneer of the scheme, said
long since that it should be built; Colonel
Benlon has said that it should be; the
Memphis and St. Louis conventions have
eaid it should be; and the newspapers have
said it must be, which settles the ques-
tion. Surveying parties, appointed by the
Government 1o explorc the routes, are
alrcady oo the ground ; a company for
the purpose has Leen chartered by the
State of New-York, whose books are
opened with a subscription of nearly ﬂg{
millions of dollars, and the Congress whi
masembles this month will be called upon
to end all doubts about the colossus of
roads, by giving it some national sanction,
It is needless, then, for us to say any
thing either of the advantages or the prac-
ticability of the undertaking, as both sul-
joects appear to have been finally exhaust-
ed ; and yet, a glance at them, in the outset
of what we may have to urge, will not be
i.naFFEmprinte.
¢ primary ohject of a road to the Pa-
cific is to facilitate mccess to the opuleot
commerce of the East, which has been the
golden vision of all ages and nations, and
the inseparable accompaniment in its
growth and deeay, of their rise and fall ju
civilization, power and splendor. From
earliest times the wild Arab of the desert

has followed his trackless and burming.

path in pursuit of it; the hardy Indian
mariner has braved the terrers ol the un-
koown Indian seas ; the laboring caravans
of Egypt bave made their slow and perilous
journeys; and the semi-robber bands of

urkey heve encouniered the storms snd
currents of the Caspian, and surmounted
the spurs of the Himalayahs in the midst
of savage and plundering enemies. It was
the trade with the East which reared the
salid walls end niagnificent temples of
Petreea, Baalbee, Palmyra, Tyre, Alexan-
dris and Byzantium ; which gave domirion
and glory successively to the Assyrian, the
Persian, the Tyrian, the Greek, the Roman,
tha Venctian, the Portuguese, the Duich,
and the English ; which winged the light
hark of the Northman, in his desperate
northern cruises ; which enliced the hold
meritime expeditions to the southern capa;
which impelled the spirit of adventure to

the discovery of the Americas; which
prompted Columbus to his daring voyages;
which fired the ambition and ferocity of
Cortez ; which led the chivalric but ruth-
lesa De Solo 1o the shorea of the Missis-
eippi ; which guided Cartierand Marquetto
and La Salle into the deptha of the west-
crn wilderness; which drew Carver, and
Henrne, and McKenzie acrosa the Rocky
Mountaing, and which, in still 1ater limes,
has sent the inirepid Fraoklin to perish
wmong the Arctic snowe.

All the powers that have ever guined
foothold upon the American continent
have endeavored to open a highway of
communicalion to its western &lopes.
When the Spaniards possessed Louisiana,
the Barop de Carandelet, Governor Gen-
eral of the Province, under the sanclion
of Charles IV,, undertook the discovery
of it by way of the Missouri River; the
British sought itat much costand h
in the higher latitudes which bound the
Columbia ; the Mexicans and vheir allies
have cndeavored to find it in Lthe isthmua
of Panama, and the Americans, at the in-
stigation of Mr. Jefferson, made the mme
attempt when they commissioned the in-
domitable bands of Lowis and Clarke.
Science, energy, money, time, cournge. and
life have all been expended in the search ;
Humboldt has devoted his mirsculons
knowledge to it, and Fremont his no lesa
mirsculous practical energy ; and now, as
the result of all, the judgment of the world
has gettled into s conviction that the only
means of an essier, cheaper, and speedier
intercourse with the teeming millions of
Asin, is by an iron road from the Valley
o_fﬁthc Mizsinsippi to the bays of the Ps-
cifle.

The passages to the East, aa e bod
probably knows, are now m-d‘:,r{st, hJr
the Moiliterranean Sea to Cairo, througz
Suez, the gulf of Aden, and Bombay to
Canton; 2d, eround the Capa of Good
Ht:l:n to Calcutta and thence to Canton;
and 3d, by the Isthmue of Panama, and
thence to Shnn%hni. The nearest of thess,
which is partly by steamer and partly over-
land, is 9,658 miles from London, or
about 120 days; the longest. which is
by the Cape, 18 18,500 miles rom Liver-
Eoul, or 170 days’ sail ; while the route

¥ the Isthmus from Liverpool is 12,900
miles, or 63 days for steamers and 130 for
sailing vessele. From New-York to Cap-
tou, by the Cape roule, is 20,000 miles,
and hy the Isthmus 10,400, or 51 days’
steaming and 125 days’ sil. Now, com-
pared with these, a route across this conti-
nent wonld place Liverpool within 37 days
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of Shanghai, and New-York within 25
days, which would be a saviog of more
than half the time by tho shortest of the
other routes, and more than two-thirds
of it by the longesl. 'While, acoording Lo
the aalculationa of the most experienced
men, there would be an equivalent redue-
tion in the expenses of transportatio
and mors than an equivalent increass o
profit, in the new markets, both along our
weslern coast and among the islands of tha
South Pacific, which the additional facili-
ties of intercourse would open. Thus, we
sec at & glanca, that a railroad, such as is
now proposed, would render the people of
the United States the masters of the in-
conceivable wealth of the 300,000,060 of
China, of the 50,000,000 of Japan, and of
the other growing millions that are seon
destined to fill the gold-bearing fields of
Australin. Europe would be compelled
to make her trade tributary to ours, and
the young Republie, which the Despotisms
have affected so often Lo despise, bound yet
stronger to internal unity by the cords of
sympathy and interest, would give the law
of freedom Lo the world. A new Rome,
in the extent of her grandeur and strength,
she would be better than Rome, in the
display of the one and the exercise of the
otber ; for she would spread her arts, not
by the foree of her arms, but by the gentler
policy of commerce, united to the moro
gloricus persuasions of Christianity.

As to the practicability of the Pacifle
road, there is room perhaps for some
doubt, but not, we think, on & mature
oonsideration, for any dursble scepticism.
The way is long, it is true; the most of it
through a wilderness; the dificulties of
streams and mountaing are formidable,
for the alreams are among the largest on
the globe, and the mountains among the
highest ; the prospects of immediate gain
from regions where there are no settle-
ments, sre not the most flatiering; and
the expenditnrei)eboth of money and life,
which would required, prodigious.
One hundred millions of dollars, and ten
years at least of the severest labor, on the
part of an immense army of workmen, are
outlays that £ill the imagination with
feelings akin to awe. It would seem as
if human muscles and the human brain
were unequal W the task, The vast works
of the oriental despots, whose ruins, as
they now lie scattered among the sands,
fill us with wonder and admiration, dwin-
dle in the compariron with this worl,and
we should be utierly staggered hy the
thought of % were we not sustained hy
the consciousness of a power greator than
that of any monarch who ever flourished
==the power of the Poople, working with
implemnenta which modern genius has dis-
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coverad, and with an energy which Ame-
rican {reedom could alone tspire. What,
indeed, has not the enterprise of our coun-
trymen of itself, without regarding that
of other nations, accomplished within the
last twenty years? It has comstructed
13,000 miles of railroad; it has built
5,000 miles of canal ; it has twined around
themn 16,000 milea of telegraphs; it has
sent forth 12,000 ships; it has covered
the lakes aud the occans with gigantic
gteamers ; it has brought into cultivation
millions of acres; it has erected innu-
merable factories; it hag roared a multi-
plicity of villages and cities; it has pub-
lished myriads of newspapers ; and it has
seattered its charitios broadcast to all na-
tions. Surely, then, two thousand miles
of railroad more is not an impossibility !
Who that atands on the wharves of New-
York and sces the ahiploads of emigrants
that are landed every day—who that
watches a township of farmers and
mechanicg leaving Buffalo every weck
for the Far-West ; who that sees a city
like Chicago, for instance, rising from the
bosom of & prairie on which the solitary
traveller heard the wolves howl not lon,
gineo ; who that beholds the countless an
populous caravans that yearly cross the
great desert lowards the Rocky Moun-
tains, can distrust the resources or the de-
termination of his country? Ah no! if
statintics, caleulations, the readigess of
companies to crmbark in it, did not prove
it, we should still exclaim—the Pacific
Railroad is & foregone cooclusion! Tt
may not be finished as speedily as its sao-
guine friends anticipate, hut it must and
will bo huilt

A reilroad Lo the Pacifie, considering
the present resouroes of the Tnited States,
and the state of opinion among us, is not
8o impractieable an undertaking, either in
the appearnnce or the reality, as the Erie
Canal was, for the State of New-York,
under the circumstances in which it wsas
first agitated and begun,  Auy body who
can recall the condition of things sonie
forty yenrs ago, wheno Clinton and his
compeers suppested the feasibility of con-
necting our vast inland seas with the
ocean, by a ¥ big diteh,” which was to bo
dug for several hundred miles through an
inhospitable wilderness will rememnber the
morsrohstm:les as well as the material
difficulties which they had to encouoter—
the quickset hedges of hostile and incredu-
lous opinion, quite as impenetrable as the
broad mcres of rock, and the long miles of
forest. Even Mr. Jefferson, whose hopeful
and springing confldence in the futare, led
his genius Lo anticipate and predict nearly
every stcp in advance that his country has
gines made, pronounced the scheme to be oue
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which was just & century ahead of the day.
Yet the Erie Canal was built,—under all
the disadvantages of being n State work, at
& period when private opinion had not been
thoroughly arcused to the importance of
such internal communications,—and justi-
fied the hopes of its early friends, by pour-
ing into the pockets of the fartmers and
merchants of the Stats, a profugion of
wealth, and comenting for ever the honds of
political and social union.

Now, since that day, our people have
noquired & large fund of expericnce and
tonviction as to the need of these internal
ties; they have vastly more knowledge as
to tbe best methods of constructing both
capals and railronds; they are richer in
capital, and possess larger quantities of dis-
poeabte labor ; they enjoy a wider and more
stable credit, both as individualg and as &
oominunity ; and, what is perhaps more po-
tent and periinent just now than ail these
other circumstances, their opinions are 8o
developed and directed that they hail, with
an eagerness amounting to enthusiasm,
cvery project of ruilroad epterprise that
commends itself to their judgments. Indeed,
the single question now, in regard Lo any
scheme—the Pacific Railroad among the
reat—is whether it will pay. The probable
profit of it is the measure of its feasibi-
lity, and not the physical difficulties of
the route, the eost of construction, or the
unparalleled leogih. Prove to our capital-
ists that it will yield the ordinary return
upon similar investments, and their repl‘y
will 1o at ouce—glorious Davy Crockstt’s
wuch-abused motlo—Go angan!

How the road is to be built, then, iy the
main matter! Mr. Whitney says that be
will do it slone, if the Government will
give him only sixty miles wide, all along,
of the public lands—modest request! Mr.
Benton urpes that the Jovernment ought
to take hold of the work itself; the Boa-
ton convention resplved that the Govern-
ment ought o give Lo & private company
some nincty millions of federal stook ; and
others argue that the United Stater the
Stotes, and municipal and private corpora-
tiong. should cluh together to construct it,
ai & common highway, for the gratuitous
service of cach and all. But we say, In
opposition Lo all of these, let it be bui]&
nsevery thing else of permanent value an
utility in thig country ia now huilt, by the
private enterprise of its citizens!?

Wearc, therefore, distinetly and entirely
oppased o all schemes which seek to con-
nect the Government with it, a8 & princi-
pal or cficient agent. If it cannot be
exocutesd, important s it is and vast as
ils advantages are likely to he, without,
converting tho federsl authority into s
gigantic railroad monopolist, them let it
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wait until it can be execoted properly. It ta
because iLs advaniages are so preat, and
need of it 50 pressing, that individuals will
be brought o de it, a8 soon a8 it becomes
feasible, giving no ocoasion for the inter-
ference of the Government, which will
only delay the completion of it in the end,
and lead to manifold disastrous conse-
quences in the interim. At least, so we
think and shall give the reasons which
have led to this conviction.

We will leave it to the Washingten
politiciane, who are &0 abundantly sble,
to show that the Federal Government has
mo conslitutional suthority to undertakee
& labor of this kind —because it is » gov-
ernment of limiled and delegated powers,
among which the power to build railroads
for the mesistance of commerce i3 not to be
found. Wa will leave it to them also, to
deal with that wonderful and astuts dis-
Linction of Mr. Sceretary Davis and the
‘Washington Union, which deduces the
right to make a common carrier of the
Government, from the clause granting =
right Lo make military roads. ¥For our part,
we have no taste for thia small attoroey
practicn; we are not skilled in constitu-
tional casuistry and legerdemain, and have
no great confidence in the validity of con-
stitutional objections, as & general thing.
There was no constitutional sanction for a
National Bank, for instance, yet a bank
was made under Madison; there was no
constitutional sanction for the acquisiton
of Louisiana, yet Louisiana was purchased
by Jefferson ; and thers i3 oo constitution-
al sanction for removing men for opinion’s
sske frowm office, yet thousands are removed
every year, 1¥hen the intercsis of strong
parties, therefore, look ooe way, and the
consbitution another, the former are apt
to prevail,—and tho restraints imposed by
the latter are about as obstructive as the
cobwebs spun across the track of a loco-
motive. Lot thosn, however, who have
faith in constitutional restrictions, urge
them, if thoy can thercby do any good !

Our hosulity to all plana for mposing
this enterprise upon the Government
reaches behind and beyond the copstita-
tion. We do not believe that it iz one of
the functions of any government, to ep-
guge in ruilroad adventures, whether the
work be constitutional or not Men i~
stitule governments {0 protect them m
the enjoyment of their eqosel rights to
establish ahenlute equity between indivi-
duals, to repel foreign aggression and pre-
vent domestic violence and fraud ; but not
to lend the vast powers of its machi
to religious, moral, scientific, mmeﬂ
or other usea It may accept apd promote
theso indireetly, when they fallin the way
of ita primary purposes, but they mmst
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never be made its chief end, for the mo-
ment they become so, there will be no let
to tho vaguries and usurpations of those
who control its workings.

Wo hold politica to be & science, which,
like all other sciences, has ita well-
defined objest, its rightful method of pro-

cedure, and its precise and casily recog-
nized Lmilstions. Its object isjustice be-
tween man and man 83 members of a
society,—ita methed, legislation in free,
primary, or ‘representative assemblies,—
and its sphere, beyond which it cannot
slep without injury to ita own ohjocts, and
intrusion into other spheres, the pro-
tection of the pcrsons and properties of
men—of their rights s individuals, and
their integrity as organized nations. Fur-
ther than that, every move that a govern-
ment makes is e usurpation and an out-
rage. 1t is & wrongino principle—a funda-
mentsl departure from the vital truth,
For religion, morals, wealth, or utility are
no mora the objects of government, than
quantitieg are of geometry, or dimensions
of arilthmetic, or molecular attraction of
vegetable physiology. Each of the sciencea
haa its distinct object, and so has polilics.
The ohject of arithmetic is number; of
statica, the equilibrium of forca; of astro-
pomy, the movement of the heavenly
bodies; of political economy, wealth, or
utility ; of sacivlegy, the laws of voluntary
association ; of theology, God and duty
but of politica the object i8 justice; and, a8
all experionce has proved, it is only by
keeping these objocls separate, that either
can e made to advance, or become to
the community a source of knowledge,
power, wealth, and happiness. When the
echoolmen, for example, losing sight of
the proper aims of scientific research,
sought to =pin knowledge, a8 the spider
doea hig web, out of their own brains, they
were smitten, as by a judicial stroko of
God, with barrenness, yielding for all
their intense and poinful travail, only tho
Dend Sea’s fruit of ashes. But, when
Bacon, with his profound and consummate
genius, indicated the proper method of
scientific study, & whole circle of beauliful
and exnct sciences sprang into being to
revolve for ever around the Sun of truth,
a3 the lovely and splendid forms of the
Hours, in guide’s brilliant picture, circu-
Iato around the offulgent chariot of Apollo.
‘Thus, too, when the leaders of Rome made
the strength of the state itself the supreme
cmil of the atate, they crushed the people
of Home inte one vast mass of misery and
servitude, and were easily overwhelmed
by the invading savages; and when Na-
poleon, loaing sight of those original inspi-
rations which had led him te a series of
unparalleled and stupendous victories, sot
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the meteor of glory in the sky of French
ambition, he waa routed and overthrown
with a8 gigantic and awful a ruin as that
which hurled Lucifer and his hosts from
heaven. Dut when on.the other hand,
the American patriots of 1776, in laying
the foundations of empire, fized the laws
of eternal justice as the corner-stone, they
began a structure of eociety which has
wn in strength with years, and will

purish through the ages until the equity,
the truth, and the bencficence which are
the deathless informing spirit of it, shall
bave spread over the whole earth.

In alleging, then, that government haa
a single and exclusive sphere, we assert
no mers scholastic or abstract distinction ;
but a vivid and pertinent ono, penetrating
to the very marrow of all our political
discussions, and controlling the ruost mo-
mentous practical issues. It is a distine-
tion that never has been, and never will
be disregarded, without bringing with it
dissster and error; for it is founded in the
lewa of nature, which cannot be violated,
save at the expensa of guffering, wrong,
and confusien. In the ignorance and su-
perstition incident to the infancy of society,
men very often invest their governmenta
with enormous powers-—~allowing them|J
in addition to the ordinary functions o
making war, and maintaming internal
stability, to establish religion and a class
to administer it, to erect a nohility with
special rightd and privileges, to regulate
the cultivation of the carth and the ex-
changes of commerce, to decree the prices
of food, to prohibit printing-presses, to
construct roads, and to do a thousand
other things that are supposed to be ne-
cessary or useful ; but every hour of their
subsequent experience convinces them that
the cxerciso of these powers by the gov-
ernment is an infringement of their own
liberties, an obstacle to prosperous ad-
vancement, and a source of conservalive
stagnation and corruption to large classes,
who profit by their one-sided benefits.
"They, then, begin the labar of reform; but,
finding the powers which they had rclin-
quished—apparently so innocuous at the
time--firmly intrenched behind the proju-
dices, the interests, tho muniments and the
bayonets of large and powerful bodies, they
discover no alternative for the rescue and
restoration of their righta, but & ferocious
and bloody revolution. The entire history
of Europe for the last three ecenturies
has been an incessant strugple, on the
part of the people, mgainst oppressions,
cruelties, and frauds, which have sprung
from the first simple departure of povern-
ment, which their fathers perinitted, from
its only and legitimate function of protec-
tiom, This waa the egg that hatched the
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broads of the despotisma, more ugly than
the image of sin, which sat at the celegtial
tes after the fall, and lerrible as night.
'he ignorance, degradation, and poverty
of the European millicns—the protracted
martyrdom of all men of liberal principles,
who in dungeons or exile pay the penpaity
of honesty and courage—the inquisition of
Spain, the slow starvation of Ireland, the
slavery of the African, the torture of India,
are but the inore monstrous misgrowths
of one common system of error, whoss
germ is contained in the slightest deflec-
tion of government from its proper sphere

We impugn the prevailing sehemes for
the construction of a Pacific Railroad,
then, as & part of this general system of
forcing political action out of its true
channcls—a system which, if science did
not disapprove it, and the entire experi-
ence of mankind condemn it, would stilt
be, upon the face of it, a bungling, awk-
ward, indirect, and inefficient contrivance.
Granting, what nearly every body will
grant in this country, that the primary
end of government i3 the protection of
the persons and property of the members
of the society which it represents, does it
not inevitably follow, that like every other
human expedient, like every other adapta-
tion of & means to an end, it is likely to
subserve its main purpose Lest, when it
is exclusively constructed and directed
with a view to that end. “A Dlade”
says Mr. Macaulay, in & very homely but
forcible series of illustration, * which is
designed both Lo shave and to carve, will
cerlainly not shave so weil as a razor, nor
carve s¢ well as & carving knife. A gas
company, which should also be an infant
school society, would, we apprehend, light
the strects ill, and tench the children ill.
Ab academy of painting, which should
also be a bank, would in sll probability
exhibit very bad pictures, and discount
very bad bill. On the same principle, &
government should be organized, solely
with a view to its main end, and no part
of its efficiency for that end should be
macrificed in order to promote any other
end, however excellent.” Let the United
States, then, undertake to construct the
Paciflc Hriiroad, and we believe, thatif it
were constructed at all, it would be badly
constructed, while, at the same time, the
foreign relations of the country, and the
complicated series of its domestic affairs,
would be much less wisely administered, if
wisely administercd at all.

The slowest of all slow coaches is the
coach in which government functionaries
travel. Enjoying their salaries whether
they arc idle or at work, and withoat the
stimulus of an immedjate interest in the
rasult of their labors, they are dilatory be-
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yond all patience, and the public possess-
ea no remedy for their delaye as it doesin
the case of }Jrivale bodieg, by the prempt
disnipline of stopping their empleyment
The public post i always behind the
private ¢ the mail sleamers wl-
ways in tge rear of their rivals. Con-
gress has engaged men lo print the
census of 1850, but after three years the
cengus 35 not yet printed In privats
bands, given Lo any one of the New-York
publishers ag & private job—the whole
document would have been long since be-
fore the world. Mr. Greencugh, the artist,
expended more than a year in trying to
get the Government lo remove hig fine
statues from Leghorn, where they were
exposed on the wharves, And the same
thing occurs all over the world, where
officialism is charged with a duty. In
England, for instance, whilst by private
persons the debates of Parlinment are
rinted and dispersed over the whole
Ejngdom within a few hours of their otier-
ance, the Board of Trade reports are re-
gularly published s month, and sometimes
more than & month, after date. “There
i8 a Board of Health,” says a late writer,
“ which since 184% has been about to close
the metropolitan grave-yards, but has not
done it yet and which has so long dawdled
over projecls for cometeries, that the Lon- -
don Flecropalis Company has laken the
matter out of ils hands. Here is a patentee
who has had fourteen years' correspond-
enco with the Horse Gruards, before pet-
ting a definite answer reapecling the use
of hig improved boot for the army. There
is & Plymouth Port Admiral whe delays
sending out o lock for the missing boats
of the lost Amazon, until ten days after
the event.” Yankee activity in office is
perhaps, greater than Brtish, becauss of
the grealer simplicity of official routine;
but who that has ever had husiness to
transact with the Government, has not
been compelled, in spite of this advantage,
lo dance attendance day after day, until
his patience was worn down with repeated
posiponements and neglects 7 If, then
we trust the execation of so lnborious and
difficult & work as the Pacific Railroad to
Government agentn, how long must it be
before it will be acoomplished? How
many years before the surveys will be
made ? how many more before the work-
ing force will be organized? how many
more before the materials be purchased
and sent to their destination? and how
mgny more before they are put together?
In short, will the road ever be built?
Again, the agents of the Governmment, 48
8 general thing, are 88 stupid as they are
slow ; for, not being selected with special
referenco to the functions which they ere
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expected to discharge, and not being im-
pelled to & choice of the best means by the
mducements of personal responsibility,
they arc apt 1o prove either incompetent
or inefficient. OQur Government, for exam-
ple, has been for many years engaged in
constructing steam propeﬁera for the pavy,
and yet, of the half dozen only, that it
has built within that tima, there is scarce-
ly one that is fit for use. Mr. Walker
wasohliged to decline the mission to China,
becausa there was no vesse! in the service
sound enough or Heet emough to carry
him across the ocean in time. The Prince-
ton, when dispaiched to the Fishing
Grounds, where important duties were
expected of her, got over the waler sa a
blind worm gots over the carth. The
Fuiten, on the same track, must stop for
repairs at almost every convenient port.
The San Jaciato had s chronic malady
in her boilers or in her prapeller, or some-
where else, and the other tugs of the same
clase, were laid up in ordinary, which
means that they could be put to no or-
dinary or extraordinary nse. The othar
day, too, six revenue cutlers were built
for the government in Maine, and when
they reached the Navy Yard in Brocklyn,
every one of them had to be rcpaired !
Meanwhile, the privaie enterprise of our
merchants has sent a fleet of steamers—
the boasts of the harbors in which they
wero built, and the ornaments of the sea
—to avery point of the compass; and
Captain Vanderbilt has almost circumna-
vigated Eurcpe in his private yacht, and
excited the ndmiration of foreign nmtions.
Well ; sdding now to this known incapacity
of state officials, their proverbial recmss-
ness of expense, their waste and prodigal-
ity, which causes every work that the
treagury pays for to coet at least doable
the amount of what it would cost in pri-
vate hands,—and, may we not ask what
kind of a railroad would the Pacific Rail-
road be, if made by the Government?
Who will pretend to calculats the cost of
it, and whet untold treasures it would
require to keep it in ropair 7 The later
peclions of it we are sure, would not be
finished before the earlier sections wounld
be dilapidated, or rotten, or torn up hy
the Indians or the buffaloes. No man
who saw the beginning of it would live to
se2 the end, and ne man who saw the end
would remember either the place or the
time of the beginning.  Yet, were the same
work put in private hands, we should
ourselves—though no chickens—expect,
like the veteran Ulysses,

“To ride beyond the sonsel, add the pails
Of all Lhe weatern star ™

upon it.  But, if it were perfeclly
voL, i1—33
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congtitutional, aa it clearly iz not, fbr
the Government to undertake the com-
struction of this road—supposing that
such a work were legitimately one of the
functions of government, as it clearly is
not,—supposing that offlcial agents were
the most suitable agents for its exccution
—the most safe, expeditious, and ceonom-
jcal, a3 they certainly are not-—supposing
all this, we say, we should &till be ool
terably averso to the interfereunco of the
Government, on the ground of the unavoid-
able and enormoug eorruption thatit would
engender in both its legalative and execr
tive departments.

A bill for the construction of such w
road would be  prize of one or two bhun-
dred milliona of dollars, tossed in among
the restless spirite of Congress, to bo strupg-
gled for with all the vehemence and greed
of sectional, party, and personnl interest.
We know what deep and absorbing excite-
ment the-controversy as to the best routs
for the road has olready crealed in differ-
ent localitiea, There are strong nonth-
western interests, strong central interesta,
and strong southern interests arrayed in
the combat; Chicago, St. Louis, Mem-
phis, Natchez —in short, as many cities ag
contended for the honor of Homer's pa-
ternity, are engaged in active rivaley in
respect to the tarmination of the rosd;
and vast and powerful States—Michigan,
Illinoig, and Wisconsin; Missouri, Arkan-
sas and Tennessee ; Mississippi, Louisians
and Texas—center the lists in an en)
strife for the immense prospective bene
of its location.

Now, knowing this, we can casily iom-
gine the viclent jealousies that it must
awaken amoug the representatives of the
several sections, the painful animosities to
which it must give rise, and the pernicious
plans of log-rolling, as well as of individual
corruption, that will grow out of it in-
evitably, in any protracted course of legis-
Lntion. It is no uncommon thing, &y we
aro all aware, even in respect to Tess im-
portant ohjects, that excite the desires of
particular localities, to barter away the
most important principles and interests
in their accomplichment. The man of
tho West will trade off a vital concession
on the subject of the Tariff to the protes-
tionist of Pennsylvania, for the seke of &
harbor impravement ; and the man of the
South will relinquish unlimited quantities
of the public lands to & private corporation
at the North for some new guaranty of
slavery, and thus by areciprocal exchonge
of services; burden the etatute book wilh
bad laws, and deplete the treasury by pro-
dign! appropriations. Who, then, will
protend to measure tho magnitude and
extent, or to [athom the ainuous depths, of
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and prime mover of political organizaliona,
of the dispenser of nearly all patronage,
and of the giver of nearly all offices, the
knavish IIudson’s royal prerogative of
King of Railroads. There may bo & neces-
sity for this messureless addition to his
powers—and there may ba wisdom and
forethought in absndoning all the earlier
tendencies and opinions of the Fathers of
the Republic, but, as for ourselves, we can
goa in it neither the one thing nor the
other; on ithe contrary, we sce in it only
baieful disesters and wrongs.

Besides, there are none of these achemea
for {oisting the road upen the federal
treasury, which does not contemplate a
vast increase of the public debt 1t is
impossible that the road should he built
oat of the ordinary revenues of the coun-
try—particularly as these revenues, for
the moment in surplus, are most likely
to be reduced during the present winter—
and the assumption of it, therefore, would
compel a resort either Lo new tariffs or to
borrowinge. But no one can doubt whether
of the two it would be. Legislalors
who have new plans to introduce will
be careful not 10 couple them in the minds
of the people with higher rates of taxes.
They invariably borrow, if they can, and
ad nobady feels a debt, until it has 1o be

id, they go on borrowing till the nation
15 bankrupt- 'This hos been the universal
experience of Europe, where there isnot a
government, with the single exception of
Rusaia, that is not hopelessly involved in
deht; it hos been the experience of thoso
of the United States which disgraced their
name by repudiation ; and would have been
the experience of others, but for the saga-
cious and timely interposition of men of
sound political views, to arrest them in
their road to debt and ruin. The Gov-
emment of the United States should be
worned by their examples: for, though
it has now an exceas of money im HA
vaulty, it would not have if ita outstend-
ing stocks wero redeemed ; it would still
be in debt to an amount which we see no
occasion Lo increase.  Our true policy,
the most consistent and safe in itsell, and
best supported by the conviction of our
most veneraled statesmen, is to keep out
of debt. We are rich and prosperous,
and do not need it; whereas, on the other
hend, if we recur to it, we shall only open
the sluices of corruption and profligacy.
The beasta of prey, who hang round the
treasury, grow ficrcer with every taste of
its blood.

We are perfoctly aware how all this
reasoning will be met—with what clam-
or it will be asserted, that unless the
Nation undertake the Pacific Railroad, it
will never be built: hut we have already
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indieated two sufficient answors to this
argument.  We have stated, firstly, that
private enterprige is always more prompt.
more intelligent, more economical, apd
more energetic than officialism ; and that
the road, if it can be axecuted at all, will
be the most wisely and expeditiously exe-
cuted by private means, If, however, it
turna out that it cannot be executed by
private agencics, then we say, secondly.
that the reason of the impossibility will
be in the want of proper Inducements—
in the insurmountable difficulties of it, or
in its probable unprofitableness—which
ought to operate upen the mind of the
(tovernment with as much foree as upon
the minds of private capitaligta, If the
profita likely to accrue from it will not
compensate the constructors qf it, for i
cost of time and money—that fact is as

d & rule for the Government as it is
or individuals. No statesman or ex-
ecutive officer is justified in undertakings
from which private enterprise is repelled.
Much lesa are they justi?ed in stretching
the funclions of government altogether
heyond their legilimate sphere. to enpage
in works which the sagacity and prudeuce
of society condemns, either as unfeasible,
or probably unprofitab]e. The general
feeling of the commercial community is an
admirable barometer of the cominercial
future—a good pilot fish to the great
shark of government—and no one who is
intrusted with the disposal of the peo-
ple’s money ought to fecl \vmrrsnt.eén3 in
wasting it on schemes which are avoided
by keen-sighted, practieal men.

There may be conditions of the public
mind, in the earlier stages of the physical
advancement of a nation when—as in
the case of the Erie Canal—a genersl in-
difference to great industrial eaterprisess
quickened inte activity by the impulse of
gevernmental interposition,—when the in-
itiation by the State of some leading pub-
lic work, is useful in arousing the atten-
tion and developing the encrgies of indi-
viduals ; but, however wo may settle that
question, it i3 clear now, that the Ameri-
can people are in no need of such stimu-
lug.  They are completely alive to the
importance of all industrial movements,
and, in regard to the Pacific Railroad in
particular, are excited to an earnestness
but little short of frenzy. If, conse
quently, they will not take it up as indi-
viduals, spend their money and credit upon
it, and carry it inte effect, it is a pretty
pood sign for the Government, thst the
time for the work has not yet arrived,
and that we must await its coming ; until
the desolate territories through which it
is 10 pass have been moro thickly strewn
with willages and citiea, and the acruples
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of wealth vanquighed by earnests of mare
speedy and larger profils, In this view,
the question becomes one simply of time,
and we ought not, for the sake of a few
years’ gain, o sacrifice or to put at haz-
ard the integrity of our lcEis]ation, or,
perhaps, the stahility of the Union.
Meanwhile, let us not be undersiood
us urging that the Government should
abstain from proffering such encourn%e-
ment, to the enterprise, if undertaken
individuals, as it may properly give. It
is right for it to manifest a deep interest
in a work of such vast public concern;
and, there are twomodes, fortunately, by
which it may not ounly materially assist
the project, hut at the same time help in
introducing importsnt principles of legis-
lation. As the proprietor of all the pub-
lic lands, in the first piace, it may take
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measures to relinquish that proprietor-
ship, by sgreeing Lo & surrender of certain
parcels of them to the companies who
ghall undertake the Railroad, oo the con-
dition that they be not sold, but given in
part payment to their workingmen ; ard,
a8 the monopolist of the Post Office, in
the second place, it may open the way to
& system of free postage, hy contracting
for the carriage ol the muails, for certain
maximum rales of posiage, which is to
be wholly yielded to the companiea per-
forming tho service. Thua two objocts
of reform, which have long been desired
by large masses of the people, might be
initiated without doing violence to any
vested interest, or conservative prejudice,
and in efficient furtherance of a nohle
work of internal improvement.

BREMINIBCENCE3 OF AX EX-~JESUIT,.

WUMERR FOUR—MY MECMOIAS.

SHOU‘LD it soem strange that an Ame-
rican, born and nursed in thoughts
and soul-work, amid associations and
manners, as different from those of south-
ern Furope as day from night, should be
found in a Jesuit college in Italy or its
borders, some episcdes of my life may ex-
plain it; and yet, every group of men of
that celebrated society will furnish many
with romantic lives, men of different clim
whose antccedents have been as vari
a5 their manoers and thoughts are now
spparently in unison, almost identical.
Take this cirele that I met Lut a few
yeara sin¢o in France, —they had no eol-
leges then. You see that tall father, with
&6 head now well sprinkled with gray, a fine
manly face, a commandiog eye. He
served many years in the armies of the
firat Napoleon. The powerful frame and
almost herculean strength of Colonel
Langrené were known to the whole army,
and nany a tale of his prowess eirculated
around the bivousc in Ilaly, or Spain, or
Russia.  As you perceive, his left arm
seems palsied, but that was not an injury
received on the battle-field. Journeying,
a8 & Jesuit, through a forest in Portugal
with no coinpanion hut a little novice, a
man sprang forward and scized his rein.
Langrené at once recognized him as a
handit, the terror of the surrounding coun-
try, and leaped to the ground. “Father!
father!” cried the littls novice. “ give him
what we have got or he will kill us.”
Ucheeding the cowardly advice of his

little squire, the Jesuit rushed on the
bandit, unarmed o8 he was, in order to
give him no time to draw his wes
A club, that might be called a quarter-
staff, was the rebber’s usual instrument;
raising his left anm &s a shield agrinst this,
Langrené received several termible blows
before his iron arm grasped his antago-
nists throat and bore him to the ground.
“Kill him, father, kill him,” cred the
little movice, now grown quite valiant and
couragecus. “Silence,” said Langrené;
“take the rope from sround the walisg
lay it by me, and while I hold him here,
secure his pistols and present one Lo his
head.”” In & few moments he was secured,
and the Jesuit led him into the next vil-
tage. He interceded for his life, but the
law look ity course. Langrené always
deemed him the strongest man he eser
met ; his left arm shows that he never re-
covered from the effect of his blows,
Talking of robbers and Jesuits, there
is an amusing story of a Cnpuchin. 0f
course the lLero is a Capuchin, for be
takes the same part that Scholasticos
does in Greel stories or Paddy in our
own. Well, the Capuchin had boen beg-
ging and coming through a wood was met
by a small but well armed robber, who
demanded all he bad, Prayer, entreaties,
Erutcstu.tions of peverty were all in vain;
¢ was compelled to give up all.  As the
robber wae going, the friar called Lo
him with a look ol most dismal forebod-
ivg, “Jood gir, you know that priors
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don’t overtrust ua that go to beg. Mine
will mot believe my story; so do, I beg
you, just send a couple of halls through
the skirt of my habit, that I may show
that I was really attacked.” The robber

laughed and fired, but waes in s tnoment,

felled by & blow from a club, on which
the friar had fixed his eye. Sccuring his
property he trotted offl icaving the out-
witted footpad to recover his senses al
leisure.

To return to our group of Jesnits
Here is another, who is a splendid musi-
cian snd composer. Years ago his name
figured in concerts, ms leader and com-
poser at London and Parig, at Vienns and
Milan. A change came over him; hig
wife entered a convent; he i3 a zealous
retired, unobtrusive priest, and will die
ere long of m pestilentinl disorder caught
in attendsuce on the suffering poor,

This other that ia lalking now of Bt
Theresa with all the animation of & mys-
tic. whose life hed been spent in & Carthu-
gian cluister emid its dreamy-looking,
meditative inmates, is a graduate of the
Polytechni¢ school, an ex-captain in the
French army. DBeing a dashing, impulsive
fellow, he took such an interest in Don
Carlog, that during the civil war in Spain,
he left the French army without leave or
license, and joined that of Don Carloa.
When the convention of Bergara annibi-
lated the hopes of the prelender, he ro-
tarned fo France, and soon after be-
came & Jesuit, Ilis success as a teacher
of mathematics ied to his discovery ; and
he once escaped from the gen es,
who were in pursuit of him as a deserter,
only by leaping from a window and flving
in disgniss to the Belgian frontier. Ile is
not troubled now, though known.

This little father was born in & prison,
during the French revolution, the day
before his father was led out to the guillo-
tine. He himself was once s lawyer, and
has been through a host of strange adven-
tures in all countries.

Another was once a dissenting minister
in England, who came to Mont-rouge ex-
pressly to convert the Jesnits, certain
that if they were honest men he could
convince them. He haa never been Lo
England since.

Such is s samplo of the antecedents of
many members. Some are indeed trained
up from boyhood in their collegey, and
pass to the novitiate on completing their
studies, but of these the number is not
preat, and many colleges do not for years
send a single postulant to the movitiate.

Wonld you koow my previous history 7
1t is not passing strange: it hath no hair-
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breadth escapes, no feats by field or flood.
Bod yet it may not be uninteresting.
Born in Philadelphia of a family nomi-
nally and traditionally Catholic, though of
a free-thinking father, brougbt up in the
best city achools of the day, snd a gradu-
ate of Harvard, my early education was
deeply imbued with rationalistic ideas, and
manhood found me without any religious
creed ; sceptical and antagonistical, yet
feeling withal & gnawing want within of
something certain.
“The fiend that man
In love of the bes™—

sings Emerson, and hargh as the term
mn{lseem, the torment inflicted hy this
seeking and craving for the ideai good,
almost justifies the term he gives it In
wy mind, God, an abstract logical truth,
w9 not invested with personality.
eduld not individualize the great being or
address him a8 some one real. He was all
ideal, Faith bad sunk before my reason.
misled as my resson was; yet I was
supretnely unhappy. Deeply religions
by nature, or rather extremely just, I
wad desirous of rendering to the great
Unknown the homage due him, even more
than I was of doing what was my duty
to myself and my fellow-creatures. [
eould not rest in unbelief Like Jouf-
froy—* Unbeliever, I loathed unbelief.”?

The loss of & mother broke all family
ties and left me a8 lonely being on carth.
My wonted studies became irksome, and I
became & burden to myself. Self-de-
struction soon rose to my mind; in Iy
solitary walks, when looking from some
overhanging rock on the smoath, clenr
lake or river below me, in all the witchery
of moonlight, voices scemed Lo invite me
to seek rest in its bosom with bo mourn-
er, but the ripples that circling from me
a8 | sank would sigh my requiem on the
sbore. But this was too cowardly. [
resolved to enjoy life, not rushing like &
mudman into fow and vile pleasures, but
secking something worthy of me to oc-
ain was tho effort.

®Au fond des valne plalsir gue *sppelle & mon alda,
Je trvuve on Ll degout que je me sent mouHr—
Quanid Ja possede ot co qu'en cotta vie
Thans ses v aaton desiry l'hummaradl convalter
Quand * F ) [ ) " - L]
Jo leur dirals b tons: Qun!r‘lus nons polssdons faire
Je sonffre—il ast trop Lard" *

It was indeed too late; my mind, pre-
oceupiced, required some magician to be-
guile me. Amid the vortex of fasbion
and pleasure I was alone ; there was oot
one that could for a moment exercise any
influence over me. Tired at last of this,

# Alfred da Mussct.
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my next idea was to seek the soctoty of
s few friends and in their unstudied con-
verse live a new life. Among the families
connected with mine by old assocation
and former intimacy, was one where T
seon renewod visits interrupted for years.
Grorge Melville had been the companion
of my boyhood, and my fellow-student at
law. While [ had never really entered
on the practice of my profession, he emi-
grating to Ohic had risen to & high posi-
tion, to which his industry, talents, and
integrity had well entitled him. Our
friendship had ever been warm and cor-
dial, and he never visited his pative city
without spanding » few days with me;
yet, gince hia departure I had rarely
visited his mother’s dwelling, so often
entered in other daya. Wannly wel-
comed by all, I gased, like one awakened
from a trance, on Lucy, the sister of my
friend, remembered only aa a child, but
now u Blight, sylphlike girl, with a quick
black eye that spoke yolumes in & glanee
and yet soft, and expressive of a kind an

loving heart. Her conversation surprised
me more. Educated with anxious care
ber mind well stored with correct ideas,
& knowledge of the world and ita history,
with & pure taste for music and the fine
arts, she was, moreover, scquaintad with
the literaturo of our own language, as
well as that of France and Italy, in a de-
tree seldom met even now. Her silvery
voice charmed me, and & new world began
to open. Wo became constant com-
panions, At her suggestion I apain re-
sumed the study of the law, to give
me some odcupstion rather than from
mE view of ita nocessity. Months
rolled by; riding side hy =side through
the country ercund; or seated together
cnjoying the perusal of some favorite
autbor, my loneliness was forgotten. I
loved; and was loved in return, This
delirium was too delightful not to influ-
ence my being. My friends were amazed
at the change.

Our marriage was now agreed upon:
but Lucy and her mother wished George's
approval, having always regarded him as
e head of the family. Mrs. Melville
wrote : conscious of his friendship, T felt
eertain of his acquiescence: but, in a fow
days, I percvived a change in Lucy. She
scerned to shrink at my approach. At
last I wrang out the secret, George would
not listen to our union, My letters to
hiin were upanswered. In a few months
he arrived. They had been to me days
of apony and pain, and Lucy sunk un-
der them. She would no longer appear
abroad with me, nor remain more than o
few moments with me at home. Infatn-
ated es [ was absence and presence alike

Reminiscences of an Eo-Jesuil

[November

tormented me. George met me with cold
civility. Demandiog the grounds of his
objection, he told me that he had none:
that T had mistaken his sister’s feelings,
that she absolutely declined to marry me.
Amazed at this, I wrote to her, mating
al! that George had eaid, and bhegping
her to contradict it. My nole was unan-
swered. At last ] obtained an interview :
she confirmed his statement. * But, Luecy!
may I expect no renewsl of our former
intimacy 1” “No!” waa the decided an-
swer, though her whole frame thrilled
with emotion. “Not even friendship 7"
% No'” was again the emphatic answer.

Stunned and overwhelmad, 1 left ber
for ever. A mystery huog over the whole
affair, and despite all my efforts, I have
never to this day foand the clew to the
sudden change. That Lucy really loved
me, there ia no douht: some dark charge
was doubtless hrought agminst me and
believed, All except her are long since in
their quiet graves, and pever, prubably,
shall I jearn the secret.

God g]ivu ot love, Bamething to love

Tle lends us; bat when love bs grown

To ripeness, that on which 1t throve
Falls off, and love = 1eft slone.

With me, these words of Tennyaon
were not true. The dream wus but »
drearn.

More lonely now than ever, [ proceeded
t¢ Europe, and for several years ramhled
from state to state. Ope summer I fell
gick at a little Swiss town, in the Forest
cantons, and as my malady was serious,
they removed me te s neighboring hos-
pital. Here I was kindly visited by a
Jeguit, from s residenco io the place.
¥When convalescent, his conversation
pleased me. He had long mixed in the
husy secnes of life, before donning the
hatat of Loyola, and was possersed of
varied and cxtensive knowledge of men
and things.

% Father Loriot,” aaid I one day, “ bow
is it that there is so little wit in the at-
tacks on the Jesuita?” _

“There is surely enongh in the Pro-
vincial letters.” ¥ No, there is not: the
wit is founded on citations from theolo-
gians and casuists, and, as I could not ver-
ify some, the wit never seemed to me pure.
Is there no pure eatire, which cuts you
keenly, without any pretension to facts 1™
“XNone that I know, but when you are
well, I can get you & sight of & portfolio
of earicatures on our order, some of which
will, I think, pleaso you.” #Indeed, then
1y recovery must advance; but mean-
while. deseribe some at least, that I may
Jjudge”

“You know, of course, for you scem to
be pretty well versed in our history, that
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dbedience is the great virtue inculeated
by our founder, obedisnce in all that is
not sin, not only to superiors, but to our-
ses, physicians, and ell who have any
incidental authority. You know, too,
what Jdifflenlty s physician has in inducing
@ piong patient to take broth or chicken
on & day of abstinence. In such a case,
Ignatius would have implicit qbedience,
ol to show it, being sick one &ood Fri-
day, he ate a chicken, whan ordered by
the attending physician, withont making
the lenst demur. )

“ An action 80 counter t¢ common ideas
afforded scops to the wits, and there is a
well-oxecuted caricaturs, in which Igna-
thuw is represented with a chicken in his
hand, a procession in the backFround to
show the day, end the motte, "To God’s
greater glory,’ the device of the order.”

% Good, indeed! but your saint was in
advance of hia age, he saw fully the proper
value to be given to fasting, chanls, and
other rmetters of mere discipline, and, had
he lived a little later, would doubtless
have effected great changes ™

“T perfectly agree with you: but to
mroceed with the caricatures. That of
the canonization of St Ignatius and Xa-
vier is well done. No order ever
guch work to get a member canonized as
oufs, &0 that the saying at Rome is, the
beatification counts for one mirecle. The
first canonization was, perhaps, the hard-
wst of al], and the offorts of the society
were a fuir mark., The caricature rep-
resents & pulley in the heavens, by which
the wholo society, with tug and force, and
pull and dreg, are endeavoring to mise
loft & basket containing the two candi-
dates for saintship, The device is a hur-
lesque on Virgil:

# Tanls molls erat Jarodlas dnirudere colda”

“ All the world bas heard of Pére la
Chaise. Now this cemetery is so called
froms Father la Chaise the confessor of
Louis X1V., who gave him the grounds
e gave hin slso a splendid carriago,
did Louis le (irand: deeming that it was
wnbecoming Louis le (rand that his eon-
fessor shoull come fo the palace ‘more
apostolico’ on foot. The wils did not
spare the Jesuil, whose vows of pov-
erty aud carriage and four were a direct
motithesis. A caricature displayed the
equipaze, preater even than it was and
the little Father scarca discernible in a
corner of his magnificent coach. ¢Jesuila,
non feaus ita) wes the piquant legend.

By the way, do you know thet this
title Jesuit is not of our coining or recog-
nizeid by us?  No, indeed—who gave it ?
Calvin was, I believe, the first to use it
a3 6 pame for us, but a very old ascetio
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writer has the word in s queer treatise,
where he affirros that, as jesus was the
heavenly, and Christ the human oame, 8o
we are Christians on carth, but will all
be Jesuits in heaven! I hardly think our
eontemporaries would relish the conpli-
ment, or rather the prospect.”

Such were often our themcs. Roecow
ered, I visited the college of Friburg, to
which he had been recalld. Having
found & kindred & irigha new feeling came
over me. OUne day he said, abruptly:
“ My friend, how do you jusiify the use-
less life you lead 77 % attempted to jusi-
ify it, but, while I parried his argurnents,
1 did oot convines myself, and as I jous-
peyed on to Roma, wgcre I proposed win-
tering, the whole religious question as-
sumed & Dew aspect in my mind. There
1 examined religion es & practical system,
and became a %hristi.m: my life, it was
now my resolve, should becomo uscful,
and believing that in the Society of Jesus
this would be attained, [ returned to
Switzerland, wrate to my friends, mnade
the o arrangements as {o m
property, 5o as not to be troubled with it
during my novitiate, or subsequently, un-
til such time as the rules of the ordir fix
for & Anal disposal of it, and then donned
the habit of ﬁgula.r Clerk of the Society
of Jesus, for such is their real title.

The reader knows the life led by now
icea in general; mine in particular had
nothing t¢ distinguish it, albeit, did I
wish you o laugh at my expense, I might
tell some thinga—how the admonitor, on &
discipline night, said ten Hail Mary’s ioe
stead of [ve, whereby our infliction was
doubled—how I got penances for runni
up or down stairs—hreaking silence, a].:ﬁ
50 forth ; hut as the reader knows some-
thing of novice life, he can draw on his
imagination.

Novitiate ended, I was seat to (renoa;
for I had cntered an Italian provinee, and
had been allowed to make my novitiate tn
Switzerland at iny ownp request. He
af my knowledge of the langunge
literature of the Transalpines was not’
deemed classic crough fo be at once set to
teach, I was placed in a sort of second no-
vitiate, in which the beauty and style of
composition are chiefly cultivated, My
stay was limited to a fow months; and
owing to my age and general acquaintance
with literature, considerable liberty was
sllowed. Even Hefl was in a maunner
thrown open to me; not the infernal re-
gions, but a portion of the library so-called,
kept under lock and key, ns containing
books on the Index which is binding in
Italy, though notin all Catholic countrica
Here, Milton and Gibbon, iHume and
Sroollett, and a goodly host of English au-
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thors lay with Voltaire and his school,
and many & work against the order.
When here but & fow months, a teacher
full sick at Alessandria, and an order came
for me to take his place. In lesd than an
hour I had procured from the wardrobe
my linen and clothes, and hed put up my
book and rules, Imitation of Christ, and
Crucifix, all that I was allowed to carry,
and procoeded with my companion to take
8 conveyance to my new abode. The
next morning I entored my clasa-room.
They were a hard set, and under the weak
reagn of my predecessor, diseipline had be-
come sadly lax. Aware of the arrival of
the new teacher, they had determined by
2 hold stroke to destroy my authority.
Noises of all sorts began and |agted several
minutes, during which I remained un-
moved in my desk, satisfymg myaclf that
Lthree only in the whole claas took no part
in the disturbance. Rapping solemnly on
the desk, I said in & low clear tone: * Si-
lence.”  They stopped, ovorawed : sa far
T had won. I then sat down and called
off the rofl, inarking each as he answered,
ond poting esp&:ial]y the three quiet boys,
I then uaid, ~ Young men, you have &U,
with the exception of em—,
been puilty of great dlsrespect to your
teacher, eontempt of rules, and dirorderly
conduct. Your punishment ghall be as
severe as the rules allow, and such will
always be the case in this reom, and on
ne account will & punishment be ever re-
mitted,  As the number of offenders are
considerabie, 1 shall to-dday punizsh but
five.” These I named, and appoinied each
8 terrible array of lines to learn by henrt
or translaie. Then turning to the three,
whose good conduct had been maintained
amid the turmoil, I said,  You, gentlemen,
smid this factious crowd, were like wise
and venerable men. COntmue, and
will be worthy Lo rank with the foun ers
of the Rornan Republic, or that of your own
Genoa.” A deep republican fecling per-
vades the Genoese: known to be an
American and a republican, mK taunt on
the class generally cut them keenly, but
it had its cffect. I was soon a favorite
teacher, and never but twice had occasion
to punish during the year.

n that first day, after appointing the
puanishment, 1 proceeded with tny lessons
in regular order. As to the mode of
teaching among the Jesuits. it differs
greatly from ours, The pupiis write an
immensity, they commit a great deal to
memory ; vet, though Latin bears a lion’s
chare i1n the scheme of education, they
learn words and phrases with the intention
of writing: they seldom read a clarsical
aythor entire, 50 88 to forrn & judgment
upen it as a whole; lo realize ils plan,
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conception, and execution ; for most casey
they read bui fi enta. Dialiking this,
though I had to follow it, I encouraged
the best scholars to read the whole work
wh.ch we had in hand.

During the four yearn that I taught in
Genoa and its ancient territory, my clasy
was always noted for its republicanism ;
to check it was impossible, so I songht w
guide and control it. My efforts were not
vain. In the recent affairs in Italy,
several of my pupila have distinguished
themselves by a calm, manly, diguified
action i favor of freedom.

At the close of the fourth year, I was
exchanged to the province of France, and
sent to Madrid to study philosophy and
theology. A pleasant vovage hrought me
to the coast of Spain, and I s0on drew up
in front of the Imperial College, one of the
finest buildings in Spain.

It was nearly noon, the bell sounded for
examen a9 | wag led to & room; in a

uarter of an bour more I wasin the re
ectory, The reader began. “Thenk
heaven!” I mentally exclaimed, *' I hare
an aptitude for any thmg, my Latin pro-
nunciation has vared in America, Switzer-
land, Italy. and now for a change here!®
On the whole, I liked the Spanish pronun
ciation best, and soon gave it fully. The
French scholarties got quizzed pretty often,
and sooth to say, their way of reading
Latin is unbearah{e. Thiok of & man say-
ing « Beatus vir qui ode? me ! instead of
qui audil me!

Here I soon plunged in the Aristotelinn
philosophy, but studied full as much my
camnpasions in the scholasticate, A iife of
study, and & class, will afford few incidenta
worth noting here : our disputes in ¢lass,
worthy of the schools of Salerno, as por-
trsye(r by Loogfellow, my own new and
gtartling theories and objections, exeited
wonder amid the professors. lo whom the
mental world of an American is rome-
thing totally unknown, might furnish a
learned treatise, but not & very amusing
erticle,

In studying my companions here and in
Tialy, I convinced myself of one thing (hat
bad slways puzzled me. ¥e often meet
in history characters of bouthern coun-
tries, in whom violation of the moral law
is blended strangely with a practice of re-
ligious duties. *Lsthis hypocrisy 7" was
8 question which mamy doubtless asked.
Among the young relipious were fome
who professed a strict observance of the
role in all its little miceties, and yet they
often did what I would have scrupled to
do, from my genera! respect for the rules
Study convinced me of their sincerity, and
sinco mixing with the patives of the south
generally, my mind gradually realized
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their state, so different from our own.
With us, deviation from the moral law al-
most always diminishes in the same degree
the religious feeling, but net so with them,
Religion really exists amid vice, and often
in the end shows hy its influence its great,
but leng dormant power.

Joseph Lopez was a study of another
sort. We often read in hageslogists of
unrefecting obedience, which seemsalmost
absurd in one not bereft of reason; to
myself it had ever been a prohlem; yet,
here was a young man, a fine scholar, of
refined tasto, nice judgment, one of the
heat Hellenists in Spain, and yet one who
meerned on some points never to- refect,
The doctor once after s fit of sickness
told him that he must eat heartily, to fili
himself up 1o the throat, and though ha-
bitually a9 ahstenious aa a hermit, he took
the phyaician &t his word, and ate so much,
that slthough forfunatsly s 1Pp-e-:l by a
counter order, he nearly died of the efects
of his unreasoning obedience.

Another case occurred under my own
eves. As some of the acholastics stood
talking one Thursday, by a window of the
dormilory, they saw & heap of hoops,
poles, and brush, by the door, Orne, who
hed played off practical jokes oo Lopez,
cried out : “'Wernust put some of those in
Brother Joseph’s bed;” and hastening
down, he twice brought upa armful.
These he arranged under the mattresa
- arefully, so that no ends appeared. Lopes
was out. That night, as he lay down, he
-1t the hard objects beneath him, and
+ell he might, for the mattress was searee-
ly two inches thick. 3#ill he was io bed,
and there he lay till morning. Then he
did examine, and having discovered the na-
ture of the arliclea, came Lo the conclugion
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that they had been put there hy the in-

firmarian for the sake of improving his

health, as & means of improving his chest,

or they had been piaced there by the,
minister for the mortifieation of his body.

In either case, 00 remark need be made

by him, and to our great amazement he

left them thero for full three months,

Day by day he armanged se that they

should not be ween, and 8s we made our

own beds, no one ever knew it, One day

& lay brother who had & general charge

over the dormitory raw an end of a hoop

sticking out, he took held of it and drew

it forth, It did not come alone. Full of

curiogity he rolled up the mattress, and as
Lopez just then entered, he called out,

“Are you crazy, Brother Lopesz? Do

you mean 16 kill yourself 7 What pos-
seaped you to put all this into your bed 3

“1 put it?” aaid Lopez: “you put it
there yourself !¥ 'Whils the two were try-

ing to settle this matter, who should comne

up but the minister. “ Father !” anid the

infirmarian, * Brother Lopez eays that

you put all thisin his bed "' Dut na the

infirmarian denied it, he said the minister

must have done it. He gave onc look,

and 88 he passed us on his way out, we
heard him exclaim: “ The man is surely

crazy—I put such things in his bed!”

Even then Lopez never suspected & trick.
He came te us, and found & new explana-
tion, nor was it till sometime afler that he
gaw how the case really stood. Poor
Lopez ! simple-hearted s a child, I have
often envied your happy state, so different
from my own. Borne through Iife inthe
arms of Providence, like a child in its
mother’s arms, he passed through life
without & care, and death without a
groan.

WENSLEY.

. {Contonod from page 414)

CHAPTEE X.
IN WHICH THE CALPRON EEGINS TO @LMNER

SPENT the morning with Markham,

as the minister had supposed | should,
and we marle such a reconnaisance of the
country as the good grace of Black Sally
accorded to ws.  She performed her part
of the contract safely and surely, if oot
with innmlinate velocity, and enabled us
to respond to the almost parental pride
with which the Major seemed to boast of
his herses, without more than a simple
fracturc of the truth. The AMajor was, of
oourse, 1 new study to Markham, whe
had ooly known the obsequicus and de-

ferential landlords of Merry England;
but he was of a temperament to adapt
himself o any concatenation of circum-
stances which might involve him, and he
wia by no means slack in sccepting the
platform of social equality which placed
the old-fashioned New Eogland host on a
level with his guost. Markhain was sio-
gularly [rec from the John Bullism which
makes 50 many of the progeny of that re-
spectable sire appear so very much like
calves, when they find themsclves in a
new pasture, ‘I'c be sure, he was o par-
cel Yankee, and his mother’s milk might
yet quah.fy the elements of which he was
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kindly mixed. Bul, as & general thing,
your half-breed Englishman ia more un-
pleasantly national than the full-hlooded
soimals themselves,—Anglis ipasis An-
glior,—and appears to take more than an
Euglishmen’a delight in making himself
disagreeable. Bui Markham wes none
of this sort. He was a cosmopelitan gen-
tleman, and carried with him a1l over the
world, that eweetnesa of temper and sin-
cere wish to make those with whom he
found himselfl happy, and on good terms
with themselven, which waa sure to ex-
tract what good there was from whatever
men or manners he lighted on, and at the
the same time, to make {rends and well-
wishers every where, Being such as he
was, what could have becn the resson of
the cold and severely civil treatment he
had met with at Woodside, from persona
whose charucters and manners seemed to
be so cminently like his awn! I could
not make it out at all to my satisfaction.
Nor could I well seek satisfaction from
Markham himself, unless he led 1o the
gubject, and volunteered the explanation
I desiderated. Neither of which things
be did during this morning’s drive. lle
was not quite us chatty as he used to bo
in onr rides around Boston, and there was
s little: shade over his features, at first,
such a4 cven a passing grief leaves behind
it for o season; but it gradually rose from
Lis counlenance and dispersed itself, as
the shodow of a cloud passes awsy from
the landscape, and he became cheerful,
if not moercurial as usual, long Lefore we
betook ourselves to the parsenage, in ac-
cordance with Mr. Bulkley’s invitation.
My account of that excellent man had
made Markham inotelligently curious to
see him; and they came at once into
friendly relations with each other. Their
poinis of resemblance and of difference
equally fitted them for a close adaptation
to on¢ another, Mr. Bulkley was an old
msn, and Markham a young one. The
former had lived for near forty years in
the almost eremitic seclusion of Wensley;
the latter had spent in the crowds and
turwneil of London, all the years of his life
thet had not been paksed i the differing,
but not diverse, excitation of a great uni-
versity,  Doth were lovers of learning
{(Markham bad gradualed with high
honors), and of queer woks. Markham
was vastly more exact in his knowledge
of the mechanisn of the ancient lap-
puages, and more critical in all their
ornumentation of metres and quantitics,
than the imperfect instruction of Mr.
Bulkley’s youth had made him. But the
lutter was quile a8 fully master of the
spirit of thie greater classics as his young-
er {riend, ond he was familiar with a
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much wider range of authors, more talk~
ed of than read, including the later Plato-
nists and the mediseval Latinists. Mark-
ham, however, was much better vereed
in contemporary literature, than M. Bulk-
ley pretended, or cared to be.—much bet~
ter, indeed, than English university mep,
wranglers and medallists, who take high
bonors at Oxford or Cambridge, are apt
to be even at this day. Neither of them
were men of surpasaing abilities, but they
hed, both of them, made the most of what
they had, and had them wlways in order
foruse. And for “ human nature’s daily
food,” I prefarred them to most of
the great geniuses I have encountered in
my walk through Vanity Fair—and I
have stumbled, at ome Lime or another, on
almost all of special note within the last
quarter of a century.

When wo were foirly sested at the
table, which Jasper had done his best to
sat out in honor of the occasion, though
he cast rather an evil eye at Morkham at
first, ag “ the spawn of an old Tory,” as
he phrased it, with mvore of emphasis
than elegance, I asked Mr. Bulkley as
to the success of his campaipn egainst
Jericho.

“Why, I found it shut up almost as
a8 strait aa Jericho of o0ld.” said he, ‘" but
I think the walls wili fall down by the
tilne I have compassed it once or twioe
more, and hlown & blast or two on my
ram’s-horn.”

“ Well, sir,” T put in, “ and Jasper and
I will shout in your cause, for we are all
the people yon harve to help you, I sup-
pose.”

# Pray, make me free of your tribe?
said Markhain, whom I had possessed of
the facts of the case,

“ With all my heart” answered the
parson, “but I hope you will only have
ta shout for my victory, end not in my
help. I think I have nearly arrnnged iL

“ And how does it stand, sir 7" I i
quired.

“TI tell you” he replied. *I found
it all as Jasper told us. Squire Adams
and Captain Hunt were in high feud, and
poor Sue in great affliction, and Jereinish
in & towering passion, and all about a
right of way, over nothiog to nowhere,—
for tha{ is about the exact value of tha
matters in dispute.”

v Did yeu tell them so, sir 77 1 asked.
" % Bless you, no, indeed !** he answered,
“T made much of it, you may be sure.
To make short work of the story, I at
leat prevailed on Huut to postpone his
vigit to lawver Pratt, agrecing to get the
opinion of Boston counscl as to the right
of way over Hog's Neck. And I after-
wardy got Adams to agree, that if the
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opinion were against himself, he would
give the Rocky Valley pastures io Jere-
wmiah on his marriage to Sukey, if [Iunt
would concede the right of way to him.
So | imagine I shall settle the quarrel
without promoling a law-guit, and with-
out damaging & love-suit. And I am now
quite ready for my dinper,”

“1 awn sure you have deserved it, sir,"
paid Markhoam ; * but if there were mian
such clergymen as you, I am afraid it
would ge hard with us lawyers.”

“Fear notling, my young friend,” re-
turned the parson, “ there ia little danger
of the Gospel Pnanili.ng aguinst the Law
in your day. The juice of Mother Eve’s
apple is not worked out of the veins of
ber children quite yet. And that puts
me in miud, Jasper, that you have not
brought up the bottled cider.”

This oversight was speedily remedied,
and frothing cups, such as Phillips, the
bard of Cider, might have sung, crowned
the board. This beverage, of which both
the parson and Jasper were justly proud
a8 the production of their own orchard
and mill, was made from a reocipt given
to Lieuienant Bulkley, by Major Sir John
Enatchbull, & haronet of the cider county
of Bomersetshiro, when he was & prisoner
under his charge, alter Burgoyne's supr
render. It was produced only on rare
oecasions, such as a visit from an Oxonian,
who was also the sen of an old-world
friend, frorm whom be had been separated
for such long years by politics and the
oocean. A moderate glass of very exeel-
lent Madeira, the gift of Lieutenant Gover-
nor Fillebrown, years ago, concluded the
repast. The parson then lighted his pipe
and Markham and I our cigers, and a line
afternoon of talk we had of it. DBut that
must be passed by in silence as there is a
limit at which a story, like patience, censes
to bea virtue.  Before we separated, which
was not till aler tea and well into the
evening, Mr. Bulkley informed us that he
should go to Boston the next morning.

“I meant to go the next day," said he,
1o see about Dr. Felch’s council of dis-
mission; but I prefer putting myself out
of my way & little, to hreak this Hog's
Neck, inasmuch as they Loth are a trifle
ashamed of giviag me L[‘:c trouble I am to
have, and I am confident it will clench the
matter. I think Mr. Iloyley must give
an opinion which will answer my purpose
and, which iy betler, he’ll ask wvothing
for it.?

Markham, hearing thia declared that
he would avail himself of the chance of
his company back to town, as he had ne-
complished hia visit to me. I rewmonatrat-
ad against thid determination, in which
the minister joined me, though, as he
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maid, he was arguing agsinst himself
Markham was firm, however, and the
ncxt morning, accordingly, be was in the
coach when it came round ta the parson-
age; and it whirled them Loth off Logo-
ther, aller brief time for leave-taking,
Purson Bulkley declaring, that, if the
proverh were true that “ good company
was a9 good a4 & coach,” certainly good
company and a coach, too, was better
still.

Left thus alene, with only tho company
of Tacitus and Euripides (I do not men-
tion Jukper, 88 he was engaged in com pos-
ing soie practical Bucolic or Georgic in
the fields) to cowsols me, the judicious
reader will not be surprised to hear that,
afler wrestling for a season with these
ancient worthies, I closed their  ponder-
ous snd marble (covered) jaws™ which
they had cxpanded for my iorment, and
thought that e walk to Woodside would
e no more than a proper reward of m
diligence. As 1 passed directly by the
post-office, in my way thither, I, of course,
looked in to see what way the state of my
correspondence.  The crosy old postmaster,
who had held the offico sinco its erection
under Washingion, handed me & thick
letter, telling me gruffy that there was
only & ceut to pay as it was a drop letear,
or one put into the office at the town, “the
only one,” he went on to say, in a tone
of mjured innocence, * that had been put
in for more than a year. He puchsed it
was & love-letter.” As I had oo reason,
that I knew of, for sharing in this conjec-
ture, I opened the envelope as [ went along
and, to my surprise, found that it contain-
ed a letler addressed to Ann Petchell, tny
cousin Eleanor's femme de chambre. A
few lines were writton inside the envelope,
asking me to do the writer the favor to
deliver tho jnclosure to Ann Petchell
herself, as it was & matter of importance
to her, but without signature and in a
hand I did not know. I could not im-
agine what it meant, and concluded, af
last, that old Kimball, the postmaster,
was probably not far wrong, and that the
docurnent must be acither more nor lesa
than a love-letter. I was not over well
pleased with being made thus the go-be-
tween of a waiting-maid, and marvelled at
the impudence of her correspondent. And
it occurred to me, further, that if Miss
Potehell were involved in an amorous
correspondence, such as [ supposed this to
be, she was not altogether what Eleanor
took her for, and perhaps not precisely the
person she would choose to have mbout
her, if she kuew the fact. So I detor-
mined that I would let her or her father
know the circumstance before I perform-
ed my part of Marcury to Petchell
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I had an opportunity specdily afforded
me, for, aa I waa approaching the gato
which admitted you into the gronnds from
the high-road, T met Colonel Allertom,
who was coming dewn the road from the
oppuosite direction. We fumed into the
sweep together, and as we walked along
the hard gravel, he said to me,

'“] sce you have an unopened letter in
your hand. Do not refrain from reading
it on my account. You are at the happy
ago when & letter is a pleasure. Don’t
delay yours.”

“] am tuch obliged to yon, sir® I
naswered, laughing, “and I should like

rticularly well to read this particulsr
etter.  But unluckily, it does not belong
to me,”

“Indeed,” he replied, “is it for me, or
Eleanor 7" helding cut his hand for it.

“ It is for one of your family, sir” said
I, “but for neither you nor my eousin
Eleanor. It is for Miss Ann Peteliell
And I told hiln the odd way in which it
came into my poskossion.

“Let me see it if you please.” said he,
“]1 see nmo resson why you should be
troubied with her letters.  This is odd®
he went on, to himself, closely scruti-
nizing the handwriting, * this is very odd,
indeed. What ean it mean?”

We were now at the door and we forth-
with proceeded to his library, wher: we
found Eleanor seated by her father's fire,
which a little chilliners and dampness,
incident to our hotlest summers, made by
no means unsatisfactory. Yhile wa wers
exchanging salutations and inquiries, the
Colone! rang the boll, which was answered
by Mrs. Warner, the housckecper.

“8end Petchell here, directly,” said he,
#1 wish to soo her.”

“ Petchell 1* said Eleanor, looking at
h'm;l ’l,and then at moe in surprise, * Pelch-
ell!

But there was no timo for explanation,
for the door opened and that handmaiden
entered, courtesyingly and simperingly ;
but, still, with a look of some alarm on
her features, at being wo suddenly sent for
by the Colonel, who, though & kind snd
considerate master, was & strict martinet
in his family, snd the whole corpe do-
meslique held him in reverential awe.

% Petchell, here's a letter for you,” said
he, ahruptly, holding it out to her.

She courtesicd as she ook it, with s
glance first at the letter and then at ber
young lady, and was about to leave the
room,

i Stop, if you please,” said the Coloncl,
in an authoritative tone; “if you have no
objection, I wish you to open and read
the letter here. [ wish to know, if it be
“{Tm:t, how you come Lo e receiv-
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ing letters from Mr. Ferguson, and why
they should come under cover to Mr.
Osborue.”

Eleanor, on hearing this, gave me &
half-reproachful glanee, which made me
fear that [ had made some terrible bluo-
der, though T could not divine what, and
Petchell looked ma if she should like to
tear my eyes out. Howewver, there was
no help for her, so she hastened to open
the letter with what show of indifference
she could muster, Her fingers trembled,
however, in the agitation she obviously
felt, and before she could prevent iy =
letter dropped out of her ioclosure snd
fell on the floor. Colenel Allerton, with
the activity of six-and-twenty, tnstantly
picked it up, and. after glancing at tha
direction, said to Potchell,

“This is enough. It in all [ want of
Fou, at present.  You may go now.”

And she went, apparently nothing loth.

Turning then to Eleanor, he sid, hand-
ing her the letter, “I did not expect to
find you in correspendence with Ferguson,
I must confess, And [ am still more at
a loss to conceive why it should bo earried
on clandestinely. You did not use to be
on such terms with him.”

%It is all on his side, papa. now,” =id
Eleanor, paler than ever, but evidently
in some perturhation, “ I assurv you it is.
I have no wish to be on any termas at
all with him, Whatever communications
he has had with me he has mtrudsd upon
me nlgninst my will.”

“I am sorry,” he replied, “that yoo
will still persist in thinking so ill of him.

‘But I cannot imagine why he should

sonoy you, after what has , 88 you
sn{ he hag, and still less why he should
take this indirect wuy of doing it It is
not like him.”

% Not like him! Oh papae 1" exclaimed
Eleanor, lifting up ber hands with an ex-
pression of impatience and vexation.

# Certainly not" replied her father, “he
was alwaya open and candid jn his inter-
course with us at home. And we are
certainly under great obligetions to him.”

Eleanor made o deprocating gesture of
digsent.

“Why,” be went on, “you know he
told us of the blundering folly of: "
he stopped, with a giance at me, and then
went on without mentioning any narus,
“and did his best to counteract it.”

I thought that it was about time for
me to meke a move to rotire, as this
eeemed to be a scene, howoever interesting,
which had better have only the actors for
audience. But Eleanor went oo without
minding me.

“Perliaps we were too hasty in believ-
ing him. I thought better, or not so il},




1858.)

of humn at that time ; but I would not have
believed his story then, had it not been
made likely bintha c1rcumstances he
hrought to our kmowledge.

“ Perhaps, my dear,” Ba.ld the Colonel,
L\ litely, but a trifle vokingl
H ?u ]:]ouldy have becn lemplfcreduljf)d.;
hud the offender been any one bogides
Mr. Markham."

If hlood was ever eloquent, a3 we are
told it sometimes is, that in Eleanor’s
cheeks made a very fine speech on this
occasion, and one that gave me an odd
pensation, which I hed never felt before
or dince, at least in the same degree. Ehe
psused & moment, and then maid, very

quietly,
“T think, it would have made no
difference. You certainly know that it

did not, ag it waa.”

“T beg your pardon, my love,” replied
her father, caressing her head with his
hand. “I wwe wrong in saying what I |
did. But you know it provokes me to
bave you sc unjust to Ferpuson. He
could have nons hut friendly motives in
coming to this country at this time, for
his own affairs might have waited a year
or two. Hut he came now that he might
be of service, possibly, to us. And t
after what huim passe({,between you.” -

Eleanor shook her head, as if she re-’

ctived nome of this doctrine. The Colonel
went on,

“ But how long have you known that
he was in America? Knowing your feal-
ings towards him, I did not think it neces-

to en, thing about it to you.”
BN;J'I lmaéne ¥ she r%plied, u thstyl knew
of it nearly a3 soon a9 you, if not sooner.
{ have known it these six months.”

“These six months!” exclaimed her
father, “and never mentioned it to me!
That is strange. But have you ever seen
him 27

¥ Only once,” ghe anawered, looking at
me, “it was the day that I sent you word
of my getting into the river. I meant
that it 5: uld bring you home, and 1 did
intend to tell you that it was he that
belped me out. HBut I changed my mind,
and cousin Frank hera had to bear al] the
credit of it.”

“I cannot conceive why yon ghould
have concealed this from we,” he replied,
in & tone of sorne displeasure; “I am not
oo proud to be grateful for a good office,
if you are.’

“I could well have dispensed with the
eervice,” she replied, “for cousin Frank
here can tell you that the danger was
nothing, and that if it had been any thing
he was sufficient to the emergency.”

I cordially confirmed her statement n
its entirety, for I well remembered wish-
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ing the fishing-boota at B comsiderable
dislance, and in a much warmer place than
the Quasheen,—though that wes not very
oold that afternoon.

“You see, sir,” she proceeded, *that
there was no great call for gratitude in
the case, and I certainly felt none what-
ever.”

i Eleanor, Eleanor,” he repeated, * I do
not understand you. You are & changed
creature. I cannot make you out this
morniog.”

He rose from the sofa where he wua
sitting and took & turn or two up and
down the room ; then, slopping short be-
fore her chair, he said, somewhat sternly,

# And perhapa you intend to keep me
equally in the dark as to the nature of
your communications. [ suppose they
must have related to my affairs They
wore not likely to have been any thing
m:nproper for me to know,” with a sus-
picion of & frown on his brow ; *but I do
not wish to intrude myself into Four con-
fidencs, nor into that of Mr, Ferguson,”

% Dear papa,” said Eleanor, earnestly,
“do not reproach me so0! What real
secret can [ ever bave from you? I may
have done wrong in not telling you all
about it at omer; hut I thought I was
sparing you from pain, perhaps from
danger, by saying nothing for the pre-
sent. Indeed, I meant to tell you all in
time.”

i Woll well, my dear,” he answered
kindly, for though quick of temper ha was
the most plaanle of men, “I dare say
you can explain it all. [ have never
thought you wrong yot.”

The explanation I understood to be
adjourned only till I was out of the way,
and I was, sccordingly, about to make
another demonstration of departure, when
Colonel Allerton eaid, before I could rise,

“ But, Eleanor, you have not read yet
the letter of which Osborne here was tho
courier, I dare say it hag nmothing in it
which he may not sse. He ought, cer-
tainly, to be paid postman’s wages, and
perbaps he will be content to take it out
in kind. Had you not botter see what
it says 77?

Eleanor looked up suddenly from the
carpet at which she hed been gazing, and
glancing first at her father, and next at
me, and Jast of all at the letter, which
had lain in her lap all thia while, she tock
it up and opened it, After running her
eye over it, she handed it to her father
who read it out, to this effect—

%1t is esseniial that I should have the
interview with you I have 80 long solicited.
It cannot be delayed and it must be had.
I have that to say to you which is of vital
jmportance to you, and, if it bo of greater
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weight with yon, Lo vour father. Time
presses with me, and the interview T soli-
cit most be at noon this day, or not at
all. I will be at the Sachem's Seat, at
preciscly twelve. If you ohject to coming
alone, you can bring your maid with you,
or the lad * ({ad, indeed !} “T saw with
you when we met who I understand is
your courin, if he b discreet.”

%1 cannot conceive” said the Colonel,
studying the nole closely, as if to extract
its hidden meaning, * what Ferguson can
bave to ray to you about me, or yourself,
that he might not just as well, certainly,
my to me,in person. However, my dear,
I should not be afraid to make you my
plenipotentisey and I think he would not
make this request without some reason-
able motive. So you had beticr pet
bonnet and take Frank’z arm, since he is
permitted to share in this mystery, and
make haste™ for, he added, looking at hia
watch, “it wanis but a quarter to the
trysting hour.”

While Eloanor wma pone for thia pur-
pose, he went on to me, * So you have
ecen Mr. Ferguson, it reems 7"

“Yes, sir,” 1 answered, “I eaw him
for a moment on the allernoon when he
drew my cousin out of the water, as rhe
has told you. Indeed,” I added, recol-
lecting myeelf, © [ did sce him for & literal
moment, when I was in Boston, on the
top of the New-York eoach.”

* Ah, yes,” he replied, I know he had
been st the South, I did not know he
had returned, until this morning. Did
nof you think him & handsome young
fellow 7 ¥

Handseme! T thought him as ugly s
monster as [ had ever seen.  And young!
why, the wretch could not have been lesa
than five and thirty! But seventy and
eighteen have different eyes for such
things., I did not trust mysolf to speak
and only made a bow oracularly enig-
matical. He went on without waiting for
further answer:

* You may have inferred from what has
passed this moming, that thers have been
some former dealings between him and
us. Indeed, I may ray to you in confl-
denee, ag one of the family,” I made a bow
here of unequivocal gratitude, “that he
was an old admirer of hers” (old enough !
I parenthesized to myself), *in England.
Had she liked him, I should have been
well pleased for [ did. But as she did
not, there was nothing to he mid. She
has a rooted dislike to him, apparently,
which I cannot understand ; bm1 right or
wrong, it is something to be considered in
t.he matter of marriage.”

“1 must say, sir,” I put in, “that it
acems Lo me that my cousin Elmor is
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the last person im the world to form sn
unreasonahle prejudice.  She s candor
and sweetness personified.”

“She is a good girl, sir, & good girl”
he resumed, *hut the best of them take
the bit between their teeth, gometimes.
And then therc’s nothing to be done but
to give them their head. I they’re good
blocd they’ll bring up safa enough when
they’'ve had their fliing. But here she
comes, and it is high time you were off.”

We accordingly passed out at what
Lord Castlereagh might have called “the
back front * deer, which let us out in the
direction of the avenue celehrated in the
last chapter. We in down the
length of the walk, and then leflt it by &
path through & belt of trees, skirting
round thoe clearing, which connected it
with the aboriginel forest—or what re-
mained of it, At no great distance with-
in the wood, but still far encugh to be out
of the reach of interruption or esvesdrop-
ning, was & small opening of less than a
quarter of an acre in extent, either nato-
ral or of & very old formation, gs Lhere
was no trace 0 stumps or roots among
the short soft grass. It was believed to
have been made by the Indians, and a large
stone which bad something the look of
having hoen rudely shaped into a sort of
chair, was called the Sachem’s Seat.  Tra
dition said that this was the sacred stone
on which the great king Miantowusett,
50 formidable to the Puritans hefore
King Philip's days, used to sit and rule
his tribe. T can only say that, if he
were of like passions with other men, his
majesty tnust, like many another sove-
reiyn, have sat uneasily upon his throoe
Eleanor said noothing to me during our
wolk, To be sure it was soon over,
for we walked fast. But she seemed
to be absorbed in the mnticipation of
what was before her, and the only sign
she gave of being conscious of my pres-
ence waa the way in which she reiher
clutched than lesnt on my arm, as if it
were done rather to steady hor mind than
to support her steps.

When we entered the cleared space we
found Ferguson, walking up and dowm its
narrow diameter, holding his watch in
his hand. When he eaw us he returned
it to hia pocket and naluted us, or rather
Eleanor, with & politeness which was
rather punctilious than casy. Bhe mado
83 slight an scknowledgment of his bow
s could he and be any at all, while I un-
glued my bat from my head, just as much
a5 [ thought my share of hia courtesy
demanded. Elesnor dropped my am
and, sdvancing by herself, sat down upon
the Scat of the Bachem as Portia might
have assumed the judgment rewr, bad it
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been hers of right. I admired the epirit
and grace of the movement, while I thought
I understood its motive, Shewas resolv-
ed, st all events, to have the firm support
of this seat, before she sufferod herself to
be subjected to the agitation or provoca-
tion of what this mon had to say. I
dropped modestly back towards the alley
by which we had come in and left the
slage to the two performers. Ferguson
took a stride or two more on the green
gward, while Eleanor said, as calmly and
eoldly as if a statue had spoken,

“I'am here, sir—what may your plea-
sure be with me”

“ My pleasure i5,” said ha, pausing in his
walk and turning towarda her, “my plea-
sure is to do you good, if you will let me.”

She answered only by the haughtiest
inclination of her head, which spoke more
of scorn than of gratitude.

* You think, perhape,” he went on, eye-
Ing ber with no amiable expression of face,
“you think perhaps, madam, that I offer
more than I can perform when I say I
wish to do you good.”

“If 1 can pat sny faith in tha letters
with which you have annoyed me for so
long.” she replied, 1 must suppose that
ﬁou can do me some hart, though you

ave not been pleased ns yet to mdicate
bow or why.”

“And if that be true he returned,
% even o the offensive sense in which you
¢hoose to take my wish to serve you, is
hot the refraining from doing a hurt some-
tiwes a positive grod 77

“I did not come here, gir,” sho replied,
* to enter into any discussion with you, or
to hold any conversation not easentisl to
the busincss, whatever it may bo, which
bas made you cail me to this place. If
fon have any thing to say to any purpose,

will listen to you s otherwise, I will re-
turn a3 I came.”

* Elcanor--Miss Allerton,” he went on,
afler s pauto, in s softened tone, “you
know that I have had hut one motive in
following you to America,—but one in
secking you here. I do not pretend to
the romantic folly of seoking your happi-
ness apart from mine. I hope to deserve
wy own by securing yours. Is there no
gervice that can purchase hope? I ask
ne¢ more, as yet.”

“1 thought, sir,” she replied with a
ooldness which might have frozon quick-
gilver, ‘1 thought, sir, that all this was
at an end long ago, If 1 have aver done
any thing te make you think that fresh
{mportunity would make me think better
of what 1 eaid when we parted in Eng-
land, it has becn my misfortuue and not
my design. 1 never give hopes, sir, which
I de not mean to felfil.”
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She made & motion as if-mbout to rise
and retire, hut Ferguson made a restrain-
ing pesture and ssid,

“ ¥ou have, indeed, done nothing to give
me heart, but perhapa others have. Cir-
cumatances may have happened which
may alter even your resolution. Your
father— *

“My father!” she interrupted, *you
do not presume to say that vou sought
this interview with his knowledge.”

%0, no, indeed,” he replied, * bhe knows
nothing of it. T didnot choose he should, at
present, or I should not have communicat-
ed sccretly with you, aa [ have. You know
he wonld have made me welcome to his
house, if I had seen fit to como openly.”

She bowed an unwilling gort of nssent
and eaid, ¥ What of him, then, sir 1"

“ He 12 a gentleman of a distinguished
position, of an honorahle name, of unblem-
ished hooor, of a large esiate.”

“Well, sir,” said Eleanor, somewhat
anxiously, “what of it? I believe nune
of these things have ever been disputed.”

% Perhapa not,” he anawered, fixing his
eye, which waa generslfliy looking dewn,
on hern, e if by an effort. * Certainly
not. But you know that there have becn
men a8 happy aa he in all these particu-
lars, who have lost them all.”

“No doubl, there have becn many,”
said Eleanoy, suppressing an intense inter-
est as well ax she might, ¥ hut what is
that to me or to my father 7

“Suppose his entire estate in England
wore lost and confiscated 7 ¥

% Well ! ¥ gaid Eleanor, growing almost
breathless, as he pmeduF.m

“ Suppose his honor were hlasted, his
place among men ohliterated, and his name
mfamous 7%

“Well | #

¥ Suppose him condomned to drag oot
his lifo in poverty and disgrace, an exile
from his country, from which ho is shut
out hy the ambsolute certaioty, if he re-
turned, of dying the death of a_forger?”

“Welll” in & Jow voice, and pale as
asheg,

“ And then suppose oue, who can hring
sll this down upon the father, lays his

wer at the daunghter’s feet and seeka, s

is chiefest good, to identify himself with
the life, hooor, and ﬁmsperit of the one,
and to devote himself to the happinesa of
the other.”

““And this was what you have been
hinting to me thmuEh the lettern you
bave forced upon me,” maid Eleanor, her
color returning, and her eyes kindling
with some slrong emotion or other.

4 Precisely this” he answered, * though
I was not prepared till now—{ did ot
seo fit—to tell yon the exact truth.”
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%The exnct truth [? she exclaimed, inn
tone of the most derisive unbelief; “had
you told me all this at firat, you would
have spared me some anxious fears which
your black suggestions conjured up, I
thank you for relieving me of them all.”

And she rose with a desl of scorn, look-
ing beautiful “ in the contempt and anger
of her lip,” and was moving towards me,
when Ferguson laid s detaining hand up-
on her arm, which she shook off as if it
had been a viper.

“Stay a momeot,” said he; “T do net
blame you for rejecting what I say, at the
first hearing. It would be stranpge indeed
if you did not Dut do you suppose I
would commit myself in this way, if T had
not facts and evidence behind me? Ido
not ask for my reward till I have estab-
lished my claim by indisputable proof of
the service.”

“Service! reward! facts!” ejaculated
Elcanor, as if she could not guite put her
thoughts in order; but presently, she
said very collectedly, “and I can purcbase
excmptign for myself and for my father
from all this misery by taking you as my
—nhusband ?#

“ Not purchase exemption,” he replied,
“but reward fildelity and devoted rer-
vice.” .

“ Fidelity I she axclaimed starting up
fromn the stone on which she had seated
herself agunin, “and if 1 reject your offer,
you will let it loose upon our heads? Am
1 to uunderstand that to be the alterna
tive 7

“ believe it to be inevitable as death *
said he in reply. # The thread of your des-
tiny, Eleanor Allerton. is in your own
hand., It is for you to decide whether it
shall take the hue of life or death of hon~
or or of infamy. And you must decide at
ance.”

#1t wilt not take me long,” said she,
her eyes flashing, and her veice tremulous
with anger. %1 give no credence to what
you say, I believe you capable of eny
villany, of contriving any plot to compass
any end you have in view. But do you
suppose I will believe my father capable
of what you charge him with? And
even were he —"

“ Had you not better wait” interrupl-
cd Ferguson, “uniil you know, whether
capable of it or not, what the cass against
him is?*®

*The case!® she exclaimed, stamping
her little foot, “I eare nothing for your
case!  You have proved yourself a villain
by the proposal you have made me, and
I am sure my father would sooner die on
a3 you say, than suffer me to purchase
his life 0 infamously.”

He looked s black as midnight snd
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soowled at her as he said, between hin
teeth, “You reject my offer, then !??

“ Rejoet it !* she said with a look of
utter loathing, “I spurn it! I trampla
on it! I gpit upon it!™

‘“Then take the consequences!® ha
raid, struggling againat a furious passion,
% the ruin of your father, which you might
have prevented, be on your head! And,
perhaps,” he added, after a pausc. in a
quieter tone, but one sleeped in malignity—
“perhaps the world will believe other ro-
mors iouching other persons. [ have
helped suppress them. Perhaps it will
be imposmble, any longer. Mr. Mark-
ham has been seen io this neighborhood,
I believe 1

Eleanor blushed deeply with just anger
at this insoleoce, and [ stepped forward
and said

“ Sir,E[ accompanied this young lady
hither, by her request, and for her pro-
tection. You will repeat your impertinencs
at your peril !

‘At my peril, you monkey ! ” he thun-
dered out in a towering passion, which he
was glad to vept upon somebady, and he
advanced upon me with uplifted hand, 1
was but a monthful to him, but [ happen-
ed to take up mechanically as I came out
with Eleanor, the cane which I npuslly
carried. It had a blade in it, 88 college
canes were very apt, foolishly enough, to
bave in those days. I drew it in sp in-
stant, and, shortening it as he approached,
exclam

#Lay s floger upon me, gir, and by
——, it will be the lust mischiel you will
do!”

Perbaps my eye was a little wicked ;
but, at levenl.E he stayed his hand a
moment, while Eleanor screamed aloud
and was rushing between us, when we
were sll brought to our bearings by a
quick rustling among the branches behind
me, instantly followed by Colonel Aller-
ton’s voice of command,

“ Wbat’s this 7" he said sternly to me,
U put up that gimerack, sir. What in
God’s name is the meaning of this disturb~
ance 7% Jooking first at one and then the
other.

%It means mir,? said I, “as far as Tam
concerned, that that rascal there’ {per-
haps the puun was qualified by an exple-
tive “ now betler far removed ?)  insuli~
ed Miss Allerton, and when T interfered
he offered to strike e, and [ was only
giviog him to understand that he wouldn't
do it more than once.”

t Ferguson ! Elcapor!” he said, io a
great amazement; ¥ what is the meaning
of this? Elesnor, is it trne that he io-
sulted you? Fragk must be beside him-
mll"”
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“Ingnited me! yes, indeed, sir.” mid
she, “and you too.”

“Me! impossible!” cried the father.
#In what way, pray 7

“Miss Eleanor,” Fergnsen put in, as if
to give her time to reflect and v??thl’:é}ld her
commuunication, * regards the remewal of
my unfortunate addresses as an insult to
ber mod you. But I hope, sir, you may
. not regard it 5o seriously when you know
my motives for my presemption.”

“ Don't believe him, paps ! ? cried Elea-
nor, “he is a liar, and the {ruth is not in
him. What do you think” she continued,
E:ng up to him, and resting her hand on

is ahoulder and looking np into his face,
“ what do you think this wretch bas been
nnyi:;s about you? That you had com-
mitted some horrid erime,—forgery, I be-
lieve,—and that it depends on rﬁ:m to
save you or to —— " and she burat into
tears on his shoulder.

“Yes,” said I, “and Lhe price of his
milence, of your life, I beliove, was to be
Eleanor's hand in marriags ! ¥

% Ferguson, are you mad 7" said Colo-
nel Allerton to him, “can yon heve said
these things?”

“Mad ! " cried Ferguson, who did seem
nearly beside himself with rage and dis-
sppointment—* mad, indeed! Well for
yon if ] were! Can I have said these
thinge 7 I have said them, and they are
TaoE!?

*True!” exclaimed the colonel “Mr,
Ferguson, you know such chargen as thess
must be brooght to & strict account.”

“ Strict enough, &ir,” replied Ferguson,
with a devilish sneer, “ you may be ansur-
ed of that. But it must be hy twelve
men aod not by twelve paces, Satisfac-
tion, gir, iz the doe of & gemsleman and
nol 8 FxLox.’’

“Scoundrel ! cried the colonel, and
shaking off Eleanor, he snatched my blade,
atil] nnsheathed, and made a step towarda
the other. Eleanor clung again to his
arm, and [ stepped between them, while
Ferguson said, Isughing loudly,

“Come on, hy all means, gir. Add
murder to your other crimes A man
can be hanged but onee!”

#'Tush.” cried Colonal Ailerton, tossing
down his weapon, “I meant nothing,
Eleanor, my girl. [t was an involuntar’y
movement. Let the rascal go. 1 wouldn't
touch bim.?

%1 humbly thank you, sir,”* cried Fer-
guson, laking off his hat aod making a
mock bow to the party, with eves full of
hatred and malica, “and aince I have your
gracious permaission, I wil{ go, as [ have
businecss elsewhere. (Good morning{”

And turning round, be stooped under
the branches of the trees in the side oppo-
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site to the entrance on our side, and dis-
sppeared. As we slood looking after
him, we could hear hiln crashing his way
through the underbrush and the inter
lacing boughs of the forest.

CIIAFPTER XL

Wk slood in silence for a moment after
Ferguson disappeared under the branches,
I scarcely knew which way to look ; but,
without knowing it, I found myself glan-
cmg out of the cormer of my eye at
Eleanor, who had remained standing dur-
ing al! the last part of this singular scene.
She stood gazing ewrnestly at her father,
whose eyed were not yet withdrawn [rom
the place where Fergueon had vanished
with an expreasion apon his face in which
& towering passion scemed to contend with
an extreme nstonishment. Presently,
however, as if controlling himself by »
strong effort, he turnmed to Eleanor, and
taking her arm under hia, without saying
any thing, hastily proceeded to the avenue
and thus on to the house. 1 followed at
& proper distanca, 8o that they might have
Spgkel::erlogether bad they choj;en %u do B0,
without fear of being overheard by me.
But they made no use of the opportunity,
both appearing to be absorbed in their
own thoughte Or, rather, the father
seemed plunged in & moody cloud of medi-
tation, while the daughter was saxious)
congidering him and hiscondition. Thoug
ghe stepped finmly and kept pace with her
father in his hurried walk, I could see that
her arm trembled upon his, and that she
was {rying, as she had opportunity, to get
an unsuspected glance at his face.

That I felt a profound curiosity, as well
a8 interest, about what I had scen, need
not be said, though I could not help feeling
that my presence, although fairly and
honestly brought 8‘301]1‘., might beintrusive
and unwelcome, So | was meditating a
sudden and sceret retreat as soon as we
approached the house, thinking that, es
my room might be better than my com-
pany, 8o it wag very likely my comr
paniont would not notice my sudden
substitution of the one for the other, Just
a8 they eolered the house, howerver,
througfvl which it was necessary for me to

to make a dignified retreat, Eleanor
said s few words to her father, with a
glance nt me over her shoulder. I pre-
tended to drep my cane and lingered be-
hind 6o a5 to leave them frea to say what
they liked about me, when Colonet Aller-
t.cq':I stopped, and turning round to me,
said,

% Frank, step into my room, if you can
spare thetime. I should like to have yoar
advice in & matter of importanes,”



I feit greatly flattered of course, and
logked on mysell an promoted to be a
middie-aged man, at & jurap; or, at least,
&8 having received the brevet rnk of Five-
and-Twenty. I pagsedon through the hall
wnd went into the lihrary, the father and
daughter remaining jo conference near the
halldoor, while I seated myself befora the
fire that was never quenched, nnd gazed up
ot the white wig, rubicund face, and wild,
protuberant eyes of his late Majesty, who
returned my look with a half-frantic ex-
x;msion not out of keeping with the queer

inge of the last hour, Presently, I
b Eleanor’s light footstep ascending
the stairs and immediately afterwards that
of her father approaching the door of the
library. I rose as he entered; but he
made me a kign to take my seat again and
then walked two or three times up and
down the room in dlent thought Then,
sesting himsellf on the sofa, which made
su angle of some port (I never was much
of & mathematician,) with the fireplace,
be turned to me with the cordial, confid-
ing sir which marked his manner, what-
over might have been the reserve it cover-
ad, il Mr, Bulkley’s theory was right, and

began—

“'Well, Frank, yon will bave a lively
scene to describe in your next letter to the
Deipnosophoi! Quite & God-send to your
journal, by Jove!  You could hardiy have

oped for any thing so animating in such
an ont-of-the-way corner of the world as
this. "

%1 will not deny, sir,” I replied, * that
I have been deep)](;r i:;temarl?il';i'whnt[
have seen this morning, and in what haa
oome under my notice hefore as to this
Mr. Ferguson. if that be his name ; but T
b’ﬁlm assuyre you that nothing I have seen
or heard will ever be told to any living
soul, uolesa it be the wish of my cousin
Eleanor and yoursell that the facts T have
been witness to should be truly stated at
l)ma“Tfut’E-e time.:mk -

hank you, t ow,” he an

¥1 believe you Lo be); discreet lm
perhape it may be as well not to make
this adventure a topic of gossip, just yet
It in quite likely it may bocome such,
bowever; and in such casa, I am quite
willing to leave your testimony in your
own kecping, (0 be used or wilhheld at

our own discretion. And I am sure

leaner would feel the same. She has s
high opinion of you, Frank, my boy,
though the little sccident by which you
wers brought into Parson Bulkley’s keep-
Aing did not argue vehemently in favor of
your prudence and steadiness of charscter,
at firat™

I blushed to the very solen of my boota
to hear this opinion of Eleanor in my (a-

Wensley.

[Norembes

vor ; though had I known as much as I do
now (the more’s the pity !} I should hawe
kpown that prudence and discretion are
not always the beat recominendations of &
man to & woman. Luckily for me, how-
ever, these virtues have not always been
80 inconveniently preponderant as L stand
in my way materially.

*1 am much obliged W my cousin
Eleanor, and to you, &ir,” I said,
laughing st the conclugion of his speech,
‘“for your good opinion of me. I am sure
that I shall alwayslook on the aocident yoa
speak of aa owe of the luckiest thimgs that
ever could happen to me; &s without it I
should have never known you and my
cousin, aod Mr, Bulkley. I do oot pretend
(o be wise above my fellows, but I have
sense enough to know the value of such
friends as you ull have shown your
selves

“I thank you for our share of the cam-
pliment,” amd the Colonel ; “and the ra-
ther, considering the character which you
have just heard anolder acquaintance
yoursell, even, bestow upon me, and the
fate he was obliging enough to suggest as
my idiuc.”

“Hig may be an older acquaintanceship
than mina, air” I repli:ciq “but I know
that mine i3 the better of the two; for it
ig enough to make me laugh at any such
ebullition of spleen as that”

“I wan taken by surprise this morning
myself,” be reaumed ; “and wus nearly ss
much astonished as you could have been
at what Ferguson said, I have always
thought well of him, and, had Eleanor
fancied him, I should have Jeen very well
content to have had it & maich. But zhe
seems to have known him better than I
did. By Jove! these women have anin-
stinct which is & surer protection to them
than the knowledge of the world we men
brag so much of”

‘“Bhe certainly had an escape, sir,” I
interpolated, as he paused, “for he must
be a precious scoundrel, besides having &
devil of a temper.”

“You are nght, undoubtedly,” he went
on, ‘though I was not clear-sighted enough
to read him so, I thought him u sincers
friend in the vexation in which 1 was -
volved through your friend Markham's
élourderie; and I liked him all the befter
for it, becausa he wes & rejected admirer
of Eleanor’a  Dut, no doubt, as I always
supposed indeed, he hoped thus to recom-
mend himself to her.”

He paused, and as I kmew nothing of
the circumstances of which he epoke, [ had
nothing to say excepting & confused obser-
vation to the eflect that he would hawe
been a fool, na well a5 a rogue, if be had
failed to do his endeavor in such & caugs.
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Bat the Colonel did not heed what I atam-
mered out, but went on asif no hreak had
taken place in the chain of his ideas.

# However that may be,” he continued,
“there is no doubt now a8 lo his villany,
and I only wish that I knew the extent of
it. Angry as he was, and carried hy his
passion beyond his self-control, he had
some mesning ‘in what he gaid. [t was

miching malioa’ as Hamlet says, and
meant mischief. I daresay he wonld give
his ears (T wish to Qod they were nailed
to the pillory, as they deserve to be!) that
he lad kept his tongue between his
teeth. But as he was surprised out of
what he did not mean to say, I muat make
my advantags of it. And the first thing
I must do s to get back to England as
moon a8 I eau, to confront his charges,—for
{ bave no doubt that he in already on his
way thither to make them, whatever they
may be.”

“To England, dear papa!* said Eleanor,
who entered by the door behind him, aa
be was nttering the last sentence, and she
laid her hand eareesingly on his shoulder
“to England! And why (o England 7%

“ Because, my love,” he replied, taking
her hand in his a3 he apoke, “because it
is there that I must be hanged if Mr.
Ferguron be s true prophet. I really
don’t recollect having done any thing wor-
thy of death since I came to America.
Ferguson is not a fool, and he did not talk
in the way he did, though he waa in & pas-
gion, without mome vicious meaning or
other. He has some design, and it must
be put into execution in En‘zland, and there
I must be to counteract it."”

She passed reund the corner of the sofa
where ha rat still holding his hand, and
seated herself by his side, o

“ No, no, dear papa,” ghe gaid, in a voice
fall of tender emotion, *do not put your-
self within the reach of that villain. You
do not know his ahility in wickedners
You will find it more than a match for your
tnnocence and the simple honesty of your
wuy of dealing. Pray, do not go! Sty
here with me!”

% What, my dear ! he gaid to her, half
reproachfully, hut all tenderly, * you aure-
ly would not have me stay here and admit
by default whatever slanders he may have
ooncocted 7 That is not like my Eleanor.
For my own part, I had rather mount the
drop at Newgate, next Monday morning,
than live under such an imputation. 1
will at least show my own confldence in
my innocence, whatever happens. But
you shall remain here until the whels
thinE ia settled.”

%1 remain here!” ghe exclaimed, her
oyes filling with tears, which she hastily
brushed off her long lashes before ihey
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fall—“] remain hers, papa, whils you go
to diffieulty, if not to danger 7 That would
be like me, indeed! You know that [
was not thinking of myself; hut I haves
dread of this man’s power of mischiel
which I cannot help. He has haunted me
[or more than two years, and I am afraid
of him, I confess. If we are beyond his
reach here, for (od's sake, sir, let us stay
hers, till he is out of our way."

“ For more then two years, Eleanor!"
suid her Gther, in a tone of surprise;
“what do you mean, my dear? how comes
it that I have never heard of this before 7"

Eleanor blushed deeply, and, looking
demurely downwards, ssid, sfter a mo-
ment's pause, “1counld not tell you, papa—
indeed I could not: I could not trust you;
for the man,”'—she paused a moment and
then sdded, as if with paio and difficulty—
“the man insulted me. And o

¥ Ingulted you!* exclaimed her father,
gtarting dp, with a deeper imprecation
than I had ever heard come from his pol-
tehed lips; “why did you not telt me of
this on the instant? But it is not too
Iate to overtake him yet.” And he had
hig hand upon the bell-pull, when Eleanor
seized his arm, exclaiming—

¥ Dearest papa, this man is not worth
your anger; he is beneath your resent-
ment What, what are you going to de 7’

“Do!" he exclaimed, “I am going to
order my horse and be after him,—I can
be in Boston aa soon as he.”

 And what, then, papa?’ Elesnor per-
sisted, stil! holding on to his arm.

* Leave that to me, my dear; I will
find 8 way to chastise him for his insolence.
Have no fears on that scors,” said the
veteran, and he glanced significantly ot
me.

“Ah, dear papa I expostulated Eleanor,
in & tone that might bave disarmed Sir
Lucius (’Trigger himself, “surely you
would not put your lifo on » level with
that wretch’s, if that is what you mean.
For you can bardly hope to inflict nny
corporal chastisement in any other way.
And now you wonder that [ did not tell
you all this two years ago! You have &
pretty way, haven’t you, of coaxing my
confidence 2  Come, now, sit down by me
again, and ask cousin Frank there if he
does not think you s choleric, teaty, foolish
old gentlemnan.”

Blusbeard oould not have withstood
gsuch cntresties, and the blandishments
that accompanied them, and Colonel Al-
lerton did &it down again, evidently grow-

ing cooler and cocler, and said—* Well,
and what does cougin Frank think on the
gabject 3

“T think, sir,? I replied, *that you do
welllohesngr’yforwh » cause, and T
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can find no fauli with your wish for satis-
faction, if’ it were a case in which it could
be had. But, putting eside the guestion
of whether this man is entitled to be
weated like & gentlomnan, I suppose he
eould use thig accusation, whatever it is,
as bo hes already suggested this morning,
ag & renson for refusing to meet you, if he
chose. And besides, sir, you will remem-
ber this is net 01d England, and the ordeal
by combat i2 not one our puritan notions
accord with.” -

“ Yery true, very true, Frank,” he said,
quite calmed down again, T was an old
fool to have thought of auch a thing. And
then he might say that I wanted to rid
myself of my nocuser in this extra-judicial
way. Bo go on, my love, and tell ine how
he continued o annoy you snor——"
and hiz eyes Hashed agein, and his hand
clenched, et the thought he did not utter.

““ He hinted to me before we left Eng-
land,” she resumed, ©substantially what
he said to-day—that he had your honour,
#f not your life, in his hands And he
made me believe that be actnally prevent-
ed your arrest, when wo were on the eve
of gailing, by putting the officers on &
wrong scent.”

“ And why did you not toll me all this,
my child 7% gaid her father.

“ Perhaps I was wroog, " she an-
awered ; “but [ did what scemed to me
for the best. I knew you well enough to
know that nothing would prevent yon
from staying and facing any hazard and
I was weak enough to wish you eafe on
thig side the water. I knew that the per
plaxity into which Mr. Markham's impru-
dence had thrown you was capable of
being Eutint.o o bad shape, and T was sure
that this man was capable of iwisting it
into any shape that suited him best. So
I let things take their course. But if I
have done wrong, I have been fully pun-
ished, for I have suffared tortures of mind
the last two yesra” And she closed her
¢yes and pressed her hand to her forehead,
as if in severe bodily pain.

“ My poor Eleanor,” said her father,
tenderly taking her hand, *you would
have done better to have told me all this
I could have convinced you that his as-
sertion about the Arrest must have beena
lie, and that 50 his others most likely
Wefﬂ.”

“Lould you indeed, sir 7 said Eleanor,
“ he told it to me, connected with so many
circumgtances which I knew to be true,
and actually pointing out the officer, that
h thought that was certain, if nothing

se.?

* Had you been acquainted with affairs,
my dear,” he returned, “ you would have
known that an arrest of such & charncter
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could not be initinted withont a degree of
potoriety which would have followed us
here, and that the subsequent legsl mes-
sures could not be done in & corner. But
oo matter for that now ; let me know what
you have had to do with Ferguson since
then.”

“He wrole to me several timea from
Englsuf,ngmposing to repew his addresses
to me, and, on that condition, to hush up
the ‘ugly business,’ as he called it. The
next time I knew any thing of him, was
when we saw him together at the niver,”
she maid, sddressing herself to me; and
then, after briefly recalling the adventure
to her father, she proseded. * One other
letler, under cover to Petchell (a5 indeed
wll his letters were sent), came while
cousin Frank was in Boston It was
post-marked ¢ Washington ;' but I wason
tho look-out for this, and es soon ms it
arrived, without opening the cuter sheet,
I sent it back to him at Boston, where [
knew he would be before leaving the
country.”

% And that was the reason, no doubt,”
gaid her father, “ why he enclosed the let-
ter of this morning to Frank kere. He
thought it would be more sure of being
opened, if it came through him; though,
to be sure, it might have met with me
better luck than ita precursors had it not
been for Frank and me.”

“It certainly would not.”’ she replied;
“but I am greatly relieved now it has
happered, though I was not very well
pleased with it at first, as you mey have
surmised ” turning to me (sha was guite
right—I had s0), *-for I am now rid of the
first secret I ever kept from you, papa,
and it shall be the last, I gromlse you”
And she pnt her arms round his neck wod
kigsed him twice. Great Heavens! why
was not [ sixty-five yearaold and & pape.
Sir Walter Scolt somewhere feelingly
complains of the affliction caused “to us
male creatures,” hy the sight of the -
ressos which the ledies are so fond of wast-
ing in such unnecessary profusion upoen
one another. I am not sure that it is sny
better to see them thrown awsy upon
heavy fathers and stupid brothers. How-
ever, it is & part of the discipline of this
mortal life, and T had to submit to it in
thig fnstance, a8 in a-many gince. Colonel
Allerton presently resumed :

“ But still, darling, I am not clear that
I ought not to return to England, to show
that I am not keeping out of the way of
hisnccusations. What think you, Fraok 7

Eleanor gave me an imploring look
and, 8& I certainly had no wish to give sn
answer that should send them out of the
country, I replied:

%I cannot give yon any opinion, dr, ¢n
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ths sabject. I do not know enough abhout
it to have formed one”

“Iathat so 77 he replied ; “[ havae been
talking to yon ail this while under the
beltef that El¢anor had made you her
confidant, and told you all about our
affaira”

I assored him that I had not been thus
happy, and Kleanor, while she confirmed
my statement, was good emoungh to sy,
that ghe had determined to do so st the
sery firat opportunity that offered itsell,

“1 did so long for a friend to talk with
abuut these things, which I could not tel]
whether I ought to keep to myse!f or not
1 was so in want of advice and comfort!"

O why had she not yielded to thig im-
pulse! I do not kmow how I might have
answered A5 A friend and comforter; but
[ am sure I ghould have dons my hest,
ard ab ooy rede it wonld certainly have
been & very great comfort to me.

“Yoa wonld have done right,” replied her
father. “ Frank igentitled toour thanksand
our confldence, for he has shown himgelf
truly discreet and friendly, aa I understand
it, aud be ghall have both.” I bowed, and he
continued: o fact there ia not much to
il yon. Just as I retired from the n.rmfr.
now more than. twenty yearn since, old
Vinal Grayson, who had besn the agent
for the loyalists ever sinca the year eighty,
died, and, as it was important that thers
should be some peracn having some know-
ledge of the ooloniea and the people claim-
ing relief from time to time, I wag per-
suaded by Lord Hobart, then colonial
secretary, to act in that capacity, though
much againgt my will. For, though a
limitation of time was preacribed in Pitt's
hill for the corapensation of the loyalislﬁ
utill the Government waa very liberal an
considerats in the admission of claims, in
cased of specia] hardship, which might ba
strictly barred by lapsed time.”

% The British Government stood hand-
somely by those who stood by them, T
have always heard,” said 1.

# You have heard the Lruth,” he replied.
4 0Of course it was imposable to satisly
the demands of all that made them, nor
could the rea] losses we sustained be made
good. But the suceessive ministries all
beliaved aa well as they could, I believe.
But this liberality cxposed the Govern-
ment to the danger—whiel indeed is in-
cident to all systems of compensations and
pensions—of fictitious and forged claims,
This could hardly be avoided, with the
greatest diligence, especinlly as many of the
pensioners hod returned to this country,
aod the dislances over which they were
scatlered made it very hard to keep w
strict cye upon them all.”

- That is plain enough said I. *I
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should think it must have been ot of the
question,”

“ We did our best,” he went on, “but
it was hard to guard against all the de-
vices of the encay., Some three yearn
or thereabouts, ago, I was strongly suapi-
cious that an extensive fraud had
cartied on for some time. In the course
of my investigations I had consulted with
this Ferguson, as I had done frequently
before.—regarding him as a shrewd legal
adviser, and as one particularly well
qualified to act as such, from hiz own
connection with the loyalists. Young
Markbam too, who was frequently about
mﬁ' offices in London with his father, and
who wee just then entered at the Inuer
Temple, was slso taken into confidence
and employed in a subordinate capasity,
from Ume to time.™

“What was the natore of the fraud
yo:.illsuspected ?]" I nsked.

t was 8 claim purperting to be of
Michael 3t Jobn™ he repll?osd., “for o
large seizure of specie and goods which
he was transferring from New Jersey to
New-York, at the beginning of the Rero-
lution, for protectivn from the British
troops, and tsken by the rebels. With
interest upon interest, it was made to
amount to near £50,000, It secmed so
well supported by vouchers and afldavits,
and the case us stated appeared so herd
& one, that Mr, Perceval (for it happen-
ed during his short rule) consented tu
allow the man & pension of £500 a year
for his life, provided Mr, Jackson, then
miniater at Washingtan, should certify to
the necessary facts. This was done, and
as soon as the certificats arrived in due
form, it was all settled, ns I supposed,
and all T bad to do was to remit the
money to New-York every year, on ro-
ceiving the Tegular evidence that the man
wag alive,”

“ And how long did this go on, sir 77 I
inquired.

* For cight or nine yesrs,”” he angwer-
c¢d; “and it would never have been sug-
pected that thera was any thing amiss,
hed I not had occasion to look into some
American dispatches in the Foreign Of
fice on another matter relating to my
department, and, to my surprise, I found
no record at the time the certificats of
the identity of St. John was sent over, of
any such tranesction. Mr. Jackson was
dead, and his secrclary at ome of the
northern courts, and there was no imme-
diate way of gifting it. I looked farther
back, and found several other cases of lika
nature, of less amount, but very consider-
able in the aggregale, all of which were
payable to the same agent in New-York
who held St. John’s power of attorney.”
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% And what did you do then sir?" I
nsked, naturally interested in the story.

“I at once sent for Ferguson,” he an-
swered, * who seemned 88 much perplexed
and amazed a8 I was, and he advieed me
to eay nothing for the present to the Co-
lonial Set::'r\am'{J but to lay & trap for the
rogue at New-York, so ag to get his tes-
timony as to the origin of the businesa

¥ And you did so, I suppose ?” I sug-
gested

“Yes, | am sorry to say [ did. It was
the grand mistake [ made. 1 cught to
have reported the whole thing at onoe,
for when it transpired in that quarter—
as it very soon did, through Markham's
imirudenca or il luck—it had sn ugly
look.”

¥ And how was that, gir 7" 1 inquired
of hiin.

“Why,” said he, “Markham had &
brather who waa a clerk in the Colonial
Offce, and be happened to be therc one
morning when the came throu
the room. He remembered that Mark-
ham had been sent to him by me on bus-
iness once or twice, and called him into
his room to ask him some questions on s
matter to come before Parliament that
day, that he supposed he might koow
anbout [ can’t tell you how the cros-
purposea oecurred, but Markham su)pos-
ing he was speaking of this matter, of
which his own thoughts were full, made
answers which aroused the curiegity of
the minister, and he did not relcase him
till he bad learned a1} he had to tell.”

# That was unlucky, certainly,” said I ;
“ but it wag rather poor Markhamn’s mis-
fortusge than his fault.” .

“830 I have tried to persuade pa
Eleaner put in, blushing snd looll(:Eg
down ; “hut he —"*

“Ah, but you forget, my dear, that
although he waa taken hy surprise at
tirst, he admitted that he went on delib-
erately afterwards in his sccount of the
matter, thinking, forsooth, that it was
best for ol! parties! Ho think, indeed!”

“But perhaps be was right, papa”
said Eleanor, growing a little warmer a8
she went on, “You say that you were
misteken in not doing this very thing at
first ; why, then, are you so vory severe
on poor Mr. Morkham 7%

“He and I were very different people,
my dear,” he replied, “*and the conduct
which might have been wise in me, was
uncalled for and impertinent in him.
And that is harder te forgive than sn
intentional injury,—of which I have never
suspected himn. Had he held his tongue,
we should have been at Walford to-day,
mndtead of Wensley.”

I really could not And it in my heart
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to bear him mllimfbrtlﬂ:jthnugh I did
not think Miss Eleapar ALY OCCasion
to blush 8o when she nuned him. I only
said, howsver, “ And what was the up-
shot, air? "

“ Why, the upshot was, as you might
suppose, that the minisler was high, and
80 was 1. He spoke of Lhe whole busi
ness in & way that 1 could not stand, sir.
and I threw up the office on the spot
His lordship made oo objections to re-
ceiving my reaignalion, and moon after-
wards appointed this very Farguson my
sucoessor.”

n!"” 1 exclaimed,

%Q, yes,” he replied, “and a very pro-

r appointment it seemed to me then

leanor lifted up her eyes and hands nen
alight protest.  * Well, there was po res-
son I knew of why it was not, my dear,
and I made po quarrel with Ferguson on
that acore.”

“But how “j&mm m!:ncil:dl with
ur coming to erica, Bir ma;
sk 1" mid ' ¢

“ Very naturally,” he anawered ; “aa
thega frands had ocenrred during my in-
cumbency, I felt myself bound to do my
best, to get to the bottom of them, and to
bring the perpetrators to justice. It wmxs
due to the government, and to my char-
acter ; and the moat direct way seemed to
be to look into them in person, and on
the spot  And so [ came aver, and as
this foolish girl would not be left behind,
I had to bring her with me.”

“And what succezs have you had
sir 7 [ inquired,

‘' Indifferent enough” was his reply.
% The conspirators on this side the water
must have had timely notice of the dis-
covery, for I have got no trace of them
feti snd I foar I never shall now. But

had resolved never to go hone until I
had cleared this mystery up; and nothi
but some imputation on my honor an
character, such s Ferguson threw out
to-day, would shake my resolution.”

“ Perhaps, air,” 1 suggested, * what he
eaid wag a mere burst of spite and vexw
tion,—for I must eay that my cousin's
reception and trestment of him were mot
of a gratifying description. Will it not be
time enough to decide, and to act, after
you have some definile information as to
what he means {odo and say? Possibly
you may never hear {rom him agmin.”

“I do not think that at all likely,” he
rejoined ; * but, a8 you say, perhaps there
is po hurry about it At any rate, I will
be ruled by a girl and bay, te the extont
of taking time to consider before I do any
thing further.”

And Elesnor thanked him agein in the
manner hervtofore protested against by
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Bir Walter Secott and mymelf. I added,
when this was over,

% And I wish, sir, you wounld take the
boy's sdvice in another particular,”

“Ah, and what iz that 77 said he,
mniling graciousty.

41 wish you would take Mr. Buikie
into your counsels. He is odd, but kind,
wnd & genuipe friend te this house, if
fhith may be given to his words bebind

tr backa, And he is shrewd and wise
in his generation, and as true as Toledo
nteel ; and I know that your confidence
wonld be very gratifying to him.”

%, I have the higlicat valne for the
Eocd paraon,” he replied good-naturedly,

and would trust him with my soul,
body, and estate. [ do pot imagine he
can do much for us; but if you should
like to take him into counsel, I have no
ahjection. Have you, Eleanor 7

¥ No, indeed, paps” she replied, ¥ and
I think he is a very knowing old men.
Perhaps, ss cousin Frank pays, he may
make gome usefn] suppestion. At an
rate he will be & kind and good friend,
and surely we have no suparfluity of
such.”
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% You may tell him what you think
best of our affairm then” the Colonel
anid in conclusion, * whenever he comes
home, and ray I should tiko to talic mat-
tors over with him. And now carne, taks
Eleanor into the dining-reom, for yom
must be ready for your dinner by Lhis
ﬁme.”

And m, in truth, T found myself, as
soon B8 [ could descend to consider the
matter ; and as the hour when poor Jas-
per had spread his table for e waa long
past, T made no resielance to this hospita-
ble suggestion. [ don’t know whether
I ought to put it on record or not, buk
the fmct is, th.nti(notwithst.mding the agi-
tations of one kind and another we had
undergone, we geve all the evidence good
appetites could impty of good consciencea
During dinner we ialked on indifferent
subjects, and the sarvant who waited on
us oould not have suspecied from our
ways, that any thing out of the common
had occurred that moming. Such are
the funny conditions of the human miero-
cosm ! After dinuer, I returned to the
parscnage and applied myself to my
clasgics with what appetite 1 might.

TOE AMERICAN IDEAL WOMAN.

ITE idea] woman has often been de-
scribed ; we have known all about

her from our boyhood. That she was &
being born destitute of will, desire, or aim
of her own. That she lived and breathed,
acted and suffered, in and for her husband
snd children, the former particularly.
That she was 'fragile” in form, with
“tiny” hands, and “fairy” feet, and
®gilvery  voice. That she found her
chief glory in making a shirt—her highest
pleasure !n compounding a pudding. That
she watched her husband’s looks, antici-
pating every wish, without the smallest
expectation of any sitention or sacrifice
from him, in return. That ghe was utterly
mnable to frown, or to say no. That she
wailed for her lord and master til] all
hours of the nipht, cheerfully sewing at
bis buttons, and never reproaching him
for being late, or askiog where he had
been. 'That she “soothed his troubled
brow,” * congoled him Ly her sympathy.”
i cheered him by her smiles,” “ divided
his cares and rorrows,” and boro with
entire satisfaction any ameunt of exclusion
from his pleasures ; aocepting every erumb
of hig company with gratitude. 1n short,
that she was Dorn to bo the humble con-
tributor to man; to bear with his tempers,
follow his fortunes, humor his whims,

cater for his wants, watch over his il
nessen, bring up his children, economize
his means, promote his enjoyments—be
whoelly lost and swallowed up in him
while he lived, and, if she survived hitn,
be content with & pittance of his estate, or
a condilion of dependence, it it proved to
have been his sovereign will and pleasure
to leave the fortune she had helped to
sccumnulate to posterity or the publie

All this has formed the staple material
for the use of magazine writers and others,
when they would show up the ideal wo-
man, and the world has hailed the picture
with complaceney. It was nien to
that so convenient & class had been cre-
ated for the good of the higher; and if
the pentlemen were pleased, why the ladies
must be, of course, or tf)ey could now
¢laim to be iden]l women. And we have
no special objection to make, if only the
thing be rightly understood. The nice,
pussy-like woman we have sketched msg '
be agreeably translated by & master-hund,
as by Mr. Thackeray, into Helen Penden-
nis, or by Mr. Dickens, into sundry hero-
ines, and herlot is not alwaysan unlovely
one. The happiness of muking seerifices
is, under certain conditions, the swentest
and highest of all, and a5 soon a5 the
ideal man shall be embodied, there can



be po word of objection to this monld
for the idea) woman. As things are
pow, indeed, her lot would not be envi-
able, unless she were born a sort of men-
fal and morsl jelly, and & very mild jelly
too. Thero must be no wine in jt, or the
spirit would hardiy be a8 amenshle as the
cege requircs. Few of our lady friends,
we may venture to observe. would be
prominent in deairing to become ideala, on
these terma; still fewer, perhaps, would
furnish the requisite material.

The femnale character we have indbmsted
aqjors, and very naturally, s popularity
838 old As Methuselah perhaps dating as
far back as Adam and Eve, if we may be-
lieve Millon, who praises “gweet compli-
ance ” in woman, and extols headship in
man, con amore. But as Umes change,
manners chango with them, and the need
of » new ideal woman, fitted to our new
state of things ip the new world, has al-
ready begun to be felt The quotations
&5 to hands, feet, voics, and &o forth, re-
main a3 before, wiilh, perhaps, » shade
more delicacy, even at the expense of
bealth, comfort, and usefulness, But the
American man, working with every nerve,
muscle, tissue, fAbre, and particle in &
state of highest tension, under the burnin
gun of prosperity and the msad typhoon o
crmpetition, has no time to be cheered,
onsoled, or amused. Woman’s active
duties towards him in those respects are
pow wholly excused and omitted. Busi-
oess is first, Jast, and without end. A
wife’s voice, even though “silvery” up
to the regulation standard, has no music
for ears so weary that silence itsclf, if
"eloquent,” would be imporiunate. Even
& “clear, ringing laugh” will not be
missed.  American womsan 1might be
stricken with dumbnesa, and American
man would scarcely discover it Even
beauty is but half prized, for admiration
ia fatiguing. Dresa is important, because
it has sometbing to do with “ buginess ;7
#t is thought to prove property, and so
belps to make more.  As to female grace,
according to the standard of the moment
it consists solely in repose: rest—rest—
rest ! Lirst second, third requisition, now,
of the American husband. Only don’t
talk to him—don't ask him to go owe in
the evenming—don’t inquire “the news
down town "—don’t Jet the baby ery, or
the boys study aloud ;—muffle the deor-
bell at 7 r. m.~~havo all your hinges and
locks well oiled; keep out the mosquitoes
~—touch the cot softly with your foot if
she purrs too loud; and you may easily
fill the place of the model American wo-
man of our present time, a tranaition rate
let us hope,

We are yot to require and have some-
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thing else, pomething better. The old
ideal —the purely sentimental one, has
gone out of date, and as to the transition-
al ong, there is & nothingness about it that
proves its contravention of all the lawa of
nature and Providence, ince nothing waa
meade to be nothing. That it shoulg ever
have become customary to praise woman
negutively, shows how thoreughly we are
sophiaticated,  “Calling light darkness,
and derkness light; putting bitter for
sweot, and sweet for bitter,”—is nothing
to this larger insult to the order and syme
metry of the universe. Shining i the
milky way mey be very well for stars;
but it ia poor business for women, who
resemble stars only in a few particn
such as % raining influence,” and the Like
There haa always been & womean starting
up here and there, and insisting on being
somebody ; but these exceptionsl cases
have not been recaived with ty good-
will and welecome. Nor do we say they
should haye been, exceptional cases having
always in some degres the effoct of mon-
gtrogities. The aborigines of San Salve-
dor looked upon & ship, one of the most
beautiful and graceful ohjects, as o hideons
winged creature, because they thought it
came on an errand of destruction. They
saw it through their prejudices. We would
not inginuate that a learned woman seems
to us thus; but only that the worid has
seen too few specimens to be able to cless
her satisfactorily. Men in general view
her as a Camanche would & locomotive,
should he mect it unawares, whizring past
him on his hunting-ground. The sensa~
tion is not agreeable. The Indian might
be conscious of &threatened disparagement
of his own legs; and men—well, men
think it just as well that woman should
keep in her own “sphere.” (We hope
the ladics will give us credit for candor.)
So we arenot for learned ladies, as suck;
but we insist that the Ideal American
woman of our day must be one with every
faculty cuitivaled, every power in use
This moay seem 8o obvious as o deserve
the pame of a truism or platitude, but
carnest, practical acceptance would causo
a revolution—not s bloody, but & happy
one. The world has seen a great vanety
of women. There have becn, as was just
observed, lewrned ladies; there have alm
been fashionable ladics mnd sentimental
ladies. There is many a drudging, good
soul, who, without tho least neceesity, is
o mere upper servaut in her own house,
under s mistaken idea of duty ; there are
also women so very “ refined ” that in o
supposable emergency could they be per-
suaded to help ibemselves, or to be of
any carthly use to others. Weo have had
delicate wotnen and masculine ones;
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“nervous® and “strong-minded” oues;
doquettes and prudes ; devotees and (pah !)
free-thinkers; some too poor-spirited to
maintain any place st all, and others sigh-
ing, or rather striding, after nothing short
of pantaloons and legislation. 1 these
ifferent orders of women are more or
less st enmity one with the other; secret
dialike or genteel scandal in the well-
blezing out into hard words and defame-
ticn in the unbred. Every one of them
pees her peighbor's deflciencies aud feels
her own, and no love grows in such dis-
turbed ground. There is no common ob-
ject; no concert in the attainment of any
thing, only rivalry sod real isolation un-
der the mask of oonventional intercourse,
Candid women own thie; they confeas
that there is very little common feeling
smong them. Men having regular and
combined employment, are bound together
st lesst by professional ties, or esprit da
corps; but women are totally without
the feeling, and the strength and improve-
ment that belongs to it It is for want
of it that they do solittle for the wreiched,

the unemployed, and the fallen of their ,

own sex. They will give months of sew-
ing, and thousands of dollars toward the
aquipment and support of young men at
oollege, or a3 missionaries, while destitute
women go from their doors unreligved,
Why is this? PBecause baving no com-
hipation eracng themselves, they are in-
etinctively impelled to throw their indi-
vidua] efforts and gifts into the hands of
men, who Aate comhinaiion, and can pro-
duce results. Look st any
hood or coterie. You may find thers a
gpecirnen of every clasa we bave named,
mnd mors besides, condemned to each
ather’s propinquity by the inexormhle
Mwa of time and ; and some, perhapa
the best, of thom, will be living in seclu-
gion ; others in tattling mnd Huctuating
friendship, so called; some in ceaseleas
householdry, which catitles them to roll
up their eyes at others who write sonnets
to the moon when they shonld be darnin
etockings. What is wanting to bring &H
these jarring elements into one harmonious
grcle? A bearty, intelligent, habitual
Ersuit of know]eciga, not pedantic, nor
ical, nor sectarian, nor ehowy, nor hy
soy means sought only in booka Our
Ideal Women must be “pglobed,” if we
may borrow a word from higher quarters;
mind end body cultivated and accom-
plished, until no duty is too high or too
low, no society barren or forcign, no soli-
tude dreary, no crowd dissipating. The
American woman being of no class, needa
all the powers and qualities that up to
cur day have heen divided among varions
classes. She must be able not only to
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grace a splendid costume, but to shape
and decorate it with her own hends, if
circumstances render such exercise of taste
and industry desirahle; not only to pre-
gide at her dinper table, and be its light
and warmath, hut to ook the dinner and
gerve it too, on an emergency, and never
feel that she bas sacriliced an jola of
dignity or a shade of refinerment She
mey read Shaka and rock the cradle
nn[r the bab hep::r:rhit the worse mret{
for. If fickle fortune frown, she is by no
means to let die any of the graces that
sdorned her prosperity, if wealth roll in up-
on her poverty, & contingency which well
deserves to be provided for in these United
Btates, ahe must not ecorn or foraake the
lowlier mood in which it was sweet to
waich and toil for those she loved, but
remember that affluence of heart is by no
means compensatad hy affluence of pocket,
‘Why should one power cripple or smother
another 7 Why should accomplishments
throw into the shade the useful arts? and
why should household ekill, the Art of
Home, oh, blessedest and finest of all
arts! acorm the aid of the scquired
powers and graces which dignify and
cheer harassing occupations, soothe and
clevate the mind, and eflord innocent
amusement for thoughts and hands, pro-
teeting virtue by leaving no vacant, weary
hours for vicious wishes %

Thers is no complaint more common
that of the intense dulness of our ordinary
society. This is so well undersiood that
no one is surprised at hearing an invitation
spoken of as an infliction, and the accept-
auce of it as & thing to be eluded by any
and every social art and fiction. We ven-
ture to say that ours is the only country
under the sun where this v8 the case.
And the resson is hut too obvious; it i,
that as & general thing. unless therv are
people hired to amuse in some way, there
18 sheolutely nothing expected at a social
gathering but dress and display, for which
not every one has means or inclination.
Nobody goes inte company intending to
contribute in the smallest degree to the
pleasure of othera, and so the whole thing
i§ vitiated and hollow. There will be
many Mrs. Potiphar's balls this winter!
Would we might live to see the cnd of
them!

Do we mean, then, to say that Amer
can womeén, a8 they aro, are not accom-
plished 7 Let us summon all our courage
—nay, all our benevolence, and confess that
that is just what we do mean. (We have
thrust sticks into a hornet's nest before
now, on purpose to pull it down end get
&t some lovely pears that were growing
sbove.}) Wedo say,—and let our unhappy
bachelorhoed take the blame if we are
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wrong—that American Iladies, epite of
thousand-dollar hoarding-schools and im-
mensely mustached teachersof every thing,
are nof practically fornished forth with the
"knowledge and siill for which their pa~
rents have paid so much; do not carry
with them into their married homes, hahita
which demand the exercise of talent, taste
and perseverance, with the single ohject
of pleasing those with whom they liv
and making home Lhe centre and pat
theatre of their best graces. We do say,
and with a deeper sorrow than the aubject
may Beem to some to warraat, that music,
dancing, and French are the only accom-
plishmente, technicall y 8o called, cultivated
to any considerable exteni, and that the
first of these is 5o entirely perverted frum
ita divine uses, that no young lady plays
in company for the sole purpaee of giving
pleasure, or without an idea of competition
or display. “ No young lady ! " we hear
some indignant voie exclaim ; alag! dear
reader, have palience—if there be excep-
tions they are too few to be conmidered.
Avk any splendid singer of your sequaint-
ance to siog an old-fashioned song, ome
popular twenty or thirty years ago
u:d got yet “revived ” hy some m

ublic, mod you will be con-
nnmgy ARE ymi’r deughter to play for
your country cousin, f see if she will
play any but t.he most dlﬁicult music, such
83 1§ mero confusion to uninstructed ears.
Request the young lady who sang very
sweetly last evening in & company where
thers were only ordinary performers, to
oblige Il‘.[vn-:iu aguin to-night, when her rival

at Modame ———'s has wmetonished the
rocom. But this is a little aside from our
theme. 'What we ought rather to say is,

ss6 how large s proportion of the fifty
married ladies of your acquaintance who
have had & musical education, play and
ging at all, afer two or three years’
housekecping.  Music is no longer & home
sccomplishment, s family treasure, n life-
long joy. Thercis a delusion about it,
which an Ideal Woman will see through
and live down. Dut encugh.

Dancing is not worth many words. Tt
is, properly, the joyous expression of
youthful hilarity and strength, and dies a
patural death as soberer hours creep on,
and the muscles have enough to do other-
wise. Let it take care of itself, under the
Awcet guidance of delicacy andgrace, We
have no goarre] with it, 5o long as it keeps
its place.

The study of the French Language is,
in most cases, & mere mnnia of the day, in
many a spemling of time and money
without intelligent end or aim, since ft
finishes with the school days and never
bed any intended use 88 & key to French

Ths Americon Tdeal Woman,
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literature. If here we ssem to make rash
assertions again, we desire to be put to s
test similar to the one proposed just naw.
Asgk the six most intelligent married Iadjes
of your friends how many French suthors
they have read in the original since they
left school. Would we then discourage the
study? Far from it; we would only con-
tinue it through Ii[’e; we would never un-
dertake it without meaning to do so.
The only other faasible object of s much
toil would be the chance of marrying one
of our numerous freign ambassadors or
chargés, who would certainly be made
much more respectable in the eyes of
people sbroad if even their wives had Lhip
indispensahle competency for the position

Ag to drawing, that lovely home-talent,
in the exercise of which British Indies a0
generally excel, how esmall & proportim
of ours who know may Lhing about it}
A lady aertist is almost & lusrus nature
among us, and even e tolerable skill in
sketching from nature is extremely rare.
Of all the educated American women we
know, and that includes o goodly numtwr,
Jencountered in the course of our wandes
mg's, there aro not six who can makea
drawing they are willing or ought to be
willing to show. Why iz this7 Let us
oot enter on the ungracious exposition
Let the ladies answer the question for
themselves.

We have said cnough ebout what are
popularly called sccomplishments, sod
shall pursue the topic no further at pre-
sent. But our Tdeal American Woman
is but half indicated as yet. We have
implied her outline by contrast and com-

5 let us now bea little more direct,
aving  confessed that neither the grub
nor the butterfly is to our laste, we would
further observe that an enlightened and
elegant woman gives her own character
to her occupations. As ghe feels, believen
and is, 80 will her work Le, in kitchen or
lor. That shrewd beauty, Lady Mary
ortley Monilague, a duke’s daughter,
saw this and said it, a hundred years sgo.
#Meubler une chambre,” she says, (we
quote from memory.) “oe n'est pas meo-
bler une chambre ; c’est omer un endroit
od j'attends mon ami. Ordonner um
souper,” &c. The thing is what we
make it.

One of the great Duteh painters repro-
senta the Holy Family after 8 courageous
fashion ; Joseph plaming at a carpenter’s
Dbench, with shavings falling &1l about
him ; Mary, with a basket of family mend-
ing, plying the needle industriously ; and
the Saviour, a youth of fourteen, meckly
B\le?lng the Hoor with & broowm, More
could hardly have been doue for the dig-
nity of household labor,
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We shall, therefore, aa we hope, not
ghock any body by saying that, to our
thinking, our ladies of fortune ashow bad
taste by their studious avoidance of thosa
household cccupations which their sisters
without fertune are in duty bound te
practise daily. This brings these occupa-
tions—necesanry for the comfort and hap-
pinesd of every human family. from the
palace to the hut, and therefore propor
objects to every one having & human
heart and sympathies—intp disrepute and
contempt.
i the hopor and glory of & woman, what-
ever her fortune and abilities; and that
when she performs all its duties by means
of hirelings, she is untrue to herself and
Ler birthrnght. Nature’s revenge is severe
enough, for, the loas of real pleasure and
intarest is mcalculabla, and there is no
computing the ennui, inanity, and ill-
health thet come of the error. DBut the
punishment is seldom recognized as such,
certain as it is The lady becomes ¢ nerv-
ous” and sccuses her cruel stars; or
“ dyspeptlc,” end talks of her stomach till
she turns every one’s eise; or consum
tive, and goes Izown to the grave in the
prime of life by what is called a “ myste-
rious dispensation.” But she never be-
lieves, nor can you persuade her, that the
dulness and monotony of an objectless and
wasted life has any thing to do with these
sad results. She wounld laugh at you, if
she could yet laugh, should you tell
that the woman who, with no choice in
the mstter flies from the needle to the
chum, from the broom to the pio-board,
and from putting the children to bed to
knitting stockings for them, is far happier
and better off, and would be still more
blessed if, in addition, she had the cultive~
tion, the taste, and the abundant means
thrown eway upon her idle sister, without
losing her own activity and the hahit of
varions employment.

“ Want of time” is much talked of, an
if from the shortness of life we could
wisely attempt hut little. But this is a

t error. The complaint is oftenest
made by the idle and inefficient. It has
been proved a thousand times that those
who have most to do have the most effcet-
ive letsure—, e,, that they are the people
to apply to if you need aid unexpectedly.
Our working hours are carefully reckoned
by the clock, those that slip by unprofit-
ably do so unrecorded. There is time for
the highest cultivation and the bighest
usefulnesa; thoso who doubt it accuse
Providenee, as if powers werc meant to
run to wosie. The langoor of too much
rest is not repose but imbecility ; the in-
tervals of intense aclion are sweet and

The American Jdeal Woman.
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full of fifa and promise. ~ The excitements
of & true woman’s life, onder favorable
cireumstances, are gentle, but they are -
cessant. She has no oceasion for severe
labor, she has no excuse for wilful idie-
ness. Our ideal woman will not think
idleness lady-like.

The Ideal American Woman—would
that her time were come!—will govern
her children, which certainly the American
woman of to-day does not. We will ven-
ture te aay thet 80 many utterly uncurbed
children are not to be found any whare as
in the United States; perfect nuisances to
every body whois unhappy enough to come
in contact with them—an expression per-
haps suggested by the fact that we are still
black and blue from the kicks of a littls
boy whom his mammsa very complacently
allowed to masanlt us repeaiedly durmg a
long stage-ride this last swmmer. o
should perhaps have been more indignant
if the good F:dy had not been kept in
countenance by all the American mothers
wa encountered during a pretty long tour,
It is hardty possible to exaggerate in de-
l:icr:btng the behavior of American chil-

n to their nts, their ou their
unhappy tmch‘:;:—ti,nd why m m
little moticed 7 In conversation it is &
never-failing topic, especially among tra-
vellers, who experience itd affects in every
steamer, car, and carriage. Ask our
teachers to what extsnt parents aid thewm
in the government of children. If they
dare, tha{e will tell you ead stories.

Now, begging pardon of all the dear,
good women of our acguaintance who
allow their children to treat themn with dis-
respact, there is pitiable weakness in thia,
and our ideal woman will put it to shame
by the firmpess with which ahe will insist
on her rights, and the tenderness with
which she will t her children theirs.
She will not, for the sake of seeming
amiable, let them grow up in unchicckod
insolence, which, in the end, she is us un-
willing to bear as other people.  She wili
neither be the tyrant of her children, nor
allow them to lord it over her; she will
not haress them by inoessant governing,
por permit them to despise proper re-
strainta. We are not writing & treatise
on education, s0 we forbear further com-
ment. What we have written we have
written, and we shall be truly giad to be
controveried,

On the whole, we may as well rest our
case for the present, reserving for a future
day & wider cxposition of our notion of
the “ Whelo Duty of Woman." in com-
pleting the portrait of the Ideal Wormau of
our tite and country.
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MR, COLLIERS FOLIO SHAESPERE OF 1888:--ITS MOST PLAUSIBLE MBS
CORRECTIONR.
* Omt of this Netis, Danger, we plocke this Flower, Bafety.”

OT what Shakspere might, eould,
would, or should have written, but
what he did write, is the only admissible
object of the labors of his editors and
verbal critics. In a previous paper, we
took the position Lhat the only source of
any authority for the text ol Shakspere
is i the original folio, which was published
in 1623 by his friends, fellow-actors, and
business partners: that when that text ia
utterly incomprehensible from the typo-
graphical errors which deform it, and tAen
only, we ghonld seek emendations: that
those emendations should be first locked
for in the quartos, because they were
mnotemporaneous with Shakspere: that
anly such corrupted passages as the
qoartoa do not make clear are proper sub-
Jects for the exercise of econjecture; and
that such of thess as conjecture does not
amend, in & manner at once congistent with
the context, with common sense, and with
the language and customs of Shwkspere’s
doay, should beallowed to stand untouched ;
because the experience of & century
and s half hag taught ug that when the
on{'ginnl text seeins incomprehensible, the
difheulty may poasihly be with ourselves;
but chiefly bocanse it is better to have in
the works of Shakspers an obscure lext
which may be Shakspere’s, than one
which i3 clear, hut with the iight of an-
ather mind than his.

With regard to conjectural or arbitrary
emendations wo adopted the decision of
the judicious Malone, that all are arbitrary
which are “ made at the will and pleasure
of the conjecturer, and wilhout ary au-
thority,” and that all readings *not au-
thorized by authentic copies, printed or
manuscript, stand on the same footing,
and are 0 be judged of by their reason-
atbleness or probability.” The soundness
of all these positions is self-evident; but
we established it by an examination of
the history of Shekspere’s text from its
first publication to the present day.

With regard to the MS. corrections in
Mr. Collier's copy of tha second folio, an
overwhelming weight of internal evidence
compelled the conclusion that they have
not the lenst shadow of authority, but are
the fruits of arbitrary conjecture, and
made oot carlier thao about 16703 at
which time speculative emendation could

King Honry IV, Fuet I, At [1, Be 8,

have no advantages which it does not pos-
sess at the present day, except in the pos-
aihle survival of a few modes of expresaion
which have since become obsolete; and
this the M8. corrections, by the numer-
ous evidences which Lhey furnish that the
maker or makera of them did not under-
stand phrases and words which are per-
fectly nnderateod by English scholars of
the present day, prove to have been no
advantage at all. But though these MS.
corrections have no semblance of autho-
rity, and though at least one thousand
and thirteen, out of the one thousand three
hundred and three, are unworthy of & mo-
ment’s further comsideration, still, to re-
peat the wordsof our previous articie, “the
discovery of this corrected folio will prove
to be of material service to the text of
Shakapere.” Its corrections, nevertheless
are to receive only the consideration due

to them as arbi and conjectural, and
must be “ judged of by their reasonableness
and probability.” 'With the thousand and

thirteen, new and old, before mentioned,
we have of course nothing further to do.
Of the remaining two hundred and ninety,
one hundred &ng seventy-three have been
a part of the received text for more than
a quarter of a century ; and these obvious-
ly present no claims for present examins-
tion. But in the ope hundred and seven-
teen etill undisposed of, Lhere are a fow
which assert at once an unquestionable
claim to he received into the text and
many which are at least worthy of care-
ful consideration before they are rejected.
‘We propose to glance at the inherent
merits of the more important of Lhe Latter
number—the one hundred and seventesn

TEMFEST,

The only plausible correction %ropomd
in this play is of a passagein Act ¥., Sc. 1
which stands thus in the original folio:*
“His Mother was & Witch, and one so streng
That could controle the Moane | mmke fowen and obs,
And deale In her command, without her powar.”

The MS. corrector changed *without
her power,” to " with alf her power,” an
alterstion which appears more than plsu-
sible, until we recollect that ‘power’ is
used for ‘legitimate muthority® to this
day. Thus, we say that an officer ‘ex-
cecded his powers.” Mr. Charlas Knight

* Waglve Lhe
bat perbatim of Ilars (muth?np
Ity for Lhe parteetl apd 1hel

plausibilicy,

which 1t In proposed to correet, not with the modernlzed epelling, emeadatlona, ke,
par in the origloal taxt; and (hat our resders may the botler judge of the
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ia nnﬂuestionably right in his defence of
the ¢ld reading, which eannot be disturbed.
Syeoraxr was & witch, “so strong,” thai
she could usurp the functions of the Moon;
and “ deal in her command without her?
legitimnate anthority.

THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF YEBONA,

Tn Act IL, 8¢. 1, Specd says to Valen-
line—

“When you look'd mully, it waa for want of mooey.
Ard now you are Matamarphos'd with s Mustris, that
when 1 look on yom, I ean hardly thinke you oy
Ealer.”

The MS. correction, ©“ And now you are
#0 Metamorphos'd with a Mistris that
when” &c.. seerns very plauaihle, and
perbaps should be accepled; hut atill
with the sentence punctualed e we have
given it, we are not sure that the so is
NeCeRsary.

In Act 1L, Se. 1, Valentine says to the
Dhike, of Proteus -

“T, my good Lord, T know the gentlemin

To ba of worth, and worthy estimation,
And not without deserty ao well repaled.”

The MS, eorrection in the second line,
1 To be of wealth and worthy sptiimation™

seems required by the context, and to be
justified by & probable misprint, And
yet “ worthy estimalion ¥ may mesn, ‘the
esteern of worthy people’ “I* in the
firat line, ia the old mode of spelling ¢ Aye/’
and furnishes » %l.ide ad to the varying
pronunciation of thet word,
In Act V., Sc. 2 for—

“Thess are my maim thet make.thelr wills thetr

Law,
Havs some nohappy pamengar in chace,”
the margins propose, with reason, Lo read—
¥ These my ruds matea” &o

TNE MERRY WIVES OF WINDBOR

Act I, Sc. 3.—Faistaff eays of Bar-
dolph, * his filching was [ike an unakil full
Singer, he kept not time” To which Nym
replies, * The good humor is steale at &
minute’s rest” which is evidently a mis-
print for “8 minim’s rest,” to which it is
altered in the MS. corrector.

Act T, Se. 1.—The Host zays to Ford
i the original. * My hand (Bully); thou
shalt have egresse and rogresse (said I
well 1), and thy nante shell be Broome.”
But this name, Broome, killa Falstaffs
pun sbout brooks ¢'erflowing with liquor;
and a3 in the surregtitious quarto of 1602,
the name is printed Brook, that alias has
been adopted in all modern editions. But
it is te be remarked that in the authentic
copy of the play, frequently aa the neme
oocurs, it i invarisbly given, Broome.
Now, it is slmost impossible that Brook

My, Collier's Folic Shakspere of 1682

could have been 80 often and withoat ex-

ception misprinted Breome; but it s

uits probable that Bourne, which means
the same s Broak (lor instance—
# Wo twn ba' palddlit n the boorn )

should heve been mistaken in manuscript
for Broome. The corrector makes the
change to Botrrne ; and though the world
will give up Master Brook unwillingly,
there seema to be no reasonable doubt that
be should yield place to Master Bourne.
Act IL., 8. 2.—Falstaff eayaof Mrs.
Ford: “8he dwells so securely on the
excellency of her honor, that the folly of
my soule dares not present itzelf” The
margins, in reading * the folly of my suit,”
seem to correct a probable misprint
MEASURE FOR MEABURE

Act I, 8¢. 3.—The Duke says to
Juliet:
**T1n meet na (danghtar) but leert yoo do repaot
As thar tes ain hath broaght yoo to this shama,
Which acrrow U alwsiw towsn] ooreslves, nob

heavern,

Bhowing we wonld not spars heaven aa we love 18,
PBat as we stand io fesra ™

The MS. corrector makea the fourth
line,
“Bhowing we would ool seres hasren,”™ Jon

Thia appears to be required by the
context, and to be a permissible correction
of a probable misprint. Still, * vpare” is
defended in Blackwood's Magazine, on
the fround that to spare heaven iz W
wvoid to sin, while Lo #2rpe heaven ia to do
good actively.

In Act TV, Sec. 2 the original ling,
“That wonnds th' onssting Posiarns with these

strokos,”
eontains a mispriut, elmost without doubt,
which is plausibly corrected, in Mr., Col-
lier’a folio, to,
“That wounds the rerlsiing postern,” &a,
THE COMEDY OF ERROES.

Tn Dromio's reply to his brother, in
Act ITI, 8e. 1,
“ If thon halsl beene Dromio to-day in my place,
Then wonldst have changed thy fuce for & name or

thy mame for an sses,™

the last words are evidently misprinted
for ¥ thy neme for ¢ face,” to which they
are changed in Mr, Collier's folio,

MUCH ADO ABOUT NHOTHING.

In Act II, Sc 3, Claudio says of
Beatrice, " Then downe upon her knees
she falls, weepes, obs, beates her heart
teares her hayre, praies curses, O sweet
Benedicke, God give me patience.” Here
% curses ¥ ig, almost without a doubt, an
error of the press for cries, to which it is
changed by the M8. corrector.
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ActTI1, Sc. 1.—Hero being nsked when
ghe ip to be married, repliex “Why,
eurie day, to-morrow.” The answer is
incomprehensible, on secount of & misprint
which is thus corrected in the famous
folio, * Why, in s day,—to-morrow.”

Although we proposed to notice only
puch alterations ns present plangible
claims for admiasion into the text, we
cannot refrain from pointing out one vc‘rry
feeble nttempt at emendation, in Act I
8c L Leonarosa.yatothed.isgrwea

Hero,

" Thooght T thy splrits sironger than thy sharnes,
Mymoife wonld, on the rearward of reproschg,
Biriks at thy it/

¥ Rearward ” is misprinted reward in the
frat folio; but the error of the preas is
corrected in the second. The MS. cor-
rector, however, changes “ rearward ”? for
the tame word Aazard ; and Mr. Collier
eallg it “the true reading.”

Io Shakspere’s playe ‘rearward’ it is
trua, does not elsewhere occur with this
signification,—a fact which, however, iz of
little consequence: but had Mr. Collier
ar his MS. profégé ever read, marked, or
understood those lines of noble sarrow in
the 90th Sonmet,

* Then hate me when thoc wilt: if sver, now;
KNow, while the world 1 hent my deads to crom,
Join wilh the spite of fortone ; make me bow;
And do bot drep in for an after-lom:

Al | do not, when rey boart hath scapesd this srrow
Come in the rearicard of & conquered wos;

Give not s windy night a rainy morrow,

To llnger out » purposed overthrow.™?

In this same speech of Leonato’s, there
occury & very plausible suggestion on Mr.
Collier's margine. The afflicied father
says of his daughter;
“ () she 1 falre

Into a pit of Inke, that tho wids sea

Huih dropa too Few Lo wash her elsans sgaln,

And salt too litdla, which may season glve

To her feols alnted fleab,™

The corrector changes the hemistich ta,
%To ber sowl-talnted flanh "

There can hardly be & doubt that this is
the true resding. It were well for Mr.
Collier's reputation had he merely set it
forth a8 such. But be must give for it
this extraordinary, this preposterous rea-
wn—* Hero's fleah was tainted to the
soul hy the sccusation brought agsinst
her.” What e focus of blunders there is
in that unfortunete sentonce, Leomalo,
of course, sup?oml Hero tainted hy her
moral crime.  Indeed it is noteworthy that
one consequenca of the publication of Mr.
Collier's * Notes and Emendations ” is the
salf-exposure of the astounding fact, that
thin veteran in the fleld of Shakeperean
litarature has not & nice and true appre-

Its Most Plounible MS. Corrections.
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cintion of Shakspere. His learning o
one can question; but his reputation es
one who has penetrated the spirit of
Shakspere, who has *plucked out the
beart of his mystery,” <8 gone for ever.
In hlackletter and antiquarisn lore, he
can have but few rivals; but there are
few real lovers of Shakspere who do not
hold & closer commnne with the spirit of
their master. Among his editors we may
name Charles Knight who, with vastly
fower advantages in the fleld of Shak-
gperean literature, must now be placed far
befors his rivel editor aa a true Shak-
spercan. Charles Knight would pever
bave said, when Haomils! chides himself
becauss he *lacks gull to make oppres-
sion bitter,” that “it was pot oppression,
but crime which was to be punished(?)
by bim.” Charles Enight would never
have supposed that Hero's fesh was
tainted fo the soul, gooner than he would
have made n score of other blunders in
the construction of Shakspere’s poe
and bumor which appear in Mr. Collier's
recent publication.

In Act IV, Sc. 2, thia apparently hope-
lesg confusion is mede by the printers in
the original text
= Conet.—Come lel Lbem be oplatonsd

Sar—Lat thern be 1o the bands of Codoomba.
Xem.~--(od’s my ifa, where's the Bexton | lel hin
write down the Prinos's offtcer Oowoombse,” dar

This iz thus happily corrected in Mr.
Collier’s folio.
* Tonst —Come, [t theln be opinkond

Sen—Lat them bo bowund,

Borack— Hondt of, Coxeombe ]

Dog.—God's my 1e,” &e.

% Kem.” is the ahbreviation of Kempe.
William Kempe was the first Dogberry ;
and the original folio, having been printed
from the stage copy, gives in this instanos
and in some others, the name of the actor
instead of that of the character.

LOVES LABORA LOIT,
Act 1., Sc. 1. Lonpuvilie provounces
the prohibitory Iaw against women to be,
“ A dangerons taw sgainst gentilids; ™
in this place an unbintelligible phras,
which the MY. corrector very plausibly
changes to,
* A dangerona law aguint porrwiity.”
In the same scene the © Sirr; come on”
which the original gives to Biron, prob~
ably belongs to the Constable, to whom
the MS. corrector assi it
Act IV, Se. 1. In
Biron's sonpet,
* Thoa for whom Jove wonhl rwere,”
Pope read “even Jove;¥ Mr. Collier's

e defective line of
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wargine give * great Jove” with more
fitness and probability.

At the coininencement of Biron's speech,
after be reads hia sonnet, “ my true love’s
Ea.rtmg pain,” s‘ounds like & misprint of

my true love’s lasting pain” to which
it is changed by the corrector.

The whole context of Riron's long

h towsrds the end of this act seems
to dersand that, in piace of]
“ For where 18 any Anthor [n the world
Toaches sach heanty s» s woman's eyet™
we should read, with the margins of Mr.
Callier’s folio,
“For whers 1n any aithor In the world
Teaches tuch aurning aa s woman's eys? ™

Act V., Se. 2 Rosaline, speaking of tha
capricious power she would exercise over
Biron, says,

“go pertennt tke I woald cresway Lin alute

That he shold be my foole wnd [ bis fatn™
Thia the MS8. corrector changes to.
“Bo potently I would oreeway hls slate” &a:

which is the best emendation of the pas-
sage yet offercd, and one 80 obvicus that
it seema strange that it has not come to
light hefore.

In HBoyel's speech, the old-fashicmed
long # is responsible for the error in

“ Apd every one hls Love fest will advuice

Vato hin saversll Mistrepss ;™

which, as the M. corrector conjectures,
should surely be,

“And every ooe his jove sudl,” &n

After hearing of the death of her father,
the Princess replies to a remark by the
Hing,

“] understand yoti not, my greafss are donble*
There s plausibility m the MS. correc-
tor's change of ‘“‘double™ into dull Dut
hear Mr, Singer.

“Bpecicus, but incorrect; f.he error liem
in the smali word are, which is & mispriot
for see. Read,

%+ | nndersiand yon not, my grieh see doohbla’™
Mr, Binger! Mr. Singer! A Indy and &
princesa too! Tlo you mean to insinuate
that ghe had sought to drown her sorrowa
o the flowing bowl], that you make her
thus see double?

A MIDSUMMER NIGETS DREAM.

Act ITL, 8¢, 2 Poor Hermia says to
Lysander,

“ Haty me, wharelore! O mw, what newes my
Love?™
Mr. Collier's margins have plansibly
enough, “ what means my love?” But
it is by po means certain that any varia-
tion from the original is needed. This is
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Hermia's first interview with her formep
lover sinca Puck’s application of the flower
to his eyes; and sbe may well express
surprise &t the novelty of his declaration
that he hates her.

Act V., Sc. 1. When Lytunder eno-

- merates among the enlertainments ready

for the seceptance of TAusecus,

“ A tedfous breefa scene of yonng Siramss
And his love Thdsby ; vory tagleall mirth ®

The latter replics,

“ Merry snd tagieali* Todions snd briefe | They
ia, kot {om, and wondrous strange roow.”
The epithet “ strange * applicd to snow is
not only entirely inappropriate, but utt.er]ly
meaningless ; it is doubtless a printer’s
error for seething. The MS. corrector
reads “ hot oy, and seething snow.”

TIOE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Thechangesof thereceived text suggested
in this play aro unwarranted, except in
three unimportant instances :—* Happiest
of Bll tn that her gentle spirit,” for.
“ Happicst of all is that her gentla spirit,
in Act IIT., Sc. 2; © Peace! now the moon
sleops with Endymion,” for, ' Peace, how
the moone slepes with Endymion,” Act
¥.,5¢c.1; and # In summer wien the ways
are fair enough,” for, ¥ In summer where
the waies Bro faire enough.” Those are
well su sted, if it prove that any change
in the old text is necessary.

A8 YOU L1EE IT.

Act. I, Se, 2 Tt is quite probable, as
Mr. Collier’s folio suggests, that Le Heau
told the princesses, in his affected wa
that theyp bad “lost much good epo' ty""
(eport) and that this prompied Creilia

to ask, ¥ Spot 7 of what colour 27

Act V., Sc 2. A change is necessary in
the desa'iption which Siloius gives of
love. He saya thet it is—

* All adoration, dulls, abd obserosnsos
Allb 31 a, all padl and 1 H :

All purity, all wial all ghserusnea™

One of these ‘ohservances’ should evi-
dently be ‘obedienco’ Malone made the
pecesssry change in the third line, It is
mere matter of opinion, but we prefer the
MS. corrector’s substitution of the needful
word in the first line. Obedience seems
more properly classed with adorstion and
duty than with purity and trial

TAMIRG OF THE BIIREW.

None of the conjectursa in this play,
peculiar to the MS. corrector, are worthy
of attention except perhaps, that, in Act
1V, 8¢ 4, where nio pays—

*T thamke you dir, where then dow You know best
Wa be niflad ! ™
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wo should read “ where then do yon hold
beat 7 &e.

ALLS WELL THAT ENDS WELL

We owe to Mr. Collier’s folio only one
scceptable sugpestion in thia play: i.e.,
for, * Enter a gentle Astringer,” in Act V.,
Be. 1, “Enter a gentleman, a siranger.”

TWELFTH NIQHT.

Act I, Sc. 3. In Sir Thby's address Lo
Sir Andrew, “And thou let part so, Sir
Andrew” &c., Aer probably dmp;:i out
between *let” and “part™ ma the MBS,
oerrector conjectures,

THE WINTER® TALE

We pet out to notice only the plausible
part of the MS. corrector’s cogjectures, but
weo must call atlention to the prosic and
ridiculous literalism of adding to Her-
mione’s observation, Act L., Sc. 2

“Yon look
Ax If yoo beld & brow of mosh drtrastion ™
the stage direction, * Holding his fore-
Mead’—than which pothing could ba
more absurd and prosaic,

Act IIT, Se. 3. * There weepe and leave
it crying,” is probably a misprint for
“ There wende aund leave it erying,” aa Mr,
Collier's folio suggests.

Act IV, 8c. 3. When the Serrani,
spesking of Awlfolycus, says, “and where
some strech-mouth’d rascall would (as it
wers) Tocane mischeefe, and breske a
fow!e gap into the matter ;" we may aafily
read, with the MS. corrector, “break »
foul jape into the matter.” ‘Jape’® is
an old word for ¢ jest.?

KING JOHN.

Act IIT., 8c. 3. In the King’s descrip-
tion of the midnight bell—

“If the midnight bell

IMd with bls yron Longue aod bszen menth
Bonnd on inta the drowzle race of night™—

it seema plausible to rend with Mr. Col-
lier's folio, “ear of night,” for “race of
night” “On® has previnusly been
changed to one. But both changes are
uncalled for, in our opinion. Lat any one
who has listened to a church clock strik-
ing twelve at midnight, and seeming as if
it would never complete its solemn task.
eay whether

“Bound oo {plo the drowey raoe of ni;ht"
does not bring up the inemory of his sen-
sations more vividly than,

“Bonnd one into the drowsy aze of pighl™

In this same Bcene,

4 A whols wrmado of convndad sall ™

:ehn;-;s s happy change from, ©ommvicted
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ActIV., S5¢ 3. “Thin bestained closke ®
is most probably a misprint for “ Sinm be~
stained cloak,” as the MS. correclor cone
joctures,

EKING RICHARD IL

No conjecture peculiar 4o the corrector
in this play presents claima to e place in
the text.

EING HEENEY IV.—Paxr L

Act IIL, Be. 1. Mortimer, who can
speak no Welsh, says, in the original, to
hin Welsh wife, who addresses him,
weeping,

I enderstand thy lookew : thal pretty Welnh
Which thor pourst down from thase swelling
heagens.™
The subatitution of welling for * swelling ®
by the corrector, is pretty and plausibie;
but we are not confident as to the neces-
gity for a change.

EING HENRY IV.—PisrIl
Act L, Se. 2 “Degrees,” m Falstaf™»
speech 18 quite surely a misprint for
iseases, which i3 substituted for it in
Mr. Collier’s marginalia
Act II, Be. 1. The Hoeless, in the
original, mye, “A 100 marke is & lcmi
one for & pooro lone woman to beare.
Sbe doubtlesa should say & long score,”
as the MS. corrector conjectures. In tha
first part of ber complaint she sys,
‘Iwmthehlnﬂ.uluull.ngnponmyuu;t'
Act IV, Be. 1. Westmoreland speaks,
in the original, of rebellion,
“Lad oo by bloodle yonth, guarded wiih rugs”
H " is probably a misprint for rags,
wmethe MS. corrector suggesta.
KING TIENEY V.
Act ITL, Sc. 6. Gower, in the original
speaks of begging soldiers whn tl‘;‘i u
milj phrases * with new-tuned oathes,
“ New coined oaths” is the plausible cone
jecture found on the margina of Mr. Cok
jer’s folio.
EIRQ HENEY VL-Faxrl
Act IIL, Sc. 2 For the tautological
“Warlike and Martiall Talbot” of the
original, the corrector plausibly suggests,
* Warlike and matchiess Talbat "
EING HENEY YL—Paar IL
Act IV, Se. 8. Clifford, addressing the
“rabblement ¥ under Cude, says, in the
original,
“ What sey yocountrimen, will ya relent
Ard yield o mergy, whilst "t offersd you,
Or lel 8 rabble lesds pom to your destha ™

For “rahble” the MS. corrector sub-
ptitutes rebel meanmg Cade. The change
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is plansible, and is defended by Mr. Col-
her on the ground that “the spesker was

the rabble, and would hardly
a.sk whether they would allow them-
selves to lead themselves to their own
deaths.” Bul how many of the crowd
would su that they were meant b
the * rshbl:m Perhnkp?Shakspem mm{
that Clifford should display a more
therough knowl of human nature
than his MS. corrector and his advocats
have shown.

KING HENRY VL—ParrLiL
Act IV, Be. B. Hing Henry aays of
his relations to his army,
“My mildnesss hath allay'd thair swelling griefm,
My mercle dried their water-flowing tearn”

“ Water-flowin rvf Lears " seems tautological
even to absurdily, and to be so natural
a misprint for the appropriate E
“birter-Bowing tears ™ suggested by Mr.
Collier’s corrector, that we are inclined fo
accept the amendment.

KTRG RICHARD IIL
Act I, Sc. 3. The change of “bottled
ider ™ to *bottle spider,” in Queen
argarel's tirade st G’Ioater, seems
a judicious correction of & probable typo-
graphical error.  Thero are in this play
a3 in those which we have passed and
those which are to come, other admissible
and more important conjectural cmenda-
tions of error in the origina} than
some of those which we have noti But
tbedv have been already made by others,
have a place in the received lext, or
the works of some of the coramentators,
And it must be constantly borue in mind
that we busy ourselves et this time only
with such plausible conjecturcs as origi-
nated with, or are the peculiar property
of this MS. folio of Mr. Collier. There is
no oceasion for us to cxamine ita mere
appropristion or ileration of the conjec-
tores of others.

EiNG HENEY VIIL
Act IIL., Sc. 2. Surrey's exclamation,
on hearing of the marriage of Anne Bullen
to the King,

“Now ol my Joy
Grace the conjonction!™

ia, as the corrector ey a misprind
lf:;r “ Now may all joy ’;‘Eﬁ.‘a’

Act V., Sc. 3. The f’ortar S TRBO GAYH,
in the original,
4 Let me he'er bope to see & Chine sgaipe,

And that I would not for s cow, Qod saveher!®

For this the MS, corrector proposes
the following very ingenious and plausible
reading, which must, almost withou’ a
doubt, he reccived into the text:

oL, 1L—35
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"Lst manurh:re ﬁ
And that | wo noth'tm v bar!®

TROILUE AND CRESSIDA.

Act IV, Sc. 3. In Achilles’ spoech to
Dlyases, us it stands in the original
* For spacolation tnraes not to 1tselts

T 1t bash trauail'd, snd ls maried thare

Whare it may soo {tselfe,"
* married ! is palpably a misprint for mis
rored : o discovery which we owe to Mr.
Collier’s folio. The anthor of the articles
on this subject in Blackiwood's Magazine,
thinks that ** mirror ¥ was not used as a
verb in Shakspere’s time, and finds that ¥ to
mirror ¥ doed not ocrur even in Johnson's
Dictionary. But thia ia no ground for
deciding that such a bold writer as Shale-
epers did not use it; while it iv the besat
reagon for believing that & compogitor
who had never seon the word ‘ mirrored !
should supposs it Lo be ‘ married.!

CORIOLANTS,

Act I, Sc. 1. In Meneniue's humom
oud description of himself, the original
makes him gay that he “loves a cup of
hot wine with not a drop of allaying Ti-
har in’t: eaid to be somethmg imperfect
in allaying the firat compleint.” Mr. Cok
lier’s lolio suggeats, with reason, thai we
ghould read “ without & drop of allaying
Tiber,” and, “ the thirst complaint.” Com-
mon sense will not set the latter word aside
becauss Mr. Singer has discovered thai
“ithirat’ was fomelimes provmcully
pronounced and spelt {rﬂ sod furst.”
Shakspere does not make Menenius talk
like s West of England ploughboy. In
the game scene the suggestion of empire
physic, for “ empirickqutique ™ of the ori-
ﬁ'ms.l is one which will be gladly received

Teach ” of the old copy is also without a
doubt misprinted for fouch, in {he follow-
ing passage :

4 This, wa yon say, soggested
Al some time when hls roaring insolence
Bhall Luch the poople,” &e.

8e. 3. In the original, Coriolanus, na
ho stands in the Forum to ask the voices
of the citizens for the consulship, disgust-
ed with his office, exclaims:

“Wbhy In this Woolalsh tongue should I stand
hera? ™ o,

“Tongue” is evidentlya misprint for togus,
(togs); but * woolvish’’ has given much
trouble to the commentators. Mr. Col-

lier’s folie suggests woolless a5 a subeti-
tute; and the comjecture ig more than
plnu.slbl and will probably be received
into the text. In the previous scene
Coriolanus is spoken of as refusing to put
on “the napless vesture of bumility;”

and though this might be & fignrative ex-
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preasion, that it is not, is shown by the
stage direction in the original folio when
Cariolanus enters with Meneniua ; which
% “Enter Coriolanus in a gowne of

umifily, with Menenius:"—a strong
confirmation of the correctness of the new
reading, which seems strangely to have
escaped the notice of its advocate, and also
of Blackwoeod's critic, who supports it.

Act II1, Se. 1. In the speech by
Coriolanus, begioning, “0O good, but
most unwise Patriciana® there are five
stlempts at emendation, With one excep-
ton, all are unn , and therefore
i issible. 'That which may be accept-
ed ia, * revoke your dangerous lenity,” for
“awake your dangerous lenity.” In the
same scene “ How shall this bosom mul-
tiplied digest, &c.," is ch to “ How
shal) this bisson multitude &c.; an
emendation juatified by the context and
the language of Shakspere's day. * Bis-
son * is ‘ blind.!

ActTV,, 8¢. 1. Brutus would not speak
of Coriolanus as “ good Marcius; ” but he
would very naturaily call him o derision,
% god Marcius,” which is the reading of
Mr. Collier's folio.

Act V., Sc. 5. Aufidius, speaking of

Coriolanus, saye,
* “ [[] served his deslgnments
Lo toine gwn persan; hulpe Lo remp the fame
Which ba did end all hia”

Mr. Callier’s folio suggests ear (plough)
for *end.” This Mr, Singer finds to be ‘s
cmendation of & probable misprint,”
ut sdds, with reason, that if “ear be
accepted, ‘reap’ and ‘car’ must
places thus,
*halp to sar the fame

Which hs did renpall bla'”

“ or,” Mr. Singer continues, * Aufidius &
made to say that he had a share in the
barvest, while Coriolanus had all the labor
of ploughing,” which is just what he docs
not mean to say. The Blackwood critio
thinks with Mr, Singer. But there iz not
the least necessity for this violcnce to the
original text Aufidius belpsd to reap
the fume which folanus made, in the
end, all his. 'We regret to part com-
pany with our co-worker in B ackwood,
whose comments on the remainder of the
suggestions have yet to reach us, over
suggc an indiscreet indorsement of a
needless mutilation of the original text.

TITUB ANDEORICUB.
Mr. Collier has furnished us from his
folio ne now reading for this play which
is worthy of consideration.

BOMECQ AND JULIET.
Act I, Se. 1. The last word of the fol-

Jts Most Placwdle MS. Corrections,

[November

Jowing lines in RHomeo's description of
RHosaline is evidently a misprint.
“Bha baih Péans wit,

And In strong procfe of chasicy well wrin'd,
From loves weake childish Baw phe llves nncharm'd,’

Rowe changed it to unkarmed, which
is the received text, and which gives the
sense of the passage; but Mr. Collier's
folio provides for us mnother word, en-
charmed, which is much nearer the
origina! text, and much betler in every
way, [t oill hereafter take s place in
the text without queslion.

TIMON OF ATHENS

Act. IV, Sc. 3, The original gives thiy
in the specch of the lst Handii sbout
Timpn :~* the meere waot of Gold, snd
the falling from of bis Friendes drove him
into this Melancholiy.” The margins of
Mr. Colliet*s folio judiciously supply, Aim.
apd read “tho falling from A¢m of hic
friends.”

JULITS QAESAR

Act T, Se. 2 If correction be needed in
the following lines,
¥ When conld they say (il now) Lask talk'd of Bome,

That ber wide walkes encompast bat ote mant ™
the suggestion of wails for “ walks” by
Mr. Collier’s folio must be acrepled.

Act. 111, Be. 1. In the original, the foi-
lowing passage is evidently not properly
distributed among the characlers ;:—
“(in.—(aaka, Yoo are the Aral thal rears your bated
Coe—Are waall ready ! Whatla now anlss

That Caasar and bis Beaslo must redreme ! ™
“ Are wo all ready ?” plainly does not be-
long to Ceesar, aud hag been made & con-
tinuation of Cinna’s speech to Casca.
But it more ﬁmbubly belongs to Casca ;

who, as the leader of the onset, would
natarally ask the question. This is the
distribution of the MS. corrector.

MACBETH.

In Act IV, Sc. 1. “ Rebellious dead
rise never,” &c., was changed by Theobald
to ** Rebellious head,” &c.  But the con-
text secms to require “Rebellion’s head,”
which is suggested by Mr. Collier’s folia,
and was also made hy the present writer
gome years ago.  Wo have beforo noliced
a similar ceincidence with regard to tbe
following passage in the eame pcene
Macbeth learns that Macduff has fled to
England, and, in the course of a declara-
tion of prompt, and enerigetic policy, says,

“ No boasting llka & Foole;
This deed [l do befors this purposs cocle !
Hut no mors slghta™
For * sighta™ we should unquestionably
resd flights. The old-fashioned long #
osused the mistake.
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Sc. 3. In the original, Macduff tells
Malcolm, ’
“Yon may

Ocurey your plessures 1ok mpaciona plenty,

And yal seam oold”
¥ Convey” ig evidently an ensy misprint
for enjoy, which is suhstituted for it in
Mr. CJol ler’s folio.

Act, V,, Be 2. Cathness obviously doea
not mean to say that Macbeth

“Cagnot bockle bis dlslemper’d cause
‘Within the balt of rule,”

hut his “distempered course,” which
reading is found in Mr. Collier’s folio.

Sc. 3. The embstitution of

P Cleanse the atnffud bosom of that perflona gria™
for
“ Clapnse the sinfft hosom of that parflona snffs,’
is & judicious correction of a very probable
typographical error.
HAMILET.

Mr. Collier furnishes us in this play with
nonew readings, peculiar to hisfolio, which
present even the alightest claima to be re-
ceived into the text

EING LEAR

Act I, Se. 1. Cordelia, disowned by her
father, entreats him, according 1o the
original, 1o

“maks knowne
Tt 1 no viclous blot, morther, or foulcnanm,
Xounch setlon, or dish ‘d atep
Thas hath deprived me of your graee and favoor.™
» Murder” is evidenily foreed into the se-
cond line. Tt has no proper piace in the
category of blemishes enumerated hy
Cordeita. The word, as the reader will
obaerve, was formerly written “ murther,”
and so appears in the text, where it is an
easy and undeniable mistake for nor
other, which is substituted for it by Mr.
Collier’s folio, where the line stands con-
siBtently :—
# It b no viclors blot, nor ofier bulnesa™
DTOELLD.

Act L, Se. L. Roderigo's * extravagant
snd wheeling stranger,” seems well ex-
changed by Mr. Collier’s folio, for an “ex-
travagant and wheedling stranger.”

Act TIL, Be. 3. In the original, Othello
speaks of the Pontick Sew, which

u“Neor'r keepes retiring ebb, but keepoa due on,™ &z,

There has been much trouble among
the commentators o dispose of the first
“keepa” As was mentioned in our for-
mer article, it occurred sowe years ago to
the present writer that Awotos was the
word ; and we are of course ready to acqui-
eaoe in the same conjecture which is re-
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corded on the marging of Mr. Collier’s
folio.
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA

Act. IL,, Sc. 2 With regard to the fol-
lowinE passage in the description of Cleo-
patrg's barge,

“The Bifken Tackie

Bwell wilh the toncheas of Lioss Flowar-soft hands,
That yareiy frums the offics,”

Mr. Collier asks, * Why or how, was the
silken tackle to ‘ swell with the touches of
flower-soft hands ? 77" and adds that ¥ we
ought undoubtedly, with the old cor-
reclor, to amend the text to,

4 ¢ Sronall wilh (be touches of thosd fowar-saft handa '

Such & typographicsl error would be
easily made, if it be necessary to sup
any error atall, But, if Mr. Collier muat
ba literal, does he not know that cordage
will swell with bandling? And besides,
though it may be a very pretty compli-
ment to suppose thet the tackle would
“amell” (sweelly, of courss) with the
touches of the hands of Cleopatra’s ladies,
the word will thrust vpon us the pro-
foundly true observation, Mulier rectd
olet uln nikil olet ; which we shall never
forget having found in Burtoo’s Anai-
omy af Melancholy, under the head
of Artificial Allurements of Lore; but
what suthor furnished it, we cannot say |
which, hy the way, is the confession that
many & better scholar must make with
regard 1o o large portion ofthe quotationa
in that wise, quaint, most learned, aad
fantastic hook,

CYMBELINE,

Act ITT., Be. 4. The famous correction
% Who smothers her with painting,” for
“ Whose mother was her painting,” wss
considered in detail in our previous paper.
It is the most striking and plausible of all
the inadmissihle changes proposed by Mr.
Collier upon the basis of his corrected
folie. We refer those of our readers
who wish to consider the question closely
to the October number of this magazine
—p. 292, We add only & remark
which will apply not only to this pro-
posed reading, but to all arbitrary emen-
dations,—that is, to use Malope’'s words
again. to “ail emendations not author-
ized br authentic copics printed or manu-
script,—which is, that even granting,
for the eake of argument, that the pro-
posed reading is better than that which
is in the original folio, it cannot be re-
ceived. It iv the function of no man to
rewrite Shakspere, even to Improve him,
Our object is to nrrive at what Ae twrote,
not what, in our opinion, A¢ should have
wrilten. Cur opposition to the new read-
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ing is entirely irrespective of the compars-
I::vg'e merita o¥ the new and the old. The
original,—that lext which wea published
by Shaimpem’s friends, fellow-actora, and
business partoers, gives us a reading which
is comprehensible, and which is not in its
character at variance with Shakspere’s
acknowledged works, or with tbe lan-
guage and cusioma of his time, and we
are bound to receive it ; for we are soek-
ing for Shakspere’s lext, not for some-
thing better. Were & Who amothers her
with painting,” the text of the first folio,
and fiad Pope, Dr. Johnson, and Cole-
ridge advocated ¥ Whose mother was her
painting,"—the very reading which we
now claim should not be changed,~—we
should battle just as stoutly for that
which we now oppose. By ‘we’ we
mean not only the present writer, but all
true, docile, and bumble lovers, and stu-
dents of Shakspere.

In the ssme scene, it is possibly hetler,
inatead of

“you should tread s conme
Pretty, yet full of view,”

to read with Mr. Collier's folio,

% you should tread a coome
Prioy, yet full of view.”

80 also it may be desirable and admissi-
ble to substitute in Act IV., Sc 2 instead
of “ For so I thought I was & cave keep-
ar,” ¥ For lo ! I thought,” &e.

This concludes our examination of the
conjectural readings of Mr. Collier'’s folio,
We have on the present occasion noticed
all those, the claims of which to a place in
the text, arc sufficiently plausible to enti-
tle them to statemeut and consideration.
They are fewer in number than our read-
ers may have expected. judging from our
last paper, in which we apoke of one hun-
dred and seventeen as “ possibly admissi-
ble.” But it will also be remembered
that of this number it was said, tbat they
only of the one thonzand snd three  pre-
sent claima, yef to be discuraed, to s place
in the received text,” and that their
number “must inevitably be much re-
duced upon the discussion of the merits
of the readinge among the best Shakspe-
rean critics.” This proves o be the
case. Such wea the high reputation of ita
discoverer, and such the nature of his
pretension oo its behalf, that tbe dis-
covery of thia folio was hailed with delight
by all Shaksperean students, the world
over ; hut when the readings were brought
to light, and put inte the crucible of
criticism, the bulk of them proved to be
drosa which consumed oo tbe instant, and
vanighed “ inlo air, inlo thin air;"” leaving
but little of Shaksperean gold behind.
The MS. corrections of this folio, warmly
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welcomed every where at first, are now
with a few exceptions. condemned b;le
the editors of Shakspere, and by the Rer.
Alexander Dyce, the distinguished drama-
tic scholar and critic, who has not yet
edited Sh re, and has therefore no
pet text to defend. Dr. Delius, too, the
eminent German critic,—and o attain emi-
nenco as & critic of Shakspere in Germany,
i.mslies, perhapa, a profounder acholarship
and keener insight than o reach the
same posilion in England —Dr. Delius
admita but seventeen emendations out of
the whole thirteen hundred and three
Such a change in all quartera, from wel-
coming expectation Lo a scomful rejection
of almost the entire labors of the corrector,
and which, it must be remembered, has
been worked by the emendations them-
selver, shows how utterly they are at
variance with the spirit which Shak-
gpercan scholars have imbibed from the
works of their great master; and how io-
consistent they are with the language. cus-
toms, and tonc of thought of Shakspere’s
day, with which the studenta of his worka
must needs make themselves familiar.

It must he remembered that a great
number, two hundred and twenty, of the
corrector’s plausible emendationz have
been proposed by others. These of course
we have not noticed. The intelligent
reader of Shakspere, who wishes to pre-
serve the purity of his text, and who yet
is ready to admit many readibgs in Mr.
Collier’s folie, to which we have not
alluded in this paper, will almost with-
out & doubt find them in the text of the
Chiswick editions, in those of Mr. Kuight
or Mr. Verplanck, or in the Variorum, or
preserved in the voluminous notes of the
latter. They are, obviously, oot to be re-
garded as the contributions of the MS,
correcior,

It may be worth while to devote s lit-
tle of this page to the consideration of o
few readings of My. Collier’s folio which
form & class by themselves. These are
the entire lines which, in five or six in-
stances, are inserted to supply & lacking
rhyme or complete a deficient sen=e. Thepe
cannot in any instance be received, no
matter how great the deficiency which
they attempt to supply, or how remark-
able their intrinsic merits ;—and for this
very conclusive and obvigus reason, They
are not emendations of typographical
blunders, not the correction of that which
ig ill done, but tle deing of that which
was Jcft undone.  1f there were evidence
that they came from Shakspere himself,
they would be necessarily received, oo
matter how poor they were; that evidence
not existing, they must be rejected, no
matier how great their merita Cﬂhey could
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be received only upen unquestionable au-
thority ; for they have no other basia on
which to stand, not even the support of
an erroneous text. They are f made out
of whole cloth.! As far as their authority
is conecerned, wo know that they could not
possibly have been supplied until sixteen
years alter Shakspere’s death; for the
volume in which they wers written was
not published until 1632 and he died in
1616 ; sod, besides, in our previous paper
it plainly appearcd that the corrections in
Mr. Collier’s folio could not possibly have
been made before 1662, when Davenant
intreduced the first seenery ever exhibited
upon & public slage in England. Now,
* the interpolation of an entire line by one
man i 1662, is ag Jittle justifiable as the
interpolation of an entire scene by another
manin 1762 or 1853. There is the same
lack of suthority for both. The addition
ia worth just ms much in one case aA in
the other.

It must also be noted that {(as these
lines, if received at all, must be received
upon authority), if we admit one, we must

mit all. To do otherwise would be to
git in judgment upon Shakapere's right fo
wrile his own plays as he pleased. We
must therefore receive into the text the
following line which is printed in italio
letter, if wereceivo any which are similar
ly inserted in Mr. Collier's folio.

Q. Murgnrel—Give up your siaff, Bir, snd the King
his tealm,

Giptler.—My atafft—hers, noble Henry, ia my stef®
T think I Arin would beep { maked me langh,
What must be the capacity of & man to
understand, much more, to emend Shak-
spere’s text, who could perpotrate such a
ridiculous abomination as thia, merely for
the purposs of supplying a rhyme ? for it
must be remarked that the sense is per-
fect and clear without it  ¥Who will not
be grateful that there is no autherity
which compels us to receive such a platu-
tude as Shakspers’s 7 and if not thia, then
no other line ; for all not furnished us “ b{

authentic eopies‘,;rinted or manuscrip
must be regarded ag interpelation. 1If
& line be wanting in the text, the hiatus
must remain until it is filled up by thees
“ mutbentic copies.”

These remarks apply, with equal foros,
to the arbitrary cﬂanges of a word or
more at the end of & line for the purposes
of rhyme, A, for instance,

4 P14 bim farewnll; commit him to the Grave;

Do bim that kindpsss, and ke lesve of Blm.®
For this the MS. corrector sudaciously
substitutes,

* Bid him farewell ; commit him to the gravs;

Do him that kipdoew—all that e can hace”

That is, he takes out six words from t{he
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original text, and substitates for them six
others, changing the construction of the
sentence to admit them, in order that twa
lines may rhyme! To consgider gravely
such meangling of the texl is to waate
words and patience. And agein, what
applies to one instance applics to ell others
of the same natnre. We cannot permit
any man to mutilate Shakspere’s ta.:?
even to better it, in the estimation
bimself or a thousand like him.

With two exceptions, then, all theas
lines apd rhyming terminations of lines
must be regarded as unwarrantable inter-
polations. These two exceptions oeccur
in Alfs Well that Ends Well, Act L,
8c. 3, and in King Henry V. Act. III,
Sc 2. In the first instance the Clowm
sings & fraginent of an old balled, which
is thus mutilated in the original text,
The extract will give the reader an idem
of the careleas and make-shift manner
which the original wes printed.

“Wan Ll Malte face the eanss, quoth she,

‘Why the Greclans sacked

Fond dana, dope, fond wes thils king Priom's Joy

Witk that the slghed an she slood, ba

And gava this sentenee then, among vins bed If one
be good, among nlne bad if one ba good, thare's yat
one good §n ten.™
Thia Mr. Collier’s folio corrects, by mak-
jog & transposition in the first line and
an addition to the second, so that the firat
stanza, when properly divided into lines,
reads s follows:

“ Waa thls fair fece, guoth sha, Cha oowat

Why the Greclaps sarked Trop ?

Fond done, done fond, gocd scoth 4 wad

Was tbis King Priam’s Joy."
This emrendation is to be received solely
becausa of the &c:l:l\a.t u}e text is bt};?d:

uotation of & popular jingling song w

gad survived tI';O the time of the M8 cor-
rector. The corrector's suthority for it
was the same a3 re's, that ia, s
existence 'n the mowlhs of the prk.
Thus, if the following version of Bome
well-known historical lines were found in
Shakspere, it would evidently need emen-
dadion.

* 0ld King Cols
Waa s marry old soal;
And s merry old sonl e was
Hn enll'd for bls pipe,
Apd be eall'd for bla 30 ere throa™ -
In such & case there could not be the
glightest begitation in printing the third

* And o merry old wond wos he”
or in nserting,
= And he call'd for hia bow!.®
as the flith line; becsuss the rhyme ia

one of indefinable origin and antiquity,
which has not yet d.i‘;flﬂul of the popu-
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lar ear; and our authority for it would
be the same that Shakspere’s would, in
that cage, have been, The other inatance
is in the reatorstivo of © Tb all and some”
and ¥ feel the sgms? toan old song which
Pistol speota, in Kiog Henry V. These
are to be received for the reasons which
we have just alleged. Nevertheless, in
both instances, the restored line aud words
should be printed within brackels, to show
thot they are restorations: so zoalously
would we guard the text of Shakspero
even in its least important paris.

We have regarded the publication of
Mr. Collier's * Notes and Emendations,’
and especially of his so-called “ Plays of
Shakspere,” recently issued with serious
apprehenmon. But the common sense of
Lge world bids fair to disappoint our fears.
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The few eadmisgible resdings in these
volumes will be received, and the mass of
them will be,—are already rejected. In
Shakspere’s own words, “out of this
nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, safe-
ty.? If, out of the whaole thirtceo hun-
dred proposed changes, but thirteen prove
to be admissible corrections of passages in
the original text, which need correction,
the discovery and the discussion conse-
quent upon it will not bave been in vain.
To correet & single passage in Shakspere’s
text iz glory enough for one man. He
who discovers the needful word for the
misprint * runawayes eyes,” in the second
seene of the third act of Romeo and Juliet,
will gecure the henorable raention of his
name &8 long a8 the English language ig
read and spoken.

THE LIFE OF A DOQG

™ He was & grah an' Mdthio’ tyke
As ever lap asheugh or dyke.
1Its honest, sanele, banenit fare
Aye gat Lim frienda In jlka place.”

MEN die, and 50 do dogs. Death and
decay are the inevitable fate of all
crealod things; the aniroste and inani-
mate; the sentient. sensitive and cor-
poreal; the insensible, inorganic and
malerial. The besutiful of all kinds pass
awny from the scenes in which they were,
at once, the source and the recipients of
j;g and grief, of hope and disappointment.

e lesa favored in form or qualitics still
serving their purpose of good or evil, ccase
to exist. e chisclled lirnestone, the
hard-wronght metal, the granite moun-
tain, weste and moulder away, yielding
their substance to the ceaseless changes
which the Great Arbiter so wisely orders.
These moral axioms and philosophic
Lruths lose no value by repelition. It is
wel] to reflect upon them; it is for
the]heart. to do so; it ia profitable to the
soul.

‘When roen die, those who survive them
rejoice to tell of their virtuea; fricndship
rocords them on the ‘“storfed urn;?
cvery particular is retailed which can
sdd interest to the circumslance end draw
freely from the fountsin of sympathy.
Even envy perpetuates a knowledge of the
event and the person, by the scandal which
it pwmuégntes. If their death has been
OO by violence, forthwith public
sentiment is outraged—public clamor de-
mands retribution—public justice awards
s punishment. And rightly too. Butin
that retribulion there jum be justice—

the justice of that punishment should be
tempered with mercy.

If u dog dies, who cares! The one only
te whom his qualities were koown, to
whom he had been & constant companion,
a trusty guardian, a faithful friend. Some-
times he falls not unhonored or onsung.
The loving poet-master sings his praise—
the world admircs the verse. A dog is
murdered—foully, cruclly murdered-—and
the public voice appisuds tho oct. Neces-
sity justifies the cnd—the end covers the
means.  Alas! that in buman judgment
—buman reason—se great B differcoce
should exist between the life of & man and
the life of & dog. It is the gift of s bene-
ficent Creator, bestowed in the same
myslericus manncr, upon the same male-
rial elements, which are subject to the
same physical laws. They are both crea-
tures endowed with the same facnlties
{for who will deny to the dog his volilion,
hia perception, his comparison, his mem-
ory), susceptible of the samo impress
influenced by the snme desires, cojoying
the same sensations menifested through
similar orgune.  Differing in configuration
we kuow, in reasoning powers we think,
in the want of & soul we believe. And yet
we consign him oft-times to an ignomin-
ious death, in perfect ignorance wherein he
has offended us, without even the means
of corumumicating to Lim the nature of his
offence, and frequently when perfectly in-
nocent. without cven the hope (hat (he
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example of an individual desth will be of
servioe to the rest of his kind, and
act as a prophylactic against sin and crime.
We deprive him by an arhitrary act of
that which it is impossible for us to re-
store, and which we hold, with all its at~
tendant evils, to be 80 very precious,

But let me tell the story of my own
dog. Heisgone. I have been robbed of
him. He has fallen n victim to the base
passions, and the erring judgment of a
species who vainly consider themselvos ia
all things the supertor of the dog.

Why is it, fewould ask, that the
“knowing ones,” in 8ll matters pertaining
toanimals employed by man, in the several
pursuits in which their physical qualitiea
are made available, on the rvad and the
courso, in the field and the state, put auch
value on “ breedidg® or genealogy 7 and
yet affect to despise, or at least to under-
Tale, tho same criterion of excellence among
themselves! 1 am not desirous of enter-
ing into a metaphysical disquisition on
this point, but I am not the leas curious
to learn by what logical process they re-
concile the inconsistency to themselves,
The question wus suggosted by the neces-
sity under which I found myself placed,
to say something of the pedigree of
“Garry” (for that was his name, and it
was & patronymic, and had been so for
generations in his family), Lo give,in short,
such a history of his parentage and line-
age, 83 well ne B deseription of his per-
senal characteristics, ag should at once
establish the idea of his intrinsic value ns
a dog, end his individual worth a3 Garry,
in the mind of those who know what a
good dog is; and who, being so informed,
would the more readily bestow their sym-
pathy upon his mourning friend.

On the northwealern coast of Scotland
there is a chain of islands which have been
long celcbrated for a peculiar raco of dogs,
“and one of these in particular—ihe far-re-
nowned Skye. 'The terrier, the generic
appellative of this part of the canine ruce,
hay always heen distingnished in the
aanals of zoology for his peculiar physical
and nenta]l qualities, and among the
¥ Fancy ® the Skyo terrier maintains an
imporlant position from the greater singu-
Inrity of these attributes, Iis appearance
partakes of the rugged charscter of his
native rock-lound, heathery braes; and
in disposition he closely resembles the
hardy islander whe rears and trains him.
e affords a good instance, among tbe
numerous enes which surround us, of the
great harmony of design displayed by the
bandiwork of the Great All-wise, in the
perfect adaptation of bjs conformation and
endowments to the purposes of his being,
and the external circumstances which afl-
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fect hislife. His conventional antagoniats,
if not his natural prey, the fox, the bad-
ger, and others whe live in holes burrowed
in the hard and gravelly earth, do not
require the cxercise of great speed and
ility for their capture, but still much
tumhlepess and quick sight. Hence we
find him with short legs, yet freely pul
on his leng little body, of great strength,
and the fore onea particularly allowing
great, latitude of motion, His pawa are
well provided with strong, short, and
curved nails, well adapted for scrapin
and tearing. His skin is loose snd cove
with long wiry hair, which much assists
his passage alonpg the smooth and narrow
entrance to the lair or den, and proves s
useful armor against the biwe of his foe
preventing his grasping the fmmer an
more unyiclding muscle. His narrow
pointed nose mnd keen scent, permit ila
insinuation into every air-hole and erevies,
and ennhle him to detect faintest troce of
the well-known odor of his game. His
broad and well developed jaw gives him
Frest power of grasp and serves as o gauge
or the whole of his body, for the space
through which he can forca his head will
readily admit the rest. [Iis short, thick,
and powerful noeck, his small, movabl
and mwuscular shoulders, his well curve
forearms and his flat and sipewy pawa,
permit him to give a long and & slrong
pul!, IHis indomitable perseverance an
undaunted courage, his great endurance
of bodily pain, fatigue, and hunger, qualify
him to carry through successfully & siege
against a wary and flerce antagonist, fre-
quently possessing superior physical foree,
which would render the battle unequal to
u creature less happily endowed. Such is
the Skye terrier, and such in copleteness
of excellence was my Garry, over whose
untimely fate I now lantent. But he pos-
sessed other qualities, not uncommon in
his kind, which endeared him still more
to me—qualitics some of which if not
altogether derived from, wore in & great
degree heightened by, the wore artificinl
life he led while yot & memher of my
household. His faithfol and constant
stlachment te myself end the several
members of my family—his carcful
watchfulness of, and gentleness to the
chiliren—his intelligent and joyous par-
ticipation of their pleasures and gﬁmborsn*
his jenlous resentment of the interference
of strangers—and his brave and impetu-
ous assoult upon impertinent intruders or
dangerous and officious passengers of any
shape or size, constituted him a good com-
panion and trustworthy guardian of their
daily walks. Mis intimate and accurate
knowledge of the most minute personnl
peculiarities of each individual, and his.
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mcute senso of hearing enabled him to re-
vognize at greal distances the approach of
those for whom he entertained feslings of
sttachment, and of course ma readily to
detect the difference when a stranger &‘;'aw
mear. This education of his senses, and
more particularly that of hearing, was so
perfect and o weil displayed, as frequently
ta attract the observation even of those
most familiarly acquainted with him. To
ilustrate this point. At one time my
avocations required thet I should fre-
quently drive to some distance from my
residence, which, at the period I now re-
for to, was in & part of the country where,
during winter, the sleigh was a neceasary
meand of locomotion. The family circle,
Qarry smong the number, would be as-
eembled around the hearth, lprol:ml:;l_vr
Ewsiting my return to partake ol the last
social meal of the day. The cold wintry
blast whistling without, the crackling
faggot within—perchance the merry laugh
sod cheerful prattle—would effectually
oover ell minor sounds. Presently a
alight pricking of his short and pointed
ears (adorned with two or three long
black hairs proceeding from the extrume
tips, which gave to his face a marked and
peculiar character) and the slightest pos-
alble elevation of his nose from the soft
rug on which ho was reclining, gave evi-
dence that his atteniion was arrested by
some sound to the others as yel imper-
aptible. A farther elevation of his head,
«nd finally ol his body, indicated that he
waa more certain still of the character of
the noiso he heard, and finally a short and
pleasant bark, followed by a Iriskiness not
previously exhibited, told that his ear re~
oognized the sound of my sleigh-bell long
before it was appreciable to those who
now became assured of my speedy arrival
A short pause of slent listening would
alwaysconfirm his warning, Now it must
havo been & nice sense, and well educated
oar, which enabled him to distinguish the
tone of my particular bells, among the
gumbers which were frequently passing
the house.

The nature of this animal would appear
in & great measure to have undergone s
procesa of reficement or civilization by his
trenglation from the heath to the hearth,
gimilar to what, is perceptible in his (so
calied) master, man. He had lost all
the ferocity of look obscrveble in the
oaiive condition of the animal. ITis ey
Lhough keen and bright as ever, wore amﬂ%
and bencvolent expreasion; and it was
impossible not to admire his intelligent
and stcady gaze. That letchiness, that
goli me tangere manner common to his
race and nature, bad been replaced b
the gentle and winning ways noticeab]’t;
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in all pets, canine or human, and seldom
failad to elicit & even from the

mast Umid. His i WA most
exemplary, and his teachableness such s
to court instruction. Yet it must not be
supposed that this elteration in these
particulars had also affected hia bolder
qualities of charscter ; far from such was
the facl. His cournge wasas conspicoous,
his perseverance end endurance as re-
markable, a3 if he had never left hic na-
tive hilla

But I must deny mysell the gratifics-
tion of expatiating further on his worth.
To me the subject seems inexhaustible;
to the reader it may be extended to weari-
someness. Let me rather continue the
record and fulfll the purpose of this his-
tory.

ive years of uninterrupted friendship
and close companionship had taught ns
all to love the creaturs dearly. Arnd in
that space of time what vicissiludes may
not sssail ua!

(in the main tnrx?nii'i fromm&}imrt to Por-
troe, not ve rom the former to
t.lrxgi,e sta.l:t'll-.ay an old feudal manor, ‘t?‘e
dwelling of & scion of the mucient and
powerful clan Macleod, Those who
are familiar with the architectural char-
actera of this elass of buildings, from per-
sonal inspection will require no delines
tion to revive the picture ta their mind;
those who have drank sweet draughts of
ingpiration from the grophic pages of
Scott, may readily conjure up the image
of this particular bouse. To those who
do not possess these advantages, I recom-
mend & ramble in the meuntain fhstnesses
of Inverness Rosslien and the adjacent
Isles, or & perusal of those immorial
writings. It is suflicient for the purposes
of this biography to know, that in the
kenpel of this manorial establishment, the
sire and dam of Garry wero bred Of
lineage pure and untarnished, as their
great clueftain boasts, they could elaim
an ancesiry of generstions from the valley
of Uig or the heights of Bracadale. In the
course of events it happened, that with
other members of the clan, they sought
in this Western Continent another home
Amid the snowz of Coanada, in & kennel
Luilt of the rude pine-log was Garry
ushiered into life, and when the peach was
ripo and the leaves began to turn, he was
bestowed upon me. Oh! precious gift, by
the hands of one, now fur away again, amed
scenes nearer to the spot of her nativity,
fairer, it may Sn varied landscape,
happy I hope, and full of domestic joy,
but not dearer, I make bold fo say, than
Uie braces of her Ialand home,

Heo had becn & traveller, too, in his briel
épan, seeing sighta which many bebold
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with perhaps less emotion. Wandering
along the banks of the Great Ni

he bad peered with curious eye, from the
lip of the Table-rock Snow no longer
there) into the abyse of foaming spray.
whirling and sparkling under him, aad
whined aloud his tribute of wonder and
admiration. In the Cave of the Winds, ha
bad answered the echoed bark of some
soarling cur, with gleeful deflance, and
gazad at the “ flescy ensmgn * of the cata-
ract, painted by Iris. He had run upon
the acrial wire-way; from its dizzy height,
had looked on the green watera rotling
and rushing slong beneath him ; and had
- felt tho ewaying of the fairy fahric as it
rocked with the hreeza or quivered with
trampg of the startlod horse. He had
scented & fox on tho gloping ades of the
Whirlpoo! basin, and had laved his limbs
in the rippling eddy. He had been hur-
ried through cilies, towns and woods, and
over rivers, swamps and precipices by
the resistless Fire-horse. He glided down
the winding Hudson and saw the stara
glimmer in its placid water, and the car-
liest beams from the orient glinting on
the summit of the Catskill. He had
trackod his friend and guide amid the
busy crowd of men, and the noisy maze
of whoels, and hed sat at hiy threshold in
the lone bours of the night, patiently
waiting to welcome him home after the
wearying cares of the day. But his hour
of doom approached. The gloating eye
of cupidity hath fixed its h glare
upon him, and in humnn form the cralty
serpent and wily fox eombined to entrap
him, instigated by the temptation of =
paltry pittance of filthy ucre, as tho high
prize for each sacrifice on the altar of
arbitrary despotism—a premium on their
heartless crime, offered hy the meaning-
less and cruel legislature of our civic cor-
poration.

On & certain day of July, last past, the
walls of Gotham wero covered by s pro-
clamation, directing that all dogs should
be restrained from going at large without
a muzzle :~~that those so found should be
taken und put ina certain place therein ap-
pointed, until the sotting of the sun,
when if unclaimed and unredeemed, they
should be destroyed. The same pro-
hihitory manifesto also offered m reward
af 'ﬁﬂﬁ cents for every dog so taken and
brought to the place of confinament.

I ain the last man in the world, who
would seck to bring the authority of those
et over ug for the maintenancs of public
right and ﬁne furtherance of public good,
ioto disrepute, by any means whatever.
I am too Catholic in principle to do this.
But iuasmuch a8 “1o err ishuman,” I can
conceive no infringement of oy precopt,
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Christian or moral, in pointing out a glar-
ing and mischievous error to those who
have committed one or to guard oihers
from the commisaion of aimilar mistakes,
by » simple relation of the positive cvils
wisimg from it.

Now it happened, that very shortly af-
ter the issue of this proclamation, my
little dog “ Garry,” as was his wont, ran
out of the arca-gato wagging his tail and
pleasantly greeting the littla membera of
the family on their return from the usual
daily walk of recreatlon., At the corner
of the streot in which I reside were sta-
tioned three or four idle boys, whose chief
occupation at this time seemed to conaist
in acting lhe jackal’s part to the police-
man of the beat, in watching for and cap-
turing every dog who accidentally and un-
fortunately came in their way. QGarry
had been an object of much oconcern to
them for sotne days; his instinct had in-
duced him to regard with suspicion the
anxious regard bestowed upon bim hy
them; this was made manifest by the cau-
tion with which he cpnfined his rambles
to tho immediato vicinity of the doeor of
the house. Unhappily, his buoyant spirit,
on this oceasion, ied htm some few paces
beyond the range of his previously self-as-
gsigned limits, in hia anxiety to welcome
his little friends. With & fierco yell of
gloating expectation the yagrant horde
rush upon him ; with the demoniac shout
of “here he i3 now, let's run hirn down,*
they cut off his retreat to his haven of
shefwr, and mercilessly assailed him with
every varicty of missile. Terrified by the
nurnber and violence of his assajlants he
falls a victim to their rapacious desire,
In triumph he is carried to the expectant
funclionary, who marches him off’ to the
ignominious fate which awnailed him.
Poor little fellow, the tearful remon-
stranco of his affectionate playmatea waa
urged vainly in his behalf; before their
eyes, and in spite of their anguish, he waa
carried to the doom which awaited him.

This wrong was done at a period of the
day when I was absent, and on my re-
turn home in the evening it was too late
to rescue him even at the ransom price
of two dollars, demanded for the restora-
tion of similarly kiduapped and incarce-
rated dogs. The fiat had becn pronoun
when the last ray of the setting sun stil
gilded the doms of the Crystal Palace,
and he was “donc to the death *—inhu-
manly murdered, with a host of other
equelly unfortunate animals—barbarcusly
buichered in cold blood—while around
the scene of wholesale slaughter, might
bo scen the blanched check, wistful gazo
and sorrowful eye, of many, who would

" willingly have snatched from their horrid
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fate, the comforter of a lonely hearth, the
binding link of assaciation with daya that
once were happy, of faces now cold and
mouldering away in the dark grave!

It is generally understood, I beliove, that
the excellence of all penal and prohibitory
laws, consiste in the general applicability
of their several provisions, and a clear
definition of the mode of their administra-
tion and execution. Prompt lo overlake
the offender, efficient in the punishment
of the guilty, yet free from the objection
of cruelty or wantonness. .

Tried by these principles, how imper-
fect, how imjuricus are the provisions of
thia civic statute. Whence the pecessity
for encouraging the practice of outrage
and theft? Whence the necessity for
putting to death an innocent and harmless
animal, even for the culpable neglect or
want of proper caution on the part of ita
owner? But, it may be raid, all this is
useless outcry and fault-finding, nnless
you can point out a remedy, and suggest
& more effective means of protecting the
public from the dangers which are known,
or are genernll}y] believed, to exist, in a
large city, by the unrestrained roaming
of dogs cf‘t-n-ing the hot and sultry portion
of the summer. Without attempting Lo
discuss the questions whether such an

.
..
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avil really does exist or not, or if it exists
at all, whetber it is not much magnified
in 4 , by the apprehcusion of those
who do not properly consider or investi-
gute the relative nature of canine or hu-
man insanity, and the comparative infre-
quency of the former, [ will close this
article by respectfully proposing, that
when the next occasion arrives, on which °
it shall appear that the promulgation of
such a law is deemed expedient for the
public welfare, it should provide as fol-
lows: for the capture and safe-keepmg
(a supply of food and waler being essen-
tial for this) of all doge found at large
without » sufficient muzzle ; that they ba
detained for the spaco of one weel, dur-
ing which time they arc to be delivered
up only lo the person, who by accurate
description can prove himself the owner,
and by recognition on the part of the
animal identifled, on the payment of a
stipulated allowance for board and a lim-
ited fee for the liquidation of lpouru:l ex-
penses.  Afler the expiration of the week,
wll doga then unclai to be sold at
public suction to the highest bidder, the
surplusage of the purchese money, over
the expenses and fees, to be applied Lo
the use of the charitable institutions of
the city.

BARTLEBY, THE S8CRIVENER. L. -’

A STORY OF WALL-S3TRAEET. t

AM & rather elderly man. The naturc

of my avocations for the last thirty
years has brought me inlo more than
ordinary contact with what would seem
an interesting and somewhat singular set
of men, of whom as yet nothing that I
know of bas ever been writien:—I mean
the law-copyista or scrivencrs, I have
known very many of them, professionally
and privately, and if I pleased, could re-
Inte divers histories, at which good-na-
tured gentlemen might smile, and senti-
mental souls might weep. But T waive
the biographies of all other scriveners for
o few passages in the life of Bartleby,
who was a scrivencr the strangest I ever
saw or heard of. While of other law-
copyists I might write the complete life,
of Bartleby nothing of that sort can be
done. I belicve that no materinls exist
for & full and satizsfactory biopraphy of
this man. It is an irreparablo loss to
literature. Bartleby was ono of those
beings of whom nothing i3 arcertainahle,
except from the original sources, and in

b
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his case thoss are very small. What my
own sstonished eyes saw of Bartleby, that
is all 1 know of him, except, indecd, one
vague report which will appear in the

uel,

re introducing the scrivener, as he
first appeared lo me, it is fit I e some
mention of mﬁself, my employées, my
business, my chamberg, and general sur-
roundings ; because some such description
is indispensable to an adequate understand-
ing of the chief charecter about to be
presented.

Imprimis: 1am & man who, from his
youth upwards, hes been filled with a
profound conviction {hat the casiest way
of life is the best. Hence, though I belon
to a profession proverbially energetic ang
nervous, even to turbulence, at timee, yet
nothing of that sort have [ ever puffered
to invade my peace. I am one ol those
ununbitious lawyers who never addressex
a jury, or in any way draws down public
applause ; but in the cool tranquillity of &
snug retrest, do a smug business among



1853.]

rich men’s bonds and mortgages and title-
decds. All who know me, consider me
an cminently sqfe man, The late Jobn
Jacob Astor, a personage little given to
poctic enthusiasin, had no hesitation in
pronouncing my first grand point to be
prudenee ; my next, method. I do not
speals it in vanity, but simply record the
fact, that I was not unemployed in my
profession Ly the late John Jacob Astor;
a name which, I admit, I love to repenﬁ
for it hath & rounded and orbicular soun

to it, and rings like unto bullion. [ will
freely add, that I was not insensible te
the late Joba Jaceb Astoer’s good opinion.

Some time prior to the period at which
this little history bogins, rn'ir avocations
bad been lsrgcly mcreased. The good old
office, now extnct in the State of New-
York, of a Masler in Cbancery, had been
conferred upon me. It was pota very ar-
duous office, but very pleasantly remune-
rative. I seldom lose my temper; much
more seldom indulge in dangerous indigna-
tion at wrongs snd outrages; but [ must
be permitted to be rash here and declare.
that 1 consider tbe sudden and violeut
abrogation of the office of Masler in Chan-
cery, by the new Constitution, s &
prewmature act; inasmuch as I had counted
upon & life-lease of the profits, whereas [
only received those of a few short years.
But this is by the way.

My chambers werc up slairs at No. —
Wall-street, Atone end they locked upon
tbe white wall of the interior of a spacious
sky-light shaft, penetrating the building
from top to bottom. This view might
bave becn considered rather tame than
otherwise, deficient in what landscape
painters eall © life.”  But if so, the view
from the other end of my chambers offer-
ed, at least. a contrnst, if nothing more.
In that direction my windows commanded
Ao unobstructed view of a lofty brick wall,
black by age and everlasiing shade;
which wall yequired no spy-glass to bring
out ita lurking beaulies but for the benetit
of nl] near-sighted spectaters, was pusbed
up to within len feet of my window panes.
Owing ie the great height of the surround-
ing buildipgs, and my chambers being on
the second Hoor, the interval hetween this
wall and wine not a little resembled &
buge square cisiern.

At the peried just preceding the advent
of Bartleby, I had two persons as copyists
in my cmployment, and a promising lad
as an office-boy. First, Turkey ; svcond,
Nippers ; third, Ginger Nut. These may
BB MATECS, the Tike of which arenot usu-
ally found in the Directory. In truth
they were nicknames, wutually conferred
upon each other by my three clerks, and
were decmed expressive of their respective
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persons or characters. Turkey was a
short, pursy Englishman of about my own
age, that is, somewhere not far from slxly
In the morning, one might say. his face
was of a fine florid bue, but after twelve
o’clock, meridian— his dinner hour—it,
blazed like & egmte full of Christmas coals

and continued blazing—-but, as it were,
with & gradual wane—till 6 o'clock, . .

or thereabouts, after whicli I saw no more
of the proprieter of the face, which gaining
its meridian with the sun, seemed 10 st
with it, to rise, culminate, and decline the
following day, with the like regulnrity
and undiminished glory, There ore snany
singular coincidences I have known in the
coursy of my life, not the least amoung
which was the fact, that exactly when
Turkey displayed his fullest beams from
hig letf and radiant countenance, just then,
too, at that critical moment, hegan the
daily period when I considered his business
capacities a3 seriously disturbed for the
remainder of the twenty-four hours. Not
thai he was absolutely idle, or averse to
business then; far fivm it. The difi-
cuity was, he was apt to be allogether too
enerpetic.  There was a stranye, 1nﬂnmed.,
flurried, flighty recklessness of activ ity
about him. He would be inesutious in
dipping his pen into his jukstand. All his
blots. upon my documents, were dropped
thére alter twelve o'clock, ‘meridian.  In-
deed, not only would he be reckless and
sadlygiven io making blots in tbe afternoon,
but some days be weni further, and woy
ratber noisy. At such times, too, his face
flamed with augmented blazonry, as if
cannel coal had been heaped on anthracite.
He made an unpleasant racket with his
chair; spilled hiz sand-box; io mending
his pens, impatiently split them =all to
pieces, and threw thein on the floor ina
sudden passion ; stood up and leancd over
his table, boxing his papers sbout in a
most indecorous manper, very sad to be-
hold in an elderly man like biw.  Never-
tbeless, an bhe wes in many ways a most
valuable person to me, and all the time
before twelve o’clock, meridian, was the
quickest, steadiest creature toe, accom-
plishing & great deal of work in a style
not ensy to be malched-—for these reasons,
I was willing to overloek his cocentricities
though indeed, occasionally, I remonstrated
with him. I did this very geutly, how-
ever, Lecause, though the civilest, nay, the
blandest and most reverential of men in
the morning, yet in the aflernoen he was
disposed. upon provoeation, to be slightly
rash with his tongue, in fact. iusolent.
Now, valuing his morning serviees as I
did, and resolved not to lose them ; yet, at
the same time made uncomfortable by hix
inflamed ways after twelve o'clock § and
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being & mau of peace, unwilling by my
sdmonitions to call forth uneeernly retorta
from him; I took upon me, one Saturda
noon {he was always worss on Saturdaysi
to hint to him, very kindly, that perhaps
now that he was growing old, it might be
well to abridge his labors; in shori, he
need not come to my chambersafter twelve
o’clock, but, dinner over, had best go home
to his lodgings and rest himself till tea-
time. But no; he insisted upon hisafter-
noen devotions.  His countenance becarme
intolerably fervid, as he oratorically as-
gured mo—gesticnlating with a long ruler
al the other cnd of tho reom—that if his
gerviced in the morning were useful, how
indispensable, then, in the afternoon ?

“With submissicn, sir,” said Turkey
on this occasion, I consider myuelf your
right-band man. In the morning T buf
marshal and deploy my columns; but in
the efternoon I put myseIf at their head,
and gallantly charge the foe, thus!"—
and he made a violent thrust with the
ruler.

 But the blots, Turkey,” intimated I,

% True,—but, with submission, &ir, be-
hold these hairs! T am getting old.
Burely, sir, a blot or two of a warm afler-
neen i3 not Lo boe severely urged against
gray haira. Old age—even if it blot the
page—is honorable.  With submission,
sir, we both are getting old.”

This appeal to my fellow-fecling was
hardly Lo be resistel. At all evenls, I
saw that go e would not. 5o I made up
my mind to let hir stay, resolving, never-
theless, Lo see to ity that during the after-
noon he had to do with my less important

ra.

'ifp-ers, the second on my list, was a
whiskered, sallow, and, upon the whel
rather piratical-looking young man o
about five and twenty. I alwaysdeemed
bim the victim of two evil powers—ambi-
tion and indigestion. The ambition waa
evinoed by a certain impatience of the du-
ties of 8 mere copyist, an unwarrantabls
ugrpation of strictly professional affairs
duch as the original drawing up of lcgai
documenta The indigestion seemed be-
tokened in an occasional nervous testiness
and grinning irritability, causing the teeth
to audibly grind together over mistakes
committed in copying; unnecessary male-
dictions, hissed, rather than spoken, in the
hent of ‘Jusiness; and especially by a con-
tinual disconient with the height of the
talile where he worked. Thougb of a very
ingenious mechanical turn, Nippers could
never get this table o suit him., He put
chips under i, blocka of varicus sorts, bits
of pasteboard, and at last went so far as
to attempi mn exquisite adjustment by
fna) piaces of folded blotting-paper. But
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no invention would answer. If, for the
Eake of eaging his back, he brought the
table lid at & eharp angle well up towards
his chin, and wrota there like & man using
the steep roof of a Dutch house for his
desk :—then he declared that it stopped
the circulation in his arms, If now he
lowered the table to his waistbands, and
stooped over it in writing, then there was
8 sore aching in his back. In short, the
truth of the matter was, Nippers kuew
not what he wanted. Or, if be wanted
any thing, it waa to be rid of a scriveners
table altogether. Among the manifests-
tions of his diseased ambition was a fond-
ness he had for receiving visits from certain
ambiguous-looking fellows in seedy coata
whom he called hus clients, Indeed I was
aware that not only was he, at times, con-
siderable of a ward-politician, but he ocen
sionally did & little business at the Jus
tices* courts, and was not unknown oo the
steps of the Tombs. T have good reason
to Elieva, howaver, that ope individual
who called upon him at my chambers,
and who, with a grand air, he insisted waa
his client, was no other than a dumn, and
the alleged title-deed,a bill. But with afl
hiz failings, and the annoyances he caused
me, Nippers, like his compatriot Turkey,
wes 8 very useful man to me; wrote a
neat, swift hand; and, when he chose,
was not deflcient in a gentlemanly sort of
deportment. Added to this, be always
dressed in & gentlemanly sort of way;:
and 60, incidentally, reflected credit upon
my chambers, W‘Lema.s with respect to
Turkey, I had much ado to keep him from
being & reproach to me. His clothes were
apt to look oily and smell of eating-houses.

¢ wore hiz pantaloons very loose and
baggy in summer, His conls were execra~
ble; hiz hat not to be handled. But
while the hat was a thing of indifference
to me, inasmuch ea his natural civility and
deference, a3 a dependent Englishman,
always led him to doff it the moment he
entered the room, yet his coat was another
matter. Concerning his coats, I reasoned
with him ; but with no effect. The truth
was, I supposs, that a man with so small
an income, could not afford to sport such
a lustrous face and a lustrous coat at ome
and the same tfime. As Nippers once ob~
served, Turkey's money went chielly for
red ink. One winter day I presented
Turkey with a highly-res ble looking
coat ogmy own, & padded gray coat, of a
most comfortable warmth, and which but-
toned straight up from the koce to the
neck, I thought Turkey would apprec-
ate the favor, and abate his rashness and
obstreperousness of afternoons. But oo
I verily beliove that buttoning himself n
in 80 downy and blanket-like & coat
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& pernicious effect upon him ; upon the
same principle that too much cats are bad
for horses, In fact, precisely as e rash
restive horse is said to feel his cats so
Turkey felt his coat. It made him inso-
lent. He was a man whom prosperity
barmed.

Theough concerning the self-indulgent
habita of Turkey I had my own private
surmises, yet toucbing Nippers I waa well
persusaded that whatever might be his
faults in other respects, he was, at least
o temperate young man. But indeed
pature herself seemed to have been his
vintner, and at his birth ¢ him 8o
thoroughty with an irritable, brandy-like
disposition, that all subsequent potationa
were needless. When I consider how,
amid the stillness of my chamberg, Nip-

ra would sometimes impatiently rise

m his seat, and gtooping over his mblg
gpread his erms wide apart seize the
whole desk, and move it, and jerk it, with
» griln, grinding motien on the floor, as
if the table were a perverse voluntary
agent, intent on thwarting and vexing
him ; T plainly perceive that for Nippers,
brandy and wsaier wero altogether super-
fluous.

It wan forlunate for me that, owing to
its peculiar eouse—indigestion—the irrita-
bility and consequent nervousnsss of Ni
pers, were mamly observable in the
morning, while in the sfternoon he was
comparatively mild. So that Turkey's
peroxysmA only coming on ahout twelve
o'clock, I never had to do with their ec-
centricilies at omo time. Their fils re-
lieved cach other like guards. When
Nippers' waa on, Turkey's was off'; and
vice versa. 'This wma & good natural
arrngement under the circumstances.

Gioger Nut, the third on m li.sP wag
& lad some twelve years old. ﬁi.s ather
was & carmsn, amhilious of seeing his son
on the bench instead of a cart, before he
died. So he sent him to my office as
gtudent at law, errand boy, and cleaner
and sweeper, at the rate of ono dollar a
week. He had a little desk to himself,
but he did not use it much. Upon in-
spection, the drawer exhibited a great
array of the sbella of vartous sorts of
outs. Indeed, to this quick-witted yenth
the whole noble science of the law was
conlained in a nut-shell, Not the least
among the cmployments of Clinger Nut,
as well as one which he discharged with
the most alscrity, was his duty aa cake
and apple purveyor for Turkey and Nip-
pers. Copying law papers being prover-
bially & dry, busky sort of business, my
two acriveners were fsin to moisten therr
mouths very often with Spitzenbergs to
be had at the numerous stalls nigh tho
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Oustom Houss and Post Oifice. Aleo,
they sent Ginger Nut very freqnentl

for that peculior cake—emall, flat, Toun

and very spicy—after which ho had been
named by them. Of & cold morhing when
business was but dull Turkey would gob-
ble up scores of these cakes as if they
wcre mere wafers—indeed they sell them
at the mate of six or eight for & penny—
the scrapo of his pon blendin% with the
crunching of the crisp particles in his
mouth. Of all the fiery afternoen blun-
ders and flurried rashresses of Turkey,
wag his onee moistening & ginger-cake be-
tween his lips, wod clapping it on o 8

mortgage for & seal. I came within an
aco :Fgamjssin him then, But he molli-
fied me b ma.Eing an oriental bow, and
saying—* With submission, eir, it waas
geuerous of me to find you in staticnery
on my own aocount.’

New my original business—that of a
conyeyancer and title hunter, and draw-
er-up of recondite documents of all sorta
—was considerably increased by receiv-
ing the master’s office. There waa now
great work for scrivencrs. Not only
must I push the clerks already with me,
but I must have additional help. In sn-
swer to my advertisement, a motionless
¥Oung mau one morning, steod upon my
office thresheld, the door being open, for
it wag summer. I can see that figure
now—pallidly neat, pitiably rcespectable,
incurably ferlorn! I{ was Bartleby.

Afier a few words touching his qualifi-
eations, I engaged him, glad to bave
among my corps of copyists & man of so
singularly sedate an aspect, which I
thought might opcrate beneficially upon
the Highty temper of Turkey, and the
fiery one of Nippers.

I should have stated before that ground
glasa folding-doors divided my premises
into two parts, one of which was occupied
by my scriveners, the other by myself.
According to my humor I threw open
these doors, or closed them. I resolved
1o assign Bartleby a corner by the fold-
ing-doors, but on my side of them, 50 as
to have this quiet mun within easy call,
in caso any t %ing thing was to be done.
I placed his desk close up to & small side-
window in that part of the room, a win-
dow which originally had hfforded a
lateral view of cerlain grimy back-yards
and bricks, but which, owing to subse-
quent erections, commanded at present no
view at all, though it gave some light.
Within three feet of the pancs was s wall,
and the light ceme down from far above,
between two lofty buildings, es from a
very small opening in & dome. Stll fur-
ther to & saUsfactory arrangement, I m
cured a high grecn folding screen, whi



550

might entirely isolate Bartleby from my
sight, though not remove him from my
voice. And thus, in & manner, privacy
and society were conjoined.

At first Bartleby did an extraordinary
quantity of writing. As if long famish-
ing for romething to copy, he seemed to
gorge himsell on my documents. There
was no pauss for digestion. He ran a
day and night line, copying by sun-light
and by candle-light. I should have been
quite delighted with his application, hed
be been cheerfully industrious. But be
wrote on silently, palely, mechanically.

1t is, of course, an ind?i’apensable part of
a scrivener's business io verify the aceu-
racy of his copy, word by word. Where
there are two or more seriveners in an
office, they asairt each other in this exa-
mination, one reading from the copy, the
other holding the original. It is a ve
dull, wearisome, and lethargic affhir.
can resdily imagine that to some sanguine
temperaments it would be altogather in-
tolerahle, For example, I cannot credit
that the mettlessome poet Byron would
have contentodly sat down with Bartleby
to examine a law document of, say five
hundred pages, closely written in & crimpy
hand.

Now and then, in the haste of business,
it had been my habit to assist in compar-
ing some brief document myself, calling
Turke{ or Nippers for this purpese. One
objoct I had in placing Bartleby so bandy
to me behind the screen, was to avail
myself of his services on such trivial oc-
casions. It was on the third dey, I think,
of his being with me, and beforo any ne-
cegrity had arisen for having his own
writing examined. that, being much hur-
ried to comnplete a amall aftair I had in
hand, I abruptly called to Bartlchy. In
my beste and naturel expectancy of in-
etant compliance, I sat with my head
bent over the original on my d and
my right band sideways, and somewhat
nervously exlended with the copy, so
that immiediately upon emerging from his
retreat, Bartleby might snetch it and
proowc{ to business without the least
delay.

In this very attitude did I sit when I
called to him, rapidly stating what it was
I wanted him to do—namely, to examine
a small paper with me. fmagine my
surprise, nay, my consternation, when
without movzn% from his privacy, Bartle-
by in a singularly mild, firm voice, ro-
plied, 1 would prefer not to."

I gat awhile in perfect silence, rallying
my riunned faculties. Immuiiately 13
oocurred to me that my ears had deceiv-
ed me, or Barileby had entirely mirun-
derstood my meaning, I repeated my
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request in the clearest tone I could assums.
But in quite as clear a one came the
vious reply, “I would prefer not to.”

“Prefer not to,” echoed 1, rising in

igh excilement, and croasing the room
with a stride. “What do you meant
Are you moon-struck 7 I want you to
help me compara this sheet here—take
it,” and I thrust it towards him.

“1 would prefer not {0, sard be.

I looked &t him steadfastly. Hin feco
was leanly composed ; his gray eye dimly
calm, Not a wrinkle of agitation rippled
him. Had there been the least uneasi-
ness, anger, impatience or impertinence in
his manner; in other words, had thers
been any thing ordinarily huoman sbout
him, doubtless I should have violently
disminsed him from the premises. But
a8 it wag I ghould bave as soon thought
of turning my pale plaster-of-paris bust
of Cicero cut of doora I stood gazing wt
him awhile, ps he went on with his own
writmg, and then reseated myself at m
desk. This i3 very strange, thought
What hed ome best do? But my busi
ness hurried me. I concluded to forget
the matter for the present, reserving it
for my future leisure. So calling Nippers
from the other room, the paper wms
epeedily exmmined.

A few days after this, Bartleby con-
cluded four lenFlhy documents, being
quadruplicates of & week's testimony
taken before me in my High Court of
Chancery. It became n to exm-
mine them. [t was an important suit,
and great aocuracy was imperative,  Hav-
ing all things nrranged I called Turkey,
Nippers and Ginger Nut from the pext
room, meaning to place the four copies in
the hands of my four clerks, while I
should read from the original. Accord-
ingly Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut
had taken their seats n 8 row, each with
his document in hand, when I called to
Bartleby to join this interesting group.

“Bartleby! quick, I am waiting,”

I heard & slow scrape of his chair legs
on the uncarpeted floor, and soon he ap-

red standing at the cotrance of hin

ermitage,

“What is wanted 77 paid he mildly,

#“The copics, the copien’® said I Eur—
riedly. “We are going to examine them.
Thero —and I held towards him ihe
fourth quadruplicate.

“I would prefer not to,” he suid, and
gently disappeared behind the screen.

For a few moments I was turned intn
e pillar of ealt, standing 8t the head of
my scated column of clerks, Recovering
myself, I advanced towards the screen,
and demanded the reason for Buch extra-
ordinary conduct.
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“ Why do you refuse?

“1 would prefer not to.”

With any other man I should have
flown outnfht into a dreadfu] passion,
scorned all farther words, and thrust him
ignominicasly from my presence. But

ere was nomethini:‘bout Bartleby that
not only strangely disarmed me, but in &
wonderful manner touched and discon-
certed me. I began to resson with him,

- % These are your own copies We are
about to examine. It iz labor saving to
you, becanse one examination will answer
for your four papers. It is common
nsage. Every copyist is bound to help
examine his copy. Ia it not s0% Will
¥Fou not 8 7 Anawer!”

“1 prefer not 10, he replied in & flute-
like tone. It seemed to me that while I
had been sddressing him, he carefully
revolved every statement that I mede;
fully comprebended the meaning; could
not gainsay the irresistible conclusion ;
but, at the samo time, some paramount
congideration prevailed with him to reply
ag he did.

“You are decided, then, not to comply
with my request—a request made ac-
cording to common usage and common
sense 77

He briefly gavo me to underatand that
on that point my judgment was sound.
Yes: his decision was irreversible.

It is not seldom the case that when a
man is browbeaten n some unproeedent-
ed and violently unreasonable way, he
begins Lo stagger in hizs own plainest
faith. He begins, as it werv, vaguely to
surmise thet wonderful as it may be, all
the justice and all tho reason ia on the
other side. Accordingly, if any disinter-
ested persons aro present, he turna to
them for some reinforcement for his own
faltering mind.

# Turkey,” gaid I, “ what do you think
of thia? Am I not right?"

% With submission, sir,” said Turkey,
with his blandest tone, “I think that you
m.”

i NiPpers,” said I, “what do you think
of it ¥

“1 think I should kick him out of the
office.”

(The reader of nice perceptions will
here perceive that, it being morning, Tur-
key's answer is couched in polite nnd
tranquil lerma, but Nippers replies in ill-
tempered ones. Or, to repeat & previous
sentence, Nippers's ugly mood was on
duty, and Turkey's off.)

“ Ginger Nut" said I, willing to enlist
the smallest suffrage in my behalf ¥ what
do you think of it 77

“T tbink, sir, he’n a little luny,” replied
Ginger Nut. with a grin,
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' You hoar what they say,” said I,
turning towards the screcn, “come forth
end do your duty.”

But he vouchsafed no reply, I ponder
ed o moment in sore perplexity. But
once more business hurried me. I deter-
mined again to postpone the consideration
of this dilemmsa to my future leisure.
With a little trouble we made out to ex-
amine the papers without Bartleby, though
at every pago or two, Turkey deferentially
dropped his opinion that this proceeding
was guile out of the common ; while Nip-
pers, twitching in his chair with s dys-
peplic nervousness, ground out between
his sot teeth occasional hissing maledic-
tions against the stubborn caf behind the
sereen.  And for his (Nippers's) part, this
was the first and the last time he would
do another man’s businesa witbout pay.

Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermit-
age, oblivicus to every thing but his own
peculiar business there.

Some days passed, the scrivener being
employed upon another lengthy work,
His late remarkable conduct led me to re-

his wayanarrowly. T observed that
e never went to dioner; indeed that he
never went any where, As yet I had
never of my personal knowledge known
him to be outside of my office. e was
a perpetunl sentry in the corner. At
about eleven o'clock though, in the morn-
ing, I noticed that Ginger Nut would ad-
vance toward the opeping in Bartleby’s
screen, a8 if silently Leckoned thither by
a gesture invisible to me where I sat. Tha
boy would then leave the office jingling a
fow pence, and Teappesr with a handful
of ginger-nuis which he delivered in the
hermitags, receiving two of the aakes for
his trouble.

He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought
I; never cats a dinner, properly speaking ;
he must be m vegetarian then; but no;
he pever ents even vegetablen, he eats
nothing but ginger-nuts, My mind then
ran on io reveriesconcerning the probable
effects upon the human copstitution of
living entirely on ginger-nuts, Ginger-
nuis are so called becauso they conlain
ginger as one of their peculinr constituents,

and the final flavoring one. Now what
wag ginger 7 A hot, spiey thing. Was
Bartleby hot and spicy T Not at all.

Ginger, then, bad no effect upon Bartleby.
Probably he preferred it should have
none,

Nothing 50 aggTavates an earnest person
68 a poesive resistance. IF the individual
8o resisted be of a pot inhumane temper,
and the resisting one perfectly harmlesa
in bis assivit{; then, in the better moods
of the former, he will endeavor charitably
Lo construe to hisimegination what proves
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impossible to be solved by his judgment.
Even so, for the most part, I regarded
Bartleby snd his ways. Poor fellow!
theught I, he means no mischief; it is
plain he intends no insolence ; his aspect
sufficient]y evinces that bis eccentricities
are involuntary, He is ureful to me. I
ean get along with him. If I turn him
away, the chances are he will fall in with
some less indulgent employer, and then
be will be rudely treated, and perhaps
driven forth miscrably to starve. Yes.
Hers T can cheaply purchase a delicious
sel-approval. To befriend Bartleby; to
bumor him in his strange wilfulness, will
cost me little or nothing, while I lay up
in my soul what will eventually prove a
sweet morwl for my conscience.  But this
mood was Dot invariable with me. The
passiveness of Bartleby sormetimes irri-
tated me, I felt strangely goaded on to
encounter him in hew opposition, to elicit
some angry spark from him answerahble
to my own. But indeed I might ag well
havo essayed to strike fire with my
knuckles ngainst 8 bit of Windsor soap
But cue afterncon the evil impulse in me
mastered me, and the following little scene
engued :

*Bartleby.” said I, “when those papers
wre all copicd, T will cornpare them with
you.”

“1 would prefer not to.”

“How? Surely you do not mean to
persist in that muﬁsh vagary 17

No answer.

I threw open the folding-doors near by,
and turning upon Turkey and Nippers,
cxclaimed in an excited menner--

“Mle says, a second time, he won't ex-
wmine his papers. What do you think of
it, Turkey 7’

It waa afternoon, be it remembered.
Turkey sat glowing like a brass beiler,
bis bald head stcaming, his hands reeling
among his blotted papers.

“Think of it?7” roared Turkey; *I
think I'H just step behind his screen, and
black his eyes for him !”

8o saying, Turkey rose to his feet and
threw his arms into a pugilistic position.
He was hurrying away to make pood his
promise, when I detained him, alarmed at
the effect of incauticualy rousing Turkey’s
combativeness after dinner.

' 8it down, Turkey,” said [, “and hear
what Nippers has to say. What do you
think of it, Nippers? Would I not be
Jjustified 1 immediately dismissing Bar-
tleby 77

¥ Excuse me, that is for you to decide,
gir. I think his conduct quile unusu
and indeed unjust, as regards Turkey an

mysell But it may only be a passing
wfv:.im.”
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# Ah,” exclaimed I, “ you have strangely
changed your mind thew—jyou speak very
gently of him now.”

“ All boor,” cried Turkey; “ gentleness
ia effecls of beer—Nippers and 1 dined to-
gether to-day. You see how geutle fam,
gir. Shall I go and black his eyes 7"

“Yourefer to Bartleby, I suppose.  No,
not to-day, ’L‘urke’y,” I replied; ©pray,
put up your fists*

I closed the doors, and again advanced
towards Bartlehy, I felt additional in-
centives tempting me to my fate. I burned
to be rebelled against again. I remem-
bered tbat Bartleby never lefi the office.

“ Bartleby,” said I, “Ginger Nut is away;
Just step round to the Post Office, won't
you? (it was but & three minutes walk,)
and see if there is any lhi.ng; for me.”

“T1 would prefer not to.’

Y You will not 17

“1 prefer not.”

I staggered to my desk, and sat thers
in & deep study. My blind inveterncy
returned. Was there soy other thing in
which T could procure myself to be igno-
miniously repulsed by this lean, peonilesa
wight 2—my hired clerk? What addel
thing ia there, perfictly reasonable, that
he will be sure to refuse to do?

“ Bartlehy !®

No answer.

“ Bartlehy,” in & louder tone.

No answer.

“ Bartiehy,” { roared.

Like s very ghost, agreeably to the
laws of magical invocation, at the third
summeons, he appearcd at the entrance of
bis hermitage.

“ (o to the next room, and tell Nippers
to come to me.”

“I prefer pot to,” be respectfully and
slowly said, and mildly disappearcd,

“Yery good, Bartleby,” said I, in a
quiet sort of serencly severe self-possessed
tone, intimatinF the unalterable purpose
of some terrible retribution very close at
hand, At the moment I hall intended
something of the kind. But upon the
whole, as it wns drawing towards my din-
ner-hour, I thought it best to put on my
bat and walk home for the day, sufering
much from perplexity and distress of
mind.

Shall I acknowledgo it? The conclu-
gion of thie whole business was, that it
s00n became B fixed fact of my chambers,
that a pale young scrivener, by the nawe
of Bartlehy, bad a desk there; that be
copicd for me at the usual rato of four
cents & folio {one hundred words}; but
he was permanently exempt from examin-
ing the work done by him, that duty
being transferred to Turkey and Nippers,
one of compliment douhtless to their su-
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perior acutensas ; moreover, said Bartleby
was never on any account to be dispatehed
on the moat trivial errand of any sort;
sod that even If entreated Lo take u
him such a matter, it was generally under-
siood that he would prufer not to—m
other words, that he would refuse point-
blank,

Ag days passed on, T became consider-
ably recounciled o Bartleby., His steadi-

his freedom from all dissipation, his
incessant industry {except when he choss
to throw himself into & standing revery
behind his acreen), his great stillness, his
unalterableness of demeanor under all
dre made him & valuable acqui-
gitton. One prime thing waa thin—he
was always there ;—ifirat in the morning,
continually through the day, and the last
sl night. 1 had a mingular confidence in his
bonesty. I felt my most precicus papers
E’fect.ly safe in his hands. Sometimes to
sure I could not, for the very soul of
m#, avold falling into sudden spasmodic
ions wiﬁnhl.;xgm. For it waa exceeding
ifficult Lo bear in mind all the time ihose
sirange iariti ivil and un-
heard o uxemptioes, prf:)m;g:;, the tacit
ghipulations on Bartleby's part under
which he remained in my office. Now
and then in the rness of dispatching
pressing business, [ would inadvertantly
summon Bartleby, in a ghort, rapid tone,
to put his finger, say, on the incipient tie
of & bit of red tape with which I ?\s about
com ing s0me i Qf co
from behind the scre%;wthe ugual ansl:rffl
“I prefer not o,” wog sure to come; and
then, how could a human cresture with
the common infirmities of our nature, re-
frain from bhitterly exclaiming upon such
Emrsenesa — such unreasonablenesa
owever, every added repulse of this sort
which [ received only tended to lessen
the probability of my repealing the inad-
vertence.

Here it must be said, that according to
the custom of most legal gentlemen occu-
ﬂing chambers in densely-populated Inw

ildings, there were several iﬁys lom
door. Une was keptl::u by & woman resid-
ing in the attic, whi rson week}
l::rguhhed and d.n?.iy swept Ed dusted m)yr
apartments, Anolher was keﬁt b‘ilfdur-
key for convenience sake. The third T
sometimea carried in my own pocket.
The fourth I knew not who had.

Now, one Sunday morning I happened
lo go to Trinity Church, lo hear a cele-
brated prescher, and finding myself rather
m.rlz on the ground, I thought I would
walk round to my chambers for & while.
Luekily I had my key with me; bunt
upon npgly-ing it to the lock, I found it
regiated by something inserted from the

voL, IL-=36 '
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ingids, Quite sorpri I aalled out;
when to my consternation s key was
turned from within; and thrusting his
lean visage at me, and holding the door
ajar, the apparition of Bartleby appoared,
in his ghirt s]eeveah:nd otherwise in s
strangely tattered dishabille, Baying quietly
that he waa sorry, but he was deeply en-
gaged just then, amd—preferred not ad-
mitting me at present. In e brief word
or two, he morcover added, that perhapa
I had better walk rourd the block two or
three times, and by that time he would
probably have concluded -his affaira.
Now, the utterly unsnrmised appesr
ance of Bartleby, tenan my law-
chambers of a Sunday morning, with his
cadaveronsly gentleman]uy ﬂmckalam
yet withal flrm and self-possessed,
such a &t effect upon me, that in-
continently [ slunk away from my own
door, and did as desired. But not without
Bun i of impotent rebellion
against the mild efron of this unsc-
countable scrivener. Indeed, it waa his
wonderful mildness chisfly, which pot
only disarmed me, but unmanned me, a8
it were. For I consider that ons, for the
time, iz & port of unmanned when be
tranquilly permits hig hired elerk to dic-
tats to him, and order him away from hia
own premises. Furtharmora [ waa full
of uneasiness ag t¢ what Bartleby could
poasibly be doing in my office in his shirt
Eleeved, and in mn otherwise dismantled
condition of a Sunday morning. Waa
any thing amiss goiog on? Nay, that
wea out of the question It was not to
be thonght of for a moment that Bartleby
wasd an Lnmoral person.  But what could
ho be deing thers7—copying? Nay
sgain, whatever might be his eccentricities,
Bartleby was an eminently decorous per-
BOLL awouldhethe[v;stmntosit
down (o his desk in any state approach-
ing to nudity. DBesides, it waa Sunday;
and there was something ahout Bmlegy
that forbade the supposition that he would
by any secular occupation violate the
proprictica of Lhe day.
evertheless my mind was not pack
fled; and full of & restless curioaity, at
last T returned lo the door., Without
hindrunce I inserted my key, opencd it
and enlered. Bartleby was not to be
seen. I looked round snxiously, peeped
behind his screen; but it was very plain
thal he was gone. Upon more closely
examming the p I surmised that for
an indefinite poriod Bartleby must have
ale, droesed. mand alept in my office, and
that too without plats, mirror, or bed.
The cushioned seat of » ricketty old sofa
in one corner here the faint impreas of &
lean. reclining form. Rolled away under
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hig desk, I found & blanket; under the
empty grate, & blacking box aod brush;
on & chair, & tin basin, with soap and »
ragged towel; in a pewspaper & fow

cumbd of ginger-nuts and n morsel of -

cheese. Yes, thought I, it is evident
enough that Bartleby hasa been i
his e here, keeping bachelor's
all by himselL Immedistely then the
thought came sweeping across me, What
miserable friendlessness and loneliness are
here revealed! His poverty is great; but
hin solitude, how horrible! Think of it
Of a Sunday, Wall-street is deserled as
Petra; and evamght of every day it is
an empliness, is building too, which
of weck-days hums with industry and
life, at mightfall echoes with sheer va-
cancy, and all through Sunday is forlorn.
And bere Bartlsby makes his homs ; sale
spectator of m solitude which he has seen
all populous—s sort of innocent and
transformed Mariug brooding among the
ruins of Carthage !
orl"or the firat time in my life ? reegirllg
ovgrpowering  stinging melancho
seied me. Before, I had never expen;:
enced aught but s not-unpleasing sadness.
The bons of n common humanity now
drew me irrediatbly to gloom. A frater-
pal melancholy | For beth I and Bartle-
by were pona of Adam. ] remembered
the bright silks and sparkling faces I
had seen that day, in gals trim swan-like
sailing down the {fimissippi of Broadway;
and I contrasted them with the pa.lﬂ:l
copyiat, and thought to myself, Ah,
piness courts the light, 80 we deem
world is gay ; but misery hides aloof, so
we deem fthut misery there is none,
These sad fancyings—chimeras, doubt]
of a sick and gijllny brnin—-—letr;st’)n lo otr:;
and more special tbeughts, concerning
the eccentricities of Bartleby, Present-
ments of at diacoveries hovered
round me. The scrivener’s pale form ap-
peared to me laid out mmong uncaring
ltrl.::g-am, in its shivering winding sheet.

Suddenly I was attracted by Barlleby's
elozed des{, the key in open sight left in
the lock.

I mean no mischief, seck the gratifica-
tion of no heartless curiosity, theught I;
besides, the desk ia mine, and its contents
%00, 80 1 will make bold to look within.
Every thing was methodically arranged,
the papers smoothly dplaeed. The pigeon
holes were deep, and removing the files
of documenta, I groped into therr recesses.
Pregently I felt something t and
m«i it out, It was an old bandanna

erchief, heary and knotted. I
opened it, and mw it was a eavings'

I now recalled all the quiet mysteries
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which I had noted in the man. I remem-
bered that he never gpoke but to answer;
that though at intervala he had consider-
able time o himpelf, yet I had never seen
him reading—no, not even & newspaper ;
that for long periods he would atand
looking out, at his pale window behind
the sereen, upon the dead brick wall; I
was quile sure he never vrited any re-
fectory or eating house; while his pale
face clearly indicated that he never drank
beer like Turkey, or tes and coffee even,
like other men; that he never went any
where in particular that I eould learn;
never went out for a walk, uplesa indead
that was the case st present ; that be had
declined telling who he was, or whence ha
came, oT whetier he had any relatives in
the world ; thet though ao thin and pal
he never complained of ill health. Arn
more than all, I remembered a certain un-
coniscious air of pallid—bow shall I call
jt 7—of pallid haughtiness say, or rather
an austere regerve about him which had
positively swed me inlo my ume compli-
ance with his eccentricitiea, when T
feared to aek him Lo do the slightest in-
cidental thing for me, even t I might
know, from his long-continued motion-
leasncas, that behind his screen be must
be standing in one of those dead-wall
rev.r[«:ieslof %us pling

volving all these things, and coupli
them with the recently discovered fact
that he made my office his constant wbid-
ing place and home, and not forgetful of
his morbid moodiness ; revolving all th‘::
things, & prudential feeling began to &
over me. My first emotions had been
those of pure melancholy and sincerest
I:ity; but just in proportion me the far-
ornness of Bartleby grew and grew to
my imagination, did that same melancholy
merge ioto fear, that pity into repulsion.
8o true it is, and Bo terrible too, that 3#!
to & certain point the thought or eight
mirery enlists our best affectione ; but, in
certain special cases, beyond that point it
docs not, They err who would assert
that invariably this is owing lo the in-
herent sclfishness of the human heart
It rather proceeds from a certsin hope-
lessness of remedying excessive and organic
ill. To a sensitive being. pity is not sel-
domn pain. And when st last it s per
omvuim that such pity cannot lead lo
effectual succor, corumon sense bids the
soul be rid of it. What [ asw that morn-
ing perrusded me that the scrivener was
the victim of innate and incurable dis-
order, I might give alms to his body;
but his body did not pain him; it was
hix sou] that puffered, and his soul I conld
not reach.

I did not accomplish the prrpose of
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ing to Trun - Church that moming.  strangely felt some superatitions
mehow, the things I had sen disqual  knocking at my heart, and forbidding me

fled me for the time from church

I walked homew thinking what {
would do with Bartleby. Finally, T re-
solved upon this;—I would put certain
calm questions to him the next morning,
touching his history, &c., and if he de-
clined {0 answer them openly and unre-
pervedly (and I supposed he would prefer
not}), then to E:) & twenty dollar
bill over and above whatever I mght owe
him, and tell him his services were no
longer required ; but that if' in any other
way 1 could nesist him, Twould be bappy
to do 80, especially if he desired to return
to his native p]lm] wherever that might
be, I would willingly help lo defray the
expenses.  Moreover, if, after reaching
home, he found himself at any time in
want of aid, w letter from him would be
gure of u reply.

S 0y callg 1o

e
him behind his screen. eatly calling

No reply.

"Ba.rtle y”said L in = still gentler
tone, “ come ,Iumnotgogtnuk
you to do any thing you would prefer
oot ’l,o do—] simply wish to epeak to

w

Upon this he noiselessly slid into view.

“Will you tell me, leby, where
you were born 3%

“[ would prefer not t0.”

“ Will Jou tell ms any thing ahout
yourself 77

“1 would prefer not to.”

“But what ressonsble objection can
you have Lo g to me 7 T feel friendly
town.rdd.slgm.

He did not look at me while I sp-okeé
but kept his E‘lanoe fixed upon my bus
of Cicero, which as I then aat, waa directly
behind me, some aix inches ahove my
head.

“What is your answer, Bartleby ?”
said 1, after waiting & considerable time
fora reply, during which his countenancs
remained immovable, ouly Lthere was tha
faintest conceivable tremor of the white
attepnated month.

“ At present I prefer to give no answer,"”
he eaid, and retired into his hermitage.

It was rather weak in me I confl
but his manner on this occasion nettl
me. Not only did there seem to lurk in
it a certain but his perverse-
ness seetned ungra considering tha

usage and indulgence he
had rwmlwémd &

from me.

I sat rumi what I should
do. Mortifled as I was at his behavior,
and reeclved as I had been to dismiss him

when I eutered my office, nevertheless 1

{0 carry out my pu and deno
me for a villain :F denred to brﬂlhem‘:::
bitter word sgainst thla forlorneet of
mankind, At last, familiarly drawing
my chair behind his screen, I sat down
and said: “ Bartleby, never mind them
shout revealing your k’u.stnry, but let m
entreat you, as a friend, to oom
a8 may be with the usages S:ﬁ
Bay now you vn]l help to examine
papers to-morrow or next day: in sbo
BAY how tb-he.t Ln I. day or two you
begin to be a little ressonable :—ss
Bartleby.” T %
“ At present I would prefer not to be
& little reasonable” was his mildly -

daverous reply.

Just then the foldi reopened, aod
H‘rpgars approached. He seemed suffer-
ing from en unnsually bad night's reat,
induced by severer indigestion than com-
mon. He overheard thoss final words of
Bartleby.

i meer not, eh 17 gritted Nlpprs—

“I'd prefer him if T were you, &ir "’ ad-
me~—* [ t&nﬁr brm ; rd Kiva
him preferences, stabborn mule |

What is it sir, that he ers not
o7bat i it. sir, pray, prefe

Bartleby moved not a limb.
#Mr. Nippers” anid I, “T'd prefer that
you would wi w for the present.”

Somehow, of late I had pot into the
way of involuntarily uming this word
“prefer " upon all sorts of not
guitable occasions,  And I tremhled to
think that my contact with the scrivener
bad already and eeriously affected me m
a mental way. And what further and
deeper aberration wmight it not yet pro-
duce? This apprehension had not been
without efficacy in determining me te
sum Ineans.
eulky, Wit Giparsinge Turbey banaly

y, was departing, ey
snd deferentially approached.

“ With submission, =ir,” said he,
terday 1 was t.hmkm ‘about Bnrtﬁ
bere, and I think t}nt if he would but
prefer to take » quart of good ale every
day, it wonld do much towards mending
hlm,hand en;blmg him to assist in examin-

ou hava got the word too,” ssid

t y excited.
ith submission, what word, sir,”
asked Turkey, ¥ crow

self into tclile wntr;cmt:: space behind oatfla
and by so mskmq me jostle
the s:;-lveuer % What word, sir 7"
%1 would prefer Lo ba left alone here”
said Bartleby, as if offended st being
mobbad in his privacy.
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13 H n H —
umg{:.l;:”the word, Turkey,” said I

% Oh, prefer 1 oh ueer word I

ngver use it myself, Bulg sir,,ls I wan

gaying, if be would but pre ?

%kg * lnlerropted I, “you wil
ploass wi draw.

“Oh certainly, g, if you prefer that I
muld_”

Ag he opened the folding-door to reti
Nippers at his deak tn Iimpaeu;?
ma, and asked whether I would prefer to
have & certain paper copied on blue paper
or whita, He did not in the least ishly
accent the word prefer. Tt was plain
that it involuntarily rolled from his tongue.
I thought to myself, surely I must get
rid of & dementad who already has
in some de; turned the to if
not the of myself and clerks. But
I thought it prudent mot to break the
dismission at once.

The pext day I poticod that Bartleby
did nothing but stand at his window in
his dead-wall revery. Upon ssking him
why he did not write, he said that he had
decided npon doing no more writing,

* Why, how now 7 what next 77 ax-
claimed I, “do no more writing 7"

“ No more.”

“And what is the reason 7%

“Do you not see the resson for your-
self,” he indifferently replied

looked pteadfusily at him, and per-
ceived that his eyes loo{ed dull and gmhmd.
Inl!tln;lgi it oecurred to me, that his un-
exmnpled dil; in copying by his dim
window for first ffﬁwi& of his
stay with me might have temporarily im-
paired his vision,

I was touched. 1 said something in
copdolence with him. [ hinted that of
course ho did wissly in abstaining from

writing for s while; and him to
embrace that opportunity of taking whole-
#OAme exerciss in the opea eir, This how-

over, he did not do. A few days aflter
this, my other clerks being sbsent, and
being in & grest b to dispatch certain
Yetiers by the mlL.;l,nf thought that, hav-
mg nothing elso earthly to do, Bartleb
would surely be tess inflexible than usua
and u.rr{ these letters to the post-office.
But be blankly declined. So, much to
my inconvenience, I went myself.

8till sdded days went by. Whether
Bartieby’s eyes improved or mot, I could
ot say. To all ap I thought
they did Butwhenlaskedhimifl.h:ﬁ
did, be vouchsafed no answer. At
events, he would do no copying. At last,
inrepfy to my urgings, he iuﬁ:-rmcd me
that he bad permanenUy given up copy-

“ What ! » exclaimed] ; * suppose your
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eyes should get entirely well—betier than
ever before—would you not copy Uhen 77

“T have given up copying,” he anawared,
and elid astde.

He remained a3 ever, a fixture in my
charnber. Nay—if that were poagible—
be became &till more of & flxture than
befora. What was to ba done? He
would do nothing in the office: why
should he etay there? In plain fact be
had now become a millsione to me, not
only useless 88 a necklsce, but afflictive
to bear. Yot I was sorry for him. I
speak leas than truth when I my that,
on his own sccount, he occasioned me un-
easiness, If he would but have named »
single relative or friend, I wonld instantly
heve written, and urged their taking the
poor fellow away to some convenient re-
treat. But he seemed alone, abeolutely
slone in the universe, A bit of wreck
the mid Atlantic. At length, necessitiea
connected with my business I
over all other considerations, Decently
as I could I told Bartleby that in gix
days’ time he must unconditionally leave
tho office. I warned him to lake mca-

in the interval, for procuting some
other abode. I offered to mssist him in
this endeavor, if ho Limself would but
take the first step towards a removal,
“ And when you finally quit me, Bartle-
by,” sdded I, “I shal[v see that you go
nut away entirely unprovided, Six days
from this hour, remetaber.”

At tho expiration of that period, I
pecped behind the screen, and lo! Bar-
tlcby was there.

I buttoned up my coat, balanced my-
self ; advan glowly towards
touched his choulder, and said, “The
time has come ; you must quit this place;
T am sorry for you; here is money ; but
¥you must go.”

“T would prefer nol” he replied, with
his back stilrtownrdsl;ne. plied,

“You must.”

He remained silent.

Now I had an nnhoupded confidenee in
this man’s common honesty. He had
frequently restored to me sixpences and
shillings careiessly dropped upon the
floor, for | um apt to be very reckless in
such shirl-button affairs. 1%rhe proceed-
ing then which followed will not be
decmed extraordinary.

“ Barticby,” smciuz “I owe yon twelve
dollara on sccount ; here are thirty-two;
the odd twenty are youre.—Will you
take it 7® and I handed the bills towards
him

But he made no motion,

“1 will leave them here then” putting
them under s weight on the table. Thea
taking my hat and cane and going to the
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door I tranquilly turmed and added—
“ After you have removed ‘your thi
from these officas, Bartleby, you wall
of eourse lock the door—since every
;}ne is mlw goDe IiIlﬁlm- the da b nd
o please, alip your &ey uadernea
I.heyomat, 50 that T may have it in the
morning. I shall not see you aguin; so
good-bye to you. Ifhereafter in your new
place of abode I can be of any service
to you, do not fail to adviss me by letter.
Good-byw, Bartlehy, and fare you well,”
But he snswered not a word ; like the
ast colnmn of some ruined temple, he re-
maived standing mute and aolitary in the
middle of the ctherwise dessrted room.
Asl walked home in & pensive m
my vanity got the better of my
could not but highty plame myse! on my
masterly management in get rid of
Bartleby, Masterly I eall ity and such it
must appear to any dispassionate thinker,
The beanty of my procedure seomed
to conaist in ita perfect quietners. There
was no vulgar bullying, ne bravede of
any sort, no cholerie hectoring, and atrid-

Tnacription for the Back of a Bank Nota.
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ing to and fro scrosg the fn
ing out vehement commands for Bar
to bundle himself off with his begﬁ:.rly
trape. Nothing of the kind. Without
loudly bidding Bartlaby depart—sa an
inferior genina might have done—I as-
sumed the ground that depart he must;
snd upon that assnmption built all T hed
to say. The more I thou ht Over m

ure, the more I waa charmed wit!
it. Nevertheleas, next morning, upon
awakening, I had mydoubts —I had some-
how nlept off the fumes of wanity. Ouoe
of the coolest and wisest hours » man has,
is just after he awnkes in the morning.
My procedura seemed 28 sagacious s
ever,.—but only in theory. How it wonld

. prove in practice—there was the rb. It

was truly & besutiful thought to have
assumed %artleb ’a departure ; but, after
al), that lssul:nphon was mmply my own,
snd none of Bartleby’s. The great poin

was, not whether 1 asgumed that !u
would quit me, but whether he would
prefer 50 to do. He was more & man of
preferences than samumptiona.

(T be continned)

INSORIPTION FOR THE BRAOEK OF A BANEK-NOTE.

Qv plp Mp&tmm olor Kryvpes
Kaxdy pluap’ {Brarre,

ANK-note—oul note! Ind

Sophocisa,

Ghost of eoin, that mocks at toil ;
Pictured wealth, that chance may epoil,
lEue‘.s may stamp, and handling soil ;
er, weaving credit’s coil §
Bnni-not.&—ﬁml note! touch ot my pares §

Bmk—note—blest note! Trade’s healthy narse :
to stores of treasured gold ;
ng umad bumnass bot
oung and old

All t home

heart can hold

Bank-note—blest note! Come to my purse!

IIl.

Bank-note—curst note] Emblem of evil;
Beed of hanbane to love’s life;
Spur of hate and deadly strife ;
Rust of Hea ’twixt man and wife;
Whetatone of the bandit's knife:
Bank-note—curst note! Qo to tha dsvil !

1v.

Bank-note—mweet note ! Emblem of power ;
(iving yonthful charms to age;

Making fools seem atrangely sage ;
‘Winning, despite eritic’s rage,

Puoffs and glory by the
Bank-notes—saweet notes

rg:t;minnnhowur!
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CHARAQTRERB IN BLEAK HOUSBE.

TE.E suthor of Bleak House ia now
abeut the age of the anthor of Waverley
when the appearance of that literary mar-
wel took the reading world by surprise;
and be hes still the time before him to
make new conquests in lilerature, as the
narthern megician did when he gquitted
verse and bent his pliant genius to ro-
mances in prose. The thing which Dickena
has yet to do, ia (o wnte & good story.
Hitherto he has sttained his brilliant soc-
oseses by the production of novels, which
have lacked one of the essential qualities of
that species of literary manufacture. Yet,
i apite of this great defect, he has achieved
& Buccess in comparison wilth which even
Soott's was almost a feilora Unti] the
sppearance of Uncle Tom, Dickens’ writ-
ipge were the only books that conld be
asvi to have been really published
Douhtless something of his success must
bo attributed o the improved machinery
of publishing, but much mors to the popu-
lar character of hiz productions. We
bardly feel warranted in thinking that
the author of Pickwick lacks the talent
of conetruction, for it may be, that findi
be oould sepomplish his aims by & mn
exgier aurd ches, he has never
Lhought it wofl?:lr gﬁ while to bty to
eonatruct o regular epic. Ile has found
the public greedy emough to take his
aingle characters, and has not attempted
to add to their value by weaving them
together in & plol. As a delineator of
persons, and the creator of dislinet types
of humanity, he stands second only i
Shakapeare ; while, in fertility of inven-
iom, he is fully the equal of the great poet
ﬁummity. jrIf h:}n.n given ug:e;ongo:f
the der forma of human ion, none
of the Othellos, Hemlets and Lady Mae-
beths, he has created a vastly greater
multitude of the bmser order than the
great dramatist.

Dickens hng never advanced from his
flrst starting point, as a literary artist.
Ha pcomm ns & sketeher of character,
and has been content to coantinue on in
* the pame line, as he well might; for his
firat success was 50 brilliant, that he

ight be forgiven for not running the risk
of failurs, bo;ﬁ:apartingﬁomhis ralitie,
It in remarkable that his first seral
work, which was pot intended o be a
story, should have proved to be more of
ope than any of his subsequent produc-
tions, in which he aimed at @ plot Pick-
wick insensibly ran into a tale before the
,uth:;d saa'ul:md sz:e of what he was do-
ng, e winding up and dispoaal of
tho characters at the end, is more natural

in that outburst of youthful genius, than
in any of his prodnctions which encceed-
ed it. We bave heard many of the mosi
enthusinatic admirers of Pickwick com-
plain that his after stories were failures ;
but either of his works, we imagine, would
have created as great a sensation as that,
if it had been his first; and we believe
that even Bleak House would have been

hailed as a greater if his previcus
ereations had not blunted the keen edge
of enjoymment, which that prodigious

tory of characler wonld have grati
Bul, guch has been the prodigal affiuence
of his genius in scatlering his characte
that we take up o new number of one
his stories, and feel ourselves wronged if
we do pot find halfl s dozen or more of
new people, whose names and characier-
istica we can no more forget, than we can
those of our own.echoolfellows, or the
members of our own household. Yet
there is polhing s0 rare in lilersture as
the creation of & new charscter; from the
lime of Shakspears to Fielding, there
were Dot half a dozen added to the realm
of fiction, and smong these few, Addison's
Knight is the only one that has a dis-
tinet presence of its own. The forty-nine
acted plays of Dryden did not all contain
a sing'ie characier that the world now
remembers. Fielding made a very con-
uidernble addition to the ousness of
the world of fletion, and eince his time
there have been many more added; but
the creations of Dickens are more nume-
rous than thoss of all the authors that
preceded him, from the days of Fielding
and Smollet, put together. If any one
thinks we make an extravagant siate-
ment, let him make & list of the fumniliar
names in fiction, snd oompars it with &
liat of those which he can cull from the
productions of Dickens, The only contem-
porary anthor who can be mentioped in
comparison with him, a8 a creator of
character, is Theckeray, who, in the con-
il]:.rsuction of hisﬁstories, and the motive of
in plots, is infinitely his superior. Baol
thou]%h in qun].ityy the cﬁncters o’
Thackeray are equal to those of Dickens,
in fertility of invention he cannot rank
with his great rival. Asali i
we are ig:ldined o rank thmhﬁ
Pendennis ubeve the author of Pickwick,
it in in the power of production, end the
fartility of invention, that the superioni
of Dickens lieg—the ease and grace wi
which he flings his charscters from his
hrilliant pen upon the wondering mult-
tude. The characters of Thackersy ars

gradually developed by the progress of
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bis narrative, snd wo never knew ilhem
thoroughly until he digmisses them in the
Iast chapter. They are ually formad,
a8 & portrait painter uces the likenesa
of his sitter, first the oulline of the face,
and then the protrait grows by touching,
scamblin antr glazing, until the ;mrfeclet{
inage is Ermly and brilliantlgedepicted to
the eye of the spectator. They make 8o
essentisl a part of the plot and are sona-
turally evolved out of LEe events narrated,
thet they and the catastrophe of the tale
are alike and inseparable. It is very dif-
ferent with the characters of Dickens;
they are in his stories, but not necessary
parts of them ; the denouements of his
plots, if that term can be ?roperly used
in speaking of the close of s stories,
might be very different without doing
any viclence to the reader’s sense of jus-
tice or propriety. In reality, none of his
atories a catastropbe that satisfles the
readcr. The lale ends because it is the
twentisth number, and not from neces-
gity, as Pendennis, and Vanity Fair, and
the Bride of Lammermoor, and Othelio,
and Romeo and Juliet end.

If the process of development in Thack-
eray resemhles the art of the portrait
painter, Mr. Dickens’ method is like that
of the daguerreotypist ; he strikes out at
the start his perfoct character, and spoils
it often, as the daguerreotypist does, by
attempting to color it afterwards. OQur
first sight of Dickens’ charactars makes
us pe:ﬁx:tly acquainted with them, and
we can know nothing more abeut them:
they are shown to us over and over aguin;
but slways the same—wearing the same
clothes, using the same phrases, and pre-
senting the sams appearance, like the
actors in a8 tragedy, whe wear the
same rouge and the same robea through
ten or twenty years of action. It is this
permanency and fixedness of charseter
which makes it necessary for Dickens to
introduce new continually to
keep up the intereat of the reader ; and it
is hin power of production thati malkes
him careless of the conduct and conaistency
of his story. Then too, such are the at-
tractive and winniog graces of his styls,
that he can, when ter and incident
fail him, always secure the reader's atten-
tion by mers profusenesa of riotous rhe-
toric, which has no other use than that of
diverting hia reader. There are
and pages of such writing in Bleak House,
ay there aro in many of his other marvel-
lous productions. Marvellous they I.I'BI
hayond dispute, for it i8 & wonderfu
power thet cnables & writer, whe has
nothing new to tall the warld, whose
style has logt its novelty, if not its charm,
to keep possession of r.é attentien of the
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ing world throngh twenty montha,
while he is doling out to them, evury
l.hi.rtﬁ days, bits of a story, which, in il-
gelf, has gardly any intrinsic interest.
In Blesk House, Dickens exhibits his
tegt defects, and his greatest excel-
encies, as & novelist ; in none of hia works
are the characiers more atrongly marked,
or the plot more loosely and inartistically
constructed. One- of the perso
might be ruled out without their losa being
gerooired, for, although they are all intro-
uced with a Bourigh, as though they had
an importent part to perform, yet there
would be no halt in the story i they were
dropped by the way, a3 some of them wre
—Mr. Boythorn and his canary, for in-
stance—without our being able to discover
for what p they were brought out.
Yet, wbo would wish not to have known
Mr. Bogthorn? We constantly meet
people in soctety who in no manner infla-
ence our destiny, whom it i3, notwithatand-
ing, & grest comfort to have known. And
50 itis with Mr. Boythorn and his canary,
#uch a great, honest, healthy, and generona
nature, rade and boisterous as his manners
are, makes one more reconciled to the
Smallweeds and Tulkinghorna that cannot
be avoided. Aund Volumnia and her )
feeble cousin, all of whose manh. has
beea refined ¢ut of him by generations of
gentlemanly breeding, until the mere
effort of speaking distinctly is too mnch
for his arigtocratic nature, are profitable
ple to know, although they do mot
elp on the story mn inch, but, on the con-
trary, retard it by their inenities. The
debilitated counsin, is an enfeebled cousin
Feenix, whose acquaintance we first made
in our dealingn with the firm of Dom
& Son; but what of that? i3 not Master
Slender & gtep down from Justice Shallow,
and Muster Silence going e little below
his cousin Slender, %lumnin ie always
the same, like the rest of the charscters,
and overy time we encounter her it ia like
going into a room and seeing the smme
rtrait simparing to us out of its gilded
6. The only change in her is that
she grows pinker as to the red of her faom,
and yellower ag to the whita. - Bum
remember Yolumnia and the dilapi
cousin, and doubtless we take & morw
sober and senaible view of human lifa
from having made their ﬁulinunu.
The antithesia to this high-bred and ami-
able gpinster is that flery creature, tha
forvign young woman, as Mr. Bucket
callzs her, who acted as maid to Lady
Dedlock, and was guilty of the horrid
crime of shooting Mr. T\Skinghom for the
mere pleasure of accusiog her ladyship of
hering committed thet foul deed.
history of crims sffords no instance of m
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foul & deed, undertaken for 8o foul & pur-
pose ; and the provocation m this ingtance
was nothing more than a dismissal from
Bervice. o character of Hortense iz
well sustained throughont and hef final
taking off ia altogether one of the most
powerfully described and dramatic episodes
in the book ; but anch intensity of hatred
a8 she exhibits ia unnatural ; for such »
nature as that of Hortense would destroy
{teelf in its infancy., Mr. Bucket of the
Deteclive fills a very large space in Bleak
House, and is one of the best characters
i it; he is » higher order of Sam Weller,
and we hope thepe are plenty of originals
lde hira 10 London, for most waluable
membera of our social organizations are
the Buckets. He i hardly better than &
talking watch-dog—a creature without
Rorves, passions, or emotions—whose sele
aim is to do his duty, and by centring
al] his mind upon that does it a0 perfectly
that he seems to act from inspiration.
But, prest as Mr. Bucket i in himself,
and grateful as we are Lo the aathor for
our fnowledge of him, we must confess
that aven he might have been spared from
Bleak House without dersnging the stmze
He seems Lo hara been introduced for t

aole purpose of aerresting Hortenss, and
has no direct mfluence opon sny other
person. He arresta Captain (George, to be
sure— noble, burly, wagabond, honest
(icorge, whom wealeo delightin imowing,
snd he plays with those happy children
with the geographical pames; but even
be and +hey, and their admirable mother,
and Old Lignum, their father, who is more
of & poldier than any of the military
novelista have evor drawn, could all have
heen dispensed with, The manner of life in
the family of the Bagnets is precisely that
of the Kenwigs, and it is in this bumble
phasa of English society where Dickens
sppears to be most at home, and perfectly at
his eame. His happiest hits have been made
insuch descriptions, and it was in deseribing
much scenes that he firstattracted the atten-
ﬁog of htjl;e reading world in his * skelch-
&8 * which made their appearance in the
Morning Chronicle. l;'i:a name ia Al ways
Dickens when he steps his foot apon such
bemther, which, we imagine, must bave
been native to him. The Bagnets are a good
family to know, and a dinner of their cus-
tomary bacon and greens would be pleas-
anter than the Waterloo Banquet at A

ley Homse. But the whole of the shooting
gallery coanections have no necessary part
to perform in the unravelljng of the mystery
of Bleask House. And even Bleak House
makes but & secondary ﬁ%re in thahistory
ovmpared with Chesney Wold, which ia a
blesk encugh old mansion, and which
shoald have furni the title of the story ;
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—what & hore of a honss it was, with iz
terrible Ghost's Walk, and ita dsmp at-
m‘)here! we fully sympathize with the
debilitated consin in his opinion that “guch -
fernal old juils nough t’ sew fler up frever,”
And Lady Dedlock! Such an incom
hensible piecd of absurdity conld not be
found in the whole serfes of Bulwerian
and Jamegerian romances. She has not
& particle of womanly nature in her, and,
like the second Mrs. Dombey, doea nod;:f
bat put on aira from beginnimg to

Her desth, upon which the anthor has
bestowed such elaborate care is not hall

&0 i¢, or touching, as the death of the
brickmaker's little infant. It is ible
1o foel & sympathetic for such a crea-

ture aa Lady Dedlock, who, we all the time
see, ignot & rml:f{e; and then, prominent
as the author m ber, she is altogether
de trop whenever she is introduced. She
is & besutiful, well-bred, haughty, and
fnscinaﬁnﬁlnwomm 3 who deserta her illo-
fitimate child, turna her back on ber first
(mﬂuves her only relative, deceives her
hushand ; and, at the Inst moment, evinces
the nicest sensibility, the most tender af
foction, and the most exquisite conscioas-
ness of self-d tion. The moment
that Lady Dedlock attempts to do any
thing but look besutifu! and d, she
losea her individualily, and beoomes some-
body else ; in short, Lady Dedlock is an
utter failure as a piece of characterization.
Not much roore can be said in faver of
her husband, Sir Leicester, who is » proud,
vapid, feeble gentleman all the way through
the story, striving for nothing but to keep
ulp his imbecile dignity, when, in the
closing chapter be becomes a gwllant,
tender-h and noble old fellow,
whom one could not help venernting, if
nothing had been known of his previous
character, Perhaps the author imeant
to show by thess people that we are all
buman alike when touched by suffering,
but his manner of doing it is not Fuccess-
ful, There is no explanation given of the
unnatoral union of twe such

How could a man like Sir Leicester,
\urhtmﬂh:sul;f ides was the daty imposed
upon him presa-rmﬁ the family dignity,
and to whom all earthly things were of
o account com with the privileges
of his order, condescend to marry & woman
of whom he knew nothing whatever?
His housckeeper, Mra Rouncewell, is a
good gubstantial portruit of en important
member of English familtes, and her pros-
perous son, the sturdy ironmonger, is ad-
mirabl tad, although he does no-
thing 1n particular but show himgelf,
a8 & foil Lo Sjr Leicester, and & imen
of his elass. / Harold Skimpole, when he
is first presented to us, is one of the hap
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phot ereations of the author, and yet, so
common & charscter in real lifo that every
body said at once they knew a doten Skim-
poles. It has been said, too, that Dickens
in portraying this nhancter took Leigh
Hunt for his model, and there are many

pointe in Skimpols to warrant such a sup-
poml.:on but is one of the erreo-
that the author has spoiled by put-

tu:g on too much color, after the poﬂ:n.it
was taken. In making Skimpole a con-
scions villain he entirely destroya the
cousistency and truthfulness of the cha-
ractar, and Skimpole censes o be ths type
of & class. But though Skimpole changes
hig character, he keeps-up his phraseclogy
to the last, and says precisely the same
things at the closa that he did at the be-
ginning. Quito as worthless & rascal,
and very much in the same live, yet wholly
different in at{ln, is the incomparsble
Torveydrop, whose care of himself, and
remorseless indifference to the sufferings
of others, are by no means contradictory
elements of character. He is a splendid
satire on society, and it was & most happ;y
tdea to make him up after Lawronce's
effeminate portrait of George the Fourth.
The characler of his sop, the Prince, the

le-hearted, tender, dutiful and hard-
wor ing dancmghmaate.r ia one of the beat
characters in the book, and Caddy Jelly-
by, his wife, is one of the few characters
thet have grown up under the hands of
her magter. Caddy iz not presented to
us .3 & dsguerreotype, but ia beaatifully
and naturaily devef;ped by the progress
of events. Her precious mother, on the
contrary, is siways the same, looking off
to Boriobools Gha, and looking over the
immediate objects which are entitled to
her attention and sympethy—a perfect
type of the philanthropist by trade ;
her poor neglected husband and children
are al! happily delineated, even to little
Peepy, who ia done for by being put into
the Custors-House—a remarkable catas-
trophe for a hero of romance. Many have
been the unsuccessful attempta to depict
Mra. Jellyby, by inferior artists, but, no
sooner does the {.l.nd of a genuine master
attempt to sketchb her than she stands
out before the world, the confessed type
of the class to which she belongs. Hence-
forth Mru. Jellyby is to he ag real a cha-
racter as Semiramis or Clytemneatrs.
When sham philanthropists are men-
tioned, Mra. Jellyby in her slatternly
dress rises instantly in our memory. But
Mrs. Jellyby wan not specially needed in
Bleak House, she was in no way connected
with the Court of Chan or the suit of
Jarndyce and Jarndyca. wgelther was Mr.
Tulkinghorn ; and thls Mr. Tul su!?hm’
who comes to his death so needlessly,
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scoomplishing nothing thereby, and fllling
50 large s spacs in the yolume, is one of the
non-guccessed of the anthor. He is, oddty
enough mfroduced for the purpose of
keeping family secrets, which are not of
any importance to any body, and which
he never divulges, but seems to be alwaya
on the point of deing something tragical,
but never doea. e ia like a gloomy
ing dark in a building that
leads nowhere, and purzles you to guesa
what it was intended for. The other
lawyers, Carboy and Kenge, and ihewr
vulgar cler r. Guppy, and his fast
companion, Mr. Jobling, and (he Lord
Chancellor, are all happily and strongly
individuatized. Conversation Kenge is a
deal of a humbug, but he is a per-
ectly natural and comsistent charscter,
snd never forgeta himself. Poor Joe, down
in Tom-all-alone’s, has already become a
proverb. We rend the deaths of a good
many emipent men without an emotion—
the newspapers aocustom us to guch events,
but we cannot withhold a tear when we
read the death of poor Joe, and when he
is “moved on* for the lnat time we oo are
moved. Yet we know all the time that
poor Joe is an unreal phantom—a mere
shadowy outlihe, raised by & few strokes
of a gteel pen; yot we weep over him and
ive him the sympathias which we writh-
old from the real Joes we encounter in
onr daily walks,

The chief personage of Bleak House ia
Esther Summerson, & gentle, loving, true-
hearted and womanly creation; she pos-
sesseg all the pointa of the feminine
character ; and it was no wonder that
Mr, Guppy should, st last, entertain so
strong an affection for her. It was e re-
deeming trait in that tleman’s charac-
ter, and we like him for it But I
can be mora pa.lpsble than the atrange
contrast bhetween the character of this
estimable lady, and the manner in which
she narrates it herself confessing that
ghe never was good for any thing, that
she is awkward and 0 op, and then going
deliberately to work to draw her own
porirsit in the most flattering manner, all
the time perfectly conscioun, (oo, that she
was doing it. ther is & perfect charse-
ter, aod naturally developed, with the
sole exception that her picture of herself
is an unnatural contrivance. Her portraits
of Richard and Ads are in the oniform
manner of Dickens' young people, bus
have nothing distinctive about them.
Richard is intended m8 » forcible picture
of u chancery victim, but he is, in fact, &
victim only tohis own weaknesses and want
of character. Miss Flite is much more
effective, aa showing the melancholy
effoct of long deferred hope, and disap-



pointed expectations. She is w very
compapion to Mr, Dick in Copperfield
Krook is s night-mmarich charscter, apd
his going off by spontaneous combustion,
which the suthor defends so stoutly in
the face of science, i8 quite the unpleazant-
est thing to read in fiction. Jarndyceina
good old fellow, who can hardly be gaid
to represent any body but himself, for
such pure philanthropy, easy natn;
and good senss, are not often found wni

in the same person. Jarndyceisa i-
nent figure in the history of Bleak House,
and, as the proprieter of that comfortable
mansion, he should perform an important
part in the drama which takes its name
from his property, but he might be apared
from the scene without the denouement
being changed or interruEtad. His pro-
position to marry Dame Durden is very
tenderly and delicately managed ; and we
would recommend it as an example worthy
of being imijtated by any soft-hearted old
gentleman who may have a desire to
marry his housekeeper, or s lady much
younger than himsslf. Mr. Vholes must
not he omitled in the anumerstion of the
characters of Bleak Honse, s gepuine
specimen of the mean nature which the
practice of the Iaw, when the practitionsr
18 mot eminently suecessful, engenders,
or at least aggravates ; the henpecked law
stationer, who is always afraid of putting
too fine & point on things, and his un-
happy wife, who will be jealous of him
whetier he give her cause or not, are
bold, distincily drawn individuals whom
we do not readily forget, and their epilep-
tic servant will always be associated with
them in our recollection.  And Mr. Chad-
band, incomparable Mr. Chadband, how
supericr he is to the Maworms of the
itage, and all other attempts to delineate
his apeciea. He will for ever atand as the
type of that numercus hand of evange-
listy whom he so0 vividly calls to mind.
‘We can only mention Coavins, who makos
ud respect a reherifi’s officer, by the ho-
nesty with which he performs his unplea-
sant task, and whom we cannot but love
aa the father of Charley, the hrave, affec-
tionate and dutiful child.

These are not all the characters; Lut
what a catelogue those form which we
have named, to be found in one book.
They are not mere names, nor lay figures,
hut distinct and steiking individuals, who
are remembered and alluded to &s real
personsges who have iropressed them-
selves upon us by their characteristics of
mind and maoner.

The undeveloped charaoters in Bleak
House, such a3 are merely alluded to, but
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who, nevertheless, im themselvey
upor; our memory, like ﬂem'y Pimperosl,
and old John Nape of Greece, all have
higtories conmected with their namea, and
awaken curioaity as to iheir antecedents
apd their fate. e should like to know
something more of Mra. Pardiggles and
her progeny, for instance ; and that aris-
tocratic Welsh lady whose son marries
Eather Summeraon. There has been great
dissppointment felt hy the public, at not
hearing pomething of the trial and execn-
tion oF Hortense, for she was hung, of
course, and it was so much in the anthor's
vein, that we do not see how he conld
resist the opportunity of spreading him-
pelf in that direction, But, i he had done
80 he could not have compressed the story
into the twenty numbers he had bargain-
ed for. And what becume of Krook’s
at? Miss Flite’s birds we have a most
eatigfuctory account of, but the destiny of
Krook’s cat, like that of Hortense, is left
to the imagination of the reader. The
soological ¢ ters in Dickens' staries
are not hy any means the least important
of his persopages; they play s distm-
gaished part, creste an mterest for them
selves, and live in the animal department
of theliterature of fietion, with the Wood-
e Horses, Brazen Bulls, and Golden Agses
of antiquity. The Raven in Bamahy
Rudge 15 33 sure of immortality as the
Starlmg of Sterne, or the Albatross of
Coleridge.

The ostensible motive in Bleak Houne
was to expose the evils of the Court of
Obancery, and we are continually remind-
ed by hintg and pointed remarks through
the earlier parts of the work that the dire
catastrophe of the history of Jarndyce
and Jarndyce, the culminating point of
the parrative, 8 to result from the termi-
nation of that great suit. Yet, afler all,
nothing comes of it, and our horror of the
iniquities of that institution sre not in the
slightest degree ruised, or our feelings
excited hy the death of Richard Carstone,
of a fever, which, under any circurnstances,
must have terminsted his worthlesa life.
There is nol, in fact, any catasiropbe at
all, st the close ; the climnxes keep oc-
curring all the way through; our over-
wrought expectations, which the great
writers of fiction never disappoint, mre &
last dashed, not hy an inadequate revels
tion, but by & most provoking break in
the midst of a eentence. Perhapa the
author roeant by this to hint that he ir-
tended to take up the broken thread of
the narration again and give it a proper
winding up. 'We hope he did.



1853.)

EDITORIAL NOTES.

LITEREATURE.
Amenican.—Houre of Life and other
poems, by Sarah Helen Whitman (G
H. Whitney, Providence), is the title of
& volume of poeros just issued, to which
wo call the especial attenlion of our read-
ers. We have few collections of Ameri-
can verse 50 strongly individual as this;
o0 permeated with that sincerity which
inatantly assures the reader that he is not
enjoying the distillation, through the post,
of another's experience, but tastes, at firat
hand, the honey-dew which has not
fallen upon other pages. Such fresh and
direct inspiration from nature, compelling
the singer to expreas not only the senti-
ment inqiired by the Jandscape, but to
describe the landscape itself, with a sue-
cess s0 remarkable, that it i8 at once o
and picture—such pure, and hely, an
feminine fealing for all the changi LF a5
pects of pature and the year, ad if the
singer's heart wore & harp so delicate that
even chasing sun and shadow swept it
into music, and yet a feeling entirely un-
tainted with sentimentality—such pro-
found and solemnized passion, breathin
through every word, as if the poet’s life
were consecrated to some sublime sorrow,
which was, in the trnest sense “sancti-
fled,"—such affluence of extensive mnd
rare cultivation—every where indicated
snd nowhere obtruded, are not often dis-
covered in any volume of pooms, and nev-
er before in those of an American woman.
They are stamped through and through
with reality, and they have a subtle and
exquisite melody of rhythm, which lingers
m upon the ear, after the words are
. The feminine delicacy of the
whole—a delicacy which steeps the book
like an atmoaphere, is quile beyond ex-
pression.  The poems have, also, the care-
ful finish of the conscientious artist, who
knows and respecta the value of hia work.
We should infer from this volume,
which is, evidently, the musical history
of the egne.t‘s experience, that the author
bas led & solitary, studious, contempla-
tive life; seeing nature with her own
eyes, and feeling it with her own heart, and
oot through the lore of which she i
clearly mistress; that her scholamhiiis
most acute, various, and profound, with s
love of the higher philosophy snd Bpecu-
Iation, which leaves a mystic aroma in her
verse, like the ce of Grecian flowers
in the honey of Hymettus; that this
musing, sengitive, and somewhat ecstatic
life h-ﬁ been crossed by some bitterly ac-
tual experience,—that kind of experience
which, as Irving says, however tmfortu-

nate to the individual, is invaloable to the
poet; that this had grven her a hold upon
the reality of living, bad sent her mind
with & new and alarmed and eager interest
through all the mases and mysteries of
spiritual research, which research had re-
sulted in » swoet and simple faith, none
the less swoeet because sad, none the less
simple becauss decorated with the trophies
of ita triumph. This iz indeed, the sub-
atance of the long which gives »
name to the volume, which strikes, there-
fore, the key-note of the music that follows
—apoemmn which i well prefaced by the mot-
to from Dante. For the nume of the bard
who deacribes the horrora of Ugolino's
prison, and tells the sad story of Francesca,

ta, of ilself, the austerity and the
lenderness of every deep, individual expe-
rience,

In keen observation and delicate descrip-
tion of nature Mra. Whitman resembles
Bryant ; except (hat thereisa subtlety
in her description us if’ it was derived leas
from observation of the apectacle, and more
from sympathy with the spirit. Hence,
her landscape painting hss a glow, a tone,
that we do not so deeply recognize in the

other poet. Here is part of * A& still day
in Autumn.” The italics, of course, are
ours :

“I lova 1o wunder through the woodlanda hoary,
In the sofy gloom of ap antumpsl d:,v,
‘When summar galhars up her roben of glory,
And, llke & dream of beauty, gildes away,

“How through each lovod, famitiar path abe lingers,
n&ﬂuna[ E'E“.-Ll,}“ thro' the E:l‘l”!:ﬂ.ll.}
niing the wid gra Agera,
T #he cool Hurna o amethyat,
* * L] *

“ Warm lights ara on the despy uihnda wanln
Baneath durk clouds along Lhe horleon roll
T tha slani sundeams lﬁrwgh weir fringa

rasning,
Maﬂmm in malomcholy goid
- - - -

4 Boslda the brool a.nd‘ on tha u.m'::md mesdow,
Whers yollow farn Aenk tha faded growad,
With folded lida ben thelr palmy shadow,
The geatian rods in dewy slumbamn boond

“The ltile birds cpon Lae hill-slde lonaly,
Flit nuiselamly slong from spray sgny.
Bilent sa & swoot, wandering Liought, that onty
Bhows ! bright winge and ¥ glkdea sway.

“The acentlem flowers In the warm sunlight dream-

Log,
Fargot o breathe their foloess of dellght—
And throngh Lhe trancdd woods soft slrs sre siresm-

in
Bl . l.g; dew-fal] of ihe samumer night

“ 84, in my heary, & swost, sowontad facting
Sriry, ke the wind Lo ocesn's hollow shall,
Thmnih all tn pecret chambern sadly audl.ni.

Yot inda no words its mystie charm 10 Wil

The very measure of this poem leaves
the mind in an Indian Summer mood.



'We are not, however, writing a review,
and must say no more than these frag-
mentary hinta of excellence, except that
the few translations from the French and
German are among the best in Englich
literature, and that aeveral of the eonnets
sddressed Lo an uhknown, are only Lo be
matched by the passionais and superb
Portuguese sonpets of Mrs Browning.
¥Weo regard this volume ng the most valu-
ahle recent addition to our poetry, having
s distinct and individual walue, which
must infallibly secure for ita author the

place of a true poet in public regard.
—Mr. N. P. Wnirs appears to
bave gome into a kind of li hyber-

nation, and to be living the while on the
fat of his reputation acquired in his sum-
mery days Every month or two, we
have the announcement of & mew book
from him, but when we get it, it proves
to be only some of hia former writings,
under & new name. ‘We do not mention
thia, bowever, by way of complaint, for
there ia a perennial freshness in the great-
er part of his works. Besides in this
oountry, readers grow up so rapidly that
there are alwaya large classes of them, to
whom the oldest and moat popular books
must be new. But Mr. Willig has an ad-
diticnal motive for the publication of his
last volume, called n Jotlinga, be-
cause the pleasant tales of which it is
composed, though in print bafore, are only
lo be found in the scattered volumes of
magazines

— 1t ia a singuler taste that Mr, J. T,
HespLzy has for writing ahout hatiles
and bloodshed. When we resd any of
his vehement descriptions of blood and
slsughter, the evident gotif in which they
are written reminds us of a slory told hy
tho late Stuart Newton of e pupil of his,
in London ; the lad’s father was desiroun
of making an historical painter of his
promising son, and paid the entrance fee
which the artist required. Some days
after he had been in the artiet’s studio,
Mr. Newton discoversd him one morn-
ing erying behind his easel, and asked
him what wad the matter; whereupon
the boy replied—*“] don’t want to he a
painter, I wanla to be a butcher.,” Some
such trinle as this misplaced lad suffered,
we imagine, must have been expericoced by
Mr. Headley in hiscloister studies, when he
read “ of battles and of wars.” But, if Mr.
Headley had been bred Lo the trade of &
soldier, he might not have written with euch
gusto of mililary achisvementa, and the
world would have lost some very spirited
writing. His most succeasful book was a
detail of the carnPn.igns of “Napoleon
and his Marshals,” sufficenly sangui-
oary lo eatisfy the palate of sny vam-
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P%rﬂ It wag followed by a work om
*Washington and his Generals” which
was only leas erimson in its colors, because
the subject did not require the same forid
painting. We then had n life of “ Crom-
well,” whose fighting abilities were not at
all overlooked, —and now we are furnished
with & history of the Second War wnith
England, crowded with victories. Onpe
might, therefore, suppose, from his selec-
tion of topics, that like an Irishman at
Donnybrook Fair, he saw no fun in life
till the shillelahs were at work. His
fondness for cocked hats, the roll of drums,
and the blare of trumpets is prodigions;
be could repeat Bempronius's speach in
Cato, or the soliloquy of young Norval in
Douglass with a gusto, and find the tower
of London, or the arsenal at Venice, the
moét delightful place of resort in Eumﬁe.
Even the Inralides at Pars, where his
fuvorite * 0Old Guards” with the merest
remnants of bodies, and those riddled lthe
& cullender with bullets, stalk about on
one leg,—living monuments of the glories
of war,—must possess & lively and cheerfil
interest for him, as an anatomical museum
har for surgeons, or a collection of fossils
and bones for & naturalist  The style of
his writings, too, partskes of the quality
of his predominating love, for it hes a sharp
quick crack, like a rattle of musketry,
compelling attention, though one cares
never 5o little about the objects shot.

As Lo this last book, in spite.of our
eral dislike of his subjects and his mode of
treating them, we are disposed to commend
it, because it is, on the whole, the mosk
npirited narrative of our last struggle with

ngland that we have read. [t has fewer
of the author's characteristic faults than
his previons works, a better choice of inei-
dent, and more accurate portraiture. It
is, also, duly patrictic, and does ample
justice to the gallant follows who, on lan
i]nke, and ocean, achieved our
emancipation.

— A Memoir of Adonirem Judsom,
by Dr, WavLanp, President of Brown
Jniversity, records the experiences of one
who was hoth a pioneer and a vetersn im
the missionary cause, He began the work
of proselytizing the heathen at a time when
the attention of the Church was just be-
ginning to ba awakened to the sul;jecl,
and continued it up to the hoar of his
death, which occurred only a few years
ago, and after the missionary enterprise
had become one of the most promioent
and extensiveof Chriatian Isbors. It may
readily be imagined that his life abounded
in vicisgitudes, furnishing his accomplish-
ed biographer with copious materials far
a most interesting narrative. From his
youth and early consscration to the mis
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aionary service, through all the changt
{fortunes of his career,—his visit to Eng-
land, his captivity in France, hia perilous
journeys in eavage lends, his long im-
risonment, his repsated afflictions and
Ejs laborious struggles, up to his laat
illnesa on ship —he was the same
active, fearless and devoted Christian,—a
mao of high character, tender susceptibili-
ties and indomitable will. Hia piety, at
one period of his lifs, was of too entirely
ascetic & character, but it appears to have
softened and ripened in his latier days
until he became aa lovely as he wag enery
tic and decided. President Wayland
discharged hir editorial duties with
fidelity, skill, tasie, and a warm [seling for
his subject.

— It is not easy to infer from the titls
of T'he Mud Cabin, that the work so
named, and written by WanaEn Iskam,
is a treatise on the character and tenden
of British institutions, illustrated by ine-
dents of personal adventure in England.
But such it is, wnd the title is simpl
meant to sy s contrast to “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin,” which, in one way or ano-
ther, gives a tone to our current literature.
The suthor travelled for eighteen months
in Great Britain, observing the condition
of the peopls, and he represents it to be
degraded and unhappy in the axireme.
But he writes throughout like one who
has a cuse to prove, and not like an im-
partial inquirer. We sghould have more
oonfidence in his facts if they were not so
obviously designed to cstablish a foregone
conelusion.

His book is & loud yell from first to
last against every thing English, and we
are forced to the comcluaion that Mr.
Isham went abroad knowing as little of
the geagraphy, history, people and insti-
tutions of his own conntry as it scerns
he knew of those of England. The style
of the Mud Cshin is viciously vulgar,
and turgid to the verge of absurdity,
whenever he attempts t¢ be bigh strung
and romantic. Qur acquaintance with
bad books is by ho menans limited, but we
do not remember having read any thing
comparable with Mr. Isham's attempt to
describe & storm at ses.  His disquisitions
upon English affairs arc in ihe interroga-
tive manner, which he must have bor-
rowed from Mr. Chadband’s roligions ex-
ercitations. His pages briatle with points
of interrogation, all direcled, hy the way,
to himself, for the purposs of eliciting his
brilliant replies. He has a familiar, too,
who is & most convenient personage, in
the shape of *an eminent member of Parlin-
ment,” who gives Mr. Isham & good deal of
information, such aas the fact of the Queen’s
ministers being membera of Parliament,
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and who allows himself to be patiendy
knockied down in ergument; for it does
not appear that Mr. I[sham ever came
off seoond  best in any of the disputations
which he hed with tbe subjects of the
British crown. He lands at Bristol, and,
to his amezement, finds “that English
dirt is just like American dirt, and is put
to just about the same uses,” He was
pot favorably impressed by the personal
appearance of the subjects of Queen Vie-
toris, and says, “such looking objects T
never beheld before.” No sooner had
Mr. Isham set foot on English soil than
his republican nerves, which ought to have
withatood much harder rubs, were shocked
by the aristocratic usages which, on all
gides, were encountered. * Why, within
one half hour after my arrival,” exclaims
Mr. Isham, with exquisite senaibility, * I
wes directed, in reply to inquiries, to go
up Prince-street, cross King-street, go
down Charlotte-street, cruss Duke-street,
&e., &c., quite an overdose for my repub-
liean stemach, to begin with.” Delicious!
If Mr, Isham shounld ever inquire his way
to the Metropolitan Hotel, in New—York',
he wonld be told it waa on the corner o

Prince-atreet ; if he should walk dowm
that street towards the North River he
would find himeelf in King-street ; if he
should cross the East River to Brooklyn he
would find himself in King’s county, and a
short ride on the Long Island Railroad
would take him jnto Queen’s county; &
short ramhle up the Hudson would bring
him to Dutchess county, and hy goir}f
into Masaachusetts he might find himse

in Duke’s county, while a trip inte Vir-
ginia and Maryland, both named in honor
of English queens, would introduce him
to moro royal and aristocratic names than
be could find in all England, Treland, and
Whales. What would become of his re-
publican gtemach under such eircumstan-
eos! If Mr. Ishem shouldundertake to
republicanize our geographical nomencla-
ture, he would be well set to work, and
we commend the eubject to his atlention.

In alluding to the drinking clubs of
England, Mr. Isham saye, % London is full
of them, Dr. Johnson's tavern, the same
whera the great moralist used to meet
with the drinking-club, of which himself,
Dean Swifl, &e., were members, is & per-
feet hannt fer drinking-cluba to this day.”
We think this extract will do as a speri-
men of Mr. Ishan’s literary talent and
information.

But, we are desirous of dealing fairly
with Mr. Isham, and we muat not omit
to gtate that thers is some really valuable
matter in his book, and much that is
amusing. That which is veluable is his
account of the risits ho paid to the mud



568
eabing of the sgricultural Iaborers, whose

oondition he deseribes in n sober and can-
did manner, and with & degree of pathoa
that does him infnite credit. If he had
oonfined himself to the simple description
of such scenes hig book might have been
productive of much good, and the result
to himself would have been more profit-
sble than, we fear, it will be now.

— Dir. Lieeer, of South Carolina, who
is wel] kmown as one of the most lesrned
and industrious of writers, has recently
published a work in two volumes On
Cipil Liberty and Self-Government. It
is » profound and ytical inquiry into
the principles of civil hiberty and the na-
ture of self-government, illustrated by
vaat historical research and an extensive
rangeof atatistical observation. Dr. Lieber
is s warm friend of popular rights, ground-
ing his attachment upon sincer and intel-
ligent convictions, and not upon mera en-
thusiasm, and the object of hin writings
is, to convey to others the reasons of his
own enlightened faith. Appended to the
treatise, are several papers on Elections,
Election statistics, the abuses of the Par
doning power, and the laws of Evidence,
which abound in atriking and original facts,
He has also added, what every politieal
student needs to have constantly before
him, the Megna Charta of King John, the
Petitionof Righta the Bill of Righta passed
in 1689, the Articles of American Confed-
erstion, the Declaration of Independence,
the Constitution of the Uniled States, the
Constitution of the French Republie, and
pther inportant documents which may
be regarded as the symbolic books of Re-
publicanism.

— We know of no more prolific writer
than Dr. Stmma, whn has lately added to
his already voluminous works a book
which is entitled, Egeria; o Vm'c;of{
Thought and Counsel, for the W
and Wayside. It is a Beries of reflec:
tions somewhat in the style of Lacon,
giving us the idean and opinions of the
author in short sentences and apothegma,
“the most portahle fences of truth,” and
illustrating his own remark that the pro-
verh answers where the sermon faila, as
& well-charged pistol will do more execn-
tion than & whole barrel of gunpowder
idly exploded in the air. They exhihit

tho author in the light of u thinker, ns his:

revious works lLiave chiefly exhibited him
in that of the artist, and will, we think,
materially increame his literary reputa-
tion, although we do not find in Egeria
any thoughta slartling for their brilliancy,
nor any oounsel that strikes us aa pro-
feundly golemn.

— Alter moany years of research and
labor, Dr. Epwaikp BrEcuem has pub-
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lished a work on a subject which has
oocupied and perplexed the intellects of
religions philosophers since the reign of
Ohristianity. He calls it 7he Conflict
of the Ages, or the great Debate on the

oral Relations of God and Man. It
ja writien with great learning and slioll,
and will attract the universal atlention of
the Church.

— It is with some sarprise, as well s
regret, that we see it intimated in the
Southern journals that the Southern
Quarterly Review, edited hg Dr. Smeuy
does not receive » support adequate to ita
merits. As an exponent of the opinions
of the South, and a representative of ita
best liternture, every number containing
articles either of learning, thought, crite
ciam, or rhetoric, written by scholars and
experienced statemmen; it ought Lo have
a circulation equal, at least, to that of an
American periodical of the same ki
Burely there must be literary culture
enough in the State of South Carolina
alone to pustain so valuable s vehicle of
discussion and thonght! By what culps-
ble mdifference, then, is it that the South-
ern Quarterly is permitted to languish ?

— Among the recent repuhlications, or,
more properly, resuscitations, that claim
our attention, is the new and complete
edition of the Worke of Addisom, whick
has been underisken hy Putnam and Co.
The work will be published in fve vol-
umesg, under the capable editarship of
Professor (. W. Greene, cne of our
most sccomplished belles-lettres scholars,
Strange as the fact may appear to literary
students, there has never before been &
oomplete edition of Addison’s writings
published, which will ,render the present
one peculiarly valuahle. The edition will
conlain several essays which have never
appeared in sny collection of his worksa

ose who are desirous of following the
Johnsonian precept, and giving their days
snd niil_lts to Addison, may now do it
more effectively, and with less cost, than-
it aould ever have been done before.

— A new edition of Cooper’s Naval
History, bringing down the history of our
navy to the close of the Mexican War,
and giving an account of our various ex-

loring expeditions, has just been pub-
ished by Putnam and Co.

— Among the announcementa for lbe
coming month we notice the Aufobiogra-
phy of Anna Cora Mowait—prelimi-
nAry, we pupposs, Lo the rumored relin-

uishroent of life under that title; New

meterdam, or New-York under the
Dutch Governors, hy Prof. A, Davm;
s record of the travels of Qrace Gresn-
woon, called the Haps and Mishaps of
a year jn Europe; w» volume of
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Poems by Grouce Luxt; ihe Sermona
of Dr. Cuancs LowsLr ; a volume by
Dr. TurnavuLL, called Christ in History,
or the great Ceniral Power; and the
long—exrxted work of ExEnsox, called
English Noiles, Among the omna-
mental publications in preparation there
is one on the Homes of American
Stalesmen, aimilar to that very attrac-
tive and successful volume, the Homes
of American Authors. The new volume
ig likely to be acceptable, for good wrilers
and good artists have had a hend in it
Lovers of * Nature’s haunts’ and of the
minstrelsy of the woods will be charmed
with Webber's Wild Scenes and Song
Hirds, of which we have scen some
twenty illusirations elaborately prinled
in colors. This volume will be & novelty
snd a very pleasant one. The famous
Wide, H’u‘L ‘orld iato be honored in an
illustrated octavo edition ; and the young
people will be glad to learn that their
friend Ellen Montgomery is to present
them with a duplicate of her Book-case.

EnoLise.—FrenEria Baryen's Homes
of the New World. The most noticeabls
book, among recent English publications,
for ua, is Miss Bremar's Homes of the New
Worlri‘, which hag appeared in Loudon in
the old orthedox style of threo volumes,
tranalated by Mary Howiit The book
will be much more entertaining on this
side of the world than on the otber, for
the amiable little author has been so per-
sonal in her remarks and 0 piquant in
her deseriptions, thet only those who
know well the scenas persons ehe
alludes to can fully appreciate she value of
her ohaervations. It will be a great com-
fort to the admiring crowds wlho hovered
sbout her wherever she went, while she
was in this country, to know how much
they mmoyed her, how indiscriminately
ghe lumps them together, and what she
thought of them at the time. She makes
very free with people’s namea, although
& good many are only alluded to by their
initiala, and falls into & good many amus-
ing blunders about persons end places.

- But she is never querulous nor ill-humor-
ed, and we fear that we shall pever have
a traveller among usa better disposed to-
wards ug, or who will make a milder
report of our shady side, and & more gen-
ial one of the bright side of our national
cheracter. She is the first foreigner who
has complimented the male part of our
population on their good looks; she has
the eye of & seulptor for the good pointa
of manly beauty, and is mever so warm
and enthusiastic as when describing the
fine lookinisme'n.. It must bring & blush

to the cheeks of gentle Geoffrey Crayon,
LY
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when he reads her portrait of him,

if there in any gallantry at the South,l:ﬁo'
elave-dealer at New Orleana who 50 seized
upon her imagination by his personable
ith-act;g;a, wiilll got be b;ckward in ac-

nowledging her hearty and agreeable pi

ture of hil;.s The boo{ consists of latt?az
Frincipnlly written to her sister, and one
ong one to the Queen of Denmark. The
Homes of the New World is not 50 good
8 book ma the Neighbors, but it has some
of the best qualities of that popuiar novel,
which served as the introduction of the
wuthor to the homes which she has so
genially described.

HFuncu.-—A new work on Abelard and
eloise has made its ap with the
names of Mons and Wﬁuimt on
it title-page aa the authora The novelty
of such co-operation, in a book of such &
nature, would alone suffice to render it me-
moreble, aparl from the interest of the
gubject. Madawe Guizot brings the nar-
ative of the life and writings of these im-
mortal lovers down to the Council of
Sens, and the conclusion of their history is
furnished by her husband. But what
renders the volume particularly valuable,
is the complete collection which it contains
not only of the letters of Abelard snd
Heloise, but of all the original documents
relating to their caresr and misfortunes,
—A theme for eloquence, and poetry,
and the noblest warmth of historic compo-
sition, has been taken hold of by the Coun-
tess DroLigowsga in her Femmos iy
tree (Illustrious Women). It includes
ot only European hervines, but those of
ancient as well a8 modern times. Julia
Go Margaret More, Valentina of
Milan, Lady Nithsdale, Aima Bounin and
Fredrica Bremer are among those who
figure successively in these interesting

Pages-

—An excellent little book, intended for
children, but worthy the attention of
grown-up people, is the Recils de Dhistoire
de France (Telea of the History of Frsnu},
by M. Cowcaur. Itis modelled on Scott’s
Tales of & Grandlather, and was written
eapecially for the pow exiled Count of
Parig; the styls is clear and gimple, and
the talea have the interest both of history
end romance, the [acts of the one being
preserved along with the art of the other.
Only the first volome ie now published,
including the history of France under the
Gauls and Romans, but the succeeding
rolumes are annoupeed a8 soon to sppear.

~~ Students of political economy will
flnd it worth while to procure the Statie-
tique de P Industrie d Paris (Statistics of
Industry at Paris), a qoarto voloms of a
thoussnd pages, containing the result of
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investigations ot on foot by the Chamber
of Commerce of that city. It affords m

late and detailed view of the condition
of the laboring classes in general, and of
sll the different branches of indust;
they were in the years 1847 and 18

~ The Baron b BoNNEFOUX has writ-
ten & Life of Christopher Celumbus,
which those who have read Washington
Irving may hold themselves dispensed
from atudying, at least as a model of his-
torical style, but which ia yet not without
value, e author being a sailor, his
technical knowledge casts llEht oOn various

ints of the great navigator's adventures,

e hay also made a careful examinstion
of varipus documents recently collected
with regard w Columbug and has derived
from them some interesting facts and ex-
planations which are wholly or partially
new to the public.

— Proupuox, a writer more redoubl-
able from the manner than the substance
of his writings, and more original in para-
doxes than in thoughts, has wriiten &
book called Programme d'une Philoso-

i¢, for which he vainly sccka a printer.

t seems that no one in i;ms is willing to
run the risk of giving this disquisition the
hospitality of type and paper. Each ty-
mnph ears. that to do so would expose
te lose the licenase, without which no
one is allowed to carry on the printing trnda
in that city. The unlucky philosophe
protests, to no purpose, that t isnot mg
of @ political nature in the book, and offers
lo submit it to the judgment of the most
careful critics. They rejoct all his entrea-
ties, and deny the only means of commu-
nicating with the public. We advise him
to emigrate.

— Paris is to have its World’s Fair in
the apring of 1855, provided no revolution,
good or bad, occur to hinder the execution
of 8o grandiose a J:rojcct._ and emong its
novellies of art and induatry, & number of
third or fourth rate litterateurs have de-
termined that © French literature, at the
present day the first literature in Furope,”
which, more than any other, “spreada
throughout the world emotmn curiasity

charm, and terror,” shall be r(*pmscnl.{'d. i

inaiivre-mmumem, & monumnental book.
It ia proposed to unite a hundred of the
best qualified writers, snd essign to each
ten of the monumental pages, The work
will be of the largest folio size, the pagen
fully as targe as those of & full-blown
newspaper. Each author will discass
subjects belonging 1o the Exhibition ; for
instance, one will writo & poem on s.ome
new application of sleam ; avother, a le-
gend counected with gome picc:e of tapestry;
another, the passage of history illuatrated
by seme picture; another, a voyage through
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some ocountry which exhibils rare and
curious products; another will celebrnte
the splendor of this or that branch of
elegant and luxuriant skill, and s0 on
through the vast circle of art and pature
—a4 splendid mélange of romapce, poctry,
history, acience, set off with all # the emo-
tion, euriosity, charm, and terror,” proper
t.u the first litersture of Europe. The
phy of this monument will be of
e most costly and magniflcent sort. At
t.he bead of each chapter will be a design
by some iliustrious French master repre-
senting the object rung, described, glori-
fled, or adorned hy the writer, whose pho-
tographic portrait will alse illustrate his
contribution, w which his own hand will
appose his own autographic sighaiure, with -
ew lines of his own poctry, perhaps hy
way of additional * emotiom, curiosity,
charm, and terror.” The typography of
thia monument will be of the most incom-
blesort. 1If not printed on parchment,
it will copsent to nothiog lers than the
fnest and dearest paper. New type will
be cast expressly for it, and the binding
will be ornaie and glorious. In short, as
in love, all thoughta and passions, all de-
sires are suxilisry to the one t inspi-
ration of the l:zl, 8o in the E:':-mzsnﬁ-
ment, All arts, all talenta all industriea
which ever figured in book-making, will be
combined in one mighty product, which
will convey to future ages an idea of what
France t8 up to in the year 1835, Her
wer, her public works, her cities, her
Lorice may pasa away, but “thought is
eternal !* ¢ aocient Athens has disap-
from the soil, but the Iliad survives
r ever, S0 wa are told by the learned
projectora of the l{vre-monument, to which
we rejoiny by modestly and patienty
waiting for the solemn bour when we
shall be transfixed with “emotion, curi-
osity, charm, and terror,”! by the realiza-
tion of their “ cternal thou.ggt t

GerMaN.—A new work of three vol-
umes on the United States, is announced
a5 in press in (Uermany. Its authers
are Dr. Monitz WaonEg, the traveller
m Circassia and Turkomania, and Pr.
CHARLES SclEEzER, & professor of Vien-
na. They were about & year in this coun-
try, spending most of their time in the
Western States. W Jook for ap agreeable
work, superficial, but tolerably well-in-
formed with reference to scientific subjects
egpecially just in its judgments of Ameri-
can life and institutions and written in
a genial, but not brilliant siyle. Tis su-
thors are now in Central America

-—The apoatles of Women'’s Rights will
ﬁndnhn rit in the pages of Fer-
%Ij’uﬂung (Promise and
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Fulfilment) which appears anonymousl
at Leipzic.) No doulI)Jt, however,y?i:le auy-
thor is a lady, for no men would be likely
to write in the same sheolute style. We
have here the fearless assertion that wo-
man is superior to man. “ The idea of wo-
manhood 15 grander than that of manhood.”
“'The female body is the crown of all the
forras of the world.” * The idea of man
i lordship over nsture; that of woman
is the presentiment of heaven.” Buch
propositions as these are defended in these
pages with & glow of feeling and an eleva~
tion of eloquence, with which our dry, con-
vention-helding Yankee ladies in blocmers
do not scem to be endowed.

—Architects will find valuable material
for study in the Altchristlicha Rou-~Denk-
male Konstaniinopels (Early Christian
Architecturs] Monuments of Constantino-
ple) of which some specimens have made
their appearance, and which will soon be
published entire at Berlin under the spe-
cial putronage of the King of Prussia. It
consists of very accurats and well execul-
ed plates representing the churches of
that city, which wers erected from the
5th to the 12th centories. To 8t. Bophis
alone 27 engravings are devoted, fumis]l::in
plates of every part, with all the defaila o
that admirable motnument. Many of these
arc in colored lithography. Ampleexpla-
patory text is alse to be given. The price
of the whole work will be from fifty to
sixty dellars delivered in this country.

—More attraetive than & romance 1s the
Diary of General Patrick Gordon,
published at St. Petersburgh in the Ger-
man janguage  (ordon was a Scottish
military adventurer of noble birth, who
in the latter half of the seventeenth cen-
tury, fought in the service of Sweden and
Poland, and finally went over into that of
Russia. His public career in these coun-
tries cxtended through a period of forty
odd years, and waa varied by au endless
variety of adventures, which are here nar-
rated with the bluff franknesa of a soldier
of forlune. At the same time he furnishes
a great deal of valuable material for his-
tory, political and social as well as military.
The work is in three volumes.

—There is magnificent poetry, and often
& beputiful and touching expression of
devotional feeling, in the gLntin hymns of
the middle ages; and we obzerve with sa-
tisfaction thet Dr, More of Carlaruhe hag
commenced the publication of & completa
collection of them from the original manu-
seripts.  There is no other scholar in Gler-
many 50 theroughly versed in that line of
liteyature, and we judge from tho frst
part, which has been published, that the
work will be in every respoct worthy of
commendation. This part contains the

voL. 1.—37.
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hymns to God aod the Angels Each
piece is followed by accurats references to
the different manuseripts, and their vari-
ations, with commentaries intended to
egtahlish the correct reading, and bring
out the true sense of the text.

—A curious book on & curious subject
s Avpert Kmmounorrs Handschriften-
kendler des Mittelalters (Manuscript
Dealers of the Middle Ages). It gives
view of the beginning and development
of the commerce in manuscripts in Italy,
France, (Germany, Spai ang England,
with the names of the various dealers
discovered in the researchea of the au-
thor, arranged chronologically according
to the cities and countries to which they
belonged. The influencs of the Univers:-
tiea on the trade ls also exhibited with
clearneas and with an abundance of singu-
Iar detatla

— Mr. Leonanp Hamy is b0 napiring
and ambitious goet. He pretends to
write traged y on Shaksperian subjocts and
in the Shaksperian manner. The sped-
men be now produces to the universe, has
Henry VIIL for its subject. It far ex-
ceeds any thing ever eonceived by Shake-
poare in the difficulties it accumulates
around it p and the trenchant
facility with which it overcomes them.
According to Mr, Hemm, Henry’s second
and third wife were executed at the same
time, while at the very same moment he
pays bis court to the fourth, fifth, and
sixth. This wholesale and synchronous
way of dispatching both love and mur-
der, i3 not relieved by any particular ex-
cellenca in the style in which it is set
forth.

— Pascal Paoli, the Corsican chief-
tain, is the ohject of & just and symps-
thetic Biograpby by C. L. KLoss. Pa-
oli was & man of t gualities and
noble ideas, and his lifs was full of the ex-
tremes of snceeas and failure, I led his
countrymen first against the Genocese, and
then agamst the French, and finallydrove
out the latter with the help of the Eng-
lish. Afterward he quarrelled with his
alliea, who regarded the island us & con-
quest, and in consequencs was obliged to
abdicate the government. He withdrew
to England, and died in London in 1807,
at the ago of about eighty, at once a bero
and a martyr.

— BETTINA YOoN ARAMM has collected
inlo & book three fancifu] little stories,
Drei Mdrchen, previously published se-

rately. Atleast we judge them to be

er3 from the style, though they are lass
oxtravagant and sentimental then her
productions generslly. They are accom-
panied by illustrative pictures, some of
which are admirable for their comic humor,
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~—Mexico ia & eountry with regard to
which we have but fow books and little
information, compared with the extraor-
dinary intercst it has for the statesinen
and people of the United States. A new
contribution to this deficient literature
comes from Germany, in the form of
Travels in Mexico, from 1845 to 1848,
by Cant BartHoLomaruvs HiLLka. The
anthor went there to colleet living plants
for the Imperial-Royal Horticultural 8o~
ciety in Vienna, s.ndy spent three years in
fulfilling his commission. He travelled
through all the central and southern por-
tions of the republic, and especially ex-
plored Yucatan Tabasco snd Chispas.
He kept a journal of his daily experiences
and oﬁservar.ions, which brms the body
of the present book. In respect to goo-
graphy and topography we have found
veluable information in bis pages. He
writes in the dry style of old-fashioned
travellers, and all the interest of his work
springa from his subject snd his good
sense alone. An appendix ocontains an
essay on the aberiginal languages of the
oountry.

— Kudrun, the old German epic poem,
has been published, with & translation
into the modern (German, and a com-
mentary and notes, by WiLHELM voN
Proexnies. Next to the Niebelungen,
thig is the noblest relic of early Teutonic
poetry, and we find it bhardly less fasci-
nating. The original text and modern
version are given on opposite . The
translator’s task is a difficult one, for he
must not only render the senee, but pre-
serve the rhythm of the original. He hag,
bowever, succecded admirably, ahd even
those who are so familiar with the old lan-

as to find no difficulty in enjoying

ita wonderful force and natural freshness,
will find pleasure in reading his render-
ing of it. His notes are sensible, learned,
and instructive. An essay on the German
and Greek til:ics, which precedea them,
will be found useful by scholars. The
itself we commend to all whe would

ow what is best in German literature,
~—8kizzen aus der Vendee und Bre-
tagne (Sketches from the Vendee and
Brittany), is & collection of little stories,
transleted from the Fremch of EmiLe
Sovvestar, which we notioe simply in
order agnin to call attention to the origi-
nal. Souvestrs is [ar less known to
English and American readers than he
descrves. Without any great brilliancy
of style, or originality of fancy, he has the
supreme merit of fidelity to Lea]t.hy na-
ture, and of lucid simplicity and truth of
style. Tle appeals to the genuine feelings
of the heart, and they always respond to
bim, for he scorns the affeclations, exira-
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vagance and moral corraption which the
more famous novelists of his nation rely
upon for their effccta.  He treats his sub-
Jject without effort and yet in & manoer
5o truly artistic, that we venture to ea
no critic has read one of his staries wit
the desire to take any thing away from
it. This litle volume of tales in parti
culsr, ought to be translated ino Eng-
lish ; it could not fail to be universally
popular,
——A touching monument of friendship

is Nicolaus Lenaw's Briefe an einen
Freund (Nicholas Lenaw’s Letters to a
Friend ), by KarL Maver. Lenau's poems
arc known to every reader of the recent
literature of Germany, aa full of the ten-
derness, pentiment, and delicate fane
which characterisze the Swabian school,
s0 bitterly ridiculed by Henry Heine, bot
with something of genius and originality,
which most of them do not possess. Long
before his death, which took place in 1854,
be had aunk into a stale of partial lunsacy
and imbecility, which he had indeed, an-
ticipated for years before. Mr. Mayer,
who fills & judicial station in Wiarem-
berp, was one of hisintimate friends. The
affection between them was of a depth
and cordiality corresponding to the warmth
of the South German charscter on the
one hand, and the impulsivencss of the
Hungerian on the other, for Lenau, whose
real name wag Niembsch, was born iu
Hungary. It was more like the love of
two women, than any feeling known to
men in colder-blooded conntries. In the
letters given in this little volume we have
ita most confidential and unrestrained
expresgion. The heart is moved by it
more than by any utterance of a similar
feeling that we know of in the Epglish
language. Teonyson’s fn Memoriam is
more 8 work of art, but less a product of
aflection. To this the melancholy history
of the bero, s man of ardent and generous
goul, a loving and aspiring poet, whe strug-
led bravely with the premonitions of the
sren.dful fate which overtook him at last
lends edditional interest. In his let-
ters, and the narrative of Mayer, we are
introduced to the circle of other friends
among whom they moved—to Uhland.
Schwab, Justinua ﬁemer, Pfizer, aod to
the many cultivated women who com-
pleted that society of poets and scholars,
and shed the sweet glory of home and
womanliness upon the whole, One of
tbe most curious of the persopages in the
story ia Kerner, who had & genuine beliel
in ghosts and spirits, maintaining that he
constanily saw and communicated with
them, though otherwise he was sane and
preserved & genial disposition in all re-
specta.
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Russtan.—Perhaps the best of all books
on Mozart is of Russian origin,—we refer
to that of Qulipicheff—and now we have
to chronicle a new work on Beethoven
from the same inhospitsble clime. It is
by Mr. W. pE LExz, a man of some dis-
tinction at the Ruasian Court, and is writ-
ten in French, under the title of Beethor-
en ef sea trots Siyles. The suthor io his
title-page professes to discuss only Bee-
thoven's sonatas for the piano, but in fact
considers the whole range of the t
man’s music with refreshing indepengenee
snd boldness of judgment, and great piquan-
:(:jv of atyle. Beethoven, he says, is not a

erfuan compoger, but is cosmopolitan,
ng are Mozart and fhydn, while such men
as Bach, Weber, and Mendelssohn, are
Germans and nothing else. The eriticism
of the auther on varions aedern novelties,
especially on the latest mode of piane-
Elaying id pungent. * Now-a-days, * says

e, “the piano iz not played, it in ridden.”
Thalberg and Kalkbrenner he particularly
finds fault with, and the mode of writing
difflcult pieces merely for the sake of the
difficulty, and the manual dexterity re-
quired to overcome it, he satirizes without

mercy.

MUBLC,

Uur musical notes have been so long
neglected, thet we must indulge in some
rather remote reminiscence.

There was good music at Castle Garden
during the hettest days of the summer.
Mudame Seontag and Signora Steffanone,
and Signori Salvi, Marini, and Beneven-
tano, were all singing there. But there
was not much general interest in the affair,
People went, because they could not get
farther en & summer evening, nor o a
pleasanter place. The great tourists and
sojournists who were living at Saratogs,
Newport, and along all the sen-coasts, and
among all the hills, mako up the bulk of
the urual opera-audience, and they, clear-
ly, conld not come. Therc was always a
fair audience, and when the management
offered such an attraction as the President
of the United States, the salle reminded
the spectstor of the golden time of Jenny
Lind. The sale did that, but not the
singer. And yet Steflanone never sang
so superhly as on that evening, with Son-

for a rival, and the President, with
famous Americans, and English lords and
ladies, for an audience.

It was strange enough to he reminded,
ag we st upon bare benches, and looked
at the rough and crude stage appoint-
ments, of the splendid musical tourna-
raents Ttecounted in operatic memoirs,
when the flower of the enthusiastic Roman,
or Milaness youth thronged the parterre,
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one-half devoted to la belia Fiora, and
the other to Mariz la superba—when
cabinet interests yiclded to those of the

n-room : and red tape grew pale be-
ore blue ribbon: when the rise of a dan-
cer's foot was contemplated with more
eagernesd than that of the funds; and
all notes were at a discount but those of
the Prims Donna gasoluta.

Those guy and graceful occasiony of
which the memory pow only survives,
although they are sometimes [intly re-
newed in Jtalian theatres, were adorned
by the presence of all the brilliant circles
of those cities; so that the passages of
books of travel a hundred years old
which record the matters of chiefl mo-
mentary ioterest, are those that treat of
Iyrical struggles and suoccesses. We have
had & tasts of those delights in the ear-
lieat days of what may be called our per-
manent opera. It wasat Palmo's, in Cham-
bers-street, that Borghese and Pico waged
their tuneful war. neful, that is, upon
the st.a.ﬁl‘a But in that mysterious re-
ﬂgn, behind the scenes—how was it there?

e do not know, other than by inference,
but it must have been there, as it is be-
hind all other scenes, where rivalg smile
and embrace in front. Surely the Green-
Room was well named ; for it is manifest
that operas and theatres are under the

.tutelary charge of a monster of that color.

Borghese and Pico woge tuncful wars
no longer. They each occasionslly ap-
pear, and do their duty; sing their best;
are tolerably applsuded; nnd retie. A
fow years consume an enormous amount
of fme. Ten years make no more of
whole newspapers-full of colossal repre-
sentations then Goliath of an omelelte
souffié. Tt is curious to read old reviews;
but sadder to grope through old news-
papers. But Sontag so placidly defies
edacioua time {edar rerum), that he on-
ly amiles and gpares. Steffanonc sang
auperbly, a8 we s.aid,h and there wag a
kind of prestige upen her side throughout
the scnson, as if she were the lesser Ly
accident, and not hy right, and therefore
applousive favor must adjust the halance.
It did so, and she had no less a party of
edmirers than Sontag. -

Madame Sontag, after the close of the
geason, edvertised a farewell series of

' concorts. But the notice gradually fell

out of the newspapers. There could have
bardly been a very active response. We
have heard her a great deal, and with
great pleasure. But in the constant stresa
of novelty presented in New-York, a sing-
er must be very eminent, and in the primeo
of voico and frame, to succeed in permn-
nently retaining the public interest.
Yet she gnve, with great success & con-
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cert for the benefit of her conductor,
Mr. Eckart, and her tenor, Pozzolini.
When we consider & case like Madame
Sontag’s, we are very snxious to hail the
completion of the Opers House. Then
ahe would sing her seagon from time to
time, if she remained among us; snd in
80 opera-house, when singing occasionally
she could not fail to draw. She could
retire in the intervals, devotied to the so-
cial life which o gentle a lady, of s0 great
talent and cultivation, and of go various
and prolonged experience in the capitals
of civilization, could pot (&l to sdorm.
But an itinerant life is not pleasant to the
imagination in such & connection.

While we write, Gottschalk announces
coneerts.  Our opinion of him is recorded.
He is a performer of the highest class,
distinguisggd by marvellous power and
facility, rather than by an especially sen-
timental style. It is brilliant, gorgeous,
amazing playing,—betraying an exube-
rance of youth and strength, which ia, of
itself, electrical. But we are not sure
that the permanent fmpression will not
be rather of the performer and the per-
formance, than of the music. Yetitis
something nobody can afford to miss.
And let us hopo that greatness in his way
will not be denied to him, because he may
oot chance to make the hearcr cry.

In Nible's saloon Ole Bull gave twe
concerta—cne for the benefit of the sof-
Ferers at New Orleans. Strakosch and
Adeline Pathi assisted. The first con-
oert was not d, the second we did
not hear. Ole Bull played more ram-
blingly and sentimentally than we have
ever Kem'd him. Somechow the impres-
ston of the man is of something flner and
larger than we find in his music. There
is an Italian phrasing, and yet a want
of melodic form, which is painful. Yet, in
some moment of reverie and dreams, when
the imagination is excited and the heart
is tender, there is a pleading pathos, a
vague, melancholy effeet, as of rustling
winds and waring woods, in the impres-
sion he produces, which is very strikinF
and memorable. Perhaps the secret o
Ole Bull's great success among us, somsa
years since, was the extrcme sentimen-
lolity of his style, for there is no people
in the world so sentimentsl as we. Our

only really popular songs are such negro -

melodies a3 these of Mr. Foster, (% Old
folks &t home” “Massa’s in de cold
ground,” &c.,) which are simply pathetic
refening adapted to what, in another
gphere of liternture, would be only cx-
tremely Laorn-Matilde-ish poetry, mainly
dirges and desperate love songs. The
substance of the melody, which is very
much the same thing in each of these
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songs, is pmlf Ttalian, and the air of
“ Katy darlin’'” is note for note, with
vory ﬁttle change, the Faga Luna of
Bellini. The feeling that so heartily wel-
comes these rongs waa naturally hospita-
ble to the same general character of music
although under very different forms) in

lc Bull. His music is reverie, and re-
verie in music is almost as dangerous as
it ig every where else. But we cannot in
conscience deny that, with many other
dangerous things, it is very pleasant ; and
we confesa that we like to hear and see
0Ole Bull.

Strakosch played *Musical Rockets,”
the bills said “lor the first time” But
we have never heard him play any thing
else. It wag forcible, brilliant, nimbla,
and pleasant, But it was very much like
the foaming of champagne: s desperate
fizzle and no substance. His pinying
leaves no more then a sweet vapor upon
the musical palate. But there is n de-
lightfully gomtai precision in Strakosch’s
plsy‘mg tiz better for polkas than for
other ‘music But polkas, we remark,
may be very beautiful music. Mozart
wrote minuets, if you remember. Now.a
minuet is only & dance, like & polka,—the
polka of those slow old times, we might
say,~—and to compose & good polks and
play it well, is as hoenorahle a work ms the
making and performing of miouets.

Miss Adeline Patti should not be al-
lowed to sing longer in public. - She
should be kept closely at her studies  If
the public must hear her monthly until
she makes her debut in an opers, that
debut will not have the merit of novelty.
At present, also, the singing of the young
lady iz more phenomenal than pleasant.

In Nible's theatre, Mr. Maretzek has
been giving operas. We are waitin
Swith the scventy-limes seven pal.ience§
or some slight redemption of the promise
of stew operas mede in the announcement.
The only novelty thus far has been the
appearance of Signors Manzini. o young
singor, gentle and sweet, but of no mark
Why opera-managers should go fo the
annual expense of printer’s ink, paper, and
posting, to announce the new operas that
are to be performed during every season,
we are unable to stale. It is » partof
the madnees, we supposs, that urges any
man to undertake managing any theatre.
Mr. Maretzek will, we hope. redeem his
promise.  Nobody u.ﬁked him to make it,
but we shall all be glad if be keeps it.

Meanwhile the other opera house goes
on. Mr. Huockett, we hear, has not yet
obtained the leaso. It is to be re
membered that in lensing that house
the committee are oppressed by an
onerous and difficult duty. Mr. Hackert
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i8 mainly intereated, of course, in Lhe suc-
cess of (sl and Mario, not in that of the
opera house. But 2 manager must be
one whose great interest 18 the houss,
who must mako money by the gencral
aod permanent success of that, and oot of
any particular stars. All the other man-
sgers that we know are too much subject
to European precedent. New times and
new opera houses demand new rtoen.

Let u9 not add new singers, because the
London critics are agreed that Grisi was
never finer than she has been duriog the
last season, They bewail her retirement
from the lyric stage, for her American trip
is held to be cquivalent to that. For
twenty years she has reigned in London,
—supreme, except during Jeony Lind’s
career. She Lringa to us the ripe power,
the long habit, the fair fame, of a great
ginger. We hope sincerely she will satisfy
our great anticipation.

But Jullien is the musical event of the
summer. W herever he comes there is a
musical ora.  Under his reign the best
music of the best composers is played b
the best orchestra at the lowest rates. It
islike Mrs. Siddons and Kean acting Shak-
speare for the million. It is Homer read
to the people. M. Jullien is pronounced
& humbng, and so he is, if that very elas-
tic word bo fittad to our peculiay meaning.
e is & humbug, not In esseoce, but 1n
form. He is like a good book, guudily
bound. He announces hig concerts, and
gews thew up in & popular, clap-trap man-
per, just a8 he wears the most miraculous
shirt-fronts, and waisteoats, and chaing,
and butions. But the muysic is true and
great, It is the best music mingled with
much that is popular and foolish, But he
i3 & man of such invincible will, and such
genuine love of music, and has so supreme &
command of the erchestra, which he sways
magnetically by his person, as much as
by his baton, that to ierm him humbug,
is to show ourselves shallow.

Let us avoid that. Yet we will
laugh at that unutterable toiletto, and at
that groping, patting, caressing, appealing,
comwanding, soaring. and triumphant
movementin which the conductor indulges,
Given that shirt-front, it is easy enough
to dedlyce such proceedings with the or-
chestra. It would be an awful thing for
any of the performers to get out  Ned
Aspen became s0 nervous, the other even-
ing, iest some lapgard trumpet, or foreet-
ful dram, should come hurryiog in. blow-
ing or beatingy at the wrong place, that he
was ohliged to wish our plenssnt party
zood night, and retire; wherehy he lost
that excelient little supper afterwards.

But we should as soon fear that the
noles would come out of time from the
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lips of Jonny Lind as from Jullien’s or-
chestra. The individua! performers seen
to have very little to do with the matter.
They have ooly to Llow and scrape, and
Jullien i3 responsible for the net result of
sound. He is the captain ; they arecoly
passengers.  If they don’t arrive safely at
the end of the bar, it is his affair. And
for that reason they do arrive safely. And
we all arrive there together with the ul-
most eatisfuction.

When you consider that this is a con-
stellation, of which the wingle stars are
planets, it is not surprising. Botiesini is
not lesa upon his instrument, the double-
bass, than Paganini was upon his violin.
Only the initiated can fully understand
the immense power and ski.lly of this great
artist,. How he makes his instrument a
violoncello, & violin, 4 viols, & harp, & gui-
tar,—we ignorant cannot well understand;
but if we have ears and eyes we can per-
ccive that he does s0. He stands at the
head of all double-Lausists, conlemporary
or past. Yet Bottesini is only a mermber
of this prodigious orchestra

The same 1s true of Reichert, the futise,
—of Kanig, the man of the cornet d
piston, who blows music as mellow and
soltly-dying as Pan in the summer
woods,—of Wuille, the Hageoletist,—and
of all the other soloists, and of the brothers
Mpllenhauer, who pluy twe violins as if
they were one, and with a tone so pure
go clean, &0 searching, and plaintive, thai
we rank them, for our connoisseur-hearin;.
with the grestest we have ever heard.
They do their work vory quietly. Itia
very wooderful work, but they glide so
smoothly through it that it éeerns as easy
a8 Hying through the air. But only birds
can fly faultlessly—only the brathers Mol-
lenhauer can play such music 50 nimbly.
Wo reniarked especially their rendening of
the melody of the Carnival of Venice, an
air that we wonder any performer upon
mﬁr instrument haa the audacity to undef-
take, since it has been 5o played to pieces.
But it was fresh upon those magical violios.
It came streaming out of them, like morn-
ing out of the emst,—the saine sunlight,
but 4 new day.  So it was the same rme-
lody, but a oew meaning.

We connot specify each performer in
this colossal orchestra. But we have no
doubt that, by the ingenious combination
of popular with profound (although not
neccssarily dull) music, M. Jullien will
succeed here, as he has ¢lsewhere, in indoc-
trinating us with & more catholic regard
for music.  We hope it may be “ his mis-
sion’ as Emperor Louis Napoleoo snys,
“to inaugurate an era” of truce betwean
the Italian and German musical fanatics.
It seemns to be congidered that a man can-
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not like Beethoven and Rossini more than
hc can serve two masters. It would be just
ns wise to suppose that he could not enjoy
{joeihe and Petrarch,

FIKE ARTSH.

Powet’s Prcture oF D Soto.—If
the love of Art, like another love, grows
by what it feeds op, it will be & consnm-
ing passion in the metropolis of the New
World, before the year expires; for food
of that kind just now is the most ahun-
dant in the market. Never before has
there been such & collection, for excel-
lence and extent, of arlistic productio
i New-York, ms that inclosed in the
crystalline walls of our ° Palace of In-
dustry.” Seven hundred and fifty paint-
ings, a3 many more pieces of statuary, and
splendid works of genius appended a8 or-
nawentiations to objocts of utility innu-
merdble, would be enouph to surfeit the
puhlic appetite for the elegancies and re-
Huements of Art, if surfeit were possi-
ble. But there are numerous collections
besides in the city, of paintings and sculp-
ture, to which the public bave aceess. In
uo upper chamber of the Stuyvesant In-
stitule, an exiled [lalian has arranged a
gnllery of very choice works, in admira-
hle order, of Roman paintings, the gen-
uineness of which no one can question. or
douht they are all that is claimed for
them—apecimens of the worst pictures of
the worst masters. They are valuable as
showing how bedly artists have done in
the very home of Art. Asga contrast to
this collection. the Dusseldorf Gallery, on
the opposite side of Broadway, is a very
instructive and pleasing show, as it con-
thins some of the best works of the best
masters of an entirely medern school.
Then there is Mr. Bryan’s collection of
Christian Art, which has the unique
quality of baing a perfectly honest expo-
=ition, a3 art of that sort should be—and
conlaining nothing of doubtful eriginality,
Ameng all this art Mr. Powell has had
the courage to Aet up, in a gorgeous frame-
work of gold, his " great national paint-
ing”* of De Soto discovering the Missis-
sippi River. If this picture had been
peinted by Mr. Powell as & private specu-
lation, either for his own amuscment, or a
popular show, we should have hardly felt
ourselves either privileged or called upon
to notice it. Dut it is & picture of too
great pretensions to be ipnored. It is the
property of the nation, and, in that scnse,
it is, certainly, what the artist calls it, a
national painting. But, it is national, to
us. in no other sense. Its subject belongs
to Spain, and its manner to Paris, where
it wos painted. from French models. There
is nothing Armerican about it, and it has
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1o right to be placed in the nationsl eapi-
tol mmong our historical pictares. For
the credit of the nation it should be un-
derstoed that this pictore was not ordered
by Congress; a painting of a national
subject was ordered and the artist who
]mﬂJ the honor of painting it, was, moat
unwisely, allowed to choose his subject,
and, a8 “a compliment to the West!” he
chose the discovery of the Mississippi by
De Boto. The baleful effects of section-
alism in political affairs has often been
deplored, but here we s s notable -
stance of it iIn Art. Mr. Powell was
catensibly selected to fill the vacant panel
of the rotanda, not because he had given
any evidence of eminent qualifications for
the duty, but because he was supposed to
be o Western man ; and then he chose &
wholly inapproprists subject for bis pic-
turs, out of compliment to those who had
given him the job, for a job it wasg, to all
as most of our oa-
tional works of art have been exoepting
the pictures by Trumbutl. For the sake
of carrying out the iden of complimenting
the West, Mr. Powell shonld have exe
cuted his work ir Cincinnat, or 8t. Louis,
and not have gonc off and painted it m
Paria.

If Mr. Powell should urge that the
discovery of the Missiegippi by De Soto is
a8 Dational a subject as tﬁe ¥ Baptism of
Pocahontas,” we should have to sdmit
the force of his argument, a3 far as it
went ; but we should not the less regret
that the national capitol is defaced with
bad paintings, having no connection with
our national history. But, the work
being done, the panel filled, the money
paid, and the opportunity of appropriately
decorating the Capitol lost, nothing re-
mains for us but to see what it ia that we
have got for our money.

There are hut twe ways in whicha
higtorical suhject can be trested on can-
vas ; the first, and most ohviously proper.
is to make as correct a representation of
the event to be commemorated s possible,
and the other is to treat it allegorieally ;
thero is, to be sure, yet another method
and tbat is the one which Mr. Powell has
chosen, to disregard history and fact alto-
gether, and represent your own ideas
of what the event might, should, would.
or could have been, although be has failed
to represent the cvent in any other man-
ner than as it would have been, if he Liad
had the ordering of affairs; for it could
not possibly have been what he has made
it. In thecase of De Soto’s expedition in
search of g new El Dorado in Florida, when
he necidenlally discovered the Mississippl
some of the adventurers who sccompanied
him. have left us a very satisfuctory ac-
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count of the particulars of his disastrous
wanderings, fromn which we know that after
nearly two years of incredible hardships,
and many pgrilous escapes in the swampa
and forests of Florida, which, even at the
present day, are nearly impassable ; and
afier losing nearly all their arms, clothing,
horses, aud a8 good many of their com-
panions, De Soto and his famished follow-
ers one day eame in sight of & broad and
rapid stream, on the banks of which
they halted and erected hutg to rest in.
This is the event which Mr. Powell haa
attempted to paint, and has represented it
without much respect for the facts before
him. The subject was not without its
good pointg, for the bearing and face of
the bold and chivalrous Spaniard, sur-
tounded by his faithful followers, whosa
linbs were covered with matting miade of
ivy leaves, and whose gaunt features must
have been suddenly brightened by the vis-
ton of the Aowing river, offered materiala
worthy of the efforts of the highest order
of genius,  Mr, Powell has (reated the sub-
Jject in 8 manncr which ueither history nor
the imagination could warrant. De Soto
sils astride & well-groomed and splendidly
caparisoned white charger, bolt upright,
with unruffled white plumage in his fancy
hat ; he looks as though he had just come
from the tournament at Franeoni’s Hippo-
drome, ouly that none of the animals in
that exiensive establishment, wa are per-
suaded, could ever have been put into
such an attitude, as that of the adventur-
er's horse. He is followed by some fat
and jolly-looking ecclesiastics riding on
mules, and a Moor, in a snowy-white
turban, and otherwise in excellent con-
dition ; while bold cavaliers in armour
surround him with brilliant gonfalons.
Thero is an occlesiastic, too, swinging a
silver censer, while others are raising an
immense pole with a crucilix upon it, in
the foreground ; soldiers, with well-trim-
med beards, are binding up their wounds,
and an indiscriminate collection of heavily
clamped chests, arms, armor, and camp
equipage lie scattered around; gay bannera
are fying, and the whole scenc hus & very
heliday and pic-nicish look. There are
some Indian men and women at the right
of the picture, and an Indian tent; the
river cocupies a considerable apace on the
canvas, and some prismatic trunks and
stumps of treea help fill up. If one were
to bo shown the picture, without being
told what it was meant to represent, he
could never guesa what it was all abount
We shguld be extremely glad, if, for the
artist’s sake, we could commend sny part
of the picture ; but it Iacks all the essen-
tials of B good painting, having meither
historical correctness, elevated senli-
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ment, high flnish, nor general truthful-
ness.

e have no wish to quarrel with the
public tasle il it runs in the direction of
such works of art as that of Mr. Powell’n.
but we have a right to protest against the
nation’s lending its sanction to a falsification
of history, by placing in its archives an
untrue representation of a well-known
event. YWhat if Mr. Headley, or any other
of our populay writers, should be em-
ploved to write & description of the land-
mg of the Pilgrima, for instance, and
should, for the sake of tnuking an agree-
able thing of it, make the Plymouth rock
6 sapphire, and line the coast of Massa-
chussetts bay with groves of palm and
olive trees, while Milea Standish and
his companions were described as dressed
in the costume of Charles the Second’s
court at & masquerade. 1t would be very
absurd, to be sure, and every body would
condemn it a8 a libel upon trath and
pature; but it would be no greater de-
parture from fact than Mr. Powell's re-
presentation of De Soto and his com-
pPanions.

There were several good peints in the
history of De Soto’s Florida Expedition.
which were quitc as important as his dis-
covery of the Mississippi, *which would
have afforded full scope for Mr. Powell to
bave exercised his talent for eostuine
painting, without departing from the truth
of history. The finest of all would have
been the mustering of the vagubond chi-
valry of Spain and Portugal in Seville,
whao proposed accormpanying De Sote on
his expedition in search of a Peru oo the
Atlantic side of the continent. There was
a brave show on that cccasion. DBut the
Adelantado, who koew what & serious
business he was abeut to engage in, sent
all the brilliantly clothed cavaliors and
adventurers home with & fea in their car.
and selected for his companions only
hardy young men, suitably sccoutred
with arms and armor. Tha embarkation
at San Lucar, or the re-embarkation from
Cuba, or the landing in Florida, when
some of his followers were disheartened at
the unpromising look of things and re-
turued in the ships that brought them
there, would all have furnished goad
groupings of picturesqne and romantic
materials for a large canvar, and the want
of mind would not have been 50 palpably
felt in guch & combination of brilliant mat-
ter. It is true thatif the expedition of
De Soto wag to be made the subject for a
national picture, the point chosen by Mr.
Powell, when European eyes looked, for
the first time, on gur great river, was, un-
doubtedly, the proper one to choose, but
then, it could ounly be proper if properly
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executed ; which, we think, is not the case,
The mere painting of the picturs hardly
calls for any special remarks; it is of a
very ordinary kind, and the costumes and
implements introduced are, doubtless,
historically correct, as they were, prob-
ablg, copied from authentic models. As
to the piece of artillery which the artist has
introduced, we should hardly have sup-
posed that he would have put it there un-
lass warranted by some of the narratives
of the expedition; but, we do not remem-
ber any mention of anything of the kind.
In these minor matters we always pre-
sume that the artist is too well-informed
to commit a mistake, for it is hia husiness
to suthenticate his facts. Artists do,
however, commit strange blunders, as
Leutzs has done, for instance, in introdue:
ing the American flag into his picture of
Washington crossing the Delaware, six
mounths before it had au existence. Paint-
ers in dealing with history have no mome
right to take guch liberties than writers
have. But they will. excepling those of
& bigher class, like Delaroche.

Pictures are not necessaries of 1ife, and
unless we can have pood ones, we can Tery
well afford to do without them. If the
nation is to own works of art they should
be valuable either onaccount of theirintrin-
si¢ excellence, or as historical memorinle
The pictures of the Capitol, excepting those
of Truinbull, fulfil neither of these require-
ments, and are a reproach to our want of
taste, aod & falsc representation of the
state of art in the ere in which they were
executed.

The sum of fifty thousand dollars, if
we remember rightly, was originally ap-
propriated to pay for four historical paint-
ings, of national subjects, to be executed
by four native American artists, and the
committer to whom the choice of the
wriists was intrusied, sclected Chapman,
Vanderlyn, Weir, and Tnman to paint
them ; Rnderl 'n being the only one of
the four who had ever painted an historical
Ficture, rad that one wag a single figure,

t was a most hopeless prospect. Chap-
man finished bis job firet, and bestowed
upon us his Baptism of Pocahontas, which
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hed no more to do with cor oational his-
tory than the Conversion of St. Paul; nor
in fact, half 50 much. The next finished
was Wier's Embarcation of the Pilgrims
at Delft Haven, which was not a national
eubject, although an event of great impor-
tance in our history, as was aleo the be-
heading of Charles the First, and the in-
ventionof printing ; then came Vanderlyu's
Landing of Columbus, which was painted
in Paris, in the old age of the artist, when
all the vigor which distinguished his early
roductions had deserted him. Mr. Inman
ad pamed the Emigration of Dauiel
Boone to Kentucky as the subject of his
puinting ; but, though he received four
thousand dollars towards the paymeot for
it, he never even shketched in his figures;
and Mr. Powell only receives for his pic-
tore the balance which would have been
due to Mr. Inman if he had executed his
commission. In this respect we think he
bas been badly treated, and, as he has
furnished a picture of the sama size as the
others, containing as many pounds of
paint, as great s number of figures, and
rather handsomer costumes, we are in
favor of paying him the same amount thet
wus paid to the other artists,. Whetlher
the pictore be aouefabed or mot, we hope
that Congress will pay him one-quarter
of the sum originally npproprinl.f: f%:h the
urpose of flling the vacant pape ere
:P; DO TEREON wl%y Mr. Powg?lnshou.ld not
be as wall paid as theothers, Mr. Huat-
ington, who was a pupil of Inman’s,
had offered, from regard to that gente-
man, aflter his death, to ish the
picturs of Boone, and receive only the
money due the artist; but Congress de-
ctined the offer, and gave the order to Mr,
Powell, as we have said, on the presump-
tion of his being & Westarn arlist
— Tt gives us pleasure to chronicle the
return to New-York, from Europe, of
Mr. Huntington, the artist, who has agsin

set up his easel among us. Doring his
residence in England, he painted portraits
of Sir Charles Eastlake, President of the

Royal Academy, the Archbishop of Can-
terbury, and other distinguished persona





