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LITERARY EXAMINER. |She loved her country, and loved, too, all

ﬁ-? Genily,

gently!—It is better

To rule by’lon than fear—

Speak gently—lut no harsh words mar
The good we might do bere!

Speak gently! Love doth w
Thof:n that true hearts bind;

Aund geuntly friendship’s aecents flow;
u's voice is kind.

Speak gently to the little child!

Its love be sure to guin;
Teach it in sccents soft and mild;—
It msy not long remain.

Speak goutly to the young, for
i beremoug Ll
h an ¢ may,
"Tis full of anxious ur:.'y y

Speak gently 1o the aged one,
Grieve not the care-worn heart;
The sands of life are nearly run,

Let such in peacs depart’

Speak gently, kindly, to the ;
Lot no harsh lule’h Inudl;m“

1\-7 have eucugh they must endare,
Without an uakind word! .

Speak gently to the erring—kunow,
“q'.my’ have toiled in vain;

Perchsnce unkindness made them so,
Ob, win them back again!

Speak gently! He who gave his life
To bend man’s stubborn will,

When elements were firce with strifs,
Said 10 them, “Peace, be still,"”

Speak gently '—’tis a little thing
1{:@.:; l.i:;o the hu;t'- deep well;
good, joy, which it may bring,
Eternity {dl. d .

low

————
Experiences of Literniure and Lijerary Mea,
BY AN EX-EDITOR,

The vity of novels before they die
into forgetiulness, would be an amusing
branch of research for those versed in lite.
rary slalistics. How many we recollect
reading, of which diligent inquiry now can
develope no trace. Some die of their own
worthlessness, some of neglect, while the
longer lived are driven out of the field by
new aspirants for the honors of their pre-
decessors if not by superior merit. Scott
drew a veil of darkness over a host when
‘Waverly’ appeared.

Oue of the older works of fiction we
recollect about this time was the “Canter.
bury Tales’ of the Misses Lee, a joint pro-
duction, of which an edition appeared about
1805. Harriet and Sophia Lee kept a
Mng school at Bath, called the Belvi.
dere. Sheridan pauonised them; Sophia
wrote ‘The Recess,” one of the beter
novels of her time, which we used to read
in boyhood with delight. It was then a
work of twenty jears’ standing, pablished
originally in 1786. Harriet, the younger
sister, wrote a comedy, but was best known
by ber ‘Canterbary Tales," which came (o
a second edition in 1305. From one of
these Byron took the plot of his play of
‘Wemner.” They were the most popular of
her works. Sophia was said 10 have writ.
ten two of the stories. We remember
luiging home under our arm, the five
volumes of which they consisted, and de.
vouring the contents in secret. Jane Por.
ter's ‘Thaddeus of Warsaw” we have al.
ready mentioned. Her ‘Scottish Chiefs'
end ‘Pastor’s Fireside,” the last published
in 1815, did not so much please us—we
were ten years older, and perhaps less easy
0 be pleased. The ‘Hungarian Brothers’
and the “‘Recluse of Norway' were written
by Anna Maria, ber sister. We can only
remember we preferred the product of Jane's
pen to her sister’s. Robert Ker Porter, an
artist, who went 10 Russia sfterwards, and
ﬂ knighted there, painted a picture of the

tle of Agincourt, which crowds went to
see, ourselves among the rest. We were
much struck with the spirit it displayed in
the principal figures.

We remember that an exhibition was

n in Fleet.Street about the same time as
that of Mr. Porter's, of the pictures of
George Moreland, who had died about a
year belore. This we visited twice, struck
with the homely faithfulness 1o nsture of
moet of the paintings. There was a Thun.
der Storm among these pictures, which we
even now see in fancy, charmingly but
boldly dashed off.

From other novelists of that time, and
later times as well, Miss Edgeworth bore
the palm, and held it the longest. She
began about 1798, perhaps o year or two
before, and kept a well sustsined position
for a long period. Her “Castle Rackrent’
was her work we ever read, The
second production of this lady’s that fell in
our way was her ‘Essay on Irish Bulls.’
Her ‘Popular Tales’ were also deservedly
“popular.” Her 'Pau'onnge.’ which we
about 1815, was to any of

ing works, marked with
her uties and defects perhaps more
strongly. There was little to startle the
reader in her writings. No high flights of

us, nor were there any correspondi
S;'Edou.ford_:e was mtlhecm;e?f

never conceded indulgence where virtne
demanded corrective censure, Read with
3&. M.&qpl. n i:b:er Ib-u.et moods she
id not ease n less . She

never abandoned in her workt:q:':ymodem
novel writers do, some high moral end.—
She felt that amusement, unless conjoined
with the exalted object of moral improve.
ment, or teaching some useflol lesson, was
an unworthy sim of literature, and, to a
certain degree, & misapplication of a writer's
She sometunes, indeed, warred

-| the character of a philanthropist. Never

-|in character, dress, and custom. It may,

classes of its inhabitants. She never suffer.
ed the hollow pretensions of rank or wealth
to prevail over justice or sound morality.
She painted ber characters to admiration,
none could in accuracy her descrip-
tions, and all thet was good she colored
with gencleness and beauty. Her merit so
equable, the benevolent views, the prodi.
gality of her invention, and her sympathy
with ber Kind, must prevent her writi
from being forgotten. She had a crowd of
servile imitators, who proved sufficiently
that “none are ever imitation.”
Miss Owenson had then published *St.
Clair, or the Heiress of Desmond,” “The
Novice of St. Dominick,” and the ‘Wild
Irish Girl,” as we have mentioned. Her
‘Pariotic Sketches of lreland” were also

blished, we believe, before she chan

er pame, The ‘Novice of St. Dominick’
was a general favorite, and the rage to ob-
toin it et the circulating libraries was so
great that it was with difficulty that we ob-
tained it. This lady's wrilings were of va.
tious kinds, all stamped with that love of
country which marks the sex in the sister
island. We have not a vivid recollection
of the date of all her works, <Ida of
Athens’ subsequently published, was always
a great favonte of ours. It was full of
imagination, and touches of the romantic,
Lady Morgan wrote cleverly and with
iquancy on all subjects. There wes,

wever, epart from her novels, and par-
ticularly in her continental tours, too much
of attempt at offect, and a use of foreign
languages by no means in the best taste.
Shrewd, intelle:tusl, social, and of much
more varied reading than hersex in general,
Lady Morgan always made a sensation
when any of her works ap The
tyrant of Austrin, Francis, did her the honor
lo interdict her entrance into any part of
the Austrian dominions because she wrote
the truth fearlesaly respecting his actions or
those of wome of his subordinates. The
head of 34,000,000 of people with an
army of 500,000 men, was alarmed at the
truth from the pen of a feeble woman.—
This was sometbing of which any authoress
mught feel justly proud.

Clara Fgaave. who died nearly about
1806 or 1807 delighted us with *The Old
English Baron.” We were ignorant at the
time she had stolen her plot from Horace
Walpole, but had we known it we should
have been equally well pleased.

‘The Abbess,” a romance, by the forger
of the Shakspesre MSS., W. H. Ireland,
we well recollect perusing; neither did we
deem it the worst novel of the class and
time. It was road, and went, we believe,
through two editions. Ireland was a man
of middling height, with somewhat acute
festures and a florid complexion. His
forgery confessions were published in 1805.
Had the forgery not involved the character
of the father so much that he was said to
have died of a bioken heart in consequence,
the hoax would have been of less moment;
thet mischievous reprobate, Hook, would
have gloated over it. The success this
forgery met with and the division of opin.
ion about the authenticity of the pi:ys
showed up well the vanity of criticism.—
“Vortigern,” one of the forgeries, was acted
at Drury Lape, and might have passed
muster but for the judgment of Mr, Ma.
lone, and the publication of his detection
of the fraud. Lclaml did not want clever.
ness; he was ingenious but ill-principled.
He died in the Ring's Bench about twenty
years BEO.

“The Children of the Abbey,’ by Regina
Maria Roche, was a popular novel about
the end of the 15th century., It was read
with zest in our youth, and we well re-
member some of s scenes, It was as
good a specimen 8s can now be found of
what the novelreading taste was at that
time. ‘The Discarded Son’ was another
of this lady’s works, which appeared in
1806 or 1807, ‘The Children of the Ab.
bey’ is among the cheap editions of the
present day.

Perhaps no female author made more
noigs with less title to be deemed above the
ordinary class of writers of her day, than
Anna Seward, of Lichfield. Full of pre-
tension, aflected, and obscure, she was a
favorite of the hour, and is now meritedly
forgotten. Tt is difficult to find any produc.
tion of this lady's thet will bear a second
perusal. She wrote a sort of poetical novel
called ‘Louisa,” u life of Dr. Darwin, with
several mouodies and elegies which are
long since in the tomb of the Capulets. She
exhibited no powers of invention, and her
descriptive talemts were far surpassed in
many of the works of the Minerva Press
at that time, but she was the adopted child
of an evanescent fashion,

Pratt, in that day a nost voluminous
writer, now forgotten, among his other
works published a novel called ‘Emma
Corbet.” He also wrote a work entitled
‘Glesnings,” which made considerable noise,
but, as | remember, was little above com.
mon place. He had, or affected to have,

did one who wrote s0 much really write so
little worth reading. His novel had been
in circulation then for nearly twenty years
in the libraries, having beld its place,
through his contivual publications of all
sorts, keeping the author’s name alive.

*Queen Hoo Hall," a posthumous publica.
tion by Joseph Sirutt, author of ‘Rural
Games’ and the ‘Pastimes of the People,’
and not published for several years after the
writer's decease, foll into our hands by
accidental . This had been left
unfinished by the aathor. It deserves par-
ticular notice, because it was the first en.
deavor wo know of to embody a sory of
the olden time with correctness of keeping

therefore, be said 0 have led the way to
subsequent improvements in these respects.
As Macheth was once played in a bagwig,
so the old novelists gave modern dresses,

"gS | chan

£°d | bent of bis disposition; and

lensic D'laracil’s Habits and Appearance,
He was himsell a complete literary chac-
acter, & man who really passed his lifo in
his libeary. Even iage produced no
in thess habits; he rose to enter the
chamber whers he lived alone with his
books, and at night his lamp was ever lit
within the same walls. Nothing, indeed,
was more remarkable than the isolation of
this prolonged existence; and it could only
be accounted for by the united influence of
three causes: kis birth, which brought him
no relations or family acquaintance; the
ndependent fortune,
of his inheriting an i
which rendered unnecessery those exertions
that would have broken up his sell-reliance.
He disliked business, and he never required
relaxation; he was absorbed in his pursuits.
In London, his only amusement was 10
ramble among booksellers; il he entered a
club, it was only to go iulo the library. In
the country, he scarcely ever left his room
but to saunter in abstraction upon & terrace,
muse ovet & chapter, or coin a sentence.
¢ o .Otm the world has always been
fond of personal details, ting men
who have been celebrated, 1 will mention
that he was fair, with a Bourbon nose, and
brown eyes of extraordinary beauty and
lustre. e wore a small black velvet cap,
but his white hair latterly touched his should.
ers in curls almest as flowing as in his boy.
hood. His exwremities were delicate and
well-formed, and his leg, at his last hour,
as shapely as in his youth; which showed
the vigor of his frame. Latterly, be had
become nt. He did not excel in
conversation, in his domestic circle
he was garrulous. Oune of his last acts was
o compose some verses ol gay gratitude to
his daughter-in-lsw, who was his London
t, and to whose lively pen his
last years were indebted for constant amuse-
ment. He had by nature a singular vola-
tility, which never deserted him. His feel-
ings, though always amisble, were not pain-
fully deep, and amid joy or sorrow, the
philosophic vein was ever evident. He
more resembled Goldsmith, than any man 1
can compare him too: in his conversation,
hisapparent confusion of ideas, ending with
some [elicitous phrase of genius, his naivete,
his simplicity, not untouched with & dash of
sarcasm, aflecting innocence—one was often
reminded of the gifted and interesting (riend
of Barke and Johnson. There was; how-
ever, one trait in which my father did not
resemble Goldsmith—he had no vanity. —
When we |Jerrold's News| look at the sell-
lnudnlion quoted in the first paragraph, and
2t innumerable jother in the au-
thor’s writing, this conclusion may be doubt.
ed; or Mr. Benjamin 1)’lsraeli must auach
a very different meaning to the word ‘vani-
ty' from what others ascribe 10 it.}]— Pre-
face to the New Edition of the Curiosi.
ties of Luterature.

Frimitive and Modern Uhristlanity.

Christianity, as exemplified in primitive
limes, was an overflowing source of living
love to God and man, refreshing and fertili-
sing all the bauks between which it flowed,
amf manifesting ils virtues in every sphere
and in every department of everyday life.
It cennot be concealed that religion, as
displayed by us, is a much less noble thing.
It talks rather than performs. It is ever
busy in preparing itself—to do nothing in
perticular—ploming its pinions—but not
with a view 0 soar. The evils which lie
round its very door it saffers to remain—
when it essays enterprises of beneficence it
goes to the antipodes.— Nonconformist.

Liternry Preperty.

The £600 a year for ten years to M.
Macaulay, for ten year's copyright of the
first two volumes of his “History of Eng.
land,” is perhaps the largest sum ever
given for a work in two volumes. The
largest sum heretofore known to have been
rsid are—4,000 guineas to Washington

rving for his “Life of Columbus,” in four
volumes, octavo—2,000 guineas to Moore
for hia “Life of Byron,” in two volumes,
quarto—aod £8,500 for ten years to the
present Bishop of Oxford and his brother
for the “Life of Wilberforce,” in five vol.
umes, octavo, Mr, Roberts is said to have
received 3,000 gui for his “Life of
Hannah Moore,"” in five volumes, octavo,—
Mr. Twiss 2,000 guineas from his *Life
of Lord Elden,"—and Mr. Stauley some-
thing like 1,500 guineas, from his *“Lifo
of Dr. Arnold;” but these were receipts

upon the sale, not specific sums given by
the way of speculation like the payments
to Moore, lrving, Wilberforce Macau-

lay. The largest sum ever realized by
any one work whilst it continved o0 be
called a new lication, was £18,000,
the of Sir Walter Scott’s “Life
of Napoleon,"—the work of 12 months,
a?d.é_ruhlishnd in nine volumes, cclavo, in
1 “The Row” was literally beseiged
with demands for the “Life of Napoleon,”
as Stationers’ Hall used to be an “Almanac
Day”"—when the exclusive privilege of
printing almanacs belonged (o the Station.
ers’ Company.  Of large sums realized by
the sule of new works in a very short pe.
riod, several of the novels of Sir Walter
Scott and tbh: mgd“ of h{:i Dick.
ens t be instanced as probably, both
in n:::u’ and profit, exceeding l:nhlns
in literature since Sacheverel’s “Trial,” or
Dryden’s “Hind and Panther,”—the two
most remarkable instances of successful
blication recorded in the early history of
selling in this country. The *Life

of Columbus™ has not yet, we believe, paid
its expenses; the “Life of Byron"” was a
loss till its appearance in one thick volume

that fear often

apathy,—especially in a
cr:mu is 50 intensely resorved as a proud

Nagonies of its little heart, the

I : s
It must ever be earefully remem

child. No

and timid child; and the cases are few in
which the parents know anything 0:[ '-h;
1
nerves, the soulsickness of its days, the
horrors of its nights. It hides its miseries

under an nlppemnce of indifference or ob.
stinacy, till its habitual terror impairs its
health, or drives it into a temper of defi.
unce or recklessness. | can speak with
some certainty of this, from my own expe-
rience. | was as limid a child as ever was
born; yet nobody knew or could know the
extent of this timidity; for though abun.
dantly open about everything else, | was
&s secret as the grave about this, 1 had a
cdream at four years old which troubled me
to such an excess that | cannot now recall
it without & besting of the heart. 1 could
vot look up at the sky on a clear night, for
I felt as if it was only just above the tree
tops, and must crush me. | could not cross
the yard except et a run, from a sort of
loeling, with no real belief, that a bear was
after me. The horrors of my nights were
inexpressible. The main terror, however,
was a magic-lantern which we were treated
with once a year, and sometimes (wice,—
We used to talk of this exhibition as a pro-
digious pleasure, and | contrived to reckon
on it as such; but 1 never saw the white
cloth, with its circle of yellow light, with-
out being in acold prespiration from head
to foot. One of the pictures on the slides
was always suppressed by my father, lest it
should frighten the little ones,—a dragon’s
head, vomiting flames. He litle thought
that a girl of thirteen could be tenified by
this; but when I was thirteen,—old enough
W be put in charge of some children who
were to see the magic lantern,—this slide
was exhibited by one of my brothers among
the rest. | bhad found it bard enough to
look and laugh before; but now I turned so
feint that I could not stand, but by gras
ping a chair. But for the intensity of my
shame, | should have dropped. Much of
the benefit of instruction was lost o me
during all the years that | had masters: my
memory failed me when they knocked at
the door, and | could never ask a question,
or get voice to make a remark. [ could
never play o my music master, or sing with
a clear voice, but when | was sure nobody
could hear me. Under all this, my health
was bad; my bebavior was dogged and pro-
voking, and my temper becaroe for a time
insufferable. Its improvement began from
the year when | first obtained some release
from habitwal fear. During these critical
years | misled everybody about me by a
habit of concealment on this one subject,
which I am swe [ should not now have
strength lor under any indocement whatey-
er. ecnuse | climbed our apple wree, and
ran along the top of a high wall, and ok
great leaps, and was easily won by benev-
olent strangers, and because | was never
known t hint or own mysell afraid, no
one saspected that fear was at the bottom of
the immovable indifference and apparently
unfeeling obstinacy by which I perplexed
and snnoyed everybody about me. | make
these confessions wil!iuily. in the hope that
some inexperienced or busy parent may be
awakened by them to observe whether the
seeming apathy of a child be really from in.
difference, or the outward workings of some
hidden possion of fear.—Household Edu.
cation.

— ——

Of all hapry households, that is the hap-
piest where falsehood is never thought of.
All peace is broken up when ouce it ap-
pears that there is a liar in the house, All
comfort is gone when suspicion has once
entered; when there must be reserve in talk,
and reservation in belief. Anxious parents,
who are aware of lhegim of suspicion,
will place generous confidence in their chil-
dren, and receive what they say freely, an.
less there is strong reason to doubt the truth
of any one. If such an occasion should
unhappily arise, they must keep the suspi-
cion from spreading as long as possible; —
and avoid disgracing their poor child while
there is any chance of his cure by their
confidential nssistance. He should have
their pity and assiduous help, as il he were
saffering under some disgusting hodily dis.
otder. If he can be cured, be will become
doly grateful for the treatment. If the en.
deavor fails, means must of course be taken
o prevent his example doing harm; and
then, as | said, the family peace is broken
up, because the family confidence is gone.
I fear that, from some cause or another,
there are but few large families where every
member is altogether truthful. Some whe
are not morally guilty, are intellectually
incapable of accuracy. But where all
are 0 organised and so Lained as (o be
wholly reliable, in act and word, they are a
light toall eyes, and a joy to all hearts.—
They are a public benefit, for they are &
point of general reliance; and they are pri
vately blessed, within and without. With.
out, their life is made easy by universal
trust; and within their home and their
hearts they have the security of rectitude
and the gladoess of innocence, If we do
bot invoke wisdom, she will come and mul-
tiply such homes in our land.— Household
ucation, by Harriet Martineau.

A Scm from Whitiler,
“Gous hath the Bpring, with all its lowers
And gone the Summer’s pomp and showe,
And Autumn in his leafless bowers
Is walling for the Winter's snow.

*Isaid to Earth, soe cold and grey,
An Emblem of myself thou art:*

‘Not wot,’ the Earth did seem to say,
‘ForSpring shall warm my frozen heart.’

“] soothe my wintry with dreams
Ol'nm: San u:l:an Rain,

And wait to hear the sound of Streams
And songs of merrie Birds aguin,

ion of scenes to which she was not language, and customs to ancient chanc. | with double columns; and the “Life of “But thou, from whom the S,
miliarised, and failed. Her plots were not | ters, or those intended to be such. Strutt, \Vibufo:m."ilhwdlinowu,ulbuvy Fnrwhoath.?lomnpl:i:&h:::..u'
slways sufficiently varied. She did not| with his profound knowledge of our ancient | failure. Mr. Macaulay’s annuity is, there. | W hostandest, blighted and forlorn,
fully admit the combination of the great | manners, was admirsbly qualified to com. | fore, a lottery with the Messes. .|  Ldke Autumn waiting for the snow:
virtues and vices seen in some energetic [ mence a beneficial reform in this respect, | The best and most remunerative books in| “No is thine of sunnier hours,
e e g e T B b Tt o | RS
was e of evi time of H I. The principal charac. « west prices.— m. s & "
& oatursl law and thsmm mmx.:fm«. ItT#ﬁmu _:_:m AR RO RIS s duge,
ohict she might otherwise ~produce.— | that Strutt did not live 1o complete his task, A Comsctentions Chlld The Burial of the Beantiral,
She had, perbaps, & fear of creating admi- | which was not well ttos conclusion| 1 knew a little boy in who | ¥ here shall the dead and the beautiful sieep?
vation for what was of evil tendency. | by another hand. We nofunlhanﬂ. had no particular taste for the alphabet, but | W ere e winc of tae aar o £ 1P o ooP
&n-ﬂmhmo{mﬁlfd of Strutt as & sort of herald to Scott, in hi tolearn it, as a matier of course,|
by analogous means. She might fai “Mwwﬁm'i any pretence of relish. One day | Where the stream is flowing nigh,
this account of effecting her ﬂb::uwith and custom. had no claim to genius, | his lesson was, for some reason, rather short, 3""’.&:"""‘"""""“5"’“"
inert sensibil:ties, that could only be touch- but, deeply reed in our national antiquities, | His conscience was not satisfied. When wu:::ﬁ..:::t;: ‘:-m-:-:’:-
od by contrasts, but upon the|thus iously became a reformer of our | his elder brother was dismissed, Willie Nw-uuo'umfommh'udu
# “'her readers she would be|school of romance writers, Hstﬁdmhnghthillmupiu,bmwhu In the vale where the sparkling waters flow;

etctive, We do not mean that she| 1802. If we recollect right, his romance |not wanted, and play. The little |y hore the fairest, ariicst violets grow;
was not sometimes improbable and extrava. | did not unti] 1809, and made a|fellow sighed; ﬂnﬂ lh‘i& thought w“”“:.f,’:‘m“...“ﬁ.’,,‘:'“
geat, bal, for_ ibe most part, ber naratives| considersble noise. We wero enraptured [siruck him. (I think 1 sce. bim nou " ¢ '
were stamped with icity in an emi. | with its ioformation. frock, with his thoughifl o oiat audoad end the bountiful shesy?
nent Sbuuuwhnnuia&j! ‘We cennot pretend (o give these remarks ) E-nid!.?lly.' illie w.....',;':'.’!......".'.‘;"‘.,".,,.“".,..""..,.',,
of passion, for she ever seemed | in i order, but rather in that |say Iliulf.'.".{hwidhh rest, "

‘with an innate feeling for what wis| succession ; . orner, put his book on | In , over the sleeper’s breast;
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in which they have
ey
i i to
ey establish
their mother couniry.
is found to have no affinity with the
ie; but it bears a strong resemblance
to that of Hindoostan; andnninrgml n
Christendom followed at no great interval
of time the period when Timour ravaged
and deso _
on the wretched natives of |
wmight have very probably induced thew (o
amigrate in vast numbers, 3
Whether this latter be cor-
rect or not, it is difficult 10 _ mine; it is,
however, a fact that the gipsies exist as n
distinct and numerous caste in Asis; and
during a recent visit to the ofDmn- , 1
chanced (o have an opportunity ol seeing a
large tribe of these singular outcasts, n'!in
came down [rom the mountains (o pay &
rude homage to the governor, by exhibit
far.off ages, have been the heritage of their
race.
For this purpose the? were assemb-
led outside the governor's bungalow at
Dahpooree, in a large open space, bounded
on one side by the broad stream running
through the in which the residence
is built, and on the other by a hedge of giant
jessamine, the post of a Hindoo sentinel.
The whole population of the neighboring
lile village was assembled, and covered
every part of the ground, sitting, afler their
own strange fashion, on their hecl:.h:nd all
sping with intense on the space
?ef't'nesnr the wnndl% formances
of their admired sorceries. the simple
fmith with which they were prepared to wit-
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‘he Esat, s pelties | juggler and his golden balls. Some of the

ing before him the magic aits which, from | points
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ich followed it-—the

-hiu;bmﬁ:’ym
ing “magas.” For the most part they were
muﬂ very ugly, and their chiel clever.
ness appeared 10 consist in making a foun-
tain of their nose, [tom which they show-
ered in 3 conutinuons streamn the water they
&owhmthdxmlhlmaandh'nbe.
Swordsmen followed, and really display-
ed the most wonderfal skill with their weap-
ons. When their fencing was concluded,
they made a huge pile of their swords, the
ints being and over it
i B g
i men
ing cocoa nuts with their heads; a feat
which achieved by throwing the huge
fruit high into the air, and ing it on
their skulls, which were certaini f::;lllb.
thickest, ns, though they sounded Y,
they did not hurt by a blow which
mudtho.mrofthom By
the time they bad finished their employ-
ment of putcracking, the sun had neariy
set, and the burra sahib after 10Us com-
mendations, and a very Li backsheesh,
dismissed her Majesty's gipsy lieges though
they assured us had many excellent
tricks still in store. We were, however,
weary, and believed the actors must be so

ness the spectacle, we had no doubt, both | t00; therefore further proffers were declin-
from the expression of their countenances |ed, to lhu( great surprise, as we were told;
and our knowledge of their extreme super- | for the native princes or chiefs can never
stition; for near our seats stood a young | have enough of similar exhibitions, and tax
Hindoo mother, carrying an infant whose |the poor creatures’ powers almost beyond
tiny ankles were ticd up in o ve | endurance when they are thus be.
it from the effects of the “evil eye,” which |fore them. 'The exh:bu!on had greatly
is peculiarly baneful when blue—and we |amused us, both for the skill of the people
tiad unhappily admired the little creature [and the picturesque effect of their wiid ap.
on the previous day. and costume. Their own appa-

It was about three in the afiernoon, and | rent faith in the incantations they muttered,
the sun, still glorious in the cloudless, |and the Lul godem bestowed on their
lowing sky, poured a flood of light upon | powers by the native ve &
:hu whsle yscg::e. which was highly pie-|reality to the scene which no E:;!iah
turesque. In a few seconds the circle by | jugglery can ever possess. The sword ex.
the veranda was occupied by an aged wiz- | ergise and cocoa-nut breaking were accom-
ard, and an assistant beating a tomtom, or | panied by shrill, animated, and exciting

drum. He placed a small pan of lighted
chareonl on one side, and cast into it a few
grains of incense, muttering at the same
Lume an incantation. A wicker basket, of
about the size used to hold a baby’s ward.
robe, was then brought forward, and our
gipsy informed us that it was his intention
to puta baba (youth) into it; alterwards to
change huu intwo a pigeon or dove, and make
him fly off withersoever we chose. The
trick did not promise (o be very difficuly;
but we thought differently when we saw
the candidate for the metamorphosis. He
was o wll, fice looking lad of sixteen or
seventeen, spparently much too big to oc.
cupy the space assigned him; but the wizard
approaching, threw him on the ground, tied
his feet to lus hand, and literally doubling
him together, dropped him into 2 sort of
cabbage.net, which be fostened over his
bead, He then brought him round for us
to examine the strange prison ; and, certain.
ly it appeared a clear case of “I can't get
out,”  He was consigned to the basket,
and a cloth thrown over him, both of course
being much raised and distended by the
captive they covered. The wizard now
began a solemn promenade round the bask et
to the soond of the tom.tom, mutterring
mysteriously the while, By degrees the
cloth and basket shrank down, growing
smaller and smaller, till the latter appeared
empty; then the lid was gently raised, and
the net and ligatures thrown out; a second
circuit made by the old gipsy effected the
promised translation, and a white pigeon
fluttered from the basket, and directed its
flight (as we desired) 10 Poonah. 'The en-
chanter now affected great amazement,
called on the boy to co:: forth, raised and
shook the basket, and finally producing a
long naked sword, thrust it with load 'giu
apparently into every crevice of the wick-
er-work. He then turned, and called in
the direction of Poonah, which was only
seven miles off, was answered from a dis
tance by the best ventriloquism 1 ever
heard. This was a summons for the lad
to return, He, or rather the pigeon, obeyed.
The basket began to swell again, the cloth
rose, and the young gipsy sprang forth,
leaving us in admiration of his wonderful
power of sel{.compression; as how he could
have folded himself into so small a space,

P™ | we were unable to conceive, or how he

avoided the sharp point of the sword.

traordinary, and more difficult; indeed 1
could not have believed it, had I ot wit.
nessed it mysell. A young man

forward, and by the assistaace of one of
the Parsees, who acted as interpreter, in.
formed us, “that though it was not ususl
for the eyes to work as the hands did, he
would for onee, and to show his respect,
&c., for the burra sahib (great man) use
them in a similar manner.” A huge pi
of stone, two or three feet thick and square
was then placed before him, to which two

|

rongly attached, havi
at the ends a swall round piece of tin, the
size and s of a sixpence. Lifting his

eyelids, and rolling the ball of the eye on
one side in a most ex i

manner,
he stooped, inserted these coins inside the
lid on the eyes, and closed the lid on them.

His hands were then bound behind him,
and raising himselfl slowly, he

rwndlolholmld’h&waiu. How
ong he would have continued to hold it |
cannot tell, for thelulin?ngn
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The second exhibition was far more ex. |-

lifted the huge mass by the eyelids from the | *

cries, Of their skill in paimistry we were
unable to judge, as we did not understand
their language; but we were told that their
prophetical gifis are very similar to those of
their European brethren.

About three or four days afterwards, s
we were returning (rom a drive, we met
the whole tribe on their march back to the
mountains. The road was narrow, and
they were therelore obliged 10 move to one
side, passing 18 a long-continved and most
picturesque file, beneath the sweet mimosa.
trees that bordered the way. One might
almost have fancicd himself living in the
age of the Patriarchs, and witnessing the
journeyings of a people, as he gazed on
them.n%:o stroug men came fust, each
armed with a tall staff; then the women,
bearing their infants on their hips, or lead.
ing the young children by the hand; oid
crones and “ancient men" followed, with
such cattle as they possessed, and bundles,
containing, as we supposed, their ¥
They all salaamed us with kindryma:';u
as they glided by; and we waiched them
with considerable interest for some time,
the great plain they traversed permitting us
o see them till they were lost in the dim
though brief twilight. We never saw the
gipsies of the Deccan more; but we have
often thought and talked of them, and re.
gretted that the energies they displayed, and
the toil by which they must have brought
many of their performances w perfection,
had not been more worthily employed and
better directed. They follow strietly the
wise injunction, “Whatseever thy hand
findeth w0 do, do it with all thy might;”
though unhappily their hand, 1 h
ance, finds little to do that is ulo'fnhme.
coming rational beings; and they are thus
far o those who, living n the
light of civilisation, never exert the capa.
bilities, whether mental or physical, which
their Creator has bestowed. Many aslug-

might thus | Progress

ﬁ:—::f our enlightenod
ive & useful lesson; from the wild ipsies
of Hindoostan. ’
Sirect Scemes of Turin.
The following is an extract of a lettor from

an Eoglish gentleman, at Turin, dated 12th
January, 1849.—

I 'gnuu...m',. A hardy huatery

Mmountlej
M are N.‘h, but ﬂc“:m‘

Like their rocks, with negsy
Or, I slaves are still aroyyg ;: e
I will hide mysel{ sway '

In some recess, aud, Snuotic

Wateh by night mlm.._::’_“,
No more sighs thea—

la this paruiag (;n.:un::;:‘“lﬁ

Here is bondege—the Deste
There the soul e

Cast off mooriags’ 1 '
Now my h-nw:;’:::gm

The Clvilised Man nnd e o

It -ould-prp-u that the fine; !:".
mate, and the fewer man’s »
be sinks wwards the condition of , |

. the natives .
the night no huts, even of %mmm
set up. A few wihs of dr)' 2ras onls
marked the spot where, bemde » small fy,
each person had sat folded "P'J’ithei&
ial letter N. but wilth the beud lel'linm. s
the hﬂeel. and tha whole person ;% ‘
the feet and thigh joints, clasped -,;,E;;;:
by the hands grasping each aakle. T,
occupetion during the dsy was anly e
lowing in 8 moddy hole, iy 6o i'cgu:
cleaner than swine. The) bave no _.J;‘ -
any mc-_-'zy for wnhias ibemse|vey _;
tween their dinh and their grave, wh.
groping in mad for worms, with hasds 4,
have alwsys an unpleasast, fishy g 2
clings strangely to whateve: they gt _
The child of civilisation that woyld Far
even a shoe or & swckiog with one sy -
that mud would probably L« whipt b5 e
nurse. Savage children are no sublec: o
that sort of restisint.  Whetber schoq, 4,
cipline may have anything 10 do with .
difference »0 remaikable Detween e o
mal spirits of civilised children of Civilised
parents, and those of savages, | shall na,
no remark, but that the buoyancy of o
and cheetfulness of the youth sugnzw o
savages of Australia seews 10 render ey
agreeable companons 1o the sen on 5
hunting excursions almost ss swwn o
can run abow. If the naturaiist looks oy
the mouth of a savage he finds ivors wet
a clean tongue, and sweet breath b o
the mouth of 2 white specimen of < ja,
or, indeed, less, age, it s 100 © one but bs
would discover only impurity o decss,
however clean the shoes and stockings wa,
or however fne the floar of which bis or
her food had consisted. What, then »
civilisation ic the economy of tbe bumas
animal’ one is led 10 inquice. A fizle
flection atfords & sausfaciory snswes. (4.
vated man despises the perishable substaccs
and pursues the immortal shadow. A: 7af
gratification is tansient and dull comparsd
to the aoquisition of koowiedge, the pau
fication of wind, the captures of the pos,
or the deligh of the emthumast, however
unaginary. It is wue that, amongs civ.
lised men, substance is still tepresnied >
the yellow ore, and that the votanesof
beauty ‘bend in silken slavery’, bu we
not beauty or gold as dust in the balauce,
substantial though they be, when wezted
in lofty minds against glory or mmmoraly’
When the shadow he pursues is worth more,
and is more enduring than the substasce,
well might it be sad that ‘Man s but »
shadow, and life a dream."—Colomed Sv
J. Mitchell's Expedition to the Intervr ¢
Thropical Australia.

Numes of Newspajpars.

All newspapers love advesusements, o4
therefore a great proportion of thew e
styled “Advertisers.’ ‘Chronicles,” ‘Her
alds,” ‘Journals,” and ‘Gazettes’ we very
vumerous. They are usually edied by me
of good business qualities, who think at
they have a great deal o do for the pudlic
service, and that the wheel of conuperasi
would bardly wmove on wibost
them. ‘Guardians’ emanate from a clam
of kind, considerate creatures, who beievs
that they have much to do in the curedl

lic morels. There are a few ‘Fre
resses,” and about as many ‘| ndependenss,
who, in their several ways, believe sl lree
dom and i ndence are supporied 15
their columns, and hold strong opus:oes

the prostration of the press in geoert.
are various kinds o!p-i'l\m' “ng.
“Times,' Tory “Times, Radical ‘Times,
and Neutral “Times.' Oue of these eciipses
all the others, and seems to try W ouiseip
time itself, by frequently issung Doceis
‘Times," There are soveral ‘Mercur
whether they derive their names fom 2y
thology or medicine, is a mauer of lute
un . 10 all of them guicksiver
le. A few ‘Sandards’ are %t P
on behall of various principles; they bave
been found to stand-bard whereves bey
have been erected. Ak with thess &
two or three ‘Banners." * we
modest class of public Iﬂt.n:.(lb!!‘ are
iet and respectable i their beansd,
not exhibit strong political features —
There are a good many ‘Conservatives, ;
higs,” and a less number of ‘Pats o
OF ‘Sons,’ Stars, snd ‘Cometn, e o

a few, but only one ‘Lomisary " The mos
i ‘s the ‘Flyeg
Pu.: There are abuo* | nombes o

-nﬁhm-ﬂmhmmﬂy of laws, Justico
dnp-_-bmemhhthﬁm. 0| of the ‘-?,.':ﬁm of *W iLoessed,
'w:ﬂa call is at least & haom-|a bluff old ‘John Ball,’ s wodest ‘Look
less folly; but to cherish and feed a mino- eron,” and two or Spectators.” Ther®
taur like this, to foster %0 upas.like a class | is i a keen ‘Lancer,’ The laiisr 0o
in the bosom of the nation, is,—unay, with | 1o be printed in red ink.—The Fomii
what words shall | stigmatiss the madness? Friend.
Itis worthy of a whose ignorant
fears and timorous ity lead 0 main. SR T
army of priests and friars, — “w.w’-
And yet, they live, and danee, and flourish, | c2ttered through Ireland, wi ting—
dark brown hair, having a golden oy
&mlﬁhd*bmmhlﬂﬂnnhdina-ﬁfml
serve for pleasantry and farce. Ml&l:h“-;wﬁﬂ'“
fierceness, with inability and impotence, hﬁﬁhn*-iﬂm':‘.
makes the highest fidicule.— Shajlesbury and chin are exquisite; he
lnul*ah-l couch “ﬂl*d“::éhl‘
a whereupon to dark eye contains %0
rest ad estlens st O | love 1t eally hocaka. the whale oo
terrace for a and -u-....u!-ﬂ:qu-ﬂ"*’
(o walk up and down with a fair of parts. * The man is equally
ﬂmdmhhp-l hn‘u: . . Ma‘?:‘
itsell op om; or & or race on
ol T Lo oy P
. : a
the glory of the Creator and the relief of |, .'.-
alalid R i
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