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LITERARY EXAMINER.

For the Examiner.
The Burial of I Soie.
EY R. T. COEMY.

“Oace more—ah, yet once more
Let me look forth npon the setting son'
*Tis the last time—and now, while thus | guze
Upon his gorgeous disc 1 too shall sway
Even gs y-beam fadeth inte night!
I remember—oh, how well —the m eve
1 looked my last mpon my native "
How, as | sat and saw the sun go down,
A mouilory sad uess—a prophelic fear
Stele o'er iy hesri—and now-—the self-same

hour,

In this dread forest | aim doomed Lo die!
Oh, what » vain, wild dream my life bath beon!
What mocking phantom hath my steps allured
Ouly o find, in these lone wilds, u grave!
Yel “tis a noble one, von ty stream--
Nor prouder doth its bailder find beneath
Hisstataly pyramid'—Here will T rest—
Here, ‘neath the waters of this giant stream,
And wmy dirge shall be the solemn murmur
Of its ceaseless wave."

It was a strange, wild spot

W bhercou the brave De Sote dying lay.

From out the leafy canopy o’erbead

Spring's sweetest birds were singing—and the
Lrerze

Whispered wad music through the leng, green
canes_

That with & melancholy motion waved

The Littie cump aroand. And close at hand,

As il it fain would overtop the trees,

Rose o huge monnd, and from s base there
crepl

A noiseiess rill, whese dark and sullen wave

No sportive zephyr ever woke to smiles’

The woods sesmed shrouded for the hero's
cemln,

The long, gray moss from every bough was
hung,

And slowly swung with every fitfal gast,

Like the tall plumes upon some stately bier.

The huge tree-tops were gilded as the reys

C leagthening from the earth inte the
ehy.

And asthey went—with one loag, gasping
breath,

Spain's bravest warrior died!

Ah, bitter tears
Were shod for him—and stern, strong hearts
ware bowed
Tuat dreary night amonag those shrouded trees,
As thry lovked back Lo »ll the buoyant hopes
Toat be and they had folt—how ssd theirend!
And when the sun aguin ioto the waste
Of wilderness beyond the river smnk
His requiem was chanted! Oune by one
The maed soldiers joined the solemn strain
Until the potes of lunentation filled
The dopths of the dark forest. Not a sound
Beside war hieare except the foariul hoot
Of the scared owl among the cypress boughs,
And the deep rushiing of the turbid stream:
The woon was up, sad huge, grim shadows
lay,
Like slumbering Titans of the early world,
Across their path—and myriad fire-flies giow-

ed,
Like faery tights, sround their drooping heads
While thus they bore him on. Their muffled
oars
Gave forth neo sound, aad all was still as death
Save lhe wild chiant thal flosted far awsy
Thro' the dim woods and o’er the solemn
siream ;
A last, sad prayer, snd with a sallen plunge
He sank to rest bepeath that mighty wave—
The first who slept where thousands since
sve died

From (nambers’ Joursal
Twe Novel-writer's Werld.

There isa point of view from which fic.
tion may be studied with advantage, bat
from which | never had the pleasure of see-
ing ih-:n:emplawd There mighl. I think,
be derived from this deparument of literature
a great sense of thankfulness, that the ac-
wal world was not, as the fictitious one is, of
the novelist's It is very true that
the ficuonist makes & number of much
more entirely virtuous wea and women than
the suthor of nawre has done; but then
comes (n the sad drawback that they are
thinly sown, and mixed up with such a set
of hornd people of ell kinds, that they are
of no manner of uvse but 0 be marned at
last, or st least to live happily all the yest of
their days after the novel is concluded.—
The qoestion is, if a werld composed of a
few MMr. Allworthys, and Lady Bountifuls,
and lLood Trueloves, in connection with &
bost ol such indifferent charscters as the
novelist deals in, would answer. | say not
The villain of the piece would, w0 a cer.
tainty, have os murdered, or at least cast in
& ruinous lawsuit, before Mr. Allworthy
could come o the rescue or hear of our case.
Virtuous innocence would have no chance,
for it would be found that, that system of
waking e heroic peasant of the name of
William Hawthorn spring out of the wood,
w play off an irresisuble sapling cut from
the last hedge, would not work in real life.
It would always be ten w one againat the
worthy fellow coming a: the proper ume.—
I have great doubts, moreover, if those ad.
mirgbie reduced widows, who live in cot
tages o1 fifih floors, with paragons of daugh-
ters, would find themselves saved, in any
conmderable number of instances, from exe-
cutions, by the happy return of long-lost
sons with fortunes fro lodia. The unparal-
leled inhumaniy of the landlords of all
poor widows' houses, “n novels, would be
100 much for that set of amusble characters,
and the consequences would be extremely
distressing.

One great result of our having the novel-
writer's creation established, would be a
putting down vast class, the “good
enough peopl how | mouch fear that
we should not nearly so well in this
world if we wanted that class. They serve
an iwmmense pumber of uselul
those good enough people. The momt of
the new generslion are brought into the
world and educated by them—they raise
the corn, furmish the butcher meat, and im-
port all the groceries required by mankind,
not 1o speak of many other professional ser.
vices. | dou't know but they pay nearly
the whole of the taxes. What we should
do without such serviceable, albeit common.

lace citizens, | cannot pretend 1o i

he novelists, indeed, would wake care to
rrondemwuhn.ﬂofmudromm&c.uﬁ
ar more siuned aganst than sinning male-
faciors, who might be supposed o make up
in some degree for the absence o the good
folks; but | have doubts if a few amiable
house-breakers and bigh-minded assassine
would quite come 10 be the same thing.—
There could not fail 10 be some inconveni-
ence {elt from this great blank in society.—
Who knows but it might be fatal 10 the en-
tire machine’

Another result would be a very general
separation of the inclinadon from the ability
w0 be libera] and generous. In the actual
wotld, of the people who are able o be

there must be a very considera
Je number who are likewise disposed 1 be
30; for how otherwise should our
charities be supported, not 10 speak of pri-
vate benelactions, which we may also ;:-
sume o be n ! But if the novelist's
world were established, all who had any
moaey in their pockets would immediately
become to the last degree selfish and hard.
hearted, and there would be no liberality
except amongst the coinless. It would eb.
viously serve s poor purpose il we only found
we could get names 10 bills from
who had 1o credit at the bank, or invita.
tions to dinner from individuals forced w
live upon powstoes and point. Tt would
belp marvellously ill 10 get us over a diffi-
culty, if every one we applied 1o were to
say, “My dest (riend, I all the wish

inhmw»awz' but 1 am myself|
o my wilsend M It
would only be taotalizing w0 find the desire

crealion.

| sort of uncle—perhaps haifl a father 10 one,

public | stripped— Edwards’'s Voyage up the Ama-
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those who were themselves out of suits with
fortune,  Betier, we would think, that all
weie iron-hearted alike. But the positive
inconvenience of living in a world where
rich people could in vo way ba bled, must
strike every body so forcibly, thal it is scarce-
ly necessary thus to dilate upon the subject

A world without heat, or u,';"u water, or
sowe other of the great physical elements
ol existence, can el with
soie degree of patience, but nota world
without a relation, or a friend susceptible of
being squeczed.

It seems (o0 me aiso very clear that the
actual character of our relatives and ssso.
ciates in the world s greatly superior 10
what the novelists would give us. In the
aciual world, one often has a decent enough

supposing real fathers 10 be wanting—al-
wll:\’:mauso o have an eshibition of lamb
and sherry at his nephews’ service on Sun-
day afiernocons, and y sure 10 help
handsomely in the t of nieces for mar-
riage ai home, or for expeditions to go and
reside with warried sisters in India. Now
this the novelist would entirely deprive us of,
giving us, iostead, some rascally old dog
who conceals wills in our favor, and treats
us with all sorts of cruelties. * SAT
mothers of actual lil% are often exceedingly
worthy creatures. | bave known many
who were a blessing to their ado chil.
dren. But the stepmothers of the novel-
ist—what atrocious wreiches they always

are! That, wo, were a bad exchange.—
Then as 0 connected with us in
our affairs. Did anybody ever know a novel.

ist's steward or agent turn out aught but
a rogue?  Only im-gine‘:" obliged 0
commil our property 1o persous as
fiction can furnish for that what a
beggaily reckoning should we of itin
8 fewyears! Beyond a doubt every es
tate in the country would, in & novelists
world, shift owners each generation.—
[t must be owned that, in the ideal creation,
we should probably have some small conso-
lation in one of those exceedingly faithful
and attached old servants who always insist
upon sharing their ruined master’s or mistress’
fortunes without wages or perquisites. This
may, however, be allowed, and still the
balance will be vastly in favor of the real
world, seeing that the stewards of that crea.
tion are usually worthy ns, doing their
best for their employers’ interest, and thus
saving them from all occasions to evoke
the disinterestedness of their inferior domes.
ucs.

There are a few features of the novelist’s
creation that ] am not quite sure shout.—
For instance, that certainty of murder com.
ing out! Owme some how feels it to be an
unpleasant peculiarity of the actual world
that a throat may be cut, and the doer of
the deed escape detection. It seems much
preferable that the guilty man should be
sure 1o be exposed by some bloody handker.
chief, or some mark of his feet on the floor,
or some bone discovered in digging a well,
as is the comunon case in novels; o that
he is sure to0 be punished for his eime. On
the other hand, there are so many things to
give us a general assurance of the good man.
agement of Providence, that we may perhlz
be allowed 10 doubt if a certainty in tt
detection of murder would be an improve-
ment. [t is just possible that the tightening
of this apparently loose screw might lead to
the unfastening of some other of greater im.
portance, in which case we might wish that
murder was once more concealable.  Since
there is a doubt, however, | am willing
that the novelists should have the benefit of
it. It will not serve them much.

Finally, in one grand particular the nov.
elist’s world is so much inferior w that
which actually exists, that even the most
determined lovers of excilement nay be
happy w think that there is no fear of the
one being exchanged for the other. | al
lode to the infinitely higher strain of ro.
mance attaching to the charaeter of the
persons and events of the actual world.—
Not that the novelist would not willingly
give us as much romance in character and
incident as we chose (0 have; but then we
do not choose to have much from him, al-
ways demanding that he shall consult proba-
bility, or our notion of the average of
things, and refusing v him whatever seems
to trespass in the least upon upon the domain
of extravagance. For this reason, the fic-
tion.-world is necessarily a tame, equable
sort of world. Very different is the world
of actuality, where one day = Bonsparte
rises to astonish mankind, and another day
ships take upon themselves io sail against
wind and tide, and men begin to journey
from London to Edinburg between break.
fast and supper. Men, two, do such
strange things in the sctual world—things
come about in such odd ways—Ilife is so
full of whimsical surprises, and happy co-
incidences, and entirely original tains of
events, thal there is no end o our enter.
tainment. In the of science a
liberal mind can pever be without some
thing like a continual feast. Even the
newspaper of the day presents in general
such wonderous doings in some part or oth.
er of the world, in public or in private affairs,
that the best romances are apt to appear
tame in COMparison.

I return, then, to the expression of
thankfulness with which | started—that we
live in the actual, and not in a fictitions
world.

———— m—

Axrs 15 Sourn Axzrica.—Buot there is
one variety of ant which most be excluded
from all commendation. These is a small
species called the Saiiba, and they are a
terrible annoyance to the proprietors of ro-
sinhas, inasmuch as they strip the fruit-trees
of their leaves. Ao army of these will
march o the tree, part ascending, and the
others remaini below. ‘Those above

commence their ion, clipping off the
leaves by large pinrces; and those below
shoulder them as they (all, and march away

to their rendezvous. It is surprising what a
load one of these little things will carry, as
:i:ﬂomﬁmmwiusinuifamdnuld

off beneath an cak. Before moming,
not & leal is left upon the tree, and the un-
fortunate ietor has the consolation of
hnowingm unless he can discover the re.
treat of the saiibas, and unhole them, one
by one every tree on his premises will be

Tom.
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we, the charm of porfect novelty.
mway infer, from the occasional appearance
of such histories, that wy readers have an
interest in the matter, | will relute how they
chme inlo existence.

when (he preseat publishers, attracted by
some pieces | was at that lime writing in
the Morning Chronicle ne t, (of which
one series nad lately been collected and
publishad in two volumes, illustrated by my
esteemed friend, Mr. George Crutkshank,)
waited upon we to asomething that
should be publi in shilling numbers;
then only known w me, or, 1 believe any-
body else, by a dim recollection of certain
interminable novels in that lorm, which
used, some five-and-twenty years ago, Lo be
carried about the country by pedlars, and
over some of which 1 remember 10 have
shed innumerable tears, before | served my
8 ticeship to life.

‘hen 1 opened my door in Fumival's
inn to the managing partner who represent-
ed the firm, | recognized in Lim the person
from whose hands 1 boad boughi, twe or
three years previously, and whom | had never
scen belore or since, my fimst copy of the

ine in which my effusion—drop-
stealthily one evening at twilight, with
ear and trembling, into a derk letter box,
in a dark office, up a dark court, in Fleet
streel—a ing in all the glory of pring
on which occasion, by the-bye—how well |
recollect it !-—] walked down o Westmin-
ster hall, and turned into it for hail an hour,
because my eyes were s0 dimmed with joy
and pride, that they could not bear the street,
and were not fit to be seen there. [ told
my visitor of the coincidence, which we
both hailed as a good omen; and so fell w
business,

The idea p (o me was, that the
mouthly something should be a vehicle for
certain plates to be executed by Mr. Sey.
mour; and there was a notion, either on the
part of that admirsble humorous artist, or
of my visitor, (I forget which,) that a “Nim-
rod Club,” the members of which were 10
go out shooting, fishing, and so forth, and
s':‘ling themselves into difficalties through
their want of dexterity, would be the best
means of introducing these. | objected, on
consideration, that, l1(bou3h born and panly
bred in the country, | was no great sports-
man, except in regard of all kinds of loco
motion; that the idea was not novel, and had
been already much used; that it would be
infinitely better for the plates 10 arise natu.
rally out of the text; and that | should like
to take my own way, with a freer range of
English scenes and people, and | was
afraid 1 should ultimately do s0. in any case,
whatever course | might prescr:be w mysell
at starting.

My views being deferred to, I though of
Mr. Pickwick, and wrote the first number,
from the prool sheeis of which Mi. Sey.
mour wade his drawing of the club, and
that happy portrait of its founder, by which
he is :i‘:i'ays recognized, and wiich may be
said 10 bave made him a reality. | counect-
ed Mr. Pickwick with a club, becavse of
the original suggestion, and I put in Mr.
Winkle expressly for the wse of Mr. Sey.
mour.

We started with a number of twenty.
four pages instead of thirty-two, and four il.
lustrations in lieu of a couple. Mr. Sey.
mour’s sudden and Jamented death, before
the gecond number was published, brought
about a quick decision upon a point already
in agitation; the number became one of
thirty-two pages, with two illusurations, and
remained so to the end. My friends told me
it was a low, cheap form of publication, by
which I should ruin all my rising hopes; and
how right my friends turned out to be every-
body now knows,

“Boz,” my signature in the Moming
Chronicle, appended to the monthly cover
of this book, and retained long allerwards,
was the nickname of my pet child, a young-
er brother, whom | had dubbed Moses, in
honor of the Vicar of Wakefield, which
being facetiously pronounced through the
nose, became Boses, and being shortened,
became Boz. “Boz” was a very familiar
household word to me, long before | was an
author, and so | came to adopt it.

Parsrxar Durv.—The father who plun.
into business %o deeply that he has no
eisure for domestic duties and pleasores,
and whose only intercourse with his children
consists in & briel and occasional word of
suthority, or a surly lamentation over their
intolerable expensiveness, is equally to be
itied and 10 be blamed. What right has
1o devote 10 other pursuits the ime which
God has allotted to his children? Nor is it
any excuse w say that he cannot support his
family in their present style of living with.
out this efforr. 1 ask, By what right can
his family demand o live in a manner which
requires him to neglect his most solemn and
important duties’ Nor is it an excuse 1o
say that he wishes o leave them a compe-
tence. Is he under obligation 10 leave them
that competence which he desires’ s itan
to them to be relieved (om the
necessity of labor! Besides, is money the
only desirable bequest which a father can
leave 10 his children? Sarely well.cultiva
ted intellects, hearls sensible 1w domestic
affection; the love of parents, and brethren,
and sisters; a taste for home pleasures; hab.
its of order, regularity, and industry; a ha-
tred of vice and vicious men; and a lively
sensibility to the excellence of virtue—are
as valuable a legacy as an inheditance of
y—simple , purchased by
E:Pl::ofmry it which could render
that property a blessing.— Wayland's Mor-
el Science.

Ixperespence.~~When you have pared
away all the vanity, what solid and natu.
ral contentment there remain, which
may not be had with five hundred pounds a

' Notso servants or horses ;
a few ones, which will do all the
business as well : not 5o many choice dish.
es ot every meal; but at several meals all
of them, which makes them both the more
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Sianzas,
Although the vouos wither
m‘l‘hntmﬂ-m-’:bmr.m.
A ’l:'luu naked stems to vh.m

nd memeory stemu to rendur
“Mh-_llllhlhudﬁlr.
* moenlight yives s splencer
Te branches lui.ndhu.
Although the wiid harp slumbers
' That echoed from that bowes,
1"ve treasured the sweet numnbers
S et e
nd w *n °
Seem deatined (o depart,
Found 's Lones of sainess
Still linger rouad the heart.

Aud though I'm Joomed 10 wander
Far from that spot,
The vision strikes the fonder,
3 A;m’cbla{:fg.d:
or morrow
WI:i’.h-_’ not meant to last,
But memory loves Lo borrow
The radianes of' the past.

Mge. Buvaxv, the ., sometimes relieves tho
labors of political ip, by throwing off &
gem, like the follewing, which was sung the
other day, at the dédicetion of a Unitarian place
of worship in Boston. (N. Y. Espress.

Auncieut of Days! exoept thou deign
Upon our finished task to smile,

The workman's hand has toilec in vain,
Teo hew the rock, and rear the pile.

0, let thy peaoe, the peace that tames
The 'ynyvmi'hnrl. inhabit here;

‘That quenches rnn ‘s fiercest flameos,
And thaws the doadly frostef fear.

A nd send thy leve; the love that bears
Meekly with hate, and scorn, and wrong;
And | itself with genercus carws;
And toils, and hiopes, and watches long.

Here may bold tiy truth proclaim,
Unmin with the dreams of men,
As from His holy lips it came,
Wiho died for us, and rose again.

From ihe Manchester Esaminer.
The Genius and Writings of Loigh Hant,

Of all living English writers, there is not |
one towards whom there exists a :nore gene.
1al fecling of kindliness and gratitude than
Leigh Hunt. This friendly gratiwde bas
srisen from the peculiar characteristics of
his writi {rom their sympathy and genu-
ine cordislity—their cheerful, hopeful wone,
in short, their fullness to overﬂowing with
that spirit which is best expressed by the
beawiful but neglected old English word
“loving kindness.” We know of no wri.
ter who has done more to make hearths and
homes happy by peopling them with pleas.
ant Ihougtu; for he quiciem us into a live.
lier consciousness of our blessings, and com-
municates 1o our ordinary daties, and the
simple objects of our daily way-side walk, a
frmﬂnuﬂ and interest which it becomes a
kind of grateful duty to him to acknow]-
edge.

The tendency of all that Leigh Hunt has
written is (o cheerfulize existence. He re-
conciles us (o ourselves, draws ofl our
minds from remote visions of some [utare
possible good, or painful resnembrances of
the past, and fixes our attention apon the
actual blessings and privileges about us,
He is one of the best wachers we know of
that kind of contentment and gratitude
which anses from a thankful recognition of
those minor joys by which all of us are
more or less surrounded, and 10 the value
of which most of usare by far o insensi.
ble. And then with what a delicate and
fine touch he pierces our selfishness’ In
what a kindly way he convinces us ol our un.

ty. His manner has mwre than its wsusl
kindness; his voice sounds gravely, yet there
is almost cheerfulness in its tone when he
says that “The best part of what you loved
will remains, an indestructible
sou—that although the visble form E la
%en away, yet that was only lent for a sea
son, whereas the love itsel( is immortal, and
dmcommﬁ?‘fhil.;iu“u abidem:do
sirengthen your faith, soothe you ami
the stir and fever of life.” Or it be
that he of “The Deaths of Liule
Children,” and then he almost makes you
feel as if his true friend’s hand were

ing your own, as he goeson 10 vou
d':“'l'boaowho have lost an infant are
never, as it were, without an infant child—
that the other children grow up to manhood
and womanhood, and suffer all the changes
of mortality; but this one alone is rendered
an immortal child; for Death has arrested
it with his kindly barshness, and blessed it
into an eternal image of youth and inno.
cence.” In the r winter time again,
“when wind and rain beat dark December,”
he will tell you of “A Day by the Fire”
which he had not long since-—~with all its
home comforts and accoropaniments—the
pleasaut hour before the candles are light
ed—ihe gazing meditatively into the fire—
the kettle “whispering its faint under-song,”
and the cheerful tea-table with its joyous fa-
ces, and the plessant hours between lea.
time and bed-time spent in the free utter.
ance of thought as it comes, with a little
music perhaps, or the reading of some [a.
vorite to stimulate the conversa
tional powers of the circle; while every
now and then the rain rattled ngainst the
windows, and the wind howled in such a
way as to make everybody think of the sea
and the poor sailors, and people who bave
1o be out of doorsth such weather ; and last
of all, the quiet hall hour after every one
had retired but himself~when all around
was silent, the cares of the day 0
sleep, and the fading embers uminﬁ?:; him
where he should be: all these, and a thou
sand things else, in.doors and out of doors,
in books, in nature, and in men, he tslks
about in a way so natural, easy, and collo.
quial—so marked by a mdmg kindness
of feeling—entering so ily mto all cur
taste and ts, and enlisting all the
while so thoroughly our sympathies, that we
cannot bat class him in the foremost rank
of our most genial essayists, and place his
writings among our choicest “purlor win-
dow.seat books,” 1o be taken uvp ia the brief
intervals of active and social life, sure to
find in them something which appeals to
our most cherished tastes, and meets with
our immediate appreciation,

Ax oop Visrrer.—*[ had been sitting
in the verandah reading, and went away for
& few minutes to speak w0 my wife. When
| came back my chair was occupied.
There, sitting as quistly and demurely as
possible, was an enormous ourang-oulang,
or monkey of some sort. When | first
caught sight of him he had my book in his
hands, and was to all appearance reading.
I happened, however, w6 be rather a stu.

id book, and he very soon threw it down;
@ then placed his hands upon his knees
and sat perfectly still, just as if he bhad been
meditating on what he had been reading.

charitableness, and puts to rout our selfin.
dulgent fallacies’ With what a jovial hi.
larity he banters us out of our moroseness,

| and laughs at our ill-humor, until at last we |

awe ashamed ol our weakness, and deter-
mine to be wiser and beuer for the future!
We never rigafrom a few hours’ perusal of |
any of his ¢ ' without & sense
of obligation to him for stimulating to a de-
sire of generous activity those sympethies |
which habit and daily contact too often ren.
der languid and inert. Everything that
comes from his pen is refreshing, and full of
good will to all the world. A belief in
good, the recognition of universal beauty,
and “‘a brotherly consideration for mistake |
and circumstance,” will be found pervading
every essay he has written. To minds dis
turbed, or set on edge by crosses and disap.
pointmeats, we know of no more effectual
soother than “a course” of Leigh Hunt
His own buoyant spirit is a fine example of
the impossibility of crushing the heart of a
true man, be his misfortunes and h F
ever so savere; and no man has suffered the
rubs of fortune more bravely than he has
done. A popular writer once spoke of him
as “a gruy-headed boy whose heart can nev.
er grow old.” Those who are familiar
with his writings will recognize the truth-
fulness of this remark, and remember how
this perpetual youthfulness of- feeling shows
itsell, in a thousand different ways, through.
ouat all his works.

Another winning peculiarity of Leigh
Hunt's wrilings is their frank, (riendly, con.
versationul tone—the plessantly.egotistical
and almost confidential manner in which
he tells us every now and then of his own

rivate notions and sentiments—so that we
Lgin 1o fancy he is addressing ourselves in
rticular, and not his readers in general.
here issuch an easy, fireside way about
him, that it is like talking with an old inti.
mate friend. He runs on from one theme
to another with the most sprightly exube.
rance—now discussing with hearty sympa.
thy the merits of Chaucer or Spenser, or
some other old and pointing out lo us
the beauty and true meaning of a favorite
passage—now bringing out the sentiment
of an ancient classical story, or dwelling
w his first i jong of the Arabian
ight's Entertainments—then, perhaps en-
tering into a curious speculation regardi
fﬁommld wish to have -wmnr,l§
kspeare, for instance, or Petrarch, or
Cromwell, or Sir Philip Sydney—or, in a
more gossiping vein, relating some charac-
teristic anecdote of Cowley, or Pope, or La.
dy Mary Wortley Montagu, or Col;leay Cib-
ber, or M, Centlivre; or ing snatch.
es of racy court scandal from the diary of
Samuel P Then he will get into a
philosophical hamor, and discourse
slow rise of the most rational opini
and quote wise and stately sentences
Lord Bacon's “Eassays,” or )'s <A
opagitica.” On another
to us when he is running over with news
the fields and the woods, and can of
nothing but Mayday, and May-poles, and

the ing flowers.
H’:u:&lo?v?m m’; description of the
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| digiovs moral power; it is a

| fluence the actions of men.

[ should say, as nearly as | could judge,
that ke must have been above five feet in
height, supposing him to stand erect. He
sat as upright asany man. Alier watching
him for a minute or two, and observing that
the calves of his legs were thicker and more
like those of a man than monkey's |

usually are, | quietly back and
called my wife. All this time | bad not
seen his face; however, as she came, one of
the parrots screamed, and the old gentleman
turned his head. His face was very dark,
with large whiskers and beard, and hair all
perfecily white; his body a light-brown, and
his face and hands peculiarly large. As
scon as he saw me he half rose, Imid both
hands on the elbow of the chair, and be.
gan to grin and show his teeth and spit

at me.

[ did not quite like it, as | was afraid he
might make a spring in my direction; yet
[ knew that my voice would at once fright-

_en him away, il' | raised the horrid unearth-

ly yoll used by the natives to scare wild
bessts, and which even the tiger will hardly
resist unless much by Eunger. Suill
[ felt more inclined o watch him. Once |
thought of going round the other way and
geuing my gun, but really he looked so
much like a man that | could not have shot
him. He continued to grin and spit until |
turned away, hoping he would resume his
former sedate position. As soon, however,
as be thought my eyes was off him he rose
leisurely from his chair, stepped slowly out
of the verandsh, caught Eold of a branch
of the banian.tree, and s himself up in.
toit. As he did this, | saw that he had a
long tail, so he could not, I believe, have
been an ourangoutang. Indeed | never
heard of them coming into this little island,
not, | think, into the district. | went into
my study and immediately nfierwards heard
him scuttling away over the house. | have
not seen him since, but if he comes back |
shall try to make friends with him by giving
him food, though I believe he belongs to
rather a treacherous family. " —Acland’s
Popular Account of the Manners and Cus-
toms of India.

Lavenrer.—Of the uses and benefits of
man’s risible faculty in human life we should
speak largely, if we bad the power to ex-
press them. The amount of enjoyment
that it causes, is only to be described by
those that can paint the blessings of sun-
shine, or the value of repose. In how
many sithations does it not smooth the in-
tercourse of life?! When we are thrown
la_nﬁong stra when we encounter our
ellows without the means of sympathizi
with them, a stroke of merriment is g
“touch of nature that makes the whole
world akin.” Laughter is a source of pro-
that
‘can inflict pain and torture, and laigely in-
It keeps vani-
ty, affectation, and singularity in check;
and can sometimes exterminate dignities
and abolish their worship. When opinions
have been disproved to the satisfaction of sll
men that can of truth, their last hold
of the human mind is generally dissolved in
floods of ridicule. Bul,ln the masters of
this weapon are not slways ified or
careful to discriminate the fll:lumlﬁun the
true, the best things have often to endure
the ordeal of being at. It wesmt
one tune said that ridicule isa test of truth;
which can only mean, that what cennot be
dethroned from the respect and worship of
Giog iein 1 2 st well sablibed,
ing ideas, is at Jeast i and
has ly some truth on its side. But
the opinions that dely ridicule in one age of-
;n sink under it in another.— Westmingter

eview..

-gm:;eﬂn)d'haﬁuem:lﬁ“w
ith one no
thlnlllhcyphnﬁlh-t,nﬂm
fully in a cypher, upon a seal or ring.
in names mnguld-l more
itself 10 a reflecting mind. Shen.
stone used to bless his good fortune that bis
name was not obnoxious o a pun. He
would not have liked to have been ¢
meated in the sane strain as a certam Mr.
Pegge was by an old epigrammatist.—
What wonder if driendship’s force doth lest
ﬂmlw-rp-d;-f Y:: have pegg'd it

Litle could he foresee, as Dr. Southey has
observed, that it was obnoxious o a rhyme
in French English. In the ol' Et-
menonville M.——- placed this inscription
to his honour,

This stone
To Willium Shenstoas,
o his writings he display’d
A mind natural ;
At Leasowes he laid
Arcadian greens raml.
Poor Shenstone more ridicu-

lous in the frontispiece o his own works,
has won the prize and is aboul 1o receive
the crown, he stands before Apollo in a shirt
and boa, as destitule of another less dispen.
sible part of dress as Adam in Eden, but
like Adam when innocent, not ashamed :

while the shirtless God holding a lyre in
one hand pre with the to place
a wreath of bay upon the brow of his de

lighted votary. father of Sir Joshua
Reynolds fancied that if be gave his son an
uncommon Christian name, it might be the
means of bettering his fortune; and there-
fore he had him christened Joshua. It does
not however thet the name ever
pmveﬂ as convenient 0 the lgi!ut painter
as it did o Joshua Barmes. He w0 whose
Barpesian labors Homer and Queen Es
ther, and King Edward 111. bear witness,
was a good man and a good scholar, and a
rich widow who not imprudently inferred
that he would make a good husband, gave
him an opportunity by observing to him
one day that Joshua made the Sun and
Moon stand still, and significantly added
that nothing could remst Joshua. The hint
was not thrown away—and he never had
cause (0 repent that he had taken, nor she
that she had given, it, * * | know not
whether it was the -minded author of
the ‘Worthies' and the *Church History of
Britamn” who pr as an epitaph for
himsell the words ‘Fullec’s E ' or
whether some one proposed it for him. But
it is in his own style of thought and feeling.
Nor has it any unbeseeming levity, like this
which is among Browne's poems —

Here lieth in sooth

Honest John Tooth

Whom Death on a day

From us drew away.
Or this, upon a Mr. Button.

Here lioth one, God rest his soul
Whese grave is but a buttou-hole.

Itis not a thing 10 be Tom'd or Bob'd,
Jack'd or Jim'd, Sam’d or Ben'd, Natty'd
or Batty’d, Neddy'd or Teddy'd, Will'd or
Bill'd, Dick'd or Nick'd, Joe'd or Jerry'd
as you go through the world. And yet it is
worse (0 have a Christian name that for its
oddity shall be in everybody’s mouth when
you are spoken of, as il it were pinned
upon your back, or labelled upon your
forehead. Quintin Dick for example, which
would have been still more unlucky if Mr.
Dick had bappened to have a cast in his
eye. The Report on Parochial Registra.
tion contains a singular example of the in-
couvenience which way arise from giving a
child an uncouth christian pame. A
gentleman called Anketil Gray had oc-
casion for & certificaie of his baptism ;
it was known at what church he had been
baptized, but on searching the register there
no such name conid be found . some mis
take was presumed therefore not in the en
try, but in the recollection of the parties,
and many other registers were examined
without success. At length the first register
was again recurred to, and then na
closer investigation, they fouad him entered
as Miss Ann Keule Grey. * * «J' o
toujours fort elonne,’ says Bayle, ‘gue les
familles qui portent un mem odiewz ou
ridicule, ne le quittent pas.” (Il have al.

where, in the heroic attitude of a poet who ||

fort of knowing
'iﬂlhmﬂlhﬂeiﬁﬂu'l

chant ships a cargo some
Rut goes with it. Great Britain “p::
colony in Botany Bay, Van lﬁm'. '
Land, or at the Swan River, Rat takes the
opportunity for colonizing also.  Ships gy
sent out upon & voyage of discovery,
embarks as a volunieer. He doubjed
::rm;ym(:.u w;:h Diaz, arrived st Malass
in uropean vessel with Gage
discovered the new world with ('olu.tm
and took possession of it at the sape tizhie
and circuninavigated the globe with Magel
lan and with Drake and with ka.—S\

ae

A Femare Amvv.—I may be permiieg
to make a few remarks on the army of %o
men—(the King of Dabomey's.) | i
certainly a surprising sight in an uncivi) ;g
country. | had, it is true, often heasd o
the King’s female soldiers ; but now | hese
seen them, all well armed. and generslly
fine, strong, healithy women, and doubijey
capable of enduring great fatigne. Tihey
scem to use the long Danish mesker w4,
as much ease as one of our grenadiers does
his firelock, but not, of course, with 1
same quickness, as they are nol wained 1,
any particular exercise, but, on eceiving
lhe\\’ﬂfd.. e an attack “ku:'.lpc&:ku:
hounds, with great swiliness. Of course
they would be useless against disciplined
troops, if at all approaching to the saue
oumbers.  Siill, their appearance is y.ur.
martial thalf the generality of the wep
and, il undertaking a campaign, | should
prefer the females 10 the male soldies o
this country —Duncan’s Travels in 4;
ra.

Narvrar Exoven—We have hewd 1hs
the enormous quanmy of indigo forced tp
on the market (or sale, has had & ood des
to do with making things look so verv Al
in the city.—Punch.

Our time in towns seems short 10 pess
and long to reflect upon; in the
the reverse.

inlry,

Friendship asd Love
“Oh! spoech is r to paint a difference
I feel 30 vast! Trust, heuer, tendernem—
The all that friendship ssks—compose not love’
Friandship still keeps distinetion
twain,
But lovers one!
Friends are two kings in dear comfedersscs
mwin'd,
That still rule separate empires; but in love,
Both realms unitad, take one name, one tongoe.
One law, one faith, one consequence, vus
crown!
Friends are two banks a kindly stream divides
Lovers—twin clouds into esch other bleat,
And bathed in the same benm. Friendsare ke
trees
That stand with arms enleced bat parted roots
But that we love is grafted ou our stem,
Fed with our sep, and nurtar'd by cur dews,
And wither'd in our blight."

Friemds ar-

4 AGRICULTURAL.

Newwy Discoveszs use oF THE SexrLowes —
Those most experienced in the cultivatioa of this
plaat, are sanguine that, with & proper soil asaa
proper cultivation, it is more profitable thas

ways been astonished, that families who
bear odious or ridiculous names, do not !
change them.) The Leatherheads and
Shuffiebottoms, the Higgenses and H .|
Yy, - T
shanks and s, laylors and
Barbers, and worse than all, Butchers,
would have been to Bayls as abominable as
they were to Dr. Dove. [ ought, the Dr.
would say, to have a more natural dislike
to the names of Kite, Hawk, Falcon and|
Eagle ; and yet they are 1o me (the first
excepted) less odious than names like
these : and even preferable 10 Bull, Bear,
Pig, Hog, Fox, or Wolf. What a name,
he would say, is Lamb for a soldier, Joy for
an undertaker, Rich for a t, or Noble
for a tailor: Big for a lcan or [i ogtun,md
Small for one who is broad in rear and
abdominous in the van. Short lor a fellow
siz feet without his shoes, or Long for him
whose high heels hardly elevate him to the
heighth of five. Sweet for one who has
either a vinegar face or a foxey complexion.
Younghusband for an old bachelor. Mer.
ryweather for any one in November or Feb.
ruary, a black ing, & cold summer, or a
wet autumn. for a person no
better than he should be : Toogood for any
human creature, and Best for a subject who
is perhaps too bad to be endured. Custom
having given to every Christian pame its
alias, he always used either the i

name or its substitute as it htppm:;‘:
his fancy, careless of what others might do.
Thus he never called any woman Mary,
though Mare he said beiig the sea was in
many respects but too emblematic of the sex.
It was better 10 use a of better
omen, and Molly therefore was to be prefer-
red as being ao&.lmlf he accosted a vizen
of that name in worst temper he molly.
fied her. On the contrary he never
could be induced to substitute Sally
for Sarah. Sally he said had a salacious
sound, and moreover it reminded him of
rovers, which women ought not 1o be.—
Martha he called Pauty, because it came

to the tongue.  Dorothy remained Y,
because it was neither fitting that woman
should be made Dolls, nor Idols. Scsan
with him was always Sue, because women
were to be sued, and Winifred Winny be.
cause they were 10 be won.”"—The Doclor.

A Max.—The man whom I call deser-
ving the name, is one whose and

and earth afford means of ishing it.
He is one who will naiihetw:ﬁm
by uspecious road, nor take an

to secure a real purpose.—
alter Seott. o=

Goon axp Ban Forroxs.—We are apt

evil
Sir

wheat or corn.  The seeds are more oleaginous
than those of the flax plant, and combine ibe
qualities for use of tha best olive oil; for burs-
ing, of the best sperm, without its smoke; and
for painting, it is said by painters who have
Ilie?dil, 1o be superior to linseed, snd It s mare
rapid In drying, equally easy in spreading sad
without forming a mach doa-zf coat. ?re:-ua
and eaten as artichokes, the young caps of this
plaat are very esculent and pleasing to the pal
ate; the stalks are a very excellent subatitute far
hemp or flax, and for bee pastu itis equal
1o any plant, yielding, from its luscious and
numerous neclaries, an abundance of the besmt
and most palatable honey. A writer In  one af
our exchanges, says that, on suitable seil, with
proper cultivation, it will yield om an avers
from 50 to 100 bushels of seed 1o the acre .“rn
five lo seven quarts of oil are calculsted on,
bushel. If this is not over-estimating I
ductiveness, and it can be raised as cheaply as
wheat or Indian corn—ordinarily coasdered iae
maost expeusive crop cullivated—the sun-dower
must be a profitable production.

Wa have heretofore cultivated it on a small
scale, usually in vacant spots by the feace, snd
::bt“- where the cultivation of other vage

wan ineligible; and so far us our sxpern
ence goes, it corroborates the above assertous
We find that the green ienves are very excr leat
fodder for cows, especially when l.h-?ud in our
pastures gels low in seasons of scarcity and
drought. We generally commence pluching
them in July, taking the lowest leaves first, aud
M{:‘:’ them out nt night; or If the scarcity of
of i» in the morn before turaing
them out the yvard. We have sometines
given them corn-toppings, and the leaves of e
sun-flower at the same time, and have found tha!
the latter are lavarisbly preforred. The seed
the sun-flower is & mest dewirable food for pes’
iry, its highly oleaginous nature wholly supe:
sediag the necessity of animal food. —Caltivates

Derespine ox a Siverr Cror—Some fur
mers whom we know, advocate the ides of éi-
viding the labor of in suwch a way that
but one kind of produce should be raised on s
farm or sactions of farms—such as hay, or jo
tatoes, &o. This is bad economy. Iin-;h
right and proper for farmer to conmier
:u: ity of his farm—what it is best fitted
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