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P R E F A C E . 

THE opportunities presented in this volume for the 
practice of all the characteristics of a good reader are 
many and important, and the selections themselves, made 
as they are from so great a number of authors whose 
works are well known and highly estimated, while they 
subserve the purpose for which they have been arranged, 
can not fail to inform the understanding, improve the 
taste, and cultivate the heart. 

In Part First, the important principles of Orthoepy 
and Elocution are comprehensively and systematically 
arranged, and accompanied by copious and lucid exam-
ples, illustrating their use and application. 

In Part Second, while the exercises in leading have 
been graded in a systematic manner,^presenting the sim-
plest pieces first in order, it will also be found that a 
strict classification has been preserved with regard to the 
nature of the subjects. Many of 'the pieces have never 
before appeared in any reading-books; and, in most <>i 
those which are not entirely new, s<*me new feature will' 
be found to give freshness and peculiar adaptation.^ 

It has been our especial aim, while in tppdu^gThrea t 
variety of the choicest literature of the English'language 
into this work, to reject such pieces as, from the nature 
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of their subjects, would not be understood by the pupils 
for whom the book has been prepared. 

Great pains have been taken to indicate the pronun-
ciation of all words liable to be mispronounced, where 
they occur; and in notes, placed for convenience at the 
bottom of each page, will be found full explanations of 
difficult or uncommon words, not only by their appro-
priate synonyms, but, wherever necessary, by an extend-
ed paraphrase. Biographical sketches of noted persons 
whose names occur in the reading exercises, and expla-
nations of classical allusions, are also given in the notes. 

It remains to be stated, that, while this volume ap-
pears as a constituent member of a series^it has been 
so arranged that it may be profitably nsed either in con-
nection with the members of its own family, by itself, 
or with any other series of reading-books. 
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E L O C U T I O N . 

ELOCUTION is the delivery of extemporaneous or written 
composition. Its more general divisions are A R T I C U L A -
TION, SYLLABICATION, A C C E N T , E M P H A S I S , INFLECTION, M O D -
ULATION, a n d P A U S E S . 

SECTION I , — A R T I C U L A T I O N . 

D E F I N I T I O N S . 

1 . AETICULATION is the distinct utterance of the Oral 
Elements, in syllables and words. 

2. O K A L E L E M E N T S are the sounds that, uttered sepa-
rately^ or in combination, form syllables and words. 

3 . E L E M E N T S A R E PRODUCED by different positions of 
the organs of speech, in connection with the voice and 
the breath. 

4 . T H E P R I N C I P A L O R G A N S OF S P E E C H are the lips, teeth, 
tongue, and palate. 

5. VOICE IS PRODUCED by the action of the breath upon 
the larynx.1 

6 . E L E M E N T S A R E DIVIDED into three classes: eighteen 
Tonics, fifteen Subtojiics, and ten Atonies. 

7 . TONICS are pure tones produced by the voice, with 
but slight use of the organs of speech. 

8 . SUBTONTCS are tones produced by the voice, modified 
by the organs of speech. 
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9 . ATONICS are mere breathings, modified by the or-
gans of speech. 

1 0 . V O W E L S are the letters that usually represent the 
Tonic elements, and form syllables by themselves. They 
are a, e, i, o, u, and sometimes y. 

1 1 . A D I P H T H O N G is the union of two vowels in one 
syllable; as, oi in oil, ou in our. 

12. A D I G R A P H , or improper diphthong, is the union 
of two vowels in a syllable, one of which is silent; as, 
oa in loaf. 

1 3 . A T R I P H T H O N G is the union of three vowels in one 
syllable; as, eau in beau, ieu in adieu. 

1 4 . CONSONANTS are the letters that usually represent 
either Subtonic or Atonic elements. They are of two 
lands, single letters and combined, viz.: b, c, d, f, g, h, 
j, k, 1, m, n, p, q, r, s, t, v, w, x, y, z; fh Subtonic, th 
Atonic, ch, sh, wh, ng. 

The term Consonant, literally meaning sounding with, is applied to these 
letters and combinations, because they are rarely used in words without 
having a vowel connected with them in the same syllable, although 
their elements maybe uttered separately, and without the aid of a vowel. 

1 5 . COGNATES are letters whose elements are produced 
by the same organs, in a similar manner: t h u s , / i s a 
cognate of v ; h of g, &c. 

1 6 . A L P H A B E T I C E Q U I V A L E N T S are letters, or combina-
tions of letters, that represent the same elements, or 
sounds; thus, i is an equivalent of e, in pique. 

T A B L E OF O R A L E L E M E N T S . 1 

1 . TONICS. 

ä or à, as in âge, àte. 
ä or â, " ât, land, 

â, " ârt, ârm. 
â, " âll, bâll. 

â,2 as in b are, câre. 
â,3 « âsk, glâss. 

ë or è, " hè, thèse, 
ë or è, " êlk, ènd. 

hër, vèrse. ; 4 « 
1 First require the pupils to utter an element by itself, then to pro-

nounce distinctly the words that follow, uttering the element after each 
word—thus: âge, à ; àte, i : ât, i ; lând, i , &c. Exercise the class upon 

TABLE OF ORAL ELEMENTS. 1 3 

ï or i, as in ice, child. 
Ï or i, u ink, înch. 
ö or Ô, « old, home. 
ö or ö, « on, bond. 

Ô, « dö, prove. 
ü or ù, « cube, cure. 
ü or û, (.( bud, hush. 

û, ( ( full, push. 
ou a our, liowse. 

2 . S U B T O N I C S . 

as in babe, orb. 
d, « did, dim. ff, « SW, M-
j, <( jo in, ^oint. 

te ¿ake, ¿ane. 
m, « mild, mind. 
n, a warne* nine. 
ng, u gang, sa ng. 

bar. 
with, 
uice. 
wise. 
ye s. 
gase, 
glazier 

3 . ATONICS. 

/ , as in / u n e , f i f e . 
h, " Aark, Aarm. 
k, " X-ind, &iss. 
p, " pipe, pump, 
s, " same, sense. 
t, " tart, ¿oasi. 
th, " ¿/tank, jowth. 
eh, " chase, mar ch 
sh, " s/tade, s/take. 
wh, " whale, white. 

r, as in rake, 
ft, « this, 
v, K t'ine, 
w, it wake. 
V, 

« yard, 
e, « sest, 
z, « azure. 

the above table, till each pupil can utter consecutively all the Oral ele-
ments. The attention of the class should be called to the fact that tha 
first element, or sound, represented by each of the vowels, is usually 
indicated by a horizontal line placed over the letter, and the second 
sound by a curved line. After each pupil can utter correctly all the ele-
ments as arranged in the table, numerous class exercises may be formed 
by prefixing or affixing Subtonics or Atonics to the Tonics, in the follow-
ing order: Bi, bi, b l , b4, bi , b£; U , bJ, bS; bl, bf; b6, b&, b3; bu, bi , 
bu; bou : 4b, Jb, Sb, 5b, &c. These exercises will be found of great 
value, to improve the organs of speech and the voice, as well as to 
familiarize the pupil with different combinations of sounds. 

J The fifth element, or sound, represented by a, is its first or Alphabetic 
sound, modified or softened by r. 

* The sixth element represented by a, is a sound intermediate between 
as heard in at, ash, and a, as in arm, art. 
' The third element represented by e, is e as heard in end, modified or 

softened by r. I t is also represented by i, o, u, and y; as in bird, word, 
burn, myrrh. 

• K may be trilled before a vowel. In that case, the tip of the tongue 
Js made rapidly to vibrate. 
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First require the pupil to pronounce distinctly tho word containing 
the Atonic element, then the Subtonic Cognate, uttering the element 
after each word—thus: lip, p; orb, b, &c. The attention of the pupil 
should be called to the fact that Cognates are produced by the same 
organs, in a similar manner, and only differ in one being an undertone 
aud the other a whisper. 

ATONICS. SCBTONICS. 

lii>, P or&, b. 
f\fQi f- vase, -o. 
white, wh wise, w. 
save, s seal, 2. 
sAade, sh azure, z. 
charm, ch Join, j. 
tart, t did, 'd. 
thing, th this, fh. 
kink, k (jig, g. 

A L P H A B E T I C E Q U I V A L E N T S . 

1 . TONIC ELEMENTS. 

For a, aa, ai, au, ay, e, ee, ea, ei, ey; as in Aaxon, 
gain, gauge, stray, melee', great, vein, they. 

For a, ai, ua; as in plaid, guaranty. 
For k, au, e, ea, ua; as in haunt, sergeant, heart, 

guard. 
For a, au, aw, eo, 0, oa, ou; as in fault, hawk, George, 

cork, broad, bought. 
For a, ai, e, ea, ei; as in chair, there, swear, heir. 
For e, ea, ee, ei, eo, ey, i, ie; as in read, deep, ceil, 

people, key, valise, field. 
For b, a, ai, ay, ea, ei, eo, ie, u, ue; as in any, said, 

says, head, heifer, leopard, friend, bwry, guess. 
For e, ea, i, 0, ou, u, ue, y; as in earth, girl, word, 

scourge, bum, guerdon, myrrh. 
For i, ai, ei, eye, ie, oi, ui, uy, y, ye; as in aisle, sleight, 

eye, die, choir, guide, buy, my, rye. 

SPELLING BY SOUNDS. 1 5 

For 1, ai, e, ee, ie, o, oi, u, ui, y; as in captain, pretty, 
been, sieve, women, tortoise, busy, build, hymn. 

For o, au, eau, eo, ew, oa, oe, 00, ou, ow; as in haut-
boy, beau, yeoman, sew, coal, foe, door, soul, blow. 

For 6, a, ou, ow ; as in what, hough, knowledge. 
For o, ew, oe, 00, ou, u, ui; as iu grew, shoe, spoon, 

Bowp, rude, fruit. 
For u, (au, eu, ew, ieu, lew, ue, ui; as in beauty, feiid, 

new, ad ieu, \iew, hue, juice. 
For u, 0, oe, 00, ou; as in love, does, blood, young. 
For u, 0, 00, ou; wolf, book, could. 
For ou, ow; as in now. 
For oi (ai), oy; as in boy. 

2 . SUBTONIC AND ATONIC ELEMENTS. 

For f, gh,ph; as in cough, njmph. 
For j, g; as in gem, gin. 
For k, c, ch, gh, q; as in cole, con ch, lough, etiquette. 
For s, c; as in cell. 
For t, d, th, phth; as in danced, TAamcs, phthisic. 
For v,f,ph; as in of, Stephen. 
For y, i; as in pinion. 
For z, e, s, x ; as in suffice, rose, aebec. 
For z, g, s; as in rouye, osier. 
For ng, h ; as in auger, bauk. 
For ch, t ; as in fusiian. 
For sh, c, ch, s, ss, t; as in ocean, cAaise, sure, assure 

mariial. 

S P E L L I N G BY S O U N D S . 

The following words are arranged for an exercise in Spelling, by 
sounds. The names of the letters are not to be given; but the elements 
are to be produced separately, and then pronounced in connection, thus: 
v i s t , pronounced vast; arm—arm; his t—host ; m3v—move, &c. 
The attention of the pupil should be especially directed to silent letters, 
or those that are not sounded in words where they occur. In the fol-
lowing exercise they appear in italics. We would impress it especially upon 
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the teacher, that the best way to secure a distinct and forcible articula-
tion is to give the pupil a daily exercise of this kind. 

save, wàve, fat, man, àrm, pàrt. 
hâiz, wârm, pârë, tare, grass, vâst. 
scène, glèbe, têst, deJt, hêr, fèrn. 
pine, bide, limi, ring, gold, host. 
gròt, bônd, mòve, prove, mute, pure. 
durai, hunt, mi, push, loud, house. 
bl kze, blând, glide, glimpse, brass, brânch. 
drouth, grand, grant, skulk, spark, spend 
start, 6tàre, flash, flesh, plum, slide. 
fràine, print, tramp, smash, strand, swarm 
vein, cork, Aeir, said, girl> word. 
been, ' beau, what, blood, wolf, prow 

E R R O R S I N A R T I C U L A T I O N . 

E R R O R S IN A R T I C U L A T I O N arise cliiefly, 
1. From tlie omission of one or more dements m a 

word; as, 

an' for an d. swâ'm for swarm. 
fri en's « friends. wâ'm u w&rm. 
fiel's u fields. s'rewd tt sArewd. 
wil's u wilc?s. s'rill 11 sArill. 
còl' ly 
kin' ly 

it coldly. w'irl it w/iirl. còl' ly 
kin' ly u kind ly. w'is per a wAis per. 
blin' ness a blind ness. be in' !'ft be in^. 
fae's ti facfe. sing in' (C sing in«7 
raf's « rafts. chick'n (' chick en. 
sof'ly it softly. kitcli'n il kitch en. 
bòl's it bolfe. trav'l tt trav el. 
cen's it cenfc. nov'l tt nov el. 
ac cep's « ac cepfe. learn'd u leara ed. 
at temp's 
pòs's 

« at tempos. wing'd u wing ed-at temp's 
pòs's U posis. his t'ry • il his to ry. 
6to'm tt storm. cor p'ral cor P o ral. 

ERRORS IN ARTICULATION. 17 

lib' ral fcr lib er al. 
won d'ring " won der ing. 
of' ring " offer ing. 
av' rice " av a rice. 

dang' rous for dan ger ous. 
min' ral " min er al. 
mem' ry " mem o ry. 
boist'rous " boisterous 

2. From uttering one or more elements that should 
not be sounded; as, 

driv en for driv'n. tòk en for tòk'n. 
èv en K év'n. shàk en H shàk'n. 
heav en (( heav'n. drivel a driv'l. 
tàk en « tàk'n. grov el a grov'l. 
sick en « sick'n. ravel tt rav'l. 
brok en « brok'n. sliov el « shov'l. 
sev en « sev'n. sliriv el « shriv'l. 
soft en U sof'n. sniv el it sniv'l. 

3. From substituting one 

sêt - for sit. 
sônce a since. 
slièt a sliftt. 
git a get. 
for git a for get. 
berth w hearth (liarth). 
bên H been (bin). 
a gàn ii a gain (agen). 
a gànst " a gainst (agenst). 
care, H care. 
dance u dance. 
past H past. 
àsk u ask. 
last ii last. 
grass H gr&ss. 
draft ii dr3ft. 
staff u staff. 

element for another; as, 

càrse for course (cors). 
re part a re port. 
tròf fy ii tro phy. 
pà rent ii par ent. 
bun net u b6n net. 
chil dran u chil dren 
sul lar a eel lar. 
mei le?1 li mel low. 
piller u pil low. 
wil 1er il wil low. 
yel 1er u yel low. 
mo mwnt a mo ment. 
treat mwnt u treat ment. 
harm kss u harm less. 
home Kss a home less. 
kind iu'ss tt kind ness. 
harsh mss u harsh ness. 



E X E R C I S E S I N A R T I C U L A T I O N . 

For a further exercise in ARTICULATION', let the pupils, separately and 
iu concert, read each of the following sentences several times, uttering 
the Elements in italics with force and distinctness. 

1. H e accepts the office, and a t t e m p t by liis acts to conceal 
Lis faults. 

2. T h e boZd, Wustermy boys broke bo Its an d bars. 
3. H e trod boldly the haWs of his ancestors. 
4. These acts of government will result in a general and great 

incre;ise of crime. 
5. There are rays, fiys, and drays in these bays. 
6. H e was attacked with spas»« and died miserably by the 

road si da. 
7. H e lonys to si my the tonys wifli all his strenyth. 
8. Regardless of trou&^s and wrongs, h e curVd t he a?iyer of 

tha t disturfi'd rabble. 
9. H e reads t he acts of t he government, and expects to learn 

the facts in the case. 
10. If he reflect, h e will taAe prompt means to secure the i t 

c luis and save his ribs. 
11. DeatA ravaged for montAs tAroughout t h e whole length 

and breadth of the land. 
12. For t h e hundredth time, h e spoAe of lengths, breadths, 

widths, and depths. 
13. Whispers of revenge passed silently around among the 

troops. 
14. H e lanyAs, and quajfs his ale, knowiny tha t t he rafts and 

s k i / s are on t h e reefs near the clip's. 
15. W h a t thou wouldst highly tha t thou wouldst holily. 
16. Your false friends aim, by stealth, to secure the wealth for 

which you deZt»'d, and lost your health. 
17. As the water gusA'd forth, h e wis/t'd h e had pusA'd the 

doy from the patA, and hus/i 'd the child. 
18. H e r faults were aggravated, and held up to universal scorn 

and reproach. 
19. T h e rayyed madman, in his ram&Ze, dicZ madly ransacA 

every pantry in the p a n ; A. 

E X E R C I S E S IN A R T I C U L A T I O N . 1 9 

20. Directly after these accidents, numerous a t tempts were 
made to emigrate. 

21. T h e peevisA, feeble freeman feebly / o u g h t f o r / r e e d o m . 
22. I t will pa in nobody, if t he sad dangler regain nei ther 

rope. 

23. Fame , /o r tune , and friends favor t he / a i r . 
24. Theodore TAicktAony tArust three thousand tAistles tArough 

(lie thick of his tAiunb. 
25 . Benea th the booth, I found bafhs, laths, cloths, moths, 

paths, sheaths, and wreaths. 
26. Pri thee, bli the youtA, do not mouth your words when yop 

wreathe your face with smiles. 
27. T h e best defenders of l iberty do not commonZy vociferate 

most loudty in its pra ise . 
2S. Tha t fellow shot a minnow on a willow, in the narrow 

meadow, near the yellow house. 
29. The rival robbers rode round and round the rough and 

rugged rocks tha t rear the i r Aoary heads Aigh in the air . 
30 . Amidst t he mists and coldest frosts, with barest wrists and 

stoutest boasts, h e thrusts his fists against (agénst) t he posts, and 
still insists h e sees the ghosts. 

31. T h e tAoughtless, helpless, homeless girl did not resent his 
rudeness and harshness. 

32. T h a t blessed and learned man says tha t t h a t wingek] 
thiny is striped or streaked. 

33. For thee are the cAaplets of cAainless cAarity and the 
cAalice of cAildlike cAeerfulness. Change can not change t h e e : 
from cAildhood to the cAarnel-house, from our first cAildisA cAirp-
inys to the cAills of the cAurcA-yard, thou a r t our cheery, cAange-
iess cAieftalness. 

34. What wAim led TFAite TFAitney to wAittle, wAistle, wAisper, 
and wAimper near the wharf, where a flounderiny wAale might 
wheel and wAirl ? 

35. W i t h Aórrid howls, he heaved t he heavens above. 
36. H e has prints of an ice-house, an ocean, and wastes and 

deserts. 

37. Thou laiiTst down and slept'st. 
38. As thou founefst, so thou keep'st me. 
39. H e said coasetA, approacAetA, rejoice*/*; faWn, ImrVst, 



corv'st; bartfdst, swerv'dst, muzzPdst; l i a rdVds / , blac/fc'n dst, 
msngFdst. 

40. She auihori/a/iveiy Zed us, and disinterestedly Zabored for 
ns, and we unhesi/a/in^ly admitted her reasonableness. 

41. A storm arise/A on the sea. A model vessel is struggling 
amids/ the war of elements, quivering and shivering, shrinking 
and bat/lin^r like a thi«£i?i<7 bei?iy. The merciless, racking whirl-
winds, like / r i g h t f u l fiends, how/, and moan, and send sharp, 
shrill, shrieks through the creaking cordage, snapping the sheets 
and mas/s. The sturdy sailors stand to their tas£s, and weather 
the severest s torm of the season. 

SECTION I I . — S Y L L A B I C A T I O N . 

1 . A S Y L L A B L E is a word, or part of a word, uttered 
by a single impulse of the voice. 

2 . A MONOSYLLABLE is a word of one syllable; as, 
home. 

3 . A D I S S Y L L A B L E is a word of two syllables; as, 
hoitie-less. 

4. A T R I S Y L L A B L E is a word of three syllables; as, 
con-Jme-ment. 

5. A P O L Y S Y L L A B L E is a word of four or more sylla-
bles ; as, in-no-cen-cy, un-in-tel-li-gi-bil-i-ty. 

6. T H E U L T I M A T E is the last syllable of a word; as ful, 
in peaceful . 

7 . T H E P E N U L T , or penultimate, is the last syllable 
but one of a word, as male, in peace-ma£-er. 

8. T H E A N T E P E N U L T , or antepenultimate,, is the last 
syllable but two of a word; as peace, in ^ace-mak-er. 

9. T H E P R E A N T E P E N U L T , or preantepenultimate, is the 
last syllable but three of a word; as mat, in matf-ri-mo-ny. 

FORMATION OF S Y L L A B L E S . 

I n combining the oral elements into syllables, the following 
rules should be carcfully observed: 

FORMATION OF SYLLABLES. 21 

1st. The elements of consonants that commence words should 
be uttered distinctly, but should not be much prolonged.1 

2d. Elements tha t are represented by final consonants should 
be dwelt upon, and uttered with grea t distinctness. 

3d. In ut tering the elements tha t are represented by the final 
consonants b, p, d, t, g, and k, the organs of speech should not 
remain closed a t the several pauses of discourse, but should bo 
smartly separated by a kind of echo; as, I took down m y bat-/, 
and put it upon my head-d. 

4th. Unaccented syllables should be pronounced as distinctly 
as those whieh are accented : they should merely have less force 
of voice and less prolongation. 

Veiy many of the prevailing faults of articulation result from 
a neglect of these rules, especially the second and the last. H e 
who gives a full and definite sound to final consonants and to 
unaccented vowels, if he does it without stiffness or formalitv 
can hardly fail to art iculate well. 

t h ^ J ^ M 1 1 0 ™ 5 ' efS O n ; l 6 t t h e p U p ! , s t h e number and names of 
S e L I S mf W°i, v m ° r e t h a n ° n e S J ' l l a b l e - a n d t e l 1 «"hat rule for 
to illustrate! S} ^ t h a t a p p e a r s i n i t a l i c s * designed 

ECONOMY AND AVARICE. 

1. IN a little t i l lage a few ¿ind-hearted c i t i zen once wen? 
round from house to house, to procure contributions for a num-
ber of the poor i n h a b i t a n t . 

2. Early one tfiorniny, they came to the estate of a wealthy 
farmer. T h e y / o u n d him standing before the stable, and heard, 
as they drew near, t h a t he was scolding one of his men, because 
he had left the ropes, with which they tied their hoi .es, in the 
ram a 1 nigh/, instead o f ^ u t t i n y them away in a dry place. 

3. A h . we shall get very little here," said one to the o the r ; 

0 n t h » Point, Dr. Rush mentions the error of a distinguished actor 
who, m order o give force to his articulation, dwelt on t £ S 5 T t o 
ters, as marked in the following lines: 

" £ a n s t t h o u n ° t m-inister to a m-ind diseased, 
PZ-uck from the m-emory a r-ooted sorrow V 

Such mouthing defeats its object. 
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" tha t man is very close." " W e will at least try," said another, 
and they approached. 

4. T h e gentleman received the strangers in a / r i end ly manner, 
and as he was taking them into the house, they made known to 
him the object of their visit. How great was their astonishment 
to find, that he willingly gave them a large present in money, 
anrf, besides that, promised to give them the same amount every 
year, at about the same per iod! 

5. The citizens were so grateful for this gi/t, that they felt it 
their duty to confess to the benevolent man, that his generosity 
was altogether unexpected, as the scolcliny, which he gave one 
of his men on account of a mere trifle, had induced them to 
suppose that he must be very close. 

6. " M y dear friends," was his answer, " t h e reason why I am 
so /or tuna tc as to be able to be benevolent, is, because I have at 
all times been careful of what I have." 

1. D o not be ashamed of economy, and do not imagine tha t 
it is avarice: of real avarice you should always be ashamed. 
Again, never refuse to be benevolent, because you /alsely consider 
that benevolence is extravagance. Bu t be benevolent in the 
right place, and therefore, in dispensing your favors, always do 
it with care and observation. 

S E C T I O N I I I . — A C C E N T . 

1 . A C C E N T is tlie peculiar force given to one or more 
syllables of a word. . -

2. A mark like this ' is often used to show which syllable io 
accented; as, read' ing, eat ' ing, re ward', com pel', mis ' chiev ous, 
vi o lin', fire'-eat' er. 

3. In many trisyllables and polysyllables, of two syllables ac-
cented, one is uttered with greater force than the other. The 
more forcible accent is called primary, and the less forcible, 
secondary. 

4. A mark like this v is sometimes used to indicate secondary 
accent • as, edN u ca' tion, cd ' u cate\ mulv ti pli ca' tion. 

ACCENT CHANGED BY CONTRAST. 2 3 

In words of more than one syllable, let the pupils tel cn what sylla-
bles primary and secondary accents fall, in the following 

EXAMPLES. 

1. W h e n the weary seaman, on the dreary deep, sees a beacon 
gleaming on the seashore, he is eager for the seaside. 

2. If the marine force besiege the fort, we will march to its 
relief, when your friends can make a sortie and retrieve their loss. 

3. The brigadier, cavalier, chevalier, grenadier, and volunteer 
were armed cap-a-pie. 

4. On that momentous occasion, the majestic polemic made a 
pathetic speech for the prevention of oppression. 

5. If you make an amicable arrangement with your adversary, 
he will be an admirable accessary to the felony. 

6. T h e aristocratic ecclesiastic addressed the people of that 
municipality in enthusiastic strains. 

7. Impenetrability and indestructibility are two essential prop-
erties of matter. 

S. T h e incommunicability and incomprehensibility of the 
wavs of Providence are no obstacles to the eye of faith. 

W O R D S D I S T I N G U I S H E D BY A C C E N T . 

Many words, or parts of speech, having the same form, are 
distinguished by accent alone. Nouns and adjectives are often 
thus distinguished from verbs. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. W h y does your ab'sent friend absent' himself? 
2. Did he abstract'an ab'stract of your speech from the desk? 
3 Note th& mark of ac'cent, and accent' the right syllable. 
4. B u y some cem'ent, and cement' the glass. 
5. Desert' us not in the des'ert. 
6. If tha t proj'ect fail, he will project' another. 

My in'crease is taken to increase' your wealth. 
8. Perfume' the room with rich perfume. 

A C C E N T C H A N G E D B Y C O N T R A S T . 

T h e ordinary accent of words is sometimes changed by a 
contrast in sense, or to express opposition of thought. 
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1. l i e must tVcrease, but I must de'crease. 
2. H e did not say a new ad'dition, but a new e'dition. 
3. Consider well what you have done, and what you have 

left ««'done. 
4. I said that she will sw/pect the t ru th of the story, ne t that 

f'ae will ez'pect it. 
5. H e that descended is also the same that as'cended. 
C. This corruptible must put on »¿'corruption; and this mortal 

must put on inj 'mortality. 

S E C T I O N I V . — E M P I I A S I S . 

1 . E M P H A S I S is the peculiar force given to one or more 
words of a sentence. 

2. To give a word emphasis, means to pronounce it in a loud 
or forcible manner. Intense emphasis may often be expressed, 
even by a whisper. 

3. Emphatic words are often printed in italics y those more 
emphatic, in small CAPITALS ; and those that receive the greatest 
force, in large C A P I T A L S . 

4. By the proper use of emphasis, we are enabled to impart 
animation and interest to conversation and reading. I ts import-
ance can not be over-estimated, as the meaning of a sentence 
often depends upon the proper placing of the emphasis. If 
readers have a desire to produce an impression on hearers, and 
read what they understand and FEEL, they will generally place 
emphasis on the right words. Pupils, however, should be re-
quired to observe carefully the following 

B U L E S FOR T H E U S E O F E M P H A S I S . 

1. Words and phrases peculiarly significant, or important in 
meaning, are emphatic; as, Whence and what ar t thou, execrable 
Bhape! My first reason for the adoption of this measure is, the 
people demand it; my second reason is, THE PEOPLE DEMAND IT. 

2. Words and phrases that contrast, or point out a difference, 

E M P H A S I S . 2 5 

are emphat ic ; as, I did not say a better soldier, but an elder. 
Take courage ! let your motto be, " Ever onward," not " Never 
constant 

3. The repetition of an emphat ic 'word usually requires an 
increased force of ut terance; as, You injured my child, r o c , sir. 

4. A succession of important words usually requires a gradual 
increase of emphatic force, though emphasis sometimes falls on 
the last word of a series only ; as, His disappointment, his AN-
GUISH, his D E A T H , were caused by your carelessness. These 
misfortunes are the same to the poor, the ignorant, and the weak, 
as to the rich, the wise, and the powerful. 

Require pupils to tell which of the preceding rules is illustrated by 
each of the following 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Speak little and well, if you wish to be considered as pos-
sessing merit. 

2. Boisterous in speech, in action prompt and bold. 
3. H e buys, he sells,—he STEALS, he KILLS for gold. 
4. B u t here I stand for right, for ROMAN right. 

_ 5. I shall know but one country. I was born an Amer ican ; I 
live an American; I shall die an American. 

6. I shall sing the praises of October, as the loveliest of months. 
^ A good man loves HIMSELF too well to lose an estate by 

gaming, and his NEIGHBOR too well to win one. 
8 . T h e GOOD m a n i s honored, b u t t h e EVIL m a n i s despised. 

9. The young are slaves to novelty: the old, to custom: the 
middle-agbd, to both: the dead, to neither. 

10. The wicked flee when no man pursueth ; but the righteous 
are bold as a lion. 

11. They come! to arms! TO ARMS! TO ARMS ! 
12. None but the brave, none but the BRAVE, none but the 

B R A V E deserve the fair. 

13. A day, an HOUR, of virtuous liberty, is worth a whole 
E T E R N I T Y in b o n d a g e . 

14. It is my living sentiment, and, by the blessing of God, it 
shall be my dying sentiment—independence NOW, and independ 
e n c e FOREVER. 

B 



15. The thunders of heaven are sometimes hea id to roll in the 
voice of a united people. 

16. L e t us fight for our country, OUR WHOLE COUNTRY, and 
N O T H I N G B U T O U R C O U N T R Y . 

17. Son of night, RETIRE ; call thy winds and fly. "WHY dost 
thou come to m y presence with t hy shadowy arms ? D o I FEAK 
thy gloomy form, dismal spirit of Loda ? WEAK is t hy shield 
of clouds; FEEBLE is tha t meteor, t hy sword. 

IS. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounce i t to y o u : 
t r ippingly on the tongue ; but if you moufia. it, as many of our 
players do, I had as lief the town-crier spake m y lines. Nor do 
not saw the air too much with your hand thus, bu t use all gently; 
for in the very torrent, temj>est, and (as I may say) WHIRLWIND of 
your passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance tha t will 
give it smoothness. 

19. 0 , now you weep; and I perceive you feel the dint of 
PITY : these are gracious drops. Kind souls! What, weep you 
when you but behold our Caesar's VESTURE wounded ? Look ye 
h e r e ! H e r e i s H I M S E L F , MARRED, a s y o u s e e , b y TRAITORS. 

20. As Cajsar loved me, I weep for h i m : as he was fortunate, 
I rejoice a t i t : as h e was valiant, I honor h i m ; bu t as he was 
AMBITIOUS, I slew him. T h e r e is tears for his love, joy for his 
fortune, Iwnor for his valor, and DEATH for his ambition. 

SECTION V . — I N F L E C T I O N S . 

1 . INFLECTIONS are the beuds or slides of the voice, 
used in reading and speaking. 

There are three inflections or slides of the voice : t h e RISING 
INFLECTION, t h e FALLING INFLECTION, a n d t h e CIRCUMFLEX. A 

mark inclining to t h e r ight ' is sometimes used to indicate the 
Rising Inflection ; a mark inçlining to the lef t , v t h e Falling In-
flection. W h e n t h e Circumflex commences with a rising and 
ends with a falling slide of the voice, it is indicated thus, A ; 
but when i t commences with a falling and ends with a rising 
slide, i t is indicated thus, v , which the pupil will perceive is the 
same mark inverted. 

INFLECTION. 2 7 

Though each of t h e above marks always indicates an inflec-
tion of the same kind, yet t h e slides differ greatly in the degree, 
or extent of their rise or fall. In some the voice has a very 
slight, and in others, a very marked upward or downward move-
ment, depending on t h e nature of what - i s expressed. W e do 
not give definite rules touching these shades of difference in the 
degree of inflection, as they would ra ther perplex than aid the 
learner. In a few examples, however, this difference is indicated 
b y t h e u s e o f italics a n d CAPITAL LETTERS. 

2 . T H E R I S I N G I N F L E C T I O N is the upward bend or 
slide of the voice; as, Do you love your home' ? 

3 . T H E F A L L I N G I N F L E C T I O N is the downward bend or 
slide of the voice; ,as, "When will you go home" ? 

The rising inflection carries t h e voice upwards from the gen-
eral pitch, and suspends it on t h e highest tone requi red ; while 
the falling inflection commences above the general pitch, and 

falls down to i t ; as, Did you say V " or A t t h e end, or 
final close, of a declarative sentence, when the falling slide com-
•mences on the general pitch, and falls below t h e key, i t is some-
times called the Cadence, or falling slide of te rminat ion; as, 
God is A % 

4 . T H E C I R C U M F L E X is the union of the two inflections 
of the voice on the same syllable or word, either com-
mencing with the rising and ending with the fa ling, 
or commencing with the falling and ending wit.* the 
rising, thus producing a slight wave of the voico; as, 
Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Inflection, or t h e slide, is one of the most important divisions 
of elocution, because all speech is made up of slides, and because 
the r ight or wrong formation of these gives a pervading charac-
ter to the whole delivery. I t is to the graceful formation of t h e 
slides tha t we are chiefly indebted for tha t easy and refined r.tter-
a rce which prevails in polished society; while the coarK and 
rustic tones of t h e vulgar are commonly owing to somt early 
and erroneous habit in this icspect. Most of t h e schoolboy 



15. The thunders of heaven are sometimes hea id to roll in the 
voice of a united people. 

16. L e t us fight for our country, OUR WHOLE COUNTRY, and 
N O T H I N G B U T O U R C O U N T R Y . 

17. Son of night, RETIRE ; call thy winds and fly. "WHY dost 
thou come to m y presence with t hy shadowy arms ? D o I FEAR 
tliy gloomy form, dismal spirit of Loda ? WEAK is t hy shield 
of clouds; FEEBLE is tha t meteor, t hy sword. 

IS. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounce i t to y o u : 
tr ippingly on the tongue ; but if you moutia. it, as many of our 
players do, I had as lief the town-crier spake m y lines. Nor do 
not saw the air too much with your hand thus, bu t use all gently; 
for in the very torrent, temj>est, and (as I may say) WHIRLWIND of 
your passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance tha t will 
give it smoothness. 

19. 0 , now you weep; and I perceive you feel the dint of 
PITY : these are gracious drops. Kind souls! What, weep you 
when you but behold our Caesar's VESTURE wounded ? Look ye 
h e r e ! H e r e i s H I M S E L F , MARRED, a s y o u s e e , b y TRAITORS. 

20. As Cajsar loved me, I weep for h i m : as he was fortunate, 
I rejoice a t i t : as h e was valiant, I honor h i m ; bu t as he was 
AMBITIOUS, I slew him. There is tears for his love, joy for his 
fortune, honor for his valor, and DEATH for his ambition. 

SECTION V . — I N F L E C T I O N S . 

1 . INFLECTIONS are the beuds or slides of the voice, 
used in reading and speaking. 

There are three inflections or slides of the voice : t h e RISING 
INFLECTION, t h e FALLING INFLECTION, a n d t h e CIRCUMFLEX. A 

mark inclining to t h e r ight ' is sometimes used to indicate the 
Rising Inflection ; a mark inçlining to the lef t , v t h e Falling In-
flection. W h e n t h e Circumflex commences with a rising and 
ends with a falling slide of the voice, it is indicated thus, A ; 
but when i t commences with a falling and ends with a rising 
slide, i t is indicated thus, v , which the pupil will perceive is the 
same mark inverted. 

Though each of t h e above marks always indicates an inflec-
tion of the same kind, yet t h e slides differ greatly in the degree, 
or extent of their rise or fall. In some the voice has a very 
slight, and in others, a very marked upward or downward move-
ment, depending on t h e nature of what - i s expressed. W e do 
not give definite rules touching these shades of difference in the 
degree of inflection, as they would ra ther perplex than aid the 
learner. In a few examples, however, this difference is indicated 
b y t h e u s e o f italics a n d CAPITAL LETTERS. 

2 . T H E R I S I N G I N F L E C T I O N is the upward bend or 
slide of the voice; as, Do you love your home' ? 

3 . T H E F A L L I N G I N F L E C T I O N is the downward bend or 
slide of the voice; ,as, When will you go home" ? 

The rising inflection carries t h e voice upwards from the gen-
eral pitch, and suspends it on t h e highest tone requi red ; while 
the falling inflection commences above the general pitch, and 

falls down to i t ; as, Did you say V " or A t t h e end, or 
final close, of a declarative sentence, when the falling slide corn-
•mences on the general pitch, and falls below t h e key, i t is some-
times called the Cadence, or falling slide of te rminat ion; as, 
God is A % 

4 . T H E C I R C U M F L E X is the union of the two inflections 
of the voice on the same syllable or word, either com-
mencing with the rising and ending with the fa ling, 
or commencing with the falling and ending wit.* the 
rising, thus producing a slight wave of the voico; as, 
Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Inflection, or t h e slide, is one of the most important divisions 
of elocution, because all speech is made up of slides, and because 
the r ight or wrong formation of these gives a pervading charac-
ter to the whole delivery. I t is to the graceful formation of t h e 
slides tha t we are chiefly indebted for tha t easy and refined r.tter-
a rce which prevails in polished society; while the coarK and 
rustic tones of t h e vulgar are commonly owing to somt early 
and erroneous habit in this icspect. Most of t h e schoolboy 
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faults in delivery, such as drawling, whining, anc a monotonous 
sineine sound, result from a wrong formation of the slide, and O O ' o 
may be anticipated or corrected by a proper course of practice 
011 this element of speech. 

A slide consists of two parts, viz.: t he opening sound, and the 
vanish, or gradual diminution of force, until the sound is lost in 
Bilcnce. Three things are necessary to the perfect formation of 
a slide. 

1st, The opening sound must be struck with a full and lively 
impulse of voice. 

2d. T h e diminution of force must be regular and equable— 
not more rapid in one part than another, bu t naturally and grace-
fully declining to the last. 

3d. T h e final vanish must be delicately formed, without being 
abrupt on the one hand, or too much prolonged on the other. 

Thus, a full opening, n gradual decrease, and a delicate termi-
nation are requisite to the perfect formation of a slide.-

Let the pupils pronounce the following words with contrasted inflec-
tions, using great pains to form the slides in the manner just indicated : 

1. Call', call1; far', farv; fame', fame' ; shame', shame ' ; air ' 
a i r ' ; scene', scene' ; mile',-mile'; pile', pile'. 

2. Roam', roam*; tool', tool ' ; school', school'; pure' , p u r e ' ; 
mule', mule ' ;• join', jo in ' ; our', our' . 

3. Land', land ' ; barb', barb ' ; made' , made ' ; tribe', tr ibe4 ; 
road', road ' ; mood', mood' ; tube', t ube ' ; loud', loud'. 

4. Wil l ' , will '; right' , r ight ' ; hope', hope ' ; love', love'; pros-
per ' , prosper ' ; higher' , h igher ' ; safety', safety'; power', power ' ; 
talents', talents '; wisdom', wisdom'; virtue' , virtue'. 

R U L E S FOR T H E U S E OF INFLECTIONS. 

1, Direct questions, or those that can t e answered by 
yes, or no, usually require the rising inflection; but their 
answers, the falling.. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. D o you love that laughing child'? I do'. 
2. Are those purple plums and red-cheeked peaches ripe'! 

7es ' . 
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3 May I eat some of the sweet grapes that hang in clusters 
by the wall'? Yes'. 

4. Has any one sailed around the ear th ' ? Yes', Captain Cook'-
5. Will you forsake us' ? and will you favor us no more' ? 
6. Is not this the carpenter's son'? and is not his mother 

called Mary'? and his brethren, James' , and Joses', and Simon', 
and Judas ' ? and his sisters, are they not all with us' ? 

EXCEPTIONS.—The falling inflection is required when the 
direct question becomes an earnest appeal, and the answer is 
anticipated; and when a direct question, not at first understood, 
is repeated with marked emphasis. 

. EXAMPLES. 

1. Are" you, my dear sir, willing to forgive'? 
2. James, can' you ever forget the kindness of your mother '? 
3. Was' the lady that first visited us as beautiful as the one 

that just left the house' ? 
4. Will'' her love survive your neglect'? and may\not you 

expect the sneers, both of your wife', and of her parents' ? 
5. Do you reside in the city'? W h a t did you say, sir' ? D o 

you reside in the city' ? 
6. D o you think peace and honor sweet words' ? I beg your 

pardon, sir. Do you think peace and-honor sweet words' ? 

2. Indirect questions, or those that can not be an-
swered by yes, or no, usually require the falling inflec-
tion, and their answers the same. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. W h o can reward you for your kindness'? 
2. W h o will pay for those beautiful flowers' ? My mother ' . 
3. W h e r e can you see such rivers and lakes' ? In America' 
4. Whose watch is this'? and what do you suppose it might 

be bought for' ? 
5. Whi ther have you led me' ? and to whom do these beauti 

tul creatures belong' ? 
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6. W h o said, " A wise man is never less alone than when ho 
is alone*?" Swift*. 

EXCEPTIONS.—The rising inflection is required when an indi-
rect question is used to ask a repetition of what was not at first 
understood; and when the answers to questions, whether direct 
or indirect, are given in an indifferent or careless manner. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. What bird did you say that is '? 
2. Whither did you say you would lead me'? 
3. "Where did you find those young birds* ? In the meadow*. 

Where did you say' ? 
4. Shall I send James and Henry to visit you' ? As you please'. 
5. Wil l yOu be displeased if your friends desert you ' ? Not 

much' . 
0. How many scholars did you see in the yard* ? Some fifteen 

or twenty' . • 

3. Questions, words, and clauses, connected by the 
disjunctive or, usually require the rising inflection be-
fore, and the falling after i t ; though, when or is used 
conjunctively, it takes the rising inflection after, as well 
as before it. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Did 'you do that kind act on the Sabbath day' , or on 
Monday* ? 

2. Does tha t beautiful lady deserve praise', or blame* ? 
3. I t was large' or small*, ripe' or unripe*, sweet' or sour*. 
4. You saw an old' man or a young* man, a tall ' man or a 

short* man. 
5. Can youth' , or health', or strength' , or honor ' , or pleasure' 

satisfy the soul' ? 
6. Hast thou entered into the springs of the sea' ? or hast 

thou walked in search of the depths '? Has t thou an arm like 
God '? or canst thou thunder like h im'? 
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4. When words or clauses are contrasted or compared, 
the first part usually has the rising, and the last the 
falling inflection; though, when one side of the con-
trast is affirmed, and the other denied, generally the 
latter has the rising inflection, in whatever order they 
occur. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. I have seen the effects of love' and hatred*, joy ' and g r i e f 
hope' and despair*. 

2. A wise' son maketh a glad father ' ; but a foolish* son is the 
heaviness of his mother*. 

3. Men's words' are like leaves*, and their deeds' like fruits*. 
4. W e should judge of others, not by our' light, but by their 

own*. 
5. The first object of a t rue zeal is that we may do right*, not 

that we may prosper'. 
6. The supreme law of a State is not its safety', its power', its 

prosperity' : there is a higher law, even Virtue*, Rectitude*, the 
Will of God*. 

5. Familiar address, and the pause of suspension, de-
noting condition, supposition, or incompleteness, usually 
require ¿he rising inflection. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Officers', soldiers', friends', Americans', our country must 
be free. 

2. If thine enemy hunger ' , give him bread to e a t ; if he 
thirst ' , give him water to drink. 

3. To sit up late at j igh t ' , to use intoxicating drinks', and to 
indulge evil passions', are things not permitted in this school. 

4. Consider (and may the consideration sink deep into you 
heart ' ! ) the fatal consequences of a wicked life.. 

5. The sun being risen', and the discourse being ended', we 
resumed our march. 

6. His adventures', his toils', his privations', his sufferings, 
bis hair-breadth escapes', and his struggles for victory and hb-
evtv', are all remembered. 



32 NATIONAL F O U R T H R E A D E R . 

6. The language of concession, politeness, admiration, 
entreaty, and tender emotions, usually requires the rising 
inflection. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Y o u r remark is t r e e ' : t he manners of this country have 
not all the desirable ease and freedom'. W e are improving, 
however, in this respect. 

2. My dear sir', we ought not to be discouraged at the fickle-
ness of fortune' . 

3. O noble f r iend ' ! Thy self-denial is wonderful '! thy deeds 
of charity are innumerable '! . Never will I forget thee ' ! 

4. Then Judah came near unto him, and said', 0 ray lord', 
let thy servant', I pray thee' , speak a word in my lord's ears', 
and let not thine anger burn against thy servant', for thou art 
even as Pharaoh ' . 

0. 0 my son Absalom'! my son', my son Absalom'! Would 
God I had died for thee' , Absalom', my son', my son'! 

7. The end of a sentence that expresses completeness, 
conclusion, or result, usually requires the falling slide 
of termination, which commences on the general pitch 
and falls below i t ; as, The rose is beautiful. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Tha t industrious scholar has finished his task. 
2. The great end of society is to give free scope to the exe* 

tions of all. 

3. The idea of right can never be effaced from the human 
mind. 

8. At each complete termination of thought, before 
the close of a sentence, the falling inflection is usually 
-equired; though, when several pauses occur, the last 

• ut one generally has the rising inflection. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. Every human being has the idea of d u f y ' ; and to unfold 
this idea, is the end for which life was given him. 
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2. The rocks crumble ' ; t he trees fal l ' ; the leaves fade', and 
the grass withers. 

3. The tears of the sufferers are already dried', their rage is 
hushed', their complaints are silenced', and they no longer claim 
our pity. 

9. The language of command, rebuke, contempt, ex-
clamation, and terror, usually requires the falling in-
flection. 

• EXAMPLES. 

1. Go to the anl\ thou sluggard, consider her ways, and 
be wise'. 

2. Awake' / ye sons of Spain. Awake" / Advance' / 
3. If ye are men, follow me ' ! Strike down yon guard' ,—gain 

the mountain passes',—and then do bloody work' . 
4. Thou slave', thou wretch', thou coward ' ! Away' from my 

sight ' ! 
5. Mercy' on m e ! breathe it not aloud', t he wild winds must 

not hear ' it,—'tis a foul murder ' . 
6. W h a t a piece of work is m a n ' ! what a subject of contra-

diction' ! how noble ' ! how mean ' ! the glory and the scandal of 
the universe'. 

10. The last member of a commencing series, and the 
last but one of a concluding series, usually require the 
rising inflection; and all others tliq falling. 

EXAMPLES. 

1. In eloquence, we see sublimity', beauty ' , genius', and 
power', in their noblest exercise'. 

2. I t is this depth' , this weight', this elevation of principle' 
this purity of motive', which makes them the admiration of the 
world'. 

3. But the fruit of the Spirit is love', joy', peace', long-suffer-
ing', gentleness', goodness', faith', meekness', temperance'. 

4. In most armies the ranks are filled with the depraved', the 
desperate', the cruel', the bloody', and the rapacious'. 

3 
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5. T h e youth longs to be at age*, then to be a man of busi-
ness*, then to make u p an estate*, then to arrive a t honors ' , and 
then to retire* 

11. Emphatic repetition, and the pointed enumeration 
of particulars, require the falling inflection. 

T h e stress of voice should be gradual ly increased on each 
repetition, or succession of particulars. T h e preceding rule with 
regard to a commencing and a concluding series, should be duly 
observed. • 

EXAMPLES. 

1. If I were an American, while a foreign t roop was landed 
in m y country, I never would lay down my arms—never*.' 
NEVER*! N E V E R * ! 

2. H i s first cry was, God and liberty*. I l i s second cry was, 
GOD AND LIBERTY*. His third cry was, G O D A N D LIBERTY*. 

3. H e aspired to be the highest*; above the people*, above 
the laws*, above his country ' , above surrounding nations*. 

4. They, t h rough faith, subdued kingdoms*, wrought r ight-
eousness*, obtained promises*, stopped t h e mouth of lions*, 
quenched the violence of fire*, escaped the edge of the sword*, 
out of weakness were made strong*, waxed valiant in fight', 
turned to flight the armies of the aliens*. 

12. T H E C I R C U M F L E X is used in language of irony, 
sarcasm, derision, condition, and contrast. 

EXAMPLES, 

1 H e is a rare pa t te rn of humani ty . 
2. One may be wise, t h o u g h he be poor . 
3. N o j i o u b t y e a re the people, and wisdom shall die wi th you. 
4. T h e y follow an adventurer whom they f e a r ; we serve a 

monarch whom we love. 

5. " ' T i s green, ' t is green, sir, I assure y e ! " 
" Green!" cries t h e other, in a fu ry ; 
" W h y , sir, d 'ye think I 've lost ray eyes?" 

PITCH. 35 

SECTION V I . — M O D U L A T I O N . 

M O D U L A T I O N is the act of varying the voice in reading 
and speaking. Among its more important divisions are 
P I T C H , F O R C E , Q U A L I T Y , a n d R A T E . 

P I T C H . 

1 . P I T C H refers to the key-note of the voice—its gen-
eral degree of elevation or depression, in reading and 
speaking. We mark three general distinctions of Pitch: 
H I G H , M O D E R A T E , a n d L o w . 

2 . T H E H I G H P I T C H is that which is heard in calling 
to a person at a distance. It is used in expressing ele-
vated and joyous feelings; as, 

Go r ing the bells, and fire the guns, 
A n d fling the s tarry banners o u t ; 

Shout " F r e e d o m ! " till your lisping ones 
Give back their cradle shout. 

3 . T H E M O D E R A T E P I T C H is that which is heard in 
common conversation. It is used in expressing ordi-
nary thought and moderate emotion; as, 

T h e morn ing itself few people, inhabitants of cities, know any 
t h i n g about. A m o n g all our good people, not one in a thousand 
sees the sun rise once in a year. T h e y know noth ing of the 
morning. Then: idea of it is, t h a t i t is t ha t par t of the day tha t 
comes along af ter a cup of coffee and a beef-steak, or a piece of 
t o a s t 

4. T H E L O W P I T C H is that which is heard when the 
voice falls below the common speaking key. It is used ii. 
expressing emotions of reverence, awe; and sublimity; as, 

'Tis midnight ' s holy hour , and silence now 
I s brooding, like a gentle spirit, o'er 
T h e still and pulseless world. H a r k ! on the winds 
T h e bells' deep tones are swel l ing;—'t is t he knell 
Of the departed year . 



EXERCISE ON P I T C H . 

Select a sentence, and deliver it on as low a key as possible; 
then repeat it, gradually elevating the pitch, until the top of the 
voice shall have been reached; when the exercise may be re-
versed. So valuable is this exercise, tha t it should be repeated 
as often as possible. 

F O R C E . 

1 . F O R C E is the volume or loudness of voice, used on 
the same key or pitch, when reading or speaking. 

Though the degrees of force are numerous, varying from a 
soft whisper to a shout, yet they may be considered as three : 
LOUD, MODERATE, a n d GENTLE. 

2 . L O U D F O E C E is used in strong but suppressed pas-
sions, and vehement emotions; as, 

How like a fawning publican he looks! 
I hate him, for that he is a Christian. 
I f I but catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

3 . M O D E R A T E F O R C E , or a medium degree of loudness 
is used in ordinary assertion, narration, and descrip-
tion; as, 

A man should never be ashamed to own he has been in th« 
wrong; which is but saying, in other words, that he is wisei 
to-day than he was yesterday. 

4 . G E N T L E F O R C E , or a slight degree of loudness, is 
used to express caution, fear, secrecy, and tender emo-
tions; as, 

Heard ye the whisper of the breeze, 
As softly it murmured by, 

Amid the shadowy forest trees ? 
I t tells, with meaning sigh, 

Of the bowers of bliss on that viewless shore 
Where the weary spirit shall sin no more. 

QUALITY. 3 7 

EXERCISE ON FORCE. 

Select a sertence, and deliver it on a given key, with voice 
just sufficient to be h e a r d : then gradually increase the quantity, 
until the whole power the voice is brought into play. Re-
verse the process, without change of key, ending with a whisper. 
This exercise is so valuable that it can not be too- frequently 
epeated. 

Q U A L I T Y . 

1 . Q U A L I T Y has reference to the kind of tone used in 
reading and speaking. .They are the P U R E T O N E , the 
O R O T U N D , t h e A S P I R A T E D , a n d t h e G U T T U R A L . 

2 . T H E P U R E T O N E is a clear, smooth, round, flowing 
sound, accompanied with moderate pitch; and is used 
to express peace, cheerfulness, joy, and love; as, 

Methinks I love all common th ings ; 
The common air, the common flower; 

The dear, kind, common thought, that springs 
From hearts that have no other dower, 
No other wealth, no other power, 

Save love; and will not that repay 
For all else fortune tears away ? 

3 . T H E O R O T U N D is the pure tone deepened, enlarged 
and intensified. It is used in all energetic and vehe 
ment forms of expression, and in giving utterance to 
grand and sublime emotions; as, 

Strike, till the last armed foe expires; 
STRIKE, for your altars and your fires; 
STRIKE, for the green graves of your sires; 

God and your native land. ' 

4 . T H E A S P I R A T E D is an expulsion of the breath more 
or less strong, the words being spoken in a whisper. It 
is used to express amazement, fear, terror, horror, re-
venge, and remorse; as, 
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How ill this taper burns! 
Ha ! who comes here ? 
Cold drops of sweat hang on my trembling flesh; 
My blood grows chilly, and I freeze with horror. 

5 . T I I E G U T T U R A L is a deep un$$r-tone, used to ex-
press hatred, contempt, and loathing. It occurs on the 
emphatic words; as, 

Thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward! 
Thou cold-blooded slave! 
Thou wear a lion's hide ? 
Doff it, for shame, and hang 
A calf-skin on those recreant limbs. 

R A T E . 

1 . R A T E refers to movement, and is Q U I C K , M O D E R -

A T E , o r S L O W . 

2 . Q U I C K R A T E is used to express joy, mirth, con-
fusion, violent anger, and sudden fear; as. 

Away! away! our fires stream bright 
Along the frozen river, 

And their arrowy sparkles of brilliant light 
On the forest branches quiver. 

And there was mounting in hot haste, 
T h i steed, the must'ring squadron, and the clatt'ring car 

Wen t pouring forward with impetuous speed, 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war. 

-3. M O D E R A T E R A T E is used in ordinary assertion, nar-
ration, and description; in cheerfulness, and the gentler 
forms of the emotions; as, 

W h e n the sun walks upon the blue sea-waters, 
Smiling the shadows from yon purple hills, 
W e pace this shore,—I and my brother here, 
Good Genld . W e arise with the shrill lark, 
And both unbind our brows from sullen dreams, 
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And then doth my dear brother, who hath worn 
His cheek all pallid with perpetual thought, 
Enrich me with sweet words; and oft a smile 
Will stray amidst his lessons, as he marks 
New wonder paint my cheek, or fondly reads, 
Upon the burning page of my black eyes, 
The truth reflected which he casts on me. 

4 . S L O W R A T E is used to express grandeur, vastness, 
pathos, solemnity, adoration, horror, and constema-
ion; as, 

0 thou Eternal One! whose presence bright 
All space doth occupy, all motion guide; 

Unchanged through time's all-devastating flight; 
Thou only God! There is no God beside! 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day; 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea ; 

The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

EXERCISE ON RATE. 

Select a sentence, and deliver it as slow as may be possible, 
without drawling. Repeat the sentence with a slight increase 
of rate, until you shall have reached a rapidity of utterance at 
wrhich distinct articulation ceases. Having done this, reverse the 
process, repeating slower and slower. This exercise will enable 
pupils to acquire the ability to increase and diminish rate at 
pleasure, which is one of the most important elements of good 
reading and speaking. 

SECTION V I I . — P A U S E S . 

P A U S E S are suspensions of the voice in reading and 
speaking, used to mark expectation and uncertainty, and 
to give effect to expression.. They are often more elo-
quent than words. 



Pauses differ greatly in their frequency and their length, ac-
cording to the nature of the subject In lively conversation, and 
rapid argument, they are comparatively few and short. In se 
rious, dignified, and pathetic speaking, they are far more numer-
ous and more prolonged. 1 « 

The pause is marked thus «»1, in the following illustrations and 
exercises. 

* 

R U L E S FOR T H E U S E OF P A U S E S . 

1. A pause is required after a corn/pound nominatim 
in all cases; and after a nominative consisting of a single 
word, when it is either emphatic, or is the leading sub-
ject of discourse; as, 

Joy and s5rrow «1 move him not. N o people »»1 can claim him. 
No country ««1 can appropriate h im. 

2. A pause is required after words which are in appo-
sition with, or opposition to, each other; as, 

Solomon «»1 the son of David «»1 was king of Israel. False 
delicacy is affectation »¡.not politeness. 

3. A pause is required after but, hence, and other 
words denoting a marked transition, when they stand at 
the beginning of a sentence; as, 

But «-1 it was reserved for Arnold «»1 to blend all these bad 
qualities into one. Hence «»1 Solomon calls the fear of the 
Lord w. the beginning of wisdom. 

4. A pause is required before that, when a conjunc-
tion or relative, and the relatives who, which, what; 
together with when, whence, and other adverbs of time 
and place, which involve the idea of a relative; as, 

H e went to school that h e might become wise. This is the 
man that loves me. W e were present ««1 when La Fayette 
embarked at Havre for New York. 

5. A pause is required before the infinitive mood, 
when governed by another verb, or when separated by 
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an intervening clause from the word which governs 
i t ; as, 

H e has gone =1 to convey the news. H e smote me with a 
rod ^ to please my enemy. 

6. In cases of ellipsis, a pause is required where one 
or more words are omitted; as^ 

, So goes the world; if <*\ wealthy, you may call this friend, 
that »i brother. 

7. Pauses are used to set off qualifying clauses by 
themselves; to separate qualifying terms from each 
other, when a number of them refer to the same word ; 
and when an adjective follows its noun ; as, 

The rivulet sends forth glad sounds, and tripping o'er its 
bed of pebbly sands, or leaping down, the rocks seems with 
continuous laughter to rejoice in its own being. H e had a 
mind - i deep active well stored with knowledge. 

These rules, though important if properly applied, are by no 
means complete; nor can . any be invented which shall meet all 
the cases that arise in the complicated relations of thought . A 
good reader or speaker pauses, on an average, at every fifth or 
sixth word, and in many cases much more frequently. His only 
guide, in many instances, is a discriminating taste in grouping 
ideas, and separating by pauses those which are less intimately 
allied. I n doing this, he will often use what may be called 

* S U S P E N S I V E Q U A N T I T Y . 

S U S P E N S I V E Q U A N T I T Y means prolonging the end of a 
word, without actually pausing after i t ; and thus sus-
pending, without wholly interrupting the progress of 
sound. 

The prolongation on the last syllable of a word, or Suspensive 
Quantity, is indicated thus in the following examples. I t is 
used chiefly for three purposes: 



let. To prevent too frequent .a recurrence of pauses; as, 

H e r lover"sinks—she sheds no ill-timed t e a r ; 
Her c h i e f H s slain—she fills his fatal pos t ; 

Her fellows flee—she checks their base career ; 
The foe retires—she heads the rallying host. 

2d. To produce a slighter disjunction than would h 
made by a pause; and 'thus at once to separate and. 
unite; as, 

Would you k i l l - your friend and benefactor? Would you 
practice hypocrisy and smile in his face, while your conspiracy 
is ripening ? 

3d. To break up the current of sound into small por-
tion#, which can be easily managed by the speaker, 
without the abruptness which would result from pausing 
wherever this relief was needed; and to give ease in 
6peaking; as, 

That lame~man, by the field-tent, is un ta in ted - with the 
crime of blood, and f r ee - f rom any stain of treason. 

R U L E . 

Whenever a preposition is followed by as many as 
- three or four words which depend upon it, the word 
preceding the preposition will either have suspensive 
quantity, or else a pause"; as, 

H e is the p r ide - of the whole country. 

Most of the rules given above, and especially those respecting the 
emphatic nominative and contrasted words, are illustrated by the fol 
lowing . • 

E X E R C I S E . 

1. I t matters very little »»i what immediate - spot may have 
been the birth-place of such a man as Washington. No people 
m can claim •<»< no country y can appropriate him. The 
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boon "of Providence to the human race his fame M IS eter-
nity »¡»»i and his dwelling-place >»i creation. 

2. Though it was the defeat of our arms <•: and the dia-
grace »»i of our policy w|w. I almost bless the convulsion w in 
which he had his origin. ' If the heavens thundered and the 
earth rocked M yet, *»i when the storm passed, ^ how pure was 
the climate tha t it cleared how bright «i in the brow oi 
the firmament«»! was the planet »»i which it revealecfto u s ! 

3. In the production of Washington y it does really appear 
as if nature »»i was endeavoring to improve - upon herself *»i»i and 
that all t he virtues of the ancient world *»i were but so many 
studies p repara tory - to the patriot of the new. Individual - in-
stances *>i no doubt there were splendid exemplifications y of 
some single qualification. Cajsar y was merciful Scipio »»• 
was continent Hannibal «»i was patient. Bu t - i it was re-
served for Washington to b l e n d - t h e m all in one <-|W] and like 
the lovely master-piece of the Grecian artist «i to exhibit *»i in 
one g low - of associated beauty »»i the p r ide - of every model y 
and the perfect ion -of every master. 

4. As a general lie marshaled the peasant y into a vet-
eran and supplied by discipline y the absence of experience. 
As a statesman wjw, h e enlarged the policy of the cabinet into 
the most comprehensive sys tem - of general advantage. And 
such y was the wisdom -of his views w and the philosophy of 
his counsels tha t to the soldier and the statesman y h e 
almost added »i the character of the sage. 

5. A conqueror y he was un ta in ted - with the crime of blood 
••1»»] a revolutionist he was free from any stain of treason v 
for aggression -commenced the contest and his country -called 
him to the field. Liberty »»i unsheathed his sword VM neces-
sity w; stained »»i»»i victory y returned it. 

6. If he had paused here M history might have doubted 
what s t a t i on - t o assign him y whether a t the head of her citi-
zens w; or her soldiers » i ^ her heroes «»i or her patriots. But 
the last~glorious—act crowns -his career y and banishes -all 



hesitation. W h o like Washington after having cmanci 
pated a hemisphere <«i resigned~its crown ^<-1 and preferred 
the retirement of domestic life »1 to the adoration of a land » 
he might almost be said to have c r e a t t ^ 

1. How shall we rank thee M upon g lory ' s - page , 
Thou more than soldier and just less~than sage ! 
All thou A&si-been »»1 reflects less - pra ise »1 on tbee, 
Fa r - l e s s than all thou hast fo rbo rne - t o be. 

O B S E R V A T I O N TO T E A C H E R S . 

IN order to form finished readers, it will be necessary, after 
pupils have thoroughly mastered P a r t First, for them frequently 
to review the more important elements of elocution. In Pa r t 
Second, they should be required to study each reading lesson, 
and learn the definitions and pronunciation of the words given 
at the bottom of the pages, before at tempting to read. T h e 
judgment and taste of the pupils should constantly be called 
into exercise, by requiring them to determine what principle, or 
principles, of elocution, each reading lesson is best adapted to 
illustrate. 

KEY 

TO T H E SOUNDS OF M A R R E D L E T & R S . 

age or äge, ät or ät, ärt, dll, bare, äsk; we or we, 5nd or 
end, h&r; ice or ice, In or in; old or öld, ön or on, d<5-
nute or mute, up or up, full; this; asure; real; aged. 

T H E 

N A T I O N A L FOURTH R E A D E R . 

P A R T I I . 

E X E R C I S E S I N R E A D I N G . 

1 . S P R I N G . 

TH E old chroniclers1 made the year begin in the season of 
frosts; and they have launched us upon the current2 of the 

months, from the snowy banks of January. I love better to 
count time from spring to spr ing; it seems to me far more 
cheerful, to reckon the year by blossoms, than by blight. 

2. Bernardin de St. Pierre,3 in his sweet story of Virginia, 
makes the bloom of the cocoa-tree, or the growth of the banana,4 

a yearly and a loved monitor5 of the passage of her life. How 
cold and cheerless in the comparison, would be the icy chro-
nology' of the Nor th ; So many years have I seen the lakes 
locked, and the foliage d ie ! 

3. The budding and blooming of spring, seem to belong prop-
erly to the openiug of the months. I t is the season of the quick-
est expansion,1 of the warmest blood, of the readiest growth; 
it is the boy-age of the year." T h e birds sing in chorus in the 
spring—just aschi ldren pra t t le ; the brooks ran full—like the 
overflow of young hea r t s ; the showers drop easily—as young 

1 Chr&n' i clers, historians.—3 Cur'rent, a regular flow, or onward 
movement; progress.—'James H. Bernardin de St. Pierre, the celebrated 
author of "Paul and Virginia," lived between 1737 and 1813.—4 Ba-
nd' na, a tall West India plant, and its fruit, which is valued for food.— 
' M6n' i tor, an adviser.—•Chro n&l' o gy, the method of computing time, 
and ascertaining the dates of events.—7 Ex pin'sion, spreading out, 
like the opening of the leaves ©f a flower. 
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EXERCISES I N R E A D I N G . 

1 . S P R I N G . 

TH E old chroniclers1 made the year begin in the season of 
frosts ; and they have launched us upon the current2 of the 

months, from the snowy banks of January. I love better to 
count time from spring to spr ing ; it seems to me far more 
cheerful, to reckon the year by blossoms, than by blight. 

2. Bernardin de St . Pierre,3 in his sweet story of Virginia, 
makes the bloom of the cocoa-tree, or the growth of the banana,4 

a yearly and a loved monitor5 of the passage of her life. How 
cold and cheerless in the comparison, would be the icy chro-
nology' of the N o r t h ; So many years have I seen the lakes 
locked, and the foliage d i e ! 

3. The budding and blooming of spring, seem to belong prop-
erly to the openiug of the months. I t is the season of the quick-
est expansion,1 of the warmest blood, of the readiest g rowth ; 
it is the boy-age of the year." T h e birds sing in chorus in the 
spring—just aschi ldren pra t t le ; the brooks ran full—like the 
overflow of young h e a r t s ; the showers drop easily—as young 

1 Chr&n' i clers, historians.—3 Cur'rent, a regular flow, or onward 
movement; progress.—'James H. Bernardin de St. Pierre, the celebrated 
author of "Paul and Virginia," lived between 1737 and 1813.—4 Ba-
nd' na, a tall West India plant, and its fruit, which is valued for food.— 
' M6n' i tor, an adviser.—•Chro n&l' o gy, the method of computing time, 
and ascertaining the dates of events.—''Expin'sion, spreading out, 
like the opening of the leaves ©f a flower. 



NATIONAL FOURTH READER. 

tears flow; and the whole sky is as capricious as t h e mind of 
a boy. 

4 . /Between tears and smiles, the year, like the child, struggles 
into the warmth of life. The old year,—say what the chronol-
ogists will—lingers upon the very lap of spr ing; and is only 
fairly gdne, when the blossoms of April have strewn5 their pall8 

of glory upon his tomb, and the blue-birds have chanted Lis 
requiem.4 

5. I t always seems tc m e as if an access5 of life came with 
the melt ing of the winter's snows; and as if every rootlet of 
grass tha t lifted its first green blade from t h e matted debris6 of 
the old year's decay, bore m y spirit upon it, nearer to t h e largess1 

of Heaven. 
6. I love to trace the break of spring, step by s t ep : I love 

even those long rain-storms tha t sap the icy fortresses of t h e 
lingering winter ,—that melt the snows upon the hills, and swell 
the mounta in-brooks;—that make the pools heave up their glassy 
cere'mente8 of ice, and hurry down the crashing fragments into 
t h e wastes of ocean. I love the gentle thaws t h a t you can trace, 
day by day, by the stained snow-banks, shrinking from the g rass ; 
and by the gentle drip of the cottage-eaves. 

7. I love to search out t h e sunny slopes by a southern wall, 
where the reflected sun does double duty to the earth, and wheie 
the frail anem'one,9 or the faint blush of the ar'butc,10 in the 
midst of t h e bleak March atmosphere, will touch your heart , like 
a hope of Heaven, in a field of graves 1 Later come these soft, 
smoky days, when t h e patches of winter grain show green under 
the shelter of leafless woods, and the last snow-drifts, reduced to 
shrunken skeletons11 of ice, lie upon the s l o p ^ f northern hills, 
leaking away the i r life. ™ 

8. Then, t h e grass at your door grows into the color of the 

Capricious (ka prish' us), apt to change one's mind often and sud-
denlv ; changeable.- 'Strewn (strSn), scattered.—' Pill, a covenug . -
«Requiem (r i ' kwe em), a song for the dead.—'Ac ciss', increase.— De-
bris (dibrfc'), ruins; fragments; pieces worn off-—''Iir1 gess, bounty; 
free gift.—8 Cfcre'ments, cloflis dipped in wax, in which dead bodies 
were buried; coverings.—8 A n6m'o ne, the wind-flower.—10 Ar bute, 
the strawberry-tree, not the common strawberry.—J1 SkJl' e tons, frames, 
or parts of a thing that support the rest; bones without flesh. 
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sprouting gram, and the bnds upon the lilacs swell and burst. 
The peaches bloom upon the wall, and the plums wear bodices1 

of white. The sparkling oriole picks string for his hammock ' 
on the sycamore, and the sparrows twitter in pairs. The old 
elms throw down their dingy flowers, and color their spray wife 
g reen ; and t h e brooks, where you throw your worm or the 
minnow,3 float down whole fleets of the crimson blossoms of the 
maple. . - i 

9. Finally, the oaks step into t h e opening quadrille4 of spring; 
wife grayish tufts of a modest verdure, which, by and by, will 
be long and glossy leaves. The dog-wood pitches his broad 
white tent, in the edge of the fores t ; the dandelions lie along 
the hillocks, like stars in a sky of g r e e n ; and the wild cherry 
growing in all the hedge-rows, without other culture than God's, 
lifts up to Him, thankfully, its tremulous white fingers. 

10. Amid all this, come the rich rains of spring. The affections 
of a boy grow up wife tears to water them ; and the year blooms 
with showers. B u t the clouds hover over an April sky, timidly 
—like shadows upon innocence. The showers come gently, and 
drop daintily to the ear th ,—with now and then a glimpse ol 
sunshine to make the drops br ight—like so many tears .of joy. 
The rain of winter is cold, and it comes in bitter scuds that blind 
y o u ; but the rain of April steals upon you coyly, half reluc- * 
tant ly,—yet lovingly—like the . steps of a bride to the altar. 

11. I t does not ga ther like the storm-clouds of winter, gray 
and heavy along t h e hor izon, 5 and creep wi fe subtle6 and in 
sensible approaches to the very zen i th ; ' but there are a score' 
of white-winged swimmers afloat, tha t your eye has chased, aa 
you lay fatigued with the delicious languor of an Apri l sun ;— 
nor have you scarce noticed tha t a little bevy ' of those floating 
clouds had grouped together in a somber10 company. 

12. B u t presently, you see across the fields, the dark gray 
streaks stretching like lines of mists, from the green bosom ol 

'Bod'ices, corsets; stays.- f i lm'mock, bed ; nest.—3M!n'nbw, a 
very small fresh-water fish, used for bait.—4Quadrille', a dance.— 6Ho-
rl'zon, the line where the sky and earth appear to meet.—* Subtle 
(sut'tl), sly; ar tful ; cunning.—'Zi'nith, the point in the sky di-
rectly overhead.—8Scire, twenty; any indefinite number.—8BiVy, 
company.—"Soic'ber, dark ; gloomy. 
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the valley, to that spot of sky where the company of clouds is 
loitering; and with an easy shifting of the helm,1 the fleet of 
swimmers come drifting over you, and drop their burden into 
the dancing pools, and make the flowers glisten, and the eaves 
drip with their crystal bounty. TheWattle linger still, cropping 
the new-come grass; and childhood laughs joyously at the warm 
ra in ;—or under the cottage roof, catches, with eager ear, the 
pat ter of its fall. D . G. M I T C H E L L . 

2 . T H E A W A K E N I N G Y E A R . 

1. m H E blue-birds and the violets 
JL Are with us once again, 
And promises of summer spot® 

The. hill-side and the plain. 

The clouds around the mountain tops 
Are riding on the breeze, 

Their trailing azure3 t ra ins of mist 
Are tangled in the trees. 

The snow-drifts, which have lain so long, 
Haunting4 the hidden nooks, 

Like guilty ghosts5 have slipp'd away, 
"Unseen, into the brooks. 

4. T h e streams are fed with generous rains, 
They drink the way-side springs, 

And flutter down from crag to crag, 
Upon their foamy wings. 

5'. Through all the long wet nights they brawl,' 
B y mountain homes remote, 

Till woodmen in their sleep behold 
Their ample rafts afloat. 

1 HSlm. an instrument for steering a boat : here means direction given 
to the clouds.—'Sp5t. mark.—'Azure (Sz'Jr), light-blue ; sky-colored. 
—4 HSunt'ing, intruding on; disturbing; frequenting, as an apparition 
or spirit.—*Ghist, apparition; the soul of a person who is dead.— 
• Briwl, make a great noise. 
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6. The lazy wheel that hung so dry 
Above the idle stream, 

Whirls%-ildly in the misty dark, 
And through the miller's dream. 

1. Loud torrent unto torrent calls, 
Till at the mountain's feet, 

Flashing afar their spectral1 light, 
The noisy waters m e e t • 

8. They m e e t and through the lowlands sweep, 
Toward briny bay and lake, 

Proclaiming to the distant towns 
" The country is awake !" T. B. R E A D . 

3 . B I R D S OF S P R I N G . 

THOSE who have passed the winter in the country, are sensi-
ble of the delightful influences tha t accompany the earnest 

:nd¡cations' of Spr ing; and of these, none are more delightful 
than the first notes of the birds. 

2. The appearance of the blue-bird, so poetically yet truly 
described by Wilson, gladdens the whole landscape. You hear 
his soft warble in every field. He sociably approaches your 
habitation, and takes up his residence in your vicinity.3 

3. The happiest bird of our spring, however, and one that 
rivals the European lark, in my estimation, is the Boblincon, or 
Boblink, as he is commonly called. H e arrives a t this choice 
portion of the year, which, In this latitude, answers to the de-
scription of the month of May so often given by the pocta. 
W i t h us it begins about the middle of May, and lasts until 
nearly the middle of June. 

4. Earlier than this, winter is apt to return on its traces, 
and to blight4 t he opening beauties of the year ; and later than 
this, begin the parching, and panting, and dissolving heats of 

1 Spec' tral, pertaining to the appearance of a person who is dead ; 
ghostly.—'Indication, mark; sign.—'Vicln'ity, neighborhood.— 
'Blight, injure or destroy. 
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summer. B u t in this genial1 interval nature is in all her fresh-
ness ami fragrance: ' " t h e rains are over and gone, the flowers 
appear upon the earth, the time of the s ingfrg of birds is come, 
and the voice of the turtle3 is heard in the land." 

5. T h e trees are now in their fullest foliage4 and brightest 
verdure ;s the woods are gay with the clustered flowers of the 
aurel ; the air is perfumed bv the sweet-brier and the wild-rose; 
he meadows are enameled6 with clover-blossoms ; whde the 
ouug apple, the peach, and the p lum begin to swell, and the 

cherry to glow, among the green leaves. 
6. This is the chosen season of revelry 7 of the boblink. l i e 

comes amidst the pomp and fragrance of the season ; his life 
seems all sensibility8 and enjoyment , all s<5ng and sunshine. I l e 
is to be found in the sôft bosoms of the freshest and sweetest 
m ë a d ô w s ; and is most in song when the clover is in blossom. 
H e perches on the topmost twig of a tree, or on some lfing, 
flaunting9 weed, and as ne rises and sinks with the breeze, pours 
forth a "succession of rich, t inkling notes; crowding one upon 
another, like the outpouring melody of the sky-lark, and possess-
ing the same rapturous10 character. 

7. Sometimes he pitches from the summit of a tree, begms 
his song as soon as lie is upon the wing, and flutters tremulously 
down to the earth, as if overcome with ecstasy " a t his own music. 
Sometimes he is in pursuit of his paramour ;" always in full song, 
as if he would win her by his melody; and always with the 
same appearance of intoxication" and de l ight 

8. Of all the birds of our groves and meadows, the boblink 
was the envy of my boyhood. H e crossed my p^tli in the 
sweetest weather, and the sweetest season of the year, when all 
nature called to the fields, and the rural14 feeling throbbed in 
every bosom; but when I , luckless urch in! was doomed to k 

Gè' ni al, favorable; natural.—» Frà'grance, sweetness of smell.-
' Turtle (têr'tl), here means a dove or p i g e o n . — 4 F i ' l i age, leaves.-
• Vlrd' ure, greenness.—4 En Sm' eled, ornamented ; appearing like glass. 
—' Riv' el ry, extreme animal enjoyment ; noisy feasting.—'Sen si bll' i• 
ty state of being easily affected; delicacy of feeling.—' Flâr.nt'ing, 
spreading out loosely.-" RJpt' ur ous, full of j o y . - ' EC sta sy, excess-
ive or overpowering delight.—" Pâr' a mour, partner in love.—1 In tox 
ici/tion, drunkenness; an extreme elevation of spirits.—14Rural (ro-
ral), belonging to or suiting the country. 
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mewed up, during the livelong day, in that purgatory1 of boy-
hood, a school-room, it seemed as if the little varlet' mocked 
at me, as he flew by in full song, and sought to taunt me with 
his happier lot. Oh, how I envied h im! No lessons, no tasks, 
no hateful school; nothing3 but holiday, frolic, green fields, and 
fine weather! 

9. Further observation and experience have given me a differ-
ent idea of this little feathered voluptuary,4 which I will venture 
to impart for the benefit of my school-boy readers, who may 
regard him with the same unqualified envy and admiration which 
I once indulged. I have shown him only as I saw him at first, 
in what I may call the poetical part of his career, when he in a 
manner devoted himself to elegant pursuits and enjoyments, and 
was a bird of music, and song, and taste, and sensibility, and 
refinement.' Whi le this lasted, he was sacred from in jury ; the 
very school-boy would not fling a stone at him, and the merest 
rustic would pause to listen to his strain. Bu t mark the dif 
ference. 

10. As the year advances, as the clover-blossoms disappear, 
and the spring fades into summer, his notes cease to vibrate6 on 
the ear. H e gradually gives up his elegant tastes and habits, 
doffs his poetical and professional suit of black, assumes a russet 
or rather dusty garb,7 and enters into the gross enjoyments of 
common, vulgar birds. H e becomes a bon vivant,8 a mere gor-
mand;9 thinking of nothing but good cheer, and gormandizing10 

on the seeds of the long grasses on which he lately swung, and 
chanted so musically. 

11. H e begins to think there is nothing like " t h e joys of tha 
table," if I may be allowed to apply that convivial" phrase to 
his indulgences. H e now grows discontented with plain, every-
day fare, and sets out on a gastronom'ical" tour, in search ot 
foreign luxuries. H e is to be found in myriads among the reeds 

1 Pur* ga to ry, place of punishment.—" V&r' let, a saucy fellow; hero 
means the Boblink.—'Nothing (nuth'ing).—* Vo lupt'u a ry, a seeker 
of pleasure alone.—' Be fine' ment, high state of cultivation.—* Vi' brite, 
move backward and forward; quiver.—1 GUrb, dress.—"Bon vivant 
(bftng' vb vSngO, a good liver.—' Gor' mand. a glutton.—" Gor' mand-
iz iug, eating greedily.—" Con viv'i al, relating to a feast; jovial; gay. 
—"Gastronfim'ical, relating to the stomach; seeking something to 
gratify appetite. 
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of the Delaware, banqueting on t he i r seeds; grows corpulent1 

with good feeding, and soon acquires the unlucky renown of the 
or'tolan.5 Whereve r h e goes, p o p ! p o p ! p o p ! the rusty fire-
locks of the country are cracking on every s ide ; h e sees his 
companions falling by thousands around h i m ; h e is t h e rced-
bircl, t he much sought for tid-bit5 of t he Pennsylvania!! epicure.4 

12. Does he take warnings and reform ? No t h e ! H e wings 
Lis flight still fu r ther south, in search of other luxuries. W e 
hear of h im gorging himself in t h e rice-swamps; filling himself 
with rice almost to burs t ing ; h e can hardly fly for corpulency. 
Last stage of his career, we hear of h im spitted by dozens, and 
served up on the table of the gormand , the most vaunted5 of 
southern dainties, t he rice-bird of t h e Carolinas. 

13. Such is t he story of the once musical and admired, but 
finally sensual and persecuted Bobl ink . I t contains a moral 
wor thy the at tention of all little b i rds and little boys ; warning 
t h e m to keep to those refined and intellectual5 pursuits, which 
raised him to so h igh a pitch of populari ty, dur ing the early 
par t of his career ; but to eschew7 all tendency to tha t gross 
and dissipated indulgence, which brought this mistaken little 
bird to an untimely end. W . IBVINCJ. 

4 . T H E N O T E S OF T H E B I R D S . 

1. "IT7"ELL do I love those various harmonies® 
V V T h a t r ing so gayly in Spring 's budding woods. 

A n d in the thickets, and green , quiet haunts, 
A n d lonely copses,9 of t he Summer- t ime, 
A n d in red Autumn 's anc ien t solitudes. 

2. If thou art pained with t h e world's noisy stir, 
Or crazed with its mad tumults , and weigh'd down 

1 Cor'pu lent, fa t ; large.—* Or ' to lan, a small bird found in the 
eouthsm part of Europe, and particularly in the Island of Cyprus, es-
teemed as a great delicacy as food.—* Tid-bit, a delicate morsel.- -4 Ep' i-
cure, one given to luxury and pleasure.—1 VHunt' ed, boasted.—* In tel-
lJct' u al, relating to the mind.—' Es chew', avoid.—® HUr'mo nies, mu-
sical strains, or sounds, differing in pitch and quality, so blended as to 
produce concord —Cfipe' es, woods of small growth. 
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W i t h any of the ills of human l i fe ; 
I f thou art sick and weak, or mourn's t t he loss 
Of bre thren gone to tha t far distant land 
To which we all do pass, gentle and poor, 
T h e gayest and the gravest, all a l ike ; 
Then turn into the peaceful woods and hear 
T h e thril l ing music of the forest-birds. 

8. H o w rich the varied choir! ' T h e unquiet finch 
Calls f rom the distant hollows, and the wren 
U t t e r e t h her sweet and mellow plaint at times, 
And the thrush mourneth where the kalmia* hanga 
I t s crimson-spotted cups, or chirps half-hid 
Amid the lowly dogwood's snowy flowers; 
A n d the blue jay flits by, f rom tree to tree, 
And , spreading its rich pinions, fills the ear 
W i t h its shrill sounding and unsteady cry. 

4. W i t h the sweet airs of Spr ing the robin comes; 
And in her simple s5ng there seems to gush 
A strain of sorrow when she visiteth 
H e r last year 's wither 'd n e s t B u t when the gloom 
Of the deep twilight falls, she takes her perch 
U p o n the red-stemm'd hazel's slender twig, 
T h a t overhangs the brook, and suits her song 
T o the slow rivulet's inconstant chime. m 

5. I n the last days of Au tumn , when the corn 
Lies sweet and yellow in the harvest-field, 
A n d the gay company of reapers bind 
T h e bearded wheat in sheaves, then peals abroad 
T h e blackbird's mer ry chant. • I love to hear, 
Bold p lunderer ! t h y mellow burst of song 
Float f rom t h y watch-place on the mossy tree, 
Close at t he corn-field edge. 

6. Lone whip-poor-will,® 
There is much sweetness in thy fitful hymn, 

"Choir (kwtr), a company of singers.—' Kal' mi a, a kind of evergreen 
shrub, having beautiful white or pink flowers; sometimes incorrectly 
called laurel, and also ivy-bush.—1 Whip-poor-will, a bird like the night-
hawk. 
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Heard in the drowsy watches of tne night. 
Ofttimes, when all the village lights are out, 
And the wide air is still, I h e a r thee chant 
Thy hollow dirge,1 like some recluse' who takes 
His lodging in the wilderness of woods, 
And lifts his anthem' when t h e world is still : 
And the dim, solemn night, t h a t brings to man 
And to the herds deep slumbers, and sweet dews 
T o the red rcwes and the Aerbs, doth find 
No eye, save thine, a watcher in her halls. 
I hear thee ôft at midnight, when the thrush 
And the green roving linnet are a t rest, 
And the blithe,4 twittering swallows have long ceased 
Their noisy note, and folded up their wings. 

?. Far up some brook's still course, whose current streams 
The fôrest's blacken'd roots, and whose green marge5 

Is seldom visited by human foot, 
The lonely heron6 sits, and harshly breaks 
The Sabbath-silence of the wilderness ; 
And you may find her by some reedy pool, 
Or brooding gloomily on t h e time-stain'd rock, 
Beside some misty and far-reaching lake. 

8. Most awful is thy deep and heavy boom,7 

Gray watcher of the waters ! Thou art king 
Of the blue lake ; and all t h e winged kind 
D o fear the echo of thine ang ry cry. 
How bright thy savage eye ! Thou lookèst down, 
And seest the shining fishes as they glide ; 
And, poising8 thy gray wing, t hy glossy bëak 
Swift as an arrow strikes its roving prey. 
Ofttimes I see thee, through t h e curling mist, 
Dart, like a specter9 of t h e night , and hear 

Dirge, a mournful song.—1 Re cluse', a person who lives in retirement, 
or apart from others.—* An' them, a sacred song.—4 Blithe, joyful; gay ; 
uprightly.—* Mlrge, edge.—* Hir' on, a long legged and necked fowl that 
lives on fish.—' B5om, a peculiar noise made by the eagle.—' Pois ing, 
balancing —* Spic" ter, a ghost; the appearance of a person who is dead 
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Thy strange, bewildering call, like the wild scream 
Of one whose life is perishing in the sea. 

9. And now, wouldst thou, 0 man! delight the ear 
W i f e earth's delicious sounds, or charm the eye 
W i t h beautiful creations ? Then pass forth, 
And find them midst those many-colored birds 
That fill the glowing woods. The richest hues 
Lie in their splendid plumage, and their tones 
Are sweeter than the music of the lute,1 

Or the harp's melody, or the notes that gush 
So thrillingly from Beauty's ruby lip. 

ISAAC MCLET.I.AN, JB. 

5 . D A N I E L " W E B S T E R A T S C H O O L . 

¥H E N Webster first entered Phillips Academy, at Exeter, he 
was made, in consequence of his unpolished,* country-like 

, appearance, and because he was placed at the foot of the class, 
the butt3 of ridicule4 by some of the scholars. This treatment 
touched his keen sensibility,5 and he spoke of it with regret to 
his friends where he boarded. They informed him that the 
place assigned him in the class was according to the standing 
regulations of the school, and that by diligence he might rise 
above it. They also atkised him to take no notice of the laugh 
ter of the city boys, for after awhile they would become weary 
of it, and would cease. 

2. The assistant tutor, Mr. Emery, was informed of the treat-
ment which Webster received. He, therefore, treated him wife 
special consideration, told him to care for nothing but his books, 
and predicted6 that all would end well. This kindness had the 
desired effect. Webster applied himself with increased diligence, 
and with signal success. H e soon met with his reward, which 
toade those who had laughed at him hang their heads with 
shame. 

1 Lute, a musical instrument with strings.—* Un pfil' ished, rude ; not 
refined in manners —* Butt, the object at which a thing is directed.— 
4 Rid' i cule, wit that exposes the object of it to laughter and contempt. 
- * Sen si bll' i ty, quickness of feeling. - 8 Pre diet' ed, foretold. 



3. At the ernl of the first quarter, the assistant tutor called <p 
the class in their usual order. H e then walked to the fool, ol 
the class, took Webster by the arm, and marched him, in front 
of the class, to the head, where, as h e placed him, he said, 
"There , sir, that is your proper place." This practical rebuke1 

made 'hose who had delighted to ridicule the country bcv feel 
mortified and chagrined.' H e had outstripped them. * 

4. This incident greatly stimulated5 the successful student 
He applied himself wifli his accustomed in'dustry, and looked 
forward with some degree of solicitude4 to the end of the second 
term, to see whether he would be able to retain his relative5 rank 
in the class. Weeks slowly passed a w a y ; the end of' the term 
arrived, and the class was again summoned to be newly arranged, 
according to their scholarship and deportment, as evinced6 during 
the preceding7 t e rm! Whi le they were all standing in silence 
and suspense,8 Mr. Emery, their teacher, said, fixing his eye at 
the same time upon the country b o y : "Danie l Webster, gather 
up your books and take down your cap." Not understanding 
the design of such an order, Daniel complied with troubled 
feelings. H e knew not but he was about to be expelled from 
school for his dullness. 

5. His teacher perceived the expression of sadness upon his 
countenance, but soon dispelled9 it by saying: "Now, sir, you 
will please pass into another room, and join a higher class; and 
yon, young gentlemen," addressing the ^ h e r scholars," will take 
an affectionate leave of your classmate, 0you will never see him 
againr As if he had sa id . " T h i s rustic lad, whom you have 
made the but t of ridicule, has already so far outstripped you in 
his studies, that, from your stand-point, he is dwarfed10 in the 
distance, and will soon be out of sight entirely. H e has devel 
oped" a capacity for study which will prevent you from evei 
overtaking him. As a classmate, you will never see him a W 

° 

Re buke , reproof for faults ; check or restraint.- 'Chagrined (sha-
grined), put to shame; v e x e d . - ' Stfm' u l i t ed, excited, or roused to 
action. 4 So he' i tude, anxious c a r e . - ' Rèi' a t ive>nsidered by compar-
ing with others.-*Evinced', shown; proved. - 'Precèd ' ing , going 
before; previous.-* Sus pènse', state of uncertainty ; doubt.-* I)is-
pèlled droveaway.-»Dwàrfed, made s m a l l . - " D e v i l ' oped, shown-
unfolded. * ' 
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6. I t would be interesting to know who those city boys were 
who made the young rustic an object of sport. W h a t have 
they come to? W h a t have they accomplished? W h o has 
heard of the fame of their attainments? Scholars should be 
careful how they laugh at a classmate because of his unpolished 
manners or coarse r a imen t Under that rough exterior1 may be 
concealed talents tha t will move a nation and dazzle a world, 
when they in their turn might justly be made a laughing-stock 
on account of their inefficiency.' B A S V A B D . 

6 . W I S H FOR NO M A N ' S M O N E T . 

TH E health, and strength, and freshness, and sweet sleep of 
youth, are yours. Young Love, by day and night, encircles 

you. Hearts unsoiled by the deep sin of covetousness® beat 
fondly with your own. None—ghoul-like4—listen for the death-
tick in your chamber. Your shoes have value in men's eyes, 
only when you tread in them. T h e smiles no wealth can pur-
chase greet you, living; and tears that rarely drop on rosewood 
coffins, will fall from pitying eyes upon you, dying. 

2. Be wise in being content with competency.5 You have, to 
e a t to drink, to wear, enough ? then have you all the rich man 
hath. W h a t though he fares more sumptuously?6 H e shortens 
life—increases pains ' i p d aches—impairs his health thereby. 
W h a t if his raiments be more costly ? God loves him none the 
more, and man's respect in such regard comes ever mingled with 
his envy. 

3. Nature is yours in all her g lo ry : her ever-varying and for-
ever beautiful face smiles peace upon you. Her hills and valleys, 
fields and flowers, and rooks, and streams, and holy places, know 
no desecration7 in the step of poverty; but welcome ever to their 
wealth of beauty—rich and poor alike. 

1 Ex t6 rior, outside.—'lneffi 'ciency, inability; want of power to 
produce the effect.—'Covetousness (kuv' et yus ne»), an excessive de-
sire for gain.—4 GA5ul-like, a ghoul was an infaginary evil being, among 
the Eastern nations, that was supposed to feed upon the dead.—'Com'-
pe ten cy, sufficiency for some end or duty.—* Sumpt' u ous ly, at great 
cost.—* Des e cri' tion, turning fron its sacred character ; misusing. 
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4. Be content! The robin chi rps as gayly as the gorgeous 
bird of Paradise. Less gaudy ' is his plumage, less splendid 
bis surroundings. Yet no joy t h a t cheers the Eastern beauty, 
but comes upon his barren hills to bless the nest that robin 
builds. His flight's as str ing, his no te as g a y ; and in his humble 
home the light of happiness shines all as bright, because no 
cloud of envy dims it. 

5. Let us, then, labor and be strong, in the best use of that 
we have ; wasting no golden hours in idle wishes for things that 
burden those who own them, and could not bless us if we had 
them, as the gifts already bestowed by a Wisdom that never 
errs. Being content, the poorest man is r i ch : while he who 
counts his millions, hath little j oy if he be otherwise. 

7 . L A D A N D H I S N E I G H B O R . 

• 1 H A D , " said WTilliam Lad, t h e apostle® of peace, " a fine 
x field of grain, growing upon an out-farm, at some distance 

from tLe homestead.4 Whenever I rode by I saw my neighbor 
Pulcifer's sheep in the lot, destroying my hopes of a harvest. 
These sheep were of the gaunt,5 long-legged kind, active as 
spaniels; they would spring over t h e h k ^ e s t ferce, and no par-
tition wall could keep them out. 

2. " I complained to neighbor Pulcifer about them, sent him 
frequent messages, but all without avail. Perhaps they would 
be kept out fo? a day or two ; b u t the legs of his sheep were 
long, and my grain more tempt ing than the adjoining pasture. 
I rode by again—the sheep were still there ; I became angry, 
and told my men to set the dogs on t h e m ; and, if that would 
not do, I would pay them, if t hey would shoot the sheep. 

3. " I rode away much ag i t a t ed ; for I was not so much of a 
peace man then as I am now, and I felt literally6 full of fight* 

'Gor'geous, splendid ;* having bright colors.—'GAud' y, showy.— 
'Apostle (a pis'si), a person sent; one engaged in spreading any doc 
trine or belief.—'Hime' stead, the place of a mansion-house.—'Glunt, 
tall and thin- slender; lean.—' Lit' er al ly, strictly; exactly to the letter. 

LAD A N D HIS NEIGHBOR. 5 9 

All a t once, a light flashed in upon me. 1 asked myself, 
1 Would it not be well for you to t ry in your own conduct the 
peace principle you are teaching to others?' I thought it all 
over, and settled dow n in my mind as to the best course to be 
pursued. The next day I rode over to see neighbor Pulcifer 
I found him chopping wood at his door. 

4. ' " G o o d morning, neighbor! ' N o answer. 'Good morn 
rag!' I repeated. H e gave a kind of grunt without looking 
ap. ' I came,' continued 1 , ' to see about the sheep.' A t tins, 
he threw down his axe and exclaimed, in an angry manne r : 
•Now aren't you a pretty1 neighbor, -to tell your men to kill my 
sheep ? I heard of i t ; a rich man, like you, to shoot a poor 
man's sheep!' 

5. " ' I was wrong, neighbor,' said I ; but it won't do to let 
your sheep eat up all tha t g ra in ; so I came over to say, that I 
would take your sheep to my homestead pasture, and put them 
in with mine ; and in the fall you shall take them back, and if 
any one is missing, you may take your pick out o'f my whole 
flock.' 

6. "Pulc i fer looked confounded; he did not know how to 
take me. At last he stammered o u t : ' Now, 'Squire, are you in 
earnest V ' Certainly I am,' I answered; ' it is better for me to 
feed your sheep in my pasture on grass, than to feed them here 
on gra in ; and I see the- fence can't keep them out.' 

7. "Af te r a momi j j jks i l ence , ' T h e sheep shan't trouble you 
any more,' exclaimecWrulcifer. ' I will fetter them all. Bu t 
I'll let you know that, when any man talks of shooting, I can 
shoot too ; and when they are kind and.neighborly, I can be 

* kind, too.' 
8. " The sheep never again trespassed on my l o t And. ray 

friends," he would continue, addressing the audience," remember 
that when you talk of injuring your neighbors, they will talk 
of injuring you. W h e n nations threaten to fight other nations 
will be ready, too. Love will beget love; a wish to be at peace 
will keep you in peace. You can overcome evil with good. 
There is no other way." 

•Pretty (prlt'ty).—'TrSs'passed, passed over the boundary line of 
another's land 
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8 . T H E B O Y . 

1. r p H E R E ' S something in a noble boy, 
-L A brave, free-hearted, careless one, 
W i t h his uncheck'd, unbidden joy, 

His dread of books and love of fun, 
And in his clear and ready smile, 
Unshaded by a thought of guile, 

And unrepress'd1 by sadness,— 
Which brings me to my childhood back. 
As if I trod its very track, 
. And felt its very gladness. 

2. And yet, it is not in his play, 
W h e n every trace of thought is lost, 

And not when you would call him gay, 
That his. br ight presence thrills me most, 

His shout may ring upon the hill, 
His voice be echo'd in the hall, 

His merry laugh like music trill, 
And I in sadness hear it-all,— 

For, like the wrinkles on my brow, 
I scarcely notice such things now,— 

8. B u t when, amid the earnest game, 
H e stops, as if he music li&ttd, 

And, heedless of his shouted name 
As of the carol9 of a bird, 

Stands gazing on the empty air, 
As if some dream were passing the re ;— 

'Tis then tha t on his face I look— 
His beautiful bu t thoughtful face— 

And, like a long-forgotten book, 
Tts sweet familiar meanings trace,— 

4. Remembering a thousand things 
W h i c h passed m e on those golden wings, 

W h i c h time has fetter 'd now; 

1 Un re passed', not subdued.—' CiiJ ol, a song of joy 
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Things that came o'er me with a thrill, 
And left me silent, sad, and still, 

And threw upon my brow 
A holier and a gentler cast, 
That was too innocent to last. 

5 'Tis strange how thoughts upon a chi.d 
Will, like a presence, sometimes press, 

And when his pulse is beating wild, 
And life itself is in excess1— 

W h e n foot and hand, and ear and eye, 
Are all with ardor straining high— 

How in his heart will spring 
A feeling whose mysterious5 thrall ' 
Is stronger, sweeter far than alH 

And on its silent wing, 
How, with the clouds, he'll float away, 
As wandering and as lost as they! N. P. WILLIS. 

9 . P E T E R OF CORTONA. 

A L ITTLE shepherd, about twelve years old, one day aban-
i l doned4 the flock which had been committed to his care, and 
set off for Florence,5 w W J i e knew no one but a lad of his own 
age, almost as poor as RWiself, and who, like him, nad left the 
village of Cortona,6 to become a scullion7 in the kitchen of the 
Cardinal Sachetti. A far nobler object conducted Peter to 
Florence. H e knew that tha t city contained an academy of 
fine arts, a school of painting, and the little shepherd was 
ambitious of being a painter. 

2. After searching throughout the city, he stopped at the gate 
of the Cardinal's palace, and inhaling from a distance the odor 
of the kitchen, he waited patiently until his lordship was served, 

"Excess', more than what is necessary; overflowing.—1'Mysteri-
ous, sccret; not easily understood —»Thrill, bondage slavery.— 
4 A bin'doned, forsook.—'F16r'ence, a noted city in Ihilv, capital of 
the Grand Duchy of Tuscany.—' Cor t6 na, a town of Tuscany.—' Scidl -
ion, thejowest order of servants. 
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in order to speak to his friend Thomas. H e had to wait a long 
time; but at last, the much wished-for moment of the interview 
arrived. 

3. " Here you are, P e t e r ; and what are you going to do in 
Florence?" " I am going to learn painting." 

4. "You had much better follow my example, and learn to 
cook; a t all events, you are sure of not having to die of 
hunger." " You eat, then, as much as you like here ?" said Peter. 

5. " I believe you," replied the little scullion; " a n d might 
give myself a fit of indigestion1 every day, if I were so disposed." 
* In that case," replied Peter, " I see we may manage very well. 
As you have too much, and I have not enough, you can find 
food, and I shall find appetite, and we shall get on very well 
together." 

6. "Yes, that will do," said Thomas. " V e r y well, then, let 
it do at once," resumed P e t e r ; " for as I have not dined, we 
may as well begin from this very moment the arrangement I had 
come to propose to you." 

7. Thomas made him creep up secretly into the garret where 
he slept, offered him half his bed, told him to wait awhile, and 
tha t he would soon return with some of the remains of the 
Cardinal's dinner. W e need not say whether the repast was 
a merry one. Thomas had an excellent heart, and Pe te r an 
excellent appetite. 

8. "Now, then, as you are well lodgfe, and well fed, the only 
question is, how are you going to work?" " L i k e every one 
else who draws with pencils and paper." 

9. "But , " urged Thomas, " y o u have money, then, to buy 
pencils and paper ?" " I ! I have no money at a l l ; but I said 
to myself, as I came along, Thomas, who is a scullion in the 
Cardinal's kitchen, can not fail to have money; and since he is 
rich, it is just the same as if I were so." 

10. Thomas scratched his ear, and replied that , " s o far as a 
few bones to pick were concerned, there was no want of those 
in the house; but as to money, he must wait at least three years 
longer, before he had any right to ask for wages." ' 

' In di g?s' tion, inability to digest food ; want of due preparation in 
the stomach. ^ 
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11. Pe t e r resigned himself to his fate. The walls of his 
garret were whi te ; Thomas supplied the young artist with more 
charcoal than he could use for his sketches, and Pe te r set vigor-
ously to work to draw on the walls. W e know not by what 
means little Thomas succeeded in procuring a small piece of 
money; but the chi ld-had too good a heart to be wanting in 
honesty, therefore Ave must believe tha t the little scullion had 
legitimately' obtained the half-pistoles which h e one day triumph-
antly brought to his companion. 

12. W h a t joy was there, t h e n ! The artist could how have 
pencils and paper. H e went out at break of day to study the 
pictures in the churches, the monuments in the public squares, 
and the views around the c i ty ; and in the evening, with an 
empty stomach, but with a mind well filled with what he had 
seen, he furtively3 returned to the garret, where he was always 
sure to find his dinner ready, and placed by Thomas under the 
mat'tress, less for the purpose of concealment, than to keep it 
warm during his friend's atsence. 

1 0 . P E T E R OF C O R T O N A — C O N C L U D E D . 

TH E charcoal sketches4 soon disappeared under -more correct 
designs, for Pe te r covered with his best drawings the walls 

of the narrow cell, fob which the friendship of a child had 
afforded him so generous an asy'lum.s 

2. One day, the Cardinal Sachetti, whose palace was under 
going repair, visited, in company wife the architect,6 t he upper 
stories, to which, perhaps, he had never before ascended, and 
entered the garret of the little scullion. Pe te r was absent ; but 
his numerous drawings sufficiently testified the laborious in'dustry 
of the child who inhabited this retreat. 

3. T h e Cardinal and the architect were struck with the merits ' 
..of these productions; they at first supposed Thomas to be the 

1 Le git ' i mate ly, honestly ; in a lawful manner.—1 Pis tile', a gold 
piece of money, worth about three dollars and sixty cents.—1'Fur' tive ly, 
secretly.—4 Sketch' es, drawings.—'A sy' lum, a safe retreat or abode.— 
"Architect (irk' etekt), one who directs in building houses and other 
structHies 
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author of them, and the prel 'ate1 summoned him into Lis pres-
ence, in order to compliment him on his talents. VV hen poor 
Thomas became aware tha t the Cardinal had visited his garret, 
and that he had seen wha t he called the smudges of his friend 
Peter, he believed himself lost. 

4. " Y o u are no longer one of my scullions,"said the Car-
dinal to him, little thinking tfiat the child had a fellow-lodger. 
Thomas, mistaking the prirport5 of his words, imagined that his 
master dismissed him from his k i tchen: then the poor little 
fellow, seeing tha t his own existence, as well as that of his 
friend, was much compromised3 by this act of severe justice, 
threw himself a t his master 's feet, saying: 

5. "Oh , s ignore! what will become of my poor friend Peter, 
if you send him away ?" T h e Cardinal demanded an explana-
tion of these words, which he could not understand, and thus 
discovered that the drawings were the work of a little shepherd, 
whom Thomas had secretly maintained for two years. 

6. " W h e n h e returns at night, you will bring him to me," 
said the Cardinal, laughing at the mistake, and generously 
forgiving Thomas. Tha t evening, the artist did not make Jiis 
appearance at the palace of the Cardinal ; two days, a week, a 
fortnight, elapsed, and still nothing was heard of Peter of 
Cortona. 

7. At length, the Cardinal, who was greatly interested in the 
fate of the young artist, succeeded iajPdiscovering that, for a 
fortnight, the charitable monks of an isolated4 convent had 
received and detained with them a young draughtsman,5 from 
fourteen to fifteen years of age, who had come to ask permission 
to copy a picture of Raphael's6 which was in the chapel of the 
cloister. This child was Peter . H e was taken back to the 
palace of the Cardinal, who, after receiving him with kindness, 
placed him in the school of one of the best painters in Rome. 

8. Fifty years later, there were two old men, living together 

'PriVate, a clergyman of lugh rank. A cardinal is a prelate of th? 
highest order in the Roman Church, next in rank to the Pope.—' Pur' 
port, meaning.—'Com'promised, put in danger. 4 I s 'o l i t ed . sepa-
rated from others; lonely.—'Draughtsman (drafts'man), painter, 
sketcher.—* Raphael was a very eminent painter, whose works are the 
admiration of the world. He lived between the years 1483 and l-r»20 

T H E LAST L E A F . Co 

like brothers, in one of the handsomest private dwellings of 
Florence. I t was said of the one—" H e is the greatest painter 
of our d a y ; " of the o ther—" H e will be the model of friends 
in ail future ages." 

1 1 . T H E L A S T L E A F . 

1 T S A W him once before, 
-L As he pass'd by the door, 

And again 
The pavement stones resound, 
As he totters o'er the ground 

W i t h his cane. 

2. They say tha t in his prime, 
Ere the pruning-knife of Time 

Cut him down, 
Not a better man was found 
By the Crier on his round 

• Through the town. 

3. Bu t now he walks the streets, 
And he looks a t all he meets 

Sad and wan,1 

A n d he, shakes his feeble head, 
That it seems as if he said, 

" They are gone." 

4. The mossy marbles* rest 
On the lips that he has prest 

In their bloom,1 

And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved4 for many a year 

On the tomb. 

5. My grandmamma has said,— 
Poor old lady, she is dead 

Long ago,— 

Wan (win), pale and sickly—' Mar'bles, tombstones.—'Blficra. 
youth.—4 Cirved, sculptured ; cut out. 
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T h a t lie had a Roman ' nose, 
A n d his check was like a rose 

In t h e snow. 

6 B u t now his nose is thin, 
A n d it rests upon his chin 

Like a staff, 
And a crook is in his back, 
A n d a melancholy crack 

I n his laugh. 

7. I know i t is a sin 
For me t o sit and gr in 

A t h im h e r e ; 
B u t the old three-corner 'd ha t , 
A n d the breeches,5 and all t ha t , 

Are so q u e e r ! 

8. And if I should live to be 
T h e last leaf upon the t ree 

In t h e spring,— 
Let them smile as I do now, 
^.t t he old forsaken bough 

W h e r e I cling. 

1 2 . A M U S I N G A N E C D O T E . 

A Y O U N G Parisian,® go ing to Amsterdam,4 was at tracted by 
the remarkable beauty of a house situated near the canal. 

H e addressed a Dutchman in French, who stood near h im in the 
vessel, with, " P ray , sir, may I ask who tha t hoflse belongs to 
T h e Hol lander answered h im in his own language, "Ik kan niet 
verstaan" [ I do not unders tand you] . 

2. T h e Parisian, not doubt ing t h a t h e understood, took the 

'Roman nose, a nose that is slightly curved like the beak of an 
eagle, and hence sometimes called an aquiline nose.—' Breeches (brlch'-
ezi.—'Par Is 'can, an inhabitant of the city of Paris in France: a 
Frenchman.—4 Am' ster dam, an important city, the capital of the king-
dom and province oi Holland 

* 

0 . W . HOLMSS. 
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Dutchman ' s answer for the name of the proprietor. ' " Oh, oh," 
said he, " i t belongs to Mr. Kaniferstane. Wel l , I am sure h e 
must be very agreeably s i tua ted ; the house is most charming, 
and the garden appears delicious. I don ' t know tha t ever I saw 
a be t te r . A friend of mine has one much like it, near the river 
a t Chaise ;s bu t I certainly give this the preference." H e added 
many other observations of the same kind, to which the Dutch-
man, not understanding them, made no reply. 

3. W h e n he arrived a t Amsterdam, he saw a most beautiful 
woman on the quays,3 walking arm in arm with a gent leman. 
H e asked a person t h a t passed him who tha t charming lady was; 
b u t the man, not unders tanding French, replied "Ik kan niet 
verstaan." " W h a t , sir," replied our traveler, " is t ha t Mr. Kani-
ferstane's wife, whose house is near t h e canal ? Indeed, this 
gent leman's lot is enviable; to possess such a noble house, and 
eo lovely a companion." 

4 . T h e next day, when h e was walking out, h e saw some 
t rumpeters playing at a gent leman's door, who had secured the 
largest prize in the Du tch lottery. Our Parisian, wishing to be 
informed of the gent leman's name, h e was still answered, " Ik 
kan niet vers%an" " O h , " said he, " t h i s is too grea t an acces-
sion4 of good fo r tune ! Mr. Kaniferstane, proprietor of such a 
fine house, husband of such a beautiful woman, and to get t he 
largest prize in the lo t t e ry ! I t must be allowed tha t there are 
some for tunate men in the world." 

5 . Abou t a week af ter this, our traveler, walking about, saw 
a very superb burying. H e asked whose it was. " Ik kan niet 
verstaan," replied the person of whom h e asked the question. 
" A h ! " exclaimed h e ; " p o o r Mr. Kaniferstane, who had such a 
noble house, such an angelic wife, and the largest prize in t h e 
lottery. H e must have quit ted this world with great r eg r e t ; b u t 
I t hough t his happiness was too complete5 to be of long dura-
tion."6 H e then went home, reflecting all t he way on the insta-
bility1 of h u m a n affairs. 

Pro prl' e tor, owner.—' Chaise (ShAz), a small town in France.— 
* Quays (kiz), wharfs; moles or piers used for the purpose of loading or 
unloading vessels.—4 Ac cJs' sion, addition.—'Com plite', wanting noth-
ing ; full.—6 Du r&' tion, remaining in a particular state ; continuance 
—* In sta blT i ty, changeableness. 
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1 3 . L I F E . 

1. n p i I E days of Infancy are all a dream, 
-A- How fair, -but oh ! how short they seem— 

'Tis Life's sweet opening SPRING ! 

2. The days of Youth advance: 
T h e bounding limb, the ardent glance. 

The kindling soul they bring— 
I t is Life's burning SUMMER time. 

3. Manhood—matured1 with wisdom's fruit, 

Reward of Learning's deep pursuit— 
Succeeds, as AUTUMN follows Summer's prime, 

4. And that, and that, alas! goes b y ; 
And what ensues ?' The languid5 eye, 
The failing frame, the soul o'ercast; 
'Tis WINTER'S sickcning, withering blast, 

Life's blessed season—for it is the las t 
ROBERT Socimn. 

1 4 . T H E T W O B O Y S . 

r j l H E R E were two boys, who were br<?d up together, 
-L Shared the same bed, and fed at the same board. 
Each tried the other 's sport, from their first chase, 
Young hunters of the butterfly and bee, 
To when they followed the fleet hare, and tried 
The swiftness of the bird. 

They lay beside 
The silver t rout stream, watching as the sun 
Play 'd on the bubbles: shared each in the store 
Of either 's g a r d e n ; and together read 
Of him, t he master of the desert isle, 
Till a low hut, a gun and a canoe, 
Bounded thei r wishes. 

Or if ever came 
A thought of fu ture days, ' twas but to say 

Ma tired', ripened; perfected in growth or years.—1 ED sies' fol-
• - Languid (ldng'gwid), weak; duU; drooping. 
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That they would share each other's lot, and do 
Wonders, no doubt. Bu t this was vain; they parted 
Wi th promises of long remembrance, words 
Whose kindness was the heart's, and those warm tears, 
Hidden like shame by the young eyes that shed them, 
B u t which are thought upon in after years 
As what we would give worlds to shed once more. 

4, They met again,—but different from themselves,— 
At least, what each remember'd of themselves: 
The one proud as a soldier of his rank, 
And of his many batt les; and the other 
Proud of his Indian1 wealth, and of the skill 
And toil which gather 'd i t ; each with a brow 
And heart alike darken'd by years and care. 

5. They met wifk cold words and yet colder looks; 
Each was changed in himself, and yet each thought 
T h e other only changed, himself the same. 
And coldness bred dislike; and rivalry' 
Came like the pestilence3 o'er some sweet thoughts 
That l i ^ e r ' d y e t healthy and beautiful, 
Amid dark and unkindly ones. And they, 
Whose boyhood had not known one jarring word, 
W e r e strangers in their age : if their eyes m e t 
'Twas but to look contempt and when they spoke, 
Their speech was wormwood !4—and this, this is life. 

L . E L I Z A B E T H MACLEAN 

1 5 . " W E W E R E B O Y S TOGETHER. 

E were boys together, 
And never can forget 

The school-house on the heather,4 

In childhood where we met— 

' Indian (!nd' van), relating to India.—5 Rl' val ry, state of being rivals; 
Cpposed to each other.—' Pis' ti lence, the plague ; an infectious dis-
ease, or one that is catching.—4 Wormwood (wSnn' wild), a bitter herb; 
bitterness.—' Hfcatli' er, heath ; a place overgrown with shrubs. 
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T h e humble home, to memory dea r ; 
Its sorrows and its j o y s ; 

W h e r e woke the transient1 smile or tear, 
W h e n you and I were boys. 

2. W e were youths together, 
A n d castles' built in a i r ; 

Your heart was like a feather , 
And mine weighed down with care. 

T o you came wealth with manhood's prime, 
To me it brought alloys5 

Foreshadow'd4 in the primrose time, 
W h e n you and I were boys. 

3. W e ' r e old men toge the r ; 
The friends we loved of yore , ' 

W i t h leaves of autumn weather , 
A r e gone forever more. 

I t ow blest to age the impulse6 g iven— 
The hope t ime ne'er des t roys— 

Which led our thoughts f rom earth7 to heaven, 
W h e n you and I were b o y s ! 

GEORGE P . M O R R I S . 

1 6 . O N T H E W A S T E O F L I F E . 

AM E R G U S was a gentleman of good es ta te : he was bred to 
no business, and could not contrive h o w to waste his hours 

agreeably; he had no relish for any of t h e proper works of life, 
nor any taste for the improvement of t h e m i n d ; he spent gen-
erally ten hours of the four-and-twenty in b e d ; he dozed away 
two or three more on his couch ; and a s many more were dis-

. solved5 in good liquor every evening, if he met with company 
of his own humor. Tlius he made a s h i f t to wear off ten years 
of his life since the paternal9 estate fell i n t o his hands. 

'Transient (trin'shent), passing away; fleeting; liasty.—»Castles 
(kls'slz), houses fortified for defense against enemies.—1»AI loys', evils 
mixed with good; base metals mixed with precious ones.—4 Fore 'shid' 
6wed, painted or drawn beforehand—»Yire, old t ime. -» Im'pulse, 
force q-iickly applied.—'Earth (¿rth).—''Dissolved («lizzilvd'), worn 
away.—9 PatSr' nal, belonging to or derived from one's father. 
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2. One evening, as he was musing alone, his thoughts hap-
pened to take a most unusual turn, for they cas\ a glance back-
ward, and he began to reflect on his manner of life. H e be-
thought himself what a number of living beings had been made 
a sacrifice to support his carcass,' and how much corn and wine 
had been mingled with these offerings; and he set himself to 
compute what he had devoured since he came to the age of man. 

3. " About a dozen feathered creatures, small and great, have, 
one week with another," said he, "g iven up their lives to pro-
long mine, which, in ten years, amounts to at least six thousand. 
Fifty sheep have been sacrificed in a year, with half a hecatomb' 
of black-cattle,® t h a t I might have the choicest parts offered 
weekly upon my table. Thus a thousand beasts, out of the flock 
and the herd, have been slain in ten years' t ime to feed me, be-
sides what t h e forest has supplied me with. 

4. " M a n y hundreds of fishes have, in all their variety, been 
robbed of life for my repast,4 and of the smaller fry, some thou-
sands. A measure of corn would hardly suffice5 me fine flour 
enough for a month ' s provision, and this arises to above six 
score b u s h e l ^ and many hogsheads of wine and other liquors 
have passed through this body of mine—this wretched strainer 
of meat and d r ink ! And what have I done all this t ime for 
God and man ? W h a t a vast profusion6 of good things wasted 
upon a useless life and a worthless l iver! 

5. " There is not the meanest creature among all those which 
I have devoured, but ha th answered the end of its creation better 
than I. I t was made to support human nature, and it has done 
so. Every crab and oyster I have eat, and every grain of corn 
I have devoured, ha th filled u p its place in the rank of beings 
with more propriety and honor than I have done. Oh, shameful 
waste of life and t ime!" 

6. In short, he carried on his moral reflections with so just 
and severe a force of reason, as constrained' h im to change his 
whole course of l i fe ; to break Sff his follies at once, and to 
npply himself to gain some useful knowledge, when he was 

1 C&r' cass, body.—* Hie' a tomb, the sacrifice of a hundred. - ' BlJck'-
cattle, cows, bulls, and oxen, as distinguished from sheep and goats, 
which are called small cattle.—4RepSst', n e a t ; food.—'Suffice (sufr 
flze'), satisfy.—'Pro fu sion, a large quantit, —1 Const rimed', forced. 
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more than thirty years of age. l i e lived many following years, 
with the character of a worthy man and an excellent Christian; 
he died with a peaceful conscience, and the tears of his country 
were dropped upon his tomb. 

7. The world, that knew the whole series1 of his life, were 
amazed at the mighty change. They beheld him as a wonder 
of reformation, while he himself confessed and adored the Divine 
power and mercy which had transformed him from a brute to a 
man. Bu t this was a single instance, and we may almost ven-
ture to write miracle upon it. Are there not numbers, in this 
degenerate ' age, whose lives thus run to utter waste, without the 
least tendency4 to usefulness ? D B . F B A K K L I N . 

1 7 . " W H O W A S T H E G E N T L E M A N ? 

" T )LEASE, sir, don't push so." I t was in endeavoring to pene 
J- trate5 t he dense8 crowd tha t nearly filled the entrance, and 

blocked up the doorway, after one of our popular lectures, that 
this exclamation met my attention. I t proceede<j^rom a little 
girl of not more than ten years, who, hemmed bv the wall on 
one side, and the crowd on the other, was vainly endeavoring to 
extricate1 herself. 

2. The person addressed paid no attention to the entreaty8 of 
the little one, but pushed on toward the door. "Look here, 
sir, said a m a n whose coarse apparel,9 sturdy frame, and toil-
embrowned hands, contrasted10 strongly wife the delicately gloved 
fingers, curling locks, and expensive broadcloth of the former. 
" Look here, sir, you ' re jamming tha t little girl's bonnet all to 
smash with those elbows of yours." 

3. " Can't help that ," gruffly replied the individual addressed; 
" I look to No. One." " Y o u take care of No. One, do you? 
Well, that ' s all fair ; so do I," replied the honest countryman; 

1 Si' ries, course.—' Mlr'acle, something wonderful; beyond the course 
of natDTS. 'Degin 'e rAte , degraded; corrupt.—4 Tind'en cy, course 
towarrl any thing; desire.—» Pin' e trite, pass tlnough—• Dense, thick. 
— Ex tri cate, set free.—»En triat ' y, request.—eAp par'el, dress.— •Con-
trast ed, brought together to show the difference between two 
things. 
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and with these words, he took the little girl in "his arms, and 
placing his broad shoulders against the slight form of the latter, 
he pushed him through the crowd, down the steps, landing him, 
with somewhat more haste than dignity, in the street below. 

4. The young gentleman picked himself up, btit rather in-
timidated1 by the stout fist of the stranger, and rather abashed' 
by the laughter of the crowd, concluded it was about time lor 
him to go home. In polite society the former would be 'Courted 
an J admired, and the latter overlooked and despised. " W h o 
was the gentleman ?" 

5. On a raw and blustering day last winter, a young girl, with . 
a basket3 on her ami, entered' one of our stores. After making 
a few purchases she turned to leave. Two gentlemen stood in 
the doorway, whose appearance indicated' that they thought 
themselves something; whose soft sleek coats and delicate hands 
were apparently5 of about the same quality as their brain. 

6. As they made not the slightest movement as she ap-
proached, the young girl hesitated a moment, but seeing no 
other way, she politely requested them to stand aside. They 
lazily moved a few inches, allowing her barely room to pass, 
giving her, f s she did so, a broad stare, that brought the color 
to her cheek, and the fire to her eye. In stepping upon the 
icy pavement her foot slipped, aud in endeavoring to save her-
self, her basket fell, and the wind scattered its con'tents in every 
direction. 

1. A t this, the two gentlemen burst into a loud laugh, and 
seemed to consider it as vastly amusing. " Let me assist you," 
exclaimed a pleasant voice; and a lad about sixteen, whose hands 
showed tha t they were accustomed to labor, and whose coarse 
but well-patched coat indicated tha t he was the child of poverty, 
sprang forward, and, gathering up the articles, presented the 
basket with a bow and a smile tha t would have graced a draw-
ing-room. " W h o was tfie gentleman ?" 

8. Boys, you are all ambitious to become gentlemen. I t is 
all very natural, but remember, that neither your own uor your 
pa ren t s ' position in lifv,, your tailor, your boot-black, or your 

1 In tlm' i di t ed, made afraid.—' A bislied', put to shame.—' Bisk' et 
—4 In' di cit ed, showed.—' Ap p&r' ent ly, in appearance. 

4 D 
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baiber, can iflake you one. T h e true gentleman is the same 
everywhere; not only a t the social1 party or ball, but in the 
uoisy mill, the busy shop, the crowded assembly, at home or in 
the s t reet ; never oppressing the weak ©r ridiculing the unfor-
tuna te ; respectful and attentive to his, superiors f pleasant aud 
affable3 to his equals; careful and tender of the feelings of those 
whom he may consider beneath him. 

1 8 . A M O D E R N C I N C I N N A T U S . 4 

n r n O S E who have read of t h e old Roman who left his plow, 
J- and ruled the nation, re turning again to his humble farm, 
mast be proud to think how many instances of the same kind 
onr own history furnishes. Wash ing ton was a Cincinnatus, and 
here is an account of another. 

2. At the session of the South Carolina Legislature, in 1814, 
the members were perplexed for a suitable man to elect gov-
ernor. The difficulty did not arise from any scarcity of candi-
dates,5 for then, as now, men were ambitious, but from a want 
of the r ight sort of man. T h e matter became f o r s e as the 
time wore on, and the election of some objectionable candidate 
seertied inevitable.6 

3. One day, however, as several of them were conversing 
upon the matter, Judge O'Neall , then a young man, and present 
by invitation, said, "Gent lemen, why not elect General David 
R. Williams?" "Dav id R. Williams*! he's our man—he's the 
m a n ! " they all exclaimed, as t hey began to scatter to tell t he 
news. The day of election came on, and General. Williams was 
elected by a large vote. 

4. A messenger was a t once dispatched7 with a carefully pre-
pared letter to inform the general of his election, requesting his 
acceptance, and hoping he would n a d e the day on which he 

Social (só' shal), made up of companions; relating to society.—'Su 
pi 'riors, those above us .—'Affable , talking pleasantly; easy to con-
verse with.—4 Cm tin ni' tus, a celebrated Roman who was called from 
the plow to direct the affairs of his country and command her armies 
—^Cán' didites, persons who seek or are proposed for any office.—'In 
iv ' it a ble, that can not be avoided.—1 Dis pitched, sent. 

A MODERN CINCINNATUS. 7 5 

would tako the oath of office. After a long ride, the messenger 
stopped at the general's residence, in Marlboro' district, we 
believe, and inquired if lie was in. l i e was told that Mr. Wil-
liams was over at his plantation. The gentleman said he would 
ride over, as he had a note to deliver to him as soon as possible. 

5. W h e n about half way, lie met a fine-looking man, dressed 
in plain homespun, and driving a team of mules. " A m I on 
the road to the plantation of General Williams?" asked the 
messenger. " Yes, sir ; it is about a mile further on," was the 
reply. " Is the general a t home ?" " No, sir." " Where is he ?" 
" I am General Williams." " You General David R. Williams ?'" 
" I r»m the man." " D o n ' t deceive me. I have an important 
letter for Gen. Williams. If tha t is your name," said the doubtir g 
messenger, " here it is," handing the letter to the general. 

6. Mr. Williams opened the letter, and found, to his utter 
astonishment, that , without his knowledge or consent, he had 
been elected governor of South Carolina. H e took the mes-
senger home, and entertained him for the night, preparing a 
note in the mean time accepting the appointment, and naming a 
time on which he would be in Columbia. The messenger re-
turned. On the appointed day, a few minutes before twelve, a 
man, dressed in homespun, and on horseback, rode into town ; 
hitching his animal to a tree, he made his way to the Capitol,' 
where he found a brilliant concourse of people. 

7. Bu t few knew him personally ; still there was something 
commanding about him. H e took his seat in a vacant chair ; 
and when the clock in front of the Speaker had struck the bout 
of twelve, the general rose, and delivered the most masterly 
speech tha t had ever been delivered there. T h e farmer-states-
man entirely electrified8 the assembly. H e made an excellent 
governor. This th ing conveys a beautiful idea : here was s 
farmer elected; he accepted, and from the plow went to th 
governor's office to preside,3 in a stormy crisis,4 over the destiny 
tf a sovereign6 State. Long live his memory ! 

Cip' i tol , the building where the legislature meet.—' E lie'tri tied, 
suddenly excited ; struck with great surprise.—31're side', to govern • 
to sit above others.—4 Cri' sis, time when any thing is at its height, and 
ripe for a change —' Dès' ti ny, fate ; fortune —0 Sovereign (s&v' er iu), 
supreme ; obeying no other authority. 
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1 9 . C L E A R TIIE W A Y . 

1- M E N of though t ! be up, and stirring night and day : 
-LU. Sow the seed—withdraw the curtain—CLEAR THE WAY I 
Men of action, aid and cheer them, as ye m a y ! 

There 's a fount about to stream, 
There 's a light about to beam, 
There 's a warmth about to glow, 
There 's a flower about to b low; 

There 's a midnight blackness changing into gray. 
Men of thought and men of action, CLEAR THE WAY 

2 Once the welcome light h a s broken, who shall say 
W h a t the unimagined glories of the day ? 
W h a t the evil that shall perish in its ray 1 

Aid the dawning, t ongue and p e n ; 
Aid it, hopes of hones t m e n ; 
Aid it, pape r ; aid it , t y p e ; 
Aid it^for the hour is ripe, 

And our earnest must not slacken into play. 
M e n of t h o u g h t a n d m e n of ac t ion, CLEAR TIIB WAY I 

3 L o ! a cloud's about to vanish from the d a y ; 
And a brazen wrong to c rumble into clay. 
L o ! the right 's about to c o n q u e r : CLEAR THE WAY' 

W i t h the right shall m a n y more 
Enter smiling at the d o o r ; 
W i t h the giant w r o n g shall fall 
Many others, great a n d small, 

That for ages long have he ld us for their prey. 
Men of thought and m e n of action, CLEAR THE WAY ! 

CHARLES M A C K A T . 

2 0 . C O N V E R S A T I O N . 

l U E V E R speak any thing fo r a t ru th which you know or 
J - ' believe to be false. L y i n g is a great sin against God, who 
gave us a tongue to speak t h e t r u t h , and not falsehood. I t is a 
great offense against human i ty i tself; for, where there is no 

CONVERSATION. # 77 

regard to t ruth , there can be no safe society between man and 
man. A n d it is an injury to the s p e a k e r f o r , besides the dis-
grace" which it brings upon him, it occasions so much baseness 
of mind, that he can scaiceiy tell t ruth, or avoid lying, even 
wnen he has no color of necessity for i t ; and, in time, he comes 
to such a pass, tha t as o ther people can not believe he speaks 
t ruth , so he himself scarcely knows when he tells a falsehood. 

2. As you must be careful not to he, so you must avoid 
coming near it. You must not equivocate,1 nor speak any thing 
positively for which you have no authority but report, or con 
jecture, or .opinion. Let your words be few, especially when 
your superiors or strangers are present, lest you betray youi 
own weakness, and rob yourselves of the opportunity which you 
might otherwise have had, to gain knowledge, wisdom, and 
experience, by hear ing those whom you silence by your imperti-
nent2 talking. 

3. B e not too earnest, loud, or violent in your conversation. 
Silence youx oppo'nent3 with reason, not with noise. Be careful 
not to interrupt another when he is speaking; hear h im out, 
and you will understand h im the better, and be able to give him 
the better answer. Consider before you speak, especially when 
the business is of m o m e n t ; weigh the sense of what you mean 
to utter, and the expressions you intend to use, tha t they may 
be significant,4 pertinent, ' and inoffensive. Inconsiderate persons 
do not th ink till they speak ; or they speak, and then think. 

4. Some men excel in husbandry,6 some in gardening, some in 
mathematics. I n conversation, learn, as near as you can, where 
the skill or excellence of any person l ies; put him upon talking 
on that subject, observe what he says, keep it in your memory, 
or commit it to writing. B y this means, you will glean the 
worth and knowledge of everybody you converse w i t h ; and at an 
easy rate acquire what may be of use to you on many occasions. 

1 E qulv' o cite, to use expressions or words which may be understood 
in two ways, so that a lie is actually told under the appearance of 
truth.—* Im pdr' ti nent, not relating to the subject; rude ; intrusive ; 
meddling with what does not belong to us.—' Op pi 'nent , one with 
whom we differ.—4 Significant , full of meaning.—' Per' ti nent, appro-
priate to the case ; fitted to the end.—1'Hus' band ry, the business of 
cultivating the earth, raising cattle, and the management of the dairy. 
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5. When you are in company wife light, vain, impertinent 
persons, let the observing of their failings make you the more 
cautious, both in your conversation with them and in your 
general behavior, that you may avoid their errors. If a n j one, 
whom you do not know to be a person of truth, sobriety, and 
weight, relates strange stories, be not too ready to believe or 
report them ; and yet (unless he is one of your family acquaint-
ances) be not too forward to contradict him. If the occasion 
requires you to declare your opinion, do it modestly and gently, 
not bluntly nor coarsely; "by this means you will avoid giving 
offense, or being abused for too much credulity. 

6. If a man, whose integrity1 you do not very well know, 
make you great and extraordinary2 professions, do not give much 
credit to him. Probably you will find that he aims at some-
thing besides kindness to you, and that when he has served his 
turn, or been disappointed, his regard for you will grow cool. 
Beware, also, of him who flatters you, and commends you to 
your face, or to one who he thinks will tell you of i t ; most 
probably he has either deceived and abused you, or means to do 
so. Remember the fable of the fox commending the singing of 
the crow, who had something in her mouth which the fox 
wanted. 

7. Be careful that you do not commend yourselves. I t is a 
sign that your reputation is small and sinking, if your own 
tongue must praise you ; and it is fulsome3 and unpleasing to 
others to hear such commendations. Speak well of the absent 
whenever you have a suitable opportunity. Seve r speak ill of 
them, or of anybody, unless you are sure tliev deserve it, and 
unless it is necessary for their amendment , or foi the safety and 
benefit of others. Avoid, in your ordinary communications, not 
only oaths, but all imprecations and earnest protestations. For-
bear scoffing and jesting at the condition or natural defects of 
any person. Such offenses leave a deep impression; and they 
often cost a man dear. 

8. B e very careful that you give no reproachful, menacing,4 or 

1 In l6g' ri ty, nprightnass ; the highest degree of honesty—• Ex-
traordinary («ks trar* di na ry), uncommon ; remarkable—'Eul'some, 
disgusting; grossly unpleasant.-« Miu ' a ring, threatening. 
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spiteful words to any person. Good words make friends; bad 
words make enemies. I t is great prudence to gain as many 
friends as we honestly can, especially when it may be done at so 
earv a rate as a good word ; and it is great folly to make an 
encmv by ill words, which are of no advantage to the party wha 
uses them. W h e n faults are committed, they may, and by a 
superior they must, be reproved; bht let it be done without 
reproach or bitterness: otherwise it will lose its due end and use 
and, instead of reforming the offense, it will exasperate tli-
offender, and lay the reprover justly open to reproof. 

9. If a person be passionate, and give you ill language, rather 
pity him than be moved to anger. You will find that silence, 
or very gentle words, are the most ex'quisite1 revenge for re-
proaches; they will either cure the distemper in the angry man, 
and make him sorry for his passion, or they will be a severe 
' eproof and punishment to him. But, at any rate, they will 
preserve your innocence, give you the deserved reputation of 
wisdom and moderation, and keep up the serenity and composure 
of your mind. Passion and anger make a man unfit for every 
thing that becomes him as a man or as a Christian. 

10. Never utter any profane speeches, nor make a jest of any 
Scripture expressions. W h e n you pronounce the name of God 
or of Christ, or repeat any passages or words of Iloly Scripture, 
do it with reverence and seriousness, and not lightly, for that is 
" t ak ing the name of God in vain." If you hear of any 
unseemly expressions used in religious exercises, do not publish 
t h e m ; endeavor to forget t h e m ; or, if you mention them at all, 
let it be with pity and sorrow, not with derision or reproach. 

S I S MAXIIEW H A L B . 

2 1 . T H E D E F O R M E D C H I L D . 

T N my school-boy days, there lived an aged widow near tli 
1 . church-yard. She 'iad an only child. I have often4 ob-
served tha t the delicate and the weak receive more than a com-
mon share of affection from a mother. Such a feeling was shown 

»Exquisite (eks'kwezit), choice; nice, complete—* Often (6f fn). 
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by this widow toward her sickly and unshapely boy. Tl.ere 
are faces and forms which, once seen, are impressed upon oui 
brain; and they will come, again and again, upon the tablet1 ol 
our memory in the quiet of night, and even flit around us in 
our daily walks. Many years have gone by since I first saw thia 
hoy; and his delicate form, and quiet manner, and his "entle 
and virtuous conduct, are ® c n before me. 

2. I shali never forget,—in the sauciness of youth, and fancy-
ing it would give importance to my bluff* ontside,—swarivg in 
his presence. The boy was sitting in a high-backed easy-chah, 
reading his Bible. He turned round, as if a signal for dying had 
sounded m his ear, and fixed upon me his clear, gray eve: that 
look ,t made my little heart almost choke me. I gave some 
foolish excuse for getting out of the cot tage; and, as I met a 
playmate on the road, who jeered3 me for my blank4 counte-
nance, I rushed past him, hid myself in an adjoining corn-field, 
and cried bitterly. ° ^ 

3 I tried to conciliate5 the widow's son, and show my sorrow 
for having so far forgotten the innocence of bovhood, as to have 
my Makers name sounded in an unhallowed6 manner from my 
hps. My spring flowers he accepted; but , when my back wa* 
turned, he flung them away. The toys and books I offered to 
him were put aside for his Bible. His only occupations were, 
he feeding of a favorite hen, which would come to his chair and 

look up for the crums that he would let fall, with a noiseless 
action, from his thin-fingers, watching the pendulum and hands 
of the wooden clock, and reading. 

4. Although I could not, at that time, fully appreciate7 the 
beauty of a mother's love, still I venerated8 the widow for the 
unobtrusive,9 but intense10 attention she displayed to her son I 
never entered her dwelling without seeing he r engaged in some 
kind offices toward him. If the sunbeam came through the 

, , t ; . a v ! t, le fab,C; s o m e t h i n S fl^ on which to write, paint o. 
m V \ Mustering.- .J^ed, made a mock of; ridiculed" 
Blank, want of expression.-'Condi'iate, to reconcile ; to gain by 

toSSiw1 t W e d ; , U n h 0 l y : i m P U r e ; w ' ( ' a ' ' — ' Appreciate (ap pr6 shite), to ascertain the value of a thing.—» Yin' er i t ed revered • 
honored. "Unobtrusive (unobtrfi'siv), modest; not forw rd ^ n 
tense , earnest; devoted. 
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leaves of the geraniums, placed in the window, with too strong 
a clare, she moved the high-backed chair with as much care as 
if she had been putting aside a crystal1 temple. W hen he slept, 
she festooned3 her silk handkerchief around his place of rest. 
She placed the earliest violets upon her mantel-piece for him to 
look a t ; and the roughness of her oVn meal, and the delicacy 
of the 'child's, sufficiently displavfll her sacrifices. Easy ano 
satisfied, the widow moved a b o u # l never saw her but once 
unhappy. She was then walking thoughtfully in her garden. I 
beheld a tear. I did not dare to intrude upon her grief, and ask 
her the cause of i t ; but I found the reason in her cottage; her 
boy had been spitting blood. 

5. 1 have often envied him these endearments; for I was away 
from a par'ent who humored me, even when I was stubborn and 
unkind. My poor mother is in her grave. I have often re-
gretted having been her pet, her favorite; for the coldness of 
the world makes me wretched; and, perhaps, if I had not drunk 
at the very spring of a mother's affection, I might have let scorn 
and con'tumely3 pass by me as the idle wind. Yet I have after 
ward asked myself, what I, a thoughtless, though not a heart-
less boy, should have come to, if I ¿»ad not had such a comforter. 
I have asked myself this, felt satisfied and grateful, and wished 
that her spirit might watch aiound her child, who often met her 
k indnes with passion, and received her gifts as if he expected 

homage4 from her. 
6. Everybody experiences how quickly school years pass 

away. My fat liar's residence was not situated in the village 
where I was educated; so that when I left school I left its scenes 
also. After several years had passed away, accident took mc 
a<rain to the well-known place. The stable, into which I led my 
horse, was dear to me ; for I had Often listened to the echo that 
danced within it, when the bells were ringing. The face of the 
landlord was strange; but I could not forget the in-kneed, red 
whiskered hostler: he had given me a hearty thrashing a« A r e 
turn for a hearty jest. 

*Ci ys' tal made of glass ; resembling glass—' Fes tSoned', arranged 
like a suspended wreath or garland—' C6n' tumily, contemptuous lan-
guage ; haughty rudeness—4Him'ige, act of submission; respect 
showed by an inferior —5 In-kneed, having the knees bent ID rfard. 

6 
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7. I Lad reserved a broad piece of silver for the old widow 
But I first ran toward the river, and walked upon the mill-bank. 
I was surprised at the apparent1 narrowness of the stream; and, 
although the willows still fringed the margin, and appeared to 
stoop in homage to the water-lilies, ye t they were diminutive 
Every thing was but a miniature3 of the picture in my mind. I t 
proved to mc that my faculties4 had grown with my growth, and 
strengthened with my strength. W i t h something like disap-
pointment, I left the river side, and strolled toward the church. 
My hand was in my pocket, grasping the broad piece of silver. 
I imagined to myself the kind look of recognit ion51 should re-
ceive. I determined on the way in which I should press the 
money into the widow's hand. Bu t I felt m y nerves slightly 
tremble, as I thought on the look her son had given, and again 
might give mer 

8. Ah, there is the cottage; but the honeysuckle is older, and 
it has lost many of its branches! The door was closed. A pet 
lamb was fastened to a loose cord under the window, and its 
melancholy bleating was the only sound tha t disturbed the 
silence, in former years I used, at once, to pull the string that 
lifted the wooden la tch; but now I deliberately knocked. A 
strange female form, with a child in her arms, opened the door. 
I asked for my old acquaintance. "Alas ! poor Alice is in her 
coffin: look, sir, where the shadow of the spire ends : that is 
her grave." I relaxed my grasp of my money. " A n d her de-
formed boy ?" " He, too, is there!" I drew my hand from my 
pocket. 

9. I t was a hard task for me to thank the woman, but I did 
so. I moved to the place where the mother and the child were 
buried. I stood for some minutes, in silence, beside the mound 
of grass. I thought of the consumptive lad, and as I did so, the 
lamb, at the cottage window, gave its anxious bleat. And then 
all the affectionate attentions of my own mother arose on my 
soul, while m y lips trembled ou t : " M o t h e r ! dear mother! 
would that I were as is the widow's son! would that I were 

1 Ap p&r'er.t, seeming; clear; plain.—s Drain'utive, small.—'Min-
iature (m!n' e tur), a smail likeness ; on a small scale.—4 F&c' ul ties, 
power of the body or the mind.—6 Recognition (rek og n!sh' un), know-
ing again a thing that has been absent; acknowledgment 
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sleeping in thy grave! I loved thee, mother! but I wou-d not 
have thee living now, to view the worldly sorrows of thy un-
grateful boy ! My first step toward vice was the oath which the 
deformed child heard me utter." 

10. Bu t you, who rest here as quietly as you lived, sha re-
ceive the homage of the unworthy. I will protect this hillock 
from the steps of the heedless wanderer, and from the trampling 
of the village herd. I will raise u f a tabernacle to purity and 
love. I wiU do it in secret; and I look not to be rewarded 

, C . E D W A R D S . 
openly. 

2 2 . S C E N E S OF C H I L D H O O D . 

« I came to the place of my birth, and said ' The Mends of my , 
- youth, where are they ?' and echo answered, ' Where are they ? 

1 T ONG years had elapsed1 since I gazed on the scene, 
' J j Which my fancy still robed in its freshness of g r e e n -

The spot where, a school-boy, all thoughtless I stray d, 
By the side of the stream, in the gloom of the shade. 

2 I thought of the friends who had roam'd with me there, 
' W h e n c e sky was so blue, and the flowers were so f a i r -

All scatter'd!—all sunder'd2 by mountain and wave, 
And some in the silent embrace of the grave! 

3 I thought of the green banks, tha t circled around 
W i t h wild-flower^ and sweet-brier, and eglantine3 crown d , 
I thought of the river, all quiet and bright 
As the face of the sky on a blue summer mght . 

4 And I thought of the trees, under which we bad s t rand 
Of the broad leafy boughs, with their coolness of shade , 
A n d I hoped, though disfigured, some token to find 
Of the names and the carvings impress d on the rmd. 

5. All eager, I hasten'd the scene to behold, _ 
Render 'd sacred and dear by the f e e l m g s ^ f d d , 



And I dcem'd that , nnal ter 'd , my eye should explore 
This refuge, this haunt , th is Elysium of yore. 

6. 'Twas a d r e a m ! — n o t a token or t race could I view 
Of the names that I loved, of the trees tha t I k n e w : 
Like the shadows of n igh t a t the dawning of day, 
" Like a tale tha t is to ld / ' t hey had vsnish'd away. 

7. And methough t the l o W i v e r , t ha t nmrmur 'd alonjr, 
W a s more dull in its motion, more sad in its song, * 
Since the hirds tha t had nestled and warbled above, 
Had all fled from its banks, a t t he fall of t he grove. 

?. I paused ; and the moral came home to my h e a r t : 
Behold how of earth all t h e glories d e p a r t ! 
Our visions are baseless; our hopes but a g l e a m ; 
Our staff but a reed ; and ou r life but a dream. 

Then, oh, let us look—let ou r prospects a l lure '— 
T o scenes tha t can fade not, t o realms3 t ha t endure, 
To glories, to blessings, t h a t t r iumph sublime 
O'er the blightings of change , and the ruins of time. 

BLACKWOOD'S M A G A Z I S K . 

2 3 . ANECDOTE OF A DOG. 

A M A N on horseback, wi th a f ine dog, was joined by another 
i l honseman; they entered in to conversation, and the owner 
ot t he dog began to boast of t h e cleverness of his animal. B , 
way o proof he dismounted, t o o k a shilling from his p u r i 

Z t l t f P n t 11 U D d e 7 S t o n e ' « — again, and rode 
ay with his compamon. W h e n t h e y had gone four or five 

m.les he told the d o g to g o back and fetch the shilling 

c r e l f : r P e r f e C % , U " d e r S t 0 0 d * t h ° s e n s i b l c ^ willing 
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and heavy, and after t rying in vain to turn i t over, or to scratch 
away the ha rd soil underneath it, he gave up the at tempt, sat 
down beside it, and waited patiently. H e had not waited Icing 
before two horsemen came up, t raveling in the opposite direction 
to tha t by which his master had gone. W h e n the dog saw the 
travelers approach, h e began to scratch and howl, and show the 
plainest signs of anxiety to over tum-^ ie stone. 

3. T h e horscirhiD very naturally though t tha t underneath the 
tone there was a rat, or weasel, or some other creature, and one 

of them dismounted and overturned i t ; to his g rea t surprise he 
found a shilling, and never imagining for a momen t tha t this 
could be the object of the dog's anxiety, h e put it into his purse, 
and tha t into his trowsers' pocket. T h e d e g had now quite 
recovered his composure ; he paid no more at tention to the stone, 
but followed the two s t rangers on their journey. In vain they 
tried to drive h im away, and at length, supposing h e had lost 
his master, they allowed him to have his own way. 

4. In , the evening, when they reached the inn, t he dog was 
still with them, lay quietly under the table, and took readily the 
food they gave him. Bu t when they prepared to go to bed, 
nothing ' would satisfy the dog but h e must sleep in t h e same 
room with the man he seemed to have chosen for his new mas-
ter, t he man who had taken the shi l l ing; he had his own way 
again, and a ma t was provided for h im at t he foot of the bed. 

5. Meantime the other two horsemen had reached their jour-
ney's end, and put up for the night . T h e master of the dog had 
boasted all t he way tha t Pe to would soon join them again, and 
certainly br ing the shi l l ing; but as t ime passed he grew uneasy, 
and when bedtime arrived he retired with a heavy heart, feeling 
certain tha t his clog was k i l led ; for no th ing else, h e said, could 
have prevented his re turn , and h e was sure tha t no one could 
ever t ake him alive by force, or entice h im away. 

6. Bu t Peto , far from being dead, was sleeping very comfort-
ably on his mat at t he foot of a s t ranger 's bed ; the moment , 
however, t h a t dayl ight appeared h e was stirring. W h e t h e r 
' ' boo t s" opened the door, or whether lie made his way through 
the window, which the traveler had opened for air in the h o t 

'Nothing (n&th' ing). 
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summer night, certain it is, t ha t when the unfortunate man arose, 
the dog was gone—and his trowsers were gone, t oo ! 

1. A n d now for Peto's master again. H e arose disconsolate, 
met his friend at t he breakfast, and sighed while he confessed 
tha t his dog had not appeared. B u t in the middle of breakfast , 
Pe to rushed into the room, and with great demonstrations1 of 
joy, and evidently5 in perfect health and high good humor , laid 
down a pair of trowsers at his master 's feet.111 

8. T h e whole proceeding was at first perfectly incomprehen-
sible,3 bu t a light soon broke in upon the gentleman's mind, and 
tu rn ing to his companion, h e exclaimed, " In these trowsers we 
shall find the l6st shilling." H e drew forth a purse as he spoke, 
and there indeed h e found, among other coins, t he very shilling 
h e had marked t h e day before. Some months passed away 
before an explanation took place, and the unfortunate owner of 
the trowsers received his proper ty . 

2 4 . A H U M A N B E I N G W I T H N O T H I N G TO D O . 

MOST-miserab le , w o r t h y of most profound pity, is such a 
be ing! T h e mos t insignificant4 object in nature becomes 

a source of e n v y ; t h e birds warble on every t ree in ecstasy® of 
j o y ; the t iny flower, h idden from all eyes, sends forth its fra-
grance of full happ ines s ; t he mountain stream dashes along with 
a sparkle and m u r m u r of pu re delight. T h e object of their 
creation is accomplished, and their life gushes forth in harmonic 
work. 

2. 0 p l a n t ! 0 s t r e a m ! wor thy of admiration, of worship, to 
the wretched id le r ! H e r e are powers y e never dreamed of— 
faculties divine,6 e t e rna l ; 7 a head to think, but noth ing to con-
centrate8 t he t h o u g h t s ; a hea r t to love, but no object to bathe 
with the living t ide of a f fec t ion ; a hand to do, b u t no work to 

1 Pem on s t r i ' tions, marks; proofs.—® Ev'l dently, easily seen; clearly. 
—* In com pre h6n' si ble, not understood.—4 In sig nlf i cant, small; 
mean ; contemptible.—1 Ec' sta sy, highest degree of joy ; rapture. 
* Di vine', heavenly ; belonging to God.—1 E tJr 'nal, without beginning 
or end ; endless.— Con cfiu' tr i te, to ; to bring into a coinmou 
center 
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be d o n e ; talents unexercised, capacities1 undeveloped, ' a human 
life thrown away—wasted as water poured forth in the desert . 
Bi rds and flowers, ye are gods to such a mockery of l ife! 

3. W h o can describe the fearful void3 of such an existence, 
t h e yearnings4 for object, t he self-reproach for wasted powers, 
t h e weariness of daily life, t he loathing of pleasure, of frivolity,« 
and the fearful consciousness of deadening life—of a spiritual 
paralysis6 which hinders all response7 to h u m a n interes t—when 
enthusiasm8 ceases to arouse, and noble deeds no longer call forth 
the tear of j o y ; when t h e world becomes a blank, humani ty a 
far sound, and no life is left b u t t h e heavy, benumbing weight 
of personal hopelessness and desolation. 

4. Happier far is t he toiling drudge9 who coins body a n d soul 
into t h e few poor shillings tha t can only keep his family in a 
long s tarva t ion; h e has hope unceasingly to lighten h im, a duty 
t o perform, a spark of love within tha t can not d i e ; and wretched, 
weary, and unhuman as his life may be, it is of royal wor th—i t 
is separated by t h e immeasurable distance of life and death from 
the poor wretch who is cursed for having no work to do. 

* 2 5 . O U R N A T I V E S H I P S . 

1. A U R native ships! in fleet10 caree^11 

VJ T h e y linger not behind, 
W h e r e ga l lan t" sails f rom other lands 

Cour t favoring t ide and wind. 
W i t h banners on t h e breeze, t hey leap 

A s gayly o'er t he foam, 
As stately barks f rom prouder seas, 

T h a t Ions have learn'd to roam. 

1 Ca pic' i ties, those powers by which we are enabled to receive instruc-
tions ; talents; ability to do or to receive.—® Un de vSi' oped, not brought 
ou t ; hidden.—* Void, emptiness.—4 YSarn'ings, strong desires.—' Frt-
v6l' i ty, lightness ; fondness for vain and foolish pursuits.—" Pa ril y-
sis, loss of power ; palsy; inability to move the limbs. —"1 Re sponse, 
answer; interest in a thing.—'Entliu'si asm, an ardent zeal with re-
spect to some object or pursuit.—»Drudge, one wl.o "labors hard without 
thought.—14 Flist, swift.—"Ca -¿er', course; way —1"Gil' lant, noble ; 
brave; generous. 
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2. Tlie Indian wave, with luring1 smiles, 
Swept round them bright to-day; 

And havens' of Atlantic isles 
Are opening on their way ; 

Ere y6t these evening shadows close, 
Or this frail song is o'er, 

Full many a straining mast will rise 
To greet a foreign shore. 

3 High up the lashing northern deep, 
"Where glimmering watch-lights beam, 

Away in beauty where the stars 
I n tropic' brightness gleam, 

Where 'er the sea-bird wets her beak, 
Or blows the stormy gale, 

On to the water's furthest verge' 
Our ships majestic sail. 

4. They dip their keels in every stream 
That swells beneath the sky ; 

And where old ocean's billows roll, 
Their lofty pennants5 fly : 

They furl6 their sheets in threatening clouds 
That float across the main, 

To link with love earth's distant bays, 
In many a golden chain. J. T. F I E L D S . 

2 6 . T H E A U T H O R OF " S W E E T H O M E . " 

* A S I sit at my window here in Washington, watching the 
i l course ot great men, and the destiny7 of party, I meet 

often8 with strange contradictions9 in this eventful, life. The 
most remarkable was tha t of John Howard Payne, author ol 

'Lur'ing, winning; enticing; attractive.—' Hi'vens, ports; har-
bors; places where ships may float securely, without danger from 
storms.—' Trip' ic, belonging to that portion of the earth where it u 
always warm.—4 Vêrge, edge ; border.—11 Pèn'nants, flags ; banners.— 
•Furl (fori), to draw up ; to fold and fasten.—7 L t s ' t i ny, fate ; for-
tune. Often (ftf fü).—»Con tradJc' tions, thiugs opposite. 

T H E AUTHOR OF " S W E E T H O M E . " ' 8 9 

•Sweet Home. ' I knew him personally. H e occupied the 
rooms under me for some time, and his conversation was so 
captivating, that I often spent whole days in his apartments. 

2. " H e was an applicant for office a t the time—consul1 at 
Tunis—from which he had been removed. W h a t a sad th ing 
it was to see the poet subjected to the humiliation of office-
seeking! In the evening, we would walk along the street. 
Once in awhile we would see some family circle so happy, and 
forming so beautiful a group, that we would stop, and then past 
silently on. 

3. " On such occasions h e would give a history of his wander 
ings, his trials, and all the cares incident ' to his seasitive3 nature 
and poverty. ' H o w often,' said he, once, ' have I been in" the 
heart of Paris, Berlin,* and London, or some other city, and 
heard persons singing, or the hand-organ playing ' ' Sweet Home," 
without a shilling to buy the next meal, or a place to lay my 
head. 

4. " ' The world has literally4 sung my song until every heart 
is familiar with its melody. Yet I have been a wanderer f rom 
my boyhood. My country has turned me ruthlessly5 from office; 
and in 'old age I have to submit to humiliation6 for bread.' Thus 
he would complain of his hapless lot. His only wish was to 
die in a fSreign land, to be buried-by strangers, and sleep in 
obscurity. 

5. " I met him one day, looking unusually sad. 4 Have you 
got your consulate?" saicí I. 'Yes , and leave in a week foi 
Tunis ; I shall never return.' T h e last expression was not a 
political faith. Far from it. Poor P a y n e ! his wish was real-
ized—he died at Tunis. Whe the r his remains have been brought 
to this country, I know not. They should b e ; and, if none 
others would do it, let the homeless throughout the world give a 
penny for a»momfinent to Payne . I knew him, and will give 
my penny for an inscription8 like the following:—-

1 Con' sul, a person appointed by a government to represent it, or act 
for it, in a foreign country.—' In'ci dent, befalling ; happening to.— 
• Sin''si tive, easy to feel, or to perceive.—4 Lit'erally, strictly ; to the 
letter.—'Ruthlessly (róth'lesly), without pity or mercy.—'Hu mil i k'-
tion, act of humbling ; state of being abased.—' Con' su late, office of a 
consul.—"In scrip'tion, that which is written or marked on something. 



9 0 NATIONAL FOURTH READER. 

" HERE LIES 

J . H O W A R D P A Y N E , 
THE AUTHOR OF 4 SWEET HOME,' 

A WANDERER IN L I F E ; HE WHOSE SONGS WERB 

BUNG IN EVERT TONGUE, AND FOUND 

AN ECHO IN EVERY HEART, 

NEVER HAD A HOME. 

HE DIED 

IN A FOREIGN LAND." 

HOME, SWEET HOME. 

6. 'Mid pleasures and palaces t h o u g h we may roam, 
Still, be it ever so humble, there ' s no place like h o m e ; 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow' it there, 
W h i c h , go through the world, you'll not meet with elsewhere 

Home, home, sweet h o m e ! 
There 's no place like h o m e ! 

1. An exile from home, pleasure dazzles in v a i n : 
A l l ! give me my lowly t h a t c h ' d cottage a g a i n ; 
T h e birds singing sweetly, t h a t came to my c a l l -
Give me them, and tha t peace of mind, dearer than all. 

Home, sweet, sweet h o m e ! 
There 's no p lace like h a m e ! 

2 7 . T H E O L D F A M I L Y B I B L E . 

W H O E V E R has traveled among t h e Scottish hills and dales, 

. V , ° a n " 0 t h a v e f a i I c d t 0 o b s e r v c t h c scrupulous' fidelity' of t he 
inhabitants to the old family Bible . A more honorable trait4 of 
character than this can not be f o u n d ; for %11 men, whether 
Christians or inf idels , 'a rc prone t o p u t reliance i f t h o s e who 
make J ie Bible then- companion, t h e well-thumbed pages of 
which show the confidence their owner s repose5 in it. 

m v 16* to make sacred, or h o l y . - ' Scrupulous (skrS'pulus) care 

unbelievers. 1 Bep6se 

THE OLD FAMILY BIBLE. 9 1 

• 2. A few years ago, there dwelt in Ayrshire1 an ancient 
couple, possessed of this world's gear5 sufficient- t o keep them 
independent from want or woe, and a canny3 daughter to bless 
their gray hai r and tot ter ing steps. A gai ' lant4 of a farmer 
became enamored5 of t he daughter , and she, noth ing loth,6 con-
sented to be his. T h c ma tch being every way worthy of her, 
the old folks gave their approval, and as they were desirous to 
see their child comfortably settled, t he two were made one. In 
a few short years, t he scythe of t ime cur, oown the oid people, 
and they gave their bodies to the dust, and their souls to the 
Creator. 

3. T h e young farmer, having heard much of the promised 
land beyond the sea, gathered toge ther his property, and, selling 
such as was useless, packed up wha t was calculated t o be oi 
service to h im at his new home. Some neighbors, having t h e 
same desire for adventure, sold off their ' homes and homesteads, 
and, with the young couple, set sail for Amer ica . 

4. Possessed of considerable property in the shape of money, 
th is company were not like the generali ty of emigrants,7 poor 
and friendless, but happy, and full of hope of thc future. T h e 
first th ing done after t he landing, was the tak ing out of the old 
family heir-loom,8 t he Bible, and returning thanks and praise to 
H i m who had guided the vessel to a sate haven, 

5. The farmer 's object in coming to this country was to pur-
chase a farm and follow his occupat ion; h e therefore9 spent but 
little t ime in the city at which h e ar r ived; and as his fellow-
passengers had previously determined on their destination, h e 
bid them farewell, and, with a l ight heart , turned his face 
toward the setting sun. Ind ian 'a , at this time, was fast be-
coming settled, and, having heard of its cheap and fertile lands, 
he determined on settling within its borders. 

6. H e fixed o9 a fa rm on the banks of t h e Wabash , and 

1 Ayrshire (Ar1 slier), a county in the souinwest part of Scotland, bor-
deriug on the sea.—* Giar, goods ; furniture —' C'in ny, skillful; dex-
terous ; prudent.—4 Gal' lant, a brave, high-spirited man ; a wooer ; 
or.e who is polite to ladies.—6 En Am'ored, in love with. —'Li th , un-
willing.—1 Em' i grants, persons who leave their own country, to settle 
in another.—8 Heir-loom (&r' 15m), a tiling which uas long been in the 
family, or which descends to the heirs.—'.Therefore (ther'i'or). 
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having paid cash for one half, gave a mortgage1 for the ba lance 
payable in one year. Having stocked his farm, and put seed in 
the ground, he rested from his labor, and patiently awaited the 
t ime when he migh t go Ibrth to reap the harves t ; but, alas! no 
ears of gra in gladdened his heart , or rewarded his toil. T h e 
fever of the country at tacked him, and a t t he t ime when the 
fields are white with the fullness of the laborer's skill, death 
called him home, and left his disconsolate wife a widow, and his 
only child an orphan. 

1. W e $ a v e this first sorrow, and pass on to witness the 
struggles of the afflicted widow a year afterward. The t ime 
having arrived when the mortgage was to be paid, she borrowed 
the money of a neighbor, who had been very attentive to her 
husband and herself. H a r d and patiently did she toil to repay 
the sum a t t he promised t i m e ; b u t all would not d o ; fortune 
frowned, and she gave way to he r accumulated ' troubles. Dis-
heartened and distracted, she relinquished her farm and stock 
tor less than she owed her neighbor, who, not satisfied with that , 
put an execution3 on her furniture. 

8. On the Sabbath previous to the sale, she took courage, and 
s t rengthening herself with the knowledge of having wronged 
no one, went to the temple of her heavenly Father, and with a 
hear t filled with humani ty and love, poured out her soul to Him 
" who tu rne th not away ;" and having communed4 side by side 
with he r neighbor, re turned to her desolate home. 

0. H e r e he r fort i tude had like to haVe forsaken her, but seeing 
the old " family Bible," she reverently put it to her lips, and 
sought for consolation in its pages. Slowly she perused5 its holy 
and inspiring verses, and gathered hope from its never-failing 
promises. 

10. T h e day of sale having arrived, her few goods and 
chattels6 were, in due course, knocked off to me highest bidder 
Unmoved she saw pass from her possession article af ter ar t ick, 

1 Mortgage (mir ' gaj), a pledge given for the repayment of borrowed 
money.—'Accu' m u l i t e d , heaped up ; greatly increased.—* Ex ecu'-
tion, the warrant by which an officer carries into effect the judgment ol 
a court.—4 Com mimed', partaken of the sacrament, or Lord's Supper.— 
•Perused (perSzd'), read with attention.—'Chit 'tels, things which a 
person owns, excepting lands and buildings. 
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without a murmur , till t h e constable' held u p t h e old family 
Bible. This was too much. Tears flowed, and gave silent 
ut terance to a breaking hear t . She begged the constable to 
spare ner this memento 5 of her revered and departed p a r ' e n t s ; 
and the h u m a n e ' man of the law would willingly have given it 
to her , b u t her inex'orable3 creditor declared every th ing should 
be sold, as he was determined to have all t ha t was due to him. 

11. T h e book was, therefore, put up, and about being disposed 
of for a few shillings, when _ she suddenly snatched it, and, 
declaring she would have some relic4 of those she loved, cut t he 
slender thread t h a t held t h e brown linen cover, with the inten-
tion of retaining tha t . T h e cover fell in to her hands, and with 
i t two flat pieces of thin, dir ty paper . 

12. Surprised at t he circumstance, she examined them, and 
wha t was her joy and delight to find, each t o be a bank-note, 
good for five hundred pounds, on t h e bank of Eng land ! On the 
back of one, in her mother 's handwrit ing, were the following 
words : " When sorrow overtakes you, seek your Bible." And on 
the other, in her father 's h a n d , " Your Father's ears are never deaf." 

13. T h e sale was immediately stopped, and t h e family Bible 
given to i ts faithfid owner. T h e furniture sold was readily 
offered to he r by those who had purchased it, and she gladly 
took it back. Hav ing paid off her relentless5 creditor to the 
u t t ennos t farthing, and rented a small house, she placed the 
balance of her money in such a way as to receive interest 
enough to keep her comfortable, and is now able to enjoy the 
precepts of the old family Bible wi thout fear or molestation.6 

2 S . M Y MOTHER'S BIBLE. 

1. m f H S book is all tha t ' s left me now !— 
-L Tears will unbidden s t a r t— 
W i t h faltering lip and throbbing brow, 

I press i t t o my h e a r t 

'Constable (kun'stabl), an officer of the peace.—'MemSn'to, me-
morial ; something which causes remembrance.—* In fx ' o ra ble, that 
can not be moved by prayers or entreaties.—4 Ef-1'' ic, that which re-
mains, or is left after a loss ; something kept in remembrance.—' Re-
ljnt ' less, cruel; having no pity.—' Mo les t i ' tiou, trouble ; anuoyanco . 
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having paid cash for one half, gave a mortgage1 for the ba lance 
payable in one year. Having stocked his farm, and put seed in 
the ground, he rested from his labor, and patiently awaited the 
t ime when he migh t go Ibrth to reap the harves t ; but, alas! no 
ears of grain gladdened his heart , or rewarded his toil. T h e 
fever of the country at tacked him, and a t t he t ime when the 
fields are white with the fullness of the laborer's skill, death 
called him home, and left his disconsolate wife a widow, and his 
only child an orphan. 

7. W e $ a v e this first sorrow, and pass on to witness the 
struggles of the afflicted widow a year afterward. The t ime 
having arrived when the mortgage was to be paid, she borrowed 
the money of a neighbor, who had been very attentive to her 
husband and herself. H a r d and patiently did she toil to repay 
the sum a t t he promised t i m e ; b u t all would not d o ; fortune 
frowned, and she gave way to her .accumulated' troubles. Dis-
heartened and distracted, she relinquished her farm and stock 
for less than she owed her neighbor, who, not satisfied with that , 
put an execution3 on her furniture. 

8. On the Sabbath previous to the sale, she took courage, and 
s t rengthening herself with the knowledge of having wronged 
no one, went to the temple of her heavenly Father, and with a 
hear t filled with humani ty and love, poured out her soul to Him 
" who tu rne th not away ;" and having communed4 side by side 
with he r neighbor, re turned to her desolate home. 

0. H e r e he r fortitude had like to haVe forsaken her, but seeing 
the old " family Bible," she reverently put it to her lips, and 
sought for consolation in its pages. Slowly she perused5 its holy 
and inspiring verses, and gathered hope from its Devcr-failing 
promises. 

10. T h e day of sale having arrived, her few goods and 
chattels6 were, in due course, knocked off to me highest bidder 
Unmoved she saw pass from her possession article af ter ar t ick, 

1 Mortgage (mir ' gaj), a pledge given for the repayment of borrowed 
money.—* Ac cu' mu l i t ed, heaped up ; greatly increased.—' Ex ecu'-
tion, the warrant by which an officer carries into effect the judgment ol 
a court.—4 Com mimed', partaken of the sacrament, or Lord's Supper.— 
•Perused (perSzd'), read with attention.—11 Chit 'tels, things which a 
person owns, excepting lands and buildings. 
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without a murmur , till t h e constable' held u p t h e old family 
Bible. This was too much. Tears flowed, and gave silent 
ut terance to a breaking hear t . She begged the constable to 
spare ner this memento 5 of her revered and departed p a r ' e n t s ; 
and the h u m a n e ' man of the law would willingly have given it 
to her , b u t her inex'orable3 creditor declared every th ing should 
be sold, as he w-as determined to have all t ha t was due to him. 

11. T h e book was, therefore, put up, and about being disposed 
of for a few shillings, when _ she suddenly snatched it, and, 
declaring she would have some relic4 of those she loved, cut t he 
slender thread t h a t held t h e brown linen cover, with the inten-
tion of retaining tha t . T h e cover fell in to her hands, and with 
i t two flat pieces of thin, dir ty paper . 

12. Surprised at t he circumstance, she examined them, and 
wha t was her joy and delight to find, each t o be a bank-note, 
good for five hundred pounds, on t h e bank of Eng land ! On the 
back of one, in her mother 's handwrit ing, were the following 
words : " When sorrow overtakes you, seek your Bible." And on 
the other, in her father 's h a n d , " Your Father's ears are never deaf." 

13. T h e s:de was immediately stopped, and t h e family Bible 
given to i ts faithfid owner. T h e furniture sold was readily 
offered to he r by those who had purchased it, and she gladly 
took it back. Having paid oif her relentless5 creditor to the 
ut termost farthing, and rented a small house, she placed the 
balance of her money in such a way as to receive interest 
enough to keep her comfortable, and is now able to enjoy the 
precepts of the old family Bible wi thout fear or molestation.6 

2 S . M Y MOTHER'S BIBLE. 

1. FT!HIS book is all tha t ' s left me now !— 
-L Tears will unbidden s t a r t— 
W i t h faltering lip and throbbing brow, 

I press i t t o my h e a r t 

'Constable (kun'stabl), an officer of the peace.—'MemSn'to, me-
morial ; something which causes remembrance.—' In fx ' o ra ble, that 
can not be moved by prayers or entreaties.—4 Ef-1'' ic, that which re-
mains, or is left after a loss ; something kept in remembrance.—' Re-
ljnt ' less, cruel; having no pity.—' Mo les t i ' tiou, trouble ; anuoyanco . 
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For many generat ions past, 
He re is our family t r e e ; 

My mother 's h a n d s this Bible c lasp 'd ; 
She, dying, gave it me. 

2. A h ! well do I remember those 
"Whose names these rScords bear, 

W h o round the hear th-s tone used to clot * 
Af ter t h e evening prayer, 

A n d speak of w h a t these pages said, 
In tones my hear t -would thr i l l ! 

Though they are wi th the silent dead, 
H e r e are they living st i l l ! 

3. My father read this holy book 
T o brothers, sisters d e a r ; 

H o w calm was m y poor mother 's look, 
W h o lean'd God 's word to h e a r ! 

Her angel face—I see it y e t ! 
W h a t throno-ino; memories c o m e ! O O 

Again t h a t little g r o u p is me t 
W i t h i n the hal ls of h o m e ! 

4. Thou t ruest f r iend man ever knew, 
T h y constancy1 I 've t r i e d ; 

W h e r e all were false I found thee true, 
My counselor5 and guide. 

T h e mines of e a r t h no treasures give 
T h a t could this volume b u y : 

In teaching me t h e way to live, 
I t t augh t me h o w to die. GEORGE P. M O R B B . 

2 9 . ORNITHOLOGY.3 

f T is surprising to see how few of all t h e birds which annually* 
L visit us are known by name, and how little thei r habits f.re 
understood. Most natives of N e w England are acquainted with 

1 CSn' stancy, fidelity; faithfulness; remaining fixed in the same opin-
ion.—® Coun'sel or, adv iser .—'Orni th j l 'ogy , a description of birds; 
the science which describes the n i ture and habits of birds.—4 An' nu a t 
ly, yearly ; every year. 
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the blue jay, one of the earliest of our visitors, who comes 
sounding his penny t rumpet , as a herald of the spring, and 
either amuses himself by playing pranks upon other more 
serious birds, or entertains them by acting, to the life, t he par t 
of an angry Frenchman. 

2. Every miller and vagrant 1 fisherman knows the belted 
kingfisher, who sits for hours upon his favorite dead b ranch 
looking, with his calm, br ight eye, to t h e lowest depth of the 
waters. T h e robin also makes himself welcome, not only by 
the tradition5 of t he kindness shown by his Europe ' an relation 
to the children in the wood, but by his hear ty whistle, lifted up, 
as if h e knew t h a t all would be thankful to hear tha t the winter 
is ever and gone, and his familiarity wi th man, whereby h e shows 
his belief, t ha t t hey who least deserve confidence are sometimes 
made bet ter by being trusted. 

3. T h e solemn crow, who is willing t o repose the same con-
fidence in man, t ak ing only the additional precaution3 of keep-
ing out of his r e a c h ; the bobolink, or rice-bunting, who tells 
man, in so m a n y words, tha t he cares nothing about him, not 
h e ; t he swallow, tha t takes his quar ters in our barns, or the one 
tha t passes up and down our chimneys wi th a noise like t h u n d e r ; 
t he purple mart in, t ha t offers to pay his house-rent by keeping 
insects f rom our ga rdens ; t he snow-bird, t h a t comes riding from 
the arctic4 circle upon the winter s t o r m ; and the baltimore, or 
golden robin, t ha t glances like a flame of fire through, the green 
caverns of foliage,—will almost complete t h e catalogue of those 
which are familiarly known to man. 

4. W e say familiarly known, because there are many, which 
people in general t h ink they know, and which are ye t sadly 
misrepresented. T h e farmer, for example, accuses the wood 
pecker of bor ing his trees, when h e only enlarges with his bill 
the hple which t h e g rub had made, and, dar t ing in his long 
arrowy tongue, puts a stop to its mining forever. Many a poor 
bird, in like manner , af ter having slain his thousands of insects 
which were laying waste the orchard and the garden, is sen 

1 Vi 'grant , wandering; without a home.—•*Tradl'tion, a story told 
from father to son ; something handed down from age to age.—' Pre-
c&u tion, care taken beforehand.—4 Arc' tic, northern; the arctic circle 
Is a term here used for the cold countries of the north. . 

> 
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tenced to death, as guilty of the v6ry offenses which he has been 
laboriously preventing. 

5. T h e r e are few scenes in which justice is so completely re-
versed, as when we see some idle young knave permitted to go 
forth with a fowling-piece, to murder creatures, of which it is 
not too much to say, t ha t they have done more good in the 
world (it is a bold speech, w e confess) t h a n ever be will do evil 
Applause is often bestowed for such exploi ts by fathers, who, in 
rejoicing ignorance, congratulate* themselves OD having sons so 
efficient* and useful. W e h e a r complaints annually, f rom all 
parts of t h e Uni ted States, t h a t some insect or another is de-
stroying t h e fruit, and proposing to offer a large reward to any 
one who w-ill discover a remedy. Lest we should be anticipated* 
in our design, we would say t h a t we m e a n to contend for tha t 
prize, and to secure the orchards and gardens by protecting the 
birds, and offering a handsome bounty for the ears of those who 
shoot t h e m . 

6. Ka lm 6 tells us, t h a t t h e planters in Virginia succeeded, at 
hist, by legislative' enactments," in exterminating9 t he little crow, 
and exulted much on the occasion. B u t it was not long before 
their t r i umph was changed t o mourning. T h e y found t h a t t he 
acts had been passed for t h e benefit of insects, not their own, 
and they would gladly h a v e offered a larger bounty to bring 
back the persecuted birds. W e shall not plead for the crow, 
who is fully able to take care of himself ; but we must file a 
protest10 against t he pract ice of destroying the birds of the gar-
den, for, besides depriving u s of the beauty of thei r appearance 
and the music of the i r song, it lets in a flood of insects, whose 
numbers t h e birds were commissioned to keep d o w n ; and, when 
we find this evil g rowing y e a r by year, as roost assuredly it will, 

1 Appliud'ed, praised.—'Exploits ' , deeds; acts of which a person 
boasts.—'Con gr i t ' u l i t e , to wish joy.—4Efff'cient, powerful; able to 
lo.—'Antlc ' ip&ted, taken beforehand; to have someone do a thing 
before us.—'Peter Kalm. a Swedish naturalist, author of " A Natural-
ist's Tour in North America," lived between 171o and 1779.—'Legisla-
tive (Ud'jis 14 tiv), belonging or relating to the making of laws.—'En-
i d ' m e n t , the passing of a bill into a law.—* Ex t ir 'min ¿ting, destroy-
ing ; putting an end to.—" Pr6' test, remonstrance; a prayer against 
what we do not wish. 
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there will be little consolation in reflecting, t ha t we have brought 
it upon ourselves. 

7. T h e song of birds is not much bet ter known than their 
habits and persons. H o w m a n y have ever seen the crimson 
linnet, as he sits playing t h e flute on the ve ry summit of the 
loftiest tree, sometimes diminishing his strain almost to silence, 
then pouring it out in bursts of rap ture? I t is common to say 
tha t beauty of p lumage and sweetness of song are not found 
together . I t may be t rue t h a t t h e y are seldom united in t h e 
h ighes t perfect ion; b u t every child knows, tha t t he clear piping 
of t h e balt imore and the varied whistle of the goldfinch are as 
pleasant to the ear as thei r fine colors are to the e y e ; and the 
bril l iant red-bird, which sometimes visits New England, is not 
more distinguished for t h e bright-scarlet1 of his dress than for 
the sweet and bold expression of his song. 

8. Tliere is so much tha t inspires curiosity about the various 
tr ibes of birds, t h a t i t is difficult to account for th is contented 
ignorance of thei r ways, in which so many spend their lives. 
When t h e snows re t rea t to t h e mountains, t h e friendly voice of 
ihe robin, tell ing us tha t h e is glad to see us again, has a mag-
ical* effect upon every o n e ; it calls t h e hear t and memory into 
action, and reminds us of all w e love to remember. H e r e h e is 
again, b u t h e can not tell us where he has b e e n ; w h a t regions 
h e has traversed, nor wha t invisible3 hand pointed out his pa th 
in the sky. If th is inqul ' ry ln ' teres t us, we begin to look about 
us in t h e closing y e a r ; we see that , when the leaf grows red, t he 
birds are disappearing,—some assembling in solemn deliberation, 
to make ar rangements for the purpose ; others taking French 

9 leave, as it is unfit ly called, wi thout ceremony or farewell. 
N . A . R E V I E W . 

3 0 . T H E STORMY P E T R E L . 

1. m n i s is t h e bird tha t sweeps o'er t he sea— 
-L Fearless, and rapid, and strong is h e ; 
H e never forsakes t h e billowy roar 
To dwell in calm on the tranquil s shore, 

'Scar'let, bright red.—»MSg'ical, mysterious; performed by some-
thing beyond nature.—5 In vls'ible, unseen.—4De lib er i ' t ion, thought; 
consideration.—6Tranquil (trink'wil), quiet; calm; peaceful. 

5 E 



Save when his ma te from t h e tempest 's shocks 
Protects her young in t h e spl iuter 'd rocks. 

2. Birds of the sea, they rejoice in s to rms ; 
On the top of the wave you m a y see their f o r m s 
They run and dive, and t h e y whirl and fly, 
W h e r e the gli t tering foam-spray b reaks on h igh , 
A n d against ' t he force of t h e s trongest gale, 
Like phan tom ' ships, t hey soa r and sail. 

3. All over t h e ocean, far f r o m land, 
W h e n the storm-king rises, d a r k and grand, 
T h e mariner 8 sees the pet re l m e e t 
T h e fathomless4 waves wi th s teady feet, 
And a tireless wing and a dauntless breast, 
W i t h o u t a home or a hope of rest. 

4. So, mid the contest and toi l of life, 
My soul, when the billows of rage and strife 
A r e tossing h igh, and t h e heavenly blue 
I s shrouded by vapors of somber h u e — 
Like t h e petrel, wheel ing o ' e r foam and sp ray , 
Onward and upward pursue t h y w a y ! 

P A R K B E N J A M I N . 

. 

3 1 . T H E F A L C O N . 

1. r n n E falcon5 is a noble b i rd , 
J - And when his hear t of hearts is etirr 'd, 
He' l l seek the eagle, t h o u g h h e run 
I n t o his chamber near t h e sun. 
Never was there bru te o r bird, 
W h o m the woods or moun ta in s heard , 
T h a t could force a fear o r care 
From him, the A r ' a b of t h e air ! 

Against (agfinsf) .—'Pbin ' torn, appari t ion; a fancied vision.— 
• Mir' i ner, 6eaman ; sailor.—4 F i th ' om less that can not he fath-
omed, or sounded.—' Falcon kn). 
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2. To-day h e sits upon a wrist, 
Whose pui^ le veins a queen has kiss'd, 
And on h im falls a sterner eye 
T h a n he could face where 'er he fly, 
Though h e scale the summit cold 
Of t h e Grimsel,1 vast and o ld— 
Though h e search yon sunless stream, 
T h a t threads the forest like a dream 

3. A h ! noble soldier! noble b i rd ! 
Wil l your names b e ever heard 
Ever seen in fu ture story, 
Crowning it with deathless glory ? 
Peace, h o ! the master 's ' eye is d rawn 
A w a y unto the burst ing dawn i 
Arise, thou bird of birds, arise, 
A n d seek t h y quarry3 in the skies! 

PROCTBB 

3 2 . T H E SKYLARK. 

1. T ) I R D of the wilderness, 
J J Blithesome4 and cumberless,1 

Sweet be t h y matin6 o'er moorland and lea 7 

Emblem 8 of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place— 

Oh, to abide in the desert with thee I 

2. W i l d is t h y lay, and loud, 
Fa r in the downy cloud, 

Love gives it energy,9 love gave it b i r th . 
W h e r e on t h y dewy wing, 
W h e r e a r t thou journeying ? 

T h y lay is in heaven, thy love is on ear th . 

Gv!m'sel, a mountain of Switzerland, 7126 fee.t above the sea.-
' Mis'ter.—'Quarry (kwôr'ry), here means game flown at by a hawk.— 
•Blithesome (bllfh' sum), joyous; cheerful.—' Cùm'ber less, without 
care, trouble, or anxiety.—• Mit ' in, a morning song.—Lèa, a meadow 
or pasture ; an extensive plain.—' Em' blem, mark ; sign ; representa-
tion.—' En' er gy, strength ; ability to act. 



100 NATIONAL FOÜETH BEADER. 

3. O'er fell1 and fountain sheen,' 
O'er moor and mountain f r e e n , 

O'er the red streamer tha t heralds' t he day, 
Over the cloudlet dim, 
Over the rainbow's rim, 

Musical cherub, soar singing a w a y ! 

4 . Then, when the gloaming4 comes, 
Low in the heather5 blooms 

Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love b e ! 
Emblem of happiness, 
Blest is thy dwelling-place— 

Oh, to abide in the desert wi th t h e e ! Hooa. 

3 3 . A MORNING CONVERSATION. 

Mrs. Bolingbroke. I wish I knew what was t h e mat ter with 
m e this morning. W h y do you keep the newspaper all to your-
self, my dear ? 

Mr. Bolingbroke. He re i t is for you, my d e a r ; I have fin-
ished i t 

Mis. B. I humbly thank you for giving it to me when you 
have done with i t—I hate stale6 news. Is there any th ing in the 
paper ? for I can not be at t he trouble of hunt ing it. 

Mr. B. Yes, m y d e a r ; there are the marriages of two of 
our friends. 

Mrs. B. WTho? who? 
Mr. B. Your friend, t he widow Nett leby, to her cousin, 

John Nettleby. 
Mrs. B. Mrs. frettleby! Lord 1 B u t why did you tell m e ! 
Mr. B. Bccause you asked me, m y dear. 
Mrs. B. Oh, but it is a hundred t imes pleasanter to read the 

Paragraph one's self. One loses all the pleasure of the surprise 
by being told. Wel l , whose was the other marr iage ? 

1 Fill , a barren or stony hill.—' Shkn, l igh t ; brightness.—' Hir' 
aids, proclaims; announces.—'' Gliiam' ing, twilight.—' Hfiath'er, 
email s l i r u l s . - ' S t i l e , old ; not new. 

* 

A MORNING CONVERSATION. 1 0 1 

Mr. B. Oh, m y dear, I will not tell y o u ; I will leave you 
the pleasure of t h e surprise. 

Mrs. B. Bu t you see I can not find i t H o w provoking you 
are, my dea r ! D o pray tell it me. 

Mr. B. Oflr friend Mr. Granby. 
Mrs. B. Mr. Granby 1 D e a r ! "Why did not you make m e 

guess ? I should have guessed h im directly. Bu t why do you 
call h im our fr iend ? I am sure he is no friend of mine, nor 
ever was. I took an aversion1 to him, as you may remember , 
t he very first day I saw h im. I am sure h e is no friend of mine. 

Mr. B. I am sorry for it, my d e a r ; b u t I hope you will g o 
and see Mrs. Granby. 

Mrs. B. No t I, indeed, m y dear. W h o was she ? 
Mr. B. Miss Cooke. 
Mrs. B. Cooke ! B u t there are so many Cookes—can ' t you 

distinguish her any way ? H a s she no Christian name ? 
Mr. B. Emma, I th ink—Yes , E m m a . 
Mrs. B. E m m a Cooke 1 N o ; i t can not be m y friend E m m a 

C o o k e ; for I am sure she was cut out for an old maid . 
Mr. B. Th is lady seems to m e to be cut out for a good 

wife. 
Mrs. B. May be so—I am sure I ' l l never go to see her . 

P ray , my dear, how came you to see so much of her ? 
Mr. B. I have seen very little of her, my dear. I only saw 

her two or three t imes before she was marr ied. 
Mrs. B. Then, m y dear, how could you decide tha t she was 

cut out for a good wife ? I am sure you could not judge of her 
by seeing her only two *or three times, and before she was 

' marr ied. 
Mr. B. Indeed, my love, t h a t is a very jus t observation. 
Mrs. B. I understand tha t compliment perfectly, and thank 

you for it, m y dear. I must own I can bear any th ing better 
than irony. ' 

Mr. B. I rony 1 m y dear, I was perfectly in ea rnes t 
Mrs. B. Yte , yes ; in earnest—so I perce ive—I may natu-

1 A vSr1 sion, dislike.—' I' ron y, a kind of ridicule, in which we seem-
ingly adopt or approve wh.it we really reject or condemn , sarcastiu 
praise. 
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rally be dull of apprehension,1 b u t m y feelings are quick enough ; 
I comprehend you too well. Y e s — i t is impossible to judge of a 
woman before marriage, or to guess w h a t sort of a wife she will 
make . I presume you speak f rom exper ience : you have been 
disappointed yourself, and repent y o u r choice. • 

Mr B. My dear, what did I s a y t h a t was like this? Upon 
my word, I mean t no such th ing . I really was not th ink ing of 
you in the l eas t 

Mrs. B. N o — y o u never t h i n k of me now. I can easily 
believe tha t you were not t h ink ing of me in the least. 

Mr. B. B u t I said that , only t o p r^ve to you tha t I could 
not be th inking ill of you, my dear . 

Mrs. B. B u t I would rather t h a t you thought ill of me, than 
tha t you did not th ink of me a t al l . 

Mr. B. Wel l , my dear, I will even t h m k ill of you, if t ha t 
will please you. 

Mrs. B. D o you laugh at m e ? W h e n it comes to this, I 
wretched indeed. Never m a n laughed at t he woman he 

loved. A s long as you had t h e s l ightes t remains of love for me, 
you could not make me an object of derision :* ridicule and love 
are incompatible ;3 absolutely incompat ible . Wel l , I have done 
m y best, my very best, to make you happy , but in vain. I see 
I am not cut out to be a good wife. Happy , happy Mrs. 
G r a n b y ! 

Mr. B. n a p p y , I hope sincerely, t h a t she will be wi th my 
f r i end ; but m y happiness must d e p e n d on you, my love; so, for 
my sake, it not for your own, b e composed, and do not to rment 
yourself with such fancies. 

Mrs. B. I do wonder whe the r th i s Mrs. Granby is really tha t 
Miss E m m a Cooke. I'll go and see he r direct ly; see her I m u s t 

Mr. B. I am heartily glad of i t m y d e a r ; for I am sure a 
visit to his wife will give m y f r iend Granby real pleasure. 

Mrs. B. I promise you, my dear , I do not g o to give him 
pleasure, or you e i t he r ; but to satisfy m y own—curios i ty . 

Miss E D G E W O R T H . 

1 Ap pre bin ' sion, understanding.—* Derision (de Hz' un), laughter ; 
scorn ; mockery.—' In com pat ' i ble, unable to be joined together ; net 
agreeing with. 
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3 4 . ARCHBISHOP SHARPE AND THE ROBBER. 

I T was a custom with Archbishop Sharpe, in his journeys, 
generally to have a saddle-horse a t tending his carriage, that , 

in case of f i l i n g fatigued wi th sitting, h e m i g h t have the 
refreshment of a ride. In his advanced age, and a few years 
before his death, as he was going in this manne r to his Episcopal 
residence, and was a mile or two in advance of his carriage, 
decently-dressed, good-looking young man, on horseback, came 
up to him, and, with a t rembl ing h a n d and faltering tone of 
voice, presented a pistol to his grace's breast, demanding his 
money. 

2. T h e archbishop, wi fh grea t composure, turned round, and, 
looking steadfastly at him, desired t h a t h e would remove t h a t 
dangerous weapon, and tell h im fairly his condition. " Sir, sir," 
cried the youth, with g rea t ag i ta t ion ," no w o r d s ; 'tis not a t ime 
for words n o w ; your money, instantly 1" 

3. " H e a r me, young man," said the venerable prelate ;s " come 
on wi th me. I, you see, am a very old man, and my life is of 
little consequence; yours seems far otherwise. I am Sharpe, 
t he Archbishop of York . My carriage and servants#are b e h i n d : 
b u t conceal your perturbation,3 and tell me who you are, and 
w h a t money you want , and, on t h e Word of my character, I will 
not injure you, but prove a friend. 

4. " Here, t ake this (giving h im a purse of m o n e y ) ; and now 
tell me how much you want , to m a k e you independent of so 
dangerous and destructive a course, as you are now engaged in." 
u Oh, sir," replied the man, " I detest4 t h e business as much as 
you d o ; I am—but , b u t — a t home the re are creditors5 who will 
not wait. Fif ty pounds, m y lord, would indeed do w h a t no 
though t or tongue besides m y own can feel or express." 

5. " Wel l , sir, I t ake i t at your w o r d ; and, upon my honor, if 
you will compose yourself for a day or two, and then call on me 
at , wha t I have now given you shall be made up to tha t 
6um; trust me, I will not deceive you." 

'Ep i s ' copa l , belonging to a bishop, or overseer.—'Prel'ate, arch-
bishop.—' Per tur b&' tion, troubled state of mind ; distress.—4 De test', 
bate.—'Cred'itors, persons to whom money is due. 
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6. The h ighwayman looked a t him, was silent, and went 6ff 
and at the tune appointed, actually waited on the archbishop, 

w T ' I , . T 0 3 ' a D d a S S U r e d h i s l o r d s , l i P ^ a t he hoped h 
efface« K ? ^ ^ ^ no inducement could ev 
offaee« Net l i ing more t ranspi red ' of him for a j * r and a ha l f , 

. h e n one morning, a person knocked at his grace's gate, and, 

see h im C a r D e S t n e S S ° f V o i c e M d N u a n c e , desh'ed to 

l i e 7 ' ! , ! ' ! 0 ! r C h ^ ° P ^ t b G S t r § n S e r t 0 ^ introduced. 

L i d 1 1 7 C n t e r e d t h G r ° ° m ' w h e n h i s countenance 
he floor O t 0 t - C r e d ' U n d h e S U n k breathless on 

t h e floor. On recovering, h e requested an audience in private. 
I h i s being granted, h e s a i d , " My lord, you can not have forgotten 

circumstance of relieving a h ighwayman. God and grati-

me my lord, you now behold t h a t once most wretched of man-
k i n d , but now, by your inexpressible humanity, rendered equal 
perhaps superior to millions. Oh , m y lord, 'tis you tha t have 
aved me, body and soul ; 'tis you tha t have saved a much-loved 

my own lif% ° f W h ° m 1 , o v e d d e a r e r than 

8. " H e r e , my lord, a re t h e fifty pounds; but never shall I 
find language t o express w h a t I feel. God is your witness-
your deed ifeelf > your g l o r y ; and may heaven h o n o u r p e s " t ' 
and everlasting reward ' T h e archbishop was refusing the 
money, when the gent leman a d d e d : " M y lord, I was t h e 
younger son of a wea l thy man. Your gra'ce k n e w him, I am 

of m v J r a m i 1 5 i T ~ ' M ) ' m a r r i a ° C a H e n a t e d J t'^e affections 
of my father, who left m e t o sorrow and penury * 

9. " M y distresses b u t your grace knows to wha t they drovo 
me A month since, m y b ro the r died a bachelor, and intestate f 
his fortune has become m i n e ; and I, spared and preserved h i 
your goodness from an ignominious7 death, am now the mosi 
penitent, t he most grateful , and t h e happiest of h u m a n beings. ' 

P E R C Y ANECDOTES. 

- ' O ^ e r T * ; a
0

y
r ' 7 e ° f f - - , T r a n S P l r e d ' ' h a P P e n e d ; took place 

another ost ¿ Z Z T * ' " ^ - « A l ' i e n i t e d , transferred to 
out a win IT , -ry ' P ° V e r t y w a n t — ' ^ t Js' tate, dying with-out a Ig no mlu i ous, disgraceful. 

THE FISHERMAN OF CASCO BAY. 1 0 5 

3 5 . T H E FISHERMAN OF CASCO B A Y . 

AMONG the numerous islands in Casco Bay,1 there are few, 
indeed, which at present contain more than a single dwell-

ing ; ye t a ctyjtury' ago, t he traveler would have been cheered 
with t h e mingled hum of business and of p leasure ; and could 
have rested beneath m a n y a hospitable roof, t he ruins of which 
are now scarcely visible. T h e y were formerly inhabited by 
fishermen, but, on account of the frequent at tacks of the Indians, 
these hu ts were abandoned,3 and, being of slight materials, soon 
sunk into decay. 

2. Near one of these ruins, and not for f rom Diamond Cove, 
is t he grave of Michael Burn, of whom the following story is 
related. One evening, as h e sat at t he door of his hut, listening 
to the waves which broke on the rocks tha t surrounded him, 
his dog, which was lying a t his feet, suddenly sprang up, and, 
dar t ing toward a project ing cliff,4 plunged into the water. T h e 
fisherman, presuming f rom his earnest manner t h a t something 
uncommon had a t t rac ted his attention, hastened to t h e spot 
f rom which t h e animal had l eaped ; b u t the n igh t was too da rk 
to discover e i ther the dog, or t h e object of his pursuit, and the 
murmur of the waves prevented his ascertaining wha t direction 
he had taken. 

3. For a long time, he awaited his re turn in vain, and, at last, 
supposing h e was engaged in a fruitless chase af ter some seals,' 
which frequently made their appearance, h e ret ired to rest . 
Scarcely, however, had h e sought his pillow, when the well-
known bark, and a scratching at t he door, not only announced 
his return, but anxiety for his master 's presence. H e opened 
the doo r ; t h e dog whined, pulled h im gently, as if wishing h im 
to follow, and suddenly left h im. 

4. Hav ing l ighted his lantern, h e left t he hut , the dog, by his 
barking, direct ing t h e p a t h ; but , on approaching the shore, 

1 Casco Bay, in Cumberland county, Maine, extends east from Port-
land about 20 miles, and contains upward of 300 islands.—' Century 
(sfcnt'yu ry), a hundred years.—' A ban' doned, forsaken.—4 Cliff, a high 
and steep rock.—' Sials, animals that live mostly in the water, and are 
taken for the'.r skins; there are two general kinds, the hair seal and 
the fur seal. 
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judge of bis surprise to find by h i s faithful animal a human 
being, and to all appearance a corpse. I t was evident tha t the 
dog had just drawn h im from t h e water, but there were no 
marks of violence on his person. l i e opened his wais tcoat—the 
body was still w a r m ; and, filled wi th the hope of , res tor ing ani-
mation,' he bore it to h is hut . H i s exertions were not in vain. 
In a short t ime, the s t r anger gave s igns of re turning life, and by 
the next morning, he was enabled t o converse with his generous 
preserver. 

5. " You probably recollect seeing a vessel near your harbor, 
yesterday," said the s t ranger . " I n t h a t vessel, it was my misfor-
tune to have been & passenger ; H e a v e n gran t t h a t m y beloved 
wife has not likewise fallen a victim t o perfidy5 and ingrati tude. 
I am a native of America , b u t fo r some years pas t I have 
resided in France, w h e r e I acqui red a considerable fortune. 
Desirous of spending m y last days in the land of m y fathers, I 
converted3 all m y proper ty into m o n e y , and embarked in this 
vessel with my young wife. 

6. " I loaded the mas te r and c rew wi th presents, b u t this only 
served to increase their rapacity.4 A l t h o u g h I was aware tha t 
they knew of the wealth I had on board , I entertained no fears 
concerning ei ther my life or p r o p e r t y ; but last night, their dia-
bolical5 plans for the destruction of both , were put in execution. 
I was alone on t h e quarter-deck, w h e n a deep groan causing me 
to turn , I beheld one of t h e passengers struck down with an ax, 
as he was approaching to join m e . T h e ruffians, with horrid 
yells, rushed forward to secure a second v ic t im; but, though 
nearly overpowered by m y sensations, I was enabled to reach 
the taffrail,6 and dropped into t h e sea . 

. 7. " T h e darkness of t h e night, t h e presumption that I could 
not reach land, and above all, t he w o r k of death, which was still 
nnfinished, prevented pursui t . I m a d e an effort to float, trusting 
in Providence for m y guide. B u t w h a t was life ? T h e dear 
woman for whom I wished to live, was deserted at the moment 

1 A n i m a t i o n , breathing; l i f e .—'P l r ' f idy , treachery; violation of 
faith or of trust.—' Con vSrt' ed, exchanged ; turned from one thing to 
another.—4RapAc'i ty, desire of taking from others; undue greedi-
ness of gain.—'Diabfi l ' ical , wicked; devilish.—4 TAff rail, the upper 
part of the stern of a ship; the rail round a ship's stern. 
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she most needed m y assistance. T h e shrieks of the dying 
broke upon m y ear, and I fancied I could distinguish the voice 
of m y wife, imploring mercy. T h e though t was agonizing 
T h r e e times I a t tempted to regain the ship, but in v a i n - s h e 
was fast receding. A t last, regardless of m y fate, I murmured 
at tha t Being who had upheld me. I desired death, and ceased 
m y exertions, in order to hasten its approach. Froin t h a t mo-
ment, until I revived in your dwelling, reason left me. 

8. T h e h u m a n e fisherman did all h e could to comfort t h e 
hapless sufferer. H e spoke of the consolations of religion, and 
reminded h im of the submission which h e owed to the divine 
will of t h a t God, from whose h a n d h e had already received such 
manifold blessings. " I have no doubt," continued he, " t h a t 
these men will soon land in this vicinity, to divide their p l u n d e r ; 
and let us indulge the hope, t h a t these outcasts of society will 
yet be b rough t to justice., and you restored to your affectionate 

wife." ~ , 
9 Animated with this idea, t h e , fisherman rose, and ap-

proached t h e window, and, as h e had supposed, t he vessel was 
distinctly seen s tanding in for the shore. Not a moment was to 
be l o s t . ' R a s i n g the sti anger in his arms, h e carried him to his 
skiff, and rowing round a steep bluff of rocks, which screened 
t h e m f r o m observation, he placed h im in a cave, retired and 
secure. H e t h e n hastened to some huts, a few miles distant, 
informed the inhabi tants of the bloody transactions of the past 
n ight , and conjured1 them, if they were not destitute of courage 
and humani ty , to aid h im in boarding the vessel, which was now 
at anchor. , 

10. A small b u t deteirniucd band was immediately collected; 
and, under t h e direction of t h e fisherman, they advanced wi th 
ceution toward bis humble dwelling. Providence smiled on 
their endeavors. Tboy crept t o t h e brow of a crag, beneath 
which the pirates were seated, dividing t h e money of the 
s t ranger ,—and watching for a good opportunity, t hey sprang 
uponUiem. T h e confusion of guilt, and t h e effects of intoxica-
tion, rendered them an easy conquest. 

11. T h e y were carefully secured to await t he punishment due 

'Conjured', besought earnestly. 



to their crimes. T h e fisherman and his comrades then rowed 
off for the vessel, and tears of joy bedewed his weather-beaten 
face on finding tha t t he wife of his guest had escaped uninjured. 
W h e n h e descended into the cabin, she at first seemed uncon-
scious of his approach, so much had her senses been overpowered 
by the late scenes of horror. W h e n she was aroused from the 
stupor1 in which he had found her, she informed him tha t she 
was the only survivor of all those who had taken passage in the 
vessel. " A las," exclaimed she, " I regret t ha t my life was spared. 
Far more dear to me would have been the watery grave of m s 
husband." 

12. For some moments, t he tears of the wretched woman 
unmanned our generous fisherman ; and when he at length col-
lected himself, he was fearful of informing her too suddenly tha t 
her husband was alive, and in perfect safety. A t first, h e tried 
to soothe her agitated feelings by telling her tha t t he murderers 
had no longer the power of doing her any i n j u r y ; and that , 
though separated from the one she loved, she should never want 
a protector while he had an arm to raise in her defense. 

13. As she became more calm, he continued, " P e r h a p s your 
husband may be still alive. Some of the passengers have been 
picked up, severely wounded, i t is true, but not beyond the hope 
of recovery." A t last, he gradual ly unfolded the happiness tha t 
was in store for her. Bu t with all Ins caution, na ture fainted 
under the excess of joyfiil emot ion ; and he trembled lest all his 
labors should have been bestowed in vain. 

14. The joy of t h e young couple at thei r meeting can not be 
adequate ly ' described. Suffice it to say, t ha t after having knel t 
in prayer to tha t Be ing who had, as it were, restored them to 
life, their first care nffe the welfare of the fisherman. A sum 
sufficient to render h im independent was immediately bestowed, 
and the only return which they requested was, t ha t t hey mi"h t 
retain the faithful d(5g, who had been so instrumental in produc-
ing this joyous meet ing. 

15. B u t here t h e fisherman pleaded in his turn. l i e said, tha t 
his reward had been greater than his labors deserved, or his 

'ShVpor, insensibility; inability to perceive, act, oi f e e l . - ' A d ' e -
qnately, justly; fitly. 
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hear t required. H e hoped they would not charge h im with in-
grat i tude ; but t he dog, he said, pat t ing him on the face, had 
been his only companion dur ing the long and dreary winters h e 
had passed among those rocks—that the re was no o ther living 
creature whom he could call his f r iend—and, in fine, ra ther than 
par t with him, h e would return their b o u n t y ; preferr ing his but , 
his poverty, and his dog, to wealth and solitude. 

16. " E n o u g h has been said," replied the s t r ange r ; " y o u shall 
not par t with h im,—and I am sorry tha t I made a request which 
could give one moment ' s pain to so good a hear t . Take this," 
added he, presenting a large addition to his former dob&tion 5 
" a n d if i t be more than sufficient for your wants, I know it will 
be employed—as all wealth ought to be—in alleviating1 t he dis-
tresses of your fellow-beings." 

LVDEPESDEXT STATESMAN. 

3 6 . T H E SON OF S O R R O W . — A F A B L E . 

1. A L L lonely, excluded from Heaven, 
Sa t Sorrow one day on the strand, ' 

And, mournfully buried in thought , 
Forrn'd a figure of clay with her hand . 

2. Jove3 appear 'd. " W h a t is this?" he d e m a n d s : 
She replied, " 'Tis a figure of clay. 

Show thy power on the work of my h a n d ; 
Give it life, mighty Father , I p r a y ! " 

3. " Le t h im l ive!" said the god. " B u t observe, 
As I lend him, h e mine must remain." 

" No t so," Sorrow said, and implored, 
" Oh ! let me my offspring re ta in ! 

4 . " ' T i s to me his creation he owes." 
".Yes," said J o v e , " but ' twas I gave h im breath. ' 

A s h e spoke, Ear th appears on the scene, 
And , observing the image, thus s a i t h : 

1A116' vi i t ing; making lighter or more tolerable.—' Strind, skore.-
J&ve, or Ju' pi ter, the chief of the fabulous gods of the ancients. 



to their crimes. The fisherman and his comrades then rowed 
off for the vessel, and tears of joy bedewed his weather-beaten 
face on finding that the wife of his guest had escaped uninjured. 
When he descended into the cabin, she at first seemed uncon-
scious of his approach, so much had her senses been overpowered 
by the late scenes of horror. When she was aroused from the 
stupor1 in which he had found her, she informed him that she 
was the only survivor of all those who had taken passage in the 
vessel. " A las," exclaimed she, " I regret that my life was spared. 
Far more dear to me would have been the watery grave of ms 
husband." 

12. For some moments, the tears of the wretched woman 
unmanned our generous fisherman ; and when he at length col-
lected himself, he was fearful of informing her too suddenly that 
her husband was alive, and in perfect safety. At first, he tried 
to soothe her agitated feelings by telling her that the murderers 
had no longer the power of doing her any in jury ; and that, 
though separated from the one she loved, she should never want 
a protector while he had an arm to raise in her defense. 

13. As she became more calm, he continued, "Pe rhaps your 
husband may be still alive. Some of the passengers have been 
picked up, severely wounded, it is true, but not beyond the hope 
of recovery." At last, he gradually unfolded the happiness that 
was in store for her. But with all Ins caution, nature fainted 
under the excess of joyfiil emotion; and he trembled lest all his 
labors should have been bestowed in vain. 

14. The joy of the young couple at their meeting can not be 
adequately' described. Suffice it to say, that after having knelt 
in prayer to that Being who had, as it were, restored them to 
life, their first care nffe the welfare of the fisherman. A sum 
sufficient to render him independent was immediately bestowed, 
and the only return which they requested was, that they mi"ht 
retain the faithful d(5g, who had been so instrumental in produc-
ing this joyous meeting. 

15. B u t here the fisherman pleaded in his turn. l i e said, that 
his reward had been greater than his labors deserved, or his 

'ShVpor, insensibility; inability to perceive, act, oi f ee l . - ' Ade-
quate ly, justly; fitly. 

heart required. H e hoped they would not charge him with in-
gratitude ; but the dog, he said, patting him on the face, had 
been his only companion during the long and dreary winters he 
had passed among those rocks—that there was no other living 
creature whom he could call his friend—and, in fine, rather than 
part with him, he would return their bounty ; preferring his but, 
his poverty, and his dog, to wealth and solitude. 

16. "Enough has been said," replied the s t ranger ; "you shall 
not part with him,—and I am sorry that I made a request which 
could give one moment 's pain to so good a heart. Take this," 
added he, presenting a large addition to his former donation 5 
" a n d if it be more than sufficient for your wants, I know it will 
be employed—as all wealth ought to be—in alleviating1 the dis-
tresses of your fellow-beings." 

LVDEPESDEXT STATESMAN. 

3 6 . T H E SON OF S O R R O W . — A F A B L E . 

1. A LL lonely, excluded from Heaven, 
Sat Sorrow one day on the strand,' 

And, mournfully buried in thought, 
Forrn'd a figure of clay with her hand. 

2. Jove3 appear'd. " W h a t is this?" he demands: 
She replied, " 'Tis a figure of clay. 

Show thy power on the work of my h a n d ; 
Give it life, mighty Father, I pray!" 

3. " Let him live!" said the god. " Bu t observe, 
As I lend him, he mine must remain." 

" Not so," Sorrow said, and implored, 
" Oh ! let me my offspring retain! 

4. " 'T i s to me his creation he owes." 
".Yes," said J o v e , " but 'twas I gave him breath.' 

As he spoke, Earth appears on the scene, 
And, observing the image, thus sa i th : 

1A116' vi i t ing; making lighter or more tolerable.—' Strind, skore.-
J&ve, or Ju' pi ter, the chief of the fabulous gods of the ancients. 



6. " From me—from my bosom he's torn, 
I demand, then, what's taken from me." 

" T h i s strife shall be settled," said J o v e ; 
" L e t Saturn1 decide 'tween the three." 

6. This sentence the Judge gave. " To all 
H e belongs, so let no one complain; 

The life, Jove, thou gavest him, shalt thou, 
W i f h his soul, when he die§, take again. 

7. "Thou , Earth, shalt receive back his frame, 
At peace in thy lap he'll recline; 

Bu t during his whole troubled life, 
l i e shall surely, O Sorrow, be thine! 

8. " His features thy look shall reflect; 
Thy sigh shall be mixed wifh his b r e a t h : 

And he ne'er shall be parted from thee 
Unti l he reposes in death !" 

M O R A L . 

9. The sentence of Heaven, then, is th i s ; 
And hence man lies under the sod : 

Though Sorrow possesses him, living, 
H e returns both to earth and to God. 

F R O M THE S W E D I S H . 

3 7 . STUART, THE PAINTER. 

OF Stuart, ' the painter, th i s amusing anecdote is related. He 
had put up at an inn, and his companions were desirous, by 

putting roundabout questions, to find out his calling or profes-
sion. Stuart answered, wifh a grave face and serious tone, that 

1 Sat' urn, the father of Jupiter.—1 Gilbert Stuart was born in New-* 
port, It. L, in 1755, and died in 1828. He lived successively in Phila-
delphia, Washington, and Boston. His portraits are among the finest 
speiimens of modern art. On a near and sudden view, they appear like 
mere daubs and blotches of paint, but as the eye rivets its attention 
upon them, the canvas appears to be actually animated—there seems 
to be no paint, nothing but living flesh and blood, with the actual fea-
tures of the person in relief before us. Hence Stuart's portraits are 
very highly es imated. 

he sometimes dressed gentlemen's and laches' hair. At that 
time, high-cropped pomatumed1 hair was all the fashion. 

2. " You are a hair-dresser, then ?" " What , " said he, " do I 
look like a barber ?" " I beg your pardon, sir, but I inferred it 
from what you said. If I mistook you, may I take the liberty 
to ask what you are, then?" " W h y , I sometimes brush a 
gentleman's coat or hat, and sometimes adjust a cravat." 

3. " O h , you are »valet ,8 then, to ' somi^nobleman?" " A 
valet! Indeed, sir, I am not. I am not a servant. To be sure, 
I make coats and waistcoats for gentlemen." " Oh, you are a 
tailor?" " A tailor! do I look like a tailor? I assure you, I 
never handled a goose,8 other than a roasted one." 

4. By this time they were all in a roar. " W h a t are you, then?" 
said one. " I'll tell yon," said Stuart. " B e assured, all I have 
said is literally true. I dress hair, brush hats and coats, adjust 
a cravat, and make coats, waistcoats, and breeches,1' and likewise 
boots and shoes, at your service." 

5. " Oh, h o ! a boot and shoemaker, after all!" " Guess again, 
gentlemen. I never handled boot or shoe, but for my own feet 
and legs; yet all I have told you is true." " W e may as well 
give up guessing." "Wel l , then, I will tell you, upon my honor 
as a gentleman, my bona fide1 profession. I get my bread by 
making faces." 

6. H e then screwed his countenance, and twisted the linea-
ments5 of his visage,7 in a manner such as Samuel Foote8 or 
Charles Mathews9 might have envied. His companions, after 
loud peals of laughter, each took credit to himself for having 
suspected that the gentleman belonged to the theater, and they 
all knew he must be a comedian10 by profession. When, to 

'Po mi'turned, pomatum, a kind of scented ointment used on the 
hair.—2 Yil' et, a servant who attends on a gentleman's person.— 
8 G5ose, the iron with which the tailor smooths his work.—4 Breeches 
(brich'ez).—'Bona fl'de, Latin words, meaning in good faith; truly; 
actual —0Lin'eaments, features; outlines.—7Visage (viz'aj), face.— 
"Samuel Foote, an English author, actor, and mimic. Born 1721. died 
1777.—19 Charles Mathews, an English comedian, celebrated as a mimic 
Born 1776, died 1837.—"Comedian, an actor or player in comedy; 
that is, a representation on a stage of the lighter passions of mankind, 
which generally terminates happily. When the story terminates sadly, 
it is called tragedy, and the player is called a tragedian. 



their utter astonishment, he assured them that he was never on 
the stage, and vgry rarely saw the inside of a playhouse, or any 
similar place of amusement. They all now looked at each other 
iu utter amazement. 

7. Before parting, Stuart said to his companions: " Gentle-
men, you will find that all I have said of my various employ-
ments is comprised in these few words: I am a portrait painter. 
If you will ca l l ' a l John Palmer's, York Buildings, London, I 
shall lie ready and willing to brush you a coat or hat, dress youi 
hair a la mode,' supply you, if in' need, with a wig of any fashion 
or dimensions, accommodate you with boots or shoes, give you 
rufflijs or cravat, and make faces for you." 

3 S . T H E OLD ARM-CHAIR. 

1. T L O V E it, I love i t ; and who shall dare 
J- To »hide me for loving tha t old arm-chair ? 
I 've treasured it long as a sainted prize, 
I 've bedew'd it with tears, and embalm'd it with s ighs ' 
'Tis bound by a thousand bands to my hea r t ; 
Not a tie will break, not a link will start. 
Would ye learn the spell ?! a mother sat there, 
And a sacred th ing is tha t old arm-chair. 

2. In childhood's hour I linger'd near 
The hallow'd3 seat with listening ear ; 
And gentle words tha t mother would give, 
To fit me to die and teach me to l i v ^ , ' 
She told me shame would never betide? 
W i t h t ru th for my creed5 and God for my guide , 
She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer, 
As I knelt beside tha t old aim-chair. 

3. I sat and watch'd her many a day, 
W h e n her eye grew dim, and her locks were g ray ; 

1 A la mode, according to the fashion.—'Spill, a charm, consisting of 
words of hidden power.—' HA1' lowed, holy • sacred.—4 Be tide' befall; 
happen.—6 Cried, belief; articles of faith." 

And I almost worship'd her when she smiled 
And turn'd from her Bible to bless her child. 

• Years roll'd on, but the last one sped— 
My idol was shatter'd, my earth-star fled; 
I learnt how much the hear t can bear, 
W h e n I saw her die in tha t old arm-chair. 

4. 'Tis past ! 'tis pas t ! but I gaze on it n m 
W i t h quivering breath and throbbing bifcw: 
'Twas there she nursed me, 'twas there she d ied ; 
And memory flows with lav^1 tide. 
Say it is folly, and deem me weak, 
Whi l e the scalding drops start down my check; 
B u t I love it, I love it, and can not tear 
My soul from a mother 's old arm-chair. 

E L I Z A C C O K . 

) 

3 9 . LOKMAN. 

L O K M A N , surnamed the Wise, lived in very early times— 
probably in the days of King David and King Solomon— 

and his name is still famous in the East as the inventor of many 
fables and parables,5 and various stories are told of his wisdom. 
I t was said tha t he was a native of Ethiopia,3 and either a tailor, 
a carpenter, or a shepherd ; and tha t afterward he was a slave 
in various countries, and was at last sold among the Israelites. 

2. One dajr, as he was seated in t he midst of a company who 
were all listening to him with great respect and attention, a J e w 
of high rank, looking earnestly at him, asked h im whether he 
was not the same man whom he had seen keeping the sheep of 
one of his neighbors. Lokman said he was. " And how," said 
the other, " did you, a poor slave, come to be so famous as a 
wise man ?" 

3. " By exactly observing these rules," replied L o k m a n : 

1 Li' va, melted matter which flows from a volcano, or burning mount-
ain.—'PAr'able, a fable, or supposed history, representing something 
in real life or nature, from which a moral is drawn for instruction.— 
' Ethiopia (e the 6' pe a), the name given by the ancient geographers to 
the countries in Africa, south of Egypt. 

8 



" Always speak the truth without disguise; strictly keep your 
promises; and do not meddle with what docs not concern yon.'' 
Another time, he said that he had learned his wisdom from the 
blind, who will believe nothing but what , they hold in their 
hands: meaning that he always examined things, and took great 
pains to find out the truth. 

4. Being o n ^ s e n t , with some other slaves, to fetch fruit, his 
companions a t f p g r c a t deal of it, and then said it was lie who 
had eaten i t ; on which he drank warm water to make liimsck 
sick, and thus proved that he had no fruit in his stomach ; and 
the other slaves, being obliged to do the same, were found out. 

5. Another story of him is, that , his master having given him 
a kind of melon, called the coloquln'tida, which is one of the 
bitterest things in the world, Lokiuan immediately a te it all up, 
without making faces, or showing the least dislike. His master, 
quite surprised, said, " How was it possible for you to swallow so 
nauseous' a fruit ?" Lokman replied, " I have received so many 
sweets from you, that it is not wonderful that I should have 
swallowed the only bitter fruit you ever gave me." His master 
was so much struck by this generous arid grateful answer, that 
he immediately rewarded him by giving him his liberty. 

G. At this day, " to teach Lokman" is a common saying in the 
East, to express a thing impossible. I t is said, too, t h a t he was 
as good as he was wise; and, indeed, it is the chief par t of wis-
dom to be good. H e was particularly remarkable for his love to 
God, and his reverence of His holy name. H e is reported to 
have lived to a good old age ; and, many centuries after, a tomb 
in the little town of Ramlah, no t far from Jerusalem, was 
pointed out as Lokman's. A I K I N 

4 0 . L A Z Y P E O P L E . 

YO U may see him, if you are an early riser, setting off, at 
peep of dawn, on a fishing expedition.8 H e winds through 

the dre?.ry woods, yawning portentously, ' and stretching as if 

1 Nauseous-(ni'shus), disgusting; causing sickness of the stomach.-
f Expedition (ekspe dish' un), a march or voyage ; an enterprise.—' Por 

t int ' oua ly, showing that something is about to happen. 

he were emulous1 of the height of the hickory-trees. Dexter-
ously swaying his long rod, he follows the little stream till it is 
lost in the bosom of the woodland lake; if unsuccessful from the 
bank, he seeks the frail skiff, which is the common property of 
laborious idlers like himself, and, pushing off shore, sits dreaming 
under the sun's wilting beams, until he has secured a supply for 
the day. Home again—an irregular meal at a a y i m e of day— 
and he goes to bed with the ague ; but he a P - m u r s not, for 
fishing is not work. 

2. Then come the. whortleberries; not the little, stunted» 
seedy things that grow on dry uplands and sandy commons, 
but the prod'uee of towering bushes in the piashy3 meadow; 
generous, pulpy berries, covered with a fine bloom ; the " blae-
berry" of Scotland ; a delicious fruit, thoughvof. humble reputa-
tion, and, it must be confessed, somewhat enhanced3 in value by 
the scarcity of the more refined productions of the garden. "We 
scorn thee not, 0 bloom-covered neighbor! but gladly buy 
whole bushels of thy prolific4 family from the lounging Indian, 
or the still lazier white man. W e must not condemn the 
gatherers of whortleberries, but it is a melancholy t ruth that 
they do not get rich. 

3. Baiting for wild bees beguiles the busy shunner of work 
into many a wearisome tramp, many a night-watch, and many a 
löst day. This is a most fascinating chase, and sometimes 
excites the very spirit of gambling. The stake seems so small 
in comparison with the possible prize—and gamblers and honey-
seekers think all possible things probable—that some, who are 
scarcely ever tempted from regular business by any other dis-
guise of idleness, can not withstand a bee-hunt. 

4. A man whose arms and ax are all-sufficient to insure a 
comfortable livelihood for himself and his family, is chopping, 
perhaps, in a thick wood, where the voices of the locust, the 
cricket, the grasshopper, and the wild bee, with their kindred, 
are the only sounds that reach his ear from sunrise till sunset 
H e feels lonely and listless; and, as noon draws on, he ceascs 
from his hot toil, and, seating himself on the tree which has just 

'Em'ulous , rivaling; desirous to excel.—' PlSsh'y, watery.—'En-
hanced', increased • -4 ProlSf ic, fruitful; bringing frith in abundance. 
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fallen beneafh his ax, h e takes out his lunch of broad and 
butter, and, musing as he eats, thinks how hard nis life ii, and 
how much better it mus t be to have bread and butter without 
working for it. 

5. l i i s eye wanders through t h e thick Wrest, and follows, with 
a feeling of envy, the winged inhabitants of the trees arid flow-
era, till a t l e n o j L l i e notes among the singing throng some half-
dozen of b c c J ^ T l i e lunch is soon dispatched; a honey-tree 
must be n e a r ; and the chopper spends the remainder of the 
daylight in endeavoring to discover i t But the cunning insects 
scent the human robber, and will not approach their home until 
nightfall. So our weary wight plods homeward, laying plans foi 
their destruction. 

6. The next morning 's sun, as he peeps above the horl'zon, 
finds the bee-hunter burn ing honey-comb and old honey neat 
the scene of yesterday's inkling. ' Stealthily does he watch his 
line of b a i t and cautiously docs h e wait until t he first glutton 
that finds himself sated with t h e luscious feast sets off in a " bee-
line»—« like arrow da r t ing f rom t h e bow"—blind betrayer of 
his home, like the h u m a n ineb&te . 5 This is enough. The 
spoiler asks no m o r e ; and t h e first moonlight night sees the rich 
hoard transferred to his cottage, where it sometimes serves, 
almost unaided, as food for the whole family, until the last drop 
is consumed. 

7. One hundred and fifty pounds of honey are sometimes 
found in a single tree, and it mus t be owned the temptation is 
g rea t ; but the luxury is generally dearly purchased, if the 
whole cost and consequences be counted. To be content with 
what supplies the wants of t h e body for the present moment 
is, after all, t he characteristic4 rather of the brute than of 
the m a n ; and a family accustomed to this view of life, will 
grow more and more idle and thriftless, until poverty and filth, 
and even beggary, lose all their terrors. I t is almost proverbial 
among fanners, tha t bee-hunters are always behindhand. 

C A R O L I N E M . K I R K L A N D . 

' Ho rl' zon, a line that bounds the sight where the earth and sky ap 
pear to meet.—' Ink' ling, h i n t ; desire.—* In ¿' bri ate, one intoxicated 
a drunkard.—4 Char ac ter Is' tic, mark of character. 

4 1 . T H E "WORTH OF HOURS. 

3. 

4. 

5. And more,—though free from seeming harm, 
You rest from toil of mind or arm, 
Or slow retire from pleasure's charm,— 

6. If then a painful sense comes on 
Of something wholly lost and gone, 
Vainly enjoy'd, or vainly done,— 

1. Of something from your b6ing's chain 
Broke off, nor to be link'd again 
By all mere memory can retain,— 

8. Upon your heart this truth may rise,— 
Nothing1 tha t altogether dies 
Suffices' man's just destinies !3 

9. So should we live, that every Hour 
May die as dies the natural flower,— 
A self-reviving thing of power -f 

10. Tha t every thought and every deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed ;4 

BE L I E V E not tha t your inner eye 
Can ever in just measure try 

Tne worth of Hours as they go b y ; 

For every man's weak self, alas! 
Makes him to see them, while they pass, 
As through a dim or tinted glass: 

But if in earnest care you would 
Mete out to each its part of good, 
Trust rather to your after-mood. 

Those surely are not fairly spen t 
That leave your spirit bow'd and bent 
In sad unrest and ill-content: 

'Nothing (nuth' ing).—' Suffices (suf flz' ez), satisfies ; to be enough — 
D6B' ti nies, necessities; final end.—* Miid, a reward; that which is 

given on account of merit. 



11. Esteeming sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop1 not destroy, 
Far better than a barren joy. H. M. Milnb. 

4 2 . T H E SABBATH IN .NEW ENGLAND. 

r n i l E obse rvaf le of the Sabbath began with the Puri tans , is 
J - it still does with a great portion of their descendants, on 
Saturday night. A t the going down of the sun on Saturday, all 
temporal3 affairs were suspended;1 and so zealously5 did our 
fathers maintain the letter, as well as the spirit of the law, that , 
according to a vulgar tradition in Connecticut, no .beer was 
brewed in the latter par t of the week, lest it should presume to 
work on Sunday. 

2. I t must be confessed, t h a t the tendency of the age is to 
laxity ;6 and so rapidly is the wholesome strictness of primitive 
times abating, that , should some antiquary,7 fifty years hence, in 
exploring his garre t rubbish, chance to cast his eye on our humble 
pages, he may be surprised to learn, that , even now, t h e Sabbath 
is observed, in the interior of New England, with an almost J u 
da'ical8 severity. 

3. On Saturday afternoon an uncommon bustle is apparent . 
The great class of procrastinators9 are hur ry ing to and fro to 
complete the lagging business of the week. The good mothers, 
like Burns 's matron, are plying their needles, making " auld claea 
look amaist as weel's t h e n e w ; " while t h e domestics, or help (we 
prefer the national descriptive term), are wielding, with might 
and main, their brooms and mips, to make all tidy for the Sab-
bath. 

4. As t h e day declines, the h u m of labor dies away, and, after 

'Devi l 'op , uncover; lay open to view.—'Pi 'r i tans, those desirous 
of purer forms of worship ; reformers.—'Tim'poral, belonging to this 
life or world, or to the body only.—''Sus pind' ed, stopped.—'Zial' ous-
ly, earnestly.—' LAx' i ty, looseness; carelessness of duty.—' An'ti qua 
ry, one who is well acquainted with things that took place in old times. 
—' Ju di ' ic al, pertaining to the Jews. The Jews are noted for the 
strict manner in which tuey observe the Sabbath.—'Prooris' ti nators, 

. persons who delay things to a future time; delayer». 
• 

the sun is set, perfect stillness reigns in every well ordered 
household, and not a loot-fall is heard in the village street. I t 
can not be denied, tha t even the most scriptural, missing the ex-
citement of their ordinary occupations, anticipate1 their usual 
bedtime. The obvious' inference' from this fact is skillfully 
avoided by certain ingenious reasraers, who allege, tha t the con-
stitution was originally so organized as to require an extra quau 
tity of sleep on every seventh night . W e r e c d f r n e n d it to the 
curious to inquire, how this peculiarity was adjusted, when the 
first day of the week was changed from Saturday to Sunday. 

5. The Sabbath morning is as peaceful as the first hallowed 
day. Not a human sound is heard without the dwellings, and, 
but for the lowing of the herds, the crowing of the cocks, a n d ' 
the gossiping of the birds, animal life would seem to be ex-
tifact, till, at the bidding of the church-going bell, the old and 
young issue from their habitations, and, with solemn demeanor,4 

bend their measured steps to the meet ing-house;—the families 
of the minister, the squire, the doctor, the merchant, the modest 
gentry of the village, and the mechanic and laborer, all arrayed 
m their best, all meet ing on even ground, and all with tha t con-
sciousness of independence and equality, which breaks down the 
pride of the rich, and rescues the poor from servility, envy, and 
discontent. 

6. If a morning salutation is reciprocated,5 it is in a suppressed 
voice; and if, perchance, nature, in some reckless urchin, burst 
forth in l augh te r—" My dear, you forget it 's Sunday," is the ever 
ready reproof. Though every face wears a solemn aspect, yet 
we once chanced to see even a deacon's muscles relaxed by the-
wit of a neighbor, and heard him allege, in a half-deprecating 
half-laughing voice, " The squire is so droll, tha t a body must 
laugh, though it be Sabbath-day." 

7. The farmer's ample wagon, and the little one-horse vehicle, 
br ing in all who reside at an inconvenient walking distance,— 
that is to say, in our r iding community, half a mile from the 
church. I t is a pleasing sight, to those w t o love to note the 
happy peculiarities of their own land, to see t h e farmers' daugh 

1 An tie' i pite, take beforehand.—'Ob'vi ous, plain; clear —' In fe r -
ence, that which follows as certainly or probably true ; conclusion.-

Demion or, m a n n e r . - ' Re cfp' ro cited, given and received by turns 



ters, blooming, intelligent, well-bred, pouring out of these homely 
coaches, with their nice white gowns, prunella shoes, Leghorn hats, 
fans, and parasols,1 and the spruce young men, with their plaited 
ruffles, blue coats, and ygllow buttons. The whole community 
meet as one religious family, to offer their devotions at the com-
mon altar. If there b e an outlaw.from the society,—a luckless 
wight, whose vagrant taste has never been subdued,—he may be 
seen stealing altfng t h e margin of some little brook, far away 
from the condemning observation and troublesome admonitions 
of his fellows. 

8. Toward the close of the day (or to borrow a phrase de-
scriptive of his feelings, who first used it), " when the Sabbath 
begins to abate" t he children cluster about the windows. Their 
eyes wander from thei r catechism to the western sky, and, though 
it seems to them as if the sun would never disappear, his broad 
disk does slowly sink behind the mountain; and, while his last 
ray still lingers on the eastern summits, mSrry voices break forth, 
and the ground resounds with bounding footsteps. The village 
belle arrays herself for her twilight walk; the boys gather on 
" the g reen ;" the lads and girls throng to the " singing-school 
while some coy maiden lingers at home, awaiting her expected 
suitor; and all enter upon the pleasures of the evening with as 
keen a relish as if the day had been a preparatory penance.* 

Miss C . M. S E D G W I C K . 

4 3 . T H E COUNTRY CHURCH. 

1. A B O U T the chapel door, in easy groups, 
i i The rustic people wait. Some trim the switch, 
While some prognosticate3 of harvests full, 
Or shake the dubious4 head, with arguments 
Baseds on t h e winter's frequent snow and thaw, 
The heavy rains, and sudden frosts severe. 

Para sfils', a small umbrella to keep off the sun.—* Pin' an<s, punish-
ment.—' Prog nSs' tic i te , to foretell by signs. —4 Du' hi ous, doubtful: 
not clear or plain.—• B&sed, founded. 

2. Some, happily]but few, deal scandal out, 
W i t h look askance1 pointing their victim. These 
Are the rank tares5 in every field of grain— 
These are the nettles stinging unaware— 
The briers which wound and trip unheeding feet— 
The noxious vines, growing in every grove! 
Their touch is deadly, and their passing breath 
Poison most venomous !3 Such have I known 
As who has not ?—.and suffer'd by the contact. 
Of these the husbandman takes certain note, 
And in the proper season disinters4 

Their baneful roots; and, to the sun exposed, 
The killing light of truth, leaves them to pine 
And perish in the noonday! 

3- _ ' Gainst a tree, 
W i t h strong arms folded o'er a giant chest, 
Stands Barton, to the neighborhood chief smi th ; 
His coat, unused to aught save Sunday wear, 
Brown too oppressive by the morning walk, 
Gangs on the drooping branch : so stands he oft 
Beside the open door, what time the share 
Is whitening at the roaring bellows' mouth. 
There, too, the wheelwright—he, the magistrate5— 
In small communities a man of mark— 
Stands with the smith, and holds such argument 
As the unletter'd but observing can ; 
Their theme6 some knot of scripture hard to solve. 
And 'gainst the neighboring bars two others fan, 
Less fit the sacred hour, discussion hot 
Of politics; a topic which, inflamed, 
Knows no propriety of time or place. 

4. There Oakes, the cooper, wifli rough brawny hand, 
Descants7 at large, and, with a noisy ardor, 
Rattles around his theme as round a cask; 

' As kJnce, sideways; toward one corner of the eye.—» Tires weeds 
" I T ' d 6 a d l y ; m i s c l»evous.-« Dis in t4rs', unburies ; dig? out 
- MSg is trite, a judge; a justice of the peace . - ' T h W subject. 
— Des cants, talks ; makes remarks 

6 F 



While Hanson, heavy hrow'd, with shoulders bent, 
B e n t with g rea t lifting of huge stones—for he 
A mason and famed builder is—replies 
W i t h tongue as sharp and dexterous as his trowel, 
And sentences which like his hammer fall, 
Br inging t h e flinty fire at every b low! 

5. B a t soon the approaching parson ends in pcacc 
T h e wordy combat, and all turn within. 
Awhile rough shoes, some with discordant creak. 
A n d voices clearing for t h e psalm, disturb 
T h e sacred quiet, till, at last, t he vail 
Of silence wavers, settles, falls; and then 
T h e h y m n is given, and all arise and sing. 
T h e n follows prayer, which from the pastor's heart 
Flows unpretending, wi th few words devout 
Of humble t hanks and askings; not with lungs 
Stentorian,1 assaulting heaven's h igh wall, 
Compell ing grace by virtue of a siege! 
This done, with loving care he scans his flock, 
A n d opes t h e sacred volume at the text . 

6. W i d e is his brow, and full of honest t h o u g h t -
Love his vocation, t ru th is all his stock. 
W i f e these he strives to guide, and not perplex 
W i t h words sublime and empty, r inging oft 
Most musically hollow. All his facts 
A r e simple, broad, sufficient for a wor ld ! 
H e knows t h e m well, teaching but wha t be knows. 
H e never strides through mctaphysic ' mists, 
Or takes false greatness because seen through fogs, 
Nor leads 'mid brambles of thick a rgument 
Till all admire the wit which brings them through; 
Nor e'er essays, in sermon or in prayer, 
To share t h e hearer 's t h o u g h t ; nor strives to make 

- Sten t i ' ri an, extremely loud. Stentor was the Greek name of a man 
having a very loud voice.—' Met a pliys' ics, the science of the principles 
and cause? of all things existing ; the science, or regulated know-edge, 
of the mind. 

THE COUNTRY CHURCH. 123 

T h e smallest of his congregation lose 
One glimpse of heaven, to cast it on the p r i e s t 

7. Such simple course, in these ambitious times, 
W e r e wor thy imitat ion; in these days, 
W h e n brazen tinspl bears the palm from worth, 
And trick and pertness take the sacred desk ; 
Or some coarse thunderer , arm'd wi th doctrines new 
Aims at our faith a blow to fell an ox— 
Swinging his sledge,1 regardless where it strikes, 
Or what demolishes—well pleased to win 
B y either blows or no i se !—A modern seer, 
Cry ing destruct ion! and, to prove it true, 
W a l k i n g abroad, for demolition8 arm'd, 
A n d boldly leveling where he can not build! 

8. The service done, t he congregation rise, 
A n d with a freshness glowing in their hearts, 
A n d quiet strength, t he benison3 of prayer, 
And wholesome admonition, hence depart. 
Some, loth to go, within the graveyard loiter, 
W a l k i n g among the mounds, or on the tombs^ 
Hanging, like pictured grief beneath a willow, 
Ba th ing the inscriptions with their t ea rs ; or here, 
Finding t h e earliest violet, like a drop 

Of heaven's anointing blue upon the dead, 
Bless it wi th mournful pleasure; or, perchance, 
W i t h careful hands, recall t he wandering vine, 
A n d teach it where to creep, and where to bear 
I t s future epitaph of flowers. And there, 
Each with a separate grief, and some with tears, 
Ponde r the sculptured lines of consolation. ' 

T . BUCHANAN B E A D . 

1 SISdge, a heavy hammer.—' Demolition (dem o llsh' un), act of over-
throwing or destrojing; ruin—'Benison (Wn'nezn), benediction; a 
blessing; reward 

• 



4 4 . T H E CYNIC. 

TI I E cynic- is one who never sees a good quality in a man, 

and never fails to see a Bad one. H e is the human owl, 
vigilant' in darkness, and blind t o light ; mousing for vermin,5 

and never seeing noble game.4 T h e cynic puts all human actions 
into only two classes—openly bad, and secretly bad. 

2. A h virtue and generosity and disinterestedness* are merely 
the appearance of good, but selfish at the bottom. H e holds 
tha t no man does a good thing, except for profit. T h e effect oi 
his conversation upon your feelings is to chill and sear6 them ; 
to send you away sour and morose.7 His criticisms and innuen-
does8 fall indiscriminately9 upon every lovely thing, like frost 
upon flowers. 

3. " Mr. A," says some one, " is a religious man." H e will 
answer : "Yes; on Sundays." " M r . B has just joined t h e 
church :" " Certainly : the elections are coming on." The minis-
ter of the Gospel is called an example of diligence : " It is his 
trade." Such a man is generous :—" of other men's money" 
This man is obliging : — " to lull suspicion and cheat you" Tha t 
man is upright :—" because he is green." 

4. Thus, his eye strains out every good quality, and takes in 
only the bad. To him, religion is hypocrisy,10 honesty a prepa-
ration for fraud," virtue only w a n t of opportunity, and undenia-
ble purity asceticism." The live-long day he will sit with sneer-
ing lip, ut ter ing sharp speeches in the quietest manner , and in 

' Cyn' ic, a surly, snarling man. The Cynics were a sect of philoso-
phers in ancient Greece, who affected to despise all the refinements of 
life. The sect was founded by Antisthenes, and supported by Diogenes 
The name is derived from the Greek word for " dog," because they lived 
more like dogs than men. Hence, any ill-natured person, despising the 
common courtesies of life, is called a cynic.—*Y!g ilant, watchful.— 
' Vèr1 min, noxious animals, as rats, mice, Worms, Sc.—* Girne, animals 
that are hunteif.—* Dis In' ter èst ed ness, fairness , not favoring one'g 
self.—' Sèar. burn ; harden.—' Mo ròse', sour ; peevish.—" In nu ?-u' do. a 
hint jarefully given ; a sly suggestion.—* In dis crlm' i nate ly, with-
out distinction.—"Hypòc'risy, the putting on of an appearance or 
virtue, or goodness, which one does not possess.—11 Friud, deceit ; dis-
honesty.—" As c4t' i cism, the practice of undue severity and self-
deniaL 

polished phrase transfixing- every character which is presented; 
" His words are softer than oil, yet are they drawn swords." 

5. All this, to the young, seems a wonderful knowledge ol 
human na tu r e ; they honor a man who appears to have found 
out mankind. They begin to indulge themselves in flippant 
sneers ; and with supercilious3 brow, and impudent tongue, wag-
ging to an empty brain, call to naught the wise, the long-tried 
and t h e venerable. 

0. I do believe, tha t man is corrupt enough; but something 
of good has survived his wreck ; something of evil, religion has 
restrained, and something partially res tored; ygt, I look upon 
the human hear t as a mountain of fire. I dread its crater.4 I 
t remble when I see its lavas roll the fiery stream. 

1. Therefore, I am the more glad, if upon the old crust of 
past erupt ions , 6 1 can find a single flower springing up. So far 
from rejecting appearances of virtue in the corrupt heart of a 
depraved race, I am eager to see their light, as ever mariner was 
to see a star in a stormy night . 

8. Moss will grow upon gravestones; the ivy will cling to the 
moklering p i l e ; the mistletoe7 springs from the dying branch ; 
and, God be praised, something green, something fair to the 
sight and grateful to the heart , will ye t twine around and grow 
out of the seams and cracks of the desolate temple of the 
human h e a r t ! H . W . BEECHEH 

4 5 . EPITAPH ON A CANDLE. 

1. * W I C K E D 3 one lies buried here, 
l y W h o died in a decline ; 
H e never rose in rank, I fear, 

Though he was born to shine. 

' x T a n s fix' ing, piercing through ; stabbing.—' Flip' pant, smooth 
easily spoken ; pert.—' Su per ell' ious, scowling ; proud ; haughty.— 
* Cri' ter, the cup, mouth, or hollow top of a volcano.--* Li' va, melted 
matter from a volcano.—' E rup' tions, outpourings ; burstings out.— 
Mistletoe (mlz' zl t6), a plant that grows on trees.—8 Wick' ed, having 

a wick. The reader will notice that every stanza of this piece contains 
a vSry happy play on words. 
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ging to an empty brain, call to naught the wise, the long-tried 
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2. l i e once was fat, but now, indeed, 
He's thin as any griever; 

ITe died, the doctors all agreed, 
Of a most burning fever. 

3. One thing of him is said with truth, 
W i t h which I 'm much amused; 

I t is—that when lie stood, forsooth, 
A stick he always used. 

4. Now winding-sheets' he sometimes made ; 
Bu t this }vas n(3t enough, 

For, finding it a poorish trade, 
H e also dealt in snuff. 

5. If e'er you said, " Go out, I pray," 
H e much ill nature show'd; 

On such occasions, he would say, 
" Vy, if I do, Fm blow'd." 

6. I n this his friends do all agree, 
Although you'll think I 'm joking, 

When going out, 'tis said that he 
W a s very fond of smoking. 

7. Since ail religion he despised, 
Let these few words suffice, 

Before he ever was baptized, 
They dipp'd him once or twice. P U N C H . 

4 6 . COMPARISON OF WATCHES. 

W H E N G r i se lda thought that her husband had long enough 
' enjoyed his new existence, and that there was danger of his 

forgetting the taste of sorrow, she changed her tone.—One day, 
when he had not returned home exactly a t the appointed minute, 

1 Wind' ing-sheets, melted tallow, that runs down and hardens around 
a candle. 

she received him with a f r o w n ; such as would have made even 
Mars' himself recoil,5 if Mars could have beheld such a frown 
upon the brow of his Venus.3 

2. "Dinner has been kept waiting for you this hour, my dear." 
" I am very sorry for i t ; but why did you wait, my dear? I 
am really very sorry I am so late, but" (looking at his watch) 
" it is only half-past six by me." 

3. " I t is seven by me." They presented their watches to 
each o the r ; he in an apologetical,4 she in a reproachful, atti-
tude.4 

4. " I rather think you are tdb fast^my dear," said the gen-
tleman. " I am very sure you are too slow, my de»r," said the 
lady. 

5. " M y watch never loses a minute in the four-and-twenty 
hours," said he. " Nor mine a second," said she. 

6. " I have reason to believe I am right, my love," said the 
husband, mildly. " Reason!" exclaimed the wife, astonished. 
" W h a t reason can you possibly have to believe you are right, 
when I tell you I am morally certain you are Wrong, my 
love?" 

1. " My only reason for doubting it is, that I set my watch by 
the sun to-day." " The sun must be wrong, then," cried the 
lady, has t i ly—"You need not l augh ; for I know what I am 
saying; the variation,6 the declination,7 must be allowed for, in 
computing8 it with the clock. Now you know perfectly well 
what I mean, though you will not explain it for me, because you 
are conscious I am in the right." 

8. "Wel l , my dear, if you are conscious of it, that is sufficient. 
W e will not dispute any more about such a trifle. Are they 
bringing up dinner ?" " If they know that you are come i n ; 
but I am sure I can not tell whether they do or not .—Pray, my 
dear Mrs. Nettleby," cried the lady, turning to a female friend, 
and still holding her watch in hand, " what o'clock is it by you ? 
There is nobody in the world hates disputing about trifles so 

' Mirs, the god of war.—1 Re coil', turn hack.—" \~k' nus, the goddess 
of love, gracefulness, beauty, and mirth.—4 A pol o g&t' ic, by way of 
excuse.—1 At'titude, posture; position of the body.—15VAriA' tion, 
here means unequal motiott.—* D&c li nA'tion, the position of the sun 
a» noon, north or south of the equator.—8Com pi t ' ing, calculating. 



much as I do ; but I own I do love to convince people that I am 
in the right." 

^ 9. Mrs. Nettleby's watch had stopped. How provoking! 
Vexed at having no immediate means of convincing people that 
she was in the right, our heroine1 consoled herself by proceeding 
to criminate5 her husband, not in this particular instance, where 
he pleaded guilty, but upon the general charge of being always 
late for dinner, which he strenuously3 denied. 

10. There is something in the species4 of reproach which ad 
vances thus triumphantly from particulars to generals, peculiarly 
offensive to every reasonable ftrd susceptible mind ; and theie is 
something in the general charge of being always late for dinner, 
which the punctuality of man's nature can not easily endure, 
especially if he be hungry. W e should humbly advise our 
female friends to forbear exposing a husband's patience to this 
trial, or, at least, to temper it with much fondness, else mischief 
will infallibly4 ensue. U l S 8 EDOKWOBXH. 

4 7 . TRUE FREEDOM, A N D H O W TO G A I N IT. 

1- TU"E want no flag, no flaunting6 rag, 
' ' For L I B E R T Y to fight; 

W e want no blaze of murderous guns, 
To struggle for the r ight . 

Our spears and swords are printed words, 
The mind our batt le-plain; 

We've won such victories before, 
And so we shall again. 

2. W e love no t r iumphs sprung7 of force— 
They stain her brightest cause : 

'Tis not in blood tha t Liberty 
Inscribes her civil laws. 

1 Hir ' o In«, a female hero, or principal character spoken of.—»Crlm'-
in Ate, accuse —'StrJn' u ous ly, boldly; firmly.—« Spfe' cies, kind; sort 
class.—'Infll 'libly, without fail.—• F 1 W ing, spreading out; gau 
dy ; showy.—' Sprung of force, gained by force. 

She writes them on the people's heart 
In language clear and plain ; 

True thoughts have moved the world before, 
And so they shall again. 

8. W e yield to none1 in earnest love 
Of freedom's cause sublime 

W e join the cry, " F R A T E R N I T Y ! " 1 

W e keep the march of Time. 
And ySt we grasp nor pike4 nor spear, 

Our victories to ^ t a i n ; 
We 've won withouWueir aid before, 

And so we shall again. 

4. W e want no aid of barricade5 

To show a front to wrong; 
W e have a citadel6 in truth, 

More durable1 and s t r ing. 
Calm words, great thoughts, unflinching faith, 

Have never striven in vain; 
They've won our battles many a time, 

And so they shall again. 

5. Peace, progress, knowledge, b ro the rhood-
Til e ignorant may sneer, 

The bad deny; but we rely 
To see their tr iumph near. 

N o widows' groans shall load our cause, 
No blood of brethren stain ; 

We 've won without such aid before, 
And so we shall again. CHARLES M A C K A Y . 

i None (nun).—Sub lime', high; lofty; excellent.—' Fra t i r ' n i ty, 
brotherhood.—4 Pike, a pole with a sharp iron head.—1'Bar ri c&de'. a 
strong fortification made n haste, of earth, stone, trees, wagcns, or any 
thing that will stop the progress of an enemy.—*Clt'adel, a fortress 
or castle, in a city or neai it.—' Dhr' a ble. lasting. 

9 



4 8 . T H E CAVERN BY THE S E A . 

TH E R E is a cavern in the island of Hoonga , one of the Tonga 
islands, in t h e South Pacific Ocean, wh ich can be entered 

only by diving into the sea, and has no o the r l ight than wha t is 
reflected from the bottom of the water. A young chief dis-
covered it accidentally while diving af ter a turtle, and the use 
which h e made of his discovery will p robably be sung in more 
than one Europe 'an language, so beautifully is it adapted' for a 
tale in verse. ^ 

2. There was a tyrannical r ^ r n o r a t Vavaoo , against whom 
one of the chiefs formed a plan of i n s u r r e c t i o n i t was betrayed, 
and the chief, wi th all his family and kin,3 was ordered to be de-
stroyed. H e had a beautiful daughter , be t ro thed 4 t o a chief of 
high rank, and she also was included in t h e sentence. T h e 
youth who had found the cavern, and k e p t t h e secret to himself, V 
loved this damsel. H e told her of the d a n g e r to which she and 
all of her family were exposed, and persuaded he r to place her 
safety in his hands. 

3. W i t h her consent, h e placed her in his canoe, and described 
the place of her proposed retreat, as h e skillfully plied the oar in 
the direction of the cavern. Like the rest of her countrywomen, 
the maid was an expert swimmer. H a v i n g reached the spot, 
they dived into the water, and entered t h e cavern, a large and 
commodious apartment , about fifty feet in length, and nearly the 
same in height, beautifully ornamented wi th sparry5 incrustations. 

4. He re h e brought her the choicest food, t h e finest clothing, 
mats for her bed, and sandal-wood6 oil to p e r f u m e ' herself; here 

1 A dipt ' ed, fitted.—' In sur rJc* tion, rebellion; an attempt to over-
throw a government.—'Kin, relations.—4Betrothed', engaged to be 
married —* SpUr' ry, made of spar, a substance frequently found in cav-
erns, and formed by water mixed with lime and other substances, 
which, trickling very slowly from above, presents the appearance of 
Icicles hanging from the roof; and sometimes, dropping also on the 
floor, seem like inverted icicles, or icicles upside down. • These are what 
arc called sparry incrustations. When the. incrustation hangs from the 
ceiling, with the sharp point downward, it is called a stalactite ; when it 
rises from the floor, with the point upward, it is called a stalagmite.— 
'Sin'dal-wood, a wood with a very strong and sweet perfume, which 
ijrows in the East Indies. 

he visited her as often as was consistent wifli p rudence ; and 
here, as may be imagined, th is Tonga Lean 'der 1 wooed and won 
the maid, whom, to make the interest complete, he had long 
loved in secret, when h e had no hope. Meant ime he prepared, 
with all his dependents, male and female, to emigrate in secret 
to the Fiji islands. 

5. T h e intent ion was so well concealed, t ha t they embarked 
in safety, and his people asked him, at t he point of their depart-
ure, if h e would not t ake with h im a Tonga wife; and accord-
ingly, to their great as tonishment having steered close to a rock, 
h e desired t h e m to wait while I n v e n t into the sea to fetch her, 
jumped overboard, and, jus t as they were beginning to be seri-
ously alarmed a t his I5ng disappearance, he rose with his mistress 
from the water . This story is not deficient in tha t which all 
such stories should have to be perfectly delightful ,—a fortunate 
conclusion. T h e par ty remained at t he Fijis till t he oppressor 
died, and then re turned to Vavaoo, where they enjoyed a long 
and happy life. This is related as an authent ic tradit ion. 

Q U A R T E R L Y R E V I E W . 

4 9 . T H E HIPPOPOTAMUS. 

TH E Brit ish consul2 a t Cairo3 had frequently intimated4 to his 
Highness, t he Pasha 5 of Egypt , t h a t a live hippopotamus6 

would be regarded as a vgry i n t e r e s t i n g and valuable present in 
England. Now, there were sundry7 difficulties of a serious 
na ture involved in this business. I n the first place, t he favorite 
resort of the hippopotami is a thousand or fifteen hundred miles 
distant f rom Ca i ro ; in the second place, t he hippopotamus being 

• Le in ' der, a youth of Abydos, who swam nightly across the Helles-
pont, to visit his mistress, Hero. He was at last drowned one stormy 
night, as he was making his accustomed visit. The Hellespont is what 
is now called the Dardanelles, a narrow strait between Europe and Asi-
atic Turkey.—' C5n' sul, an officer appointed by a government to pro-
tect its citizens in a foreign country.—3 Cairo (kl' ro), the capital city of 
Egypt.—'1 In' t i m i t ed, suggested; told in a modest or del'cate way.— 
6 Pa shi ' , the g o v e r n o r . — ' Hip po pot 'a mus, literally means a river-
horse. but it will be seen from the following description that the animal 
has no point of resemblance to a horse.—' Sun' dry, various. 



amphibious,1 is not easily approached; when he is eqvi'roned, 
he is a tremendous antagonist,3 by reason of his great strength, 
enoriSous weight, his wrathfulness when excited, and, we may 
add, his prodigious mouth, with its huge tusks. W e are speak-
ing of the male hippopotamus. -He is often slain by a number 
of rifle-balls (he only makes a comic grin of scorn at a few), and 
laid low from a distance; but as to being taken alive, that is a 
tr iumph which has scarcely ever been permitted to mortal man 
of modern times. 

2. " So, Consul," said the Pasha, abruptly, one day, when Mr 
Murray was dining with him, {¡£o, you want a hippopotamus ?" 
" V e r y much, your Highness." " A n d you think that such an 
animal would be an acceptable present to your queen and 
country ?" 

3. " H e would be accounted a great rarity,"4 said the consul; 
"our naturalists would receive him with open arms—figuratively 
speaking—and the public would crowd to pay their respects to 
him." Abbas Pasha laughed at this pleasantry of the consul. 
" Well," said he, " we will inquire about this matter." H e half 
turned his head over one shoulder to his a t tendants : "Send 
here the governor of Nubia!" The attendants thus ordered 
made their salam5 and retired. 

4. Anybody, not previously aware of the easy habits of a des-
potic sovereign,6 would naturally c o n c i s e tha t the governor of 
Nubia was, at this time, in Cairo, and at no great distance from 
the royal abode. But it was not so. The governor of Nubia 
was simply there—at home—smoking his pipe in Nubia. This 
brief and unadorned order, therefore, involved a post-haste mes-
senger on a dromedary7 across the desert, with a boat up tb e 
Nile, and then more dromedaries, and then another boat, and 
again a dromedary, t;U the Pasha's mandate was delivered. 

1 Am phib' i ous, living both on land and in water.—s En vi' roned, sur 
rounded.—3 An tag' o nist, one who combats another; enemy; foe.— 

RAr'ity, a thing very uncommon.—4 Salim', a kind .of bow, or marl 
of respect, practiced in Eastern countries. The head is bowed down 
and both arms raised above the head, with the hands brought together 
—"Sovereign (suv'erin), one who possesses the highest authority; i 
despotic sovereign is one who has absolute or entire authority.—' Drom-
edary (drum' e da ry), a camel with one bunch. 

5. W e next behold the governor of Nubia, in full official trim,' 
proceeding post-haste with his suite' across the desert, and down 
the Nile, traveling day and night, until finally he is announced 
to the Pasha, and admitted to his presence. " Governor," says 
the Pasha, " have you hippopotami in your country ?" " W e 
have, your Highness." Abbas Pasha reflected a moment, then 
said—" Send to me the commander3 of the Nubian army. Now 
go!" 

6. This was the whole dialogue. The governor made his 
salam, and retired. W i t h the same haste and ceremony, so far 
as the two things can be c o m b e d , he returned to Nubia by 
boat,, and dromedary, and horse, and covered litter ;4 and the 
same hour found the commander of the army of Nubia gallop-
ing across the d<$ert with his attendants, in obedience to the 
royal mandate. 

7. The Pasha, knowing that all means of speed will be used, 
and what those means will be, together with the nature of the 
route, is able to calculate to a day when the commander ought 
to arrive, and, therefore,' must arrive,—at his peril, otherwise. 
The British consul is invited to dine with his Highness on this 
day. 

8. Duly, as expected, the commander of the Nubian army 
arrives, and is announced, jus t as the repast5 is concluded. H e 
is forthwith ushered i n t o n e presence of the sublime beard and 
turban. Coffee and pipes are served. The commander makes 
his grand salam, shutt ing his eyes before the royal pipe. 

9. "Commander ," .says the Pasha, without taking his pipe 
from his mouth, " I hear tha t you have hippopotami in your 
country." " I t is true, your Highness ; bu t—" " B r i n g me a 
live hippopotamus—a young one. Now go!" 

10. This was actually the dialogue which took place on the 
occasion—and the whole of it. The commander of the Nubias 
forces made his grand salam,' retired, and returned as he came. 
" big" with the importance of his errand, but also not without 
considerable anxiety for its result. 

'Official (offish' al) trim, in the dress of his office.—' Suite (swèt), a 
train of followers; company.—1'Commând'er.—4L5t'ter, a sort oi 
couch resting on poles, carried by men or horses—6 Ee pâst', meal ; feast, 



11. Arr iving at Dongola,1 t he commander summoned his 
chief officers and captains of the Nubian hosts to a council of 
war 011 the subject of the hippopotamus hunt , on the result ol 
which, he intimated, several heads were at stake, besides his own. 
A similar communication was speedily forwarded to the chief 
officers of the r igh t wing of the army, quartered in their tents 
a t Sennaar.8 T h e picked men of all t he forces having been se-
lected, t h e two parties met in boats at an appointed village on 
the banks of the Nile, and there concerted their measures for 
t h e expedition. 

• 

5 0 . T H E HIPPOPOTAMUS—CONTINUED. 

TH E commander divided the chosen body into several parties, 
and away they sped up t h e Nile. They followed the course 

of the river, beyond the point where i t branches off into the 
B lue Nile aud the W h i t e Nile. Good fortune a t length befell 
one of the par t ies ; b u t th is cost much time, and many unsuc-
cessful efforts—now pursuing a huge savage river-horse, with 
rifle-balls and flying d a r t s ; now pursued by h im in turn, with 
foaming jaws and gnashing tusks—all of which may readily be 
conjectured, f rom t h e fact t ha t t hey did not fall in with their 
prize till t hey had reached a distance, ftp t he W h i t e Nile, of one 
thousand five hundred miles above Cairo. In the doublings and 
redoublings of a t tack and retreat , of pursuit and flight, and 
renewed assault, they must, of course, have traversed in all at 
least two thousand miles. 

2. Someth ing pathetic® at taches to the death of the mother 
of " our hero," something which touches our common nature . 
A large female h ippopot 'amus being wounded, was in full flight 
up the r iver ; but presently a ball or two reached a mortal part , 
and t h e n t h e maternal instinct made t h e animal pause. She 
fled n o more, but tu rned aside, and made" toward a heap of 
brushwood and water-bushes t h a t grew on the banks of. t he 

'Dongola (dong'go IS), a province of Upper Nubia.—'Sennaar (s£n-
n&r'), a State in northeast Africa faming a part of Nubia—-'Pa th&t'-
ic, feeling; compassionate. 
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river, in order, as the event showed, to die beside her young one. 
She was unable to proceed so far, and sank dying beneath the 
water. 

3. T h e action, however, h a d been so evidently caused by some 
strong impulse and at t ract ion in t h a t direction, t h a t t he par ty 
instantly proceeded to t h e c lump of water-bushes. Nobody 
moved—not a green flag s t i r red ; not a sprig t r e m b l e d ; but 
directly they entered, out burs t a burly young hippopotamus-
calf, and plunged head-foremost down t h e river-banks. H e hac 
all b u t escaped, when, amid t h e excitement and confusion of 
the picked men, one of them, w h o had " more character" than 
the rest, made a blow at t h e slippery prize with his boat-hook, 
and literally b rought h im u p by burying the hook in his fat 
black flank. Two o ther hunters , next to h im in presence of 
mind and energy, th rew the i r a rms around the great barrel-
bellied infant, and hoisted h im into t h e boat , which nearly cap-
sized1 with the weight and struggle. 

4. In this one circumstance of a h ippopot 'amus being ordered 
by his Highness Abbas Pasha , has been pleasantly shown the 
ease and brevity with which mat te rs arc managed by a despotic5 

government . W e complain a t home—and wi th how much 
reason evervbody knows too well—of t h e injurious and provok-
ing slowness of all good legislative acts ; but here we have a 
beautiful little instance,»or series of little instances, of going 
ra ther too fast. Th ings a re . se t t led instantly in the East by a 
royal mandate,3 f rom the strangling of a whole seraglio,4 to the 
suckling of a young hippopotamus. 

5. Return ing down the Nile with their unwieldy prize, for 
whose wounded flank5 t he best surgical6 at tendance the country 
afforded was of course procured, it soon became a mat ter of 
immense importance and profound consultation as to how and on 
what the innocent young monster should be fed. H e would not 

' Cap sized', upset.—5 Des pfit'ic, absolute; supreme ; without control. 
—' Man' date, command.—4 Seraglio (se ri l ' y6), the palace of the Sul-
ian in which are kept the females of his household ; here means the 
women that occupy the seraglio.—'Flink, the fleshy or muscular part 
of the side of an animal.—' Surgical (sSr' ji kal), relating to a surgeon, 
a part of whose business is the curing of wounds. A physician gives 
medicine ; a surgeon attends to outward remedies. 
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touch flesh of any k i n d ; he did not seem t o relish f ru i t ; and h e 
evidently did not, at present, understand grass. A live fish was 
put into his mouth, but he instantly gave a great gape, and 
allowed it to flap its way out again, and fall into the water. 

6. Before long, however, t he par ty reached a village. T h e 
commander of the army saw what to do. H e ordered his men 
to seize all t he cows in the village, and milk them. This was 
found very acceptable to their i n t e r e s t i n g charge, who presently 
dispatched a quant i ty tha t alarmed t h e m , lest t hey should be. 
unable to keep up the due balance of supply and demand. T h e 
surplus1 milk, however, t hey carried away in gourds and ear then 
vessels. B u t they found it would not k e e p : it became sour 
butter, and melted into oil. They were, therefore, compelled, 
after a milking, to carry off with them o n e of the best cows. 

1. In this way, they returned fifteen hundred miles down the 
Nile, s topping a t every village on the i r way—seizing all the 
cows and milking them dry. B y these means, they managed to 
supply the " table" of the illustrious captive, whose capacities in 
disposing of t h e beverage appeared to increase daily. 

5 1 . T H E HIPPOPOTAMUS—CONCLUDED. 

TH E hunt ing division of the army, headed by the commander-
in-chief, arrived at Cairo with t he i r prize on the 14th ol 

November, 1849. The journey down t h e Nile, f rom the place 
where h e was captured, viz., t h e W h i t e Nile, had occupied 
between five and six months. This, therefore , with a few addi-
tional days, may be regarded as the age of our h ippopotamus on 
reaching Cairo. T h e color of his skin, a t t h a t t ime, was for the 
most pa r t of a dull reddish tone, very like tha t ( to compare 
great things with small) of a naked, new-born mouse. 

2. T h e commander hastened to the palace to report his ar-
rival with the prize to his royal master , i n t o the charge of whose 
officers he most gladly resigned it. H i s Highness, having been 
informed of the little affair of t h e succession of " cows," deter 

'Surplus (sêr' plis), what is not wanted, or used. 
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mined to place the vivacious,1 unweaned " in fan t prodigy"* in 
the hands of the British consul without a moment 's delay. The 
announcement was accordingly made with oriental3 formality 
by the chief officer of Abbas Pasha ' s palace, to whom the 
Honorable Mr. Murray made a suitable present in re turn for t h e 
good tidings. 

3. A l ieutenant of the Nubian army, with a par ty of soldiers, 
arrived shortly after, br inging wi'.h them t h e animal, whose re-

n o w n had already filled the whole city. H e excited full as 
much curiosity hTCairo, as he has since done here, being quite 
as great a rari ty. This will be easily intelligible when the diffi-
culties of the capture and the immense distance of the journey 
are taken into consideration, wi th all the contingencies4 of men, 
boats, provisions, cows, and other necessary expenses. 

4. T h e overjoyed consul had already made all his prepara-
tions for receiving the illustrious s tranger . H e had, in the first 
place, secured the services of H a m e t Safi Cannana, well known 
for his experience and skill in the care and management of ani-
mals. A commodious apar tment had then been fitted up in the 
court-yard of the consul's house, with one door leading out to a 
bath. A s the winter would have to be passed in Cairo, proper 
means were employed for making this a tepid or warm bath. 
H e r e then our hippopotamus lived, " t h e observed of all ob-
servers," dr inking so many gallons of milk a day (never less than 
twenty or th i r ty quarts) t ha t h e soon produced a scarcity of tha t 
article in Cairo. 

5. Meanwhile active preparat ions were making for his arrival 
in Alexandria, to be shipped on board the Ripon steamer. T h e 
vessel was furnished wi th a house on the main-deck, opening by 
steps down into a tank s in the hold, containing four hundred 
gallons of water. I t had been built and fitted up 'at Southamp-
ton from a plan furnished by Mr. Mitchell, Secretary of the Zoo-
logical 5 Gardens in the Regent 's P a r k , to whose energies and 

'Vi v i ' cious, full of life.—* Prid ' i gy, something very remarkable and 
uncommon.—' O ri ênt' al, eastern.—4 Con tti;,' gen cies, events that hap-
pen or are about to happen.—'Tank, a large basin or cistern for hold-
ing water.—" Zo o log' ic al Gardens, are those in which all kinds of 
curious and rare animals are kept. 



foresight we are indebted for the safe possession of this grotesque, 
good-tempered, and unique8 monster. T h e tank, by various ar-
rangements, they contrived to fill with fresh water every other 
day. A large quant i ty was taken on board in casks; a fresh 
supply a t M a l t a ; and, besides this, which was by no means 
enough, they made use of the condensed3 water of the engines, 
which amounted to upward of three hundred gallons per day. 

C. A s there are some hippopotami who enjoy the sea on cer 
tain coasts of the world, it is not improbable but our friend would 
soon have b e c o m e used to sea-water; b u t M r . Mitchell was de-
te rmined to run no r i sks v pruden t ly considering that , in the first 
place, t he s t rength of t h e salt water, to one whose mother had 
been accustomed, and her ancestors for generations, to the mild 
streams of Nilus, migh t disagree with " y o u n g p i ck l e ; " and 
secondly, if h e chanced to like it amazingly, how would h e 
bear t h e change when he arrived at his mansion in the Regent ' s 
P a r k . Fresh water , therefore, was provided for his ba th every 
other day th roughou t the voyage. 

7. T h e Brit ish consul began to prepare for the departure of 
his noble guest at t h e end of Apr i l ; and in the early par t of 
May, t h e consul took an affectionate leave of him, and would 
have embraced him, but tha t t he extraordinary gi r th of his body 
rendered such a demonstra ' t ion impossible. 

8. D u r i n g t h e voyage, " o u r fat fr iend" a t tached himself 
s t rongly to his a t tendant and interpreter, H a m e t ; indeed, t h e 
devotion to his person which this assiduous4 and thought fu l per-
son had manifested from his first promotion to t h e office, had 
been of a kind to secure such a result f rom any one at all access-
ible to k indly affections. H a m e t had commenced by sleeping 
side by side with his charge in the house at Cairo, and adopted 
the same a r rangement for t h e night dur ing the first week of the 
voyage to England. 

9. Finding, however, as t h e weather grew warmer, and the 
h ippopotamus bigger and bigger, tha t this was at tended with 
some inconvenience, H a m e t had a hammock slung from t h e 

'Grotesque (gro tJsk'), singular, or odd in shape.—'Unique (yu nik), 
the only one of its k ind ; unequaled.—'CondJnsed', made thick or 
close. Steam may be condensed into water by cold.—4 As s!d' u ous, con-
stant «aithful. 
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beams immediately over t h e place where h e used to sleep—in 
fact, just over his side of the bed—by which means h e was raised 
two or three feet above his usual position. In to this hammock 
got Hamet , and having assured the hippopotamus, both by his 
voice, and by extending one arm over the side so as to touch 
him, tha t h e was there as usual a t his side, and "a l l was r ight ," 
h e presently fell asleep. 

10. H o w long h e slept, H a m e t does not know, but h e was • 
awoke by t h e sensation of a j e rk and a hoist, and found himself 
ly ing on the bed in his old place, close beside our fat friend. 
H a m e t tried the experiment once m o r e ; but t h e same th ing again 
occurred. N o sooner was h e asleep than the hippopotamus got 
U p—raised his broad nose beneath the heaviest par t of the ham-
mock t h a t swung lowest, and by an easy and adroit1 toss, pitched 
H a m e t clean out. Af ter this, Hamet , act ing on his rule of never 
thwart ing 2 his charge in any t h i n g reasonable, abandoned the 
a t t empt of a separate bed, and took u p his nightly quar ters by 
his side as before. 

11. As for the voyage, it was passed pleasantly enough by 
the most important of the illustrious s t rangers on board. Two 
cows and ten goats had been taken on board for his sole use and 
service; these, however, not being found sufficient for a " grow-
ing youth," the ship's cow was confiscated3 for t h e use of his 
t ab l e ; and this addition, together wi th we forget how m a n y 
dozen sacks of Indian corn-meal, enabled h im to reach our shores 
in excellent heal th and spirits. 

12. A word as to t h e t i t le of "river-horse," when taken in 
conjunction wi th his, personal appearance, his habits, and his 

• diet. T h e hippopotamus has nothing in common wi th the 
ho r se ; h e seems to us ra ther an aquatic4 pig, or a four-footed 
litnd-porpoise. In feet, h e appears to par take of t h e wild-boar, 
the bull, and the porpoise—the lat ter predominat ing at present ; 
but when h e gets his tusks, we much fear the re will be an alter-
ation in his manners for t h e worse. As to his eventual size, t h 
prospect is a larming. H e is at present only seven mon ths old, 
and he will continue growing till h e is fifteen years of age. 

1A droit', skillful.—' Thwirt ' ing, opposing.—»Conf!s'cited, taken 
«.way.—4A quit ' ic. belonging to the water. 



5 2 . T H E ROTHSCHILDS. 

AT the time of the French Revolution,1 there live 1 at Fi ank-
let rt-on-the-Maine, in Germany, a Jewish banker, of limited 

means, but good reputation, named Moses Rothschild. W h e n 
the French army invaded Germany, t h e Pr ihce of Hesse Casscl 
was obliged to fly from his dominions. As he passed through 
Frankfort, he requested Moses Rothschild to take charge of a 
large sum of money and some valuable jewels, which he feared 
might otherwise fall into the hands of the enemy. 

2. The Jew would have declined so great a cha rge ; but the 
prince was so much at a loss for the means of saving his prop-
erty, that Moses at length consented. H e declined, however, 
giving a receipt5 for it, as in such dangerous circumstances he 
could not be answerable for its being safely restored. 

3. The money and jewels, to the value of several hundred 
thousand pounds, were conveyed to F r a n k f o r t ; and just as the 
French entered the town, Mr. Rothschi ld had succeeded in 
burying "the treasure in a corner of h i s garden. H e made no 
at tempt to conceal his own property, which amounted only to 
six thousand pounds. The French accordingly took this, with-
out suspecting that he had any larger sum in his possession. 

4. Had he, on the con'trary, p re tended to have no money, 
they would have certainly searched, as they did in many othei 
cases, and might have found and t aken the whole. W h e n the} 
left the town, Mr. Rothschild dug u p the prince's money, and 
began to make use of a small portion of it. H e now thrived in 
his business, and soon gained much weal th of his own. 

5. A few years after, when peace came, the Pr ince of Hesse 
Cassel returned to his dominions. H e was almost afraid to call 
on the Frankfort banker, for he readi ly reflected that , if the 
French had not got the money and jewels, Moses migh t pretend 
hey had, and thus keep all to himself. 

6. To his great astonishment, Mr . Rothschild informed him 

1 Rev o lu' tion, change of government. The French revolution broke 
out in 1790.—a Receipt', a paper acknowledging that money or any val-
uable property has been received ; also, the act of receiving. 

that the whole of the property was safe, and now read) to be 
returned, with five per cent.' interest on the money. The banker 
at the same time related by what means he had saved it, and 
apologized for breaking upon the money, by representing that, 
to save it, he had had to sacrifice all his own. 

7. The prince was so impressed by the fidelity of Mr. Roths-
child under his great trust, that he allowed the money to remain 
in his hands at a small rate of interest. To mark, also, his grat-
itude, he recommended the Jew to various Europe'an sover-
eigns as a money-lender. Moses was consequently employed in 
several great transactions for raising loans, by which he realized 
n vast profit. 

8. In t ime he became immensely rich, and put his three sons 
into the same kind of business in the three chief capitals of 
Europe—London, Paris, and Vienna. All of them prospered. 
They became the wealthiest private men whom the world has 
ever known. H e who lived in London, left a t his death tliirfcy-
five millions of dollars. T h e other two have been created 
barons,5 and are perhaps not less wealthy. Thus a family, whose 
purse has maintained war and brought about peace, owes all its 
greatness to one act of honesty under trust. A N O N . 

5 3 . OPPOSITE EXAMPLES. 

I ASK the young man who is just forming his habits of life, 
or just beginning to indulge those habitual trains of t h o u g h t 

out of which habits grow, to look around him, and mark the 
examples whose fortune he would covet,3 or whose fate he would 
abhor. Even as we walk the streets, we meet with exhibitions 
of each extreme.4 

2. Here, behold a patriarch,5 whose stock of vigor6 threescore 

1 Per cent., by the hundred ; for every hundred.—'B5r' ons, the lowest 
order of nobility.—'Covet (kùv' et), to desire earnestly; to long for.— 

Estrème,' the end; the last; each extreme, the first anil the last. 
• P.V tri arch, the head or chief of a family.—8 Vig' or, strength. 



5 2 . T H E ROTHSCHILDS. 
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1 Rev o lu' tion, change of government. The French revolution broke 
out in 1790.—'Receipt', a paper acknowledging that money or any val-
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that the whole of the property was safe, and now read) to be 
returned, with five per cent.' interest on the money. The banker 
at the same time related by what means he had saved it, and 
apologized for breaking upon the money, by representing that, 
to save it, he had had to sacrifice all his own. 

7. The prince was so impressed by the fidelity of Mr. Roths-
child under his great trust, that he allowed the money to remain 
in his hands at a small rate of interest. To mark, also, his grat-
itude, he recommended the Jew to various Europe an sover-
eigns as a money-lender. Moses was consequently employed in 
several great transactions for raising loans, by which he realized 
n vast profit. 

8. In t ime he became immensely rich, and put his three sons 
into the same kind of business in the three chief capitals of 
Europe—London, Paris, and Vienna. All of them prospered. 
They became the wealthiest private men whom the world has 
ever known. H e who lived in London, left a t his death thirty-
five millions of dollars. T h e other two have been created 
barons,5 and are perhaps not less wealthy. Thus a family, whose 
purse has maintained war and brought about peace, owes all its 
greatness to one act of honesty under trust. A N O N . 

5 3 . OPPOSITE EXAMPLES. 

I ASK the young man who is just forming his habits of life, 
or just beginning to indulge those habitual trains of thought, 

out of which habits grow, to look around him, and mark the 
examples whose fortune he would covet,3 or whose fate he would 
abhor. Even as we walk the streets, we meet with exhibitions 
of each extreme.4 

2. Here, behold a patriarch,5 whose stock of vigor6 threescore 

1 Per cent., by the hundred ; for every hundred.—®BSr' ons, the lowest 
order of nobility.—'Covet (kùv' et), to desire earnestly; to long for.— 

Estrème,' the end; the last; each extreme, the first anil the last. 
• - ' P.V tri arch, the head or chief of a family.—8 Vig' or, strength. 



years and ten1 seem hardly to have impaired.' His erect form, 
his firm step, his elastic limbs, and undimmed senses, are so 
many certificates of good conduct ; or, rather, so many jewels 
and orders of nobility with which nature has honored him for 
his fidelity to her laws. His fair complexion shows tha t his 
blood has never been corrupted; his pure breath, that he has 
never yielded his digestive3 apparatus4 to abuse; his exact lan-
guage and keen apprehension, that his brain has never been 
drugged or stupefied by the poisons of distiller or tobacconist. 

3. Enjoying his appetites to the highest, he has preserved the 
power of enjoying them. A s he drains the cup of life, there 
are no lees5 a t the bottom. His organs will reach the goal6 of 
existence together. Painlessly as a candle burns down in its 
socket, so will he expire; and a little imagination would convert 
him into another Enoch,7 translated from earth to a better world 
without the sting of death. 

'4. Bu t look a t an opposite extreme, where an opposite his-
tory is recorded. W h a t wreck so shocking to behold as the 
wreck of a dissolute8 m a n ; — t h e vigor of life exhausted, and y8t 
the first steps in an honorable career not t aken ; in himself a 
lazar-house9 of diseases; dead, but, by a.heathenish custom of 
society, not bur ied! Rogues have had the initial10 letter of their 
title burnt into the palms of their hands; even for murder, Cain 
was only branded on the forehead; but over the whole person 
of the debauchee" or the inebriate, the signatures of infamy are 
written. 

5. How nature brands him with stigma" and opprobrium!" 
How she hangs labels all over him, to testify her disgust a t his ex-
istence, and to admonish others to beware of his example! How 

1 A score is twenty ; threescore and ten is seventy.—•' Im pfurcd', in-
jured ; lessened.— ' Di gist' ive, causing the dissolving of food in the 
stomach.—4Apparà'tus, things provided as a means to some end.— 
* Lèes, dregs ; that which settles at the bottom of any liquid.—'Gòal, 
the end, or point aimed at.—' E' noch, see Bible, Gen. chap. 5, v. 24.— 
" Dls' so lilt«, wicked ; acting without principle ; viciously dissipated.— 
• Là' zar-house, a hospital ; a house for persons affected with unpleas 
ant and dangerous diseases.—10 Initial (inlsh' al), the beginning or first. 
—11 Debauehee (deb o sliè'), a rake ; drunkard.—" Stlg* ma, a mark of 

disgrace.—*- Op prò' bri urn, shame ; disgrace. 

she loosens all his joints, sends tremors along his muscles, and 
bends forward his frame, as if to bring him upon all-fours with 
kindred brutes, or to degrade him to the reptile's1 crawling 1 
How she disfigures his countenance, as if intent2 upon obliterat-
ing3 all traces of her own image, so tha t she may swear she 
never made h im! How she pours rheum4 over his eyes, sendi 
foul spirits to inhabit his breath, and shrieks, as with a trumpet, 
from every pore of his body, " Behold a Beast!" 

G. Such a man may be seen in the streets of our cities every 
d a y ; if rich enough, he may be found in the saloons,5 and ?.t 
the tables of the " Upper Ten ;"6 but surely, to every man oí 
purity and honor, to every man whose wisdom, as well as whose 
heart, is unblemished, the wretch who comes cropped and bleed-
ing from the pillory,7 and redolent8 with its appropriate per'-
ftimes, would be a guest or a companion far less offensive and 
disgusting. 

1. Now let the young man, rejoicing in his manly propor-
tions, and in his comeliness,9 look on this picture, and on this, 
and then say, after the likeness of which model he intends his 
own erect stature and sublime countenance shall, be configured.10 

H . M A N N . 

5 4 . LOOK ALOFT. 

1. T N the tempest of life, when the wave and the gale 
JL Are around and above, if thy footing should fail,— 
If thine eye should grow dim, and thy caution depart,— 
" Look aloft," and be firm, and be fearless of heart . 

1 RSp' tile, any thing that creeps ; as a snake, a worm, etc.—'In tSnt' 
very attentive or engaged.—3Oblif er i t ing , destroying; effacing; re 
moving.—4 Rheum (rom), a tbin, white fluid, produced by the glands 
in disease.—®Sal6ons', large and elegant rooms for the reception of 
company.—'Upper Ten, a term applied to the most fashionable and 
wealthy persons in a city.—' Pil' lo ry, a frame to confine criminals by 
the neck and head for punishment.—8£Jd'o lent, having or sending out 
a rich scent or odor.—' Comeliness (kum' le nes), grace; beauty.— Con-
figured (kon fig' ycrd), disposed into any figure or form. 



2. If the friend who embraced in prosperity's glow, 
W i t h a smile for each joy, a n d a tear for each woe, 
Should betray thee when s5rrows, like clouds are array'd, 
" Look al5ft" to the friendship which never shal fade. 

3. Should the visions which h o p e spreads in light to thine eye, 
Like the tints of the rainbow, bu t brighten to fly, 
Then turn, and, through tears of repentant regret, 
" Look aloft" to the Sun tha t is never to set. 

4. Should they who are nearest a n d dearest thy hear t ,— 
Thy friends and companions,—in sorrow depart, 
" Look aloft" from the darkness and dust of the tomb 
To that soil where -" affection is ever in bloom." 

5. And, oh ! when Death comes in his terrors, to cast 
His fears on the future, his pall on the past, 
In that moment of darkness, wi th hope in thy heart , 
And a smile in thine eye, " L o o k aloft," and depart. 

J . LAWKENCB. 

5 5 . T H E F A M I N E I N IRELAND. 

TH E R E lies upon the other side of the wide Atlantic a beauti-
ful island, famous in story and in song. I t has been prolific1 

in statesmen, warriors, and poets. I t has given to the world 
more than ift share of genius and of greatness. I ts brave and 
generous sons have fought successfully in all battles but its own. 
In wit and humor it has no equa l ; while its harp, like its history, 
moves to tears by its sweet but melancholy pathos.5 

2. In this fair region God has seen fit to send the most ter-
rible of all those fearful ministers w h o fulfill his inscrutable3 de-
crees. The earth has failed to g ive he r in'crease; the common 

' Pro llf ic, productive ; rich ; fruitful.—* Pi ' thos, feeling ; that which 
excites pity.—' Inscrutable (in skrô' tabl) , that can not be found out by 
human reason ; unsearchable. 

mother has forgotten her offspring, and her breast no ISngei 
affords them their accustomed nourishment. Famine, gaunt and 
ghastly famine, has seized a nation with its strangling grasp; 
ai d unhappy Ireland, in the sad woes of the present, forgets, for 
a moment, the gloomy history of the past. 

3. In battle, in the fullness of his pride and strength, little 
recks1 the soldier whether the hissing bullet sing his sudden re-
q u i e r r o r the cords of life are severed by the sharp steel. But 
he who dies of hunger, wrestles alone, day after day, with his 
grim and unrelenting enemy. H e has no friends to cheer him 
in the terrible conflict; for if he had friends, how could he 
die of hunger? H o has not the hot blood of the soldier to 
maintain h i m ; for his foe, vampire-like,3 has exhausted his 
veins. 

4. W h o will hesitate to give his mite,4 to avert such awful re-
sults ? Give, then, generously and freely. Recollect, that in so 
doing, you are exercising one of the most god-like qualities o ' 
vour nature, and, at the same time, enjoying one of the greatest 
uxuries of life. W e ought to thank our Maker that he has 

permitted us to exercise equally with himself, that noblest of 
even the Divine attributes,5 benevolence. 

5. Go home and look at your families, smiling in rosy health, 
and then think of the j>ale, famine-pinched cheeks of the pool 
children of I re land; and you will give according to your store, 
even as a bountiful Providence has given to you—not grudgingly, 
but with an open h a n d ; for the quality of benevolence, like that 
of mercy, 

" Is not strain'd ;s 

I t aroppeth like the gentle rain from heaven. 
Upon the place beneath. I t is twice bless'd; 
I t blesses him that gives, and him that takes." 

G . D . PRENTISS. 

• Ricks, cares.—* Ri'quiem, a hymn imploring rest for the dead.— 
•Vim'pire, a fabulous devil or spirit, that was supposed to suck the 
blood of persons during the night.—4 Mite, a very small portion or 
sum.—* At tri butes, qualities belonging to that which is attributed of 
ascribed to.—* Striined, confined. 



5 6 . L O V E OF COUNTRY AND OF H O M E . 

1. r r U I E R E is a land, of every land the pride, 
X Beloved by heaven o'er all the world beside; 
W h e r e brighter suns dispense1 serener* light, 
And milder moons imparadise3 the n igh t ; 
A land of beauty, virtue, valor, truth, 
Time-tutor 'd age, and love-exalted youth. 

2 T h e wandering mariner , whose eye explores 
T h e wealthiest isles, t he most enchanting shores, 
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair, 
Nor breathes t he spirit of a purer a i r ; 
I n every clime, t he magnet4 of his soul, 
Touch'd by remembrance, trembles to tha t p o l e : 

3. For in this land of heaven's peculiar grace, 
T h e heritage5 of nature 's noblest race, 
There is a spot of earth supremely6 blest, 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all t he rest, , 
W h e r e man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 
His sword and scepter, pageantry7 and pride 
Whi le , in his soften'd looks, bfiiignly8 blend9 

T h e sire, the son, the husband, father, friend. 

4. Here woman re igns ; the mother, daughter, wife, 
Strews with fresh flowers the narrow way of l ife; 
In t he clear heaven of her delightful eye. 
An angel-guard of loves and graces lie; 
Around her knees domestic duties meet, 
And fireside pleasures gambol10 at her feet. 
W h e r e shall t h a t land, tha t spot of earth, be found? 
A r t thou a man? a patriot?11 look a round ; 

•Dispense', give; scatter around.—'SerJn'er, clearer; more sooth-
ing.—sIm pir 'adise, make very happy; render like Paradise.—'1 Mfig'-
net, the loadstone; that which at tracts .—Hir ' i t age, inheritance 
portion; an estate devolved by succession.—' Supreme' ly, in the high-
est degree.—' Pageantry (pi'jenWy), show; finery.—8 Be nlgn' ly, kind-
ly.—'Blind, unit«; join.—10 Gim' bol, play.—" Pi ' t r io t , lover of one's 
country. 

O h ! thou shalt find, howe'er thy footsteps roam, 
Tha t land thy country, and tha t spot thy home. 

MONTGOMERY. 

5 7 . ANECDOTE OF CHIEF-JUSTICE MARSHALL. 

IT is not long since a gentleman was traveling in one of the 
counties of Virginia, and, about the close of t he day, stopped 

at a public house, to obtain refreshment and spend the night. 
H e had been there but a short time, before an old man alighted 
from his gig, with the apparent ' intention of becoming his fel-
low-guest a t the same house. 

2. As the old man drove up, he observed t h a t both of t he 
shafts of his gig were broken, and tha t they were held toge ther 
by withes8 formed from the bark of a hickory sapling.3 Our 
traveler observed further, tha t he was plainly clad, t ha t his knee-
buckles were loosened, and tha t something like negligence per-
vaded4 his dress. Conceiving iiim to be one of t he honest ye5-
manry5 of our land, the courtesies' of strangers passed between 
them, and they entered the tavern. 

3. I t was about t he same time, tha t an addition of three or 
four young1 gentlemen was made to their number—most, if not 
all of them, of the legal profession. As soon as they became 
comfortably accommodated, the conversation was turned by one 
of the latter upon a display of eloquence which he had tha t dav 
heard at the bar. I t was replied by the other, t ha t he had wit-
nessed, the same day, a degree of eloquence no doubt equal, but 
t ha t it was from the pulpit. 

4. Something like a sarcastic7 rejoinder8 was made to th 
eloquence of the pu lp i t ; and a warm and able altercation9 en 
sued, in which t he merits of the Christian religion became the 

'Appi r ' en t , seeming.— Withes, willow twigs-; oands of twigs of 
any green tree. — * Sap' ling, a young tree. — 4 Per vid' ed, passed 
through ; appeared in all parts.— YeO' man ry, the common people.— 
•Courtesies (kdr tesez), acts of civility or politeness.— Sar els'tic, 
severely taunting ; tending to ridicule or disgrace.—'Rejoin' der, a re-
ply to an answer.—* A1 ter c&' tion, an angry dispute 



subject of discussion.1 F rom six o'clock cnt i l eleven, t h e young 
champions ' wielded t h e sword of argument , adducing with 
ingenuity and ability every t h i n g t h a t could be said, pro and 
con} v 

5. Dur ing this protracted4 period, t he old gent leman listened 
with all t he meekness and modes ty of a child, as if he was 
adding new information to the s tores of h is own m i n d ; or per-
haps he was observing, with phi losophic eye, t he faculties of the 
youthful mind, and how energies a re evolved5 by repeated action ; 
or, perhaps, with patriotic emot ion, he was reflecting upon the 
future destinies of his country, a n d on the rising generation on 
whom these future destinies m u s t devolve; or, most probably, 
with a sentiment of moral and religious feeling, h'c was collect-
ing an argument, which (characterist ic of h imsel f ) no art would 
be " able to elude, and no force to resist." Our traveler remained 
a spectator, and took no pa r t in w h a t was said. 

6. At last, one of the young m e n , remarking t h a t it was im-
possible to combat with long and established pr<5jildices,6 wheeled 
around, and with some famil iar i ty exclaimed, " W e l l , my old 
gentleman, what think you of t h e s e th ings ?" If, said the t rav-
eler, a streak of vivid l ightning h a d at tha t moment crossed t h e 
room, their amazement could n o t have been grea ter than it was 
with wha t followed. 

7. The most eloquent and unanswerable appeal was made b y 
the old gentleman, for nearly a n hour , t ha t he ever heard or 
read. So perfect was his recollection, tha t every a rgument 
urged against the Christ ian rel igion was me t in the order in 
which it was advanced. 

8. Hume ' s sophistry7 on t h e subject of miracles ' was, if pos-
sible, more perfectly answered t h a n i t had already been by 
Campbell . And in t h e whole lec ture there was so much sim-
plicity and force, pa thos ana ene rgy , t h a t not ano ther word was 

1 Dis cùs' sion, reasoning ; conversation in favor of and against an 
opinion ; consideration of the merits.—* Chim' pi ons, those who tight, 
ionteud, or dispute.—* Pro and con. for and against.—* Pro tràct' ed. 
« t e n d e d : lengthy.—'Evòlve^,, brought out.—* Prèj 'u die es. opin-
,011s formed before knowledge : judgments without reason.—' Sfiph' ist-
ry, false reasoning.—* Miracles (lnlr' u klz), svents or acts beyond, or 
contrary to, the laws of naturo 

ut tered. An a t tempt to describe it, said the traveler, would be 
an a t tempt to paint t he sunbeams. 

9. I t was now mat ter of curiosity and inqui ' ry, who t h e old 
gentleman was. T h e traveler concluded tha t it was the preacher 
f rom whom the pulpit eloquence was h e a r d ; b u t no—i t was the 
CuiEF-JtJSTICE OF THE UNITED STATES. 

5 8 . WOODMAN, SPARE THAT T R E E . 

Tn E following beautiful lyric1 owes its or igin ' to a circumstance 
which took place near t h e city of New York . T h e tree, 

which belonged to t h e homestead of a gent leman whose subse-
quen t ' successes retrieved4 t h e misfortunes of early life, was 
threa tened with the ax. A s it was about to be cut down for 
fire-wood, the y o u j g e s t son of t h e former owner paid its value, 
and a bond was executed, by which the present owner of t h e 
proper ty pledged t h a t it should stand forever. T h e author of 
this piece was present at t he bargain, and the gentleman, turn ing 
to him, said, " In youth it sheltered me, and I'll protect i t now." 

T h e song was set to music by H e n r y Russel, and sung by 
h im in m a n y cities in Europe. As, on one occasion, h e was 
singing it at Boulogne,5 an old gent leman among the audit-
ors rose, and asked wi th m u c h feeling whether the t ree was 
spared. Mr. Russel assured him tha t it was, and the old gentle, 
man resumed his scat, with great satisfaction, amid the enthusi-
astic6 plaudits7 of t h e whole assembly. 

1. W O O D M A N , spare tha t t r e e ! 
' i Touch not a single b o u g h ! 

In youth it shelter 'd me, 
A n d I'll protect i t now. 

' Lyr' ic, a song ; any thing sung with a lyre, or other musical instru 
inent .—'Or ' igin, source; the beginning of a thing.—'84b'sequent, 
following ; after.—* Re tn'iv.ed', recovered from the effects of ; made 
atonement or amends for.—' Bouloghe (b5 1<V), a fortified seaport town 
of France, on the English Channel. A great number of its residents 
are English.—* En thu si is' tic, warm ; filled with admiration.—' Plaud'-
its, applause ; marks of strong admiration, or approval 



T w a s ray forefather's hand 
Tha t placed it near his co t : 

There, woodman, let it stand, 
Thy ax shall harm it no t ! 

2. Tha t old familiar tree, 
Whose glory and renown 

Arc spread o'er land and sea, 
And wouldst thou hew it dowu! 

Woodman, forbear thy stroke 1 
Cut not its earth-bound t ies ; 

Oh, spare tha t aged oak, 
Now towering to the skies 1 

3. W h e n but an idle boy, 
I sought its grateful shade; 

In all their gushingjoy, 
Here, too, m y sisters play'd. 

My mother kiss'd me he re ; 
My father prcss'd my hand— 

Forgive this foolish tear, 
B u t let tha t old oak s tand! 

4. My heart-strings round thee cling, 
Close as thy bark, old fr iend! 

Here shall the wild-bird sing, 
And still thy branches bend. 

Old tree, the storm still brave! 
And, woodman, leave the spot ; 

Whi l e I 've a hand to save, 
Thy ax shall harm it not. 

GEORGE P . M O R H U . 

5F). D R . FRANKLIN 'S CONVERSATIONAL POWERS. 

TVTEYER have I known such a fireside companion as Dr . 
Franklin.—Great as he was, both as a statesman and a 

philosopher, he neve? shone in a light more winning than when 
Le was seen in a domestic circle. 

< 

2. I t was once my good fortune to pass two or three weeks 
with him, at the house of a private gentleman, in the back part 
of Pennsylvania; and we were confined to the house during the 
whole of that time, by the unintermitting1 constancy5 and depth 
of the snow. Bu t confinement could never be felt where Frank-
lin was an inmate. His cheerfulness and his colloquial3 powers 
spread around him a perpetual spring. There was no ambitio 
of eloquence, no effort to shine in any thing that came from him 
There was nothing4 which made any demand either upon your 
allegiance5 or your admiration. ? 

3. His manner was as unaffected as infancy. , I t was nature s 
self. H e talked like an old patriarch ;6 and his plainness and 
simplicity put you, at once, at your ease, and gave you the full 
and free possession and use of all your faculties. 

4. His thoughts were of a character to shine by their own 
light, without any adventitious7 aid. They required only a mcv 
dfum8 of vision9 like his pure and simple style, to exhibit to the 
highest advantage their native radiance'0 and beauty. 

His cheerfulness was unremitting." I t seemed to be as 
much the effect of the systematic15 and salutary13 exercise of the 
mind, as of its superior organization.14 His wit was of the first 
order. I t did not show itself merely in occasional coruscations ; , s 

but, without any effort or force on his part, it shed a constant 
stream of the purest light over the whole of his discourse. 

6. Whe the r in the company of commons or nobles, he was 
always the same plain man ; always most perfectly at his ease, 
his faculties in full play, and the full orbit16 of his genius forever 
clear and unclouded. A n d then the stores of his mind were 

i Un in termlt' ting, ceaseless ; without stopping.—' Con' stancy, per-
manent state ; unalterable continuance.—' Col \b' quial, conversational; 
relating to conversation.-4 Nothing (n l ih ' ing) . - s A1 le'gi ance. ac-
knowledgment of authority.; fidelity to rulers . - ' Pi ' tri arch, the father 
and ruler of a family.-'Adventitious (ad ven tlsh'us), coming from 
abroad; added.—'»Mis'dium, means; that which stands in the middle 
between things.- 'Vision (viz'un), s i g h t . - " R i ' di ance, brilliancy; 
great brightness.—" Un re mlt' ting, ceaseless; constant.—" Sys tern at -
Ic, orderly; regular; according to a fixed plan.—" S&'utary, useful; 
healthful.—14 Organization, structure; the parts of which a thing is 
formed.—15 Cor us c i ' tions, shinings; quick flashings of light.—" Orb' it, 
circle in which something moves. 



inexhaustible. l i e had commenced life with an attention so 
vigilant, that nothing had escapsd his observation, and a judg-
ment so solid, that every incident was turned to advantage. 

7. I l is youth had not been wasted in idleness, nor overcast by 
intemperance. H e had been all h is life a close and deep reader, 
as well as th inker ; and by the force of his own powers, had 
wrought up the raw materials, which he had gathered from 
books, with such ex'quisite1 skill and felicity, tha t he had added 
a hundred-fold to their original value, and justly made them 
h i s o w n - W H . W I R T . 

6 0 . TERRIFIC SCENE AT THE G R E A T N A T U R A L BRIDGE, 

T I R G I N I A . 

T H E R E arc three or four lads s tanding in the channel below, 
-L looking up with awe to tha t vast arch5 of unhewn rocks, 

which the Almighty bridged over those everlasting butnients3 

" when the morning stars sang t o o t h e r . " The little piece of 
sky spanning those measureless piers1 is full of stars, although 
it is mid-day. 

2. It is almost five hundred feet from where they stand, up 
those perpendicular* bulwarks6 of limestone, to the key ' rock of 
that vast arch, which appears to t h e m only of the size of a man's 
hand. The silence of death is rendered more impressive by the 
little stream that falls from rock to rock down the channel. The 
sun is darkened, and the boys h a v e unconsciously8 uncovered 
their heads, as it standing in the presence-chamber of the Maj-
esty of the whole earth. 

3. At last, this feeling begins to wear a w a y ; they begin to 

'Exquisite (iks'kwezit), highly finished; nice; perfect.—»Arch, a 
curve line or part of a circle ; any work in that form, or covered by an 
arch.—1'But'ments, masses of rock or stone which support the ends ol 
n bridge.—4 Pièrs, columns of rock or stone for the support of an arch oi 
bridge.—' Pêr pen die' u lar, upright; inclining to neither side.—' Bui' 
work, a fortification ; that which secures against an enemy ; protection 
—» Key of an arch, is the top stone against which the sides rest.—* Un 
consciously (un k in ' shus ly), without knowledge ; not thinking. 

look around them ; they find that others have been there before 
them. They see the names of hundreds cut in the limestone 
butments. A new feeling comes over their y sung hearts, and 
their knives are in their hands in an instant. " W h a t man has 
done, man can do," is their watchword, while they draw them- x 

selves up, and carve their names a foot above those of a hundred 
full-grown men, who have been there before them. 

4. They are all satisfied with this feat of physical1 exertion, 
except one, whose example illustrates perfectly the forgotten 
truth, tha t there is no royal road to intellectual eminence. This 
ambitious youth sees a name just above his reach, a name that 
will be green in the memory of the world, when those of Al-
exander,5 Caesar,3 and Bonaparte4 shall rot in oblivion.5 I t was 
the name of Washington. Before he marched with Braddock 
to that fatal field, he had been there, and left his name a foot 
above all his predecessors.6 

5. I t was a glorious thought of the boy, to write his name 
side by side with that of the great father of his country. H e 
grasps his knife with a firmer h a n d ; and, clinging to a little 
jut t ing crag,7 he cuts a niche8 into the limestone, about a foot 
above where he s tands; he then reaches up and cuts another 
for his hands. 'Tis a dangerous adventure; but as he puts his 
feet and hands into those niches, and draws himself up carefully 
to his full length, he finds himself a foot above every name 
chronicled9 in that mighty wall. 

6. Whi le his companions are regarding him with concern and 
admiration, he cuts his name in rude capitals, large and deep, 

'Phys ' ica l , natural; bodily.—'Alexander the Great, 6on of Philip, 
king of Macedonia, one of the states of Greece, was born in the autumn 
B. c. 356. He made so many conquests, that he was styled the Con-
queror of the world. He died in May or June, B. c. 323.—'Caius Julius 
Ciesar, the dictator of Rome, a great warrior, statesman, and man oi 
letters, was born on the 12th of July, B. C. 100. On the 15th of March 
he perished by the hands of assassins in the senate-house, in the fiftieth 
year of his age.—«Napoleon Bonaparte, "Emperor of the French," a 
great warrior and statesman, was born at Ajaccio, in Corsica, on the 
5th of February, 1768, and died May 5th, 1821.—»Ob 11 v ' ion, forget-
fulness.—4 Pred e cJs' sors, forefathers ; those who go before us.—' Jut -
ting cr&g, piece of rock projecting or extending out.—8 Niche, a cavity 
or hollow place.—'ChrSri icled, recorded ; written. 



into that flinty album.' Ilia knife is still in his hand, arid 
strength in his sinews, and a new-created aspiration' in his heart. 
Again he cuts another niche, and again he carves his name in 
larger capitals. This is not enough. Heedless of the entreaties 
of his companions, he cuts and climbs again. The gradations 
of his ascending scale grow wider apart. H e measures his 
length at every gain he cuts. The voices of his friends wax 
weaker and weaker, till their words are finally löst on his ear. 

1. H e now, for the first time, casts a look beneath him. 
Had that glance lasted a moment, that moment would have 
been his l a s t H e clings with a convulsive shudder to his little 
niche in the rock. A n awful ab^ss3 awaits his almost ccrtain 
fall. H e is faint with severe exertion, and trembling from 
the sudden view of the dreadful destruction to which he is 
exposed. His knife is worn half-way to the haft.4 H e can hear 
the voices, but not the words, of his terror-stricken companions 
below. 

8. W h a t a momen t ! W h a t a meager chance to escape de-
struction ! There is no retracing his steps. I t is impossible to 
put his hands into the same niche with his feet and retain his 
slender hold a moment. His companions instantly perceive this 
new and fearful dilemma,4 and await his fall with emotions tha t 
" f reeze their young blood." H e is too high, too faint, to ask 
for his father and mother, his brothers and sisters, to come and 
witness or avert6 his destruction. Bu t one of his companions 
anticipates7 his desire. Swift as the wind,.he bounds down the 
channel, and the situation of the fated boy is told upon his father's 
hearth-stone.8 

9. Minutes of almost eternal length roll on, and there are 
hundreds standing in tha t rocky channel, and hundreds on the 
bridge above, all holding their breath, and awaiting the fearful 
catastrophe.9 The poor boy hears the hum of new and numerous 
voices both above and below. H e can just distinguish the tones 

Al'bum, a book of blank leaves; a white spot.—'Aspiration, a 
breathing after ; an ardent wish.—' A byss', a very deep and dark place; 
a bottomless pit.—4 HSft, handle.—'DilJm'ma, a difficult position ; a 
doubtful clioicc.—• A v£rt", prevent.—' An tic' i pate, to take before-
hand ; foresee.—8 Heärth-stine.—0 Ca täs' tro phc, a final end; misfor-
tune. 

• 

of his father, who is shouting with all the energy of despair; 
" W i l l i a m ! Wil l iam! don' t look down! Your mothei, and 
Henry, and Harriet, are all here, praying for you! Keep your 
eye toward the top!" T h e boy didn't look down. 

10. His eye is fixed like a flint toward heaven, and his young 
heart on H i m who reigns there. H e grasps again his knife. 
He cuts another niche, and another foot is added to the linn 
dreds that remove him from the reach of human help from be-
low. How carefully he uses his wasting blade! How anxiously 
he selects the softest places in tha t vast pier! How he avoids 
every flinty gra in! How he economizes1 his physical powers, 
resting a moment a t each gain he cuts ! How every motion is 
watched from below! There stand his father, mother, brother, and 

- sister, on the very spot where, if he falls, he will not fall alone. 
11. The sun is now half-way down the west. The lad has 

made fifty additional niches in tha t mighty wall, and now finds 
himself directly under the middle of that vast arch of rocks, 
earth, and trees. H e must cut his way iu a new direction, to 
get from under this overhanging mountain. T h e inspiration5 of 
hope is dying in his bosom; its vital heat is fed by the increas-
ing shouts of hundreds, perched upon cliffs and trees, and otheis 
who stand with ropes in their hands, on the bridge above, or 
with ladders below. Fifty gains more must be cut before the 
longest rope can reach him. 

12. His wasting blade strikes again into the limestone. The 
boy is emerging3 painfully, foot by foot, from under that lofty 
arch. Spliced ropes are ready, in the hands of those who are 
leaning over the outer edge of the bridge. Two minutes more, 
and aU will be over. The blade is worn to the last half inch. 
T h e boy's head reels; his eyes are starting from their sockets. 
His last hope is dying in his h e a r t ; his life must hang upon the 
next gain h e cuts. Tha t niche is his last. A t the last faint 
gash he makes, his knife, his faithful. knife, falls from his little 
nerveless hand, and, ringing along the precipice, falls at his 
mother's feet. 

13. An involuntary groan of despair runs like a death-knell 

»Ecön'omb-.os, uses savingly.—'Inspiration, act of breathiüg in ; 
a highly exciting influence.—3 E mfirg'ing, coming out. 



thiongh the channcl below, and all is as still as the g r a t e . At 
the height of nearly three hundred feet, the devoted boy lifts his 
hopeless heart, and closes his eyes t o commend his soul tp-God. 
'Tis but a moment—there! one foot swings off! ho is reel ing— 
trembling—toppling—over into e t e rn i ty ! 

14. H a r k ! a shout falls on his ear from above. T h e man 
who is lying with half his length over the bridge has caugh t a 
glimpse of the boy's head and shoulders. Quick as t hough t the 
noosed1 rcpe is within reach of t h e sinking youth. N o one 
breathes. W i t h a faint, convulsive effort, the swooning boy 
drops his arms into the noose. Darkness comes over h im, and 
with the words, God, and Mother ! whispered on his lips, jus t loud 
enough to be heard in h e a v e n — t h e tightening rope lifts him 
out of this last shallow niche. 

15. Not a lip moves while h e is dangling over tha t fearful 
abyss; but when a sturdy Virgin ian reaches down and draws up 
the lad, and holds him up in his a r m s before the tearful, breath-
less multitude, such shouting—such leaping and weeping for joy 
—never greeted the ear of a h u m a n being so recovered f rom the 
yawning gulf of eternity. E L I H O B O B R I T T . 

6 1 . T H E S A I L O R ' S SONG. 

1. m H E sea! the sea! t h e open sea ! 
JL The blue, the fresh, t h e ever f ree! 
Wi thout a mark, wi thou t a bound, 
I t runneth the earth's wide regions round ; 
It plays with the c louds; it mocks the skies; 
Or like a cradled crea ture lies. 

2. I 'm on the sea! I 'm on t h e sea ! 
I am where I would ever b e ; 
W i t h the blue above, a n d the blue below, 
And silence wheresoe'er I go ; 
If a storm should come and awake the deep, 
W h a t matter ? I shall r ide and sleep. 

1 Noosed, having a loop. 

3. I love, oh, how I love to ride 
On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide, 
W h e n every mad wave drowns the moon, 
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune, 
And tells how goeth the world below, 
A n d why the sou'west blasts do blow. 

4. I never was on the dull, tame shore, 
Bu t I loved the great sea more and more, 
And backward flew to her billowy breast, 
Like a bird that seeketh its mother's n e s t ; 
And a mother she was and is to m e ; 
For I was born on the open sea! 

5. The waves were white, and red the morn, 
I n the noisy hour when I was born ; 
And the whale it whistled, the porpoise roll'd, 
And the dblphins bared their backs of gold; 
And never was heard such an outcry wild 
As welcom'd to life the ocean-child! 

6. I've lived since then, in calm and strife, 
Full fifty summers a sailor's life, 
W i t h wealth to spend and a power to range, 
But never have sought nor sigh'd for change ; 
And Death, whenever he comes to me, 
Shall come on the wild, unbounded sea! 

PR0CTE3. 

6 2 . T H E LANDSMAN'S SONG. 

1. A H , who would be bound to the barren sea, 
^ If he could dwell on land— 
W h e r e his step is ever both firm and free, 
W h e r e flowers arise, like sweet girls' eves, 
And rivulets sing, like birds in spring?— 

For me—I will take my stand 
On land, on land ! 

Forever and ever on solid land 1 
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the height of nearly three hundred feet, the devoted boy lifts his 
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14. H a r k ! a shout falls on his ear from above. T h e man 
who is lying with half his length over the bridge has caugh t a 
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1. m H E sea! the sea! t h e open sea ! 
JL The blue, the fresh, t h e ever f ree! 
Wi thout a mark, wi thou t a bound, 
I t runneth the earth's wide regions round ; 
It plays with the c louds; it mocks the skies; 
Or like a cradled crea ture lies. 

2. I 'm on the sea! I 'm on t h e sea ! 
I am where I would ever b e ; 
W i t h the blue above, a n d the blue below, 
And silence wheresoe'er I go ; 
If a storm should come and awake the deep, 
W h a t matter ? I shall r ide and sleep. 

1 Noosed, having a loop. 

3. I love, oh, how I love to ride 
On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide, 
W h e n every mad wave drowns the moon, 
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune, 
And tells how goeth the world below, 
A n d why the sou'west blasts do blow. 

4. I never was on the dull, tame shore, 
Bu t I loved the great sea more and more, 
And backward flew to her billowy breast, 
Like a bird that seeketh its mother's n e s t ; 
And a mother she was and is to m e ; 
For I was born on the open sea! 

5. The waves were white, and red the morn, 
I n the noisy hour when I was born ; 
And the wjiale it whistled, the porpoise roll'd, 
And the dblphins bared their backs of gold; 
And never was heard such an outcry wild 
As welcom'd to life the ocean-child! 

6. I've lived since then, in calm and strife, 
Full fifty summers a sailor's life, 
W i t h wealth to spend and a power to range, 
But never have sought nor sigh'd for change ; 
And Death, whenever he comes to me, 
Shall come on the wild, unbounded sea! 

PR0CTE3. 

6 2 . T H E L A N D S M A N ' S S O N G . 

1. A H , who would be bound to the barren sea, 
^ If he could dwell on land— 
W h e r e his step is ever both firm and free, 
W h e r e flowers arise, like sweet girls' eves, 
And rivulets sing, like birds in spring?— 

For me—I will take my stand 
On land, on land ! 

Forever and ever on solid land 1 



2. I've sail'd on the riotous, roaring sea, 
Wif l i an undaunted b a n d : 

Vet my village home more pleaseth me, 
W i t h its valleys gay, where maidens stray, 
And its grassy mead, where the white flocks feed— 

And so—I will take ray stand, 
On land, on land ! 

Forever and ever on solid land J 

S. Some say they could die on the salt, salt sea 1 
(Bu t have they been loved on land ?) 

Some rave of the ocean in drunken glee— 
Of the music born on a gusty morn, 

W h e n the tempest is waking, and billows are breaking, 
And lightning flashing, and the thick rain dashing, 
And t h e winds and the thunders shout forth the sea 

wonders— 
Such ti l ings may give joy to a (^reaming boy— 

B u t for me,—I will take my stand 
On land, on land ! . N 

Forever and ever on solid land! 
P E O C T E R . 

6 3 . G O L D E N R U L E S O F D A V I D C O P P E R F T E L D . 

I F E E L as if it were "not for me to record, even though thu 
manuscript1 is intended for no eyes but mine, how hard I 

worked at tha t tremendous2 short-hand, and all improvement 
appertaining3 to it, in my sense of responsibility4 to Dora and 
her aunt. I will only add, to what I have already written of 
my perseverance at this t ime of my lift, and of a patient and 
continuous5 energy which then began to be matured within me, 
and which 1 know to be the strong part of my character, if it 

1 Mân' uscript, any tiling written with the hand.—* Tie mîn'dous, 
terrible; dreadful.—* Ap per tiin'ing, belonging.—4 He spon si bll'i ty, 
the state of being answerable; obligation to provide for, or pay.—1 Con-
tin' u ous, cloaaly joined ; not interrupted. 

have any strength at all, that there, on looking back, I find the 
source of my success. 

2. I have been very fortunate in worldly matters ; many men 
have worked much harder, and not succeeded half so well; but 
I never could have done what I have done, without the nabits 
of punctuality, order, and dil.gence, without the determination 
to concentrate1 myself on one object a t a time, no matter how 
quickly its successor should come upon its heels, which I then 
formpd. Heaven knows I write this in no spirit of self-lauda-
tion.' 

3. The man who reviews his life, as I do mine, in going on 
here, from page to page, had need to have been a good man, 
indeed, if lie would be spared the sharp consciousness' of many 
talents neglected, many opportunities wasted, many erratic* and 
perverted4 feelings constantly a t war within his breast, and de-
feating him. I do not hold one natural gift, I dare say, that I 
have not abusH. My meaning simply is, that whatever I have 
tried to do in life, I have tried with all my heart to do well ; 
tha t whatever I have devoted myself to, I have devoted myself 
to completely; that , in great aims and in small, I have always 
been thoroughly in earnest. 

4. I have never believed_Jt possible tha t any natural or im-
proved ability can claim immunity5 from the companionship of 
t h e steady, plain, hard-working qualities, and hope to gain its 
end. There is no such th ing as such fulfillment on this earth 
Some happy talent, and some fortunate opportunity, may form 
the two sides of the ladder on which some men moun t ; but the 
rounds of that ladder must be made of stuff to stand wear and 
t ea r ; and there is no substitute6 for thorough-going, ardent, and 
sincere earnestness. Never to put one hand to any thing, on 
which I could throw my whole self; and never to affect depre-
ciation7 of my work, whatever it was ; I find, now, to have been 
my GOLnEN R U L E S . C I I A B L E S D I C K E N S . 

1 Con c8n' trite, bring all one's powers together.—3 SJlf-lau di'tion, 
self-praise.—* Er ri t ' ic, wandering ; roving.—4 Per vdrt' ed, turned the 
wrong way.—' Im m i ' ni ty, freedom from.—* Sub' sti tute, a thing put 
in the place of another.—'Depreciation (de pre she i 'shun), the act of 
lessening or crying down price or value. 



6 4 . C R U E L T Y TO A N I M A L S . 

1. T W O U L D no t enter on my list of friends, 
-L Though graced with polish'd manners and fine sei se 
(Yet wanting sensibility),1 the man 
W h o needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 
An inadvertent* step may crash the snail 
That crawls a t evening in the public pa th ; 
Bu t he that has humanity, forewarn'd, 
Will tread aside, and let the reptile live. 

V, 
2. T h e creeping vermin, loathsome' to the sight, 

A n d charged perhaps with venom, tha t intrudes, 
A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 
Sacred to neatness and repose, the àl'cove,4 

The chamber, or refectory,4 may die ; ^ 
A neccssary. a c t incurs no blame. 

3. Not so, when, held within their proper bounds, 
And guiltless of offense, they range the air, 
Or take their past ime in the spacious field. 
There they a re privileged ; and he tha t hunts 
Or harms t h e m there, is guilty of a wrong, 
Disturbs the economy6 of Nature's realm, 
Who , when she form'd, design'd them an abode 

4. T h e sum is t h i s : If man's convenience, health, 
Or safety interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount,7 and must extinguish theirs. 
Else they are a l l—the meanest things that a rc— 
As free to live, and to enjoy that life, 
As God was f ree to form them at the first, 
W h o in his sovereign8 wisdom made them alL 

1 Sen si Ml' i ty, delicacy of feeling; the condition in which the better 
feelings of the heart are easily moved.—1 In ad vSrt' ent, careless ; done 
without paying attention.—' Lòafli' some, disgusting ; sickening.— 
1 Al' cóve, a recess of a library, or a room ; any shady recess.—• Re fic'-
toiy, a room where refreshment is taken.—'EcAn'omy, prudent ar-
rangements, or plans.—* Pàr1 a mount, superior to all others.-»- Sover-
eign (s&v' er in), superior ; unbounded. 

5. Ye, therefore,' who love mercy, teach your sons 
To love it too. The spring-time of our years 
Is soon dishonor'd, and defiled in most, 
By budding ills that ask a prudent hand 
To check them. But , alas! none sooner shoots, 
If unrestrain'd, into luxuriant growth, 
Than cruelty, most devilish of them all. 

6. Mercy to him that shows it, is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its act, 
B y which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty m a n ; 
And he tha t shows none, being ripe in years, 
And conscious of the outrage he commits, 
Shall seek it, and not find it, in his t u r n ! 

W M . C O W P E B 

6 5 . S E N S I B I L I T Y . 

1. n i N C E trifles make the sum of human things, 
^ And half our misery from our foibles5 springs; 
Since life's best joys consist in peace and ease, 
And though but few can serve, yet all may please, 
Oh let the ungentle spirit learn from hence, 
A small unkindness is a great offense. 

2. To spread large bounties, though we wish in vain, 
Yet all may shun the guilt of giving pain. 
To bless mankind with tides of flowing wealth, 
W i t h rank to grace them, or to crown with health, 
Our little lot denies; yet liberal3 still, 
God gives its counterpoise4 to every ill ; 
Nor let us murmur at our stinted5 powers, 
W h e n kindness, love, and concord6 may be ours. 

3 . The gift of ministering to others' ease, 
To all her sons impartial Heaven decrees; 

1 Therefore (thSr' fir).—* Foi' bles, weak faults; failings.—* Lib' ei al, 
free ; generous.—* Coun' ter poise, that which compensates or balances. 
—•* Stint' ed, restrained; kept small.—* Concord (k&ng' kard), agree-
ment; union. 



T h e gentle offices of patient lo\ e, 
Beyond aL flattery, and all price above; 
T h e mild forbearance at a brother's fault, 
T h e angry word suppress'd, the taunting though t : 
Subduing and subdued the petty strife, 
W h i c h clouds the color of domestic life; 
Tire sober comfort, all the peace which springs 
From the large aggregate' of little th ings; 
On these small cares of daughter, wife, and f r iend 
T h e almost sacred joys of Home depend : 
There, Sensibility,' thou best mayst reign, 
H o m e is thy true, legitimate3 domain.4 

H A K S A H M O R E . 

6 6 . T I I E S T O R Y OF P A R N E L L ' S H E R M I T . 

A D E V O U T 5 hermit6 lived in a cave, n e a r ' ^ i c h a shepherd 
folded his flock. Many of the sheep being stolen, the shep-

herd was unjust ly killed by his master,7 as being concerned in 
the theft. T h e hermit, seeing an innocent man put to death, 
began to suspect8 the existence of a Divine Providence, and re-
solved no longer to perplex himself wifh the useless severities of 
religion, but to mix in the wtr ld. 

2. I n traveling from his retirement, he was met by an ângel 
in the figure of a man, who said, " I am an angel, and am sent 
by God to be your companion on the road." They entered a 
city, and begged for lodging at the house of a knight, who en-
tertained them at a splendid supper. In the night, the angel 
rose from his bed and strangled the knight 's only child, who was 
asleep in the cradle. The hermit was astonished at this bar-
barous return for so much hospitality,9 but was afraid to make 
any remonstrance10 to his companion. Next morning they went 

Ag* gre gâte, the sum or amount.—1 Sen si bll' i ty, that feeling which 
leads us to perceive and feel the troubles and misfortunes of others.— 
• Legtt ' imate, rightful; lawful.—4 Dom&m', dominion; empire; ter-
ritory over which one's authority extends.—' De vout', pious ; prayerful. 

lier' mit, one who lives alone in a retired place.—•' Mâs' ter.—' Sus-
pjet', doubt.—•* Hos pi t i l ' i ty, kindness to guests or strangers. —10 Re-
jnftn strance, reason against a thing. 

to another city. Here they were liberally received in the house 
of an opulent' citizen; but in the night the angel rose, and stole 
a golden cup of inestimable' value. The hermit now concluded 
that his companion was a bad angel. 

3. In traveling forward the next morning, they passed over 
a bridge, about the middle of which they met a poor man, of 
whom the angel asked the way to the next city. Having re-
ceived the desired information, the angel pushed the poor man 
into the water, where he was immediately drowned. In the 
evening they arrived at the house of a rich man, and begging 
for a lodging, were ordered to sleep in a shed with the cattle. 
I n the morning the angel gave the rich man the cup which he 
had stolen. 

4. The hermit, amazed tha t the cup which was stolen from 
their friend and benefactor3 should be given to one who refused 
them a l o d g i n ^ i e g a n to be now convinced that his companion 
was a devil; aMFbegged to go on alone. Bu t the angel said, 
" Hear me, and depart. "When you lived in your hermitage, a 
shepherd was killed by his master. H e was innocent of the 
supposed offense; but had he not been then killed, he woidd 
have committed crimes in which he would have died impenitent.4 

His master endeavors to atone5 for the murder, by dedicating 
the remainder of his days to alms and deeds of charity. 

5. " I strangled the child of the knight. B u t know, that the 
father was so intent on heaping up riches for his child, as to 
neglect those acts of public munificence6 for which he was before 
so distinguished, and to which he has now returned. I stole the 
golden cup of the hospitable citizen. Bu t know, that from a life 
of the strictest temperance, he became, in consequence of pos-
sessing this cup, a perpetual drunkard, and is now the most ab-
stemious7 of men. 

6. " I threw the poor man into the water. H e was then honest 
and religious. Bu t know, had he walked one half of a mile 

1 Op' u lent, rich.—* In 6s' ti ma ble, that can not be estimated or valued ; 
beyond price.—' Ben e fac' tor, one who shows kindness, or does good 
to another.—4 Im p6n'i tent, without sorrow for crime.—'Atòne', to 
make amends.—' Mu nlf i cence, generosity ; giving largely.—1 Ab stè'-
tni ous, sparing in food or strong drink! 



further, h e would have murde red a man in a s tate of morta l sin. 
I gave «the golden cup to t h e rich man, who refused t o take us 
within his roof. l i e has the re fore received his « ward in this 
world, and iu the next will suffer for his inhospital i ty." The 
hermit fell prostrate at t he angel ' s feet, and, request ing forgive-
ness, returned to his hermi tage , fully convinced of t h e wisdom 
and justice of God's government . W A B K W 

6 7 . T o A "WATERFOWL. 

1. W H I T H E R , 'midst falling dew, 
W h i l e glow the heavens wi th the last steps of day, ' 
Far , th rough their rosy depths, dost thou pursue 

T h y solitary way ? 

2. Vainly t h e fowler 's eye 
Might mark thy d is tant flight to do thee wrong, 
As, darkly painted on t h e crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

3. Seek'st thou the plashy br ink 
Of weedy lake, or m a r g e of river wide, 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chafed ocean-side ? 

4. There is a P o w e r whose care 
Teaches thy way a long tha t pathless coast ,— 
T h e desert and illimitable1 a i r ,— 

Lone wander ing, but not lost. 

'The poet has sacrificed rhetorical rule to poetical beauty in the sec-
ond line of this exquisitely beautiful piece. Rhetoricians might, per-
haps. ask how the " heavens" could gUnv with a step. But the true poet 
(and if ever there was a true poet, William Cullen Bryant is one) looks 
deeper than rhetorical rule. The picture here presented of Day impress-
ing his gorgeous colors, even with his very footsteps, on the heavens, is 
more grand and suggestive than any other expression he could liavo 
used.—* II llm'it able, without*limit; boundless. 

5. All day thy wings have fanned 
A t tha t far height, t he cold th in a tmosphe re ; 
Ye t stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the da rk night is near. 

6. A n d soon that toil shall e n d : 
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest, 
A n d scream among thy fel lows: reeds shall bend 

Soon o'er t h y shelter 'd nest. 

1. Thou ' r t gone ! the abyss of heaven 
H a t h swallow'd up thy f o r m ; yet, on m y hear t 
Deeply h a t h sunk the lesson,thou hast given, 

A n d shall not soon depart . 

8. H e who, f rom zone to zone,1 

Guides th rough the boundless sky thy certain flight, 
In the lonjgg |ay tha t I must tread alone, . 

Wi l l lead m y steps ar ight . W. C . B R Y A N T . 

6 8 . PASSAGE OF THE POTOMAC THROUGH THE B L U E RIDGE. 

Tn E passage of the Po tomac through the Blue Ridge, is, per-
haps, one of the most stupendous2 scenes in nature. You 

stand on a very high point of land. On your r ight comes up 
the Shenandoah,3 having ranged along the foot of the mountain 
a hundred miles to seek a v6ht. On your left approaches the 
Potomac , seeking a passage also. In the moment of thei r junc-
tion,4 they rush toge ther against t he mountain, rend it asunder, 
and pass off to the sea. 

2. T h e first glance at this scene hurr ies our senses into the 
opinion tha t th is earth has been created in t i m e ; tha t t he 
mountains were formed first; tha t t he rivers began to flow after-
ward ; that , in this place, particularly, t hey have been dammed 
up by the Blue Ridge of mountains, and have formed an ocean 

'Zone to zone, from one part of the earth to another .—'Stupen-
dous, g rand; amazing.—'Shenand6'ah, a river in Virginia, which 
unites with the Potomac at Harpers Ferry, just above its passage 
through the mountain. —4 June' tion, joining; union. 



which filled the whole valley; that, continuing to rise, they have 
at length broken over a t this spot, and have torn the mountain 
down from its summit to its base. The piles of rock on each 
hand, but particularly on the Shenandoah, the evident marks o! 
their disrupture1 and avulsion5 from their beds by the most pow 
crful agents of nature, corroborate3 the impression. 

3. But the distant finishing which nature has given to the 
picture is of a different character. I t is a true contrast to the 
foreground.4 I t is as placid and delightful as that is wild and 
tremendous. For, the mountain being cloven4 asunder, she pre-
sents to your eye, through the cleft, a small c&tch of smooth 
blue horizon, at an infinite distance in the plain country, inviting 
you, as it were, from the riot and tumult roaring round, to pass 
through the breach, and participate of the calm below. 

4. Here the eye ultimately6 composes itself; and that way, 
too, the road happens actually to lead. You c j j ^ the Potomac 
above its junction, pass along its side t h r o u ^ B n e base of the 
mountain for three miles, its terrible precipices' hanging in frag-
ments9 over you, and within about twenty miles reach Frederick-
town, and the fine country round that. This scene is worth a 
voyage acrfiss the Atlantic. Yet here, as in the neighborhood 
of the Natural Bridge, are people who have passed their lives 
within half a dozen miles, and have never been to survey these 
monuments of a war between rivers and mountains, which mui t 
have shaken the earth itself to its center. THOMAS JEFFERSON. 

6 9 . PERPETUAL ADORATION. 

1 m i l E turf8 shall be my fragrant sunne 
-L My temple, Lord, that arch of thine 
M y Censers'1 breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my omy prayers. 

Disrup'ture. a creaking asunder.—'A vul sion, tearing away.— 
' Cor rob o rate, strengthen.—* Fore ground, the front part, or most 
conspicuous part of a picture or painting.—' Cloven (kli ' vn), divided : 
split.—' Ul' ti mate ly, finally ; at last.—' Pric' i pic es, steep descents ol 
rock or land.—' Frag' ments. pieces broke off.—'Turf (terf).—"Shrine, 
al tar ; a case or box in which sacred things are kept.—" Chn' ser, a 
vessel in which incense is burnt. 

2. My choir shall be the moonlight waves, 
W h e n murmuring homeward to their caves; 
Or, when the stillness of the sea, 
Even more than music, breathes of thee. 

3 . I'll seek, by day, some glade1 unknown, 
All light and silence, like thy th rone ; 
And the pale stars shall be, at night, 
T h e only eyes that watch my rite.' 

4. T h y heaven, on which 'tis bliss to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining book, 
W h e r e I shall read, in words of flame, 
The glories of thy wondrous name. 

5. I'll read tliv anger in the rack V O 

Tha t clouds awhile the day-beam's t rack! 
T h y in the azure3 hue 
Of sunny brightness, breaking through. 

6. There's nothing4 bright, above, below, 
From flowers that bloom, to stars that glow, 
Bu t in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity !4 

V. There's nothing dark, below, above, 
Bu t in its gloom I trace thy love; 
A n d meekly wait that moment, when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again, 

THOMAS M O O R E . 

7 0 . WINDOWS. 

E have a special doctrine of windows. They are designed 
to let the light in, and equally to let the sight o u t ; and 

tliis last function6 is, in the country, of prime importance. For 

1 Glide, an open place in a wood or forest.—Rite, a ceremony; re-
ligious observance.—'Azure (Sa'er), sky-blue.—'Nothing (nuth'ing). 
—'D&'ity, Godhead; divinity.—'Func'tiou, Office; employment. 



a window is but another name for a s tately picture. T h e r e are 
no such landscapes on canvas as those which you see through 
glass. There are no painted windows like those which trees 
and lawns' paint standing in upon t h e m , with all the glory of 
Gi5d resting on t h e m ! 

2 Our common, small, frequent windows in country dweL-
ings are contemptible'. W e love ra the r the generous old 
English windows, large as the who le side of a room, many-
angled, or circular; but, of whatever shape, they should be re-
cessed—glorious nooks of light, t h e very antitheses' of those 
shady covcrts3 which we search out i n forests, in hot summer 
days. 

3. These little chambers of l ight, into which a g roup may 
gather, and be both in-doors and out of doors at the same t ime ; 
where, in storms or in winter, we m a y have full access to the 
elements without chill, wet, or exposure,—these are t h e glory 
of a dwelling. The great trgasbres of a d w e l ^ are, t h e child's 
cradle, the grandmother 's chair, t h e hearth4 and old-fashioned 
fireplace, the table, and the window. 

4. Bedrooms should face the east, and let in the full flush of 
morning light. There is a positive p leasure in a golden bath5 of 
early morning light. Your room is filled and glorified. You 
awake in the very spirit of light. I t creeps upon you, and suf-
fuses6 your soul, pierces your sensibility, irradiates1 t he thoughts, 
and warms and cheers the whole d a y 

5. I t is sweet to awake and find y o u r thoughts moving to the 
gentle measures, of soft music; but w e think it full as sweet to 
float into morning consciousness u p o n a flood of golden light, 
silent though it b e ! W h a t can be more delicious than a sum-
mer morning, dawning through your open windows, to the sound 
of innumerable birds, while the shadows of branches and leaves 
sway to and fro along the wall, or spread new pat terns on the 
floor, wavering with perpetual c h a n g e ! H. W. B E E C I I K K . 

'L&wns, open spaces between woods.—'An tfth' e sis, the opposite to 
a thing.—' Coverts (kuv'ertsL covered places; shelters.—4 Hfilrth.— 
• B&th. — • Suffuses (suffuz' ez), overspreads; covers. — ' Ir r i ' di ates, 
Drightens ; fills with l'u»ht 

7 1 . RECREATION. 

TH E Americans, as a people, at least the professional' and 
mercantile' classes, and the other inhabitants of large towns, 

have too little considered the importance of healthful, generous 
recreation. They have not learned the lesson contained in the 
vGr j word, which teaches tha t the worn-out man is re-created, 
made over again, by the seasonable relaxation of the strained 
faculties. 

2. I h c Father of History3 tells us of an old king of Egypt, 
Amasis by name, who used to get up early in the morning, 
dispatch the business and issue the orders of the day, and spend 
the rest of the time with his friends, in conviviality4 and amuse-
ment. Some of the aged counselors were scandalized,5 and 
strove by remonstrance to make him give up this mode of life. 
" But no," s a i ^ h e , " as the always bent will at last break, 
so the man f o W e r on the strMi of thought and action, will at 
last go mad or break down." 

3. Thrown upon a new continent, eager to do the work of 
twenty centuries6 in two, the Anglo-American7 population has 
overworked, and is daily overworking itself. From morning to 
night, from January to December, brain and hands, eyes and 
fingers, the powers of the body and the powers of the mind, 
a r c kept in spasmodic,8 merciless activity. 

4. There is no lack of a few tasteless and soulless dissipations, 
which are called amusements; but noble, athletic9 sports, mauly 
out-door exercises, which strengthen the mind by strengthening 
the body, are too little cultivated in town or country. 

E D W A R D E V E R E T T . 

1 Erofessional (pro fJsh' nn al), relating to employment that requires 
learning in distinction from a trade.—3 Mur' can tile, relating to mer-
chandise, or the sale of goods ; trading.—3 He rod' o tus, called the 
" Father of History," a native of Halicamassus, a Dorian city in Asia 
Minor, was born b. c. 484.—4 Con viv i ¿1' i tv, festive mirth : eating and 
drinking.—* Scln'dal ized, offended by a supposed criminal action.— 
•Century (sf-nt' yu ri), the period of a hundred years.—' An' glo-AmSr'-
i can (ilng' glo), relating to the descendants of Englishmen in America.— 
'Spasmodic (spaz mod' ik), consisting in spasms; relating to the motion 
of the muscles, without regard to the will.—' Ath let' ic, belonging to 
the exercise of strength of body, as jumping, wrestling, 

8 H 



7 2 . T H E STUDY OF HISTORY. 

Teacher. I bear tha t you have made g r e a t progress in history 
and tha t you have at home a vSry able instructress ir. it 

Pupil. Yes, t ha t is t he case; our governess knows all history, 
and I have profited much from he r instruct ion. 

T. Bu t what have you learned ? Tell me. 
P. All history. 
T. Bu t what is all history ? 
P. [Hesitating) All history ? W h y i t is—it i s—what is in 

books. 
T. Well , I have here m a n y books on history, as Herodotus, 

Livy,1 Tacitus, ' and o the r s ; I suppose you know those authors. 
P . No, I do n o t ; but I know t h e facts related in history. 
T. I dare say you d o ; I see, however , tha t , out of your 

knowledge of all history, we m v Q deduc t a k r^J f l edge of the 
authors who have written it. Bu t p e r h a p s tha t governess of 
yours has informed you who Homer , Hesiod,3 Plato4 and the 
other poets and philosophers were ? 

P. I don ' t th ink she has ; for, if she had , I should have re-
membered it. 

T. Wel l , we must then m a k e one fu r the r deduction® from your 
knowledge of all history ; and that is, t h e history of the poets 
and philosophers. 

P. W h y , I said just now that I did not learn those t h i n g s ; 
I learned matters of fact and events. 

T. Bu t those things, as you call t h e m , were men ; however, 
I now understand y o u : the knowledge you acquired was a 
knowledge of things, but not of men ; as, for instance, you 
learned that t he city of Rome was built, but you did not l«arn 
a n y th ing of the men tha t built it. 

P. True, t rue . (As if repeating by rote) B o m e was built 

1 Livy, an illustrious Roman historian, was horn in Italy, B. c. 59. 
He died in the seventy-seventh year of his age, A. D. 18.—'Caius Cor-
nelius Tacitus, a noted Roman historian, horn in A. D. 58, or 59. The 
time of his death is unknown.—'Homer and Hesiod were two of the 
earliest of the Greek poets.—4 Plato was one of the Greek philosophers, 
—5 De diic' tion, hiking away; lessening. 
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by Romulus and Remus, twin brothers, t he sons of R'nca Sylvia 
ana Mars ; they were exposed, while infants, by k ing Amulius, 
and afterward a shepherd brought them up and educated them. 

T. Enough, enough, my good little f r i end ; you have shown 
me now what you understand by the history of men and things. 
But , pray, tell m e wha t other men and things you were in-
t r u d e d in ; for instance, tell me who and what Sylla was. 

P. H e was a tyrant of Rome. 
T. W a s the term tyrant t he name of an officer ? 
P. Indeed, I do not k n o w ; but Sylla is certainly called, in 

history, a tyrant. 
T. Bu t did you not learn tha t he was dictator,' and wha t the 

authori ty and duties of tha t officer were ? and the authority of 
the consuls,® tribunes3 of t he people, and other magistrates 
among the Romans ? 

P. No, I did n o t ; for those th ings are hard , and are not so 
entertaining great exploit!*; and would have taken up too 
m u c h time. 

T. As to that , you will perhaps be bet ter able to judge here-
after. Well , then, f rom your knowledge of all history, we must 
strike off all knowledge of the offices of the Roman magistrates. 

P. A h ! but we took more pleasure in reading about wars 
and exploits. 

T. Well , did you ever hear of Carthage, and the wars e a r n e d 
on against her ? 

P. Oh, yes ; there were three Carthaginian wars. 
T. Toll me, then, which par ty was victorious. 
P. T h e Romans. 
T. B u t were they victorious at t h e beginning ? 
P. Oh, n o (as if repeating by rote); they were beaten in 

four battles, by Hann.ba l :4 at Ticinium, Trebia, t he Thrasymeno 
lake, and Cannae. 

1 Die t l ' tor, an officer of unlimited power, created only in times of 
great difficulty and danger.—' Con'suls were the chief officers of the 
government of Rome after the expulsion of the kings.—'Trfb'unea 
were officers appointed to look after the interests of the common peo-
p le .—'Hln 'n i bal, one of the most illustrious ancient generals, was 
born at Carthage B. C. 247, and died B C. 183, in the sixty-fifth year cf 
his age. 



T. Did ycrcr governess tell you the causes of these defeats of 
the Romans? 

P. No, she did not tell us the causes, but the matters of fact. 
T. Pe rhaps you understand yourself t he causes why the 

Romans finally retrieved their affairs ? 
P. T o be sure I d o : the cause was their bravery. 
T. B u t were they not brave also at the beginning of those 

wars? 
P. Certainly they were. 
T. T h e n their bravery was the cause of their being conquered, 

and being conquerors ? 
p . W h y — w h y — I don't know as to t h a t ; but I know 1 never 

was asked such h a r d questions before. 
T. Well, w e l l ; I will ask you something easier. I s i t to b e 

supposed tha t t h e Romans would have come off victorious in 
tha t war, if the powerful sovereign^ of tha t age h ^ united their 
forces with" the Carthaginians ? 

P. (With an air of surprise.) W h a t sovereigns do you 

mean? 
T. W h y , do you not know, tha t in tha t age t h e r e were in 

Macedonia, Asia, Syria, and Egypt, all those powerful kings who 
were the successors' of Alexander the Great ? 

P. Oh, yes, I know t h a t ; but we used to take up their his-
tory in ano ther chapter . I never thought of their living at t he 
t ime of the second Punic war. 

T. D o you not perceive, then, tha t their mutual r iva l ry /vas 
Jlie cause why they did not unite their forces with the Car-
thaginians to oppose the Romans, in consequence of which, 
those same k ings were afterward conquered, one by one, by the 
Romans ? 

P . I perceive i t now, since you have told me of i t ; and I 
derive much gratification from your remark. 

T. I t is indeed true, t ha t the perception of t h e causes of 
th ings is not only gratifying, but useful. However, we must 
still go on to m a k e further deductions from your stock of all 
history ; we mus t deduct the knowledge of causes. 

' Sue cSss' or, one who takes the place which another has left, and 
sustains the like part and character. 

P. I can not deny that , to be s u r e ; b u t I am positive that , 
with the exceptions you have uow made, we learned every th ing 
else in history. 

7 3 . T H E STUDY OF HISTORY—CONCLUDED. 

Teacher. Wel l , tell me about some of the other th ings tha t 
you l ea rned ; tell me wha t is t he beginning of history. 

Pupil. T h e creation of the world. 
T. B u t I mean t to ask you about men, and the affairs of men . 
P. (As if repeating by role.) T h e first human beings were 

A d a m and Eve, whom God created on the sixth day, after his 
own image, and placed in paradise, f rom which they were after-
ward expelled, a n d — • 

T. Don ' t go any further , I beg of y o u ; I sec you have got 
some little book well by h e a r t ; but tell me now, generally, about 
what men and things, subsequent1 to those, were you instructed 
by your governess ? 

P . About the posteri ty of Adam, the pat r iarchs before and 
after t he flood, and all about the Jewish nation, to the t ime of 
thei r overthrow. 

T. B u t wha t makes you th ink tha t those things you learned 
are t rue ? 

P. Because they are delivered to us by divine inspiration' in 
the holy Scriptures. 

T. B u t did you find the Roman history, and other things tha t 
you have learned, all in the holy Scriptures ? 

P. Certainly not. 
T. Bu t y e t you believe t h e m ? 
P. Believe t h e m ! why not ? They are related in other books 

tha t are wor thy of credit. 
T. P ray , wha t books are those ? 
P. Our governess had t w o : one, a small book, tha t we learned 

to reci te ; t he other , a large work, in several volumes, f iom which 
she sometimes read to us. 

1 Sub' se quent, following; coming after.—' In spi ra' tion, act of breath-
ing into a thing. Divine inspiration is the knowledge given by God to 
men. 
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P. I can not deny that , to be s u r e ; b u t I am positive that , 
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Teacher. Wel l , tell me about some of the other th ings tha t 
you l ea rned ; tell me wha t is t he beginning of history. 

Pupil. T h e creation of the world. 
T. B u t I mean t to ask you about men, and the affairs of men . 
P. (As if repeating by role.) T h e first human beings were 

A d a m and Eve, whom God created on the sixth day, after his 
own image, and placed in paradise, f rom which they were after-
ward expelled, a n d — • 

T. Don ' t go any further , I beg of y o u ; I sec you have got 
some little book well by h e a r t ; but tell me now, generally, about 
what men and things, subsequent ' to those, were you instructed 
by your governess ? 

P . About the posteri ty of Adam, the pat r iarchs before and 
after t he flood, and all about the Jewish nation, to the t ime of 
thei r overthrow. 

T. B u t wha t makes you th ink tha t those things you learned 
are t rue ? 

P. Because they are delivered to us by divine inspiration' in 
the holy Scriptures. 

T. B u t did you find the Roman history, and other things tha t 
you have learned, all in the holy Scriptures ? 

P. Certainly not. 
T. Bu t y e t you believe t h e m ? 
P. Believe t h e m ! why not ? They are related in other books 

tha t are wor thy of credit. 
T. P ray , wha t books are those ? 
P. Our governess had t w o : one, a small book, tha t we learned 

to reci te ; t he other , a large work, in several volumes, f iom which 
she sometimes read to us. 

1 Sub' se quent, following; coming after.—' In spi ra' tion, act of breath-
ing into a thing. Divine inspiration is the knowledge given by God to 
men. 



T. But were the authors of those hooks witnesses of the 
events which they relate ? 

P. Oh, no ; they lived ei ther in our day, or within the mem-
ory of our fathers. 

T. Where did they get their knowledge, of the things men-
tioned in their books ? 

P. From other books tha t are worthy of credit. 
T. Do you know those other books ? 
P. No, I do not. 
T. How can you venture, then, to assert tha t those books a i e 

worthy of credit, when you do not know them ? 
P. I believe what our governess tells us. 
T. Pray , how many years old are you ? 
P. Fifteen. 
T. Upon my word ! You arc now almost grown up, and 

your governess still treats you like a little child! 
P. How so ? 
T. Why , because she teaches you history just as we tell 

6tories to little children. Bu t do you think the history she 
teaches you is t rue ; or is it a matter of indifference1 to vou, 
whether you are instructed in the t ruth or in fables ? 

P. Indeed, it is far from being indifferent to m e ; and I am 
6ure that every thing she teaches us is true. 

T. Well, if you know tha t to be the case, then you must 
know the manner in which you distinguish t ru th from falsehood. 

P. No, I can not say t h a t ; but I believe what the governess 
tells us, because she is a woman of t ruth . 

T. But see how inconsistent2 you a re ! One while you say 
you know these th ings; then you say you do not know; and 
then, again, you say you believe in your governess! 

P. I can not answer you so easily as I can h e r ; for she, some-
how or other, asks me in an easier way. 

T. Wel^ I will ask you something easier. W h a t is history 
designed to tell us, t ruth or falsehood ? 

P. The truth, certainly. 
T. Caft anybody, then, either teach or be taught history 

1 In dif fer ence, state in which there is no difference; carelessness.' 
In con slst' ent, not agreeing with; not uniform. 

properly, without knowing" how to distinguish t ruth from false-
hood ? 

P. W h y — I don ' t know— 
T. You don ' t know 1 D o you know this, then, whether his-

tory is studied for the sake of any utility1 to be derived from it? 
P. I suppose g rea t utility is to be derived from it. 
T. W h a t are the advantages of it ? 
P Indeed, I do not know. 
T. Bu t did not your governess tell you t h a t , much of our 

knowledge is founded upon historical facts? and that we are 
enabled by history to understand better and more readily other 
parts of human knowledge ? and that it is particularly useful in 
furnishing examples for the government of life, both in private 
and in public ? 

P. No, she did not tell us t h a t ; but I think what you tell me 
seems reasonable. 

T. Well, then, answer me one question more:—if any man 
should go on heaping together money of every sort, and should 
pay no attention to see if his pieces of coin were good or bad, 
and should thus become possessed of much counterfeit2 money, 
would he not be under a very great disadvantage, when it should 
become necessary to make use of his money, and he should find 
it to be counterfeit ? 

P. H e certainly would. . 
2 V A g a i n ; we have just said that history is the foundation 

of knowledge: now, do you think it is of no consequence to a 
building, whether its foundations are solid and firm, or weak and 
slender ? 

P. Most certainly, it is of great consequence. 
T. You see, by this t ime, my little friend, what sort of a 

foundation you have in the history tha t you have learned. You 
imagined tha t you understood all history; you now see how 
many deductions must be made from your knowledge. You 
have heard nothing of the historians themselves; nothing of the 
philosophers and poets ; nothing of magistrates and other offi-
cers; and, as I perceive, nothing of various other things relat-

'UtU' i ty , usefulness.—5 Coun' ter felt, made to appear like a good 
thing, to pass for i t ; worthless. 



ing to peace and war, times and places; nothing of causes; and, 
in short, nothing respecting the manner of discerning t ru th from 
falsehood: now, when all these things arc taken away from your 
stock of all history, what is there remaining ? 

P. I now begin to understand, and I am sorry for the lalor 
I have spent in my histoiy— 

T. No, take courage; for now you may promise yourself that 
you will know something, because you are sensible how much 
there is tha t you do not know; and that you are in need of 
something more substantial' and efficacious,« which shall qualify 
you for a more perfect knowledge of things and causes; enable 
you to judge of truth and falsehood; and, in short, make you 
acquainted with the history of histoiy itself; that is, that you 
may know what writers have treated of the subjects of history, 
and of what credit and authority those writers are. 

P. Your remarks are very ju s t ; and I beg of you to furnish 
me wifli some little book, from which I can learn all this in a 
short time. . • 

T. My young friend, I see you think that all these things can 
be learned from a little book, like tha t which you used to "recite 
to your governess. Now, I do not mean to say that you ought 
to be sorry for your own labor, or that of your governess; be-
cause what you have thus acquired and fixed in your memory 
though a puerile3 exercise, will not be without use"; but hence-
forward you must exercise your judgment, and pursue a liberal« 
and exact' course of study. This, however, is not to be acquired 
at once, or by the use of any little book, but by understanding the 
various books relating to the subject, and by diligently attending 
on the instruction of those who teach history according to these 

P r i n c i P l e s - ' EUUNKEN. 

7 4 . SEASONS OF PKAYEB. 

1. m O prayer,6 to prayer!—for the morning breaks, 
J- And earth7 in her Maker's smile awakes. 

'Substant ia l , solid; real . - 'E f f i cac ious , producing an effect— 
Pu'erlie, boyish; weak.—«Lib'eral, ample; large and free . - 'Exact 

(Igz akt'), closely correct or regular.—' Prayer (prir).—' Earth (irth). 

His light is on all below and above, 
The light of gladness, and life, and love. 
Oh, then, on the breath of this early air,' 
Send up the incense2 of grateful prayer. 

2. To prayer!—for the glorious sun is gone, 
And the gathering darkness of night comes on. 
Like a curtain from God's kind hand it flows, 
To shade the couch where his children repose. 
Then kneel, while the watching stars are bright, 
And give your last thoughts to the Guardian3 of night. 

3. To prayer!—for the day that God has bless'd 
Comes tranquilly4 on with its welcome rest. 
I t speaks of creation's early bloom; 
I t speaks of the Prince who burst the tomb. 
Then summon the spirit's exalted5 powers, 
And devote to Heaven the hallow'd6 hours. 

4. There are smiles and tears in the mother's eyes, 
For her new-born infant beside her lies. 
0 hour of bliss 1' when the heart o'erfiows 
W i t h rapture8 a mother only knows. 
Let it gush forth in words of fervent9 p rayer ; 
Let it swell up to heaven for her precious care. 

5. There are smiles and tears in that gather ing band, 
W h e r e the heart is pledged'0 with the trembling hand. 
W h a t trying thoughts in her bosom swell, 
As the bride bids parents and home farewell 1 
Kneel down by the side of the tearful fair, 
And strengthen the perilous hour with prayer. 

- Air (ir).—' In' cense, the burning of some sweet-smelling substance, 
piacticed in the worship of the gods of antiquity, and to the true God, 
undei the Jewish dispensation. I t is still practiced in the Romish 
Church, and the term is still in use to express any act of devotion.— 
•Guardian (gar'dean), keeper; protector; here means, God—4 TrSn'-
quilly, calmly; without noise or commotion.—'Exalted (egzalt'ed), 
very high ; superior,—' H&l' lowed, sacred ; made holy.—' Bliss, hap-
piness in the highest degree.—8 liapt' ure, excessive pleasure ; delight 
—'Fir 'vent , earnest; warm.—" Pledged, engaged; given. 
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6. Kneel down by the dying sinner's side, 
And pray for his soul through Him w h o died. 
Large drops of anguish1 are thick on his b row ,— 
Oh, what is ear th and its pleasures now ! 
A n d what shall assuage8 his dark despair , 
Bu t the peni tent cry of humble prayer ? \ 

7. Kneel down at t he couch of depar t ing fai th , 
A n d hear t h e last words the believer sa i th . 
H e has bidden adieu to his earthly f r i e n d s ; 
There is peace in his eye tha t upward b e n d s ; 
There is peace in his calm, confiding a i r ; 

Fo r his last thoughts are God's, his last words prayer. 

8. T h e voice of prayer at t he sable3 bier !4 . 
A voice to sustain, to soothe, and to c h e e r . 
I t commends the spirit to God w h o g a v e ; 
I t lifts t he thoughts from the cold, d a r k g r a v e ; 
I t points to the glory where he shall r e ign , 
W h o whisper'd, " Thy bro ther shall r ise again." 

9. T h e voice of prayer in the world of b l i s s ! 
B u t gladder, purer , t han rose f rom th i s . 
T h e ransom'd shout to their glorious K i n g , 
W h e r e no sorrow shades the soul as t h e y s i n g ; 
B u t a sinless and joyous song they raise, 
A n d their voice of prayer is eternal pra ise . 

10. A w a k e ! a w a k e ! and gird up t h y s t r eng th , 
To join tha t holy band at length. 
T o H i m who unceasing love displays, 
W h o m t h e powers of nature unceasingly p r a i s e ; 
T o H i m thy hear t and t h y hours be g i v e n ; 
For a life of prayer is a life of heaven. 

H E N R Y W A R E , J R . 

' Anguish (Sng' gwish), hitter pain ; sorrowi—* Assuage (as swij'), 
soften; lessen ; soothe.—' Si' ble, dark ; black.—4 Biir, a carriage, oi 
a frame for carrying tli3 dead to the grave. 

CONFESSIONS OF A BASHFUL MAN. 171) 

7 5 . CONFESSIONS OF A BASHFUI. M A N . 

y O U mus t know t h a t in my person I am tall and thin, with a 
X fair complexion,' and light flaxen h a i r ; but of such extreme 

sensibility to shame, tha t , on the smallest subject of confusion, 
m y blood all rushes into m y cheeks. Hav ing been sent to t h e 
university,3 t he consciousness of m y unhappy failing made roc 
avoid society, and I became enamored3 of a college life. B u t f rom 
tha t peaceful re t rea t I was called by the deaths of my fa ther and 
of a r ich uncle, who left me a fortune of th i r ty thousand pounds. 

2. I now purchased an estate in the c o u n t r y ; and my com-
pany was m u c h courted by t h e surrounding families, especially 
by such as had marriageable daughters . Though I wished t o 
accept thei r offered friendship, I was forced repeatedly to excuse 
myself, under the pretence of not being quite settled. Often, 
when I have r idden or walked with full intention of re turning 
their visits, my hear t has failed me as I approached their gates, 
and I have returned homeward, resolving to t ry again the next 
day. Determined, however, a t length to conquer m y timidity, 
I accepted of an invitation to dine with one, whose open, easy 
manner left me no room to doubt a cordial4 welcome. 

3. Sir Thomas Friendly, who lives about two miles distant, is 
a baronet,5 with an estate joining to tha t I purchased. H e has 
two sons and five daughters, all g rown up, and living, wi th the i r 
mother and a maiden sister of Sir Thomas's , at Friendly Hal l . 
Conscious of my unpolished gait, I have, for some t ime past, 
t aken private lessons of a professor, who teaches-" grown gentle-
men to d a n c e ; " and though I at first found wondrous difficulty 
in the art h e taught , m y knowledge of the mathematics was ot 
prodigious6 use in teaching me the equilibrium1 of m y body, and 
the due adjus tment of the center of gravity8 to the five positions.9 

1 Complexion (kom plJk' shun), color of the face or skin.—5 U ni vfc -
si ty, a school in which are taught all branches of learning.—' En 5m'-
ored, having love for.—4 Cor' di al, hearty; warm ; sincere.—' B5r' on et, 
a title of honor between knight and baron.—4 Prodigious (pro did'jus), 
very great ; wonderful.—7 E qui lib' ri um, balancing ; a condition in 
which all the parts balance each.—8 Center of gravity, the point around 
which all the parts balance.—9 Positions (po ¡dsh' unz), the manners of 
standing directed by the dancing-master, which are five in number. 



4. Having acquired the art of walking without tottering, and 
learned to make a bow, I boldly ventured to obey the bàronet's 
invitation to a family dinner, not doubting but my new acquire-
ments would enable me to see the ladies with tolerable intrepid-
i ty; 1 but, a l as ! how vain are all t he hopes of theory, ' when 
unsupported by habitual practice ! 

5. As I approached the house, a dinner-bell alarmed my fears, 
lést I had spoiled the dinner by want of punctuali ty. Impressed 
with this idea, I blushed the deepest crimson, as my name was 
repeatedly announced by the several livery-servants,5 who ushered 
me into the library, hardly knowing wha t or whom I saw. At 
my first entrance, I summoned u p all my fortitude, and made 
my new-learned bow to Lady Friendly ; but, unfortunately, in 
bringing back my left foot to the third position, I trod upon the 
gouty toe of poor Sir Thomas, w h o had followed close a t m y 
heels, to be the no'raenclator4 of the family. 

6. T h e confusion this occasioned in me is hard ly tfc be con-
ceived, since none but bashful men can judge of m y distress. 
T h e baronet ' s politeness.' by degrees, dissipated5 my concern ; 
and I was astonished to see how far good-breeding could enable 
h im to suppress6 his feelings, and to appear with perfect case 
af ter so painful an accident. 

1. T h e cheerfulness of her ladyship, and the familiar chat 
of the young ladies, insensibly led me to throw off my reserve 
and sheepishness,7 till, at length, I ventured to join the conver-
sation, and even to start fresh subjects. T h e library being richly 
furnished wifh books in elegant bindings, I conceived Sir Thomas 
to be a man of literature, and ventured to give my opinion con-
cerning the several editions of t h e Greek classics,8 in which the 
baronet ' s opinion exactly coincided with m y own. 

8. T o this subject I was led by observing an edition of Xeno-
phon9 in sixteen volumes, which (as I h i d never before heard of 

1 In tre p!d' i ty, fearlessness ; without trembling.—' Thè' o ry, plan ; 
general principles ; foundation of an opinion.—' LIV er y-sirv' ants[ 
servants distinguished by their dress.—' Nò' men eli tor, one who an-
nounces names.—» ! Is' si pàt. ed, scattered ; removed.—" Sup prèss', 
check; stifle; conceal.—' Shèep'ish ness, awkwardness; t imid i ty . -
• Clàs' sics, authors or works of the first rank.—* Xenophon (zèn' o fon;, 
a celebrated Greek historian and general ; writings of Xenophon. 

such a thing) greatly excited m y curiosity, and I rose up to 
examine wha t it could be. Sir Thomas saw what I was about, 
and, as I supposed, willing to save me trouble, rose to take down 
the b o o k ; which made me more eager to prevent him, and, 
hastily laying m y h a n d on the first volume, I pulled it forcibly; 
but, lo ! instead of books, a board, which, by leather and gilding, 
had been made to look like sixteen volumes, came tumbl ing 
down, and unluckily pi tched upon a wedgwood' inkstand on the 
table under it. 

9 In vain did Sir Thomas assure me there was no h a r m ; I 
6aw the ink s t reaming from an inlaid table on t h e Turkey carpet, 
and, scarce knowing w h a t T did, a t tempted to stop its prog'ress 
wifh my cambric handkerchief . In the he ight of this confusion, 
we were informed tha t dinner was served u p ; and I, with joy, 
perceived tha t t he "bell, which at first had so alarmed my fears, 
was only the half-hour dinner-bell. 

7 6 . CONFESSIONS OF A BASHFUL MAN—CONCLUDED. 

IN walking th rough the hall, and suite ' of apartments, to the 
dining-room, I had t ime to collect m y scattered senses, and 

was desired to take my seat betwixt Lady Friendly and her eldest 
daughter a t t h e table. Since the fall of t he wooden Xenophon, 
my face had been continually burning like a firebrand; and I 
was just beginning to recover myself, and to feel comfortably 
cool, when an unlooked-for accident rekindled all, my heat and 
blushes. • 

2. Hav ing set my plate of soup too near the edge of the table 
in bowing to Miss Dinah , who politely complimented the pattern 
of my waistcoat, I tumbled the whole scalding contents into my 
lap. In spite of an immediate supply of napkins to wipe the 
surface of my clothes, m y black silk dress was not stout enough 
to save me from t h e painful effects of this sudden fomenta t ion; 
and for some minutes I seemed to be in a boiling caldron ;4 bu t 

1 Wedg1 wood, a kind of pottery, which takes its name from the in-
ventor, Mr. Wedgwood.—' Suite (swit), a set ; number of things used 
together.—' Fo men t i ' tion, a bathing with fluids.—4 Cal' dron, a large 
kettle or boiler. 



recollecting how Sir Thomas had disguised his torture when I 
trod upon his, toe, I firmly bore my pain in silence, amid the 
stifled giggling of the ladies and the servants. 

3. I will not relate the several blunders which I made during 
the first course,1 or the distress occasioned by my being desired 
to carve a fowl, or help to various dishes that stood near m e ; 
spilling a sauce-boat, and knocking down a salt-cellar: rather 
let me hasten to the second course, where fresh disasters over-
whelmed me quite. 

4. I had a piece of rich, sweet pudding on my fork, when 
Miss Louisa Friendly begged to trouble me for a pigeon that 
stood near me. In my haste, scarce knowing what I did, I 
whipped the pudding into my mouth , hot as a burning coal. It 
was impossible to conceal m y a g o n y ; my eyes were starting 
from their sockets. A t last, in spite of shame and resolution, I 
was obliged to drop the cause of torment on my plate. 

5. Sir Thomas and the ladies all compassionated my misfor-
tune, and each advised a different application. One recom-
mended oil, another water ; but all agreed that wine was best 
for drawing out fire; and a glass of sherry was brought me from 
the side-board, which I snatched up with eagerness; but, oh ! 
how shall I tell the sequel ? 

. 6- Whe the r the butler by accident mistook, or purposely de-
signed to drive me mad, he gave m e the strongest brandy; "with 
which I filled my mouth, already flayed2 and blistered. Totally 
unused to every kind of ardent spirits, with my tongue, throat, 
and palate3 as raw as beef, what could I do ? I could not swal-
low ; and, clapping my hands upon m y mor th , the liquor squirted 
through my fingers like a fountain, over all the dishes; and I 
was crushed by bursts of laughter from all quarters. In vain 
did Sir Thomas repr imand 4 t h e servants, and Lady Friendly 
chide her daughters; for the measure of my shame 'and their 
diversion wad not ye t complete. 

1. To relieve me from the intolerable state of perspiration 
t L , s a c c i d c n t I i a d caused, without considering what I did, 

' C k e , the dishes set on the table a t one t i m e . - ' Fliyed, skinned; 

S 3 f X i ", f H l ' a t e ' t h e r o o f ' o r "PPer part of tha mouth. * RSp n maud, to censure ; blame severely. 

I wiped my face with that ill-fated handkerchief, which was still 
wet from the consequences of the fall of Xenophon, and covered 
all my features with streaks of ink in every direction. The 
baronet himself could not support the shock, but joined his lady 
in the general laugh; while I sprang from the table in despair, 
rushed out of the house, and ran home in an agony of confusion 
and disgrace which the most poignant1 sense of guilt could not 
have excited. » A N O N 

7 7 . CONTRASTED SOLILOQUIES.9 

" "\T7"ELL," exclaimed a young lady, just returned from school, 
VV " m y education is at last finished!—indeed, it would be 

strange, if, after five years' hard application, any thing were left 
incomplete. Happily, that is all over now; and I have nothing 
to do, but to exercise my various accomplishments.3 

2. " Let me see!—As to French, I am mistress of that, and 
speak it, if possible, with more fluency than English. Italian 
I can read with ease, and pronounce very well ; as well, at least, 
as any of my fr iends; and that is all one need wish for in 
Italian. Music I have learned till I am perfectly sick of it. But, 
now that we have a grand piano,4 it will be delightful to play 
when we have company; I must still continue to practice a 
little,—the only thing, I think, that I need now improve myself 
in. And then there are my Italian songs! which everybody 
allows I sing with t as te ; and as it is what so few people,can 
pretend to, I am particulary glad that I can. 

3. " M y drawings are universally admired,—especially the 
shells and flowers, which are beautiful, certainly: besides this, I 
have a decided taste in all kinds of fancy or Laments. And then 
my dancing and waltzing,—in which our master himself owned 
tha t he could take me no fu r ther ;—jus t the figure for it, cer-
tainly ; it would be unpardonable if I did not excel. 

1 Poym' ant, severe; pointed.—1 So 111' o quies, words spoken alone or 
to one's self.—* AccSm' plish ments, acquirements which add ornament 
or grace ; what one has learnt.—* Grand piano (pe i! no), differs from a 
common piano in having three strings to each note, while the common 
piiino has but two. 

J 



4. " A s to common tilings, geography, and history, and poetry, 
and philosophy,—thank my stars, I have got th rough them all! 
so tha t I may consider myself not only perfectly accomplished, 
but also thoroughly well informed.—Well , to be sure, how much 
I have fagged t h r o u g h ! — t h e only wonder is, t h a t one head can 
contain it all 1" > 

7 8 . CONTRASTED SOLILOQUIES—CONCLUDED. 

" A L A S exclaimed a silver-headed sage, " how narrow is the 
^ u tmost ex tent of h u m a n science!—how circumscribed1 

t he sphere of intellectual9 exertion ! I have spent my life in ac-
quir ing knowledge ; but how little do I know! The fur ther I 
a t t empt to pene t ra t e t h e secrets of nature, the more I am be-
wildered and benighted . Beyond a certain limit, all is but 
confusion or conjecture ;3 so tha t t h e advantage of the learned 
over the ignorant , consists great ly in having ascertained how 
little is to be known. 

2. " I t is t rue tha t I can measure the sun, and compute4 t he 
distances of t h e p l ane t s ; I can calculate their periodical5 move-
ments, and even ascertain t h e laws by which they perform their 
sublime revolut ions; but wi th regard to their construction, and 
the beings which inhabi t them, w h a t do I know more than the 
clown? 

3. "De l i gh t i ng to examine t h e economy of nature in our own 
world, I have analyzed6 t he e lements ; and have given names 
to their component7 parts . A n d yet , should I not be as much 
at a loss to explain t h e burning of fire, or to account for the 
liquid quality of water , as the vulgar, who use and enjoy them 
without t hough t o r examination 3 

4. " I r emark t h a t all bodies, unsupported, fall to the g round; 
and 1 am taugh t to account for this by the law of gravitation 
-But wha t have I ga ined here more than a term ? Docs it con-
vey to my mind any idea of the nature of tha t mysterious and 

1 Cir cum scribed', confined ; l imi ted . - 1 In tel lief u al, relating to the 
mind.—»ConjSct'ure, an opinion without proof; supposition.—«Com-
pute',^ calculate.—' Pe ri ¿d ' ical , at stated periods or intervals. --• An a-
l>M.d', separated into par ts .—'Component , composing ; making up. 

invisible chain, which draws all things to a common centre ? I 
observe the effect, I give a name to the cause; but can I explain 
or comprehend it ? 

5. " Pur su ing t h e t rack of the naturalist,1 I have learned to 
distinguish the animal, vegetable, and mineral k ingdoms ; and to 
divide these into their distinct tribes and famil ies : but can I tell, 
after all th is toil, whence a single blade of grass derives its vital-
ity ?a Could the most minute researches enable me to discover 
the ex'quisite3 pencil t h a t paints and fringes the flower of the 
field ? Have I ever detected the secret t ha t gives their brilliant 
dye to the ruby and the emerald, or the a r t t ha t enamels the 
delicate shell ? 

< 

6. " I observe the sagaci ty of an imals ; I call i t instinct, and 
speculate4 upon its various degrees of approximation5 to the 
reason of man . But , after all, I know as little of the cogita-
tions' of t he brute, as he does of mine. W h e n I see a flight of 
birds overhead, performing their evolutions,7 or steering their 
course to some distant set t lement, thei r signals and cries arc as 
unintelligible to me, as are the learned languages to the un-
lettered rus t ic : I understand as little of their policy and laws, as 
they do of Blackstone's Commentaries.8 

7. " B u t , leaving the material creation, m y thoughts liave 
often ascended to loftier subjects, and indulged in metaphysical9 

speculation. A n d here, while I easily perceive in myself t he 
two distinct qualities of mat ter and mind, I am baffled in every 
a t tempt to comprehend their mutual dependence and mysterious 
connection. W h e n m y h a n d moves in obedience to my will, 
have I t he most distant conception of the manner in which the 
volition10 is ei ther communicated or understood ? Thus, in the 
exercise of one of t h e most simple and ordinary actions, I am 
perplexed and confounded, if I % t t e m p t to account for it. 

1 Nat' u ral ist, one who studies nature.—* Vi t i l ' i ty, power of main-
taining life.—s Exquisite (6ks' kwe zit), very fine or delicate.—'Sp&c' u-
lite, th ink ; reflect.—' Ap prox i mi ' t ion , nearness; growing near.— 
Cog i t i tions, thoughts —' Ev o lu tions, motions that change their 

positions with regard to each other.—8 Blackstone wrote a work called 
"Commentaries on the English Law."—' Met a phys'ic al, beyond na-
ture ; intellectual; relating to the science of the mind.—10 Volition (vo-
lish' un), act of willing; act of forming a purpose or making a choice. 
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8. "Again , how many years of m y life were devoted t o tha 
acquisition of those languages, by t l io means of which I might 
explore the records of remote ages , and become familiar with 
the learning and l i terature of o t h e r times. A n d w h a t have 1 
gathered from these, but t h e m o r t i f y i n g fact, t h a t man has 
ever been struggling with his own Im'potence, 1 and vainly en 
deavoring to overleap the b o u n d s which limit h is anxiou 
Tr/quiries ? 

9. " A l a s ! then, wha t have I g a i n e d by m y laborious re-
searches, but a humbling convic t ion 8 of m y weakness and 
ignorance ? H o w little has man, a t h i s best estate, of which to 
boas t ! W h a t folly i i ^ i i m to g lo ry i n his contracted powers, or 
to value himself upon his imper fec t acqu is i t ions !" 

J A N E T A Y L O R . 

7 9 . T H E D A Y S T H A T ARE G O N E . 

1- W H O is it tha t mourns for t h e d a y s tha t are gone, 
' ' W h e n a noble could do as h e liked with his own ? 

W h e n his serfs,3 with the i r b u r d e n s well fill'd on the i r backs, 
Never dared to complain of t h e w e i g h t of a tax ? 
W h e n his word was a statute,4 h i s n o d was a law, 
A n d for augh t but his " o r d e r " h e cared not a s t raw? 
W h e n each had his dungeon a n d rack 5 for the poor, 
And a gibbet5 to h a n g a r e f r ac to ry 7 boor ? 

2 T h e y were days when a m a n w i f h a t hough t in h is p a t e 
W a s a man tha t was born for t h e popu la r h a t e ; 
A n d if ' twere a t hough t tha t w a s g o o d for his k ind , 
The man was too vile to be left u n c o n f i n e d ; 
T h e days when obedience, in r i g h t or in wrong, 
W a s always the sermon and a l w a y s t h? s o n g ; 
W h e n the people, like cattle, w e r e pounded 8 or driven, 
And to scourge9 t hem was t h o u g h t a k ing ' s license f rom heaven. 

1 Im' po tence, weakness; want of power .— 1 Con vie7 tion, settled opin-
ion ; belief.—'Sirfs, servants or slaves.—«Stit 'ute, a special law.— 
'Rick , an instrument of torture.—" Gib 'be t , a gallows on which a crim-
inal is hanged.—' Re frict' o ry, s tubborn ; resisting authority ; ungov-
ernable.—' Pound'ed, put into a pound, a n inclosure for stray cattle ; 
confined.—'Scourge (sklrj) beat; whip. 

3. T h e y were days when t h e sword1 settled questions of r ight , 
And Falsehood was first to monopolize5 M i g h t ; 
W h e n the fighter of battles was always adored, 
A n d the greater the tyrant , t he greater the l o r d ; 
W h e n the king, who by myriads3 could number his slain, 
W a s consider'd by far the most wor thy to re ign ; 
W h e n the fate of the mult i tude h u n g on his b rea th— 
A göd in his life, and a saint in his death. 

4. T h e y were days when the headsman4 was always preparec— 
T h e block ever r e a d y — t h e ax ever ba red ; 
W h e n a corpse on t h e gibbet aye5 swung to and fro, 
A n d the fire a t t he s take never sinolder'd6 too low; 
W h e n famine and age made a woman a witch, 
T o be roasted alive, or be drown'd in a d i t ch ; 
W h e n difference of creed was the vilest of crime, 
A n d martyrs7 were burn 'd half a score at a t ime. 

6. T h e y were days when the gallows8 stood black in the way, 
T h e larger the town, the more plentifid t h e y ; 
W h e n Law never drcam'd i t was good to relent, 
Or though t it less wisdom to kill than p reven t ; 
W h e n Just ice hprself, taking Law for he r guide, 
W a s never appeased5 till a victim had d i e d ; 
A n d the stealer of sheep, and the slayer of men, 
W e r e s t rung up toge ther—again and again. 

6. T h e y were days when the crowd had no freedom of speech, 
And reading and writing' were out of its r e a c h ; 
W h e n ignorance, stolid10 and dense, was its doom, 
A n d bigotry sw&fhed" i t from cradle to t o m b ; 
B u t the Present , t hough clouds o'er her countenance roll, 
H a s a l ight in her eyes, and ä hope in her soul. 
A n d we are too wise, l ike the bigots, to mourn 
Fo r the darkness of days tha t shall never return, c . M A C K A Y . 

1 Sword (sörd).—' Mo nöp' o lize, to get entire possession of.—5 Myr' i-
nd, ten thousand ; atay great number.—' Iliads' man, an executioner; 
one who cuts off heads.—6 Aye (ä), always ; forever.—" Smol' der, burn 
and smoke without flame or vent.—•' Mär' tyrs, witnesses, who sacrificed 
their lives for the truth.—"Gallows (gäl'lus).—'Appeased', satisfied.— 
1 0Stöl ' id, stupid; dull ; heavy.—"Swifhed', wrapped - bound. 
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ion ; belief.—'Sirfs, servants or slaves.—''StJt 'ute, a special law.— 
'Rick , an instrument of torture.—" Gib 'be t , a gallows on which a crim-
inal is hanged.—' Re fiict ' o ry, s tubborn ; resisting authority ; ungov-
ernable.—' Pound'ed, put into a pound, a n inclosure for stray cattle ; 
confined.—'Scourge (sklrj) beat; whip. 

3. T h e y were days when t h e sword1 settled questions of r ight , 
And Falsehood was first to monopolize5 M i g h t ; 
W h e n the fighter of battles was always adored, 
A n d the greater the tyrant , t he greater the l o r d ; 
W h e n the king, who by myriads3 could number his slain, 
W a s consider'd by far the most wor thy to re ign ; 
W h e n the fate of the mult i tude h u n g on his b rea th— 
A göd in his life, and a saint in his death. 

4. T h e y were days when the headsman4 was always preparec— 
T h e block ever r e a d y — t h e ax ever ba red ; 
W h e n a corpse on t h e gibbet aye5 swung to and fro, 
A n d the fire a t t he s take never sinolder'd6 too low; 
W h e n famine and age made a woman a witch, 
T o be roasted alive, or be drown'd in a d i t ch ; 
W h e n difference of creed was the vilest of crime, 
A n d martyrs7 were burn 'd half a score at a t ime. 

6. T h e y were days when the gallows8 stood black in the way, 
T h e larger the town, the more plentiful t h e y ; 
W h e n Law never drcam'd i t was good to relent, 
Or though t it less wisdom to kill than p reven t ; 
W h e n Just ice hprself, taking Law for he r guide, 
W a s never appeased5 till a victim had d i e d ; 
A n d the stealer of sheep, and the slayer of men, 
W e r e s t rung up toge ther—again and again. 

6. T h e y were days when the crowd had no freedom of speech, 
And reading and writing' were out of its r e a c h ; 
W h e n ignorance, stolid10 and dense, was its doom, 
A n d bigotry sw&fhed" i t from cradle to t o m b ; 
B u t the Present , t hough clouds o'er her countenance roll, 
H a s a l ight in her eyes, and ä hope in her soul. 
A n d we are too wise, l ike the bigots, to m o u m 
For the darkness of days tha t shall never return, c . M A C K A * . 

1 Sword (sörd).—3 Mo nöp' o lize, to get entire possession of.—5 Myr' i-
nd, ten thousand ; atay great number.—' Iliads' man, an executioner; 
one who cuts off heads.—6 Aye (ä), always ; forever.—" Smol' der, burn 
and smoke without flame or vent.—Mär' tyrs, witnesses, who sacrificed 
their lives for the truth.—"Gallows (gäl'lus).—'Appeased', satisfied.— 
1 0Stöl ' id, stupid; dull ; heavy.—" Swäfhed', wrapped - bound. 



8 0 . T H E J O U R N E Y OF A D A Y — A PICTURE OF H U M A N LIFU 

0I1IDAII, the son of Abcnsina, left the caravansary1 early ir, 
t he morning, and pursued his journey through the plains oi 

Indostan ' . l i e was fresh and vigorous with res t ; he was ani-
mated with h o p e ; he was incited by desire; lie walked swiftly 
forward over t h e valleys, and saw the hills gradually rising 
before h im. A s he passed along, his ears were delighted with 
the morning song of the bird of paradise, he was fanned by the 
last flutters of the sinking breeze, and sprinkled with dew by 
groves of spices; he sometimes contem'plated the towering 
height of the oak, monarch of the hills; and sometimes caught 
the gentle fragrance of the primrose, eldest daughter of the 
sp r ing : all his senses were gratified, and all care was banished 
from his hear t . 

2. Thus he went on till the sun approached his meridian,8 and 
the increasing hea t pi eyed upon his s t rength; he then looked 
round about him for some more commodious path. l i e saw, on 
his r ight hand, a grove that seemed to wave its shades as a sign 
of invitat ion; he entered it, and found the coolness and verdure 
irresistibly pleasant. H e did not, however, forget whither ho 
was traveling, but found a narrow way, bordered with flowers, 
which appeared to have the same direction with the main road, 
and was pleased, that, by this happy experiment, he had found 
means to unite pleasure with business, and to gain the reward of 
diligence without suffering its fatigties. He, therefore, still con-
tinued to walk, for a time, without the least remission3 of his 
ardor, except tha t he was sometimes tempted to stop by the 
music of the birds, whom the heat had assembled in the shade, 
and sometimes amused himself with plucking the flowers that 
covered the banks on either side, or the fruits that hung upoD 
the branches. 

3. A t last, the green path began to decline from its first tend-
ency, and to wind among hills and thickets, cooled with fount-

1 Car a vin' sa ry, an inn or public-house, where caravans rest at night. 
—' Me »id' i an, mid-day; the highest point.— Remission (re mlsh UD), 
cessation; stopping. 

ams, and murmuring with waterfalls. Here Obidah paused for 
a time, and began to consider whether it were longer safe to 
forsake the known and common t r a c k , but remembering that 
the heat was now in its greatest violence, and tha t the plain was 
dusty and uneven, he resolved to pursue the new path, which he 
supposed only to make a few meanders,' in compliance with the 
varieties of the ground, and to end at last in the common road. 

4. Having thus calmed his solicitude,8 he renewed his pace, 
though he suspected he was not gaining ground. This uneasi-
ness of his mind inclined him to lay hold on every new object, 
and give way to every sensation that might soothe or divert him. 
He listened to every echo, he mounted every hill for a fresh 
prospect, he turned aside to every cascade,3 and pleased himself 
with tracing the course of a gentle river, that rolled among the 
trees, and watered a large region, with innumerable circumvolu-
tions.4 In these amusements the hours passed away unaccounted, 
his deviations' had perplexed his memory, and he knew not 
toward what point to travel. H e stood pensive6 and confused, 
afraid to go forward, lest he should go wrong, yet conscious that 
the time of loitering was now past. 

5. Whi le he was thus tortured with uncertainty, the sky wa9 
overspread with clouds, the day vanished from before him, and 
a sudden tempest gathered round his head. H e was now roused 
by his danger to a quick and painful remembrance of his folly; 
he now saw how happiness was lost when ease is consulted; he 
lamented the unmanly impatience that prompted him to seek 
shelter in the grove, and despised the petty curiosity that led 
him on from trifle to trifle. While he was thus reflecting, the 
air grew blacker, and a clap of thunder broke his meditation. 

6. H e now resolved to do what remained yet in his power, 
to tread back the ground which he had passed, and try to find 
some issue, where the wood might open into the plain. H e 
prostrated himself upon the ground, and commended his life to 
the Lord of nature. H e rose with confidence and tranquillity, 

1 Me 4n' ders, turnings.—' So lie' i tide, anxiety; uneasiness of mind.— 
Cas cide', waterfall.—4 Cir cum vo lu' tion, a turning or rolling round.— 
Devii 'tion, going out of the way ; wandering.—P£n' sive, seriously 

reflecting; sad and thoughtful 



and pressed on with his saber in h i s h a n d ; for the leasts of the 
desert were in motion, and on e v e r y hand were heaid the min-
gled howls of rage and fear, and ravage and expiration :' all the 
horrors of darkness and solitude surrounded h i m ; — t h e winds 
roared in the woods, and the t o r r e n t s tumbled from the hills. 

1. Thus forlorn and distressed, b e wandered through the wild, 
without knowing whither he was going , or whether he was every 
moment drawing nearer to safety o r to destruction. At length, 
not fear but labor began to o v e r c o n ^ h i m ; his breath grew 
short, and his knees trembled, a n d h e was on the point of lying 
down, in resignation to his fate, w h e n he beheld, through the 
brambles, the glimmer of a t aper . 8 H e advanced toward the 
light, and finding that it proceeded f rom the cottage of a hermit, 
he called humbly at the door, and obtained admission. The old 
man set before him such provisions as he had collected for him-
self, on which Obidah fed with eagerness and gratitude. 

8. W h e n the repast was over, " Te l l me," said the hermit, " b y 
what chance thou hast been b r o u g h t h i t h e r ; I have been now 
twenty years an inhabitant of t h e wilderness, in which I never 
saw a man before." Obidah t h e n re la ted the occurrences of his 
journey, without any concealment o r palliation.3 

9. 44 Son," said the hermit, " l e t t h e errors and follies, the dan-
gers and escapes of this day, s ink d e e p into thy heart. Remem-
ber, my son, that human life is t h e journey of a day. W e rise 
in the morning of youth, full of v igor , and full of expectation; 
we set forward with spirit and h o p e , with gayety and with dili-
gence, and travel on awhile in t h e s t ra ight road of piety, toward 
the mansions of rest. In a shor t t i m e we remit our fervor, and 
endeavor to find some mitigation4 of our duty, and some more 
easy means of obtaining the s a m e end. W e then relax oui 
vigor, and resolve no longer to b e terrified with crimes at a dis-
tance, but rely upon our own constancy, and venture to approach 
what we resolve never to touch. 

10. " W e thus enter the b o w e r s of ease, and repose in the 
shades of security. H e i e the h e a r t softens, and vigilance5 sub-

' Ex pi r&'tion, act of breathing o u t ; death.—' Ti'per, a small wa* 
candle or light.—3 Pal li ¿'lion, excuse.—4 Mit i g¿' tion, softening; mak-
ing easier or milder.—5 Vlg' i lance, watchfulness. 

sides;' we are then willing to inquire whether another advance 
can not be made, and whether we may not, at least, turn our 
eyes upon the gardens of pleasure. W e approach them with 
scruple and hesitation; we enter them, but enter timorous and 
trembling, and always hope to pass through them without losing 
the road of virtue, which we for awhile keep in our sight, and 
to which we propose to return. Bu t temptation succeeds temp-
tation, and one compliance prepares us for another ; we in t ime 
lose the happiness of innocence, and solace5 our disquiet with 
sensual3 gratifications. 

11. " B y degrees we let fall the remembrance of our original 
intention, and quit the only adequate4 object of rational desire. 
W e entangle ourselves in business, immerge ourselves in luxury, 
and rove through the labyrinths5 of inconstancy,6 till the dark-
ness of old age begins to invade us, and disease and anxiety ob-
struct our way. W e then look back upon our lives with horror, 
with sorrow, with repentance; and wish, but too often vainly 
wish, that we had not forsaken the ways of virtue. 

12. " Happy are they, my son, who shall learn from thy ex-
ample not to despair, but shall remember, that though the day 
is past, and their strength is wasted, there y6t remains one effort 
to be made ; that reformation is never hopeless, nor sincere en-
deavors ever unassisted; that the wanderer may at length re-
turn, after all his errors ; and that h e who implores strength and 
courage from above, shall find danger and difficulty give way 
before him. Go now, my son, to thy repose; commit thyself to 
the care of Omnipotence ;7 and when the morning calls again to 
toil, begin anew thy journey and thy life." DB. Jonasou. 

8 1 . INDLAN SUMMER IN INEW ENGLAND. 

IT is now the early advance of autumn. W h a t can be more 
beautiful or more attractive than this season in New England? 

The sultry heat of summer has passed away, and a delicious 

1 Sub sides', settles down; rests ; ceases.—' SSl' ace, console ; com-
fort.—'Sensual (sin'shual), lewd; pleasing to the senses.—4 Ad'e-
quite, worthy; equal.—sLib'yrinths, places full of windings.—' In-
cfin'stan cy, unsteadiness.—* Om nip' o teuce, almighty power ; God. 



coolncss at evening succeed? t h e genial1 warmth of the day, 
T h e labors of t h e h u s b a n d m a n approach their natural termi-
nation, ' and h e g laddens with t h e near prospect of his promised 
reward. 

2. T h e ear th swells wi th t h e increase of vegetation. The 
fields wave wi th the i r yellow and luxuriant* harvests. The trees 
put for th the darkes t fo l iage/ half shading and half revealing 
their r ipened fruits, to t e m p t t h e appetite of man, and proclaim 
the goodness of h is Creator . Even in scenes of another sort, 
where Nature re igns alone in he r own majesty, there is much to 
awaken religious enthusiasm.5 

3. As yet , t he forests stand clothed in their dress of unde-
cayed magnificence.6 T h e winds, t ha t rustle through their tops, 
scarcely disturb t h e silence of t h e shades below. T h e mount-
ains and the valleys glow in w a r m green, of lively russet.7 The 
rivulets flow on w i t h a noiseless current, reflecting back the 
images of m a n y a glossy insect, t ha t dips his wings in their cool-
ing waters. T h e morn ings and evenings are still vocal8 with the 
notes of a thousand warblers, t h a t plume9 their wings for a later 
flight. 

4. Above all, t h e clear blue sky, t he long and sunny calms, 
t h e scarcely whisper ing breezes, t h e brilliant sunsets, lit up with 
all t he wondrous magnificence of light, and shade, and color, and 
slowly sett l ing down into a pu re and transparent1 0 twi l igh t 
These, these are days and sccnes which even the cold can not 
behold without emotion, b u t on which the meditat ive" and pious 
gaze with profound a d m i r a t i o n ; for they brea the of holier and 
happier regions beyond the grave. J 0 S E ru STORY. 

1 GI 'n ia l , contributing to production; gay ; merry; enlivening.— 
1 Term in tion, a coming to an end ; result.—' Luxuriant (lug zu're-
ant), exuberant in growth; very abundant.—4 F i ' l i age, leaves of 
trees ; a cluster of leaves.—11 Enthusiasm (en thu'ze azm), an ardent or 
Durning zeal with regard to some object or pursuit.—• Mag nlf i cence, 
grandeur of appearance ; display.—' lius' set, a reddish brown color.— 

Vi ' cal, having a voice ; uttering sounds.—' Plume, dress the feathers. 
—10 Trans pir ' ent, clear, so as to be seen through.—" MM'i ta t ive , 
given to meditation; thoughtful. 

6 2 . A PARENTAL ODE TO SIT INFANT SON. 

1. m i l O U happy, happy elf!1 

-L (But stop—first let me kiss away tha t t ea r )— 
Thou tiny* image of myself! 

(My love, he's poking peas into his ear )— 
Thou mSrry, laughing sprite !J with spirits feather light, 
Untouch 'd by sorrow, and unsoil'd by s in— 
(Good heavens! the child is swallowing a p in ! )— 

2. Thou little tricksy Puck,4 

W i t h antic toys so funnily bestuck, 
L ight as the singing bird tha t wings the air, 
(The d o o r ! t h e door ! he'll tumble down the stair!) 

Thou darl ing of t h y s i re! 
( W h y , Jane, he'll set his pinafore afire!) 

Thou imp of mirth and j o y ! 
In love's dear chain so strong and br ight a link, 
Thou idol of t h y parents—(Drat the b o y ! 

T h e r e goes my ink!) 

3. Thou cherub—but of earth ! 
F i t playfellow for fay's5 by moonlight pale, 

In harmless sport and mirth, 
(The dog will bite h im if h e pulls its tai l!) 

Thou human humming-bee, extracting honey 
From every blossom in d i e world tha t blows, 

Singing in youth 's Elysium* ever sunny, 
(Another tumble—that ' s his precious nose!) 

T h y father 's pr ide and hope ! 
(He'll break the mirror7 with tha t skipping-rope!) 
W i t h pure hear t newly stamp'd from nature 's mint,* 

( W h e r e did he learn tha t squint ?) 

'Elf, a fairy ; a fancied wandering spirit .—"H'ny, small.—'Sprite, 
spirit —4 Puck, Robin Good-Fellow, and Friar Rush, were names applied 
many years ago to a mischievous little fairy, or wanderer of the night. 
Shakspeare, in the " Midsummer Night's Dream," has beautifully depicted 
his character and attributes —5 Fays, fairies.—' Elysium (e l!z' e um), a 
place of delight, as the ancients believed, for happy souls after death ; 
any delightful place.—' Mir' ror, looking-glass.--' Mint, a place where 
money is coiued. 
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4. Thou young domestic d o v e ! 
(He'll have that jug off with a n o t h e r shove!) 

Dear nursling of the hymene ' a l 1 nest I 
(Are those torn clothes liis best ?) 
Little epitome' of man ! 

(He'll climb upon the table, t h a t ' s his plan!) 
Touch'd with the beauteous t i n t s of dawning life, 

(He's got a knife!) 
Thou enviable be ing ! 

N o storms, no clouds, in t hy b l u e sky foreseeing, 
P lay on, play on, m y e l f in J o h n ! 

5. Toss the light ball—bestride t h e stick, 
(I knew so many cakes would m a k e him sick!) 
"With fancies buoyant3 as t h e t h i s t l e down, 
Prompt ing the face grotesque,4 a n d antic brisk, 

W i t h many a lamb-l ike frisk, 
(He's got the scissors, sn ipp ing a t you* gown.) 

6. Thou pretty opening r o s e ! 
(Go to your mother, child, a n d wipe your nose !) 
Balmy, and breathing music l i k e t h e south, 
(He really brings my hear t i n t o m y mouth !) 
Fresh as the morn, and b r i l l i an t as its star, 
(I wish that window had an i r o n bar !) 
Bold as the hawk, yet gen t le a s the dove— 
(I'll tell .you what , my love, 
I can not write unless he ' s s e n t above!) 

T H O M A S H O O D 

8 3 . T H E M I S E R . 

Lovegold. W h e r e have you been ? I have wanted you above 

an hour. 
James. W h o m do you want, s i r , — y o u r coachman or your 

cook ? for I am both one and t ' o t h e r . 
Love. I want my cook. 

1 H7 men b' al, relating to marr iage.— 1E pit' o me, an abridgment.: 
a small copy.—' Buoyant (bwll' ant), l i g h t ; bearing up.—4 Grotesque 
(gro tJsk'), wildly formed ; laughable , odd. 

James. 1 thought, indeed, it was not your coachmar.; for you 
have had no great occasion for him since your last pair of horses 
were starved; but your cook, sir, shall wait upon you in an in-
stant. (Puts off his coachman's great-coat, and appears as a 
cook.) Now, sir, I am ready for your commands. 

Love. I am engaged this evening to give a supper. 
James. A supper, s i r ! I have not heard the word this half 

yea r ; a dinner, indeed, now and t h e n ; but for a supper I 'm 
aunost afraid, for want of practice, my hand is out. 

Love. Leave off your saucy jesting, and see that you provide 
a good supper. 

James. That may be done with a good deal of money, sir. 
Love. Is the mischief in you ? Always money! Can you say 

nothing else but money, money, money? My children, my ser-
vants, my relations, can pronounce nothing but money. 

James. Well, s ir ; but how many will there "be a t table? 
Love. About el^ht or t e n ; but I will have a supper dressed 

but for e ight ; for if there be enough for eight, there is enough 
for ten. 

James. Suppose, sir, a t one end, a handsome soup; at the 
other, a fine Westphalia1 ham and chickens; on one side, a fillet' 

* of veal; on the other, a turkey, or rather a bustard,3 which may 
be had for about a guinea4— 

Love. Zounds! is the fellow providing an entertainment for 
my lord mayor and the court of aldermen ? 

James. Then a ragout5— 
Love. I'll have no ragout. Would you buret the good people, 

you dog ? 
James. Then pray, sir, say what will you have ? 
Love. W h y , see and provide something to cloy8 their stom-

achs : let there be two good dishes of thin soup; a large suet-
pudding, some dainty, fat pork-pie, very fa t ; a fine, small lean 

1 Westphalia (West f i ' lea) , a province of Prussia in which horses-
cattle, sheep, and hogs are numerous, and the last named furnish the 
Selebrated Westphalian hams.—'Hi'let, the fleshy part of the thigh. 
—'Bus'tard, a large bird.—4 Guln'ea, a former English gold coin, 
worth somewhat more than five dollars.—'llagout (rSgi') a highly 
seasoned dish or food — Cloy, to overload; to glut; to satisfy ; to fill 
to loathing. 



breast of mutton, and a la rge dish wi th two artichokes The re , 
tha t ' s plenty and var ie ty . 

James. Oh, d e a r — 
Love. P l en ty and var ie ty . 
James. But , sir, you m u s t have some poultry.1 

Love. N o ; I ' l l have none . 
James. Indeed, sir, you should . 
Love. Wel l , then ,—ki l l t h e old hen, for she has done laying, 
James. Mercy ! sir, how t h e folks will talk of i t ; indeed, peo-

ple say enough of you a l r eady . 
Love. E h J why, w h a t d o t h e people say, pray ? 
James. Oh, sir, if I could b e assured you would not be angry. 
Love. No t a t a l l ; for I 'm always glad to hear wha t the world 

6ays of me. 
James. W h y , sir, s iuce .you will have it, then, they make a 

jest of you eve rywhere ; nay , of your servants, on your account. 
One says, you pick a quar re l wi th t h e m quarterly, in order tc 
find an excuse to pay t h e m no wages. 

Love. P o h ! poh ! 
James. A n o t h e r says, you were t aken one night stealing your 

own oats f rom your own horses. m 

Love. T h a t mus t be a l i e ; for I never allow them any. 
• James. In a word ,you a re t h e by-word everywhere ; and you 
are never ment ioned, b u t by tho- names of covetous, stingy, 
scraping, o ld— 

Love. Get along, you impuden t vi l lain! 
James. Nay, sir, you said you wouldn' t be angry. 
Love. Get out, you d o g ! y o u — H E X R Y FIELDLNO. 

8 4 . M O U N T Y E R N O N IN 1 7 5 9 . 

JN his let ter f rom Mount Yernon, 8 Washington writes : " i am 
now, I believe, fixed in this seat, with an agreeable partner, 

for life, and I hope to find more happiness in ret irement, than 
I ever experienced in t h e wide and bustling world." . 

1 P6ul try, fowls ; hens; geese ; turkeys, &c.—' Mount V4r' non, Vir-
ginia, the former residence of Washington, on the west side of the Po-
tomac, eight miles below Alexandria. I t contains the mansion and 
tomb of the " Father of his Country." 

2. This was no Utopian ' dream, transiently8 indulged amid 
the charms of novelty. I t was a deliberate purpose with him, 
the result of innate ' and enduring inclination. Throughou t tho 
whole cdurse of his career, agricultural life appears to have been 
his beau ideal4 of existence, which haunted his thoughts even 
amid the s t em duties of the field, and to which he recurred with 
unflagging interest, whenever enabled to indulge his natural bias.* 

3. Mount Yernon was his harbor of repose, where he repeat-
edly furled his sail, and fancied himself anchored for life. N o 
impulse 'of ambition tempted h im thence ; nothing but the call 
of his country, and his devotion to the public good. T h e place 
was endeared to him by the - remembrance of his b ro ther Law-
rence, and of the happy days h e had passed here, with tha t 
brother, in boyhood ; b u t it was a delightful place in itself, and 
well calculated to inspire the rural feeling. 

4. T h e mansion was beautifully situated on a swelling height , 
crowned with w ood, and commanding a magnificent6 view u p 
and down the Potomac. T h e grounds immediately about it 
were laid out somewhat in the English taste. T h e estate was 
apportioned into separate farms, devoted to different kinds of 
culture,7 each having its allotted laborers. Much, however, was 

.stil l covered with wild-woods, seamed with deep dells and runs 
of water, and indented wi th inlets—haunts of deer, and lurking-

• places of foxes. " » 
5. T h e whole woody region along the Potomac, f rom Mount 

Vernon to Belvoir, and far beyond, with its range of forests and 
hills, and picturesque8 promontories,9 afl'orded sport of various 
kinds, and was a noble hunt ing-ground. Wash ing ton had 
hunted th rough it with old Lord Fairfax in his stripling10 days : 

1 U tò' pi an, ideal ; fanciful ; having no real existence. Utopia is a 
name given by Sir Thomas More to a fancied island, in which every 
thing was perfection. The term is derived from two Greek words, mean-
ing " no place. ' '—* Transiently (trSn'shentB), for a short t ime; soon 
passing away.—8 In nàte', born in a person.—'' Beau ideal (bò i dò' al), 
ideal beauty ; a model of excellence in the mind or fancy.—*Bl' as, in-
clination.—'Magnificent, imposing ; grand in appearance.—1 Culture 
(kult'yer), cultivation; manner of improving.—"Picturesque (pikt-
yerèsk'), presenting that peculiar kind of beauty which is agreeable 
in a picture.—* Pròm' on to ries, high lands extending into the sea ; 
headlands.—1' Strip' ling, boyish. 



wc do r.ot wondor that his feelings th roughout life incessantly 
reverted to it. 

6. " No estate in United Amer ica , " observes he, in one of his 
letters, " is more pleasantly s i tuated. In a high and healthy 
country ; in a latitude between t h e extremes of hea t and cold; 
on one of the finest rivers in t h e world,—a river well stocked 
with various kinds of fish, at all seasons of the year, and in the 
spring with shad, herring, bass, carp, sturgeon, in great 
abundance. The borders of the es ta te are washed by more than 
ten miles of tide1-water; several valuable fisheries appertain8 to 
i t : the whole shore, in fact, is one en t i re fishery." 

W A S H I N G T O N I R V I N G . 

8 5 . T H E REVOLUTIONARY "WAR. 

1. T 0 , now the cannon t h u n d e r i n g to the sky, 
-Li The thickening fumes3 t h a t scent the heated air, 
Recall the camp, and sp read before mine eye 

The pitch of battle and t h e t r iumph there . 

2. The summon'd plowman grasps the ready gun, 
And swiftly strides ac ross the furrow's s o d ; 

< The smith, ere half the h e a t e d shoe is done, 
Swings on in haste, and r ides the steed unshod. 

• 

3. The mason flings his g l i t t e r ing trowel by, 
And leaves behind t h e pa le and weeping few • 

The miller's whpel above t h e s tream hangs dry, 
While o'er the hill h e waves the swift adieu. i 

4. Lo, all the air is t h robb ing to the d r u m ; 
In every highway sounds the shrilly fife; 

And flashing guns proc la im afar they come, 
Where hurried banners lead the way to strife. 

5. Though rude the music, a n d the arms are rude, 
And rustic garments fill t h e motley'' line, 

' Ude, the flowing of the sea.—1 Ap per t l in ' , belong.—' Fimes, vapors; 
smoke.—41151' ley, made up of various kinds of colors. 

Yet noble hearts, with noble hopes imbued,' 
Thrill through the ranks with energy divine;— 

6. Thrill through the ranks until those sounds become 
Celestial8 melodies from Freedom's lips! 

These arms an engine3 to strike despots4 dumb, 
A n d leave oppression howling in eclipse.5 

7. Then comes the struggle, raging loud and long— 
The seven years' battle with the banded foes— 

T h e tyrant, and the savage, and the strong 
Grim6 arm of want with all its direful woca. 

8. Half clad and barefoot, bleeding where they tread, 
W h e r e hunger and disease allied7 consort,' 

The pale survivors stand among their dead, 
A n d brave the winter in their snow-wall'd fort. 

9. B u t heavier than the storms which fold the earth, 
Than all the ills which winter's hand commits, 

The bitter thought that a t the sacred hearth 
Of unprotected, homes some horror sits. 

10. Bu t God is just«; and they who suffer most, 
W i n mos t ; for tardy9 triumph comes at last! 

T h e patriot, bravely dying at his post, 
Ha th rivaled all the Ca;sars'° of the past. 

11. Right conquers wrong, and glory follows pain, 
The cause of Freedom vindicated" s tands; 

And Heaven consents; while, staring o'er the mam, 
Old Europe greets us wife approving hands. 

12. If now a film8 o'er-swim my aged gaze, 
Or if a tremor in my voice appear, 

' im bued', stained ; filled.—* Ce 15s' tial, heavenly.—3 Engine (en' jln), 
an instrument of action ; means.—4 Des' pots, tyrants; oppressors — 
*Eclips«', obscuration; darkness.—'Grim, fierce; fearful; frightful. 
—'Allied', confederated; united by treaty.—e Consort', join together; 
appear.—'Tdr'dy, slow; late.—"Ciesars (s&'zarz), here relates to Ju-
lius Ca3sar, a Roman warrior, statesman, and man of letters, who was 
one of the most remarkable men of any age.—11 Via' di cit ed, avenged; 
defende.1; proved to be right.—" Film, a thin skin on the eye. 



I t is the memory of those glorious davs 
Which moves my failing frame and starts the tear. 

13. Oh, on this sacred spot again to rest, 
W h e r e pass'd the patriots, ere this old heart faints! 

Then I depart, with a contented breast, 
W h e r e they are walking crown'd among the saints 

14. Here on these steps, made holy by their tread, 
I list their kindling voices as of yore ; 

And hear tha t bell, now hanging speechless, dead, 
W h i c h rung for Freedom, broke, and rung no moie. 

15. Broke with the welcome tidings on its tongue, 
Broke, like a heart , with joy's excessive note, 

'Tis well no cause less glorious e'er hath rung 
In silver music from its hallow'd throat. 

T . BUCHANAN R E A P . 

8 6 . AGRICULTURE.' 

" D U T , sir, to come to more practical, and vou will probably 
± J think more appropriate topics, I will endeavor to show vo'u 
that I am no enemy to new discoveries in agriculture1 or am 
th ing else. So far from it, I am going to communicate to you a 
new discovery of my own, which, if I do not greatly overrate its 
importance, is as novel, as brilliant, and as auspicious3 of <n-eat 
results, as the celebrated discovery of Dr . Frankl in; not the 
identity of the electric fluid and lightning—I don't refer to that ; 
but his other famous discovery ; that the sun rises several hours 
before noon ; tha t h e begins to shine as soon as he rises; and 
that the solar ray is a cheaper light for the inhabitants of lar-e 
cities, than the candles, and oil, and wax tapers, which they are 
in the habit of preferring to it. 

2" 1 s a-v"' s i r ' m J discovery is somewhat of the same kind ; and ~ «— 

B o j t t r n ^ 0 f i R , - P e e ^ b - f T t h e U" S" b i t u m i Society, held at 
; l A s ! 1 C n U r , i k g ' ri k f i l t t h e cultivation of 

land fanning.-'Auspicious (àsplsh' us), favorable ; giving fair prom-
ises of success.-« I dèn' ti ty, sameness. 

I really think full as important. I have been upon the track of 
it for several years; ever since the glitter of a few metallic par-
ticles in the gravel washed out of Capt. Sutter's mill-race' first 
led to the discovery of the gold diggings of California; which 
for some time past have been potfring into the country fifty or 
sixty millions of dollars annually. 

3. My discovery, sir, is nothing short of th is—that we have no 
need to go or send to California for gold, inasmuch as we have 
gold diggings on this side of the continent much more produc-
tive, and consequently much more valuable, than theirs. 1 do 
not of course refer to the mines of North Carolina or Georgia, 
which have been worked with some success for several years, 
but which, compared with California, arc of no great moment. 

4. I refer to a much broader vein of auriferous8 earth, which 
runs wholly through the States on this side of the Rocky Mount-
ains, which we have been working unconsciously for many years, 
without recognizing its transcendent3 importance; and which it 
is actually estimated will yield, the present year, ten or fifteen 
times as much as the California diggings, taking their produce 
at sixty millions of dollars. 

5. Then, sir, this gold of ours not only exceeds the California 
in the annual yield of the diggings, but in several other respects. 
I t certainly requires labor, but not nearly as 'much labor to get 
it out. Our diggings may be depended on with far greater con-
fidence, for the average4 yield on a given superficies.5 A certain 
quantity of moisture is no doubt necessary with us, as with them, 
but you are not required, as you are in the placers6 of California, 
to stand up to your middle in water all day, rocking a cradle 
filled with gravel and gold-dust The cradles we rock are filled 
with something better. 

6. Another signal advantage of our gold over the California 
gold is, tha t after being pulverized7 and moistened, and subjected 
to the action of moderate h e a t it becomes a grateful and nutri-

' Mill' rice, the current of water which turns the wheel of a mill.— 
'Aur i f e rous , bearing or producing gold.—' Trans cJnd'ent, surpass-
ing ; very great.—4 Av' er age, general proportion.—' Superficies (su-
per fish' ez), surface; outward part.—' Placer (pl5 s&r'), a spot from which 
gold is dug or taken out.—7 Pul' ver Ized, converted into powder or fine 
dust. 



tious' article of food; whereas n o m a n , not even the l5ng-eared 
King of Phrygia* himself, who wished t h a t eve ry th ing h e touched 
might become gold—could mast icate 5 a thimble-full of t he Cali-
fornia dust, cold or hot, to save h i m f r o m starvation. 

7. Then, sir, we ge t our At lan t i c g o l d on a good deal more 
favorable terms thau we ge t t he Cal i forn ia . I t is probable, nay, 
it is certain, tha t , for every million dollars ' wor th of dust tha t 
we have received from San Francisco, w e send out a full million's 
wortK in produce, in manufactures, i n not ions generally, and in 
freight;4 bu t t he gold which is r a i s e d from the diggings this 
side, yields, with good managemen t , a vast increase on t h e out-
lay, some thi r ty fold, some sixty, s o m e a hundred . 

8. But , besides all this, t he re a r e t w o discriminating5 circum-
stances of a most peculiar charac te r , i n which our gold ditfers 
from tha t of California, greatly to t h e advan tage of ours. T h e 
first is this : On the Sacramento a n d F e a t h e r rivers, t h roughou t 
the placers, in all t he wet diggings a n d t h e d r y diggings, and in 
all t he deposits of auriferous quartz,6 y o u can g e t but one solitary 
exhaustive crop from one loca l i ty ; and , in ge t t ing thai , you 
spoil it for any fur ther use. T h e soil is d u g over, worked over, 
washed over, ground over, sifted o v e r — i n short, tu rned into an 
abomination of desolation, which all t h e guano7 of t he Chincha 
Islands would not Restore to fert i l i ty. 

9. You can never g§t from i t a s e c o n d yield of gold, nor any 
th ing else, unless, perhaps, a c rop o f mul len or stramonium.8 

T h e Atlantic diggings, on the c o n t r a r y , wi th good management , 
will yield a fresh crop of the gold e v e r y four years, and remain 
in the interval in condition for a succession of several other good 
things of nearly equal value. 

10. T h e o ther discriminating c i r cums tance is of still more 
astonishing nature. The grains of t h e California gold are dead, 

'Nutritious (nil trfsh' us), nourishing; promoting growth.—* Long-
iared King of Phrygia, Midas, who is represented as having the ears of 
an ass, and the power to change every t h i n g that he touched into gold. 
—5 Mis' ti cite, chew.—* Freight (frit), t h e lading of a ship, wagon, &c.; 
the price of transporting goods.—6 Dis c r lm' i n i ting, distinguishing.— 
•Quartz (kwirtz), a kind ift-rock, or ra ther an ingredient of rocks.— 
'Guano (gw&'no), a rich manure; the d u n g of sea-fowls, &c.—'Strami' 
ni um, the thorn-apple, of much use in medicine. 

AGRICULTURE. 2 0 3 

inorganic' masses. IIow they got into the gi avel ; between what 
mountain mill-stones, whirled by elemental2 storm-winds on the 
bosom of ocean'ic3 torrents, the auriferous ledges were ground to 
powder ; by w h a t Titanic4 hands the coveted grains were sown 
broadcast in t h e placers, human science can but faintly conject-
ure. W e only know tha t those grains have within them no 
principle of growth or reproduction, and tha t when tha t crop 
was put in, Chaos s mus t have b r o k e n u p the soil. 

11. I Iow different the grains of our Atlantic gold,6 sown by 
$he pruden t h a n d of man, in the kindly a l t e rna t ion of seed-
t ime and h a r v e s t ; each curiously, mysteriously organized; hard , 
horny, seeming lifeless on the outside, but wrapping up in the 
interior a semina l /ge rm, ' a living principle! Drop a grain of 
California gold into the ground, and there i t will lie unchanged 
to the end of t ime, the clods on which it falls not more cold and , 
lifeless. D r o p a grain of our gold, of our blessed gold, into the 
ground, and l o ! a mystery. In a few days it softens, i t swells, 
i t shoots upward, it is a living th ing . 

12. I t is ygllow itself, b u t it sends up a delicate spire, >h ich 
comes peeping, emerald green, th rough the soil; it expands to 
a vigorous s t a lk ; revels in the air and sunshine; arrays itself, 
more glorious t h a n Solomon, in its broad, fluttering, leafy robes, 
whose sound, as the west wind whispers th rough them, falls as 
pleasantly on t h e husbandman's ear as the rustle of his sweet-
hear t ' s g a r m e n t ; still towers aloft, spins i ts verdant skeins of 
vegetable floss,8 displays i ts dancing tassels, surcharged with fer-
tilizing dust, and at last ripens into two or three magnificent 
batons9 like this (an ear of Indian corn), each of which is studded 

' In or gin' ic, haying no organs ; not found with the organs or instru-
ments of life.—5 El e mint ' al, relating to the elements, here meaning 
earth, air, fire, and water.—'Oceanic (o she in ' ik) , pertaining to the 
ocean.—4Titan'ic, gigantic. The Titanes or Titans was a name ap-
plied by the ancients to the sons of Ccelus and Terra, figurative names 
for the heavens and the earth. They were of gigantic size and strength. 
—' Chaos (ki' os) was the name of one of the oldest of the heathen 
gods. The proper meaning of the term is that confused mass of matter 
which existed before the creation of the world.—•Atlantic gold, it 
will be seen that the author means by the term, Indian corn, or maze.— 

Sem'inal gSrrn, the germ or growing principle of the seed.—8Fl&ss, a 
downy or silky substance.—' Baton (bi tfiug'), a staff; a badge of honor. 



with hundreds of grains of gold, every one possessing the same 
wonderful properties as t h e pa ren t grain, every one instinct with 
the same marvelous reproduct ive powers. 

13. There are seven h u n d r e d and twenty grains on the ear 
which I hold in my hand . I presume there were two or three 
such cars on the stock. This would give us 1440, perhaps 
2100 grains as the p roduce of one. They would yield, next 
seasou, if they were all successfully planted, 4200, perhaps 6300 
ears. W h o does not see tha t , with this stupendous progression, 
t he produce of one grain in a few years might feed all mankind S 
A n d ye t , with this visible creation annually springing and ripen-
ing around us, there are men who doubt, who deny the existence 
of God. Gold from the Sac ramen to River, s i r ! There is a sac'-
r amcnt in this ear of corn enough to bring an a theis t ' to hi? 
knees. M 

8 7 . AGRICUIWURE—CONCLUDED. 

BTJT it w;ill be urged, perhaps, sir, in behalf of the California 
gold, that , t hough one crop only of gold can be gathered 

from the same spot, yet , once gathered, it lasts to the end o! 
t i m e ; while our vegetable gold is produced only to be consumed, 
and, when consumed, is gone forever. B u t this, Mr. President, 
would be niost egregious error both ways. 

2. I t is t rue the California gold will last forever unchanged, 
if i ts owner chooses ; but, whiLe.it so lasts, it is of no use ; no, 
not as much as its value in pig-iron,3 which makes the best of 
ballast;4 whereas gold, while it is gold, is good for little or 
nothing. You can nei ther ea t it, nor drink it, nor smoke i t 
You can nei ther wear it, nor burn i t as fuel, nor build a house 

. wifh i t ; it is really useless till you exchange it for consumable, 
perishable g o o d s ; and t h e m o r e plentiful it is, the less its ex-
changeable value. 

1 SJc ra ment, an oath or vow ; a holy rite ; the Lord's Supper -
* A' the ist, one who denies or disbelieves the existence of a Supremo 
Being.—' Pfg'-iron (1' urn), masses of iron not manufactured.—4 Ml ' last, 
weight put into the hold of vessels, when not loaded, to make them 
float steadily. 

3. Far different the case wifh our Atlantic gold; it does not 
perish » h e n consumed, but, by a nobler alchemy1 than t h a i o ' 
Paracelsus, ' is t ransmuted in consumption to a higher life 
" Perish in consumption," did the old miser say ? " Thou fool 
tha t which thou sowest is not quickened except it die." The 
burning pen of inspiration, ranging heaven and earth for a simil-
itude,3 to convey to our poor minds some not inadequate idea o1 
the migh ty doctr ine of the resurrection, can find no symbol so 
expressive as " bare grain, it may chance of wheat or some other 
grain." To-day a senseless plant, to-morrow it is human bone 
and muscle, vein and artery, sinew and ne rve ; beat ing pulse, 
heaving lungs, toiling, ah, sometimes, overtoiling brain. 

4. Last June , i t sucked from the cold breast of the ear th the 
watery nour ishment of its distending sap-vessels; and now it 
clothes the manly form wifh warm, cordial flesh; quivers and 
thrills with the fivefold mystery of sense ;4 purveys and minis-
ters to t h e h igher mystery of thought . Heaped up in your 
gran 'ar ies th is week, the next it will s t r ike in the stalwart5 arm, 
and glow in the blushing chcek, and flash in the beaming e y e ; 
till we learn at last to realize tha t t he slender stalk, which we 
have seen shaken by the summer breeze, bending in the corn-
field under the yellow burden of harvest, is indeed the 44 staff of 
life," which, since the world began, has supported the toiling 
and s t ruggl ing myr iads of humani ty on t h e mighty pilgrimage 
of being. 

5. Yes, sir, to drop t h e allegory,6 and speak without a figure, 
it is this noble agriculture, for the promotion of which this great 
company is assembled from so many par t s of the Union, which 
feeds the human race, and all t he humbler orders of animated 

1 Al' clie my, chemistry, as-practiced in former times ; or the proposed, 
but imaginary art of the changing of base metals into gold, and of find-
ing some universal remedy for all diseases.—11 Par a c6l' sus, one of the 
early alchemists, was born about the year 1493, near Zurich, a city in 
the northern part of Switzerland. He is considered as the founder of 
the modern science of medicine. He died in 1541, in his forty-eighth 
year.—' Si mil' i tude, likeness; comparison.—4 Fivefold mystery of sense, 
the senses, hearing, seeing, smelling, touching, and tasting.—* Stalwart 
(st61'wort), brave; bold; strong.—1 'Al'legory, a story in which the 
apparent meaning is not the real one, but is intended to declare some 
Important truth with greater force and spirit. 



nature dependent on m a n . W i t h t h e exception of w h a t is 
yielded by the fisheries a n d t h e chase (a limited, though cer-
tainly not an insignificant, source of supply), agriculture is the 
steward which spreads t h e da i ly tab le of mankind. 

6. Twcnty-seyen mi l l ions of h u m a n beings, by accurate com-
putation, awoke this ve ry m o r n i n g , in t h e Un i t ed States, all re-
quiring their " daily b r e a d , " w h e t h e r they had t h e grace to pray 
for i t or not, and, under P r o v i d e n c e , all looking to the agricul-
ture cf t he country for t h a t daily bread, and the food of the 
domestic animals d e p e n d i n g on t h e m ; a demand, perhaps, as 
great as thei r own. Mr . P r e s i d e n t , i t is t h e daily du ty of you 
farmers to satisfy this g i g a n t i c a p p e t i t e ; to fill t he mouths of 
these hungry mil l ions—of t h e s e s tarv ing millions, I migh t say, 
for if, by any catastrophe,1 t h e supply were cu t off for a few days, 
the life of the c o u n t r y — h u m a n and b r u t e — w o u l d be extinct. 

V. How nobly, th is g r e a t d u t y is pe r fo rmed by t h e agricul ture 
of the country, I need n o t say a t th i s board, especially as t h e 
subject has been discussed b y t h e gen t leman who preceded me. 
T h e wheat crop of t h e U n i t e d Sta tes t h e present year , is vari 
ously estimated at f r o m o n e h u n d r e d and fifty to one hundred 
and seventy-five mill ions o f bushe l s ; t h e oa t crop at four hun-
dred millions of bushe ls ; t h e Ind ian corn, our precious vegetable 
gold, at one thousand m i l l i o n s of bushe ls ! a bushel, at least, for 
every human being on t h e facc of t h e globe. 

8.' Of the o ther cereal,8 a n d of t h e leguminous3 crops, I have 
seen no estimate. E v e n t h e h u m b l e article of hay ,—this poor 
timothy,4 herds ' grass, a n d red-top, which, not rising to the dig-
nity of the food of m a n , s e rves only for t h e subsistence of the 
mute partners of h is t o i l , — t h e h a y crop of t h e Un i t ed States is 
probably but little, if a n y , infer ior in value to t h e whole crop of 
cotton, which the g l o w i n g imagina t ion of t h e South sometimes 
regards as the g rea t b o n d wh ich binds the civilized nations of 
the ear th together . E D W A R D E V E R K T T . 

'Catastrophe (ka tSs ' t rofe) , unfortunate event ; calamity; disaster 
—*Ci real, relating to g r a in tha t is good for food.—* Le gu'min ous, 
peas, beans, and other vegetables tha t grow in pods.—4 Tim' o thy, a 
name applied to an excellent k ind of grass. 

MEMORY. 2 0 7 

S 8 . MEMORY. 

1. 7 P I S sweet to remember! I would not forego 
X T h e charm which the past o'er t he present can throw, 

For all t he gay visions tha t Fancy may weave' 
In her web of illusion, t ha t shines to deceive. 
W e know not the fu ture—the past we h a \ e f e l t -
Its cherish'd enjoyments the bosom can m e l t ; 
I t s raptures anew o'er our pulses may roll, 
W h e n thoughts of the morrow fall cold on the soul. 

• 

'Tis sweet to r e m e m b e r ! when storms arc abroad, 
T o see in the rainbow the promise of God ; 
T h e day may be darken 'd, b u t far in the west, 
In vermilion' and gold, sinks the sun to his r e s t ; 
W i t h smiles like the morning h e passeth away— 
Thus the beams of delight on the spirit can play, 
W h e n in calm reminiscence5 we ga the r the flowers, 
W h i c h love scatter 'd round us in happier hours. 

8 'Tis sweet to r emember ! W h e n friends are unkind, 
W h e n their colduess and carelessness shadow the m i n d : 
Then, to draw back the vail which envelops a land 
W h e r e delectable3 prospects in beauty expand ; 
T o smell the green fields, t he fresh waters to hear 
W h o s e once lairy music enchanted the e a r ; 
T o drink in the smiles tha t delighted us then , 
T o list t he fond voices of childhood again ;— 
Oh, this the sad heart , like a reed tha t is bruised, 
Binds up, when the banquet4 of hope is refused. 

4. 'Tis sweet to r emember ! And naugh t can destroy 
T h e balm-breathing comfort, t he glory, t he joy, 
W h i c h spring from tha t fountain to gladden our way, 
W h e n the changeful and faithless desert or be t ray . 
I would not f o rge t !—though my thoughts should be da ik , 

' Vermilion (vermll' yun), bright red.—' Rem i nls' cence, memory ; 
remembrance.—' De lfect'a ble, delightful; very pleasing.— Banquet 
(bdng' kwet), a rich feast ; an entertainment. 



O'er the ocean of life I look back from my bark, 
And I see the löst Eden, where once I was blest, 
A type and a promise of heavenly res t W . CLAHKB 

89 . MEMORY AND H o r E . 

HO P E is t h e leading-string of you th ; memory the staff1 ol 
age. YSt, for a l<5ng time, they were at variance,1 and 

scarcely ever associated together. Memory was almost always 
grave, nay, sad and melancholy. She delighted in silence and 
repose, amid rocks and waterfalls; and whenever she raised her 
eyes from the ground, it was only to look back over her shoulder. 

2. Hope was a smiling, dancing,' rosy boy, with sparkling eyes, 
and it was impossible to look upon him without being inspired 
by his gay and sprightly buoyancy.4 Wherever he went, he 
diffused gladness and joy around h im; the eyes of the young 
sparkled br ighter t han ever at his approach ; old age, as it cast* 
its dim glances a t the blue vault6 of heaven, seemed inspired 
with new v igor ; the flowers looked more gay, the grass7 more 
green, the birds sung more cheerily, and all nature seemed to 
sympathize8 in his gladness. Memory was of mortal birth, but 
Hope partook of immortality.9 

3. One day t hey chanced10 to mee t and Memory reproached 
Hope with being a deceiver. She charged him with deluding 
mankind with visionary,11 impracticable schemes, and exciting 
expectations t h a t led only to disappointment and regre t ; with 
being the ignis fatuusn of youth, and the scourge of old age. 
Bu t Hope cast back upon her the charge of deceit a n d main-
tained tha t t h e pictures of the past" were as much exaggerated 
by Memory, as were the anticipations of Hope. H e declared 
that she looked at objects at a great distance in the past, he in 
the future, and t h a t this distance magnified every thing. " Let 

1 Staff.—'yi1 ri ance, dispute ;. difference ; quarrel.—' Diu' cing.— 
Buoyancy (bwal'ancy), lightness ; flow of spirits.—' Cist.—' Viult, ? 

continued arch or circle.—'1 Griss.—' Sym' pa thize, join in the same 
feelings.—* Im mor t i l ' i ty, perpetual life.—"Chauced (chinst).—:" Vis-
ionary (via' u n a ry), dreamy ; impracticable.—" Ig'nis l i t ' u us, a de-
ceitful fire; any thing that deceives.—" Past. 

us make the circuit of the wDrld," said he,-"and try the experi-
ment." Memory reluctantly consented, and they went their way 
together. • 

4. The first person they met was a schoolboy, lounging lazily 
along, and stopping every moment to gaze around, as if unwil-
ling to proceed on'his way. By and by, he sat down and burst 
into tears. " Whi the r so fast? my good lad ?" asked' Hope, jecr-
ingly. " I am going to school," replied the lad, " t o study, 
when I would rather, a thousand times, be a t p l a y ; and sit on a 
bench with a book in my hand, while I long to be sporting in 
the fields. Bu t never mind, I shall' be a man soon, and then I 
shall be a s / r e e as the air." Saying this, he skipped away mer-
rily, in the hope of soon being a man. " I t is thus you play 
upon the inexperience of youth," said Memory, reproachfully. 

5. Passing3 onward, they met a beautiful girl, pacing slowly 
and with a melancholy a i r behind a party of gay young men 
and maidens, who walked arm in arm with each other, and were 
flirting and exchanging all those little harmless courtesies,4 which 
nature prompts on such occasions. They were all gayly dressed 
in silks and ribbons; but the little girl bad on a simple frock, 
a homely' apron, and clumsy, thick-soled shoes. " W h y do you 
not join yonder group," asked Hope, " and partake in their 
gayety, my pretty little girl ?" " Alas !"6 replied she, " they take 
no notice of me. They call me a child. B u t I shall soon be a 
woman, and then I shall be so happy!" Inspired by this hope, 
she quickened her pace, and soon was seen dancing along mer-
rily with the r e s t 

6. In this manner they wended their way, from nation to 
nation, and clime to clime, until' they had made the circuit ol 
the universe. Wherever they came, they found the human race, 
who at this t ime were all y o u n g ^ t being not many years since 
the first creation of mankind), repining1 at the present, and look-
ing forward to a riper age for happiness. All anticipated some 
future good, and Memory had scarce any thing to do but cast 
looks of reproach at her young companion. "Le t . us return 

1 Fist,—' Asked (iskt).—'Piss'ing.—4 Courtesies (kSr'tesez), civil-
ities.—15 I&me' ly, plain; coarse.—' A lis'.—'Rephi'ing, sorrowing,; 
expressing regret or disappointment . 



home," said she, " to that de l igh t fu l spot where I first drew my 
breath. I long to repose a m o n g i t s beautifiil bowers ; to listen 
to the brooks that murmured a t housand times more musically; 
to the birds that sung a thousand times more sweetly ; and to 
the echoes that were softer t h a n a n y 1 have since heard. Ah ! 
there is nothing on earth so enchant ing 1 as the scenes of my 
early youth!" Hope indulged himself in a sly, significant smile, 
and they proceeded on their r e t u r n home. 

7. As they journeyed but s lowly, many years elapsed ere they 
approached the spot from which t h e y had departed. I t so hap-
pened, one day, tha t they met a n old man, bending under the 
weight of years, and walking w i t h trembling steps, Jeaning on 
his staff. Memoiy at once rec 'ogn ized him as the youth they 
had seen going to school, on t h e i r first onset in the tour of the 
world. As they came nearer, t h e old man reclined on his staff, 
and looking at Dope, who, b e i n g immortal, was still a blithe, ' 
young boy, sighed, as if his h e a r t was breaking. 

8. " W h a t aileth thee, old m a n ?" asked the youth. " W h a t 
aileth me?" he replied, in a feeble , faltering voice. " W h a t 
should ail me, but old age ? I have outlived my health and 
s t reng th ; I have survived all t h a t ' was near and d e a r ; I have 
seen all that I loved, or tha t l o v e d me, struck down to the earth 
like dead leaves in autumn, a n d now I stand like an old tree, 
withering, alone in the world, w i t h o u t roots, without branches, 
and without verdure. I have o n l y just enough of sensation to 
know tha t I am miserable; and t h e recollection of the happiness 
of my youthful days, when, careless, and full of blissful antici-
pations, I was a laughing, m e r r y b o y , only adds to the miseries 
I now endure." 

9. " Behold," said Memory, " t h e consequence of thy decep-
tions," and she looked reproachfu l ly a t her companion. " Be-
hold !" replied Hope , " the decep t ion practiced by thyself. Thou 
persuadest him that he was h a p p y in his youth. Dost thou 
remember the boy we met when w e first sqt out together, who 
was weeping on his way to school , and sighed to be a man ?"' 
Memory cast down her eyes, a n d was silent. 

1 En chlnt' ing, delighting in t h e highest degree ; captivating.— 
•Blithe, happy ; gay; joyous. 

10. A little way onward, they came to a miseiable cottage, 
at the door of which was an aged woman, meanly clad, and 
shaking with palsy.' She sat all alone, her head resting on her 
bosom,''and, as the pair approached, vainly tried to raise it up to 
look at th^m. "Good-morrow, old lady, and all happiness to 
you," cried Hope, gayly ; and the old woman thought it was a 
long t ime since she had heard such a cheering salutation.5 

" Happiness 1" said she, in a voice tha t quiyered with weakness 
and infirmity. " Happiness 1 I have not known it since I was a 
little girl, without care or sorrow. 

11. " Oh, I remember those delightful days, when I thought 
of n o t h i n g i u t the present moment, nor cared for the future or 
the past. W h e n I laughed, and played, and sung, from morn-
ing till night, and envied no one, and wished to be no other than 
I was. But those happy times are passed, never to return. Oh, 
could I but once more return to the days of my childhood!" 
The old woman sunk back on her seat, and the tears flowed 
from her hollow eyes. Memory again reproached her compan-
ion, but he only asked her if she recollected the little girl they 
had met a long t ime ago, who was so miserable because she was 
so young? Memory knew it well enough, and said not another 
word. 

12. They now approached their home, and Memory was on 
tiptoe, wife the thought of once more enjoying the unequalcd 
beauties of those scenes from which she had been so long sepa-
rated. But, somehow or other, it seemed that they were sadly 
changed. Neither the grass was so green, the flowers so sweet 
and lovely, nor did the brooks murmur, the echoes answer, nor 
the birds sing half so enchantingly, as she remembered them in 
t ime past. " A l a s ! " she exclaimed, "how changed is every 
th ing! I alone am the same." " Every thing is the same, and 
thou alone art changed," answered Hope. " Thou hast deceived 
thyself in the past, just as much as I deceive others in the 
future." 

13. " W h a t are you disputing about?" asked an old man, whom 

1 Palsy (pil'zyy, loss of power to move, or to perform any action of 
mind or body.—'Saluti ' t ion, greeting; act of addressing another 
when meeting him. 



they had not observed before, though h e was standing closc by 
tliem. " 1 have lived almost fourscore and ten years, and my 
experience may, perhaps, enable me to decide between you." 
They told him the occasion of their disagreement, and related 
the history of their journey round the earth. The old man 
smiled, and, for a few moments, sat buried in t hough t l i e then 
said to t h e m : " I, too, have lived to see all the hopes of my 
youth turn into shadows, clouds, and darkness, and vanish into 
nothing. I, too, have survived my fortune, my friends, my chil-
dren ; the hilarity1 of youth, and the blessing of health." "And 
dost thou not despair ?" said Memory. " No : I have still one 
hope left me." " And what is t h a t ?" " T h e hope oi heaven P 

14. Memory turned toward Hope, th rew herself into his 
arms, which opened to receive her, and, bursting into tears, 
exclaimed: " Forgive me, I have done thee injustice. Let us 
never again separate from each other ." " With all my heaTt,'' 
said Hope, and they continued forever af ter to travel together 
hand in hand, through the world. j . K . PAULDIAO 

9 0 . HIAWATHA'S CANOE-BUILDING. 

1. " n I V E me of your bark, O Birch-Tree! 
vX Of your yellow bark, 0 Birch-Tree ! 

Growing by the rushing river, 
Talt and stately in the valley ! 
I a light canoe will build me, 
Build a swift Chcemaun for sailing, 
That shall float upon the river, 
Like a yellow leaf in Au tumn, 
Like a yellow water-lily ! 

" Lay aside your cloak, O Birch-Tree ! 
Lay aside your white-skin wrapper, 
For the Summer-time is coming. 
And the sun is warm in heaven, 
And you need no white-skin wrapper P 

1 Hi ISr' i ty, joyfulness ; gayety. 

2 Thus aloud cried Hiawatha 
In the solitary forest, 
By the rushing Taquamenaw, 
When the birds were singing gayly» 
In the Moon of Leaves were singing, 
And the sun, from sleep awaking, 
Started up and said, "Beho ld me! 
Geezis, the great Sun, behold me P 
And the tree wife all its branches 
Rustled in the breeze of morning, 
Saying, with a sigh of patience, 

• " Take my cloak, 0 Hiawatha 1", 
W i f e his knife the tree he girdled 
Just beneath its lowest branches, 
Just above the roots, he cut it, 
Till the sap came oozing' outward; 
Down the trunk, from top to bottom, 
Sheer3 he cleft the bark asunder, 
W i t h a wooden wedge he raised it, 
Stripp'd it from the trunk unbroken. 

3. " Give me of your boughs, 0 Cedar! 
Of your strong and pliant4 branches, 
My canoe to make more steady, 
Make more strong and firm beneath me P 
Through the summit of the Cedar 
W e n t a sound, a cry of horror, 
W e n t a murmur of resistance; 
Bu t it whisper'd, bending downward. 
" Take my boughs, 0 Hiawatha P 
Down he hew'd fee boughs of cedar, 
Shaped tliem straightway to a framework, 
Like two bows he form'd and shaped t i 3m, 
Like two .bended bows together. 

4. " Give me of your rocts, 0 Tamarack! 
Of your fibrous roots, 0 Larch-Tree! 

- Gird' led, cut a ring round a tree.—' Ooz' ing, flowing out slowly.— 
61i&er, clean; quite; at once.—4 PIT ant, easily bent; lunbcr. 



My canoe to bind togfether, 
So to bind the ends t oge the r 
T h a t the water m a y n o t enter , 
T h a t the river m a y n o t wet m e ! " 
And the Larch, w i f e all i ts fibers, 
Shiver 'd in the a i r of morn ing , 
Touch 'd his f o r e h e a d wi th i ts tassels, 
Said, with one l o n g s igh of sorrow, 
" T a k e them all, 0 H i a w a t h a ! " 
From the earth h e t o r e t h e fibers, 
Tore the toiigh r o o t s of t h e Larch-Tree, 
Closely sew'd' t h e b a r k toge ther , * 
Bound i t closely t o t h e f ramework . 

5. "Give me of your b a l m , 0 F i r -Tree! 
Of your balsam a n d y o u r resin, 
So to close the s e a m s t oge the r 
T h a t the water m a y n o t enter , 
Tha t the river m a y n o t we t m e ! " 
And the Fir-Tree, t a l l and somber,* 
Sobb'd th rough all i t s robes of darkness, 
Ratt led like a s h o r e wi th pebbles, 
Answer'd wailing, a n s w e r ' d weeping, 
" T a k e my balm, O H i a w a t h a ! " 
And he took the t e a r s of balsam, 
Took the resin of t h e Fir-Tree, 
Smear 'd the rewi th e a c h seam and fissure,1 

Made each crevice1 s a fe f rom water . 

6. " Give me of y o u r quil ls , 0 H e d g e h o g ! 
All your quills, 0 K a g h , the H e d g e h o g ' 
I will make a n e c k l a c e of them, 
Make a girdle for m y beau ty , 
And two stars to d e c k h e r bosom!" 
From a hollow t r e e t h e H e d g e h o g 
W i t h his sleepy e y e s look 'd at h im, 
Sho t his shining qu i l l s , l ike arrows, 

* 1 Sewed (sid).—1 S W b e r , g loomy ; dusky.—* Fissure (fliih 
ciack ; split; opening.—4 CrSv'ice, crack ; opening. 
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Saying, with a drowsy murmur , 
T h r o u g h the tangle of his whiskers, 
" Take m y quills, 0 H i a w a t h a ! " 
From the ground the quills h o ga the i 'd , 
All t he little shining arrows, 
Stain 'd t h e m red, and blue, and yellow, 
W i t h the juice of roots and berr ies ; 
I n t o his canoe h e wrought them, 
Round its waist a shining girdle, 
Round its bows a gleaming necklace, 
On its breast two stars resplendent 1 

7. Thus the Birch Canoe was builded 
In the valley, by the river, 
In the bosom of the fores t ; 
A n d the forest's life was in it 
All its mystery and its magic 
All t he lightness of the birch-tree, 
All t he toughness of the cedar, 
All the larch's supple8 s inews; 
A n d i t floated on the river 
Like a yellow leaf in Au tumn , 
Like a yellow water-lily. H . "W. LONGFELLOW. 

9 1 . N O R T H AMERICAN INDIANS. 

NO T m a n y generations3 ago, where you now sit, encircled with 
all t ha t exalts and embellishes4 civilized life, the rank thistle 

nodded in the wind, and the wild fox dug his hole unscared. 
He re lived and loved another race of beings. Benea th the same 
sun tha t rolls over your head, t he Indian hunter pursued the 
pant ing d e e r ; gazing on t h e same moon tha t smiles for you, the 
Indian lover wooed his dusky mate. 

2. Here , t h e wigwam s-blaze beamed on the tender and help» 

1 Re splSn' dent, shining with brilliant luster ; bright.—' Sup' pie, 
pliant; flexible; easily bent.—* Gen er tion, the people living at the 
same t ime; an age.—4 Em bJl' lish es, adorns; makes beautiful by or-
naments.—6 Wig" warn, an Indian hut, or cabin. 



less, and the council-fire g l a r e d on the wise and daring. Now, 
they dipped the i r nob le l i m b s in your sedgy1 lakes, and now, 
they paddled t h e l ight c a n o e a long your rocky shores. Here 
they w a r r e d ; t h e e c h o i n g whoop , the bloody grapple, t he defy-
ing death-s6ng, all we re h e r e ; and when the tiger-strife was 
over, here curled t h e s m o k e of peace. 

3. Here , too, t h e y w o r s h i p e d ; and from many a dark bosom 
went up a fe rvent p r a y e r t o t h e Great Sp i r i t l i e had not writ-
ten his laws for t h e m on t a b l e s of stone, but h e had traced them 
on the tables of the i r h e a r t s . T h e poor child of Na tu re knew 
not the God of Reve la t ion , b u t t h e God of the universe* he ac-
knowledged in every t h i n g a round . 

4. H e beheld h im in t h e s tar t ha t sank in beauty behind his 
lonely dwel l ing ; in t h e s a c r e d orb tha t flamed on h im from his 
mid-day t h r o n e ; in t h e flower t h a t snapped in t h e morning 
breeze; in t h e lofty p ine t h a t defied a thousand whirlwinds; ill 
t he timid warbler t h a t n e v e r left its nat ive g rove ; in the fearless 
eagle, whose un t i red p i n i o n was wet in c louds; in the worm 
tha t crawled a t h is f e e t ; a n d in his own matchless form, glow-
ing wi th a spark of t h a t l ight , to whose mysterious source he 
bent in humble, t h o u g h b l i n d adorat ion. 

5. And all th is has passed away. Across the ocean came a 
pilgrim3 bark, bea r ing t h e seeds of life and d e a t h r T h e former 
were sown for y o u ; t h e la t te r sprang up in the pa th of the 
simple native. T w o h u n d r e d years have changed t h e character 
of a great cont inent , a n d blot ted forever from its face, a whole, 
peculiar people. A r t h a s usurped1 t he bowers of nature, and 
the anointed chi ldren of educat ion have been too powerful for 
the tribes of t h e i g n o r a n t . 

6. H e r e and there , a s t r icken few r ema in ; but how unlike 
their bold, un tamable progenitors . 5 T h e Indian of falcon6 glance 
and lion bearing, t h e t h e m e 7 of t h e touching "ballad,:8 t he hero oi 

1 Sedgy (sêj' y), overgrown with a narrow flag or coarse grass, called 
sedge.—' U' ni verse, the whole system of created things.—' HI' grim, 
» wanderer ; a traveler who has a religious object.—4 Usurpe<fr(yù zêrpt'), 
taken, and retained that which does not belong to us.—' Pro gèn' i tors, 
forefathers.—11 Falcon (fâ'kn), like a falcon, a bird of the hawk kind.— 
' Thème, topic or subject on which one writes.—* Bàl' lad, a sOng; 
generally, a story in verse. 

t he pathet ic talc, is g o n e ! and his degraded offspring crawls 
upon the soil, where Ice walked in majesty, to remind us how 
miserable is man, when the foot of the conqueror is on his neck. 

7. As a race, they have withered from the land. Thei r 
firrows are broken, thei r springs are dried up, their cabins are 
in the d u s t Thei r council-fire has long since gone out on the 
shore, and their war-cry is fast fading to the untrodden west. 
Slowly and sadly they climb the distant mountains, and read 
theii doom in the setting sun. They are shrinking before the 
migh ty tide which is pressing them a w a y ; they must soon hear 
the roar of the last wave, which will settle over them forever. 

8. Ages hence, t he inquisitive1 white man, as he stands by 
some growing city, will ponder5 on the structure of their dis 
turbed remains, and wonder to wha t manner of persons they 
belonged. T h e y will live only in the songs and chronicles3 of 
their exterminators.4 Let these be faithful to their rude virtues, 
as men, and pay due tr ibute to their unhappy fate, as a people. 

S P E A Q U E . 

9 2 . THEY ARE PASSING A W A Y . 

1. r j l H E Y are passing5 away, they are passing away— 
-L T h e joy from our hearts, and the light from our day, 
T h e hope that beguiled6 us when sorrow was near, 
T h e loved one tha t dash'd from our eyelids the tear, 
The friendships tha t held o'er our bosoms their sway; 
T h e y are passing away, they are' passing away. 

2 . T h e y are passing away, they are passing away— 
T h e cares and the strifes of life's turbulent day, 
T h e waves of despair8 t ha t roll'd over our soul, 
T h e passions tha t bow'd not to reason's control, 

1 In qu!s' i ti ve, asking many questions ; inquiring.—' Pin der, think 
deeply ; consider carefully ; to weigh in the mind.—s Chronicled (krou'-
e klz), stories of the time ; histories of events in the order of time in 
which they occur.—4 Ex tër' min a tors, destroyers ; those who root 
out, or destroy utterly.—5 Pass' ing.—• Be gulled', amused ; caused to p a s s , 
pleasantly.—' Turbulent ( t l /bu lên t ) , noisy; making disturbance — 
* De spitr', hopelessness ; loss of hope in the mercy of Coil. 
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The dark clouds tha t s h o u d e d religion's k ind r a y ; 
They are passing away, t h e y a re passing away. 

3. Let them go, let them pass, b o t h the sunshine and shower, 
The joys tha t ye t cheer us, t h e storms tha t ye t lower:1 

W h e n their gloom and the i r l igh t have all faded and past, 
There 's a home that a round u s its blessing shall cast, 
W h e r e the heart-broken p i lg r im no longer shall say, 
" W e are passing away, w e a r e passing away." 

K. M. CARLTOH. 

9 3 . E U R A L L I F E IN SWEDEN. 

TH E R E is something pat r iarchal 5 still l ingering about rural ' 
life in Sweden, which renders i t a fit t h e m e for song. Al-

most primeval4 simplicity re igns over tha t nor thern land,— 
almost primeval solitude and stillness. You pass out f rom the 
gate of the city, and, as if by magic , t h e scene changes to a 
wild, woodland landscape. A r o u n d you are forests of fir. Over-
head hang the long, fan-like b r anches , trail ing wi th moss, and 
heavy with red and blue cones.5 U n d e r foot is a carpet of yel-
low leaves; and t h e air is w a r m a n d balmy. 

2. On a wooden bridge you cross a little silver s tream, and 
anon6 come forth into a p l ea san t and sunny land of farms. 
Wooden fences divide the a d j o i n i n g fields. AcrSss the road are 
gates, which are opened by t r o o p s of children. T h e peasants 
t a k e 5ff their hats as you pass. You sneeze, and tlicy c r y , " God 
bless you." T h e houses in t h e vil lages and smaller towns are all 
built of hewn t imber, and f o r t h e most pa r t painted red. The 
floors of the taverns are s t r b w n with the f ragrant t ips of fir 
boughs. 

3^ I n many villages the re a r e no taverns, and t h e peasants 
take turns in receiving travelers . T h e thr i f ty housewife shows 

1 Lower (Ion' er), frown ;. appear dark, gloomy, and threatening.— 
' Patriarchal (pa ti e irk1 al). like the father of a family; ancient,—' Kural 
(r5' ral), relating to the country.—4 Prl mfe'val, belonging to the earliest 

, t imes; original.—' Cines, bodies diminishing to a point; the fruit ol 
the pine, fir, etc., that is shaped like a cone.—'' AnSn', suddenly; im-
mediately. 

you into the best chamber, t he walls of which are hung -ound 
with rude pictures from the Bible, and brings you her heavy 
silver spoons,—an heirloom,1—to dip the curdled milk from the 
pah. You have oaten cakes baked some months before ; or 
bread w th anise-seed and coriander in i t—or, perhaps, a little 
pine b a i k in it. 

4. Meanwhile the sturdy5 husband has b rought his horses from 
the plow, and harnessed them to your carnage . Solitary trav-
elers come and go in uncouth5 one-horse chaises. Most of them 
have pipes in their m o u t h s ; and hang ing around their necks in 
front a leather wallet, in which they carry tobacco, and the grea t 
bank-notes of the country, as large as your two hands. You 
meet , also, groups of Dalecarliau4 peasant women, traveling 
homeward, or townward, in pursuit of work. They walk bare-
foot, carrying in their hands their shoes, which have high heels 
under the hollow of the foot, and soles of birch bark. 

5. Frequent, too, are t h e village churches, s tanding by the 
roadside, each in its own little garden of Gethsem'ane. In the 
parish register great events are doubtless recorded. Some old 
k ing was christened or buried in tha t church ; and a little sex-
ton, with a rusty key, shows you the baptismal font, or the coffin. 
In the churchyard arc a few flowers, and much green grass; and 
daily the shadow of the church spire, with its long, tapering 
finger, counts the tombs, representing a dial-plate of human life, 
on which the hours and minutes are the graves of men. The 
stones are flat, and large, and low, and perhaps sunken, like the 
roofs of old houses. On some are armorial bearings,5 on others, 

1 Heirloom (ir* 15m), affy furniture or movable that descends to the heii 
with the house.—'Sturdy (stSr'dy), hardy; stout.—5Uncouth', mis-
shapen; awkward; not handsome.—4 Di le cir ' l i a, an old province of 
Sweden, now comprised in the lien or district of Falun.—'Arm ¿ ' r ia l 
be&r'ings, coats-of-arms, or parts of the coats-of-arms. In ancient times, 
when the soldiers, and especially their commanders, wore armor, the 
face of the whole person was entirely concealed. In order that the 
soldiers might recognize their leaders, the commander wore on his shield, 
or as a crest for the helmet, some device, such as a bird, a beast, a spear, 
sword, etc. By degrees this custom was reduced to a system, and the 
king arrogated the right of bestowing on his brave followers the exclusive . 
privilege of wearing certain devices on the shield or the helmet. This 
was the foundation of the science of heraldry, and the origin of coats-of-arms. 



only the initials' of the poor tenants, with a date, as on the roofe 
of Dutch cottages. 

6. Nor must I forget the suddenly changing seasons of the 
northern clime. T h e r e is no long and lingering spring, unfold-
ing leaf and blossom, one by one ; no long and lingering autumn, 
pompous wife many-colored leaves and the glow of Indian sum-
mers. Bu t winter and summer are wonderful, and pass into each 
other T h e quail has hardly ceased piping in the corn, when 
winter, from the folds of trailing clouds, sows broadcast over the 
land snow, icicles, and ratt l ing hail. 

7. T h e days wane2 apace. Erelong the sun hardly rises above 
the hon'zon, or does no t rise at all. T h e moon and the stars 
chine through the d a y ; only, at noon, they are pale and wan, 
and in the southern sky a red, fiery glow, as of sunset, burns 
along the horizon, and t hen goes out. And pleasantly under the 
silver moon, and under the silent, solemn stars, ring the steel 
shoes of the skaters on t h e frozen sea, and voiccs, and the sound 
of bells. 

8. And now the nor thern lights begin to burn, faintly at first, 
like sunbeams playing i n fee waters of the blue sea. Then a 
sSft crimson glow t inges the heavens. There is a blush on the 
cheek of n i g h t T h e colors come and g o ; and change from 
crimson to gold, from gold to crimson. The snow is stained with 
rosy light. Twofold f rom the zenith,' east and west, flames a 
fiery sword; and a broad band passes athwart4 the heavens, lite 
a summer sunset. 

9. Soft, purple clouds come sailing over the sky, and through 
their vapory folds t h e winking stare shine white as silver. ith 
such pomp as this is mer ry Christmas ushered in, though only 
a single star heralded t h e first Christmas. And in memory of 
that day the Swedish peasants dance on straw; and the peasant 
girls throw straws a t t h e timbered roof of the hall, and for every 
one that sticks in a crack shall a groomsman come to their 
wedding. 

10. And now t h e glad, leafy midsummer, full of blossoms ami 

1 Initials (inlsh als), the first letters of a name; the beginnings — 
Wine, decrease ; waste away.—* 7M nith, the point in the sky just over-

head.—4 Athwirt ' , across; through. 

the sSng of nightingales, is come! In every vil'age there is a 
May-pole fifty feet high, wife wreaths, and roses, and ribbons, 
streaming in the wind; and a noisy weathercock on top, to tell 
the village whence fee wind cometh and whither it goeth. The 
sun docs not set till ten o'clock at n ight ; and the children are 
at play in the streets an hour later. The windows and doors 
are all open, and you may sit and read till midnight without a 
candle. 

11. Oh, how beautiful is the summer night which is not night, 
but a sunless, yet unclouded day, descending upon earth wife 
dews, and shadows, and refreshing coolness! How beautiful the 
long, mild twilight, which, like i silver clasp, unites to-day with 
yesterday! How beautiful the silent hour, when morning and 
evening thus sit together, hand in hand, beneath fee starless sky 
of midnight! 

12. From the church tower in the public square the bell tolls 
the hour, wife a soft, musical ch ime; and the watchman, whose 
watch-tower is the belfry, blows a blast in his horn for each stroke 
of the h a m m e r ; and four times to fee four corners of the heav-
ens, in a sonorous voice, he chants— 

" H o i watchman, h o ! twelve is the clock! 
God keep our town f rom fire andArand, 
And hostile hand ! twelve is the clock!" 

From his swallow's nest in the belfry he can see- the sun all 
night liing; and further north fee priest stands at his door in 
the warm midnight, and lights his pipe wife a common burning-
glass. H. W. LONGFELLOW. 

9 4 . L I F E AND D E A T H — A PARABLE. 

1. A M A N through Syria's deserts speeding, 
J \ _ His camel by the halter leading, 
The beast grew shy, began to rear, 
W i f e gestures wild to plunge and tear ; 
So fearful was his snort and cry 
T h e driver was obliged to fly. 
H e ran, and saw a well which lay 
By diauce before him in the way. 
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1. A M A N through Syria's deserts speeding, 
J \ _ His camel by the halter leading, 
The beast grew shy, began to rear, 
W i f e gestures wild to plunge and tear ; 
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By diauce before him in the way. 



2. H e heard the snort ing camel near, 
And lost all consciousncss in fear. 
H e plunged no t in the shaft, but crept, 
And hanging 'nea th the brink he k e p t 
A blackberry bush its bed had found 
Within the gap ipg fissures round ; 
Hereto the dr iver firmly clung, 
Whi le loud his doleful waitings rung. 

3. H e look'd on h igh , and lo! he saw 
Above his head the camel's jaw, 
About to seize him as his prize. 
Then in the well he cast his eyes ; 
A dragon1 on t h e ground he saw, 
That gaped' w i th fearful, yawning jaw, 
His prey t h e r e ready to devour, 
W h e n it should fall into his power. 
Thus hovering between the two, 
Another evil m e t his new. 

4. W h e r e in t h e s tony fracture hung 
. T h e bush's roots , to which he clung, 

H e s§\v two m i c e within the crack,— 
The one was whi te , the other black. 
H e saw the b l ack one and the white, 
How they t h e roots alternate' bite. 
They gnaw'd, and pull'd, and dug around, 
And tore f rom off the roots the ground. 
W h e n he t h e crumbling earth espies, 
On high the d r a g o n caste his eyes, 
To see how soon, with load and all, 
The bush, t o r n by the roots, would fall. 

5. The man w i f e anxious terror .quail'd, 
Besieged, surrounded, and iissail'd, 
Whi le in th i s doleful situation, , 
Look'd round in vain for his salvation. 

1 Drig" on, a winged serpent.—' Giped, yawned; opened wide the 
mouth.- • A1 tSrn' ate, by turns ; one after the other.—4 Quailed (kwild).. 
aunk from fear; failed in spirits. 

And as around he cast his eyes, 
A little nodding branch he spies, 
W i t h berries ripe, nor did he feign 
His lustful longing to restrain. 

6. No more the camel's rage he saw, 
Nor in the gulf the dragon's j a w ; 
No more the mice that gnaw'd fee root, 
W h e n he beheld the luscious f r u i t 
H e let the camel rage on high, 
The dragon watch wufe lustful eye, 
The mice gnaw at fee bush's root, 
Whi le greedily he seized fee f ru i t 
Bight good he deem'd them to appease 
His cravings, and he pluck'd at ease; 
And thus his fear, his doleful lot, 
W e r e in the juicy sweets forgot 

7. " W h o is the fool," methinks I hear 
Thee ask, " w h o thus forgets his fear?" 
Know then, 0 friend, that man art thou I 
Bu t take the explanation n o w : — 
The dragon lurking on the ground, 
Is death's grim yawning1 gulf profound; 
T h e threatening camel standing there 
Is life's anxiety and care : 
'Tis you who gasp, 'twixt life and death, 
Upon the world's green bush for breath. 

8. The two that , gnawing at the tree, 
Shall soon the bush, as well as thee, 
Deliver to fee dragon's might, 
T h e mice, their names are day and night 
Conceal'd, the black one gnaws away 
From evening to the dawn of day, 
T h e white one gnaws, and undermines, 
From morn until the sun declines. 

9. And 'midst these horrors and alarms, 
Thou lusteth for fee berries' charms, 

1 i'Jicn' ing, opening 



Forgët t ing camel, life's distress, 
And dragon death in the abyss, 
As well as mice, the night and day, 
A n d dost alone attention pay 
T o snatching tarries, as they peep 
From out the grave's dark fissures' deep. 

FKOM TUE GEKMAN o r RUCKEBT. 

9;>. CHILDREN. 

" ÏÏEAVEN U e S a b o u t u s i n o u r i n f a n c y , " says Wordsworth.' 
1 A n d w L o o f us t h a t is not too good to be conscious of 

his own vices, has not felt rebuked and humbled under the 
clear and open countenance of a child?—who that has not felt 
his impurities foul upon him in the presence of a sinless child? 
These feelings m a k e the best lesson that can be taught a man; 
and tell him in a way, which all else he has read or heard never 
could, how paltry is all the show of intellect compared with a 
pure and good hear t . H e that will humble himself and go to a 
child for instruction, will come away a wiser man. 

2. If children can make us wiser, they surely can make us 
better. There is no one more to be envied than a good-natured 
man watching t h e workings of children's minds, or overlooking 
their play. Their eagerness, curious about every thing, making 
out by a quick imagination what they see but a par t of—the** 
fanciful combinations and mapic ¡evasions, creating out of ordi-
nary circumstances and the common things which surround 
them, strange events and little ideal5 worlds, and these all work 
ing m mystery t o form matured thought, is study enough for 
the most acute minds, and should teach us, also, not too offi-
ciously to regulate wha t we so little understand. 

3. T h e still mus ing and deep abstraction4 in which they 
sometimes sit, affect us as a playful mockery of older heals 
These little phi losophers have no foolish system, wife all iU 

• Fissures (flsh'yerz), openings; cracks.-'William Wordsworth, the 
d^nguished English poet, born April 7th, 1770, and died April 23d, 
loot). I de al, imaginary.-« Ab strâc'tion, deep thought, caubing 
disregard >r forgetfulness of things around us. 

pride and jargon,' confusing their brains. Theirs is the natural 
movement of the soul, intense with new life and busy after 
truth, working to some purpose, though without a noise. 

4. When children are lying about seemingly idle and dull, 
we, who have become case-hardcned by time and satiety, 'forgSt 
that they are all sensation, that their outstretched bodies are 
drinking in from "the common sun and air, tha t every sound is 
taken note of by the ear, that every floating shadow and passing 
form come and touch at the sleepy eye, and that the little cir-
cumstances and the material world about them make their best 
school, and will be the instructors and formers of their charac-
ters for life. 

5. And it is delightful to look on and see how busily the 
whole acts, with its countless parts fitted to each other, and 
moving in harmony.3 There are none of us who have stolen 
softly behind a child when laboring in a sunny corner digging 
a liliputian4 well, or fencing in a six-inch barn-yard, and listened 
to his soliloquies and his dialogues with some imaginary being, 
without our hearts being touched by it. Nor have we observed 
the flush which crossed his face when finding himself betrayed, 
without seeing in it the delicacy and propriety of the after man. 

6. A man may have many vices upon him, and have walked 
long in a bad course, yet if he has a love of children, and can 
take pleasure in their talk and play, there is something still left 
in him to act upon—something which can love simplicity and 
truth. I have seen one in whom some low vice had become a 
habit, make himself the plaything of a set of riotous children 
with as much delight in his countenance as if nothing but good-
ness had ever been expressed in i t ; and have felt as much of 
kindness and sympathy toward him as I have of revolting to-
ward another who has gone through life with all due propriety, 

1 JSr'gon, senseless noise; confused talk.—* Sa ti' e ty, excess of grat-
ification, which excites loathing; fullness beyond desire.—' H&r' mo ny, 
agreement; just adaptation of parts where all fit together.—1 Lil i pfi'-
tian, diminutive; small. Dean Swift wrote a work called " Gulliver's 
Travels," the design of which was to bring into ridicule the extravagant 
stories of travelers. In this work he describes a place called Lilipnl 
where the inhabitants were not more than two or three inches high 
Hence the word Liliputian. 



with a cold and snpercilious1 bear ing toward children, which 
makes them shrinking a n d still. 

7. I have known o n e like the lat ter a t tempt , with uncouth 
condescension, to court an open-hearted child, who would draw 
back with an instinctive aversion; and I have felt as if there 
were a curse upon h i m . Be t t e r to be driven o u t from among 
men than to be disliked of children. ' R . H DANA 

9 6 . T H E VOTARY OF PLEASURE. 

1 1 S A W a ga l l an t youth depart 
J - F r o m his e a r l y home, o'er t he world to roam : 
W i t h joyous eye, and bounding heart , 

D id he speed a long, th rough the mingled t h r o n g 1 
And h e reck'd n o t of augh t tha t lay in his course, 
As he onward m o v e d with the impetuous force 
Of a spirit free a n d unrestrain'd, 
T h a t ne'er would rest till h is goal® was gain 'd . 

2. " Whi the r , 0 y o u t h , " a voice i n q u i r e ® 
W i t h an e a r n e s t tone, and a stifled groan, 

" A r t bound so swift , as thou wast fired 
In thy inmost m i n d with an impulse blind ?" 

" I am bound for t h e realm, be it far or near ," 
T h e rover repl ied, as h e chcck'd his career, 
" W h e r e p leasure is found, and mir th , and glee, 
And a ceaseless flow of gayety ." 

3. I saw t h a t y o u t h f u l form once more, 
W h e n the goa l was gain'd, a n d j t s end a t t a in 'd ; 

I knew its brief pursu i t was o'er, 
F rom its a l t e r ' d mien, and its faded sheen.3 

Ah ! the b o u n d i n g heart , and the joy-beaming eye, 
W e r e succeeded b y tears, and the deep-drawn sigh. 

' Supercilious (su per sll' yus), proud ; haughty ; overbearing.—' G6al 
end; final purpose.—'Shim, brightness; splendor. 

t 

JUDGE NOT. 2 2 7 

Of beauty, and manly pride, and grace, 
There scarcely linger'd a single trace. 

4 « O h , what," t he voice inquired again, 

" H a t h wrought this change, so sad and s t r ange? 

Didst thou at length, 0 youth, obtain 
In its full measure, t h y heart 's fond treasure ? 

Didst thou gain the realm where the pleasures of sense 
I n profusion1 flow, unrestrain'd and intense ? 
Didst thou reach the sphere where mi r th and glee 
A r e blended with ceaseless gayety ?" 

5. " T o o soon," exclaim'd the stricken form, 
W i f t downcast eye, and a bitter sigh, 

" W h i l e hope was young, and passion warm, 
D id my ardent soul reach the fatal goal. 

A h 1 m y spirit h a t h been wi th the giddy throng, 
And shared in the revel, t he cup, and the s5ng. 
B u t its tone is g o n e ; 'tis stricken now ;— 
T h e curse of pleasure is on m y brow." 

C H A B L E S H . L T O H . 

9 7 . JUDGE NOT. 

H /¡"ANY years since, two pupils of t h e University of Warsaw* 
1 Y L were passing th rough the street in which stands the col-
umn of King Sigismund," round whose pedestal5 may be seen 
seated a number of women selling fruit , cakes, and a variety of 
eatables, to t h e passers-by. T h e young men paused to look at 
a figure, t h e oddity of which attracted their attention. 

2. This was a m a n apparently betwepn fifty and sixty years 
of age. His coat, once black, was worn th readbare ; - his broad 
ha t overshadowed a thin, wrinkled f a c e ; his form was greatly 

1 Profusion (pro fu' sun), great abundance.—' In t&nse', strained close; 
violent; earnest.—' Wir ' saw, the capital of the kingdom of Poland, 
a dependency of Russia.—'1 Sigismund, the name of three kings of Po-
land. Sigismund CI., surnamed De Yasa, born 1566, and died 1632.-

PJd' estal, that on which any thing stands. 



emaciated,1 yet he walked with a firm and rapid step. He 
stopped at one of the stalls beneath the column, purchased a 
halt-penny worth of bread, ate part of it, and putting the re-
mainder into his pocket, pursued his way toward the palace ol 
the lieutenant of the kingdom, who, in the absence of the Czar,' 
Alexander, exercised royal authority in Poland. 
(
 3- " D o }7°u k n o w that man ?" asked one student of the other 

" I do no t ; but, judging from his costume', and mournful coun-
tenance, I should guess him to be an undertaker." " Wrong 
my friend ; he is Stanislaus Staszic." 

4. "Staszic!" exclaimed the student, looking after the man, 
who was then entering the palace. « How can a mean, wretched-
looking man, who stops in the middle of the street to buy a 
morsel of bread, be rich and powerful?" " Y e t , so it is," re-
plied his companion ; "under this unpromising exterior3 is' hid-
den one of our most influential ministers, and one of the most 
illustrious men of Europe." 

5. The man whose appearance contrasted so strongly wife his 
social position,4 who was as powerful as he seemed insignificant, 
as rich as he appeared poor, owes all his fortune to himself—to 
his labors, and to his genius. Of low extraction,5 he left Poland 
while young, in order to acquire l e a r n i n g ^ , passed some 
years in the Universities of Leipsic6 and G<Iingen/ continued 
his studies in the College of France, under Brisson andD'Auban-
ton ; gained the friendship of Buffon ;8 visited the Alps and the 
Apennines ; and finally returned to fcis native land, stored with 
rich and varied learning. 

R n i ^ T ? i e m : \ s U t f > > t h i n ; wasted.—'Czar (2Sr), emperor of 

of S L ' H i - S P f y f r C f f i S a r ' a t U k t 0 t h e Emperors 
of R o m e - E x t e r i o r , outward appeararce.-4Social position, rank or 
standingmsociety^.-'Extraction (ekstrfk'shun), source; bh'th ; ori-
gm - Le,ps,c (hp sik), the second city of Saxony, and one of the chief 
seats of commerce m Germany. The university, founded 1409 with a 
hbrary o 110,000 volumes, and about 100 pressors and p r i v a l ^ h 
eis, is attended by above 900 students.- 'Gottingen (g i f t i ng en) a 
town of Hanover, capital of the principality of Gottingen. Its uSver-

S fes Td S i0r to 1831' the Chief °f the univer-sities, and the number of its students, from 1822 to 1826, averaged 1481 
S Z S i n h a d 0 n ] y 6 3 3 s';udent6.—8Buffon, an°eminent naturalist, born m 1707, and died in 1788. 

6. He was speedily invited by a nobleman to take charge of 
the education of his son. Afterward, the Government wished 
to profit by his ta lents ; and Staszic, from grade to grade, was 
raised to the highest posts, and the greatest dignities. His eco-
nomical habits made him rich. Five hundred seifs cultivated 
his lands, and he possessed large sums of money placed at in-
terest. 

"When did any man ever rise very far above the rank in 
which he was born, without presenting a mark for envy and de-
traction1 to aim their arrows against? Mediocrity8 always 
avenges itself by calumny,3 and so Staszic found i t ; for the good 
folks of Warsaw were quite ready to attribute all his actions to 
sinister4 motives. A group of idlers had paused close to where 
the students were standing. All looked at the minister, and 
every one had something to say against him. 

8. " W h o would ever think," cried a noble, whose gray mus-
tache5 and old-fashioned costume6 recalled the era of King Sigis-
mund, " that he could be a minister of State? Formerly, when 
a palatine7 traversed the capital, a troop of horsemen both pre-
ceded and followed him. Soldiers dispersed the crowds that 
pressed to look at him. Bu t what respect can be felt for an old 
miser, who has noLtlie heart to afford himself a coach, and who 
eats a piece of bread in the streets, just as a beggar would do ?" 

9. " His heart," said a priest, " is as hard as the iron chest in 
which he keeps his g o l d ; a poor man might die of hunger at his 
door, before he would give him alms." " H e has worn the same 
coat for the last ten years," remarked another. " H e sits on the 
ground, for fear of wearing out his chairs," chimed in a saucy-
looking lad, and every one joined in a mocking laugh. 

10. A young pupil of one of the public schools had listened 
in indignant8 silence to these speeches, which cut him to the 
hear t ; and at length, unable to restrain himself, he turned 
toward the priest, and sa id : " A man distinguished for his gen-

t
 1 Detraction, abuse; taking from the merits of another.— Me di-

ce' ri ty, a middle state ¡.moderate degree of talents.—3 Cal' um ny, do 
traction; abuse; scandal.—4 Sin'is ter, left-handed ; evil, corrupt.--
Mustache (mus tish'), long hair on the upper lip.—« Cos tume', dress 

—" Pal' a tine, a minister ; one invested with royal privileges.—' In dig 
naut, affected with anger and disdain. 



ercsity ought to be spoken of with more respect. W h a t does it 
signify to us how he dresses, or what he eats, if h e makes a 
noble use of his fortune ?" 

11. "P ray , what use does he make of it ?" " T h e Academy 
of Sciences wanted a place for a library, and had no t funds to 
hire one. W h o bestowed on them a magnificent palace ? Was 
t not Staszic?" "Oh, y e s ! because he is as g reedy of praise 

as of gold," was the reply. " Poland esteems as he r chief glory 
the man who discovered t h e laws of the sidereal1 movement. 
W h o was it that raised to h im a monument wor thy of his re-
nown—calling the chisel of Canova' to honor t h e memory of 
Copernicus ?';s 

12. " I t was Staszic," replied the priest; " a n d for that all 
Europe honors the generous senator. But, my young friend, -it 
is not the light of the noon-day sun that ought to illumine 
Christian charity. If you want really to know a man, watch 
ihe daily course of his pr ivate life. 

13. " T h i s ostentatious4 miser, in the books which he pub-
lishes, groans over the lot of the peasantry, and in his vast 
domains he employs five hundred miserable serfs. Go some 
morning to his house; t h e r e you will find a poor woman be-
seeching with tears a cold proud man, who repulses her . That 
man is Staszic ; that woman his sister. Ought not t h e haughty 
giver of palaces, the builder of pompous statues, r a the r to em-
ploy himself in protecting h i s oppressed serfs, and relieving his 
destitute relatives ?" 

9 8 . J U D G E N O T — C O N C L U D E D . 

TH E young man began t o reply, but no one would listen to 
him. Sad and»dejected at hearing one who had been to 

him a true and generous f r iend so spoken of, h e went to his 
humble lodging. 

1 Si dfe' re al, relating to the stars.—* Antonio Canova, one of the most 
distinguished sculptors of modern times, was born in 1757, and died in 
1822, at Venice.—' Copernicus, a most distinguished astronomer, who 
revived the true system of the motion of the heavenly bodies, accord-
ing to the theory of Pythagoras. He was born February 19th, 1473, 
and died in 1543.—4 Os ten t i ' tious, showy ; making a display. 

2. Next morning, he repaired at an early hour to the dwelling 
of his benefactor. There he met a woman weeping, and lament-
ing the inhumanity of her brother. This confirmation of what 
the priest had said, inspired the young man with a fixed deter-
mination. I t was Staszic who had placed him at college, and 
supplied him with the means of continuing there. Now, he 
would reject his gif ts ; he woiud not accept benefits from a man 
who could look unmoved at his own sister's tears. 

3. The learned minister, seeing his favorite pupil enter, did 
not desist from his occupation, but, continuing to write, said to 
him : " Well, Adolphe, what can I do for you to-day ? If you 
want books, take them out of my l ibrary ; or instruments, order 
them, and send me the bill. Speak to me freely, and tell me if 
you want any thing." 

4. " On the contrary, sir, I come to thank you for your past 
kindness, and to say that I must in future decline receiving your 
gifts." " Y o u have, then, become r ich?" " I am as poor as 
ever." " A n d your college?" " I must leave it." "Impos-
sible !" cried Staszic, standing up, and fixing his penetrating eyes 
on his visitor. " You are the most promising of all our pupils; 
it must not be ! " 

5. In vain the young student tried to conceal the motive of 
his conduct ; Staszic insisted on hearing it. " Y o u w i s h , " said 
Adolphe, " to heap favors on me at the expense of your suffer-
ing family." 

6. The powerful minister could not conceal his emotion ; his 
eyes filled with tears, and he pressed the young man's hand 
warmly, as he said : " Dear boy, always take heed to this coun-
s e l — ' JUDGE NOTHING BEFOKE THE TIME.' Ere the end of life 
arrives, the purest virtue may be soiled by vice, and the bitterest 
calumny proved to be unfounded. My conduct is in t ruth an 
enigma,1 which I can not now solve—it is the secret of my life." 

V. Seeing the young man still hesitate, he added: " Keep an 
account of the money I give you ; consider it as a loan ; and 
when, some day, through labor and study, you find yourself rich, 
Day the debt by educating a poor, deserving student. As for 
me. wait for my death, before you judge my life." 

1 F. nig' ma, a riddle; something mysterious. 



8. During fifty years, Stanislaus Staszic allowed malice to 
blacken his actions. H e knew the time would come when all 
Poland would do him justice. On the 20th of January, 1826, 
thirty thousand mourning Poles flocked around his bier, and 
sought to touch the pall, as though it were some holy, precious 
relic.1 The Russian army could not comprehend the reason ol 
the homage thus paid by the people of Warsaw to this illustri 
ous man. 

9. His last testament® fully explained the reason of his appar-
ent avarice.® His vast estates were divided into five hundred 
portions, each to become the property of a free peasant, his 
former serf. A school, on an admirable plan, and very extended 
scale, was to be established for the instruction of the peasants' 
children in different trades. 

10. A reserved fund was provided for the succor4 of the sick 
and aged. A small yearly tax, to be paid by the liberated5 serfs, 
was destined for purchasing by degrees the freedom of theii 
neighbors, condemned, as they had been, to hard and thankless 
toil. 

11. After having thus provided for his peasants, Staszic be-
queathed six hundred thousand flSrins6 for founding a model 
hospital; and he left a considerable sum toward educating poor 
and studious youths. As for his sister, she inherited only the 
same allowance which he had given her yearly, during his life; 
for she was a person of careless and extravagant habits, who 
dissipated foolishly all the money she received. 

12. A strange fate was tha t of Stanislaus Staszic. A martyr7 

to calumny during his life, after death his memory was blessed 
and revered by the multitudes whom he had made happy. 

1R61' ic, remains ; something esteemed holy.—' TSst' a ment, will; 
a writing in which a person declares how he wishes his property dis-
posed of after his death.—* Av' a rice, excessive love of money, or gain. 
—* Succor (súk' kor), help ; assistance; aid.—' Lib' er a ted, made free.— 
' Flor' ins, coins first made at Florence. The silver florin was valued 
at from 23 to 54 cents. The gold florin was of the value of about a 
dollar and a half.—1 Már' tyr, one who is put to death, or suffers, be-
cause he does what he thinks is right, or adheres to what t e believe« 
to be the truth. 

9 9 . T H E L A B O R E R . « 

1. O T A N D up—erect! Thou hast the form 
^ And likeness of thy God!—who more? 
A soul as dauntless1 'mid the storm 
Of daily life, a heart as warm 

And pure as breast e'er wore. 

2. WTiat then ?—Thou art as true a MAN 
As moves the human mass among ; 

As much a part of the great plan 
That with creation's dawn began, 

As any of the throng. 

3. W h o is thine enemy ?—the high 
In station, or in wealth the chief ? 

The great, who coldly pass thee by, 
W i t h proud step, and averted® eye ? 

N a y ! nurse not such belief. 

4. If t rue unto thyself thou wast, 
W h a t were the proud one's scorn to thee ? 

A feather, which thou mightest cast 
Aside, as idly as the blast3 

The h'ght leaf from the tree. 

5. No:—uncurb 'd passions—low desires— 
Absence of noble self-respect— 

Death, in the breast's consuming fires, 
To that high nature which aspires4 

Forever, till thus check 'd : 

6. These are thine enemies—thy worst : 
They chain thee to the lowly lot— 

Thy labor and thy life accurst. 
Oh, stand erect! and from them burst ! 

And longer suffer no t ! 

D&unt' less, bold; fearless.—' A vSrt' ed, turned aside or away.— 
BlJst, a gust of wind.—4 As plres', longs after ; desires eagerly to 



7 T h o u art thyself thine enemy! 
T h e g r e a t ! — w h a t better they than thou ? 

A s theirs, is not thy will as free ? 
H a s God with equal favors thee 

Neglected to endow 

8. True, wealth thou hast not—'t is but dus t ! 
Nor place—uncertain as the wind 1 

Bu t t h a t thou hast, which, with thy crust 
And water , may despise the lust 

Of bo th—a noble mind. 
v , 

9. W i t h this, and passions under ban,* 
True faith, and holy t rus t in God, 

Thou ar t t h e p e e r of any man. 
Look up, t h e n — t h a t t h y little span 

Of life may be well t r o d ! W M . D . G A L L A H E R , 

1 0 0 . T H E TRUE DIGNITY OF LABOR. 

FROM the foundation of the world the re has been a tendency 
to look down upon labor, and upon those who live by it, 

with contempt, as though i t were something mean and ignoble. 
This is one of those vulgar prejudices which have arisen from 
considering every th ing Vulgar tha t was peculiar to the multi-
tude. Because the mult i tude have been suffered to remain too 
long rude and ignorant , every th ing associated4 with their con-
dition has been confounded with the circumstances of this con-
dition. 

2. T h e mult i tude were, in thei r rudeness and ignorance, mean 
in the public estimation, and the labor of their hands was held 
to be mean too. Nay, it has been said tha t labor is t he result 
of God's pr imary curse, pronounced on man for his disobedience. 
But tha t is a great mistake. God told A d a m tha t t he ground 
was cursed for his sake ; but not tha t his labor was cursed. H e 

' En dow', bestow; give.—* Bin, curse; restraint.—' F£er, equal; a 
person of the same rank.—4 Associated (as 66 shit ed), joined with • 
made a companion 

told h im tha t in the sweat of his face h e should eat his bread till 
he returned to the ground. B u t so far from labor par taking of 
the curse, it was given him as the means of t r iumphing over the 
curse. T h e ground was to produce thorns and thistles, but 
labor was to extir 'pate1 these thorns and thistles, and to cover 
the face of the ear th wi fh fruit-trees and bounteous harvests. 

3. A n d labor has done t h i s : labor has already converted the 
earth, so far as its surface is concerned, from a wilderness into a 
paradise.® Man cats his bread in the sweat of his face, but is 
there any bread so sweet as tha t , when h e has only nature to 
contend with, and not the false arrangements of his fellow-men ? 
So far is labor f rom being a curse—so far is it from being a dis-
grace—it is t he very principle which, like the winds of the air, 
or the agitation of t h e sea, keeps the world in health. I t is t he 
very life-blood of society, st irring in all its veins, and diffusing 
vigor and enjoyment th rough the whole system. 

4. W i t h o u t man's labor, God had created the world in vain 1 
Wi thout our labor, all life, except tha t of the rudest and most 
savage kind, mus t perish. Arts , civilization, refinement, and re-
ligion must perish. Labor is t he grand pedestal3 of God's bless-
ings upon e a r t h ; i t is more—like man and the world itself—it 
is t he offspring and t h e work of God. 

5. All honor then to labor, t h e offspring of D e i t y ; t h e most 
ancient of ancients, sent for th by the Almigh ty into these nefher 4 

worlds as the most noble of nobles! Honor to t h a t divine prin-
ciple which has filled t h e ear th with all t he comforts, and joys, 
and a f f luence 5 t h a t i t possesses, and is undoubtedly the instru-
ment of happiness wherever life is found. 

6. W i t h o u t labor, w h a t is there ? W i t h o u t it, there were no 
world itself. W h a t e v e r we see or perceive—in heaven or on t h e 
ear th—is the prod 'uc t of labor. T h e sky above us, t he ground 
beneath us, t he air w e breathe, t h e sun, t h e moon, t h e s tars— 
what are they ? T h e product of labor. They are the labors of 
the O m n i p o t e n t , and all our labors are but a continuance of His. 
Our work is a divine work. W e carry on wha t God began. 

'Extirpate (eks t l r 'p i t ) , root out ; destroy.—1 Plr 'adlse, a place of 
great happiness.—' Pid' es tal, base or foundation on which any thing 
rests.—•* NJfh' er, lower.—' Af' flu ence, abundance; riches. 



7 Thou art thyself thine enemy! 
The grea t !—what better they than thou ? 

As theirs, is not thy will as free ? 
Has God with equal favors thee 

Neglected to endow 

8. True, wealth thou hast not—'tis but dust! 
Nor place—uncertain as the wind! 

But tha t thou hast, which, with thy crust 
And water, may despise the lust 

Of both—a noble mind. 
v , 

9. W i t h this, and passions under ban,* 
True faith, and holy trust in God, 

Thou art the p e e r of any man. 
Look up, then—that thy little span 

Of life may be well t rod! W M . D . G A L L A H E R , 

1 0 0 . T H E TRUE DIGNITY OF LABOR. 

FROM the foundation of the world there has been a tendency 
to look down upon labor, and upon those who live by it, 

with contempt, as though it were something mean and ignoble. 
This is one of those vulgar prejudices which have arisen from 
considering every thing Vulgar that was peculiar to the multi-
tude. Because the multitude have been suffered to remain too 
long rude and ignorant, every thing associated4 with their con-
dition has been confounded with the circumstances of this con-
dition. 

2. The multitude were, in their rudeness and ignorance, mean 
in the public estimation, and the labor of their hands was held 
to be mean too. Nay, it has been said that labor is the result 
of God's primary curse, pronounced on man for his disobedience. 
But that is a great mistake. God told Adam that the ground 
was cursed for his sake; but not that his labor was cursed. H e 

' En dow', bestow; give.—s Bin, curse; restraint.—' P^er, equal; a 
person of the same rank.—4 Associated (as 60 shit ed), joined with • 
made a companion 

told him that in the sweat of his face he should eat his bread till 
he returned to the ground. B u t so far from labor partaking of 
the curse, it was given him as the means of triumphing over the 
curse. The ground was to produce thorns and thistles, but 
labor was to extir'pate1 these thorns and thistles, and to cover 
the face of the earth with fruit-trees and bounteous harvests. 

3. And labor has done th i s : labor has already converted the 
earth, so far as its surface is concerned, from a wilderness into a 
paradise.' Man cats his bread in the sweat of his face, but is 
there any bread so sweet as that , when he has only nature to 
contend with, and not the false arrangements of his fellow-men ? 
So far is labor from being a curse—so far is it from being a dis-
grace—it is the very principle which, like the winds of the air, 
or the agitation of the sea, keeps the world in health. I t is the 
very life-blood of society, stirring in all its veins, and diffusing 
vigor and enjoyment through the whole system. 

4. Wi thout man's labor, God had created the world in vain! 
Without our labor, all life, except that of the rudest and most 
savage kind, must perish. Arts, civilization, refinement, and re-
ligion must perish. Labor is the grand pedestal3 of God's bless-
ings upon ea r th ; it is more—like man and the world itself—it 
is the offspring and the work of God. 

5. All honor then to labor, the offspring of Dei ty ; the most 
ancient of ancients, sent forth by the Almighty into these nefher4 

worlds as the most noble of nobles! Honor to tha t divine prin-
ciple which has filled the earth with all the comforts, and joys, 
and aff luence5 tha t it possesses, and is undoubtedly the instru-
ment of happiness wherever life is found. 

6. Wi thou t labor, what is there ? Wi thout it, there were no 
world itself. Whatever we see or perceive—in heaven or on the 
earth—is the prod'uct of labor. The sky above us, the ground 
beneath us, the air we breathe, the sun, the moon, the stars— 
what are they ? The product of labor. They are the labors of 
the Omnipotent , and all our labors are but a continuance of His. 
Our work is a divine work. W e carry on what God began. 

'Extirpate (ekstlr 'pit) , root out; destroy.—' Plr'adlse, a place of 
great happiness.—' Pid' es tal, base or foundation on whicb any thing 
rests.—•* NJfh' er, lower.—5 Af' flu ence, abundance; riches. 



7. W h a t a glorious spectacle is that of the labor of insr. upon 
the earth ! It includes every thing in it that is glorious. Looh 
round, my friends, and tell me what you see that is worth peeing 
that is not the work of your hands, and of the hands r.f your 
fellows—the multitude of all ages ? 

8. W h a t is it that felled1 the ancient forests and cleared vast 
morasses® of other ages ? Tha t makes green fields smile in the 
sun, and corn, rustling in the breezes of heaven, whisper of plenty 
and domestic joy ? W h a t raised first the hut, and then the cot-
tage, and then the palace? W h a t filled all these with food and 
furniture—with food simple and also costly; with furniture oi 
infinite variety, from the three-legged stool to the most magnifi-
cent cabinet3 and the regal1 throne? W h a t made glass, and 
dyed it with all the hues of rainbows or of summer sunsets? 
W h a t constructed presses and books, and filled up the walls of 
libraries, every inch of which contained a mass of latent5 light 
hoarded for the use of ages ? 

9. W h a t took the hint from the split walnut-shell which some 
boy floated on the brook, and set on the flood first the boat, and 
then the ship, and has scattered these glorious children of man, 
the water-walking ships, over all the oceans of the world, and 
filled them with the prod uce of all lands, and the machinery 
of profoundest inventions ? W h a t has made the wide sea like a 
great city street, where merchants are going to and fro full of 
eager thoughts of self-accumulation, but not the less full of in-
ternational6 blessings ? 

10. W h a t lifts made the land like one great garden, laid down 
its roads that run like veins to every portion of the system of 
life, cut its canals, cast up its lines of railways, and driven along 
them, in fire and vapor, the awful but beneficial dragons of 
modern enterprise ? W h a t has piled up all our cities wife their 
glittering and exhaustless wealth, their splendid utensils,7 their 
paintings, their mechanic wonders, all serving domestic life, and 

1 Filled', overthrew; caused to fall.—' Mo rass' es, marshes; low. wet 
pieces of ground.—3 Cib' in et, a piece of furniture consisting of a chest, 
drawers, and doors; a private room.—* Ri'gal, belonging to a king.— 
' Li tent, concealed ; hidden ; out of sight.—* International (in ter-
nish' un al), between nations ; relating to two or more nations.— U t&n'-
sil, any article of which use is made ; tools, &o. 

its beloved fireside lelights. Labor! labor! labor! I t is labor, 
and your labor, me: of the multitude, that has done it al l! 

11. True, the wise ones tell us tha t it is intellect1 that has 
done ' i t . And all honor to intellect! I t is not I nor you, fel-
low-workers, who will at tempt to rob the royal power of intellect 
of one iota® of his renown. Intellect is also a glorious gift of the . 
Divinity—a divine principle in the earth. W e set intellect at 
the head of labor, and bid it lead the way to all wonders and 
discoveries; but we know that intellect can not go alone. In-
tellect can not separate itself from labor. 

12. Intellect has also its labor; and in its most abstract 3 and 
ethereal4 form can not develop itself without the co-operation 
of its twin-brother labor. W h e n intellect exerts itself—when it 
thinks, and invents, and discovers—it then labors. Through the 
medium of labor it does all tha t it does; and upon labor it is 
perfectly dependent to carry out all its mechanical operations. 
Intellect is the head—labor the right hand. Take away the 
hand, and the head is a magazine5 of knowledge and fire that is 
sealed up in eternal darkness. Such are the relationships ot 
labor and intellect. Howrrr. 

1 0 1 . LABOR. 

1. T A B O R is rest—from the sorrows that greet us; 
J j Rest from all petty vexations that meet us, 
Rest from sin-promptings that ever entreat us, 

Rest from world-sirens6 that lure us to ill. 
Work—and pure slumbers shall wait on the pillow, 
Work—thou shalt ride over Care's coming billow; 
Lie not down wearied 'neafe Woe's weeping willow 1 -

W o r k wife a stout heart and resolute7 will! 

2. Labor is hea l th ! Lo the husbandman reaping, 
How through his veins goes the life-current leaping; 

1 In' tel lect, the faculty of thinking; the understanding.—' Iota (1 b'-
ta), a very small quantity.—'Ab'stract, pure; separate ; alone.—4 E th£'-
re al, composed of ether ; very thin; heavenly.—6 Magazine (magazin), 
a store-house.—' Si' ren, a fabled goddess of ancient mythology, who 
enticed men by singing, and then devoured them ; hence, an enticing 
woman Resolute (rez' o lilt), ditermiued; firm to one's purpose. 



H o w his strSng arm, in its stalwart1 pride sweeping, 
Free as a sunbeam the swift sickle guides. 

Labor is weal th—in the sea the pearl groweth , 
Rich the queen's robe from the frail cocoon5 floweth, 
F rom the fine acorn the strong forest bloweth. 

Temple and statue t h e marble block hides. 

3. Droop not, though shame, sin, and anguish are round thee 
Bravely fling off the gold chain tha t ha th bound t h e e ; 
Look to yon pure heaven smiling beyond thee, 

Rest not content in t h y darkness—a c lod! ' 
W o r k — f o r some good, be it ever so s lowly; 
Cherish some flower, be it ever so lowly; 
Labor!—al l labor is noble and h o l y ; 

Let thy great deeds be t h y prayer to t h y God. 

4. Pause not to dream of the fu ture before u s ; 
Pause not to weep the wild cares tha t come o'*r u s : 
H a r k how Creation's deep, musical chorus, 

Unintermitt ing,4 goes up into H e a v e n ! 
Never the ocean-wave falters in flowing; 
Never the little seed stops in its g rowing ; 
More and more richly the rose-heart keeps glowing, 

Till from its nourishing s tem i t is riven. 

5. " L a b o r is worsh ip!"—the robin is singing, 

" Labor is worship!" the wild bee is ringing. 
Lis ten! tha t eloquent whisper npspringing, 

Speaks to t h y soul from out nature's great heart 
From the dark cloud flows the life-giving shower ; 
From the rough sod blows the soft breathing flower, 
From the small insect, t he rich coral ' bower : 

Only man in the plan shrinks from his par t . 

Stalwart stWwort), brave; s t r o n g . - » C o c k ' , the rilken hall in 
winch the silk-worm confines itself before its change. I t i , r e p o s e d 
of silk threads which, being unwound, form the silk which iR manu-
fac tu red . - ' Cl6d, a lump of ear th . -« Un in ter ml t ' t in - ceaseless; 
without stopping 'Cfir'al, a hard substance like shell (carbonate 
of lime), which i s made by very fninute creature«, and forms their 
habitation. I t is sometimes red, but more abundant in wnite. I t 
appears to grow, or rather is formed, by the little creatures, in the 

6. Labor is l ife!—'tis t h e still water fa i le th ; 
Idleness ever despaireth, bewai le th : 
Keep the watch wound for the dark rus t assaileth! 

Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon. 
Labor is g lo ry !—the flying cloud l ightens ; 
Only t h e waving wing changes and b r igh tens ; 
Idle hear ts only the dark future f r ightens ; 

P lav the sweet keys, wouldst thou keep t h e m in tune 1 
OSGOOD. 

1 0 2 . ESCAPE FROM A PANTHER. 

EL I Z A B E T H T E M P L E and Louisa1 had gained the summit of 
the mountain, where they left t he highway, and pursued 

their course, under t h e shade of the stately trees tha t crowned 
the eminence. T h e day was becoming w a r m ; and the girls 
plunged more deeply into the forest, as they found its invigo-
rating2 coolness agreeably contrasted to the excessive h e a t t hey 
had experienced in their ascent ' . T h e conversation, as if by 
mutual consent, was entirely changed to the little incidents and 
scenes of thei r walk ; and every tall pine, and every shrub or 
flower, called for th some simple expression of admiration. 

2. In this manne r they proceeded along the margin of the 
precipice,3 ca tching occasional glimpses of the placid Otsego,4 or 
pausing to listen to the rat t l ing of wheels and the sounds of 
hammers, t h a t rose f rom the valley, to mingle the signs of men 
with the scenes of nature, when Elizabeth suddenly startled, and 
excla imed—" Listen ! there are the cries of a child on this mount-
ain ! I s t he re a clearing near us ? or can some little one have 
strayed from its pa r ' en t s ?"5 

3. " Such th ings frequently happen," re turned Louisa. " Let 
us follow the sounds ; i t may b e a wanderer, starving on the 

6hape of branches of trees, and when alive they appear like flowers 
on the branches. These little creatures sometimes commencé a struc-
ture in the ocean, which by degrees becomes an island. The history of 
the côral insect is exceedingly interesting.—1 Louisa (lô è'za).—' In vîg'-
o r i t ing, giving strength.—' Prie' i pice, a very steep descent of land 
or rock.—4 Ot sè' go, a beautiful lake in the central part of the State oi 
New York.—' Par' ents. 



hill." Urged by this consideration, the females pursued the low, 
mournful sounds, that proceeded from the forest, with quick and 
impatient steps. More than once the ardent Elizabeth was on 
the point of announcing that she saw the sufferer, when Louisa 
caught her by the arm, and, pointing behind them, cried— 
" l iook at the dog!" 

4. The advanced age of Brave had long before deprived him 
of his activity; and when his companions stopped to view the 
scenery j r to add to their bouquets,1 the mastiff ' would lay his 
huge frame on the ground, and await their movements, with his 
eyes closed, and a listlessness in his air that ill accorded with 
the character of a protector. Bu t when, aroused by this cry 
from Louisa, Miss Temple turned, she saw the dog with his eyes 
keenly set on some distant object, his head bent near the ground, 
and his hair actually rising on his body, either through fright or 
anger. I t was most probably the lat ter; for he was growling 
in a low key, and occasionally showing his teeth, in a manner 
that would have terrified his mistress, had she not so well-known 
his good qualities. 

5. " Brave!" she said, " be quiet, Brave! what do you sec, fel-
low ?" At the sounds of her voice, the rage of the mastiff, in-
stead of being at all diminished, was very sensibly increased. 
He stalked in front of the ladies, and seated himself at the feet 
of his mistress, growling louder than before, and occasionally 
giving vent to his ire by a short, surly barking. " W h a t does 
he see?" said Elizabeth; " t h e r e must be some animal in 
sight." 

6. Hearing no answer from her companion, Miss Temple 
turned her head, and beheld Louisa, standing with her face 
whitened to the color of death, and her finger pointing upward, 
with a sort of flickering, convulsed3 motion. The quick eye of 
Elizabeth glanced in the direction indicated by her friend, where 
she saw the fierce front and glaring eyes of a female panther, 
fixed on them in horrid malignity,4 and threatening instant de-
struction. " L e t us fly!" exclaimed Elizabeth, grasping the arm 

1 Bouquet (b5 kl1), a bunch of flowers.—' Mis' tiff, a large kind of dog, 
remarkable for strength and courage.—11 Con v&lsed', drawn or con-
tmcted with shaking.—1 Ma llg' ni ty. extreme enmity or hatred? 

of Louisa, whose form yielded like melting snow, and-sunk life-
' less to the earth. 

7. There was not a single feeling in the temperament1 of 
Elizabeth Temple, that could prompt her to desert a companion 
;u such an extremity; and she fell on her knees, by the side of 
the inanimate' Louisa, tearing from the person of her friend, 
with an instinctive readiness, such parts of her dress as might 
obstruct her respiration,3 and encouraging their only safeguard, 
the dog, at the same time, by the sounds of her voice. " Cour-
age, Brave!" she cried—her own tones beginning to tremble— 
" courage, courage, good Brave!" 

8. A quarter-grown cub, that had hitherto been unseen, now 
appeared, dropping from the branches of a sapling, that grew 
under the shade of the beech which held its dam. This ignorant 
but vicious creature approached near to the dog, imitating the 
actions and sounds of its parent, but exhibiting a strange mix 
ture of the playfulness of a kitten with the ferocity of Us race. 
Standing on its hind legs, it would rend the bark of a tree with 
; t s fore paws, and play all the antics of a cat, for a moment; 
and then, by lashing itself with its tail, growling, and scratching 
the earth, it would at tempt the manifestations of anger that rei^ 
aered its parent so terrific. 

9. All this time Brave stood firm and undaunted, his short 
tail erect, his body drawn backward on its haunches,4 and his 
eyes following the movements of both dam and cub. A t every 
gambol played by the latter, it approached nighcr to the do^, 
the growling of the three becoming more Iforrid at each mo-
ment, until the younger beast, overleaping its. intended bound, 
fell directly before the mastiff. There was a moment of fearful 
cries and struggles; but they ended almost as soon as com-
menced, by the cub appearing in the air, hurled from the jaws 
of Brave, wife a violence that sent it against a tree so foicibly 
as to render it completely senseless. 

10. Elizabeth witnessed the short struggle, and her Hood was 
warming wifli t he triumph of the dog, when she saw the form 

1 Tim' per a ment, disposition; constitution.- ' In in ' i ras.te with 
out life or spirit ; inactive; spiritless ' Res pi r i ' tiou. bieathing.-

Hkmch es, the hips; the hinder part. 



of the old' panther in the air, springing twenty feet from dis-
branch of the beech to the back of the mastiff. No words of 
ours can describe the fury of the conflict1 that followed. I t was 
a confused struggle on the dried leaves, accompanied by loud 
and terrible cries, barks, and growls. Miss Temple continued, 011 
her knees, bending over the form of Louisa, her eyes fixed on 
the animals, with an interest so horrid, and yet so intense, that 
she almost forgot her own stake in the result. 

11. So rapid and vigorous were the bounds of the inhabitant 
of the forest, that its active frame seemed constantly in the air, 
while the dog nobly faced his foe at each successive leap. When 
the panther lighted on the shoulders of the mastiff, which was 
its constant aim, old Brave, though torn wife her talons, and 
stained with his own blood, that already flowed from a dozen 
wounds, would shake off his furious foe like a feather, and, rear-
ing on his hind legs, rush to the fray again, with his jaws dis-
tended, and a dauntless eye. 

12. Bu t age, and his pampered life, greatly disqualified the 
noble mastiff for such a struggle. In every thing but courage 
he was only the vestige' of what he had once been. A higher 
bound than ever raised the w^ry3 and furious beast far «beyond 
the reach of the dog—who was making a desperate, but fruitless 
dash at her—from which she alighted, in a favorable position, 
on the back of her aged foe. For a single moment, only, could 
the panther remain there, the great strength of the dog return-
ing wife a convulsive effort. 

13. Bu t Elizabeth saw, as Brave fastened his teeth in the sido 
of his enemy, that the collar of brass around his neck, which 
had been glittering throughout the fray, was of the color of 
blood, and, directly, tha t his frame was sinking to the earth, 
where it soon lay, prostrate and helpless. Several mighty efforts 
of the wild-cat to extricate herself from the jaws of the dog fol-
lowed; but they were fruitless, until the mastiff turned on his 
back, his lips collapsed,4 and his teeth loosened; when the short 
convulsions and stillness that succeeded, announced the death of 
poor Brave. 

1 C6n' flict, battle; fight.—1 Vis' tige, footstep; mark or remains — 
W&r' y, cautious ; careful.—4 Col Upsed', closed by falling together. 
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14. Elizabeth now lay wholly a t the mercy of the beast 
There is said to be something in the front of the image of the 
Maker that daunts the hearts of the inferior beings of his crea-
tion ; and it would seem that some such power, in the present 
instance, suspended the threatened blow. The eyes of the mon-
ster and the kneeling maiden m e t for a n instant, when the 
former stooped to examine her fallen foe ; next to scent her 
luckless cub. From the latter examination it turned, however, 
with its eyes apparently emitting flashes of fire, its tail lashing 
its sides furiously, and its claws projecting for inches from its 
broad feet. 

15. Miss Temple did not, or could not move. Her hands 
were clasped in the attitude of p rayer ; but .her eyes were still 
drawn to her terrible enemy; her cheeks were blanched1 to the 
whiteness of marble, and her lips were slightly separated wife 
horror. T h e moment seemed now to have arrived for the fatal 
termination; and the beautiful figure of Elizabeth was bowing 
meekly to the stroke, when a rustling of leaves from behind 
6eemed rather to mfick the organs than to meet her ears. 

16. " H i s t ! hist!" said a low voice; "s toop lower, gal l ; your 
bunnet hides the creator's head." I t was rather the yielding of 
nature than a compliance wife this unexpected order tha t caused 
the head of our her'oine2 to sink on her bosom; when she heard 
the report of the rifle, the whizzing of the bullet, and the en 
raged cries of the beast, who was rolling over on the earth, biting 
its own flesh, and tearing the twigs and branches within its 
reach. At the next instant fee form of the Leather-stocking 
rushed by h e r ; and he called a loud—"Come in,«Hector; come 
in, you old fool; ' t it a h^ra-lived animal, and may jump ag'in." 

17. Natty maintained his position in front of the maidens 
most fearlessly, notwithstanding the violent bounds and threat 
ening aspect of the wounded panther, which gave several indi 
cations of returning strength and ferocity, until his rifle was 
again loaded, when he stepped up to the enraged animal, and, 
placing the muzzle close to its head, eveiy spark of life was ex-
tinguished by fee discharge. J . FESIMOEE COOPER. 

Blanched (blAncht), whitened; made pale.—'H6r'oIne, a female 
hero; a female who is the principal character or person in a story. 
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1 0 3 . SPRING. 

f l O M E , gentle Spr ing ! ethereal mildness, c o m e . 
vJ 0 Thomson,1 void of r h y m e as well as reason, 
H o w couldst thou thj is poor human nature hum ?* 

There ' s no such season. 

2 T h e Spring ! 1 shr ink and shudder at he r name ! 
For why, I find her breath a bit ter blighter ! 

A n d suffer from her blows as if they came 
From Spring the Fighter . 

3. He r praises,-then, let h a r d y poets sing, 
And be he r tuneful laureates1 and upholders, 

W h o do not feel as if t hey had a Spring 
Pour 'd down their shoulders ! 

4. Let others eulogize4 her floral5 shows ; 
F rom me they can not win a single stanza. 

I know her blooms are in full b low—and so's 
T h e Influenza.7 

b. H e r cowslips, stocks, and lilies of the vale, 
H e r honey-blossoms tha t you hear t h e bees at, 

H e r pansies, daffodils, and primrose pale, 
Are things I sneeze at ! 

6. Fair is t hè vernal8 quar ter of the year ! 
And fair its early buddings and its b lowmgs-

Bu t just suppose Consumption 's seeds appear • 
W i t h other sowings ! 

'James Thomson, author of " T h e Seasons," and "TheCastle of In-
dolence," born in 1700, and died in 1748.—'Hum. humbug ; deceive.— 
'Lau rea t e s , persons honored with a laurel. 'Die Poet Laureate o£ 
England is an officer of the king's household, whose business it is to 
compose an ode annually on the king's birth-day, ana the new year.— 
4 Eulogize (yiY lo jlz), to commend ; to praise highly.—6 Flo' ral, pertain-
ing to flowers.—8 Stàn' za, several lines in a poem or hymn, having a 
certain arrangement that is repeated again and again.—' In flu èn' za, a 
catarrh, or cold in the head, which has become epidemic, or diffused among 
the people. —• Vèr1 nal, belonging to the spring. 

V. Fo r me, I find, when eastern winds are high, 
A frigid, not a genial inspiration 

N o r can, like Iron-Chested Chubb,1 defy 
A n inflammation. 

8. Smit ten by breezes f rom t h e land of plague, 
T o me all vernal luxuries ^ r e fables : 

O h ! where 's t he Spring in a rheumat ic leg, 
Stiff as a table's ? 

9. I l imp in a g o n y — I wheeze and c o u g h ; 
And quake with Ague, tha t great Ag i t a to r ; 

Nor dream, before Ju ly , of leaving off 
My Respirator.3 

10. W h a t wonder if in May itself I lack 
A peg for laudatory4 verse to h a n g on ? 

Spring, mild and gent le!—yes, a Spring-heel 'd Jack 
T o those h e sprang on. 

11. In short, whatever panegyrics5 lie 
I n fulsome' odes too many to be cited, 

T h e tenderness of Spr ing is all my eye, 
A n d tha t is b l igh ted! THOMAS H O O D . 

1 0 4 . A CHALLENGE TO AMERICA. ' 

LE T us quarrel, American kinsmen. Let us plunge into wai 
W e have been friends too Icing. W e have too highly pro 

moted each other 's wealth and prosperity. W e are too plethoric, ' 
we want depletion ;9 to which end let us cut one another 's throats. 

1 In spi r i ' tion, act of drawing in the breath; a highly exciting influ-
ence.—3 Chubb, a maker of locks and chests supposed to be fire-proof.— 
" Res pi r i ' tor, an instrument covering the mouth with net-work, tc 
keep out the cold air.—* LAud' a to ry, containing praise; tending to 
praise.—6 Panegyrics (pan e jlr' iks), formal praises.—' Ful' some, gross; 
nauseous; disgusting.—This Lesson is a striking instance of what 
rhetoricians call Irony, in which the meaning is exactly the reverse of 
what the words express, and the style of reading it is very peculiar • 
see the Circumflex, pages '¿I and 34.—8 Plfith' o lie, tall, as of blood ; 
fleshy; fat -* De pli ' t ion, act of emptying; bleeding or blood-letting 



2. Let 113 sink, burn, kill, and destroy—with mutual energy • 
sink each other 's shipping, burn each other's arsenals,1 destroy 
each other 's proper ty a t large. W e will bombard2 your towns, 
and you shall bombard ours—if you can. Yet us ruin each 
other 's commerce as much as possible, and tha t will be a con-
siderable some. 

3. Let our banks break while we smite and slay one another; 
let oui commercial houses smash r ight and left in the Uni ted 
States and the Uni ted Kingdom. Let us maim and muti late ' 
one ano the r ; let us make of each other miserable objects, crip-
ples, halt,4 and blind, adapted for the town's end, to beg during 
life. 

4. Come, let us render the wives of each other widows, and 
t h e mothers childless, and cause them to weep rivers of tears, 
amount ing to an important quant i ty of " water privilege."5 

5. The bowl of wrath, the devil's punch-bowl, filled high, 
filled high as possible, share we with one another. This, with 
shot and bayonets, will be good in your insides and in my inside 
- in the insides of all of us brethren. 

6. Oh, how good it is—oh, how pleasant i t is, for brethren to 
engage in interne'cine6 s t r i fe! W h a t a glorious spectacle we 
Christian Anglo-Saxons, engaged in the work of mutual destruc-
t ion—in t h e reciprocation7 of savage outrages—shall present to 
the despots and the fiends! 

1. I Iow many dollars will you spend ? How many pounds 
sterling shall we ? H o w much capital we shall sink on ei ther 
side—on land as well as in the sea! How much we shall have 
to show for it in corpses and wooden legs!—never ask what 
o ther return we m a y expect for t h e investment.8 

8. So, then, Amer ican kinsmen, let us fight; let us murder 

' Ar' se nals, places where warlike implements are made or kept ; store-
houses for guns, powder, shot, etc.—- Bombard (bum bird'), attack with 
bombs, or large iron shells filled with powder, thrown from mortars or 
cannon.—'Mu'ti lite, to cut off, as a limb.—4 Hilt, lame.—'Water 
privilege, the advantage of a water-fall in streams sufficient to raise 
water for driving water-wheels.—' In ter nb' cine, mutually destroying; 
deadly.—'BeCiproca'tion, interchange «giving and receiving iu re-
turn.—8 In v&st' ment, property or money placed at interest, or in such 
a position that it will inn-ease. 
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and ruin each other. Let demagogues1 come hot from their 
conclave1 of evil spir i ts ," cry havoc, and let slip the d5gs of war," 
and do you be mad enough to be those mad dogs, and permit 
yourselves to be hounded3 upon us by them. PU.NCH. 

1 0 5 . W A R . 

WA R is the work, t h e element, or ra ther the sport and t n 
umph of Death , who glories not only in the extent of his 

conquest,4 but in the richness of his spoil. Iji the o ther methods 
of attack, in the o ther forms which death assumes, the feeble and 
t h e aged, who at t h e best can live but a short time, arc usually 
the vict ims; here they are t h e vigorous and the strong. 

2. I t is remarked by t h e most ancient of poets, tha t in peace 
children bury their parents, in war parents bury their children : 
nor is t h e difference small. Children lament their parents, sin-
cerely, indeed, bu t with t h a t moderate and tranquil sorrow, 
which i t is natural for those to feel who are conscious of retain-
ing many tender ties, many animating prospects. Paren ts 
mourn for the i r children with t h e bitterness of despai r ; t h e 
aged parent, t h e widowed mother, loses, when she is deprived of 
her children, every th ing but the capacity of suffering; her heart , 
withered and desolate, admits no other object, cherishes no 
other hope. I t is Rachel, weeping for her children, and refusing 
u> be comforted, because they are not. 

3. But , to confine our at tent ion to the number of the slain 
would give us a very inadequate5 idea of the ravages of t h e 
sword.6 The lot of those who perish instantaneously may be 
considered, apar t from the religious prospects, as comparatively 
happy, since they are exempt7 from those lingering diseases and 
slow torments to which others are liable. W e can not see an 
individual expire, though a s tranger or an enemy, without being 

1 D6m' a gogve, a leader of the people; a man who seeks to flatter and 
delude the people to his own interests, by appeals to their selfishness.— 
'CSn'clive, a secret assembly.—* Hound' ed, set on the chase.—'Con-
quest (kong'kwest), that which is conquered or subdued.—5 In id 'e-
quate, not jus t ; incomplete; defective.—e Sword (siird). —* Exempt 
(egz emt'j free; not subject to. 



sensibly moved, and prompted by compassion to Ier.d him every 
assistance in our power. Every trace of resentment.vanishes in 
a moment ; every other emotion gives way to pity and terror. 

4. In these last extremities we remember nothing but the re 
spect and tenderness due to our common nature. W h a t a seen« 
then must a field of battle present, where thousands are left 
without assistance, and without pity, wifli their wounds exposed 
to the piercing air, while the blood, freezing as it flows, binds 
them to the earth, amid the trampling of horses, and the insults 
ot an enraged foe! 

5. If they are spared by the humanity of the eneipy, and 
carried from the field, it is but a prolongation of torment. " Con-
veyed in uneasy vehicles, often to a remote distance, through 
roads almost impassable, they are lodged in ill-prepared recepta-
cles1 for the wounded and the sick, where the variety of distress 
baffles all the efforts of humanity and skill, and renders it impos-
sible to give to each the attention he demands. Far from their 
native home, no tender assiduities3 of friendship, no well-known 
voice, no wife, or mother, or sister, is near to soothe their sor-
rows, relieve their thirst, or close their eyes in dea th! Unhappy 
man ! and must you be swept into the grave unnoticed and un-
numbered, and no friendly tear be shed for your sufferings, or 
mingled with your dust ? 

6. W e must remember, however, that as a very small propor-
tion of a military life is spent in actual combat, so it is a very 
small part of its miseries which must be ascribed to this source 
More are consumed by the rust of inactivity than by the edge ot 
the sword; confined to a scanty or unwholesome diet, exposed 
in sickly climates, harassed wi fe tiresome marches and perpetual 
alarms; their life is a continual scene of hardships and dangers. 
TCiey grow familiar with hunger, cold, and watchfulness. Crowded 
into hospitals and prisons, corftagion3 spreads among their ranks, 
till the ravages of disease exceed those of the enemy. 

7. W e have hitherto adverted to the sufferings of those only 
who are engaged in the profession of arms, without taking into 

%
 1 Rf cSp' ta cles, houses ; any thing capable of receiving or holding 

* As si dû' i ties, daily or constant attentions.—' Con tà' gion, a malignant 
disease ; any disease which spreads or communicates by touch. 

our account the situation of the countries which are the scene 
of hostilities. How dreadful to hold every thing at the mercy 
of an enemy, and to receive life itself as a boon' dependent on 
the sword! How boundless the fears which such a situation 
must inspire, where the issues' of life and death are determined 
by no known laws, principles, or customs, and no conjecture can 
be formed of our destiny, except so far as it is dimly deciphered' 
in characters of blood, in the dictates of revenge, and the ca-
prices of power! 

8. Conceive, but for a moment, the consternation4 which the 
approach of an invading army would impress on the peaceful 
villages in our own neighborhood. W h e n you have placed 
yourselves for an instant in that situation, you will learn to sym-
pathize with those unhappy countries which have sustained the 
ravages of arms. Bu t how is it possible to give you an idea of 
these horrors ? 

9. Here you behold rich harvests, the bounty of Heaven, and 
the reward of Ih'dustry, consumed in a moment, or Ijampled 
under foot, while famine5 and pestilence6 follow the steps of deso-
lation.7 There the cottages of peasants given up to the flames, 
mothers expiring through fear, not for themselves, but their in-
fants ; the inhabitants flying with their helpless babes in all di-
rections, miserable fugitives on their native soil! In another 
part you witness opulent8 cities taken by s torm; the streets, 
where no sounds were heard but those of peaceful industry, 
filled on a sudden with slaughter and blood, resounding with 
the cries of the pursuing and the pursued; the palaces of nobles 
demolished, the houses of the rich pillaged,9 and every age, sex, 
and rank, mingled in promiscuous massacre10 and ru in! 

ROBERT H A I + . 

1 BSon, gift.—'Issues (Ish'shuz), passages; outlets.—' Deciphered, 
read ; found out; explained.—4 Con ster ni ' tion, excessive fear ; dejec-
tion.—* Fim'ln«, want of sufficient food.—' PSs'tilence, diseases thai 
are communicated by contact or near approach ; diseases that are catch-
ing.—' Des o 14' tion, act of laying waste ; destruction.—8 Op' u lent, 
wealthy; rich.—' Pll'laged, robbed; plundered.—" Massacre (mis'a-
ker),slaughter; destruction; murder. 

• / 



1 0 6 . BATTLE FIELDS, OR YULTURES' SHAMBLES. 

AS I was sitting within a hollow rock, and watching my sheep 
that fed in the valley, I heard two vultures crying to each 

other on the summit of the cliff. Bo th voices were earnest and 
deliberate. My curiosity prevailed over my care of the flock. 
I climbed slowly and silently from crag to crag, concealed among 
the shrubs, till I found a cavity where I might sit and listen 
without suffering or giving disturbance. I soon perceived that 
my labor would be well repa id ; for an old vulture was sitting 
on a naked prominence,1 with her young about her, whom she 
was instructing in the arts of a vulture's life, and preparing, by 
her last lecture, for their final dismission to the mountains and 
the skies. 

2. " M y children," said the old vulture, " y o u will the less 
want my instructions, because you have had my practice before 
your eyes. You have seen me snatch from the farm the house-
hold fowl; you have seen me seize the leveret2 in the bush, and 
the kid in the pasture; you know how to fix your talons, and 
how to balance your flight when you are laden with your prey. 
But you remember the taste of more delicious food: I have often 
regaled you with the flesh of man." 

3. " Tell us," said the young vultures, " where man may be 
found, and how he may be known. His flesh is surely the natu-
ral food of a vulture! W h y have you never brought a man in 
your talons to the nest ?" " H e is too bulky,"3 said the mother. 
" W h e n we find a man, we can only tear away his flesh, and 
leave his bones upon the ground." 

4. " Since man is so big," said the young ones, " how -do you 
kill him ? You are afraid of the wolf and of the bear. By what 
power are vultures superior to man ? Is man more defenseless 
than a sheep?" " W e have not the strength of man," returned 
the mother, " and the vulture would seldom feed upon his flesh, 
had not nature, that devoted him to our nourishment, infused 
into him a strange ferocity, which I have never observed in any 
other being that feeds upon the earth. 

1 Pr&m'inence, a point jutting or standing out from the surface of 
something.—' Lev er et, a hare in its first year.—' Bulk' y, large; heavy 

5. " T w o herds of men," continued she, "wil l often meet, and 
shake the earth with noise, and fill the air with fire. When 
you hear noise, and see fire, with flashes along the ground, hasten 
to the place with your swiftest wing, for men are surely destroy-
ing one another ; you will then find the ground smoking with 
blood, and covered with carcasses, of which many are mangled, 
for the convenience of the vulture." 

6. " Bu t when men have killed their prey," said a young vul 
tore, " w h y do they not eat i t? W h e n the wolf has killed a 
sheep, he suffers not the vulture to touch it, till he is satisfied 
himself. Is not man a kind of wolf?" " Man," said the mother, 
" is the only beast who kills that which he does not devour, and 
this quality makes him the greatest benefactor to our species." 

7. " If men kill our prey, and lay it in our way," said t h e 
young one, " what need shall we have of laboring for ourselves?" 
;< Because man will, sometimes," replied the mother, " remain for 
a long time quiet in his den. T h e old vultures will tell you 
when you are to watch his motions. W h e n you see men in 
great numbers moving close together, like a flock of storks, you 
may conclude tha t they are hunting, and tha t you will soon 
revel1 in human blood." 

8. " B u t still," said the young one, " I would gladly know the 
reason of this mutual slaughter. I could never kill what I 
could not eat." " My child," said the mother, " this is a question 
which I can not answer, though I am reckoned the most subtle8 

bird of the mountain. W h e n I was young, I used frequently to 
visit the eyry3 of an old vulture, who dwelt upon the Carpathian4 

rocks. H e had made many observations; he knew the places 
that afforded prey round his habitation, as far in every direction 
as the strongest wing can fly, between the rising and setting of 
the summer sun ; and he had fed year after year on the vitals5 of 
men. His opinion was, tha t men had only the appearance of 
animal life, being really vegetables, with a power of mot ion; 
and that as the boughs of an oak are dashed together by the 

1 RSv'el, to feast with noisy merriment.—' Subtle (sut'tl), sly ; art-
ful ; cunning.—3 Eyry (ir'e), a place where eagles or other birds of prey 
build their nests.—4 Carpathian (kar pi ' the an), a range of mountains 
In Europe, principally in Austria.—' Vitals (vi' tab), parts of an animal 
body necess-iry to life. 



storm, that swine may fatten on the falling acorns, so men arc, 
by some unaccountable power, driven one against another till 
they lose their motion, that vultures may be fed. 

9. " Others think they have observed something of contri-
vance and policy among these ca t e re r s ' of ours; and those that 
hover more closely around them, pretend that there is in every 
herd one that gives directions to the rest, and seems to be more 
eminently delighted wife carnage.' W h a t it is that entitles him 
to such preeminence,3 we know not. H e is seldom the biggest 
or the swiftest; but such are his eagerness and diligence in pro-
viding and preparing food for us, that we think the leader of 
such human herds is entitled to our warmest gratitude, and 
should be styled, T H E F R I E N D O F T H E V U L T U R E S ! " 

D R . JOHNSON. 

1 0 7 . THE WATCHER ON THE TOWER. 
L " W H A T dost thou see, lone watcher on the tower? 

' ' Is the day breaking ? comes the wish'd-for hour ? 
Tell us the signs, and stretch abroad thy hand, 
If the bright morning dawns upon the land." 

2. " The stars are clear above me, scarcely one 
Has dimm'd its rays in reverence4 to the sun ; 
Bu t ye t I see on the horl'zon's verge, 
Some fair, faint streaks, as if the light would surge.'" 

3. " And is that all, 0 watcher on the tower ? 
Look forth again; it must be near the hour. 
Dost thou not see the snowy mountain copes,' 
And the green woods beneath them on the slopes V 

4. " A mist envelops t h e m ; I can not trace 
Their outline; but the day comes on apace.' 
T h e clouds roll up in gold' and amber8 flakes, 

And all the stars grow dim. The morning breaks." 

1 Ci ' terers those who provide food.-»Carnage (kir'naj), slaughter; 
great destruohon of lives.-« Pre 4m' i nence, superiority; the condition 
of being first m place or r a n k . - ' RJv'er ence, fear mingled with rcspec. 
and affection.-» Surge (s&j), to swell; to run high like waves C6pe 
a cover; a hood ; a priest's c loak . - ' A pice', quukly; f a s t . - ' Am' bet! 
ot the color of amber, which is yellowish. 

6. " W e thank thee, lonely watcher on the tower; 
Bu t look again; and tell us, hour by hour, 
All thou beholdest; many of us die 
Ere the day comes; oh, give them a reply!" 

6. " I hope, but can not tell. I hear a song, 
Vivid' as day-itself, and clear and strong, 
As of a lark—young prophet of the noon— 
Pouring in sunlight his seraphic' tune." 

7. " W h a t doth he s a y — 0 watcher on the tower? 
Is he a prophet? Doth the dawning hour 
Inspire his music ? Is his chant sublime, 
Fill'd with the glories of the future time ?" 

8. " H e prophesies;—his hear t is full;—his lay 
Tells of the brightness of a peaceful day— 
A day not cloudless, nor devoid3 of storm, 
Bu t sunny for the most, and clear and warm." 

9. " W e thank thee, watcher on the lonely tower, 
For all thou tellest. Sings he of an hour 
W h e n Error shall decay, and Truth grow strong, 
And Right shall rule supreme, and vanquish W r o n g F' 

10. " H e sings of brotherhood, and joy, and peace, 
Of days when jealousies and hate shall cease; 
W h e n war shall die, and man 's progressive mind 
Soar as unfetter'd as its God design'd." 

11. " W e l l done! thou watcher on the lonely tower! 
Is the day breaking ? dawns the happy hour ? 
W e pine to see i t :—tell us, ye t again, 
If the broad daylight breaks upon the plain ?" 

12. " I t breaks—it comes—the misty shadows fly:— 
A. rosy radiance4 gleams upon the sky ; 
The mountain-tops reflect it calm and clear; 
T H E P L A I N i s Y E T I N S H A D E , B U T D A Y I S N E A R . " 

C H A R L E S M A C K A T . 

' Viv'id, bright; lively; glowing; alive.—2 Seriph'ic, per tai nine 
to a seraph, or angel of the highest order; sublime ; pure.—* De void', 
destitute; free from.—' Ri' di ance, brightness shooting in rays ; vivid 
brightness; luster. 



1 0 8 . T H E GOLDEN A G E OF .NEW YORK. 

F TV ILL not grieve the patience of my readers by describing 
minutely the increase and improvement of New Amster-

dam.1 Their own imaginations will doubtless present to them 
the good burghers,2 like so many pains-taking and persevering 
beavers, slowly and surely pursuing their labors—they will b<> 
hold the prosperous transformation from the rude log-hut to the 
stately Dutch mansion, with brick front, glazed windows, and 
tiled3 roof—from the tangled thicket to the luxuriant cabbage-
garden ; and from the skulking Indian to the ponderous4 burgo-

• master.5 In a word, they will picture to themselves the steady, 
silent, and undeviatirig march to prosperity, incident6 to a city 
destitute of pride or ambition, cherished by a fat government, 
and whose citizens do nothing in a hurry. 

2. The sage council, not being able to determine upon any 
plan for building of their ci ty—the cows, in a laudable7 fit ot 
patriotism,8 took it under their peculiar charge, and as they went 
to and from pasture, established paths through the bushes, on 
each side of which the good folks built their houses; which is 
one cause of the rambling and picturesque9 turns and laby-
rinths10 which distinguish certain streets of New York at this 
very day. 

3. The houses of the higher class were generally constructed 
of wood, excepting the gable-end, which was of small black and 
yellow Dutch bricks, and always faced on the street, as our an-
cestors, like their descendants, were very much given to outward 
show, and were noted for putting the best foot foremost. T h e 
house was always furnished with abundance of large doors and 
small windows on every floor; the date of its erection was 
curiously designated, by iron figures on the front, and on the 

' New Amsterdam, the name given hy the Dutch to New York.— 
4 Burghers (bgrg'erz), citizens; the inhabitants of a borough, or incor-
porated town.—'Tiled, covered with tiles, or plates of baked clay.— 
4 P6n' der ous, weighty ; heavy.—6 Burgomaster (bSrg' o mas ter), a mag 
Istrate in Holland.—«In'ei dent, falling upon; happening to.—1' Uud'-
a ble, worthy of praise.—8 Pi ' tri ot ism, love of one's country.—9 Pictur-
esque (pikt yer Ssk'), showing that peculiar kind of beauty which is 
agreeable in a picturj.—" Lib' y rintli, a place full of windings. 

t 

top of the roof was perched a fierce little weathercock, to let the 
family into the important secret, which way the wind blew. 
These, like the weathercocks on the tops of our steeples, pointed 
so many different ways, tha t every man could have a wind to 
his mind ;—the most stanch1 and loyal citizens, however, always 
went according to the weathercock on the top of the governor's 
house, which was certainly the most correct, as he had a trusty 
servant employed every morning to climb up and set it to the 
right quarter. 

4. In those good days of simplicity and sunshine, a passion 
for cleanliness was the leading principle in domestic economy, 
and the universal test of an able housewife—a character which 
formed the utmost ambition of our unenlightened grandmothers. 
The front door was never opened except on marriages, funerals, 
new year's days, the festival of St. Nicholas, or some such great 
occasion. I t was ornamented with a gorgeous brass knocker, 
curiously wrought, sometimes in the device of a dog, and some-
times of a lion's head, and was daily burnished with such re-
ligious zeal, that it was ofttimes worn out, by the very precau-
tions taken for its preservation. 

5. The whole house was constantly in a state of inundation,' 
under the discipline of mops, and brooms, and scrubbing-brushes; 
and the good housewives of those days were a kind of amphib-
ious3 animal, delighting exceedingly to be dabbling in water— 
insomuch that an historian of the day gravely tells us, that many 
of his own townswomen grew to have webbed fingers like unto 
a duck ; but this I look upon to be a mere sport of fancy, or 
what is worse, a willful misrepresentation. 

6. T h e grand parlor was the place where the passion foi 
cleaning was indulged without control. In this sacred apart-
ment no one was permitted to enter, excepting the mistress and 
her confidential maid, who visited it once a week, for the pur-
pose of giving it a thorough cleaning, and putting things to 
rights—always taking the precaution of leaving their shoes at 
the door, and entering on their shocking-feet. After scrubbing 

1 Stanch, sound; true.—3 In un di' tion, an overflow of w..ter.—3 Am-
phibious (am fib' e us), living in two ways, both in and out of water; of 
a mixed nature. 
s - , -
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the floor, sprinkling it with fine white sand, wLich was curiously 
stroked into angles, and curves, and rhom'boids,' with a broom 
—after washing the windows, rubbing and polishing the furni-
ture, and putting a new bunch 6f evergreens in the fire-place— 
the window-shutters were again closed, to keep out the flies, and 
the room carefully locked up until the revolution of time brought 
round the weekly cleaning day. 

7. As to the family, they always entered in at the gate, and 
most generally lived in the kitchen. To have seen a numerous 
housenold assembled around the fire, one would have imagined 
that he was transported báck to those happy days of primeval' 
simplicity, which float before our imaginations like golden vis-
ions. The fire-places were of truly patriarchal3 magnitude, where 
the whole family, old and young, master and servant, black and 
white, nay, even the very cat and dog, enjoyed a community of 
privilege, and had each a r ight to a corner." 

8. Here the old burgher would sit in perfect silence, puffing 
his pipe, looking on the fire wife half-shut eyes, and thinking of 
nothing for hours toge ther ; the good woman on the opposite 
side would employ herself diligently in spinning yarn, or knit-
t ing stockings. The young folks would crowd" around the 
hearth,4 listening with breathless attention to some old crone of 
a negro, who was the oracle5 of the family, and who, perched 
like a raven in a corner of the chimney, would croak forth for a 
long winter afternoon a string of incredible stories about few 
England witches, grisly gllbsts, horses without heads, and hair-
breadth escapes and bloody encounters among the Indians. 

9. In those happy days a well-regulated family always rose 
with the dawn, dined at eleven, and went to bed "at sub-down. 
Dinner was invariably a private meal, and the fat old burghers 
showed incontestable6 symptoms of disapprobation and uneasi-
ness, at being surprised, by a visit from a neighbor, on such oc-
casions. Bu t though our worthy ancestors were thus singularly 

1 RhSm' boids, figures having four equal sides, but not equal angles.— 
•Primé'val, original; primitive; first.—' Patriarchal (pa t reirk 'a l) , 
relating to a patriarch, or the father and ruler of a family.—4 H&lrth.— 

Oracle (Sr'a kl), a wise person ; any person or place whose opinion la 
consulted with religious reverence.—0 In con tíst' a ble, that can not be 
disputed. ^ 

THE GOLDEN AGE OF NEW YORK. 2 5 7 

averse to giving dinners, yet they kept up the social bands of 
intimacy by occasional banquetings, called tea-parties. 

10. These fashionable parties were generally confined to th* 
higher classes, or nobility, that is to say, such as kept their own 
cows, and drove their own wagons. The company commonly 
assembled at three o'clock, and went away about six, unless it 
was in winter-time, when the fashionable hours were a little 
earlier, that the ladies might ge t home before dark. The tea-
table was crowned with a huge earthen dish, well stored with 
slices of fat pork, fried brown, cut up into morsels, and swimming 
in gravy. 

11. The company, being seated around the genial board, and 
each furnished with a fork, evinced their dexterity in launching 
at the fattest pieces in this mighty dish—in much the same 
manner as sailors harpoon porpoises at sea, or our Indians spear 
salmon1 in the lakes. Sometimes the table was graced with 
immense apple-pies, or saucers full of preserved peaches and 
pears; but it was always sure to boast an enormous dish of balls 
of sweetened dough, fried in hog's fat, and called dough-nuts—a 
delicious kind of cake, at present scarce known in the city, ex-
cepting in genuine Dutch families. 

12. The tea was served out of a majestic de'lf' teapot, orna-
mented with paintings of fat little Dutch shepherds and shep-
herdesses tending pigs—with boats sailing in the air, and houses 
built in the clouds, and sundry other ingenious Dutch fantasies. 
The beaux3 distinguished themselves by their adroitness in re-
plenishing this pot, from a huge copper tea-kettle, which would 
have made the pigmy macaronies4 of these degenerate days 
sweat merely to look at it. To sweeten the beverage, a lump of 
sugar was laid beside each cup, and the company alternately5 

nibbled and sipped with great decorum, until an improvement 
was introduced by a shrewd and economic old lady, which was, 
to suspend a large lump directly over the tea-table, by a strino 
from the ceiling, so that it could be swung from mouth to 
mouth. 

' Salmon (s&m' mun).—* D&lf, earthen; a kind of ware made in imi-
tation- of china at Delft, properly called delft-ware.—' Beaux (biz).— 
1 Macaronies (mak a ro' nez), finical fellows, or those that are affectedb 
nice oi showy ; fops.—11A1 tgrn'ate ly, by turns ; oue after another. 



13. At these primitive tea-parties the utmost propriety and 
dignity of deportment prevailed. No flirting nor coquetting1— 
no gambling of old ladies nor hodden8 chattering and romping 
of young ones—no self-satisfied struttings of wealthy gentlemen, 
with their brains in their pockets—nor amusing conceits, and 
monkey divertisemcnts, of smart young gentlemen, with no 
brains a t all. On the contraiy, the young ladies seated them-
selves demurely3 in their rush-bottomed chairs, and knit their 
own woolen stockings; nor ever opened their lips, excepting to 
say, Yes, sir, or Yes, madam, to any question that was asked 
them; behaving in all things, like decent, well-educated damsels. 
As to the gentlemen, each of them tranquilly smoked his pipe, 
and seemed lost in contemplation of the blue and white tiles, 
with which the fire-places were decorated. 
_ 1 4 - T l i e parties broke up without noise and without confu-

sion. They were carried home by their own carriages, that is 
to say, by the vehicles nature had provided them, excepting 
such of the wealthy as could afford to keep a wagon. The gen° 
tlemen gallantly attended their fair ones to their respective 
abodes, and took leave of them at the door. 

WASHINGTON I K V I N G . 

1 0 9 . L ILLAS G R I E V E . 

r i l H E R E were fear and melancholy in the glens and valleys 
-1- that lay stretching around, or down upon St. Mary's Loch ;< 
for it was a time of religious persecution. Many a sweet cot-
tage stood untenanted5 on the hill-side and in the hollow; some 
had felt the fire, and had been consumed- and violent hands 
had torn off the turf roof from the green s ca l i ng 6 of the shep-
herd. In the wide and deep silence and solitariness of the 
mountains, it seemed as if human life were nearly extinct. 
Caverns and clefts, in which the fox had kenneled, were now the 
shelter of Christian souls; and when a lonely figure crept steal-

1 Coquetting (kok&t' ing), treating with insincere marks of affection; 
trifling in love—' Hoy'den, rude; bold; rough.—' Demure' ly. sol-
emnly : with downcast eyes.-« Loch (16k), lake.—1 Dn tin' ant ed, un-
occupied; uninhabited.-«SliJal'ing,a Scotch hut; any.humble dwelling. 

ingly from one hiding-place to another, on a visit of love to some 
hunted brother in faith, the crows would hover over him, and 
the hawk shriek at human steps, now rare in the desert. 

2. W h e n the babe was born, there might be none near to 
baptize i t ; or the minister, driven from his kirk,1 perhaps, poured 
the sácrament'al water upon its face, from some pool in the glen, 
whose rocks guarded the persecuted family from the oppressor. 
Bridals' now were unfrequcnt, and in the solemn sadness of love. 
Many died before their time, of minds sunken, and of broken 
hearts. Whi t e hair was on heads long before they were old; 
and the silver locks of ancient men were often ruefully3 soiled 
in the dust, and stained with their martyred blood. 

3. Bu t this is the dark side of the picture; for even in their 
caves, were these people happy. Their children were with them, 
even like the wild-flowers that blossomed all about the entrances 
of their dens. And when the voice of psalms rose up from the 
profound silence of the solitary place of rocks, the ear of God 
was open, and they knew that their prayers and praises were 
heard in heaven. If a child was born, it belonged unto the 
faithful; if an old man died, it was in the religion of his fore-
fathers. The hidden powers of their souls were brought forth 
into the light, and they knew the strength that w;as in them for 
these days of trial. The thoughtless became sá l a t e ; the wild 
were t amed ; the unfeeling made compassionate; hard hearts 
were softened, and the wicked saw the error of their ways. 

4. All deep passion purifies and strengthens the soul; and so 
was it now. Now was shown, and put to the proof, the stern, aus-
tere,4 impenetrable5 strength of men, tha t would neither bend 
nor break; the calm, serene determination of matrons, who, 
with meek eyes and unblanched6 cheeks, met the scowl of the 
murderer ; the silent beauty of maidens, who with smiles re-
ceived their dea th ; and the mysterious courage of children, who, 
in the inspiration of innocent and spotless nature, kneeled dewn 
among the dewdrops on the greensward,7 and died fearlessly 

1 Kirk (kirk), church ; meeting-house.—'Brld'als, marriages—' ltue-
fully (ró' ful ly), sadly ; mournfully.—4 Austere (astir'), severe ; harsh. 
—* Im pen' e tra ble, not to be affected or moved.—' Unblanched (un 
bláucht'), not whitened ; not made pale with fear.—' Green' swird, the 
grassy surface of the land ; turf 
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by their parents' sides: Arres ted were they at their w o r t , 01 in 
their p l a y ; and, wi th no o t h e r bandage over thei r eyes, but 
haply some clustering ringlet of their sunny hair, did many a 
sweet creature of twelve summers ask just to be allowed to ¡ay 
her prayers, and then go, unappallcd, from her cottage door to 
the breast of her Redeemer. 

5. In those days, had old Samuel Grieve and his spouse suf-
fered sorely for thei r faith. B u t they left not thei r own house 
willing to die there, or to be s laughtered, whenever God should 
so appoint. T h e y were now chi ldless; but a little granddaughter 
about ten years old lived wi th them, and she was an orphan. 
The thought of death was so familiar to her, that, al though 
sometimes it gave^a slight q u a k i n g throb to her hear t in its glee, 
yet it scarcely impaired1 the n a t u r a l joyfulness of her g i r lhood; 
and often, unconsciously, a f te r t h e gravest or t h e saddest ta lk 
with her old parents, would she g l ide off, with a l ightsome step, 
a bl lfhe face, and a voice h u m m i n g sweetly some cheerful tune. 
T h e old people looked often u p o n he r in her happiness, till their 
dim eyes filled wi th tea rs ; while t h e g randmother said, " If this 
nest were to be destroyed at last, and our heads in the mold, 
who would feed this young bi rd in the wild, and where would 
she find shelter in which to fold he r bonny3 wings ?" 

6. Lilias Grieve was the shepherdess of a small flock, among 
the green pasturage at the head of St. Mary 's Loch, and up the 
hill-side, and over into some of the little neighboring glens. 
Sometimes she sat in tha t beaut i ful church-yard, with her sheep 
lying scattered around he r upon t h e quiet graves, where , on still, 
sunny days, she could see t he i r shadows in the water in the 
loch, and herself sit t ing close t o the low walls of the house d 
God. She had no one to speak to, but her Bible to r e a d ; and 
day after day, t he rising sun beheld her in growing beauty, and 
innocence tha t could not fade, h a p p y and silent as a fairy upon 
the knoll, with the blue heavens over her head, and the blue lake 
smiling at he r feet. 

7. " M y fairy" was the n a m e she bore by the cottage fire, 
where the old people were g laddened by her glee, and turned 

1 fin pin-id', injured: lessened.—* Mold, the ground.—' B&n'ny, hand 
sonic; merry. 

away from all meiancholy thoughts . And it was a name that 
suited sweet Lilias wel l ; for she was clothed in a gai D of green, 
and often, in her joy, t he green, graceful plants, t ha t grew among 
the hills, were wreathed around her hair . So was she dressed 
one Sabbath day, watch ing her flock at a considerable distance 
from home, and singing to herself a psalm in the solitary m o o r ; 
when, in a moment , a par ty of soldiers were upon a mount , on 
the opposite side of a n&rrow dell. 

8. Lilias was invisible as a green linnet upon the grass ; but 
he r sweet voice had betrayed her, and then one of the soldiers 
caught the wild gleam of her eyes ; and, as she sprung fright-
ened to her feet, he called out, " A r o e ! a roe ! See how she 
bounds along the bent 1" and the ruffian took aim at t he child 
wife his musket , half in sport, half in ferocity. Lilias kep t ap-
pearing and disappearing, while she flew, as on wings, across a 
piece of black hea the ry moss, full of pits and hol lows; and still 
t he soldier kept his musket at its aim. 

9. H i s comrades called to h im to hold his hand, and not shoot" 
a poor, little, innocent ch i ld ; but h e at length fired, and t h e 
bullet was heard to whiz past he r fern-crowned head, and to 
strike a bank which she was about to ascend. T h e child paused 
for a moment , and looked back, and then bounded away over 
the smooth t u r f ; till, like a cusliat,1 she dropped into a little 
birchen glen, and disappeared. No t a Sound of her feet was 
hea rd ; she seemed to have sunk into the g r o u n d ; and the soldier 
stood, without any effort to follow her, gazing through the smoke 
toward the spot where she had vanished. 

10. A sudden superst i t ion ' assailed the hearts of the party, as 
they sat down toge ther upon a hedge of stone. " Saw you her 
face, Riddle, as my ball went whizzing past he r ear ? If she be 
not one of those hill fairies, she had been dead as a h e r r i n g ; but 
I believe the bullet glanced off her yellow hair as against a 
buckler."3 " I t was the act of a gallows-rogue to fire upon the 
creature, fairy or not f a i ry ; and you deserve the weight of this 
hand, the hand of an Englishman, you brute, for your cruelty." 

1 Cush' at, a ring-dove or wild pigeon.—' Superstition (su per stlsli' un), 
a false belief in some remarkable or uncommon appearance or event.— 
*l>ick' ler, a shield ; any thing buckled on to defend the person from spears, 
arrows, or blows. 



And up rose the speaker to p u t his th rea t into execution, when 
the other retreated some distance, and began to load his muske t ; 
but t he Engl ishman was upon him, and with a Cumberland ' gripe 
and trip, laid h im upon fhe hard ground with a force tha t drove 
the breath out of his body, and left him stunned, and almost in-
sensible. 

11. T h e fallen ruffian now arose somewhat humbled, and sul-
enly sat down a m o n g the rest. " W h y , " quoth Allen Sleigh, 

" I wager* you a week's pay, you don ' t venture fifty yards, with-
out your musket, down yonder shingle3 where the fairy disap-
peared ;" and, t he wager being accepted, t he half-drunken fellow 
rushed on toward the head of the glen, and was heard crashing 
away th rough the shrubs. In a few minutes h e returned, de° 
d a r i n g with an oath, t ha t h e had seen her a t t he mouth of a 
cave, where no human foot could reach, standing with her hair 
all on fire, and an angiy countenance; and that he had tumbled 
backward into the burn,4 and been nearly drowned. 

12. " D r o w n e d ? " cried Allen S l e i g h . ' " A y e , d rowned ; w h y 
not ? A hundred yards down t h a t glen the pools are as bla :k 
as pitch, and the water roars like t h u n d e r ; drowned! why not, 
you English son of a deer-stealer?" " W h y no t? because, who 
was ever drowned tha t was born to be hanged ?" A n d that jest 
created universal laughter , as it is always sure to do, often as it 
may be repeated, in a company of ruff ians; such is felt to be its 
perfect t ru th , an J unanswerable simplicity. 

1 1 0 . LILIAS GRIEVE—CONCLUDED. 

A F T E R an hour 's quarreling, and gibing,5 and mutiny,6 this dis-
i L orderly band of soldiers proceeded on their way down into 
the head of Yarrow, and there saw, in the solitude, t he house of 
Samuel Grieve. Thi ther they proceeded to get some refresh-

Cum'ber land, the most northwest county of England.- Wager 
(wa jer), to bet.—'Shingle (shfng'gl), a stonv place.—4 Burn (bSrn), a 
brook or small s t ream.- 'Gibing ( j lb ' ing\ using reproachful words; 
r idiculing.- Mu' ti ny, disobedience of orders; opposition to the author-
ity of their commander. 

ment, and ripe for any outrage tha t any occasion might suggest. 
The old man and his wife, hearing a tumidt of many voices and 
many feet, came out, and were immediately saluted with manv 
opprobrious1 epithets. ' T h e h u t was soon rifled3 of any small 
articles of wearing appare l ; and Samuel, without emotion, set 
before them whatever provisions he had—but ter , cheese, bread, 
and mi lk—and hoped they would not be too hard upon 
old people, who were desirous" of dyiug, as they had lived, in 
peace. 

2. Thankfu l were they both, in their parental hearts, t ha t thei r 
little Lilias was among the hi l ls ; and the old man trusted that 
if she re turned before the soldiers were gone, she would see, 
f rom some distance, thei r muskets on t h e green before the door, 
and hide herself among the brake.4 T h e soldiers devoured their 
repast wi th m a n y oaths, and much hideous and obscene5 lan-
guage, w hich it was sore against t h e old man's soul to hea r in 
his own h u t ; but h e said nothing, for t h a t would have been 
willfully to sacrifice his life. 

3. A t last, one of t h e par ty ordered him to return thanks, in 
words im'pious,6 and full of b las 'phemy; 7 which. Samuel calmly 
refused to do, beseeching them, at t he same time, for the sake 
of their own souls, not so to offend their g rea t and bountiful 
Preserver. " Confound the old canting8 Covenanter ; 9 1 will prick 
h im with my bayonet, if h e won' t say grace!" and the blood 
trickled down the old man 's cheek, from a slight wound on his 
forehead. The sight of it seemed to awaken the dormant1 0 blood-
thirstiness in the t iger hear t of the soldier, who now swore, if 
t he old man did not instantly repeat t he words after him, he 
would shoot h im dead. 

4. And, as if cruelty were contagious," almost the whole par ty 
agreed tha t t he demand was but reasonable, and tha t t h e old 

' Op prò' bri ous, reproachful ; insulting ; abusive.—' Ep' i thets, ex-
pressions ; names.—' El ' fled, robbed.—4 Bràke, fern ; a thicket.—11 Ob 
Bcène', indecent.—1' Im' pious, irreverent toward God ; profane ; wicked. 
—' Blis' phe my, evil speaking against God.—' Cânt' ing, whining ; using 
6et terms.—' Covenanter (kùv' e nant er), a subscriber to the Scotch na-
tional covenant, or solemn agreement to walk together according to the 
precepts of the Gospel.—10 Dor'mant, hidden; sleeping; concealed -

Contagious (kon t.Vjus), catching. 



nypocritical1 knave must preach or perish. " H e r e is a great 
musty Bible," cried one of .them. " I f he won't speak. I will 
gag him with a vengeance. Here, old Mr. Peden the prophet, 
let me cram a few chapters of St. Luke down your maw.* St. 
Luke was a physician, I believe. Well, here is a dose of him. 
Open your jaws." And, with these words, he tore a handful of 
leaves out of the Bible, and advanced toward the old man, from 
whose face his terrified wife was now wiping off the blood. 

5. Samuel Grieve was nearly fourscore; but his sinews were 
not yet relaxed, and, in his younger days, he had been a man of 
great strength. When , therefore, the soldier grasped him by 
the neck, the sense of receiving an indignity from such a slave 
made his blood boil, and, as if his youth had been renewed, the 
gray-headed man, with one blow, felled the ruffian to the floor. 

6. That blow sealed his doom. There was a fierce tumult and 
yelling of wrathful voices, and Samuel Grieve was led out to die. 
H e had witnessed such butchery of others, and felt that the hour 
of his martyrdom was come. " As thou didst reprove Simon 
Peter in the garden, when h e smote the high priest's servant, • 
and saidst,4 The cup which my Father hath given me, shall I 
not drink it? ' so now, 0 my Redeemer, do thou pardon me , thy 
frail and erring follower, and enable me to drink this cup!" W i t h 
these words, the old man knel t down unbidden, and, after one 
solemn look to heaven, closed his eyes, and folded his hands 
across his breast. 

7. His wife now came forward, and knelt down beside the old 
man. " Let us die together, Samuel; but oh! what will become 
of our dear Lilias ?" " God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb," 
said her husband, opening not his eyes, but taking her hand into 
h i s : "Sarah, .be not afraid." " 0 Samuel, I remember, at this 
moment, these words of Jesus, which you this morning r ead : 
4 Forgive them, Fa the r ; they know not what they do . ' " " We 
are all sinners together," said Samuel, with a loud voice; " we 
two old gray-headed people, on our knees, and about to die, both 
forgive you all, as we hope ourselves to be forgiven. W e are 
ready, be merciful, and do not mangle us. Sarah, be not afraid." 

1 Hyp ocrft'ical, marked by hypocrisy, or putting on an appearance 
of virtue which one does not possess.—J M&io, stomach, properly of 
beasts, and used only in contempt when applied to the human spccics. 

8. I t seemed that an angel was sent down from heaven, -to 
6ave the lives of these two old gray-headed folks. W i t h hair 
floating in sunny light, and seemingly wreathed with flowers of 
heavenly azure ; with eyes beaming raster, and yet streaming 
tears; with white arms extended in their beauty, and motion 
gentle and gliding as the sunshine when a cloud is rolled away; 
came on, over the meadow before the hut, the same green-robed 
creature that had startled the soldiers with her singing in the 
moor ; and, crying loudly, but still sweetly, " God sent me hither 
to savo their lives," she fell down beside them as they knelt to-
gether; and then, lifting up her head from the turf, fixed her 
beautiful face, instinct with fear, love, hope, and the spirit oi 
prayer, upon the eyes of the men about to shed that innocent 
blood. 

9. They all stood heart-stricken; and the executioners flung 
down their muskets upon the greensward. "God bless you, 
kind, good soldiers, for this!" exclaimed the child, now weeping 
and sobbing with joy. " A y , ay, you will be happy to-night, 
when you lie down to sleep. If you have any little daughters or 
sisters like me, God will love them for your mercy to us, and 
nothing, till you return home, will hur t a hair of their heads. 
O h ! I see now that soldiers are not so cruel as we say!" " Lilias, 
your grandfather speaks unto you ; his last words a r e , ' Leave us, 
leave u s ; for they are going to put us to death.' Soldiers, kill 
not this little child, or the waters of the loch will rise up and 
drown the sons of perdition.1 Lilias, give us each a kiss, and 
then go into the house." 

10. The soldiers conversed together for a few minutes, and 
seemed now like men themselves condemned to die. Shame and 
remorse for their coward cruelty smote them to the h e a r t : and 
they bade them that were still kneeling, to rise up and go their 
ways; then, forming themselves into regular order, one gave the 
word of command, and, marching off, they soon disappeared. 
The old man, his wife, and little Lilias, continued for some time 
on their knees in prayer, and then all three went into the h u t ; 
the child between them, and a withered hand of each laid upon 
its beautiful and its fearless head. J WILSOM. 

Perdition (per dish' un), destruction. 
12 M. 



1 1 1 . T H E HERMIT. 

1. A T the close of therfay , when the hamlet is still, 
i l _ And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness prove; 
W h e n naught but the tofrent is heard on the hill, 

And naught but the nightingale's sSng in the grove; 
'Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 

Whi le his harp rang symphonious,1 a hermit began ; 
No more wife himself or with nature, a t war, 

H e thought as a sage, though he felt as a man. 

2. " A h ! why thus abandon'd to darkness and woe ? 
Why , lone Philomela,2 that languishing fall,8 

For spring shall return, and a lover bestow, 
And sorrow no longer fey bosom inthrall, 

But, if pity inspire thee, renew the sad l ay ; 
Mourn, sweetest complainer; man calls thee to mourn. 

Oh, soothe bun, whose pleasures like thine pass a w a y : 
Full quickly they pass—but they never return. 

3. " Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sky, 
The moon half extinguish'd her crescent5 displays; 

Bu t lately I mark'd, when majestic on high 
She shSne, and the planets were lost in her blaze. 

Roll on, thou fair orb, and wife gladness pursue 
T h e path tha t conducts thee to splendor aga in : 

Bu t man's faded glory what change shall renew ? 
Ah, fool! to exult in a glory so vain! 

4. " 'Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no m o r e : 
I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for y o u ; 

For morn is approaching, your charms to restore, 
Perfumed wife fresh fragrance, and glittering wTith dew. 

Nor yet fry the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
Kind nature the embryo6 blossom will save; 

1 Sym phi' ni ous, agreeing in sound; harmonious.— Phi lo mi' la, the 
nightingale.—s Languishing (lung' gwish ing) fall, sad note.—4 In thrill', 
enslave; reduce to bondage.—8 Cies' cent, the increasing or new moon, 
which, when receding from the sun, shows a curving rim of light; the 
figure or likeness of the new moon.—0 Em' bry o, in an uufoimed state; 
a state not completed or finished. 

Bu t when shall spring visit the moldering urn ? 
Oh, when shall day dawn on the night of the grave ? 

5. M 'Twas thus, by the light of false science betray'd, 
Tha t leads to bewilder, and dazzles to blind, 

My thoughts wont1 to roam, from shade onward to shade, 
Destruction before me, and sorrow behind. 

Oh, pity, great Father of light,' then I cried, 
' Thy creature, that fain8 would not wander from thee • 

Lo, humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride": 
From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free! ' 

6. " And darkness and doubt are now flying away; 
No longer I roam in conjecture for lorn: 

So breaks on the traveler, faint and astray, 
The bright and the balmy effulgence8 of morn. 

See Truth, Love, and Mercy, in triumph descending, 
And nature all glowing in Eden's first b loom! 

On the cold cheek of Death smiles and roses -are blending, 
And Beauty immortal awakes from the tomb!" 

D a . JAMES B E A T O E . 

T H E K N I G H T , T H E H E K M I T , A N D T H E M A N . 

1 1 2 . T H E K N I G H T . — P A R T FIRST. 

SIR GUY D E MONTFORT was as brave a knight4 as ever 
laid lance in rest or swung his glittering battle-ax. H e 

possessed many noble and generous qualities, but they were ob-
scured, alas! by the strange thirst for human blood that marked 

1 Wont (wunt), to be used; accustomed.—5 Fii'n, willingly.—* Ef f&l' 
gence, splendor; light.—4 Knight (nit), a champion ; a soldier on horse-
back endowed with peculiar privileges. The laws and usages to which 
knights were subjected during the feudal ages, formed the institution 
called chivalry. The business of a knight was to travel in search of 
adventure, to redress wrongs, and particularly to protect the ladies. 
He was clad in armor, and wore a sword, a spear, and a battle-ax. The 
invention and application of gunpowder have rendered the defensive 
armor of the knight of little avail; and chivalry, as an institution, has 
fallen into decay. The term knight is now applied to one of the lowest 
orders of the English nobility. 



the age in which he lived—an age when "Love your friends 
and hate your enemies" had taken the place'of " Bu t I say unto 
you, love your enemies ^ bless them that curse you, do good to 
them that hate you, and pray for them which despitefully use 
you and persecute you." 

2. Ten knights as brave as Sir Guy, and possessing as many 
noble and generous qualities, had fallen beneath his superior 
etrsngth and skill in arms; and for this the bright eyes of beauty 
looked admiringly upon him—fair lips smiled when he appeared, 
and minstrels' sang of his prowess, in lady's bower and festive hall. 

3. At a great tournament,5 given in honor of the marriage of 
the king's daughter, Sir Guy sent forth his challenge to single 
and deadly combat, but, for two days, no one accepted this, 
challenge, although it was three times proclaimed by the herald.' 
On the third day, a young and strange knight rode, with visor1 

down, into the lists,5 and accepted the challenge. I i is slender 
form, his carriage, and all that appertained to him, showed him 
to be no match for Guy de Montfort—and so it proved. They 
met—and Sir Guy's lance, at the first tilt, penetrated the corse-
let6 of the brave young knight and entered his heart. As he 
rolled upon the ground his casque' flew off, and a shower of 
sunny curls fell over his fair young face and neck. 

4. Soon the stränge news went thrilling from heart to heart, 
that the youthful knight who had kissed the dust beneath the 
sharp steel of De Moutfort, was a maiden! and none other than 
the beautiful, high-spirited Agnes St, Bertrand, whose father Sir 
Guy had killed, but a few months before, in a combat to which 
he had challenged him. B y order of the king the tournament 
was suspended, and' rampant8 knights and ladies gay went back 
to their homes, in soberer mood than when they came forth. 

Mln' strels, poets ; bards ; singers.—5 Tournament (tern' a ment), a 
military sport or exercise on horseback; a mock fight.—5 Her' aid, an 
officer whose business was to make a solemn declaration, or challenge, 
or give public information.—* Visor (viz' or), that part of the helmet 
which covers the face; it was perforated or pierced with holes for the 
eyes, nose, and mouth.—* Lists, ground inclosed for a race, or field of 
»mbat.—'Corse'let, light armor for the fore-part of the body.— 
Casque (kisk), helmet; armor for the head.—' Rimp' ant, wanton 

ocyoiul restraint. 

5. Alone in his castle, with the grim faces of his ancestors 
looking down upon him from the wall, Sir Guy paced to and fro 
with hurried steps. T h e Angel of Mercy was nearer to him 
than she had been for years, and her whispers were distinctly 
heard. Glory and fame were forgotten by the knight—for self 
was forgotten. 

6. T h e question—a strange question for h im—" W h a t good F 
arose in his mind. H e had killed St. Ber t rand—but why ? To 
add another leaf to his laurels as a brave knight. Bu t was this 
leaf worth its cost—the broken heart of the fairest and loveliest 
maiden in the land? nay, more—the life-drops from that broken 
heart? 

For the first time the flush of triumph was chilled by a re-
membrance of what the triumph had cost him. • Then came a 
shudder, as he thought of the lovely widow who drooped in Arto 
Castle—of the wild pang that snapped the heart-strings of D e 
Cressy's bride, when she saw the battle-ax go crashing into her 
husband's brain—of the beautiftd betrothed of Sir Gilbert de 
Marion, now a shrieking "maniac'—of Agnes St. Ber t rand! 

8. As these sad images came up before the knight, his pace 
grew more rapid, and his brows, upon which large beads of sweat 
were standing, were clasped between his hands with a gesture of 
agony. " And what for all this ?" he murmured. " W h a t for 
all this ? A m I braver or better for such bloody work ?" 

9. Through the long night h e paced the hall of his castle; 
but with daydawn he rode forth alone. The sun arose and se t ; 
the seasons came and went ; years passed; but the knight re-
turned not. 

1 1 3 . T H E H E R M I T . — P A R T SECOND. . -

FAR, from the busy scenes of life dwelt a pious recluse,' who, 
in prayer, fasting, and various forms of penance, sought to 

find repose for his troubled conscience. His food was pulse, and 
his drink the pure water that went sparkling in the sunlight 
past his hermit-cell in the wilderness. Now and then a traveler 

1 Mi' ni ac, an insane person.—1 Ile elùse', a religious devotee ; one 
shut out from society. 



who had lost his way, or an eager hunter in pursuit of game, 
met this lonely man in bis deep seclusion.1 To such he spoke 
eloquently of the vanities of life and of the wisdom of those 
who, renouncing these vanities, devote themselves to God; and 
they left him, believing the hermit to be a wise and happy man. 

2. Bu t they erred. Neither prayer nor penance filled the 
aching void that was in his bosom. If he were happy, it was 
happiness for which none need have felt an envious wish; if h 
were wise, his wisdom partook more of the selfishness of this 
world than of the holy benevolence of the nex t 

3. The days came and wen t ; the seasons changed; years 
passed; and still the hermit 's prayers went up at morning, and 
the setting sun looked upon his kneeling form. His body was 
bent, though not with a g e ; his long hair whitened, but not with* 
the snows of many winters. Yet all availed not. The solitary 
one found not in prayer and penance" that peace which passeth 
all understanding. 

4. One night he dreamed in his cell that the Angel of Mercy 
came to him, and said: " I t is in vain—all in vain! Ar t thou 
not a man, to whom power has been given to do good to thy 
fellow-man ? Is the bird on the tree, the beast in his lair, the 
worm that crawls upon the earth, thy fellow ? Not by prayer 
not by meditation, not by penance, is man purified; not for these 
are his iniquities washed out. ' Well done, good and faithful 
servant.' These are the divine words thou hast not ye t learned. 
Thou callest thyself God's servant; but where is thy work ? I 
see it n o t W h e r e are the hungry thou hast fed ?—the naked 
thou hast clothed ?—the sick and the prisoner who have been 
visited by thee ? They are not here in the wilderness!" 

5. The angel departed, and the hermit awoke. I t was mid-
n i g h t From the bending heavens beamed down myriads1 of 
beautiful stars. T h e dark and solemn woods were still as death, 
and there was no sound on the air save the clear music of the 
singing rill, as it went on happily wife its work, even in the 
darkness. 

1 Seclusion (se klu' zun), retirement; solitude ; the state of being sep-
arate or alone.—'Pin'ance, suffering imposed or submitted to as an 
atonement or a satisfaction for sin.—' Myr' i ad, the number of ten 
thousand; an immense indefinite number.. 

6. " Where is my work ?" murmured the he rmi t as he stood 
wife his hot brow uncovered in the cool air. " The stars are 
moving in their courses; the trees are spreading forth their 
branches and rising to heaven; and the stream flows on to fee 
ocean; but I, superior to all these—I, gifted with a will, an un-
derstanding, and active energies—am doing no work! ' Well 
done, good and faithful servant.' Those blessed words can not 
be said of me." 

1. Morning came, and fee hermit saw the bee at its labor, the 
bird building its nest, and the worm spinning its silken thread. 
" And is there no work for me, t he noblest of all created things ?" 
said he. 

8. The hermit knelt in prayer, but found no utterance. 
' W h e r e was his work ? H e had none to bring but evil work. 

H e had harmed his fellow-men—but where was the good he had 
done ? Prayers and penitential deeds wiped away no tear from 
the eye of sorrow—fed not fee hungry—clothed not the naked. 

9. " D e Montfort!—it is vain! there must be charity as well 
as piety!" Thus murmured the he rmi t as he arose from his 
prostrate attitude. W h e n night came, fee hermit 's cell, far 
away in fee deep, untrodden forest, was tcnantless. 

1 1 4 . T H E K A N . — P A R T THIRD. 

A F E A R F U L plague1 raged in a great city. I n the narrow 
streets, where the poor were crowded together, the hot 

breath of the pestilence withered up hundreds in a day. Those 
not stricken down, fled, and left the suffering and the dying to 
their fate. Terror extinguished all human sympathies. 

2. In the midst of these dreadful scenes, a man clad in plain 
garments—a stranger—approached the plague-stricken city. 
The flying inhabitants warned him of the peril he was about, 
encountering, but he heeded them n o t H e entered within the 
walls, and took his way wife a firm step to the most infected* 
regions. 

3. I n the first house that h e entered he found a young maiden, 

1 PlJgu«, a dreadful disease, causing almost instant death.—1 In it-ct' 
ed, visited by disease. 



alone and almost in the «gonies of d e a t h ; and he r feeble cry 
was for something to slake her burning thirst. H e p.aced to 
Her hps a cool draught,1 of which she drank eager ly ; then he 
sat down to watch by her side. I n a little while the hot fever 
began to abate, and the sufferer slept . T h e n h e lifted her in his 
a rms and bore he r beyond the city walls, where the air was purer 
and where were those appointed to receive and minister to the 
sick who were brought forth. 

4. Again h e went" into the deadly atmosphere, and amonw the 
sick and the d y i n g ; and soon h e re turned once more wi fe a 
sleeping infant tha t he had removed from t h e infolding arms of 
its dead mother . ' T h e r e was a calm and holy smile upon the 
s t r a n g e r s hps, as he looked into t h e sweet face of the innocent 
child ere he resigned it to others ; and those who saw tha t smile 
said m their hear t s—« Veri ly, h e h a t h his reward." 

5. For weeks the plague hovered, with its black wings, over 
tha t devoted c i t y - a n d dur ing t h e whole time, this s t ranger to 
all t he inhabitants passed from house to house, support ing a 
dying head here, giving dr ink to such as were almost mad with 
thirst there, and bearing forth in his a rms those for whom there 
was any hope of life. B u t when " t h e pestilence tha t walketh 
in darkness and wasteth at noonday" had left t he city, h e was 
nowhere to be found. 

6. For years the castle of D e Mont for t was without a lord. 
I t s knight ly owner had departed, t h o u g h to wha t far country no 
one knew. A t last h e r e t u r n e d — n o t on mailed1 charger, wife 
corselet, casque, and spear—a boastful kn ight , with hands crim-
soned by his brother 's blood,—nor as a pious devotee from his 
cloister,5 but, as a man, from the ci ty where h e had done "ood 
deeds amid the dying and the dead . H e came t o take posses-
sion of his stately castle and his b road lands once more—not as 
a knight , but as a man—not to g lo ry once more in his proud 
elevation, b u t to use the gifts wi th which God had endowed him, 
in making wiser, better, and happier h is fellow-men. 

1. H e had work to do, and h e was faithful in its performance. 

, ¿ S " ^ ( d r J f t ) ' a P01*"® to d r i n k ; t h a t w h i c h i s drank at o n c e . -
Mailed, clad in a r m o r . - ' dois ' ter, an inclosure ; a place of religious 

ictirement. 

H e was no longer a knight-errant,1 seeking for adventure wher-
ever bru te courage promised to give h im renown; h e was no 
longer an idle hermit , shrinking from his work in the great har-
vest-fields of l i fe ; but h e was a man, doing valiantly, among his 
fellow-men, t ru ly noble deeds—not deeds of blood, but deeds of 
moral daring, in an age when the real uses of life were despised 
by t h e titled few. 

8. T h e r e was the bold Knight , t h e pious Hermit , and t h e 
M a n ; but the MAN was best and greatest of all. 

T. S. ARTHUR. 

1 1 5 . K O LIFE PLEASING TO GOD, THAT IS NOT USEFUL 
TO M A N . 

IT pleased our migh ty sovereign,8 Abbas Carascan, f rom whom 
t h e kings of the ear th derive honor and dominion, to set 

Mirza, his servant, over the province of Tauris. In the h a n d of 
Mirza, t he balance of distribution was suspended wi fe impar-
tiali ty ; and under his administration the weak were protected, 
t h e learned received honor, and the diligent became rich: Mirza, 
therefore, was beheld by every eye wi th complacency,3 and every 
tongue pronounced blessings upon his head. 

2. B u t i t was observed t h a t h e derived no j o y from t h e bene-' 
fits which h e diffused; h e became pensive and melancholy ; h e 
spent his leisure in sol i tude; in his palace h e sat motionless 
upon a soia ; and when h e went out, his walk was slow, and his 
eyes were fixed upon t h e g r o u n d : h e applied to the business of 
state wi fe re luc tance ; and resolved to relinquish the toil of gov-
ernment, of which h e could no longer enjoy the reward. He , 
therefore, obtained permission to approach t h e th rone of our 
sovereign; and being asked wha t was his request, h e made this 
r e p l y : 

3. " May t h e Lord of t h e world forgive the slave whom h e 
has honored, if Mirza presume again to lay the bounty of Abbas 
at his feet. T h o u has t -given me fee dominion of a country, 

1 Knight-errant (nlt-êr* rant), a wandering knight.—' Sovereign (suv*. 
erin) a supreme or chief ruler.—3Complà'cency, pleasure; satisfac-
tion. 



fruitful as- the gardens of D a m a s c u s ; and a ci ty glorious above 
all others, except t h a t only which reflects the splendor of thy 
presence. B u t the longest life is a period scarcely sufficient to 
prepare for death. All other business is vain and trivial, as the 
toil of emmets ' in t h e pa th of t h e traveler, under whose foot they 
perish fo r eve r : and all en joyment is unsubstantial and eva-
nescent5 as the colors of t h e bow tha t appears in the interval of a 
storm. Suffer me, therefore, to prepare for the approach of 
e te rn i ty ; let m e give u p m y soul to medi ta t ion ; let solitude 
and silence acquaint me with t h e mysteries of devot ion; let me 
forget t he world, and by t h e world be forgotten, till t h e m o m e n t 
arrives in which t h e vail of e terni ty shall fall, and I shall be 
found at t h e bar of t h e Almighty ." Mirza t h e n bowed himself 
to t h e earth, and stood silent. 

4. B y the command of Abbas i t is recorded, t h a t at these 
words h e trembled upon t h e throne, a t t he footstool of which 
the world pays h o m a g e ; h e looked round u p o n his nobles ; but 
every countenance was pale, and every eye was upon t h e ear th . 
N o man opened his m o u t h ; and t h e k ing first broke silence, 
after i t had continued near an hour . 

5. " Mirza, terror and doubt are come upon me. I am alarmed 
as a man who suddenly perceives tha t h e is nea r t h e br ink of a 
precipice, and is urged forward by an irresistible3 force' . b u t ye t 
I know not whether m y danger is a reality or a dream. I am, 
as thou art , a rept i le of the e a r t h ; m y life is a moment , and 
eternity, in which days, and years, and ages, are nothing, 
eternity is before me, for which I also should p r e p a r e ; but by 
whom then mus t the faithful b e governed ? B y those only who 
have no fear of j udgmen t ? by those only whose life is brutal , 
because like brutes they do not consider t h a t they shall die ? 
Or who, indeed, are the faithfid ? A r e t h e busy mult i tudes tha t 
crowd the city, in a state of perdition ? and : s t h e cell of t h e 
Dervis" alone t h e ga te of paradise! T o all, t h e life of a Dervis 
is not possible; to all, therefore, i t can not be a duty. D e p a r t 

1 '¿in' mets, ants.—2 Ev a n&s' cent, short-lived ; passing quickly away. 
—'Irresistible ( irresist ' ibi) , that can not be resisted with success.— 
4 DSr' vis, a priest or monk among the Persians and Turks who leads an 
austere life. 

to the house which has in this city been prepared for t h y resi-
dence : I will medi ta te t h e reason of t h y reques t ; and may H e 
who illuminates t h e m i n d of t h e humble,, enable me to determine 
wi th wisdom." 

6. Mirza depa r t ed ; and on t h e th i rd day, having received n o 
command, h e again reques ted an audience," and i t was g ran ted . 
W h e n h e entered t h e royal presence, h is countenance appeare 
more cheer fu l ; he drew a let ter f rom his bosom, and having 
kissed it, h e presented i t wi th his r igh t hand . " M y lo rd !" 
said he, " I have learned by this letter, which I received from 
Cosrou the Iman,2 who stands now before thee, in wha t manne r 
life may be best improved. I am enabled to look back wi th 
pleasure, and forward wi th h o p e ; and I shall now rejoice still 
to be t h e shadow of t h y power at Tauris, and to keep those 
honors which I so lately wished to resign." 

7. T h e king, who h a d listened to Mirza wi th a mixture of sur-
prise and curiosity, immediate ly gave the letter to Cosrou, and 
commanded t h a t i t should be read. T h e eyes of the court were 
a t once tu rned upon t h e hoary sage, whose countenance was 
suffused wi th an hones t b l u s h ; and it was not without some 
hesitation t h a t h e read these words. 

116 . N O LIFE PLEASING TO GOD, THAT IS NOT USEFUL 
TO MAN—CONCLUDED. 

m o Mirza, whom t h e wisdom of A b b a s our migh ty lord has 
J - honored wi th dominion, be perpetual hea l t h ! W h e n I 

heard t h y purpose to wi thdraw t h e blessings of t h y government 
from t h e thousands of Tauris , m y hea r t was wounded wi th the 
arrSw of affliction, and m y eyes became dim with sorrow. B u t 
who shall speak before t h e k ing when h e is t roubled ; and who 
shall boast of knowledge, when h e is distressed by doubt? To 
thee will I relate t h e events of m y youth, which thou has t re-
newed before m e ; and those t r u t h s which they t augh t me, may 
the P rophe t 3 multiply to t h e e ! 

1 Aud' i ence, hearing.—31' man, a Mohammedan priest or prince.— 
1 Prfiph' et, here means Mohammed, whom his followers bolieve to have 
been a prophet. 



2. " Under the instruction of the physician Aluzar, I obtained 
an early knowledge of his art. To those who were smitten wife 
disease, I could administer plants, which the sun has impreg-
nated' with the spirit of health. Bu t the scenes of pain, languor, 
and mortality, which were perpetually rising before me, made 
me often tremble for myself. I saw the grave open at my fee t : 
I determined, therefore, to contem'plate only the regions beyond 
it, and to despise every acquisition which I could not keep. 

3. " I conceived an opinion, that as there was no merit but in 
voluntary poverty and silent meditation, those who desired 
money were not proper objects of bounty ; and tha t by all who 
were proper objects of bounty, money was despised. J, there-
fore, buried mine in the e a r t h ; and renouncing society, I wan-
dered into a wild and sequestered2 par t of the country. My 
dwelling was a cave by the side of a hill. I drank the runuing 
water from the spring, and ate such fruit and /¿erbs as I could 
find. To increase the austerity of my life, I frequently watched 
all night, sitting at the entrance of the cave wife my face to the 
east, resigning myself to the secret influences of the"Prophet . 

4. " One morning after my nocturnal vigil,3 jus t as I perceived 
the horl'zon glow at the approach of the sun, the power of sleep 
became irresistible, and I sunk under it. I imagined myself 
still sitting at the entrance of m y cell; that the dawn increased; 
and that as I looked earnestly for the first beam of day, a dark 
spot appeared to intercept4 it, I perceived tha t it was in mo-
tion ; it increased in size as it drew near, and at length I discov-
ered it to be an eagle. I still kept my eye fixed steadfastly upon 
it, and saw it alight a t a small distance, where I now descried a 
fox whose two fore-legs appeared to be broken. Before this fox 
the eagle laid par t of a kid, which she had brought in her talons, 
and then disappeared. 

5. " W h e n I awaked, I laid my forehead upon the ground, 
and blessed the Prophe t for the instruction of the morning. I 
reviewed my dream, and said thus to myself: Cosrou, t h o u h a s t 
done well to renounce the tumult, the business, and vanities of 

. I m P r % ni ted , infused; .-¡lied.-5Sequestered (sekwSs'terd), re-
tired; separated; apart from others.—3 Vigil (vij il), watch.—4 In ter-
eSpt', come between; hide from view. 

life ; but thou hast as ye t only done it in par t ; thou art still 
every day busied in the search of food ; thy mind is not wholly 
at rest ; neither is thy t rust in Providence complete. W h a t art 
thou taught by this vision ? If thou hast seen an eagle com-
missioned by Heaven to feed a fox tha t is lame, shall not the 
hand of Heaven also supply thee wife food, when tha t which 
prevents thee from procuring it for thyselfj is not necessity, but 
devotion ? 

6. " I was now so confident of a miraculous1 supply, that I 
neglected to walk out for m y repast, which, after the first day, I 
expected wife an impatience tha t left me little power of attend-
ing to any other object. This impatience, however, I labored to 
suppress, and persisted in my resolution ; but my eyes at length 
began to fail me, and m y knees smote each other ; I threw my-
self backward, and hoped my weakness would soon increase to 
insensibility. Bu t I was suddenly roused by the voice of an in-
visible being, who pronounced these words : 

7. " 4 Cosrou, I am the àngel, who, by the command of the 
Almighty, have registered the thoughts of thy heart, which I 
am now commissioned to reprove. Whi le thou wast attempting 
to become wise above tha t which is revealed, thy folly has per-
verted the instruction which was vouchsafed thee. A r t thou 
disabled as the fox? hast thou not rather the powers of the 
eagle ? Arise, let the eagle be the object of thy emulation.2 To 
pain and sickness, be tliou again the messenger of ease and 
health. Virtue is not rest, but action. If thou dost good to 
man as an evidence of t hy love to God, thy virtue will be exalted 
from moral to divine ; and that happiness which is the pledge oi 
paradise, will be t hy reward upon earth.' 

8. " At these words, I was not less astonished than if a mount-
ain had been overturned at my feet. I humbled myself in the 
dust ; I returned to the city ; I dug up my treasure ; I was lib-
eral, yet I became rich. My skill in restoring health to the 
body, gave me frequent opportunities of curing the diseases oi 
the soul. I grew eminent beyond my mer i t ; and it was the 
pleasure of the king t h a t I should stand before him. Now, 

1 Mi l ie ' u lous, supernatural; wonderful.—« Em u \h! tion, effort to 
equal cr surpass j desire of superiority. 



therefore, be not offended; I boast of no knowledge that I have 
not received. 

9. " As the 6ands of the desert drink np the drops of rain, or 
the dew of the morning, so do I also, who am but dust, imbibe 
the instructions of the Prophet . Believe then tha t it is he who 
tells thee, all knowledge is profane which terminates in thyself; 
and by a life wasted in speculation, little even of this can be 
gained. W h e n the gates of paradise are thrown open before 
thee, thy mind shall be irradiated1 in a moment. Here thou 
canst do little more than pile error upon er ror : there, thou shalt 
build t ruth upon truth. Wait , therefore, for the glorious vision; 
and in the mean time emulate the eagle. 

10. "Much is in thy power; and, therefore, much is expected 
of thee. Though the Almighty only can give virtue, yet, as a 
prince, thou mayst stimulate those to beneficence,' who act 
from no higher motive than immediate interest; thou canst not 
produce the principle, but mayst enforce the practice. Let thy 
virtue be thus diffused; and if thou believest with reverence, 
thou shalt be accepted above. Farewell! May the smile of 
Him who resides in the heaven of heavens be upon thee ; and 
against thy name, in the volume of His will, may happiness be 
written." 

11. T h e king, whose doubts, like those of Mirza, were now 
removed, looked up with a smile that communicated the joy of 
his mind. H e dismissed the prince to his government; and 
commanded these events to be recorded, to the end that posterity 
may know, " tha t no life is pleasing to God, but that which is 
useful to mankind." H A W K E S W O R T H . 

1 1 7 . ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

1 OD of my life, and Author of my days, 
v J Permit my feeble voice to lisp thy praise, 
And, trembling, take upon a mortal tongue 
That hSllow'd name, to harps of seraphs3 s u n g : 

1 Ir ri ' di i t ed, made splendid; enlightened intellectually.—' Be nif'-
icence, the practice of doing good; active goodness, kiuduess, or 
charity.—* Sir 'aphs, highest rank of angels. 

Yet here the brightest seraphs could no more 
Thau vail their faces, tremble, and adore. 
Worms, angels, men, in every different sphere,' 
Are equal all ; for all are nothing here. 

2 . All nature faints beneath the mighty name, 
Which nature's works through all their parts proclaim. 
I feel that name my inmost thoughts control, 
And breathe an awful stillness through my soul : 
As by a charm, the waves of grief subside ; ' 
Impetuous3 passion stops her headlong tide. 
A t thy felt presence all emotions4 cease, 
And my hush'd spirit finds a sudden peace ; 
TiH every worldly thought within me dies, 
And earth's gay pageants5 vanish from mv eves ; 
Till all m y sense is lost in infinite,6 

A n d one vast object fills my aching s igh t 

3. B u t soon, alas ! this holy calm is broke ; 
My soul submits to wear her wonted7 yoke ; 
W i t h shackled pinions strives to soar in vain, 
And mingles with the drôss of earth again. 
Bu t He, our gracious Master, kind as just, 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is dus t 
His spir i t e v e r brooding o'er our mind, 
Sees the first wish to better hopes inclined ; 
Marks the young dawn of every virtuous aim, 
A n d fans the smoking flax into a flame. 

4. His ears are open to the softest cry, 
His grace descends to meet the lifted eye ; 
H e reads the language of a silent tear, 
And sighs are incense8 from a heart sincere. 
Such are the vows, the sacrifice I give ; 
Accept the vow, and bid the suppliant5 live ; 

Sphère, world ; station or rank in life.—' Sub side', settle down.— 
Im pêt' u ous, hasty ; "orcible. —4 E m6' tions, feelings. — ' Pageants 

(pi'jents), splendid shows —6 Infinite (In'fenît), that which is without 
bounds.—'Wonted (wùnt'ed), accustomed; usual.—8 In'cense, the 
odors of spices and gums burned in religious rites ; acceptable prayers 
and praises.—' Sûp' pli ant, one wbo asks a favor. 



From each terrestrial1 bondage set me f ree ; 
Still every wish tha t centers not in tbee ; 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain disquiets cease, 
And point my path to everlast ing peace. 

5. If the sôft hand of winning P l e a s u r e leads 
B y living waters, and th rough flowery meads, 
W h e n all is smiling, t ranquil , and serene, 
A n d vernal beauty paints t h e flattering scene,— 
Oh ! teach me to elude ' each l a t en t 3 snare, 
A n d whisper to m y sliding hea r t , " Beware !" 
Wi th caution let me hear t h e Siren's4 voice, 
And, doubtful, with a t r embl ing hea r t rejoice. 

6 IÇ friendless, in a vale of tears I stray, 

W h e r e briers wound, and t h o r n s perplex m y way,— 
Still let m y steady soul t h y goodness see, 
And with strong confidence lay ho ld on thee ; 
W i t h equal eye, m y various lot receive, 
Resign'd to die, or resolute t o live ; 
Prepared to kiss the scepter or t h e rod, 
W h i l e God is seen in all, and all in God. 

1. I read his awful name, emblazon'd® high, 
W i t h golden letters, on the i l lumined sky ; 
Nor less the mystic6 characters I see 
W r o u g h t in each flower, inscribed on every t r e e : 
In every leaf, t ha t t rembles to t h e breeze, 
I hear the voice of God a m o n g t h e trees. 

8. W i t h thee in shady solitudes I walk, 
W i t h thee in busy, crowded cities ta lk ; 
In every creature own t h y fo rming powei , 
In each event t h y providence adore : 
T h y hopes shall animate m y d r o o p i n g soul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and t h y fear control. 
Thus shall I rest unmoved by all alarms, 

' Ter rês' tri al, belonging to the earth.—' E lùde', escape . - ' Là' tent 
hidden ; concealed.-4 Si' ren, a fabled goddess of the ancients who en-
ticed men by singing, and devoured them ; hence, an enticing w o m a n -
Em blà' zoned, painted in bright colors.—" Mys'tic, not easily under-

stood ; used as a sign. 
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Secure within the temple of thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And feel myself omnipotent ' in thee. 

9. Then, when the last, t he closing hour draws nigh, 
And earth recedes' before m y swimming e y e ; 
W h e n , trembling, on t h e doubtful edge of fate 
I stand, and stretch my view to either s t a t e ; — 
Teach me to quit this transitory3 scene 
W i t h decent t r iumph, and a look se rene ; 
Teach me to fix m y ardent hopes on high, 
And, having lived to thee, in thee to die. 

M R S . B A R B A E L D . 

1 1 8 . T H E UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

1. T j l A T H E R o f a l l ! in every age, 
1 - In every clime adored, 
B y saint, by savage, and b y sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

2. Thou great First Cause, least understood, 
W h o all m y sense confined 

To know but this, t ha t thou a r t good, 
A n d tha t myself am blind ; 

3. Y ë t gave me, in this da rk estate, 
T o see t h e good from ill ; 

And, binding nature fast in fate, 
Lef t free the h u m a n will. 

4. W h a t conscience4 dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This5 teach me more than hell to shun, 
That ,3 more than heaven pursue. 

1 Om nip' o tent, all-powerful.—' Re cèdes', departs ; goes back.— 
•Trân ' s i to ry , passing away soon.—4 Conscience (kôn'shens), the fac-
ulty within us which judges of our conduct with regard to some stand-
ard of right or wrong.—* When this or that are thus used, this means the 
latter thing spoken of, and that, the former. In this stanza, this means 
" What conscience warns me not to do;" thai, what "Conscience dictates to 
be done." 



5. W h a t blessings t h y free bounty gives, 
Let m e not cast a w a y ; 

Fo r God is paid when man receives,— 
T o enjoy is to obey. 

6. Y e t not to earth's contracted span 
T h y goodness let me b o u n d ; 

O r t h ink thee Lord alone of man, 
W h e n thousand worlds are round. 

7. Le t not th is weak, unknowing hand 
P r e s u m e t h y bolts to throw, 

A n d deal damnat ion round the land 
O n each I judge t h y foe. 

8. I f I am right , t h y grace impar t 
Still in the r igh t to s t a y ; 

If I am wrong, oh, teach m y hear t 
T o find tha t bet ter way. 

9. Save m e alike from foolish pride, 
Or Im'pious discontent 

A t augh t t h y wisdom has denied, 
O r augh t t h y goodness lent. 

10 Teach m e to feel another 's w o e ; 
T o h ide the fault I s ee ; 

T h a t mercy I to others show, 
T h a t mercy show to me. 

11. Mean t h o u g h I am, not wholly so, 
Since quicken'd1 by t h y b r e a t h ; 

Oh, lead me, wheresoe'er I go,— 
T h r o u g h this day's life or death. 

12. This day b e bread and peace my lo t ; 
All else beneath the sun 

T h o u know's t if best bestow'd or not, 
A n d let t h y will be done. 

Quick' ened, made alive. 

INTERVIEW WITH A MALAY. 2 8 3 

13. T o Thee, whose temple is all space, 
W h o s e altar, earth, sea, skies! 

O n e chorus let all being ra i se ! 
All nature 's incense rise! A L E X A N D E R P O P E . 

1 1 9 . A N INTERVIEW WITH A MALAY. 

ON E day a Malay1 knocked at m y door . W h a t business a 
Malay could have t o t ransact among English mountains, I 

can not conjecture ; b u t possibly h e was on his road to a sea-
port, about forty miles distant . T h e servant who opened the 
door to h im was a young girl, born and bred among the mount-
ains, who h a d never seen an Asiatic5 dress of any sort : h is tur-
ban,3 therefore, confounded he r n o t a l i t t l e ; and, as it t u rned 
out t h a t h is a t ta inments in English were exactly of the same 
extent as hers in t h e Malay, t he re seemed to be an impassable 
gulf fixed between all communication of ideas, if e i ther pa r ty had 
happened t o possess any. 

2. In this dilemma,4 t h e girl recollecting the reputed learning 
of her master (and, doubtless, giving me credit for a knowledge 
of all t he languages of t h e earth, besides, perhaps, a few of the 
lunar5 ones), came and gave m c to understand tha t t he re was a 
sort of démon below, whom she clearly imagined tha t m y ar t 
could exorcise6 f r o m t h e house. I did not immediately go 
down ; b u t when I did, t h e g roup which presented itself, arranged 
as i t was by accident, t h o u g h not very elaborate,7 took hold of 
m y fancy and m y eye in a way t h a t none of the statuesque8 at-
t i tudes exhibited in t h e ballets9 a t t he opera-house,10 though so 
ostentatiously11 complex,18 h ad ever done. 

1 M a % ' . a native of Malacca or Malaya.—' Asiatic (à she It ' ik), re-
lating to Asia.—' Turban (târ'ban), a head-dress worn in the East.— 
* Dl 16m' ma, perplexing condition ; a difficult or doubtful choice.— 

Lu' nar, belonging to the moon—' Ex' or cise, to expel, as evil spirits 
to free from evil influences, by calling on some holy name.—' E lâb' o-
rate, made with great labor and care.—8 Statuesque (stât yu êsk'), resem-
bling statues.—' Bil lets, dances of a particular kind, accompanied with 
gestures.—" Op' e ra-house, a house in which operas, or musical dramas, 
are given.—11 Ostentatiously (os tentà '6husly), with vain display.— 
" Côm' plex. composed of many parts. 
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3. In a cottage-kitchen, but paneled on t h e wall with dark 
wood, tha t from age and rubbing resembled oak, and looking 
more like a rustic hall of entrance t h a n a ki tchen, stood the 
Malay '—his turban and loose trowsers of dingy whi te relieved 
upon the dark p a n e l i n g h e had placed himself nearer to the 
girl t han she seemed to relish, t h o u g h h e r native spirit of mount-
ain intrepidity5 contended wi th t h e feelings of simple awe 
which her countenance expressed as she gazod upon t h e tiger-
cat before her . 

4. And a more striking picture the re could not be imagined, 
than the beautiful English face of t h e girl, and its ex'quisita 
fairness, toge ther with her erect and independent at t i tude, con-
trasted with t h e sallow3 and bilious4 skin of t h e Malay ' , enam-
eled or veneered with mahogany b y mar ine a i r ; h is small, 
fierce, restless eyes, thin lips, slavish gestures and adorations. 
Half hidden by the ferocious-looking Malay was a little child 
f rom a neighboring cottage, who had c r ep t in af ter h im, and was 
now in the act of revert ing its head and gazing upward a t t he 
tu rban and the fiery eyes beneath it, whi le wi th one h a n d h e 
caught at t he dress of the young w o m a n for protect ion. 

5. My knowledge of the Oriental5 t ongues is not remarkably 
extensive, being, indeed, confined to t w o w o r d s — t h e Ar 'ab ic 
word for barley, and the Turkish for opium,6 which I have 
learned from Anastasius. A n d as I h a d ne i ther a Ma lay ' dic-
tionary, nor even Adelung's Mithridates, which m i g h t have 
helped me to a few words, I addressed h i m in some lines f rom the 
Iliad,7 considering that , of such languages as I possessed, Greek, 
in point of longitude, came geographical ly nearest to an Oriental 
one. H e worshiped me in a most devou t manner , and replied 
in what I suppose was Malay. In th i s w a y I saved m y reputa-
t ion wi th m y neighbors, for the Malay h a d no means of bet ray-

1 Pin' el ing, panel-work; squares, or pieces of any kind placed be-
tween other bodies.—* I n t r e p i d ' i t y , fearlessness.—1» Sir16;», a pale, 
ickly, yellowish color.—4 Bilious (bll'yus), affected with bile, causing 

a dark hue through the skin.—' 0 ri fint'al, eastern.—' 0 ' pi urn, an in-
toxicating drug obtained from the juice of the poppy. I t is principally 
used to lessen pain ; but the Turks, Chinese, and other Eastern nations 
indulge in its use for its intoxicating effects.—' II' i ad, the Greek poem 
of Homer, which gives the history of the Trojan war. 
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ing the secret. H e lay down upon the floor for about an hour , 
and then pursued his journey. 

6. On his departure, I presented h im with a piece of opium. 
T o him, as an Orientalist, I concluded tha t opium mus t be fa-
mi l i a r ; and t h e expression of his face convinced me tha t i t was. 
Nevertheless, I was s t ruck wi th some little consternation when I 
saw h im suddenly raise his h a n d to his mouth, and (in the 
school-boy phrase) bolt t he whole, divided into three pieces, at 
one mouthful . T h e quant i ty was enough to kill th ree dragoons 
and their horses, and I felt some alarm for the poor c rea ture ; 
but wha t could be done ? I had given h im the opium in com-
passion for his solitary life, on recollecting tha t , if h e had trav-
eled on foot from London, it must be near ly three weeks since 
h e could have exchanged a thought with any human being. 

7. I could not t h ink of violating t h e laws of hospitality by 
having h im surged and "drenched w i f e an emetic, and thus 
frightening h im into' a not ion*that we were going to sacrifice 
h im to some English idol. No, there was clearly no help for i t ; 
he took his leave, and for some days I felt anxious; but , as I 
never heard of any Malay being found dead, I became convinced 
tha t he was used to opium, and tha t I mus t have done h im fee 
service I designed, by giving h im one n igh t of respite' f rom the 
pains of wandering. THOMAS D E QUIN-CEY. 

1 2 0 . T H E BURDENS OF M A N K I N D . — A D E E A M . 

iT is a celebrated though t of Socrates,5 feat if all the misfor-
tunes of mankind were cast into a public stock, in order t o 

be equally distributed among the whole species, those who now 
think themselves the most unhappy, woidd prefer the share they 
arc already possessed of, before tha t which would fall to them by 
such a division. Horace3 has carried this t hough t a great deal 

1 BSs'plte, interval of rest.—' Socrates, an illustrious Greek philoso-
pher, and teacher of youth, was born at Athens, in the year 468 B. c., 
and, though one of the wisest and most just of all men, suffered the 
punishment of death for impiety, at the age of seventy.—' Horace, a 
noted Koman poet, born on the 8th of December, u. c. 6a ; died on the 
19th of November, n. c. 8, at the age of fifty seven. 



f u r t h e r : h e says tha t t h e hardships or misfortunes which we lie 
under, are more easy to us than those of any other person would 
be, in case we could change conditions with him. 

2. As I was ruminat ing ' on these two remarks, and seated in 
m y elbow-chair, I insensibly fell asleep, when, on a sudden, I 
t hough t there was a proclamation made by Jupi ter , ' t ha t every 
mortal should br ing in his griefs and calamities, and th row them 
toggther in a heap. There was a large plain appointed for this 
purpose, I took my stand in the center of it, and saw, wi fe a 
g rea t deal of pleasure, t he whole human species marching one 
after another, and throwing down their several loads, which im-
mediately grew up into a prodigious5 mountain, t ha t seemed to 
rise above t h e clouds. 

3. There was a certain lady, of a thin, airy shape, w h o was 
vgry active in this solemnity. S h e carried a magnifying glass in 
one of her hands, and was c lo thed in a loose, flowing robe, em-
broidered w i f e several figures o f fiends and specters, t ha t discov-
ered themselves in a thousand chimerical'1 shapes, as he r gar-
ment hovered in the wind. T h e r e was something wild and dis-
t racted in her looks. H e r n a m e was F A N C Y . She led u p every 
mortal to the appointed place, after having very officiously 
assisted h im in mak ing up his pack, and laying it upon his 
shoulders. My hear t melted within me, to see m y fellow-
creatures groaning under the i r respective burdens, and to con-
sider tha t prodigious bulk of h u m a n calamities which lay 
before me. 

4 . There were, however, several persons who gave me great 
diversion upon this occasion. I observed one br inging in a 
fardel5 very carefully concealed unde r an old embroidered cloak, 
which, upon his throwing i t in to the heap, I discovered t o be 
poverty. Another , after a g rea t deal of puffing, th rew down 
his luggage, which, upon examining, I found to b e his wife. 

5. There were numbers of lovers, saddled w i f e very whimsi-
cal burdens, composed of dar ts and flames; but, wha t was very 
odd, though they sighed as if thei r hearts would break under 

1 Ruminating (r3' mi noting), musing on, or meditating over and over. 
—'Jupiter, the chief of the fabulous gods of the ancients.—* Prodigious 
(pro did' jus), very great; fitted to excite wonder.—* Chimerical (kl ni6r'-
ikal), fanciful; imaginary.—' Far 'del , bundle ; a little pack. 

these bundles of calamities, they could not persuade themselves 
to cast them into the heap, when they came up to i t ; but, after 
a few faint efforts, shook their heads, and marched away as 
heavy laden as they came. 

6. I saw multi tudes of old women throw down their wrinkles, 
and several young ones, who stripped themselves of a tawny1 

skin. There were very great heaps of red noses, large lips, and 
rusty tee th . T h e t r u t h of i t is, I was surprised to see the 
greater pa r t of t h e mountain made up of bodily deformities. 
Observing one advancing toward fee heap wi fe a larger cargo 
than ordinary upon his back, I found, upon his near approach, t ha t 
i t was only a natural hump, which h e disposed of, wi fe great 
joy of heart , among this collection of human miseries. 

7. There were, likewise, distempers of all so r t s ; though I could 
not but observe, t ha t t he re were many more imaginary than real. 
One little packet I could not b u t ^ k e notice of, which was a com-
plication' of all t he diseases incident to human nature, and was in 
the hand of a great many fine people ; this was called the Spleen.3 

B u t what most of all surprised me, was a remark I made, t ha t 
there was not a single vice or folly th rown into fee whole heap ; 
at which I was very m u c h astonished, having concludcd within 
myself t ha t every one would take this opportunity of get t ing rid 
of his passions, prejudices, and frailties. 

8. I took notice in part icular of a very profligate fellow, w h o 
I did n o t question came loaded wi fe his c r imes ; b u t upon 
searching into his bundle, I found feat, instead of th rowing his 
guilt f rom him, h e had only laid down his memory . H e was 
followed by another worthless rogue, who flung away his modesty 
mstead of his ignorance. 

9. W h e n the whole race of mankind had thus cast their bur-
dens, t he phan tom which had been so busy on this occasion, 
seeing me an idle spectator of w h a t had passed* approached 
toward me. I grew uneasy at her presence, w h e n of a sudden 
she held he r magnifying glass full before my eyes. I no sooner 
saw m y face in it, than I was startled at t he shortness of it, 

1 Tiu>' ny, of a yellowish dark color, like things tanned, or persons 
sunburnt.—'Complied'tion, entanglement; a number woven or tan-
gled together.—'Spleen, melancholy; a disease called " hypochondria," 
and familiarly, " blue devils." 



which now appeared to m e in its utmost aggravation.1 T h e 
immoderate b read th of t h e features made me very much out ol 
humor with m y own c o u n t e n a n c e ; upon which I threw i t f rom 
me, like a mask. 

10. I t happened , ve ry luckily, t h a t one w h o stood by me had 
*ust before t h r o w n down his visage,8 which, it seems, was too 
long for h im. I t was, indeed, extended to a shameful l e n g t h ; 
I believe the very chin was, modestly speaking, as long as my 
whole face. W e had, b o t h of us, an opportuni ty of mend ing 
ourselves; and all t h e contr ibut ions being now brought in, every 
man was at l iberty to exchange his misfortunes for those of 
another person. B u t as t h e r e arose m a n y new incidents in t h e 
seijuel3 of my vision, I shall reserve t h e m for the subject of m y 
next paper . 

1 2 1 . T H E BURDENS OFVMANKIND—CONCLUDED. 

IN my last paper , I gave m y reader a sight of tha t mountain of 
miseries, which was m a d e u p of those several calamities t h a t 

afflict t he minds of m e n . I saw, wi th unspeakable pleasure, t h e 
whole species thus del ivered f rom its sorrows; though, a t t h e 
same time, as we stood r o u n d t h e heap, and surveyed t h e several 
materials of which i t was composed, there was scarcely a mortal 
in this vast multi tude, w h o did not discover what h e though t 
pleasures of l i fe ; and wondered how t h e owners of t h e m ever 
came to look upon t h e m as burdens and grievances. 

2. A s we were r ega rd ing very attentively this confusion of 
miseries, this chaos of calamity, Jup i te r issued out a second proc-
lamation, t ha t every one was now at l iberty to exchange his 
affliction, and re turn t o his habi ta t ion with any such other 
bundle as should be del ivered to h im. U p o n this, Fancy began 
again to beStir herself, and , parcel ing out the whole heap with 
incredible activity, r ecommended to every one his particular 
packet. The hu r ry and confusion at this t ime were not to be 
expressed. Some observations which I made upon this occasion, 
I shall communicate to t h e public. 

1 Ag gra vl ' tion, a making worse.—1 Visage (viz' aj), face.—' Si ' quel, 
that which follows ; a succeeding part. 

8. A venerable, gray-headed man, who had laid down the 
colic, i n d who, I found, wanted an heir to his estate, snatched 
up an undutiful son, t ha t had been thrown into the heap by an 
angry father. T h e graceless youth, in less than a quarter of an 
hour, pulled the old gent leman by the beard, and had lil?ed to 
have knocked his brains o u t ; so tha t , meet ing t h e t rue father , 
who came toward h im with a fit of t h e gripes, h e begged h im to 
take his son again, and give h im back his col ic ; b u t they were 
incapable, e i ther of them, t o recede from the choice they had 
made. A poor galley'-slave, who had thrown down his chains, 
took up the gout3 in thei r stead, but made such wry faces, t ha t 
one migh t easily perceive h e was no great gainer by the bargain. 
I t was pleasant enough to see the several exchanges tha t were 
made, for sickness against poverty, hunger against want of ap-
petite, and care against pain. 

4. The female world werei vfcv busy a m o n f themselves in 
bartering for features; one was trucking3 a lot of gray hairs for 
a carbuncle;4 and another was mak ing over a short waist for a 
pair of round shoulders ; and a th i rd cheapening a bad face for 
a löst reputa t ion ; but , on all these occasions, t he re was not one 
of them who did not t h ink t h e new blemish, as soon as she had 
got it into her possession, much more disagreeable than the old 
one. I made the same observation on every other misfortune or 
calamity, which every one in the assembly brought upon him-
self, in lieu of wha t he had par ted w i t h ; whether it be tha t all 
the evils which befall us are, in some measure, suited and propor-
tioned to our strength, or t h a t every evil becomes more sup-
portable by our being accustomed to it, I shall not determine. 

5. I could not, for m y heart , forbear pi tying the poor hump-
backed gent leman, mentioned in the former paper, who went off 
a very well-shaped person wi th a stone in his b l adde r ; nor the 
fine gent leman who had struck up this bargain with him, tha t 
limped th rough a whole assembly of ladies, who used to admire 
h im, with a pair of shoidders peeping over his head. 

1 Gil' ley, a low, flat-built vessel. A galley-slave is one condemned, 
for crimes, to labor at the oar on board a galley.—'Gout, a very pain-
ful disease of the joints.—'Truck'ing, exchanging; bartering —'Car-
buuele (k&r' bunkkl), au inflammatory swelling or tumor. 
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G. I must not omit my own particular adventure. My friend 
with the long visage had no sooner taken upon him my short 
face, but he made so grotesque1 a figure, that, as I looked upon 
him, I could not forbear laughing at myself, insomuch that I put 
my oWn face out of countenance. The poor gentleman was so 
sensible of the ridicule, that I found he was ashamed of what he 
had done ; on the' other side, I found that I myself had no great 
reason to tr iumph, for as I went to touch my forehead, I missed 
the place, and clapped my finger upon my upper lip. Besides, as 
my nose was exceedingly prominent, I gave it two or three unlucky 
knocks as I was playing my hand about my face, and aiming at 
some other par t of it . 

7. I saw two o ther gentlemen by me, who were in the same 
ridiculous circumstances. These had made a foolish exchange 
between a couple of thick, bandy legs, and two long trap-sticks, 
that had no can-es to them. Qce of these looked like a man 
•walking upon stilts, and was s i f t e d up into the air, above his 
ordinary height, t h a t his head turned round wife i t ; while the 
other made so awkward circles, as he attempted to walk, that he 
scarcely knew how to move forward upon his new supporters. 
Observing him to be a pleasant kind of fellow, I stuck my cane 
in the ground, and told him I would lay him a bottle of wine, 
tha t he did not march up to it, on a line that I drew for him, in 
a quarter of an hour . 

8. The heap was a t last distributed among the two sexes, who 
made a most piteous sight, as they wandered up and down 
under the pressure of their several burdens. The whole plain 
was filled wife murmurs and complaints, groans and lamenta-
tions. Jupiter , a t length, taking compassion on the poor mor-
tals, ordered them a second time to lay down their loads, with a 
design to give every one his own again. They discharged them-
selves with a great deal of pleasure; after which, the phantom 
who had led them into such gross delusions, was commanded to 
disappear. 

9. There was sent in her stead a goddess of a quite different 
figure: her motions were steady and composed, and her aspect 
serious but cheerful. She every now and then cast her eyea 

'Grotesque (groti-sk'), wildly formed; odd ; ludicrous. 

toward heaven, and fixed them upon J u p i t e r ; her name was 
Patience. She had no sooner placed herself by the mount of 
sorrows, but, what I thought v8ry remarkable, the whole heap 
sunk to such a degree, tha t it did not appear a third par t so big 
as it was before. She afterward returned every man his own 
proper calamity, and, teaching him how to bear it in the most 
commodious manner, he marched off with it contentedly, being 
very well pleased that he had not been left to his own choice, as 
to the kind of evils which fell to his lot. 

10. Besides the several pieces of morality to be drawn out of 
th i s vision, I learned from it never to repine at my own misfor-
tunes, or to envy the happiness of another, since it is impossi-
ble for any man to form a r ight judgment of his neighbor's suf-
fer ings; for which reason, also, I have determined never to 
th ink too lightly of another's complaints, but to regard the sor-
rows of my fellow-creatures wife sentiments $f humanity and 
compassion. J O S E P H ADDISON. 

1 2 2 . T H E O L D CLOCK ON THE STAIRS. 

1. H O M E W H A T back from the village street 
O Stands the old-fashion'd country-seat: 
Across its antique' portico5 

Tall poplar-trees their shadows t h row; 
And from its station in the hall 
An ancient timepiece says to all,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

2. Halfway up the stairs it stands, 
And points and beckons wife its hands 
From its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who, under his cloak, 
Crosses himself, and sighs, alas 1 
W i f e sorrowful voice to all who pass,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever 1" 

Antique (an t£k'), ancient; old-fashioned.—1 Pir1 ti co, a piazza, gal-
lery, or covered walk % 



3. By day its voice is low and l igh t ; 
But in the silent dead of night, 
Distinct as a passing footstep's fall, 
I t echoes along t h e vacant hall, 
Along the ceiling, along the floor, 

• And seems to say at each chamber door,— 
" Forever—never! 

Never—forever!" 

4. Through days of sorrow and of mirth, 
Througn days of death and days of birth, 
Through every swift vicissitude1 

Of changeful t ime, unchanged it has stood, 
And as if, like God, it all things saw, 
I t calmly repeats those words of awe,— 

• " Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

5. In tha t mansion used to be 
Free-hearted Hospi ta l i ty : 
His great fires u p the chimney roar 'd ; 
T h e stranger feasted at his board ; 
But, like the skeleton at the feast,® 
That warning timepiece never ceased,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

6. There groups of merry children play'd, 
There youths and maidens dreaming s t ray 'd; 
0 precious hou r s ! 0 golden prime, 
And affluence3 of love and t ime! 
Even as a miser counts his gold, 
Those hours the ancient timepiece ibid,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

' V! els' si tide, revolution ; regular change or succession.—* " Skele-
ton at the feast." It was customary among the Egyptians to seat a 
masked or vailed skeleton at their feasts —* Af flu enee, abundance of 
any thing ; wealth ; plenty. • 

1. From that chamber, clothed in white, 
The bride came forth on her wedding n igh t ; 
There, in that silent room below, 
The dead lay in his shroud of snow, 
And in the hush tha t follow'd the prayer, 
W a s heard the old clock on the stair,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

8. All are scatter'd now and fled, 
Some are married, some are dead ; 
And when I ask wifh throbs of pain, 
" A h ! when shall they all meet again ?" 
As in the days long since gone by, 
T h e ancient timepiece makes reply,— 

" Forever—never! ^ 
Never—forever!" ™ 

9. Never here, forever there, 
W h e r e all parting, pain, and care, 
And death, and t ime shall disappear,— 
Forever there, but never he re ! 
T h e hSrologe' of Eternity 
Sayeth this incessantly,— 

" Forever—never! 
Never—forever!" 

H . W . LONGFELLOW. 

1 2 3 . T H E MORNING. 

F' is morning, and a morning sweet, and fresh, and delightful. 

Everybody knows the morning in its metaphörical' sense, ap-
plied to so many occasions. The health, strength, and beauty 
of early years, lead us to call that period the " morning of life." 
Of a lovely young woman we say, she is " bright as the morn-
ing ;" and no one doubts why Lucifer3 is called " s o n of the 
morning." 

'Horologe (hir'olftj), a clock or watch.—* Metaphor'ical, figura-
tive.— ' Lu' ci fer, the bringer of light; the planet Venus; Satan 



2. Bu t the morning itself, few people, inhabitants of cities, 
know any thing about. Among all our good people, no one in 
a thousand sees the sun rise once in a year. They know noth-
ing1 of the morning; their idea of it is, tha t it is tha t part of the 
day which comes along after8 a cup of coffee and a beefsteak, 
or a piece of toas t 

3. W i t h them morning is not a new issuing3 of l ight ; a new 
bursting forth of the sun, a new waking up of all that has life 
from a sort of temporary death, to behold again the works of 
God, the heavens and the ea r th ; it is only a part of the domes-
tic day, belonging to reading the newspapers, answering notes, 
sending the children to school, and giving orders for dinner. 
The first streak of light, the earliest purpling of the east, which 
the lark springs up to greet, and the deeper and deeper coloring 
into grange and red, till at length the "glorious sun is seen, 
regent4 of t h a ^ a y " — t h i s they never enjoy, for they never 
see i t 

4. Beautiful descriptions of the morning abound in all lan-
guages ; but they are the strongest, perhaps, in the East, where 
the sun is often5 an object of worship. King David speaks of 
taking to himself the " wings of the morning." This is highly 
poetical and beautiful. The wings of the morning are the beams 
of the rising sun. Rays of light are wings. I t is thus said that 
the Sun of righteousness shall arise " with healing in his wings" 
— a rising Sun that shall scatter life, health, and joy through the 
Universe. 

5. Milton6 has fine descriptions of morning, but not so -many 
as Shakspeare,7 from whose writings pages of the most beautiful 
imagery, all founded on the glory of morning, might be filled. 

6. I never thought tha t Adam had much the advantage of us 
from having seen the world while it was new. The manifesta-
tions of the power of God, like his mercies, are " n e w every 
morning," and fresh every moment . 

' Nothing (niith' ing) —1 After (4ft' er).—* Issuing (lsh' shu ing), a flow-
ing, or passing, or sending out.—''Regent (rfe'jent), ruler; governor; 
director.—»Often (Sf fn).—< John Milton, a distinguished English ¡»et, 
horn December 9th, 1608, and died November 8th, 1675.—' William 
Shakspeare, the celebrated English poet, bora in 1564, and died in 
1CIG. 

V. W e see as fine risings of the sun as ever Adam saw; and 
its risings are as much a miracle' now as they were in his day," 
and I think a good deal more, because it is now a part of the 
miracle, tha t for thousands and thousands of years he has come 
to his appointed time, without the variation of a millionth part 
of a second. Adam could not tell how this might be. I know 
the morning—I am acquainted with it, and I love i t I love it 
fresh and sweet as it is—a daily new creation, breaking forth 
and calling all that have life and breath and being to new ado-
ration, new enjoyments, and new gratitude. D A X I E L W E B S T E R . 

1 2 4 . FLOWERS. 

|~T is a matter of gratitude tha t this finest g i f l ^ JP rov idence is 
1 the most profusely8given. Flowers can notuemonopolized.3 

The poor can have them as much as the rich. I t does not re-
quire such an education to love and appreciate them, as it would 
to admire a picture of Turner's,4 or a statue of Thorwalsden's.4 

And, as they are messengers of affection, tokens of remem-
brance, and presents of beauty, of universal acceptance, it is 
pleasant to think tha t all men rec'ognize a brief brotherhood in 
them. 

2. I t is not impertinent to offer flowers to a stranger. T h e 
poorest child can proffer them to the richest A hundred per-
sons turned together into a meadow full of flowers would be drawn 
together in a transient6 brotherhood. 

3. I t is affecting to see how serviceable flowers often are to 
the necessities of the poor. If they bring their little floral gift 
to you, it can not but touch your heart to think that their grate-
ful affection longed to express itself as much as yours. You have 
books, or gems, or services, that you can render as you will. 

1 Mir' a cle, an act or event beyond the ordinary laws of nature; a 
wonder.—' Pro fuse ly, prodigally; in a lavish manner.— ' Mo nip' o-
lized, obtained the sole right of buying and selling; engrossing the 
whole.—* Turner, a distinguished English painter, born 1775, died 1851. 
—6 Thorwalsden, a celebrated Danish sculptor, born 1770, died 1844.— 
Transient (trin' shent), short; soon past. 



The poor can give but little, and do but little. "Were it not for 
flowers, they would be shut out from those exquisite1 pleasures 
which spring from such gifts. I never take one from a child, or 
from the poor, that I do not thank God in ' t he i r behalf for 
flowers! 

4. And then, when D e a t h enters a poor man's house! I t 
may be, the child was the only creature that loved the unbe-
friended father—really loved h i m ; loved him utterly. Or, it 
may be, it is an only son, and his mother a widow—who,' in 
all his sickness, felt the limitation of her poverty for her dar-
ling's sake as she never h a d for her own; and did what she 
could, but not what she would, had there been wealth. The 
coffin is pine. The undertaker2 sold it wifli a j e rk of indiffer-
ence and haste, lgst h e should lose the selling of a rosewood 
coffin, tr immed with splendid silver screws. The room is small. 

at tendantrfpjghbors are few. The shroud is coarse. 
5. Oh ! the oarling child was fit for whatever was most excel-

lent, and the heart aches to do for him whatever could be done 
that should speak love. I t takes money for fine l inen; money 
for costly sep'ulture.3 B u t flowers, thank God, the poorest may 
have. So, put white buds in the h a i r - a n d honey-dew, and 
mignonette,4 and half-blown roses, on the breast. If it bo 
spring, a few white violets will d o ; and there is not a month 
till November that will not give you something. Bu t if it is 
winter, and you have no single pot of roses, then I fear your 
darling must be buried without a flower; for flowers cost money 
in the winter! 

6. And then, if you can no t give a stone to mark his burial 
place, a rose may stand t h e r e ; and from it you may, every spring, 
pluck a bud for your bosom, as the child was broken Sff from 
you. And if it brings tears for the past, you will not see the 
flowers fade and come again, and fade and come again, year by 
year and not learn a lesson of t h e resurrection—when that which 
perished here shall revive again, never more to droop or to die. 

H . W . BEECHER. 

' Exquisite (Sks' kwe zit), choice ; very nice or select.-" Un der t ik ' er 
Z ^ T Z | g e s funera ls . - 'SSp 'u l t i re , burial.-4Mignonette ( in* 
yo net), a plant bearing flowers of an agreeable odor. 

1 2 5 . THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 

1. m i l E melancholy days are come, 
-L The saddest of the year, 
Of wailing winds, and naked woods, 

And meadows brown and sear. 
Heaped in the hollows of the grove, 

The wither'd leaves lie dead ; 
They rustle to the eddying1 gust, 

And to the rabbit's tread. 
The robin and the wren are flown, 

And from the shrub the jay, 
And from the wood-top caws' the crow, 

Through all the gloomy day. 

2. "Wheie are the flowers, the fair y o ^ g flowers, 
That lately sprung and stood 

In brighter light and sfifter airs, 
A beauteous sisterhood ? 

Alas! they all are in their graves; 
The gentle race of flowers 

Are lying in their lowly bed, 
Wi th the fair and good of ours. 

The rain is falling where they l ie; 
Bu t the cold November rain 

Calls not from out the gloomy earth 
The lovely ones again. 

3. The wind-flower and the violet, 
They perish'd long ago, 

And the wild-rose and the orchis died 
Amid the summer glow; 

1 Ed' dy ing, moving circularly.—* This reading—caws, instead of calls 
—is sanctioned by the gifted author. This piece alone is sufficient to 
seal the reputation of a poet, who, at least, on this side of the Atlantic, 
has no superior. In making these selections, the authors frankly con-
fess the serious difficulty they have experienced in deciding, not what 
to take, but what to omit, that bears the name of William Cullen 
Bryant. 



But on the hill t he golden-rod, 
A n d the aster in the wood, 

A n d the ygllfiw sun-flower by the brook, 
In autumn beauty stood, 

Till feL the frost from the clear cold heaven, 
As falls the plague on men, 

A n d the brightness of their smile was gone 
From upland, glade, and glen. 

4 . And now, when comes the calm, mild day, 
A s still such days will come, 

To call the squirrel and t h e bee 
From out their winter home, 

W h e n the sound of dropping nuts is heard, 
Though all the trees are still, 

A ^ y w i n k l e in the smoky light, 
' f l le waters of the rill, 

T h e south wind searches for the flowers, 
Whose fragrance late h e bore, 

A n d sighs to find them in the wood 
A n d by the s tream no more. 

5 . And then I th ink of one who in 
Her youthful beauty died, 

T h e fair, meek blossom t h a t grew up 
And faded by m y s ide ; 

In the cold, moist earth we laid her, 
W h e n the forest cast t h e lea£ 

And we wept t h a t one so lovely 
Should have a life so br ief ; 

Ye t not unmeet it was t h a t one, 
Like tha t young friend of ours, 

So gentle and so beautiful, 
Should perish with the flowers, w. C . B R T A K T . 

1 2 6 . T H E SENSE OF BEAUTY. 

E A U T Y is an all-pervading presence. I t unfolds in the num-
1 berless flowers of the spring. I t waves in the branches of 

the trees and the green blades of grass. I t haunts the depths of 
the earth and sea, and gleams out in the hues of the shell and 

the precious stone. 
2. And not only these minute objects, but the ocean, the 

mountains, the clouds, the heavens, the stars, the rising and set-
ting sun, all overflow wifh beauty. T h e universe is its temple ; 
and those men who are alive to it, can not lift their eyes wi thci t 
feeling themselves encompassed with it on every side. 

3. Now this beauty is so precious, the enjoyments it gives are 
so refined and pure, so congenial1 wifh our tenderest and noblest 
feelings, and so akin to worship, tha t it is painful to think of the 
multitude of men as living in the midst of it, and living almost 
as blind to it, as if, instead of this fair earth and glorious sky, 
they were tenants of a dungeon. An infinite joy is löst to the 
world by the want of culture of this spiritual endowment. 

4. Suppose that I were to visit a cottage, an^pto see its walls 
lined wifh the choicest pictures of Raphael,* and every spare 
nook filled with statues of the most cx'q'uisite workmanship, and 
that I were to learn that neither man, woman, nor child ever 
cast an eye at these miracles of art, how should I feel their pri-
vation ; how should I want to open their eyes, and to help them 
to comprehend and feel the loveliness and grandeur which in 
vain courted t h e i / n o t i c e ! Bu t every husbandman is living in 
sight of the works of a divine Ar t i s t ; and how much would his 
existence be elevated, could he see the glory which shines forth 
in their forms, hues, proportions, and moral expression! 

5. I have spoken only of the beauty of nature, but how much 
of this mysterious charm is found in the elegant arts, and es-
pecially in l i terature! The best books have most beauty. T h e 
greatest t ruths are wronged if not linked wifh beauty, and they 
win their way most surely and deeply into the soul when arrayed 
in this their natural and fit attire. Now no man receives the 
true culture of a man, in whom the sensibility to the beautiful is 
not cherished; and I know of no condition in life from which 
it should be excluded. 

6. Of all Injuries this is the cheapest and most at h a n d ; and 

1 Con gé' ni al, partaking of the same .nature or feeling.—' Eaphael, 
one of the most celebrated painters. Born 1483, died 1520. 



But on the hill t he golden-rod, 
A n d the aster in the wood, 

A n d the ygllfiw sun-flower by the brook, 
In autumn beauty stood, 

Till feL the frost from the clear cold heaven, 
As falls the plague on men, 

A n d the brightness of their smile was gone 
From upland, glade, and glen. 

4 . And now, when comes the calm, mild day, 
A s still such days will come, 

To call the squirrel and t h e bee 
From out their winter home, 

W h e n the sound of dropping nuts is heard, 
Though all the trees are still, 

A ^ y w i n k l e in the smoky light, 
' f l le waters of the rill, 

T h e south wind searches for the flowers, 
Whose fragrance late h e bore, 

A n d sighs to find them in the wood 
A n d by the s tream no more. 

5 . And then I th ink of one who in 
Her youthful beauty died, 

T h e fair, meek blossom t h a t grew up 
And faded by m y s ide ; 

In the cold, moist earth we laid her, 
W h e n the forest cast t h e lea£ 

And we wept t h a t one so lovely 
Should have a life so br ief ; 

Ye t not unmeet it was t h a t one, 
Like tha t young friend of ours, 

So gentle and so beautiful, 
Should perish with the flowers, w. C . B R T A K T . 

1 2 6 . T H E SENSE OF BEAUTY. 

E A U T Y is an all-pervading presence. I t unfolds in the num-
1 berless flowers of the spring. I t waves in the branches of 

the trees and the green blades of grass. I t haunts the depths of 
the earth and sea, and gleams out in the hues of the shell and 

the precious stone. 
2. And not only these minute objects, but the ocean, the 

mountains, the clouds, the heavens, the stars, the rising and set-
ting sun, all overflow wife beauty. T h e universe is its temple ; 
and those men who are alive to it, can not lift their eyes wi thci t 
feeling themselves encompassed with it on every side. 

3. Now this beauty is so precious, the enjoyments it gives are 
so refined and pure, so congenial1 with our tenderest and noblest 
feelings, and so akin to worship, tha t it is painful to think of the 
multitude of men as living in the midst of it, and living almost 
as blind to it, as if, instead of this fair earth and glorious sky, 
they were tenants of a dungeon. An infinite joy is löst to the 
world by the want of culture of this spiritual endowment. 

4. Suppose that I were to visit a cottage, an^pto see its walls 
lined with the choicest pictures of Raphael,* and every spare 
nook filled with statues of the most cx'q'uisite workmanship, and 
that I were to learn that neither man, woman, nor child ever 
cast an eye at these miracles of art, how should I feel their pri-
vation ; how should I want to open their eyes, and to help them 
to comprehend and feel the loveliness and grandeur which in 
vain courted t h e i / n o t i c e ! Bu t every husbandman is living in 
sight of the works of a divine Ar t i s t ; and how much would his 
existence be elevated, could he see the glory which shines forth 
in their forms, hues, proportions, and moral expression! 

5. I have spoken only of the beauty of nature, but how much 
of this mysterious charm is found in the elegant arts, and es-
pecially in l i terature! The best books have most beauty. T h e 
greatest t ruths are wronged if not linked with beauty, and they 
win their way most surely and deeply into the soul when arrayed 
in this their natural and fit attire. Now no man receives the 
true culture of a man, in whom the sensibility to the beautiful is 
not cherished; and I know of no condition in life from which 
it should be excluded. 

6. Of all Injuries this is the cheapest and most at h a n d ; and 

1 Con gé' ni al, partaking of the same .nature or feeling.—' Eapkael, 
one of the most celebrated painters. Born 1483, died 1520. 
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it seems to me to be mos t important to those conditions, where 
coarse labor tends- to give a grossness to the mind. From the 
diffusion of the sense of beauty in ancient Greece, and of the 
taste for music in m o d e r n Germany, we learn tha t t he people at 
large may par take of refined gratifications, which have hi ther to 
been thought to be necessarily restr icted to a few. 

W. E. CHASNIMO. 

1 2 7 . T H E A R A B ' S FAREWELL TO HIS STEED. 

1. M Y beau t i fu l ! my beaut i ful ! 
J-U- T h a t s tandes t meek ly by, 
W i f e t h y proudly arch 'd and glossy neck , 

T h y d a r k and fiery eye— 
Fret not t o roam the desert now 

J' i th all t h y winged speed, 
y not m o u n t on thee a g a i n : 

T h o u ' r t sold, m y A r ' a b steed 1 

2. F re t not w i f e t h a t impat ient hoof, 
Snuff not t h e breezy wind, 

T h e forther t h a t thou fliest now, 
So far a m I behind. 

T h e s t ranger h a t h t h y bridle-rein, 
T h y mas t e r ha th his g o l d : 

Fleet l imb'd and beautiful, farewell! 
T h o u ' r t sold, m y steed, thou ' r t so ld ! 

3. Farewel l ! t hose free unt i red limbs 
Full m a n y a mile mus t roam, 

To reach t h e chill and wint ry sky 
W h i c h clouds t h e s t ranger ' s h o m e ; 

Some o ther hand , less fond, must now 
T h y corn and bread p r e p a r e ; 

T h y silky mane , I braided once, 
Must be another ' s care. 

4 . T h e morn ing sun shall dawn again, _ 
B u t never more wi fe t h e e ^ 

Shall I gal lop th rough t h e desert pafes 
W h e r e we were wont to be. 

THE ARAB'S FAREWELL TO HIS STEED. 3 0 1 

Evening shall darken on the earth, 
A n d o'er the sandy plain 

Some other steed, with slower step, 
Shall bear me home again. 

• 

5. Y e s ! thou must g o ! t h e wild, free breezy 
T h e brilliant sun and sky, 

T h y master's house, from all of these 
My exiled one must fly. 

T h y proud dark eye will grow less proud, 
T h y step become less fleet, 

A n d vainly shalt thou arch t h y neck, 
T h y master 's hand to m e e t 

6 . Only in sleep shall I behold 
T h a t dark eye glancing b r i g h t ; f 

Only in sleep shall hea r again 
T h a t step so firm and l i gh t ; 

A n d when I raise my dreaming arm 
T o check or cheer t h y speed, 

T h e n must I, starting, wake to feel 
Thou ' r t sold, my Arab s teed! 

7. Ah , rudely then, unseen by me, 
Some cruel h a n d may chide, 

Till foam-wreaths lie, like crested waves, 
Along t h y p a n t m g ^ i d e ; 

And the rich blood that 's in thee swells 
I n t h y indignant pain, 

Till careless eyes which rest on thee • , 
May count each starting vein. 

/ 

8. Wi l l they ill use thee ? If I thought— 
B u t no, i t can not b e — 

T h o u ar t so swift, yet easy curb'd, 
So gentle, ye t so free. 

A n d yet , if haply when thou ' r t g5ne 
My lonely hear t should yearn, 

Can the same h a n d which casts thee 6ff 
Command thee to re turn ? 



9. Return ? Alas, my Ar ' ab steed, 
W h a t shall t hy master do, 

W h e n thou, who wert his all of joy, 
Hast vanish'd from his view ? 

W h e n the dim distance cheats mine eye, 
And through the gather ing tears, 

Thy bright form for a moment like 
The false mirage1 appears. 

10 Slow and unmounted will I roam 
W i t h weary foot alone, 

Where with fleet step and joyous bound 
Thou 5ft hast borne me o n : 

And sitting down by that green well, 
Wil l pause and sadly think, 

'Twas here h e bow'd his glossy neck, 
W h e n last I .saw him drink. 

11. When last I saw him drink !—Away 1 
T h e fever'd dream is o 'e r ; 

I could not live a day, and know 
Tha t we should meet no more ; 

They tempted me, my beautiful! 
For hunger 's power isjBtrong, 

They tempted me, my beautiful! 
B u t I have loved too long. 

12. W h o said tha t I M d given thee up ? 
W h o said t h a t thou wert sold ? 

'Tis false, ' t is false! my Ar ' ab steed! 
• I fling t h e m back their gold. 
Thus, thus, I leap upon t hy back, 

And scour t h e distant plains : 
A w a y ! — W h o overtakes us now 

Shall claim thee for his pa ins! Mas. NORTON. 

Mirage (mè râa'), a deceptive appearance, as an image of water ia 
sandy deserts, or of a village in a desert, built on a lake, or of objects 
elevated in the air. 

T H E V I S I O N O F C A R A Z A N . 

1 2 8 . T H E YISION OF CARAZAN. 

CARAZAN, the merchant of Bagdad,1 was eminent through-
out all the East for his avarice1 and his wealth ; his origin is 

obscure, as t h a t of the spark which by the collision3 of steel and 
adamant4 is struck out of darkness; and the patient labor of 
persevering diligence alone had made him rich. 

2. I t was remembered, that when he was indigent he was 
thought to be generous; and he was still acknowledged to bo 
inflexibly5 just. Bu t whether in his dealings with men, he dis-
covered a perfidy which tempted him to put his trust in gold, or 
whether in proportion as he accumulated wealth, he discovered 
his own importance to increase, Carazan prized it more as he 
used it less : he gradually lost the inclination to do good, as he 
acquired the power ; and as the hand of t ime scattered snow 
upon his head, the freezing influence extended to his bosom. 

3. Bu t though the door of Carazan was never opened by hos-
pitality, nor his hand by compassion, yet fear led him constantly 
to the mosque6 a t the stated hours of prayer ; he performed all 
the rites of devotion with the most scrupulous punctuality, and 
had thrice paid his vows at the temple of the prophet. That 
devotion which arises f r o n ^ l i e love of God, and necessarily in-
cludes the love of man, as l ^ o n n e c t s gratitude with beneficence, 
and exalts that which was moral to divine, confers new dignity 
upon goodness, and is the object, not only of affection, but rev-
erence. 

4. On the contrary, the devotion of the selfish, whether it 
be thought to avert the punishment which every one wishes to 
be inflicted, or to insure it by the complication of hypocrisy with 
guilt, never fails to excite indignation and abhorrence. Carazan, 
therefore, when he had locked his door, and, turning round with 
a look of circumspective7 suspicion, proceeded to the mosque, 

•Big did', a large and celebrated city of Asiatic Turkey, formerly the 
capital of the empire of the caliphs.—s Av' a rice,, excessive love of 
money or gain.—• Collision (kol llz'un), striking together.—* Ad' amant, 
the diamond, or other hard stone ; a flint.—4 In fl&x' i bly, firmly; im-
movably.—"Mosque (mfisk), a Mohammedan houfe of worship.—'Cir-
cum spict' ive, looking round; cautious. 

,1 



was followed by every eye with silent mal igni ty : ' t he poor sus-
pended their supplication, when he passed b y : though he was 
known by every man, yet no man saluted him. 

5. Such had long been the life of Carazan, and such was the 
character which he had acquired, when notice was given by proc-
lamation, tha t he was removed to a magnificent building in the 
center of the city, tha t his table should be spread for the public, 
and tha t the stranger should be welcome to his bed. The mul-
titude soon rushed like a torrent to his door, where they beheld 
him distributing bread to the hungry, and apparel to the naked, 
his eye softened with compassion, and his cheek glowing with 
delight. Every one gazed with astonishment at the prodigy ;a 

and the murmur of innumerable voices increasing like the sound 
of approaching thunder, Carazan beckoned with his hand : at-
tention suspended the tumult in a moment ; and he thus grati-
fied the curiosity which procured him audience. 

6. " To him who touches the mountains and they smoke, the 
Almighty and the most merciful, be everlasting honor ! he has 
ordained sleep to be the minister of instruction, and his visions 
have reproved me in the night. As I was sitting alone in my 
harem,3 with my lamp burning before me, computing the prod-
uct of my merchandise, and exulting in the in'crease of my 
wealth, I fell into a deep sleep, and. the hand of Him who dwells 
in the third heaven was upon me. I beheld the angel of death 
coming forward like a whirlwind, and h e smote me before I 
could deprecate4 t he blow. A t the same moment, I felt myself 
lifted from the ground, and transported with astonishing rapidity 
through the regions of the air. 

1. " The earth was contracted to an atom benea th ; and the 
stars glowed round me with a luster tha t obscured the sun. The 
gate of paradise was now in s igh t ; and I was intercepted by a 
sudden brightness which no human eye could behold. The 
irrevocable5 sentence was now to be pronounced; my day of 
probation6 was past ; and from the evil of my life nothing could 
be taken away, nor could any thing be added to the good, 

1 Ma Hg'nity, bitter anger; bitterness.—"Prod'igy, a surprising thing ; 
a wonder.—3 H&'rem, a place in Eastern dwelling-houses allotted to 
the women.—4 Dep' re cate, pray earnestly against.—' Ir riv'o ca ble, that 
can not be recalled.—° Pro b&' tion, moral or preparatory trial. 

W h e n I reflected tha t m y lot for eternity was cast, which not 
all the powers of nature could reverse, my confidence totally 
forsook m e ; and while I stood trembling and silent, covered 
with confusion and chilled with horror, I was thus addressed by 
the radiance tha t flamed before me. 

8. " ' Carazan, thy worship has not been accepted, because it 
was not prompted by love of God ; neither can thy righteous-
ness be rewarded, because it was not produced by love of man : 
for thy own sake, only, hast thou rendered to every man his d u e ; 
and thou hast approached the Almighty only for thyself. Thou 
hast not looked up wife gratitude, nor around thee with kindness. 
Around thee, thou hast indeed beheld vice and folly; but if vice 
and folly could justify t hy parsimony,1 would they not condemn" 
the bounty of Heaven ? 

9. " ' If not upon the foolish and the vicious, where shall the 
sun diffuse his light, or the clouds distill their dew ? W h e r e 
shall the lips of the spring breathe fragrance, or the hand of 
autumn diffuse plenty ? Remember, Carazan, that thou hast 
shut compassion from thy heart , and grasped thy treasures wife 
a hand of i r o n ; thou hast lived for thyself; and, therefore, 
henceforth forever thou shalt subsist alone. From the light of 
heaven, and from the society of all beings, shalt thou be dr iven; 
solitude shall protract the lingering hours of eternity,.and dark-
ness aggravate the horrors of despair.' 

10. " At this moment, I was driven, by some secret and irresist-
ible power, through the glowing system of creation, and passed 
innumerable worlds in a moment. As I approached the verge 
of nature, I perceived the shadows of total and boundless vacu-
ity2 deepen before me, a dreadful region of eternal silence, soli-
tude, and darkness! Unutterable horror seized me at the pros-
pect, and this exclamation burst from me wife all the ve'he-
mence3 of desire : ' Oh tha t I had been doomed forever to the 
common receptacle of impenitence and gui l t ! There society 
would have alleviated the torment of despair, and the rage of 
fire could not have excluded the comfort of light. Or, if I had 

1 P&r' si mo ny, sparingness in the use of money ; avarice ; meanness. 
—*Vacu'ity, space without matter; emptiness.—'Vehemence, vio 
lent ardor; eagerress. 



been condemned to reside in a cornet^ that would return but 
once in a thousand years to the regions of light and life, the 
hope of these periods, however distant, would cheer me in the 
dread interval of cold and darkness, and the vicissitudes would 
divide eternity into time.' 

11. " W h i l e this thought passed over my mind, I l5st sight of 
the remotest star, and the last gl immering of light was quenched 
in utter darkness. The agonies of despair every moment in 
creased, as every moment augmented m y distance from the last 
habitable world. I reflected with Intolerable anguish, that when 
ten thousand thousand years had carr ied me beyond the reach 
of all but that Power who fills infinitude, I should still look for-
ward into an immense abyss of darkness, through which I 
should still drive, without succor a n d without society, further 
and further still, forever and forever. I then stretched out my 
hands toward the regions of existence, with an emotion that 
awakened me. 

12. " T h u s have I been taught to estimate society, like every 
other blessing, by its l5ss. My hea r t is warmed to liberality; 
and I am zealous to communicate t h e happiness which I feel, to 
those from whom it is der ived; for t h e society of one wretch, 
whom in the pride of prosperity I would have spurned from my 
door, would, in the dreadful s o l i t u d ^ t o which I was condemned, 
have been more highly prized t h a n the gold of Africa, or the 
gems of Golconda.'" 

13. At this reflection upon his dream, Carazan became sud-
denly silent, and looked upward in ecstasy* of grati tude and 
devotion. The multitude were s t ruck at once with the precept 
and example; and the caliph,' t o whom the event was related, 
that he might be liberal beyiind the power of gold, commanded 
it to be recorded for the benefit of posterity. H A W K E S W O R T H . 

1 Gol cSn' da, a fortified town in Hindostán, which has been noted 
as a place of deposit for diamonds, which are brought hither from the 
plains at the base of Neela Hulla mountains, on the banks of Kistnah 
and Pennar rivers, no mines existing in the vicinity. A large amount 
of treasure is supposed to be kept here, as Europeans or native stran-
gers are not usually allowed to enter the gates.—* Ec' sta sy, extreme 
joy or pleasure ; overpowering emotion.—1Cll' iph, a successor, or rep-
resentative oí Mohammed; the highest ruler among the Mohammedans. 

1 2 9 . FRIENDSHIP. 

1. TT7E have been friends together, 
Vl In sunshine and in shade, 

Since first beneath the chestnut-trees 
I n infancy we play'd. 

But coldness dwells within thy heart , 
A cloud is on thy brow; 

W e have been friertds together ; 
Shall a light word par t us now ? 

2. W e have been gay together ; 
W e have laugh'd at little jests ; 

For the fount of hope was gushing 
Warm and joyous in our breasts. 

Bu t laughter now hath fled thy lip, 
And sullen glooms thy b row; 

W e have been gay together ; 
Shall a light word part us now ? 

3. W e have been sad together; 
W e have wept with bitter tears 

"O'er the grass-grown- graves, where slumbeiM 
The hopes of xa r ly years. 

The voices which were silent there 
Would bid thee clear thy b row; 

We have been sad together ; 
Shall a light word part us now ? 

M R S . NORTON. 

1 3 0 . FORGIVE AND FORGET. 

H E N streams of unkindness as bitter as gall, 
Bubble up from the heart to the tongue, 

And Meekness is writhing in torment and thrall, 
By the hands of Ingratitude wrung— 

I n the heat of injustice, unwept and unfair, 
Whi le the anguish is festering yet, 

None, none but an angel of God can declare, 
" I now can forgive and forggt," 



2. But, if the bad spirit is chased from the heart, 
And the lips are in penitence1 steep'd, 

Wi th the wrong so repented the wrath will depart, 
Though scorn on injustice were heap 'd; 

For the best compensation is paid for all ill, 
W h e n the cheek with contrition' is wet, 

And every one feels it is possible still 
A t once to forgive and forget. 

3. To forget ? I t is hard for a man with a mind, 
. However his heart may forgive, 

To blot out all insults and evils behind, 
And but for the future to l ive: 

Then how shall it be ? for at every turn 
Recollection the spirit will fret, 

And the ashes of injury smolder and burn, 
Though we strive to forgive and forget. 

4. Oh, hearken! my tongue shall the riddle unseal. 
And mind shall be par tner with heart, 

Whi le thee to thyself I bid conscience reveal, 
And show thee how evil thou a r t : 

Remember thy follies, t hy sins, and—thy crimes, 
How vast is tha t infinite .debt! 

Ye t Mercy hath seven by seventy times 
Been swift to forgive and forget ! 

5. Brood not on insults or injuries old, 
For thou art injurious too— 

Count not their sum till the total is told, 
For thou art unkind and- un t rue : 

And if all thy harms are forgotten, forgiven, 
Now mercy with justice is m e t ; 

Oh, who would not gladly take lessons of heaven, 
Nor learn to forgive and forget ? 

6. Yes, yes; let a man when his enemy weeps, 
B e quick to receive him a friend; 

1 P6n' i tence, sorrow of heart for sins or offenses.—'Contrition (kon-
trlsh' un), deep sorrow for sin. 

For thus on his head in kindness he heaps 
Hot coals—to refine and amend; 

And hearts that are Christian more eagerly yearn, 
As a nurse on her innocent pet, 

Over lips that, once bitter, to penitence turn, 
And whisper, Forgive and forget. M . F . T C P P E K . 

131 . TH^liEADSTONE. 

TH E udffin was let down to the bottom of t JC grave, the planks 
were removed from the heaped-up brink, the first rattling 

clods had struck their knell, the quick shoveling was over, and 
the long, broad, skillfully cut pieces of turf were aptly joined 
together, and trimly laid by the beating spade, so that the new-
est mound in the church-yard was scarcely distinguishable from 
those tha t were grown over by the undisturbed grass and daisies 
of a luxuriant spring. The burial was soon over; and the party, 
with one consenting motion, having uncovered their heads in 
decent reverence of the place and occasion, were beginning to 
separate, and about to leave the church-yard. 

2. Here, some acquaintances from distant parts of the parish, 
who had not had opportunity of addressing each other in the 
house that had belonged to the deceased, nor in the course of 
the few hundred yards that the little procession had to move 
over from his bed to his grave, were shaking hands quietly but 
cheerfully, and inquiring after the welfare of each other's fanii-
lies. There, a small knot of neighbors were speaking, without 
exaggeration,1 of the respectable character which the deceased 
had borne, and mentioning to one another, little incidents of his 
life, some of them so remote as to be known only to the gray-
headed persons of the group; while a few yards further removed 
from the spot were standing together parties who discussed or-
dinary concerns, altogether unconnected with the funeral, such 
as the state of the markets, the promise of the season, or change 
of tenants ; but still with a sobriety of manner and voice that 
was insensibly produced by the influence of the simple ceremony 

Exaggeration (eg/, âj er à' shun), enlargement beyond truth. 
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now closed, by the quiet graves around, and the shadow of the 
spire and gray walls of the house of God. 

3. Two men yet stood together a t the head of the grave, with 
countenances of sincere but unimpassioned1 grief. . They were 
brothers, the only sons of him who had been buried. And there 
was something in their situation tha t naturally kept the eyes of 
many directed upon them for a long time, and more intently® 
than would have been the case had there been nothing more ob-
servable about them than the common symptoms of a common 
sorrow. But these two brotherapvho were now standing at the 
head of their father's grave, had for some years been totally 
estranged from each o t h e r ; and the only words that had passed 
between them, during all tha t time, had been uttered within a 
few days past, during the necessary preparations for the old 
man's funeral. 

4. No deep and deadly quarrel was between these brothers, 
and neither of them could distinctly tell the cause of this unnat-
ural estrangement.3 Perhaps dim jealousies of their father's 
favor—selfish thoughts tha t will sometimes force themselves into 
poor men's hearts, respecting temporal expectations4—unaccom-
modating manners- on both sides—taunting words that mean 
little when uttered, but which rankle5 and fester6 in remembrance 
—imagined opposition of interests, that , duly considered, would 
have been found one and the same—these, and many other 
causes, slight when single, but strong when rising up togethei 
in one baneful7 band, had gradually but fatally infected8 their 
hearts, till at last they, who in youth had been seldom separate 
and truly attached, now met a t market, and, miserable to say, at 
church, with dark and averted faces, like different clansmen® 
during a feud.10 

5. Surely, if any th ing could have softened their hearts tow-
ard each other, it must have been to stand silently, side by 

' Unimpassioned (un im pish' und), without showing signs of passion 
or feeling.—® In t in t ' ly, attentively; fixedly.—* Es tringe' ment, sepa-
ration ; reserve.—4 Temporal expectations, expectations of this world, 
as goods and possessions.—6 Rankle (ring' kl), corrode; turn sour or 
bitter.—'FSs'ter, foment; corrupt.—* Bine'ful, injurious; poisonous; 
working ill.—" In fSct' ed, tainted with disease; poisoned.—' Clins'men,' 
persons belonging to a clan or tribe.—10 Feid, violent quarrel. 

side, while the earth, stones, and clods were falling down upon 
their father's coffin. A n d doubtless their hearts were so soften-
ed. Bu t pride, though it can not prevent the holy affections of 
nature from being felt, may prevent them from being shown; 
and these two brothers stood there together, determined not to 
let each other know the mutual tenderness that, in spite of them, 
was gushing up in their hearts, and teaching them the uncon-
fessed folly and wickedness of their causeless quarrel. 

6. A headstone had been nrepared, and a person came for-
ward to plant it. T h e elder Brother directed him how to place 
i t—a plain stone with a sand-glass, skull, and cross-bones, chisel-
ed not rudely, and a few words inscribed. The younger brother 
regarded the operation with a troubled eye, and said, loudly 
enough to be heard by several of the bystanders, " William, this 
was not kind in you ; you should have told me of this. I loved 
my father as well as you could love him. You were the elder, 
and, it may be, the favorite son ; but I had a right in na-
ture to have joined you in ordering this headstone, had I 
not?" 

7. During these words the stone was sinking into the earth, 
and many persons who were on their way from the grave re-
turned. For awhile the elder brother said nothing, for he had 
a consciousness in his heart that he ought to have consulted his 
father's son in designing this last becoming mark of affection 
and respect to his memory ; so that the stone was planted in 
silence, and now stood erect, decently and simply, among the 
other unostentatious1 memorials of the humble dead. 

8. The inscription merely gave the name and age of the de-
ceased, and told that the stone had been erected " b y his affec-
tionate sons." The sight of these words seemed to soften the 
displeasure of the angry man, and he said, somewhat more mild-
ly, " Yes, we were his affectionate sons; and since my name is 
on the stone I am satisfied, brother. W e have not drawn to-
gether kindly of late years, and perhaps never m a y ; but I ac-
knowledge and respect your w o r t h ; and here, before our own 
friends, and before the friends of our father, with my foot above 
his head, I express my willingness to be on other and better 

1 Unostentatious (un fts ten t i ' shus), modest; not showy 



terms with you ; and if we can not command love in our hearts, 
let us, at least, brother, bar out all unkinduess." 

9. T h e minister who had at tended the funeral, and had some-
thing intrusted to him to say publicly before he left the church-
yard, now came forward, and asked the elder brother why he 
spake not regarding this matter . H e saw that there was some- _ 
thing of a cold and sullen pride rising up in his heart, for not 
easily may any man hope to dismiss from the chamber of his 
heart even the vilest guest, if oj|pc cherished there. Wi th a 
solemn, and almost severe air, ne looked upon the relenting 
man, and then, changing his countenance into serenity, said 
gently— 

" Behold, how good a thing it is, 
And how becoming well, 

Together such as brethren are, 
I n unity to dwell!" 

10. The time, the place, and this beautiful expression of a nat-
ural sentiment, quite overcame a heart in which many kind, if 
not warm, affections dwelt; and the man thus appealed to bowed 
down his head and wept. "Give me your hand, bro ther ;" and 
it was given, while a murmur of satisfaction arose from all pres-
ent, and all hearts felt kindlier and more humanely toward each 
otl^er. 

11. As the brothers stood fervently, but composedly grasping 
each other's hand, in the little hollow that lay between the grave 
of their mother, long since dead, and of their father, whose 
shroud was haply not yet still from the fall of dust to dust, t he 
minister stood beside them with a pleasant countenance, and * 
said—" I must fulfill the promise I made to your father on his 
death-bed. I must read to you a few words which his hand 
wrote a t an hour when his tongue denied its office. I must not 
say that you did your duty to your old fa ther : for did he not 
often beseech you, apart from one another, to be reconciled, for 
your own sakes as Christians, for his sake, and for the sake of 
the mother who bare you, and, Stephen,' who died tha t you 

1 In reading this sentence, it must be remembered that Stephen was 
the name of the younger brother, whom the minister addressed. His 
mother died in giving him birth. 

might be born ? W h e n the palsy struck him for the last time, 
you were both absent ; nor was it your fault that you were not 
beside the old man when he died. 

12. " A s long as sense continued with him here, did he thinh 
of you two, and of you two alone. Tears were in his eyes; 1 
saw them there, and on his cheek too, when no breath came 
from his lips. Bu t of this no more. H e died with this paper 
in his b a u d ; and he made me know tha t I was to read it to you 
over his grave. I now obey him. ' My sons, if you will let my 
bones ' ie quiet in the g r a v e , c a r the dust of your mother, de-
part not from my burial till, in the name of God and Christ, you 
promise to love one another as you used to do. Dear boys, re-
ceive my blessing. '" 

13. Some turned their heads away to hide the tears that 
needed not to be hidden—and when the brothers had released 
each other from a long and sobbing embrace, many went up to 
them, and, in a single word or two, expressed their joy at this 
perfect reconcilement. The brothers themselves walked away 
from the church-yard, arm in arm, with the minister to the 
manse.1 On the following Sabbath, they were seen sitting with 
their families in the same pew, and it was observed tha t they 
read together off the same Bible when the minister gave out the 
text, and that they sang together, taking hold of the same 
psalm-book. T h e same psalm was sung (given out at thefr own 
request), of which one verse had been repeated at their father's 
grave; a larger sum than usual was on tha t Sabbath found in 
the plate for the poor, for Love and Charity are sisters. And 
ever after, both during the peace and the troubles of this life, 
the hearts of the brothers were as one, and in nothing were they 
divided. . J - W I L S O N . 

1 3 2 . T H E BROTHERS. 

1. "TTfE are but . two—the others sleep 
VY Through Death 's untroubled n ight ; 

W e are but two—oh, let us keep 
The link tha t binds us br igh t ! 

1 MJuse, a clergyman's dwelling-house. 
1 4 0 
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2. Hear t leaps to hear t—the sacred flood 
That warms us is the s ame ; 

That good old man—his honest blood 
Alike we fondly claim. 

3. W e in one mother's arms were lock'd— 
Long be her love r epa id ; 

In the same cradle we were rock'd, 
Round the same hearth1 we play'd. 

4 . Our boyish spoils were a ^ t h e same, 
Each little joy and w o e ; — 

Let manhood keep alive t h e flame, 
Lit up so long ago. 

5. W e are but two—be t h a t the band 
To hold us till we d i e ; 

Shoulder to shoulder let us stand, 
Till side by side we lie. C H A R L E S S P E A O C K . 

1 3 3 . PROPER DISTRIBUTION OF TIME. 

TIME we ought to consider as a sacred trust, committed to us 
by God; of which we are now the depositaries,' and are to 

render an account at the last» T h a t portion of it which he has 
allotted to us is intended partly for the concerns of this world, 
partly for those of the next. Le t each of these occupy, in the 
distribution of our time, that space which properly belongs to it. 

2. Let not the hours of hospitality and pleasure interfere with 
the discharge of our necessary affairs; and let not what we call 
necessary affairs encroach upon t h e time which is due to devo-
tion. To every thing there is a season, and a t ime for every 
purpose under heaven. If we delay till to-morrow what ought 
to be done to-day, we overcharge the. morrow with a burden 
which belongs not to it. W e load the wheels of time, and pre-
vent them from carrying us along smoothly. 

1 Halrth.—1 Depfis ' i tary, a trustee; a guardian; a person trusted 
with something. 

3. H e who every morning plans the transactions of the day, 
and "follows out tha t plan, carries on a thread which will guide 
him through the labyrinth1 of the most busy life. The orderly 
arrangement of his t ime is like a ray of light, which darts itself 
through all his affairs. Bu t where no plan is laid, where the 
disposal of time is surrendered merely to the chance of incidents, 
all things lie huddled together in one chaos,8 which admits neither 

of distribution nor review. 
4. The first requisite for introducing order into the manage, 

ment of time, is to be impressed with a just sense of its value-
Let us consider well how much depends upon it, and how last it 
flies away. The bulk of men are in nothing more capricious 
and inconsistent than in their appreciation of time. W h e n they 
think of it as the measure of their continuance on earth, they 
highly prize it, and with the greatest anxiety seek to lengthen 
it out. 

5. Bu t when they view it in separate parcels, they appear to 
hold it in contempt, and squander it wife inconsiderate confusion. 
While they complain that life is short, they are often wishing its 
different periods at an end. Covetous4 of every other possession, 
of time only they are pi^digal.5 T h e y allow every idle man to 
be master of this property, and make every frivolous occupation 
welcome that can help them to consume it. 

6. Manhood is disgraced by the consequences of neglected 
youth. Old age, oppressed by cafes that belonged to a former 
period, labors under a burden not his own. At the close of life, 
the dying man beholds with anguish tha t his days are finishing, 
when his preparation for eternity is hardly commenced. Sugh 
are the effects of a disorderly waste of time, through not attend-
ing to its value. Every thing in the life of such persons is mis-
placed. Nothing is performed aright, from not being performed 
in due season. 

7. Bu t he who is orderly in the distribution of his time, takes 
the proper method of escaping those manifold evils. H e is justly 
said to redeem the time. By proper management he prolongs 

'Lab'y rinth, a place full of windings; something very intricate.— 
• CU'os, state of confusion.—' Capricious (ka prlsh'us), apt to change 
opinions or purposes suddenly ; unsteady.—4 Covetous (kuv' etus), eager 
to gaiu or save proper ty .— 6 iWiga l , extravagant; wasteful. 



it. l i e lives much in little space ; more in a few years than 
others do in many. H e can live to God and his own soul, and 
at the same time attend to all the lawful interests of the present 
world. H e looks back on the past, and provides for the future. 

H U G U B L A I R . 

1 3 4 . TO-MORROW. 

1 T T O W heavy falls the foot of Time! 
J~L How slow the lingering quarters chime, 

Through anxious hours of long delay! 
In vain we watch the silent glass,1 

More slow the sands appear to pass, 
Whi le disappointment marks their way. 

2. To-morrow—still t he phantom' flies, 
Flitting away before our eyes, 

Eludes3 our grasp, is pass'd and gone ; 
Daughter of hope, Night o'er thee flings 
The shadow of her raven4 wings, 

And in the morning thou art flown! 

3 Delusive sprite !s from day to day, 
We still pursue t hy pathless w a y : 

Thy promise broken o'er and o'er, 
Man still believes, and is thy slave; 
Nor ends the chase but in the grave, 

For there to-morrow is no more. 
• M R S . Aran H U N T E R . 

1 3 5 . T H E W I F E . 

in A Y E often had occasion to remark the fortitude with which 
women sustain the most overwhelming reverses of fortune. 

Those disasters which break down the spirit of a man, and pros-

1 GlJss.- a vessel to be filled with sand, for measuring time.—' Pliin'-
tom, apparition; ghost; something imagined to be seen, but not real.— 
* E liidcs', escapes; flees away ; deceives.—4 Ri' ven, of the color of the 
laven ; a bluish black.—4 Sprite, spirit; an apparition. 

t ra te him in the dust, seem to call forth all the energies of the 
softer sex, and give such intrepidity1 and elevation to their 
character, tha t a t times it approaches to sublimity.' 

2. Nothing can be more touching than to behold a soft and 
tender female, who had been all weakness and dependence, and 
alive to every trivial roughness, while treading the prosperous 
paths of life, suddenly rising in mental3 force to be the comforter 
and support of her husband under misfortune, and abiding, with 
unshrinking firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity. 

0. As t h e vine, which has long twined its graceful foliage 
about the oak, and been lifted by it into sunshine, will, when 
the hardy plant is rifted4 by the thunderbolt, cling round it with 
its caressing tendrils,5 and bind up its shattered boughs,—so it is 
beautifully ordered by Providence, that woman, who is the mere 
dependent and ornament of man in his happier hours, should be 
his stay and solace6 when smitten with sudden calamity; wind-
ing herself into the rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly sup-
porting the drooping head, and binding up the broken h e a r t 

4. I was once congratulating a friend, who had around him a-
blooming family, knit together in the strongest affection. " I 
can wish you no better lot," said he, with enthusiasm,' " t h a n to 
have a wife and children. If you are prosperous, there they are 
to share your prosperi ty; if otherwise, there they are to comfort 
you." 

5. And, indeed, I have observed tha t a married man, falling 
into misfortune, is more apt to retrieve8 his situation in the 
world than a single one;—par t ly because he is more stimulated9 

to exertion by the necessities of the helpless and beloved beings 
who depend upon him for subsistence; but chiefly because his 
spirits are soothed and relieved by domestic endearments, and 
his self-respect kept alive by finding, that , though all abroad is 
darkness and humiliation, ye t there is still a little world of love 

i 1 In tre pld' i ty, fearlessness ; courage.—' Sub ltm' i ty, elevation; that 
which is so elevated or lofty as to produce a feeling of astonishment and 
awe.—* Men' tol, belonging to the mind.—4 Blft' ed, split; shattered.— 

T6n' drils, the fine shoots of a plant by which it clings to any sub-
stance.—4 Sol' ace, comfort.—1 Enthusiasm (en thu' ze azm), an ardent 
zeal with respect to some object or pursuit.—8 Re triJve', recover; make 
better; make amends.—' Sthn' u l i t ed, excited; roused to action. 



at homo, of which lie is the monarch. Whereas a single man is 
apt to run to waste and self-neglect,—to fancy himself lonely 
and abandoned, and his hear t to fall to ruin, like some deserted 
mansion, for want of an inhabitant . 

6. These observations call to mind a little domestic story of 
which I was once a witness. My intimate friend, Leslie, had 
married a beautiful and accomplished girl, who had been brought 
up in the midst of fashionable life. She had, it is true, no for-
tune ; but that of my friend was ample, and he delighted in the 
anticipation of indulging her in every elegant pursuit, and ad-
ministering to those delicate tastes and fancies tha t spread a 
kind of witchery about the sex. " Her life," said he, " shall be 
like a fairy tale." 

7. The very difference in their characters produced a har-
monious1 combination ; s —he was of a romantic3 and somewhat 
serious cast ; she was all life and gladness. I have fiften noticed 
the mute rapture wife which h e would gaze upon her in com-
pany, of which her sprightly powers made her the delight; and 
how, in the midst of applause, her eye would still turn to him, 
as if there alone she sought favor and acceptance. 

8. When leaning on his arm, her slender form contrasted 
finely wife his tall, manly person. The fond, confiding air with 
which she looked up to h im seemed to call forth a flush of tri-
umphant pride and cherishing tenderness, as if he doted on his 
lovely burden for its very helplessness. Never did a couple set 
forward on the flowery pa th of early and well-suited marriage 
with a fairer prospect of felicity.4 

i>. I t was the misfortune of my friend, however, to have em-
barked his property m large speculations;5 and he had not been 
married many months, when, by a succession of sudden disasters, 
it was swept from him, and h e found himself reduced almost to 
penury.6 For a time he kep t his situation to himself, and went 
about wife a haggard7 countenance, and a breaking h e a r t His 
life was but a protracted8 a g o n y ; and what rendered it more in-

1 Harmi 'nious, adapted to each other; agreeing together—' Com-
bi ni' tion, close union.—' Ro m;V tic, wild ; fanciful; extravagant— 

F e l i c i t y , great happiness—6 Spec u li 'tions, schemes or plans to 
make money—4 Pin' u ry, poverty; want—' H5g' gard, pale; ghastly: 
worn with care—'Pro trjet ' ed, lengthened. 

supportable was fee necessity of keeping up a smile in the 
presence of his wife; for he coidd not bring himself to over-
whelm her with the news. 

10. She saw, however, wife the quick eyes of affection, that 
all was not well wife him. She marked his altered looks and 
stifled sighs, and was not to be deceived by his sickly and vapid' 
attempts at cheerfulness. She tasked all her sprightly powers 
and tender blandishments8 to win him back to happiness; but 
she only drove the Srrow deeper into his soul. The more he 
saw cause to love her, the more torturing was the thought that 
he was soon to make her wretched. 

11. A little while, thought he, and the smile will vanish from 
that cheek,—the song will die away from those lips,—the luster 
of those eyes will be quenched wife sorrow; and fee happy 
heart, which now beats lightly in that bosom, will be weighed 
down, like mine, by the cares and miseries of the world. At 
lenofe he came to me, one day, and related his whole situation, O . 
in a tone of the deepest despair. 

12. W h e n I had heard him through, I inquired, "Does your 
wife know all this?" A t the question, he burst into an agony 
of tears. " For God's sake!" cried he, " if you have any pity on 
me, don't mention my wife; it is fee thought of her tha t drives 
me almost to madness!" " And why not ?" said I. " She must 
know it, sooner or la ter ; you can not keep it long from her, and 
the intelligence3 may break upon her in a more startling manner 
than if imparted by yourself; for the accents4 of those we love 
soften the harshest tidings. 

13. "Besides, you are depriving yourself of the comforts of 
her sympathy; and not merely that, but also endangering the 
only bond tha t can keep hearts together—an unreserved com-
munity of thought and feeling. She will soon perceive tha t 
something is secretly preying upon your mind ; and true love 
will not brook5 reserve; it feels undervalued and outraged, when 
even the sorrows of those h loves are concealed from it." 

14. " Oh, but, my f r iend! to think what a blow I am to give 

l Yip' id, dead ; spiritless.—' Blind' isli ments, kind words; winning 
expressions or actions—' In t i l ' li gence. information; tidings—4 Ac -
cents, words; forms of speech —6 BrSok, bear; endure; submit to. 



to all lier future prospects—how I am to strike her vgry BOU! to 
the earth, by telling her that her husband is a beggar! that she 
is to forego1 all t he elegances of life,—all the pleasures of so-
c ie ty—to shrink with me into indigence® and obscurity! To 
tell her that I have dragged her down from the sphere in which 
she might have continued to move in constant brightness, the 
light of every eye, the admiration of every hear t ! How can she 
bear poverty? she has been brought up in all the refinements 
of opulence.' H o w can she bear neglect? 'she has been the 
idol4 of society. O h ! it will break her bea r t r - i t will break her 
hear t !" 

15. I saw his grief was eloquent, and I let it have its flow; 
for sorrow relieves itself by words. When his paroxysm* had 
subsided, and he had relapsed6 into moody7 silence, I "resumed 
the subject, and urged him to break his situation at once to his 
wife. H e shook his head mournfully, but positively. 

16. " B u t how are you to keep it from her? I t is necessary 
she should know it, that you may take the steps proper to the 
alteration of your circumstances. You must change your style 
of living—nay," observing a pang to pass across his countenance, 
" don't let tha t afflict you. I am sure you have never placed 
your happiness in outward show; you have yet friends, warm 
friends, who will not think the worse of you for being less splen-
didly lodged: and surely it does not require a palace to be happy 
with Mary—" m 

' 1 7 . " I could be happy wifh her," cried he, convulsively,3 " i n 
a hovel! I could go down with her into poverty and the dust! 
— I could—I could—God bless her!—God bless her !" cried he, 
bui-sting into a transport of grief and tenderness. 

18. " A n d , believe me, my friend," said I, stepping up, and 
grasping him warmly by the hand,—"believe me, she can be 
the same wifh you.. Ay,9 m o r e : it will be a source of pride and 
triumph to her—it will call forth all the latent10 energies and 

" Foreg6',relinquish; give up . -» In' digence, want; poverty; need. 
- Op'ulence, wealth; riches—41'dol, an image for worship; an ob-
ject of great love.—' Mr'ox ysm, passion; high state of excitement.-

Eelapsed', fallen back.—' M6od'y, angry; peevish; sad.—'Convul'-
fcive ly, with violent agitat ion.- ' Ay (4!), y e s . - " Li ' tent, secret; hid-
den ; unseen 

fervent sympathies of her na ture ; for she will rejoice to prove 
that she loves you for yourself. There is in every true woman's 
heart a spark of heavenly fire, which lies dormant' in the broad 
daylight of prosperity, but which kindles up, and beams and 
blazes, in the dark hour of adversity. 

19. " N o man knows what the wife of his bosom is—no man 
knows what a ministering angel she is—until lie has gone wifh 
her through the fiery trials of this world." There was some-
thing in the earnestness of my manner, and the figurative style 
of my language, tha t caught the excited imagination of Leslie. 
I knew the auditor I had to deal wi th ; and, following up the 
impression I had made, I finished by persuading him to go 
home and nnburden his sad heart to his wife. 

1 3 6 . T H E WIFE—CONCLUDED. 

J MUST confess, notwithstanding all I had said, I felt some 

little solicitude5 for the result. W h o can calculate on the 
fortitude of one whose whole life has been a round of pleasure! 
Her gay spirits might revolt3 at the dark, downward path of low 
humility suddenly pointed out before her, and might cling to the 
sunny regions in which they had hitherto reveled. Besides, ruin 
in fashionable life is accompanied by so many galling mortifica-
tions, to which in other ranks it is a stranger. In short I could 
not meet Leslie, the next morning, without trepidation.4 

2. H e had made the disclosure. " And how did she bear it ?" 
" Like an ângel ! I t seemed rather to be a relief to lier mind, 
for she threw her arms round my neck, and asked if this was all 
that had lately made me unhappy. But, poor girl !" added lie, 
" she can not realize the change we must undergo. She has no 
idea of poverty bu t in the abs t rac t ; ' she has only read of it in 
poetry, where it is allied' to love. 

3. " She feels as yet no privation ; she suffers no loss of ac-
customed conveniences nor elegances. W h e n we come practi-

1 Dor' mant, sleeping ; not used.—' So lie'i tide, anxiety ; uneasiness 
of mind caused by the fear of evil or the desire of good.—' Re volt', re-
bel ; become disobedient.—4 Trep i di ' tion, tremor ; fear ; agitation.— 
• AB' stract, a general view ; separation from other things. 
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cally to experience its sordid1 cares, its paltry wants, its petty 
humiliations, then will he the real trial." " B u t , " said I, "now 
that you have got over the severest task,—that of breaking it to 
her,—the sooner you let the world into the secret the better. 
The disclosure may be mort i fy ing; but then it is a single 
misery, and soon over; whereas you otherwise suffer it, in an-
ticipation, every hour in the day. 

4. " I t is not poverty so much as pretense tha t harasses 
ruined man,—the struggle between a proud mind and an empty 
purse,—the keeping up a hollow show, that must soon come to 
an end. Have the courage to appear poor, and you disarm pov-
erty of its sharpest sting." On this point I found Leslie perfectly 
prepared. H e had no false pr ide himself; and as to his wife, 
the was only anxious to conform to their altered fortunes. 

5. Some days afterward, he called upon me in the evening. 
He had disposed of his dwelling-house, and taken a small cottage 
in the country, a few miles f rom town. H e had been busied all 
day in sending out furniture. T h e new establishment required 
few articles, and those of t h e simplest kind. All the splendid 
furniture of his late residence had been sold, excepting his wife's 
harp. a 

6. That, he said, was too closely associated with the idea of 
herself; it belonged to the little story of their loves; for some of 
the sweetest moments of their courtship were those when he had 
leaned over that instrument, and listened to the melting tones of 
her voice. I could not but smile at this instance of romantic 
gallantry in a doting5 husband. 

1. H e was going out to t h e cottage, where his wife had been 
all day, superintending its arrangement. My feelings had be-
come strongly in'terested in t h e progress of the family story, 
and, as it was a fine evening, I offered to accompany him. H e 
was wearied with the fatigues of the day, and, as he walked out, 
fell into a fit of gloomy musing. 

8. " P o o r Mary!" at length broke, with a heavy sigh, from his 
lips. " And what of her ?" asked I ; " has any thing happened 
to her ?" " W h a t ! " said he, dar t ing an impatient g lance; " is it 

1 Sor'did, contemptible; mean.—J D6i'ing, loving greatly or to ex-
cess. 

nothing to be reduced to this paltry situation,—to be caged in a 
miserable cottage,—to be obliged to toil almost in the menial1 

concerns of her wretched habitation ?" 
9. " Has she, then, repmed1 at the phangc ?" " Repined! she 

has been nothing but sweetness and good-humor. Indeed, she 
seems in better spirits than I have ever known h e r ; she has 
been to me all love, and tenderness, and comfort!' ' " Ad'mira-
ble gir l!" exclaimed I. " Y o u call yourself poor, my friend; 
you never were so rich,—you never knew the boundless treasures 
of excellence you possess in that woman." 

10. " O h ! but, my friend, if this, our first meeting at the cot-
tage, were over, I th ink I could then be comfortable. Bu t this 
is her first day of real experience; she has been introduced into 
a humble dwelling; she has been employed all day in arranging 
its miserable equipments ;3 she has, for the first time, known the 
fatigues of domestic employment; she has, for the first time, 
looked round her on a home destitute of every thing elegant,— 
almost of every thing convenient; and may now be sitting 
down, exhausted and spiritless, brooding over a prospect of fu-
ture poverty." 

11. There was a degree of probability in this picture that I 
could not gainsay; so we walked on in silence. After turning 
from the main road up a narrow lane, so thickly shaded with 
forest-trees as to give it a complete air of seclusion, we came in 
sight of the cottage. I t was humble enough in its appearance for 
the most pastoral poet ; and yet it had a pleasing rural look. A 
wild vine had overrun one end with a profusion of foliage; a 
few trees threw their branches gracefully over i t ; and I ob-
served several pots of flowers tastefully disposed about the door, 
and on the grass-plot in front. 

12. A small wicket-gate opened upon a foot-path that wound 
through some shrubbery to the door. Just as we approached, 
we heard the sound of music. Leslie grasped my a r m ; we 
paused and listened. I t was Mary's voice, singing, in a style o? 
the most touching simplicity, a little air of which her husband 
was peculiarly fond. I felt Leslie's hand tremble on my arm. 

1 Mi' ni al, being low or mean; relating to a servant.—5 Ee pined', 
complained; expressed sorrow or regret.—5 E quip' mcnts, furniture 



He stepped forward, to bear more distinctly. His step made a 
noise on the gravel-walk. 

13. A bright, beautiful face glanced out at the window and 
vanished, a light footstep, was heard, and Mary came tripping 
forth to meet us. She was in a pret ty rural dress of whi te ; a 
few wild-flowers were twisted in her fine ha i r ; a fresh bloom 
was on her cheek; her whole countenance beamed with smiles; 
•—I had never seen her look so lovely. 

14. " M y dear George," cried she, " l a m so glad you are 
come! I have been watching and watching for you ; and run-
ning down the lane, and looking out for you. I 've set out a 
table under a beautiful tree behind the cottage; and I 've been 
gathering some of the most delicious strawberries, for I know 
you are fond of them,—and we have such excellent cream,—and 
every thing is so sweet and still h e r e ! — O h ! " said she, putting 
her arm within his, and looking up brightly in his face,—" oh, 
we shall be so happy!" 

15. Poor Leslie was overcome. H e caught her to his bosom, 
he folded his arms around her, h e kissed her again and again; 
he could not speak, but the tears gushed into his eyes; and he 
has often assured me, that, though the world has since gfine 
prosperously with him, and his life has, indeed, been a happy 
one, ye t never has he experienced a moment of more cx'quisite 
felicity. W A S H I N G T O N I S V I N O . 

1 3 7 . T H E FAMILY MEETING. 

1. TT7"E are all h e r e ! 
' » Father, mother, sister, brother, 

All who hold each other dear. 
Each chair is filled : we're all at home. 
To-night, let no cold s t ranger come: 
I t is not often thus around 
Our old familiar hearth we're found : 
Bless then the meeting and the spot • 
For once, be every care fo rgo t ; 
Let gentle Peace assert he r power, 
And kind Affection rule the hour 

We're all—all here . 

2. We ' re not all he re ! 
Some are away—the dead ones dear, 

W h o throng'd with us this ancient hearth, 
And gave the hour to guiltless mirth. 
Fate, with a stern relentless hand, 
Look'd in and thinn'd our little b a n d : 
Some, like a night-flash, pass'd away, 
And some sank lingering day by day ; 
The quiet grave-yard—some he there— 
And cruel Ocean has his share; 

We ' re not all here. 

8. W e are all here! 
Even they, the dead—though dead, so dear, 

Fond Memory, to her duty true, 
Brings back their faded forms to view. 
How life-like through the mist of years, 
Each well-remcmber'd face appears! 
W e see them as in times long past, 
From each to each kind looks are cast; 
W e hear their words, their smiles behold, 
They're round us, as they were of old— 

W e are all here. 

4 . W e are all he re ! 
Father, mother, 
Sister, brother, 

You that I love with love so dear. 
This may not long of us be said; 
Soon must we join the gather 'd dead, 
And by the hearth we now sit round, 
Some other circle will be found. 
Oh 1 then, tha t wisdom may we know, 
Which yields a life of peace below; 
So, in the world to follow this, 
May each repeat, in words of bliss, 

We ' r e all—all —here! 
CUAELtS SPRAOUE 



1 3 8 . ADDRESS TO THE MOON. 

D A U G H T E R of heaven, fair art t hou ! the silence of thy face 
U is pleasant! Thou coraest forth in loveliness. The stars at-
tend thy blue course in the east. The clouds rejoice in thy 
presence, 0 moon! They brighten their dark-brown sides. 
W h o is like thee in heaven, light of the silent n ight ! The 
Etars in thy presence turn away their sparkling eyes. 

2. Whi the r dost thou retire from thy course, when the dark-
ness of thy countenance grows? Hast thou thy hall, like Ossian ? 
Dwellest thou in the shadow of grief? Have thy sisters fallen 
from heaven? Are they who rejoice with thee a t night, no 
more? Yes ; they have fallen, fair l ight! and thou dost often 
retire to mourn. Bu t thou thyself shalt fail, one night, and leave 
thy blue path in heaven. 

3. The stars will then lift their heads and rejoice. Thou art 
now clothed wifli thy brightness. Look from thy gates in the 
sky. Burst the clouds, 0 wind, that the daughter of night may 
look fo r th ; that the shaggy' mountains may brighten, and the 
ocean roll its white waves in l i g h t OSSIAN 

1 3 9 . EXERCISE OF THE F A N . 

W O M E N are armed with fans as men with swords, and some-
t i u i e s more execution with them. To the end, therefore, 

that ladies may be entire mistresses of the weapon which they 
bear, I have erected an academy for the training up of young 
women in the exercise of the fan, according to the most fashion0 

able airs and motions that are now practiced at court. T h e 
ladies who carry fans under me are drawn up twice a day in my 
great hall, where they are instructed in the use of their arms, 
and exercised by the following words of command:—Handle 
your' fans, unfurl your fans, discharge your fans, ground your 
fans, recover your fans, flutter your fans. 

2. By the right observation of these few plain words of com-
mand, a woman of a tolerable genius, who will apply herseli 

1 Sliag'gy, rough ; uneven. 

diligently to her exercise for the space of but one 1 alf-year, shall 
be able lo give her fan all the graces that can possibly enter into 
that little modish' machine. Bu t to the end that my readers 
may form to themselves a right notion of this exercise, I beg 
leave to explain it to them in all its parts. 

3. When my female regiment2 is drawn up in array, with 
every one her weapon in her hand, upon my giving the word to 
handle their fans, each of them shakes her fan at me wkh a 
smile, then gives her right-hand woman a tap upon the shoulder, 
then presses her lips with the extremity of her fan, then lets her 
arms fall in easy motion, and stands in readiness to receive the 
next word of command. All this is done with a closed fan, and 
is generally learned in the first week. 

4. The next motion is that of unfurling the fan, in which are 
comprehended several little flirts and vibrations, as also gradual 
and deliberate openings, with many voluntary fallings asunder in 
the fan itself, that are seldom learned under a month's practice. 
This part of the exercise pleases the spectators more than any 
other, as it discovers, on a sudden, an infinite number of cupids, 
garlands, altars, birds, beasts, rainbows, and the like agreeable 
figures, tha t display themselves to view, while every one in the 
regiment holds a picture in her hand. 

5. Upon my giving the word to discharge their fans, they give 
one general crack that may be heard at a considerable distance 
when the wind sits fair. This is one of the most difficult parts 
of the exer cise, but I have several ladies wife me, who, at their 
first entrance, could not give a pop loud enough to be heard at 
the further end of the room, who can now discharge a fan in 
such a manner, tha t it shall make a report like a pocket-pistol. 
I have likewise taken care (in order to hinder young womeD 
from letting off their fans in wrong places, or on unsuitable oc-
casions) to show upon what subject the crack of a fan may come 
in properly: I have likewise invented a fan, with which a girl of 
sixteen, by the help of a little wind, which is inclosed about one 
of the largest sticks, can make as loud a crack as a woman of 
fifty with an ordinary fan. 

1 Mod' ish, according to the mode ; fashionable.—" R&g' i ment, a body 
of troops, usually eight or ten companies, commanded by a colonel. 



6. W h e n the fans are thns discharged, the word of command, 
in course, is to ground their fans. This teaches a lady to quit 
her fan gracefully when she throws it aside in order to take up a 
pack of cards, adjust a curl of hair, replace a falling pin, or apply 
herself to any other matter of importance. This part of the ex-
ercise, as it only consists in tossing a fan with an air upon a long 
table (which stands by for tha t purpose), may be learned in two 
days' time as well as in a twelvemonth. 

7. When my female regiment is thus disarmed, I generally 
let them walk about the room for some t i m e ; when, on a sudden 
(like ladies that look upon their watches after a long visit), they 
all of them hasten to their arms, catch them up in a hurry, and 
place themselves in their proper stations upon my calling out, 
Recover your fans. This par t of the exercise is not difficult, 
provided a woman applies her thoughts to it. 

8. The fluttering of the fan is the last, and indeed the master-
piece of the whole exercise; but if a lady does not misspend 
her time, she may make herself mistress of it in three months. 
I generally lay aside the dog-days' and. the hot time of the sum-
mer for the teaching of this part of the exercise; for as soon as 
ever I pronounce, Flutter your fans, t h e place is filled wiftt so 
many zephyrs4 and gentle breezes as are very refreshing in tha t 
season of the year, though they might be dangerous to ladies 
of a tender constitution in any other. 

D-. There is an infinite variety of motions to be made use of 
in the flutter of a fan. There is the angry flutter, the modest 
flutter, the timorous flutter, me confused flutter, the merry flut-
ter, and the amorous flutter. Not to be tedious,3 there is scarce 
any emotion in the mind which does not produce a suitable agi-
tation in the f an ; insomuch, that if I only see the fan of a dis-
ciplined lady, I know very well whether she laughs, frowns, or 
blushes. I have seen a fan so very angry, that it would have 
been dangerous for the absent lover who provoked it to have 
come within the wind of i t ; and at other times so very languish-
ing, that I have been glad for the lady's sake the lover was a) 

1 Dig'-days, the days when Sirius, or the dog-star, rises and sets with 
ihe sun The dog-days commence the latter part of July, and end the 
beginning of September.—' Zephyrs (z6f erz), breezes; light winds, ami 
particularly the west wind.—'Ti'ill ous. 

a sufficient distance from it. I need not add, that a fan is either 
a prude1 or coquette,5 according to the nature of the person who 
bears it. JOSEPH A D D I S O N . 

1 4 0 . A N O N . 

OF Anon but little is known, though his works are excessively 
numerous. l i e has dabbled in every thing. Prose and 

poetry are alike familiar to his pen. One moment he will be up 
the highest flights of philosophy, and the next he will be down 
in some kitchen-garden of literature, culling an enormous goose-
berry, to present it to the columns of some provincial news-
paper. Il is contributions are scattered wherever the English 
language is read. Open any volume of miscellanies3 at any place 
you will, and you are sure to fall upon some choice little bit 
signed by "Anon." 

2. W h a t a mind his must have been! I t took in every tiling, 
like a pawnbroker's shop. Nothing was too trifling for its grasp. 
Now he was hanging on to the t runk of an elephant, and ex-
plaining to you how it was more elastic than a pair of india-
rubber braces; and next he would be constructing a suspension 
bridge with a series of monkeys' tails, tying them together as 
they do pocket-handkerchiefs in the gallery of a theater when 
they want to fish up a bonnet that has fallen into the pit. 

3. Anon is one of our greatest authors. If all the things 
which are signed with Anon's name were collected on rows of 
shelves, he would require a British Museum all to himself. And 
yet of this great man so little is known tha t we are not even ac-
quainted with his Christian name. There is no certificate of 
baptism, no moldy tombstone, no musty washing-bill in the 
world on which we can hook the smallest line of speculation, 
whether it was John, or James, or Joshua, or Tom, or Dick, or 
Billy Anon. Shame that a man shou.d write so much, and yel 
be known so little. OWlivion4 uses its snuffers sometimes very 
unjustly. 

'Prude (pr5d), a woman too scrupulously exact, or affectedly stiff in 
her manners.—'Coquette (kokStf), a vain, trifling girl, desirous of at-
tracting lovers and then rejecting them.—8 Ills' eel la nies, promiscuous 
articles; mixtures of several kinds.— Ob liv' i on, forgetfulness. 



6. W h e n the fans are thus discharged, the word of command, 
in course, is to ground their fans. This teaches a lady to quit 
her fan gracefully when she throws it aside in order to take up a 
pack of cards, adjust a curl of hair, replace a falling pin, or apply 
herself to any other matter of importance. This part of the ex-
ercise, as it only consists in tossing a fan with an air upon a long 
table (which stands by for that purpose), may be learned in two 
days' time as well as in a twelvemonth. 

7. When my female regiment is thus disarmed, I generally 
let them walk about the room for some t i m e ; when, on a sudden 
(like ladies that look upon their watches after a long visit), they 
all of them hasten to their arms, catch them up in a hurry, and 
place themselves in their proper stations upon my calling out, 
Recover your fans. This par t of the exercise is not difficult, 
provided a woman applies her thoughts to it. 

8. The fluttering of the fan is the last, and indeed the master-
piece of the whole exercise; but if a lady does not misspend 
her time, she may make herself mistress of it in three months. 
I generally lay aside the dog-days' and. the hot time of the sum-
mer for the teaching of this part of the exercise; for as soon as 
ever I pronounce, Flutter your fans, t h e place is filled wife so 
many zephyrs4 and gentle breezes as are very refreshing in tha t 
season of the year, though they might be dangerous to ladies 
of a tender constitution in any other. 

D-. There is an infinite variety of motions to be made use of 
in the flutter of a fan. There is the angry flutter, the modest 
flutter, the timorous flutter, me confused flutter, the merry flut-
ter, and the amorous flutter. Not to be tedious,3 there is scarce 
any emotion in the mind which does not produce a suitable agi-
tation in the f an ; insomuch, that if I only see the fan of a dis-
ciplined lady, I know very well whether she laughs, frowns, or 
blushes. I have seen a fan so very angry, that it would have 
been dangerous for the absent lover who provoked it to have 
come within the wind of i t ; and at other times so very languish-
ing, that I have been glad for the lady's sake the lover was a) 

' DSg'-days, the days when Sirius, or the dog-star, rises and sets with 
ihe sun The dog-days commence the latter part of July, and end the 
beginning of September.—' Zephyrs (ziferz), breezes; light winds, and 
particularly the west wind.—'Ti'ill ous. 

a sufficient distance from it. I need not add, that a fan is either 
a prude1 or coquette,5 according to the nature of the person who 
bears it. JosEru A D D I S O N . 

1 4 0 . A N O N . 

OF Anon but little is known, though his works are excessively 
numerous. l i e has dabbled in every thing. Prose and 

poetry are alike familiar to his pen. One moment he will be up 
the highest flights of philosophy, and the next he will be down 
in some kitchen-garden of literature, culling an enormous goose-
berry, to present it to the columns of some provincial news-
paper. Il is contributions are scattered wherever the English 
language is read. Open any volume of miscellanies3 at any place 
you will, and you are sure to fall upon some choice little bit 
signed by "Anon." 

2. W h a t a mind his must have been! I t took in every tiling, 
like a pawnbroker's shop. Nothing was too trifling for its grasp. 
Now he was hanging on to the t runk of an elephant, and ex-
plaining to you how it was more ehistic than a pair of india-
rubber braces; and next he would be constructing a suspension 
bridge with a series of monkeys' tails, tying them together as 
they do pocket-handkerchiefs in the gallery of a theater when 
they want to fish up a bonnet that has fallen into the pit. 

3. Anon is one of our greatest authors. If all the things 
which are signed with Anon's name were collected on rows of 
shelves, he would require a British Museum all to himself. And 
yet of this great man so little is known that we are not even ac-
quainted with his Christian name. There is no certificate of 
baptism, no moldy tombstone, no musty washing-bill in the 
world on which we can hook the smallest line of speculation, 
whether it was John, or James, or Joshua, or Tom, or Dick, or 
Billy Anon. Shame that a man shou.d write so much, and yet 
be known so little. OKlivion4 uses its snuffers sometimes very 
unjustly. 

'Prude (pr5d), a woman too scrupulously exact, or affectedly stiff in 
her manners.—'Coquette (kokStf), a vain, trifling girl, desirous of at-
tracting lovers and then rejecting them.—8 Ills' eel la nies, promiscuous 
articles; mixtures of several kinds.— Ob liv' i on, forgetfulness. 



4. On second thoughts, perhaps it is as well that the works of 
Anon were not collected together. His reputation for consist-
ency1 would hot probably be increased by the collection. I t 
would be found that frequently he had contradicted himself— 
that in many instances when he had been warmly upholding 
the Christian white of a question, he had afterward turned 
round, and maintained with equal warmth the Pagan8 black o. 
i t H e might often be discovered on both sides of a truth 
jumping boldly from the right side over to the wrong, and fling, 
ing big stones a t any one who dared to assail him in either po-
sition. 

5. Such double-sidedness would not be pretty, and yet we 
should be lenient? to such inconsistencies. W i t h one who had 
written so many thousand volumes, who had twirled his thoughts 
as with a mop on every possible subject, how was it possible to 
expect any thing like consistency ? How was it likely that he 
could recollect every little atom out of the innumerable'1 atoms 
his pen had heaped up ? 

6. Anon ought to have been rich, but he lived in an age when 
piracy5 was the fashion, and when booksellers walked about, as 
it were, like Indian chiefs, with the skulls of the authors they 
had slain hung round their necks. N o wonder, therefore, that 
we know nothing of the wealth of Anon. Doubtless he died 
in a garret, like many other kindred spirits, Death being the 
only scorc out of the many knocking at his door that he could 
pay. 

7. Bu t to his immortal credit, let it be said, he has filled more 
libraries than the most generous patrons of literature. The 
volumes tha t formed the fuel of the barbarians' bonfire a t Alex-
andria6 would be but a small book-stall by the side of the folios,7 

— 
1 Con slst' en cy, a standing together; agreement.—" Pi'gan, after the 

manner of pagans, of those who worship false gods ; idolatrous.—3 Li'-
nient, mild; gentle; forgiving.—4 In ni 'mer a ble, that can not be 
numbered.—4 Pi racy, robbery on the high seas; robbing another 
of his writings.—"A1 ex in'dri a, founded by Alexander the Great, in the 
year 332 B. c., a celebrated city and seaport of Egypt. Its libraiy sur-
passed all others of which the ancients could boast, numbering 700,000 
volumes, a part of wlxich was destroyed by fire during the war with 
Julius Ciesar; and the remainder by Caliph Omar, in the year 640 — 
® Fo' li o, a book of two leaves to a sheet. 

quartos,1 octavos,® and duodecimos,8 he has pyramidized1 on our 
book-shelves. Look through any catalogue you will, and yon 
will find tha t a large proportion of the works in it have been 
contributed by Anon. T h e only author who can in the least 
compete with him in fecundity5 is Ibid. PUNCH 

1 4 1 . T H E NATURE OF TRUE ELOQUENCE. 

H E N public bodies are to be addressed on momentous® 
occasions, when great interests are a t stake, and strong 

passions excited, nothing is valuable in speech further thau it 
is connected with high intellectual and moral endowments.7 

Clearness, force, and earnestness are the qualities which produce 
conviction. 

2. True eloquence, indeed, does not consist in speech. I t 
can not be brought from far. Labor and learning may toil 
for it, but they will toil in vain. Words and phrases may be 
marshaled in every way, but they can not compass8 it. It must 
exist in the man, in the subject, and in the occasion. Affected 
passion, intense expression, the pomp of declamation, all may 
aspire after it ; they can not reach it. I t comes, if it come at all, 
like the out-breaking of a fountain from the earth, or the burst-
ing forth of volcanic fires, wife spontaneous,9 original, native 
force. 

3. The graces taught in the schools, the costly ornaments and 
6tudied contrivances of speech, shock and disgust men, when 
their own lives, and the fate of their wives, their children, and 

1 Quar* to, a printed book next in size to a folio ; so called because orig-
inally there were four leaves to each sheet.—" Oc t;V vo, a book of a size 
next below a quarto, much taller than it is broad ; so called becauso 
originally it had eight leaves to a sheet.—3 Du o dèe' i mo, a book shaped 
like an octavo, and nex>- smaller in size. Originally it had twelve leaves 
to a sheet, and hence the name.—4 Pyr' a mid ized, piled up in pyramids. 
—4 Fe cùn' di ty, fruitfulness.—* Mo mint ' ous, very important.—7 En-
dow' ments, gifts, qualities, or faculties, bestowed by the Creator ; that 
which is bestowed, or settled on.—"Compass (kftm' pas), surround ; se-
cure ; gain.—» Spon tà' ne ous, arising from internal feeling ; volun 
tary ; springing up of itself. 



their country, hang on the decision of t h e hour . H o n , words 
have lost their power, rhetoric1 is vain, and all elaborate5 oratory 
contemptible. Even genius itself t h e n feels rebuked, and sub-
dued, as in the presence of h igher qualit ies. 

4. Then, patr iot ism' is e loquen t ; then, self-devotion is elo-
quent. T h e clear conception,'' ou t - runn ing t h e deduct ions ' 01 
logic,6 the h igh purpose, t he firm resolve, t he dauntless spirit, 
speaking on the tongue, beaming f r o m t h e eye, informing every 
feature, and urging the whole man onward , r ight onward, to his 

• object—this, this is eloquence; or, r a the r , it is something greater 
and higher than all eloquence—it is action, noble, sublime, god-
like action. D A N I E L W E B S T E R . 

1 4 2 . ARNOLD "WTNKELRIED. 

1. " M A K E way for l ibe r ty !" h e c r i e d ; 
J-'-L Made way for l iberty, and died ! 

I t must not be : this day, th i s hour, 
Annihilates7 t he oppressor 's power 1 
All Switzerland is in the field, 
She will not fly, she can n o t yield,— 
She must not fa l l : her be t t e r fate 

' He re gives he r an immorta l date . 

2 Few were the numbers she could boas t , 
B u t every freeman was a host,8 

And felt as though himself we re he 
On whose sole arm h u n g vic tory . 
I t did depend on one indeed : 
Behold h im—Arno ld W i n k e l r i e d ! 
There sounds not to the t r u m p of fame 
T h e echo of a nobler name . 

1 Bhit ' oric, the science of oratory ; the art of speaking with propri-
ety, elegance, and force.—» E lib' o rate, wrought out with great labor; 
highly finished.—s P i ' tri ot ism, love of one's country.—* Con cip' tion, 
apprehension; idea.—5 De die' tions, inferences drawn from assertions ; 
conclusions.—' Log ic, the art of thinking and reasoning justly.—1 An-
nl ' hi lite, to reduce to nothing; to destroy.—" Hist, an army ; a gieat 
number. 

3 U n m a r k ' d h e stood amid the throng, 
In rumination1 deep and long, 
Till you m i g h t see, w i f e sudden grace, 
T h e very thought come o'er his f a c e ; 
A n d by the motion of his form, 
Anticipate5 t he rising s t o r m ; 
And, by the uplifting of h is brow, 
Tell where the bolt would strike, and how. 

4 , B u t ' twas no sooner t hough t than d o n e ! 
T h e field was in a moment w o n : — 
" Make way for l iber ty!" h e cried, 
T h e n ran, w i f e a rms extended wide, 
A s if his dearest friend to c lasp ; 
Ten spears h e swept wi th in his g r a s p : 
" Make way for l iber ty!" h e c r i e d — 
Their keen points met f rom side to s i d e ; 
H e bow'd among them like a t ree, 
A n d thus made way for liberty. 

5. Swift to the breach his comrades fly— 
" Make way for liberty !" they cry, 
And th rough the Austr ian phalanx3 dar t , 
A s rush'd the spears t h rough Arnold 's heart , 
W h i l e instantaneous as his fall, 
Rout, ruin, panic, scatter 'd a l l ; 
A n ear thquake could not over throw 
A city with a surer blow. 
Thus Switzerland again was f r e e ; 
Thus dea th made way for liberty 1 

J A M E S MONTOOMERT. 

1 4 3 . FEELINGS EXCITED BY A LONG YOYAGE. 

TO an Amer ican visiting Europe, t he long voyage h e has to 
make is an excellent preparat ive. F r o m the moment you 

'Rumination (r5mini 'shun) , meditation; thinking over and over 
again.—1' An tic' i pite, foresee, or expect .—'Phil 'anx, a square body 
of soldiers, close and compact. 



lose sight of the land you have left, all is vacancy until you step 
on the opposite shore, and are launched at once into the bustle 
and novelties of another world. 

2. I have said tha t a t sea all is vacancy. I should correct the 
expression. To one given up to day-dreaming, and fond of 
losing himself in reveries, a sea voyage is full of subjects for 
meditat ion; but then they are the wonders of the deep, and of 
the air, and rather tend to abstract the mind from worldly 
themes. 

3. I delighted to loll over the quarter-railing,1 or climb to the 
main-top2 on a calm day, and muse for hours together on the 
tranquil bosom of a summer's sea; or to gaze upon the piles of 
golden clouds just peering above the hori'zon, fancy them some 
fairy realms, and people them with a creation of my own, or to 
watch the gentle undulating billows rolling their silver volumes, 
as if to die away on those happy shores. 

4. There was a delicious sensation of mingled security and 
awe, with which I looked down from my giddy height on the 
monsters of the deep at their uncouth gambols. Shoals of por-
poises tumbling about the bow of the sh ip ; the grampus slowly 
heaving his huge form above the surface; or the ravenous shark, 
darting like a specter through the blue waters. My imagination 
would conjure up all tha t I had heard or read of the watery 
world beneath m e ; of the finny herds that roam its fathomless 
valleys; of shapeless monsters that lurk among the very founda-
tions of the ear th ; and those wild phantasms3 tha t swell the 
tales of fishermen and sailors. 

5. Sometimes a distant sail gliding along the edge of the 
ocean would be another theme of idle speculation. How i n -
teresting this fragment of a world hastening to rejoin the great 
mass of existence! W h a t a glorious monument of human in-
vention, tha t has thus tr iumphed over wind and wave; has 
brought the ends of the earth in communion; has established 
an in te rchange of blessings, pouring into the sterile4 regions of 
the north all the luxuries of the south; diffused the light of 

Qudr' ter-riil' ing, the railing on the sides of a ship, extending from 
the main-mast to the stern.—' M ¿in'-top, top of the main-mast.—'Phan-
tasm (fita'tazm), something imagined; an idea or notion.—4Stir'fie, 
barren; unfruitful. 

knowiedge and the charities of cultivated life; and has thus 
bound together those scattered portions of the human race, be-
tween which nature seemed to have thrown an insurmountable 
barrier. 

6. W e one day descried some shapeless object drifting at a 
distance. A t sea, every thing tha t breaks the monotony1 of the 
surrounding expanse attracts attention. I t proved to be the 
mast of a ship that must have been completely wrecked; for 
there were the remains of handkerchiefs, by which some of tha 
crew had fastened themselves to this spar, to prevent their being 
washed off by the waves. 

1. There was no trace by which the name of the ship could 
be ascertained. T h e wreck had evidently drifted about for many 
months ; clusters of shell-fish had fastened about it, and long 
sea-weeds flaunted at its sides. Bu t where, thought I, are the 
crew? Their struggle has long been over ;—they have gone 
down amid the roar of the tempest ;—their bones lie whitening 
in the caverns of the deep. Silence—oblivion,2 like the waves, 
have closed over them, and no one can tell the story of their end. 

8. W h a t sighs have been wafted after tha t sh ip! what prayers 
offered up at the deserted fireside of h o m e ! How often has the 
mistress, the wife, and the mother, pored over the daily news, to 
catch some casual intelligence of this rover of the deep! How 
has expectation darkened into anxiety—anxiety into dread—and 
dread into despair! Alas! not one memento shall ever return 
for love to cherish. All that shall ever be known is, tha t she 
sailed fioin her port, " and was never heard of more." 

9. The sight of the wreck, as usual, gave rise to many dismal 
anecdotes. This was particularly the case in the evening, when 
the weather, which had hi therto been fair, began to look wild 
and threatening, and gave indications of one of those sudden 
storms that will sometimes break in upon the serenity3 of a sum-
mer voyage. As we sat round the dull light of a lamp, in the 
cabin, that made the gloom more ghastly, every one had his tale 
of shipwreck and disaster. I was particularly struck with a 
short one related by the captain. 

1 Mo not' o ny, sameness.—' Ob \iv' i on, forgetfulness.—* SerSn'i ty, 
clearness; calmness. 



1 4 4 . F E E L I N G S EXCITED BY A L O N G Y O Y A G E — C O N C L U D E D . 

" A S I was once sailing," said lie, " in a fine stout sliip across 
the banks of Newfoundland,1 one of the heavy fogs that 

prevail in those parts rendered it impossible for me to see far 
ahead, even in the dayt ime; but a t night the v. eather was so 
thick that we could not distinguish any object at twice the 
length of our ship. I kept lights a t the masthead, and a con-
stant watch forward to look out for fishing-smacks, which are ac-
customed to lie at anchor on the banks. 

2. " The wind was blowing a smacking' breeze, and we were 
going at a great rate through the water. Suddenly the watch 
gave the alarm o f ' a sail ahead! ' bu t it was scarcely uttered till 
we were upon her. She was a small schooner at anchor, with 
her broadside toward us. T h e crew were all asleep, and had 
neglected to hoist a l igh t "We struck her just amidships.3 

The force, the size, and weight of our vessel, bore her down 
below the waves; we passed over her, and were hurried on our 
course. 

3. " As the crashing wreck was sinking beneath us, I had a 
glimpse of two or three half-naked wretches rushing from her 
cabin; they had just started f rom their beds to be swallowed 
shrieking by the waves. I heard their drowning cry mingling 
with the wind. The blast t h a t bore it to our ears swept us out 
of all further hearing. I shall never forget that cry! I t was 
some time before we could put t h e ship about, she was under 
such headway. W e returned, as nearly as we could guess, to 
the place where the smack was anchored. W e cruised' about 
for several hours in the dense fog. W e fired several guns, and 
Tistened if we might hear the halloo' of any survivors; but all 
was silent—we never heard nor saw any thing of them more!" 

4. I t was a fine sunny morn ing when the thrilling cry of 
" land!" was given from the masthead. I question whether Co-
lumbus, when he discovered the new world, felt a more delicious 
throng of sensations than rush in to an American's bosom when 

1 Newfoundland (nu' fond land').—1 Smick' ing, strong; powerful; 
noisy.—' A mld'-ships, the middle part of the vessel.—* Cruised (krfizd), 
sailed. 

he first comes in sight of Europe. There is a volume of asso-
ciations in the very name. It is the land of promise, teeming 
wife every thing of which his childhood has heard, or on which 
his studious years have pondered. . 

5. From that time until the period of arrival, it was all fever-
ish excitement. T h e ships of war that prowled like guardian 
giants round the coast; the headlands of Ireland, stretching out 
into the channel ; the Welsh mountains, towering into the 
clouds; all were objects of intense interest. As we sailed up 
the Mersey' I reconnoitered the shores wife a telescope. My eye 
dwelt with delight on neat cottages, with their trim shrubberies 
and green grass-plots. I saw the moldering ruins of an abbey3 

overrun with ivy, and the taper spire of a village church rising 
from the brow of a neighboring hill—all were characteristic of 
England. 

6. The tide and wind were so favorable that the ship was en-
abled to come at once at the pier. It was thronged wife people; 
some idle lookers-on, others eager expectants of friends or rela-
tives. I could distinguish the merchant to whom the ship be-
longed. I knew him by his calculating brow and restless air. 
His hands were thrust into his pockets ; he was whistling 
thoughtfully, and walking to and fro, a small space having been 
accorded to him by fee crowd, in deference to his temporary 
importance. There were repeated cheerings and salutations in 
terchanged between the shore and the ship, as friends happened 
to rec'onnize each other. 

7. Bu t I particularly ngtcd o r e young woman of humble 
dress, but in'teresting demeanor. She was leaning forward 
from among the crowd; her eye hurr ied over the ship as it 
neared the shore, to catch some wished-for countenance. She 
seemed disappointed and agitated, when I heard a faint voice 
call her name. I t was from a poor sailor, who had been ill all 
the voyage, and had excited the sympathy of every one on board. 
When the weather was fine, his messmates had spread a mat-
tress for him on deck, in t i n shade ; but of late his- illness had 

'Tiem'ing, bringing forth in abundance.—' Mir1 sey, the river ou 
which Liverpool is situated.— Ab'bcy, monastery; a residence of 
monks or nuns. 
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so increased t h a t he had taken to his hammock, ' and only 
breathed a wish tha t he might see his wife before h e died. 

8. l i e had been helped on deck as we came u p the river, and 
was now leaning against t he shrouds, with a countenance so 
wasted, so pale, and so ghast ly, t h a t it is no wonder even the 
eye of affection did not rec 'ognize h im. B u t at t he sound of his 
voice, he r eye dar ted on his features, it read a t once a whole 
volume of so r row; slie clasped her hands, ut tered a faint shriek 
and stood wringing them in silent agony. 

9. All now was hu r ry and bustle. T h e meet ings of acquaint-
ances—the greet ings of f r i ends—the consultations of men of 
business. I alone was solitary and idle. I had no friend to 
meet, no cheering to receive. I s tepped upon t h e land of my 
forefa thers—but felt t h a t I was a s t ranger in the land. 

W A S H I N G T O N I R V I N G . 

1 4 5 . LINES TO A CHILD ON n i s VOYAGE TO FRANCE TO 

MEET HIS FATHER. 

1. T O , how impatient ly upon the t ide 
-Li T h e proud ship tosses eager to be free. 
H e r flag streams wildly, and he r fluttering sails 
P a n t to be on their flight. A few hours more , 
A n d she will move in stately grandeur on, 
Cleaving her path majest ic th rough the flood, 
A s if she were a goddess of the deep. 
Oh, 'tis a t hough t sublime, t h a t man can force 
A path upon the waste, can find a way 
W h e r e all is trackless, and compel the winds, 
Those freest agents of Almigh ty power, 
T o lend their un tamed wings, and bear h im on 
T o distant climes. 

2. Thou , Wil l iam, still a r t young, 
A n d dost not see t h e wonder. Thou wilt t r ead 
T h e buoyant ' deck, and look upon the flood, 

1 Him' mock, a swinging bed.—* Buoyant (bw&T ant), floating light; 
lifted up. 

T 

LINES TO A CHILD. 

Unconscious of the h igh sublimity, 
As ' twere a common th ing—thy soul unaw'd, 

' T h y childish sports u n c h e c k ' d : while th inking man 
Shrinks back into himself—himself so mean 
'Mid things so vast ,—and, rapt in deepest awe, 
B e n d s to t h e m i g h t of tha t mysterious Power , 
W h o holds the waters in his hand, and guides 
T h e ungovernable winds. 'Tis not in man 
T o look unmoved upon t h a t heaving waste, 
W h i c h , f rom hor i 'zon to horizon spread, 
Meets t h e o 'er-arching heavens on every side, 
Blending ' their hues in distant faintness there . 

3. 'Tis wonder fu l !—and yet, m y boy, jus t such 
I s life. Life is a sea as fathomless,' 
A s wide, as terrible, and y 6 t sometimes 
As calm and beautiful. T h e l ight of Heaven 
Smiles on it, and ' t is deck'd with-every h u e 
Of glory and of joy. Anon, dark clouds 
Arise, contending winds of fate go forth, 
A n d hope sits weeping o'er a general wreck. 

4. And thou must sail upon this sea, a long, 
Eventful voyage. T h e wise may suffer wreck, 
T h e foolish must. O h ! then, be early wise! 
Learn f rom t h e mar iner his skillful a r t 
T o r ide upon the waves, and catch the breeze, 
A n d dare t h e th rea ten ing storm, and t race a pa th 
'Mid countless dangers, to the destined por t 
Uner r ing ly secure. O h ! learn from him 
T o station quick-eyed P rudence at t h e helm, 
T o guard t h y sail f rom Passion's sudden blasts, 
A n d m a k e Religion t h y magnet ic guide, 
W h i c h , though it t rembles as it lowly lies, 
Po in t s to the l ight t h a t changes not, in Heaven. 

5. Farewel l—Heaven smile propitious3 on t h y course, 
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1 Blend' ing, joining; mingling.—' F l th ' om less, too deep to be meas-
ured ; that which can not be understood.—3Propitious (pop ish us), 
highly favorable to success. 



And favoring breezes waf t thee to the arms 
Of love paternal. Yes, and more than this— 
Biest be thy passage o'er the changing sea 
Of life; the clouds be few that intercept 
The light of j o y ; t h e waves roll gently on 
Beneath thy bark of hope, and bear thee safe 
To meet in peace th ine other Father,—GOD. 

C H R I S T I A N D I S C I P L E . 

1 4 6 . CRIME ITS OWN DETECTER. 

A GAINST the prisoner a t t h e bar, as an individual, I can not 
t l . have the slightest prejudice. I would not do him the 

smallest injury or injustice. B u t I do not affect to be indifferent 
to the discovery and the punishment of this deep guilt. I cheer-
fully share in the opprobrium,1 how much soever it may be, 
which is cast on those who feel and manifest an anxious concern 
that all who had a part in planning, or a hand in executing, this 
deed of midnight assassination,' may be brought to answer for 
their enormous crime at the ba r of public justice. 

2. Gentlemen, this is a most extraordinary3 case. In some 
respects, it has hardly a precedent4 anywhere—certainly none 
in our New England history. An aged man, without an enemy 
in the world, in his own house, and in his own bed, is made the 
victim of a butcherly5 murder , for mere pay. Deep sleep had 
fallen on the destined victim, and on all beneath his roof. A 
healthful old man, to whom sleep was sweet—the first sound 
slumbers of the night hold h i m in their soft, but strong embrace. 

•3. The assassin enters th rough the window, already prepared, 
into an unoccupied apartment ; with noiseless foot, he paces the 
Jonely hall, half-lighted by t h e moon ; he winds up the as($nt' 
of the stairs, and reaches the door of the chamber. Of tliis lie 
ino\es the lock, by soft and continued pressure, till it turns ou 

1 Op prò' bri uni, reproach with contempt or disdain ; disgrace.—1 As-
sas sin à' tion, the act of murdering by secret assault, or by sudden vio-
lence.—* Extraordinary (cks trùr' de na ri), uncommon; remarkable.— 
1 Prie' e dent, something that may serve for a rule in after cases of a like 
nature ; some instance of a like kind.—5 Butch' er ly, cruel ; bloody. 

t 

its h inges; and he enters, and beholds his victim before him. 
The room was uncommonly light. The face of the innocent 
sleeper was turned from the murderer ; and the beams of the 
moon, resting on the gray locks of his aged temple, showed him 
where to strike. T h e fatal blow is given, and the victim passes, 
without a struggle or a motion, from the repose of sleep to the 
repose of dea th ! 

4. I t is the assassin's purpose to make sure work ; and he yet 
plies the dagger, though it was obvious that life had been de-
stroyed by the blow of the bludgeon.1 H e even raises the aged 
arm, that he may not fail in his aim at the heart , and replaces 
it again over the wounds of the poniard! ' To finish the picture, 
he explores the wrist for the pulse! he feels it, and ascertains 
that it beats no longer! I t is accomplished! The deed is done 1 
H e retreats—retraces his steps to the window, passes through as 
he came in, and escapes. H e has done the murder ; no eye has 
seen him, no ear has heard h im; the secret is his own, and he 
is safe 1 

5. Ah, gentlemen, that was a dreadful mistake. Such a 
secret can be safe nowhefe. The whole creation of God has 
neither nook nor corner, where the guilty can bestow it and say 
it is safe. Not to speak of that eye which glances through all 
disguises, and beholds every thing as in the splendor of noon,— 
such secrets of guilt are never safe; " murder will out." 

G. True it is tha t Providence hath so ordained, and doth so 
govern things, that those who break the great law of heaven, 
by shedding man's blood, seldom succeed in avoiding discovery. 
Especially in a case exciting so much attention as this, discovery 
must and will come, sooner or later. A thousand eyes turn at 
once to explore every man, every thing, every circumstance, 
connected with the t ime and place; a thousand ears catch every 
whisper; a thousand excited minds intently dwell on the scene; 
shedding all their light, and ready to kindle the slightest cir-
cumstance into a blaze of discover}'. 

7. Meantime the guilty soul can not keep its own secref, 
I t is false to itself—or, rather, it feels an irresistil le impulse of 

1 Bludgeon (blud' jun), a short stick, with one end loaded, and heavier 
than the other ; a thick stick or club.—5 Poniard (pon' yard), a small 
dagger. 



conscience to be true to itself—it labors nnder its guilty posses-
sion, and knows not what to do with it. The human heart was 
not made for the residence of such an inhabi tant ; it finds itselt 
preyed on by a torment which it dares not acknowledge to God 
or man. A vulture is devouring it, and it asks no sympathy or 
assistance either from heaven or earth. 

8. T h e secret which the murderer possesses soon comes t 
possess h i m ; and like the evil spirits of which we read, it over 
comes him, and leads him withersoever it will. H e feels it beat-
ing at his heart, rising to his throat, and demanding disclosure. 
H e thinks the whole world sees it in his face, reads it in his 
eyes, and almost hears its workings in the very silence of his 
thoughts. I t has become his master ; it betrays his discretion; 
it breaks down his courage; it conquers his prudence. W h e n 
suspicions from without begin to embarrass him, and the net of 
circumstances to entangle him, the fatal secret struggles with 
still greater violence to burst forth. I t must be confessed; it 
will be confessed; there is no refuge from confession but in sui-
cide," and suicide is confession. D A N I E L W E B S T E S . 

1 4 7 . T H E GREEK EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

1. A T O W launch the boat upon the wave— 
-L' The wind is blowing off the shore— 
I will not live a cowering slave, 

In these polluted islands more. 
Beyond the wild, dark-heaving sea, 
There is a better home for me. 

2 The wind is blowing off the shore, 
A n d out to sea the streamers fly. 

My music is the dashing roar, 
My canopy® the stainless s k y : 

I t bends above, so fair a blue, 
That heaven seems opening to my view. 

1 Si' i clde, self-murder.—1 Cin' o py, covering overhead. 

3. I will not live a cowering slave, 
Though all the charms of life may shine 

Around me, and the land, the wave, 
And sky, be drawn in tints divine : 

Give lowering1 skies and rocks to me, 
If there my spirit can be free. 

4. Sweeter than spicy gales, that blow 
From orange groves with wooing breath, 

T h e winds may from these islands flow; 
Bu t 'tis an atmosphere of death : 

The lotus8 which transform'd the brave 
A n d haughty to a willing slave. 

5 . Softer than Minder's winding stream, 
T h e wave may ripple on this coast, 

And, brighter than the morning beam, 
I n golden swell be round it toss'd— 

Give me a rude and stormy shore, 
So power can never threat me more. 

C. Br ighter than all the talcs they tell 
Of Eastern pomp and pageantry,3 

Our sunset skies in glory swell, 
H u n g round with glowing tapestry4— 

T h e horrors of a winter storm 
Swell brighter o'er a freeman's form. 

7. T h e spring may here with autumn twine, 
And both combined may rule the year, 

A n d fresh-blown flowers, and racy wine 
I n frosted clusters, still be near— 

Dearer the wild and snowy hills 
W h e r e hale and ruddy Freedom smiles. 

1 Low' er ing, dark; gloomy ; frowning.—* LA' tus, a class of plants 
the fruit or seeds of which are eaten.—3 Pageantry (pi'jentr!), some-
thing for vain outward display or appearance.—4 Tip' es try, a kind of 
woven hangings for rooms, often enriched with gold and silver, repre-
senting figures of men, animals, landscapes, &c. 



8. Beyond the wild, dark-heaving sea, 
And ocean's s tormy vastness o'er, 

There is a better home for m e ; 
A welcomer and dearer shore : 

There hands, and hearts , and souls arc twined, 
And free the man, and free the mind. 

J. G. PttlCIVAL. 

1 4 S . PROM THE TRAGEDY- OF K I N G JOHN. 

: King John instigates Hubert to assassinate Arthur Plantagenet, nephew of 
klnS> a u d r ,gh t f t t l heir Of the crown of England, usurped by John. | 

K. John. Come hither, Huber t . 0 my gentle Hubert , 
\ \ e owe thee much; within this wall of flesh* 
There is a soul counts thee he r creditor, 
And wife, advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary3 oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me fey hand. I had a t h i n g to say,— 
But I will fit it wife some bet te r time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hubert. I am much bounden to your majesty. 
A. John. Good frieud, thou has t no cause to say so y 6 t : 

Bu t thou shalt have; and creep t ime ne'er so slow, 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say,—But, let it g o : 
The sun is in fee heaven; and the proud day, 
Attended wife the pleasures of t h e world, 
Is all too wanton,4 and too full of gauds,5 

To give me audience :6— 

If fee midnight bell 
Did, wife his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto fee drowsy race of n igh t : 

1 Trig' e dy a poem prepared for the stage, representing some action 
having a fatal end ; an event in which human lives are lost by human 
violence. Wall of flesh, the body . -» V61' un ta ry, willing - « W a n -
ton (won'tun), sportive; frolicsome.—• Giuds, showy things to attract 
attention; ornaments.—' Aud' i ence, act of hearing a hearing. 

If this same were a church-yard where we stand, 
And thou possessed wife a thousand wrongs; 
Or, if that surly spirit, melancholy,1 

Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick,— 
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment 
(A passion hateful to my purposes); 
Or if tha t thou couldst see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 
Then, in despite of broad-eyed watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts :— 
But ah, I will not :—yet I love thee well; 
And, by my t ro th , 5 1 think thou lov'st me well. 

Hubert. So well, tha t what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct3 to my act, 
By heaven, I would do it. 

K. John. D o not I know thou wouldst ?— 
Good Hubert , Hubert , Hubert , throw thine eye 
On yon young b o y : I'll tell thee what, my friend, 
H e is a very serpent in my way ; 
And wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread, 
H e lies before me :—Dos t thou understand me ?— 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hubert. And I'll keep him so, 
That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John. Dea th ! 
Hubert. My lord ? 
K. John. A g rave! 
Hubert. H e shall not live. 
K. John. Enough. 

] could be merry, now:—Huber t , I love thee— 
Wel l . I'll not say what I intend for t h e e : 
Remember ! 

1 Melancholy (m&l'ankSli), gloom of mind ; depression of spirits.— 
Troth, truth ; belief.—'Ad'junct, joined to, or united with 



1 4 9 FROM TIIE TRAGEDY OF K I N G JOHN—CONTINUED. 

(Interview of Hubert with Arthur, in which Hubert purposes to fulfil] the 
murderous commission described in the preceding exercise, on which he 
was sent by King John.] 

Hubert. H e a t me these irons hot , and look thou stand 
Within the a r r a s : ' when I strike m y foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 
And bind t h e boy, which you shall find wi th me, 
Fast to t h e c h a i r : be h e e d f u l : hence, and watch. 

1 Attendant. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hubert. Unc lean ly sc ruples ! Fear not y o u : look t o ' t 

[Attendants retire. 
Young lad, come f o r t h ; I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 
Arthur. Good-morrow, H u b e r t . 
Hubert. Good-morrow, little prince. 

Arthur. A s little prince (having so great a title 
To b e more prince) as may be .—You are sad. 

Hubert. Indeed, I have been merrier . 
Arthur. Mercy on m e ! 

Mcthinks nobody should be sad but I : 
Y e t I remember, when I was in Fiance, 
Y o u n g gent lemen would be as sad as night , 
Only for wantonness. B y m y Christendom, 
So 1 were out of prison, and k e p t sheep, 
I should be m e r r y as the day is l o n g ; 
A n d so I would be here, b u t t h a t I doubt 
My uncle practices more ha rm to m e : 
He is afraid of me, and I of h im : 
is it m y fault t ha t I was Geffrey's son ? 
No, indeed, is't n o t ; and I would to heaven 
I were your son, so you would love me, Huber t . 

Hubert. If I ta lk to him, with his innocent pra te 
H e will awake m y mercy, which lies d e a d : 

1 Ar' ras, tapestry; hangings of tapestry, made first at Arras, In 
France. 

Therefore 1 will be sudden, and dispatch. [Aside. 
Arthur. A r e you sick, H u b e r t ? You look pale to-day. 

I n sooth, I would you were a little s i ck ; 
T h a t I migh t sit all night , and watch wi fe you. 
I warrant , I love you more than you do me. 

Hubert. H i s words d o take possession of my bosom.— 
Bead here, young Ar thu r . [Showing a paper.] How now, foo'-

ish r h e u m ! ' [Asidt 
Turn ing dispiteous® tor ture out of d o o r ! 
I must be brief^ lest resolution drop 
Ou t a t mine eyes, in tender womanish tears. 
Can you not read i t ? I s i t not fair writ ? 

Arthur. Too fairly, Huber t , for so foul e f fec t : 
Must you w i f e h o t irons burn out b5 th mine eyes ? 

Hubert. Y o u n g boy, I must . 
Arthur. A n d will you ? 
Hubert. A n d I will. 
Arthur. H a v e you fee hea r t ? "When your head did but ache 

I kni t m y handkerchief about your brows 
(The best I h a d — a princess wrough t it me), 
A n d I did never ask it you aga in : 
A n d wi fe m y h a n d at midn igh t held your h e a d ; 
And , like the watchful minutes to fee hour, 
Stil l and anon cheer 'd Up fee heavy t i m e ; 
Saying, W h a t lack you? and, W h e r e lies your gr ie f ! 
Or, W h a t good love may I per form for you? 
Many a poor man ' s son would have lain still, 
A n d ne'er have spoke a loving word t o y o u ; 
B u t you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may th ink m y love was crafty love, 

' A n d call it cunning : do, an if you wi l l : 
If heaven be pleased feat you should use me ill, 
W h y , t h e n you m u s t — W i l l you p u t out mine eyes ? 
These eyes t h a t never did, nor never shall, 
So much a3 frown on you ? 

Hubert. I have sworn to do i t ; 
And w i f e h o t irons must I bu rn t h e m o u t 

1 Eheum (com), tears.—* Dis pit' e ous, malicious ; furious. 



Arthur. Ah , none h u t in this iron age would do it, 
The iron, of itself, t hough h e a t red-hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench its fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay , after that , consume away in rust, 
Bu t for containing fire to h a r m mine eyes. 
Are you more stubborn-hard t h a n hammer 'd iron ? 
And if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me Huber t should p u t out mine eyes, 
I would not have believed no1 t ongue but Huber t ' s . 

Hubert. Come forth. [StomjM. 

Reenter Attendants, with cord, irons, dr. 
D o as I bid you do. 

Arthur. Oh, save me, H u b e r t , save m e ! My eyes are out, 
Even wi fe the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hubert. Give me the iron, I say, and bind h im here . 
Arthur. Alas ! wha t need you be so boisterous-rough ? 

I will not struggle, I will s tand stone-still. 
For heaven's sake, Huber t , let me not be b o u n d ! 
Nay, hear me, H u b e r t ! drive these men away, 
And I will sit as quiet as a l a m b ; 
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 
Nor look upon the .irons a n g e r l y ; 
Thrus t but these men away, a n d I'll forgive you, 
W h a t e v e r torments you do p u t m e to. 

Hubert. Go, stand within ; let me alone with h im. 
1 Atten. I am best pleased t o be from such a deed. 

[Atteiulanls retire-
Arthur. Alas ! I t hen have chid away m y f r i end : 

H e ha th a stern look, but a gen t le h e a r t : — 
Let h im come back, feat h is compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hubert. Come, boy, p repa re yourself. 
Arthur. Is there no remedy ? 
Hubert. None, but to lose your eyes. 
Arthur. 0 heaven! t h a t t h e r e were but a mote in yours, 

1 The two negatives in this line are a poctic license. 

A giain, a dust, a gnat , a wandering hair, 
Any annoyance in tha t precious sense! 
Then feeling what small things are boisterous there, 
Your vile intent mus t needs seem horrible. 

Hubert. I s th is your promise ? Go t o ; hold your tongue. 
Arthur. Huber t , t he ut terance of a brace of tongues 

Must needs want pleading for a pair of e y e s : 
Let me not hold m y tongue ; let me not, H u b e r t ! 
Or, Hubert , if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes ; oh, spare mine eyes : 
Though to no use, but still to look on y o u ! 
Lo, by my t ro th , t he ins t rument is cold, 
A n d would not h a r m me. 

Hubert. I can heat it, boy. 
Arthur. No, in good sooth, t he fire is dead wi fe gr ie f , -

Be ing create1 for comfor t—to be used 
I n undeserved ex t remes : see else yoursel f : 
There is no malice in this burn ing coal ; 
T h e breath of heaven ha th blown its spirit out, 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hubert. B u t wi fe m y brea th I can revive it, boy. 
Arthur. And if you do, you will but make it blush, 

A n d glow w i f e shame of your proceedings, H u b e r t ; 
Nay, i t perchance will sparkle in your eyes, 
And like a dog t h a t is compell 'd to fight, 
Snatch at his master t h a t docs tarrc4 h im on. 
All th ings tha t you should use to do me wrong 
D e n y their off ice; only you do lack 
T h a t mercy which fierce fire and iron extends,— 
Creatures3 of note, for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hubert. Wel l , see to l i ve : I will not touch thiue eyes 
For all t h e t reasure t h a t th ine uncle owes ;4 

Yet I am sworn, and I did purpose, boy, 
W i f e this same very iron to burn them out. 

Arthur. Oh, now you look like H u b e r t ! all this while 

' Cre Ite', poetical license for created.—5 T&rre, to excite ; to set on.— 
•Creature (krfet'yer), any thing created; hence Shakspeare here calls 
Cre and iron creatures.—* Owes, owns. 



You were disguised. 
Hubert. Peacc : no more. Adieu!— 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead : 
I'll fill these dogged1 spies with false reports. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure 
That Hubert , for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Arthur. 0 heaven!—I thank you, Hubert . 
Hubert. Silence: no more. Go closely in with m e : 

Much danger do I undergo for thee. 

1 5 0 . FROM TEE TRAGEDY OF K I N G JOHN—CONCLUDED 

[Prince Arthur is supposed to have becu assassinated.] 

Hubert. My lord, they say five moons were seen to-night : 
Four fixed; and the fifth did whirl about 
T h e other four, in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons? 
Hubert. Old men, and beldams,8 in the streets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously: 
Young Arthur 's death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ca r ; 
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist, 
While he that hears makes fearful action, 
W i t h wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet), 
Told of many thousand warlike French, 
That were embattled and rank'd in K e n t : 
Another lean, unwash'd artificer3 

Dog' ged, sullen; sour ; severe.—* B£l' dim, old or scolding woman. 
—' Ar lif i ccr, a mechanic ; a contriver. 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur 's death. 
K. John. W h y seek'st thou to possess me wi fe these fears! 

W h y urgest thou so oft young Arthur 's death ? 
Thy hand ha th murder 'd him : I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hubert. Had none, my lord! W h y , did not you provoke me? 
K. John I t is the curse of kings to be attended 

Bv slaves, tha t take their humors for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of l i fe: 
And, on the winking of authority, 
To understand a l aw; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humor than advised respect. 

Hubert. Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 
K. John. Oh, when the last account ' twixt heaven and earth 

Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation!' 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my m i n d : 
But, taking note of thy abhorr 'd aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger , 
I faintly broke with thee of Ar thur ' s death, 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hubert. My lord 

K. John. Hads t thou but shook thy head, or made a pause, 
When I spake darkly what I purposed; 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon m y face, 
I s bid me tell my tale in ex'press words; 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 
A,nd those thy fears might have wrought fears in m e : 
But thou didst understand me by m y signs, 
And didst in signs again parley with sin; 

1 Dim ni ' tion, condemnation. 



Yea, without stop, didst let t hy hear t consent, 
And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 
My nobles leave m e ; and my s ta te is braved, 
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 
Nay, in the body of this fleshly land,' 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 
Hostility and civil tumult reigns 
Between my conscience and m y cousin's death. 

IIubert. Arm you against your other enemies; 
I'll make a peace between your soul and you. 
Young Ar thur is alive. This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter 'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought, 
And you have slandcr'd nature in my fo rm; 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live ? Oh, haste thee to the peers, 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience! 
Forgive the comment tha t my passion made 
Upon thy features; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous t h a n thou art. 
Oh, answer no t ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient ha s t e : 
I conjure thee but slowly; run more fast. S H A K S P K A B B . 

1 5 1 . T H E HISTORY OF PRINCE ARTHUR. 

A T t^o-and-thirty years of age, in the year 1200, John be-
i l came king of England. H i s pretty5 little nephew, Arthur, 

1 " Fleshly land," "kingdom," " confine of blood and breath'— these 
expressions mean his own body, or person.—* Pretty (prît' ty). 

haa the best claim to the throne ; but John seized the treasure, 
and made fine promises to the nobility, and got himself crowned 
at Westminster within a few weeks after his brother Richard's 
death. 1 doubt whether the crown could possibly have been 
out upon the head of a meaner coward, or a more detestable 
Villain, if the country had been searched from end to end to find 
him out. 

2. The French king, Philip, refused to acknowledge the righ 
of John to his new dignity, and declared in favor of Arthur . 
You must not suppose that he had any generosity of feeling for 
the fatherless boy ; it merely suited his ambitious schemes to 
oppose the king of England. So John and the French king 
went to Avar about Arthur . 

3. H e was a handsome boy, at that t ime only twelve years 
old. H e was not born when his father, Geoffrey, had his brains 
trampled out at the tournament ;' and, besides the misfortune of 
never having known a father's guidance and protection, he had 
the additional misfortune to have a foolish mother (Constance 
by name), lately married to her third husband. She took Ar-
thur, upon John 's accession,5 to the French king, who pretended 
to be very much his friend, and made him a knight,3 and prom-
ised him his daughter in marriage ; but who cared so little about 
him in reality, that , finding it his interest to make peace with 
King John for a time, he did so without the least consideration 
for the poor little prince, and heartlessly sacrificed4 all his in-
terests. 

4. Young Arthur , for two years afterward, lived quietly ; and 
in the course of tha t time his mother died. But the French 
king, then finding it his interest to quarrel with King John 
again, again made Arthur his pretense,5 and invited the orphan 
bôy to court. " You know your rights, prince," said the French 
king, " and you would like to be a king. Is it not so ?" " Truly," 
said Prince Arthur , " I should greatly like to be a king! ' 

'Tournament (têr'namênt), a mock fight by men on horseback, 
practiced as a sport in the middle ages.—3 Accession (ak sêsh'un), com-
ing to the throne ; becoming king.—® Knlglit, a military dignity ; an 
officer of rank in old times.—« Sacrificed (sâk' ri ftzd) destroyed, or given 
up for something else.—' Pre tènse1, a show of what is not real ; a hold 
ing out of something feigned or false. 
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" Then," said Philip, " you shall have two hundred gentlemen 
who are knights of mine, and with them you shall go to win 
back the provinces belonging to you, of which your uncle, the 
usurping king of Englaud, has taken possession. I myself, mean-
while, will head a force against him in Normandy. '" 

5. Prince Ar thur went to attack the town of Mirebeau,8 be-
cause his grandmother, Eleanor, was living there, and because 
his knights said, " Prince, if you can take her prisoner, you will 
be able to bring the king, your uncle, to terms!" But she was 
not to be easily taken. She was old enough by this time— 
eighty ; but she was as full of stratagem as she was full of years 
and wickedness. 

6. Receiving intelligence of young Arthur 's approach, she 
shut herself up in a high tower, and encouraged her soldiers to 
defend it like men. Prince Ar thur with his little army besieged 
the high tower. King John, hearing how matters stood, came 
up to the rescue with his army. So here was a strange family 
par ty! T h e boy-prince besieging his grandmother, and his 
uncle besieging him. 

7. This position of affairs did not last long. One summer 
night, King John, by treachery, got his men into the town, sur-
prised Prince Arthur 's force, took two hundred of his knights, 
and seized the prince himself, in his bed. The knights were put 
in heavy irons, and driven away in open calls, drawn by bul-
locks, to various dungeons, where they were most inhumanly 
treated, and where some of them were starved to death. Prince 
Ar thur was sent to the castle of Falaise.3 

8. One day, while he was in prison at that castle, mournfully 
thinking it strange tha t one so young should be in so much 
trouble, and looking out of the small window in the deep, dark 
wall, a t the summer sky and the birds, the door was softly open-
ed, and he saw his uncle, the king, standing in the shadow of 
the archway, looking very grim. 

1 Nor' man dy, an ancient province of France, bounded north and 
west by the English Channel.—' Mirebeau (M& re hi'), a town of France, 
department of Vienne, 16 miles N. N. W. of Poitiers (pwS te 4').—* Fa-
laise (fit liz'), a town of France. Tho castle occupies a commanding 
position, and before the invention oi gunpowder was a place of great 
strength. 

9 " Arthur," said the king, wife his wicked eyes more on the 
stone floor than on his nephew, " will you not trust to the gen-
tleness, the friendship, and the truthfulness of your loving un-
cle ?" " I will tell my loving un-le that," replied the boy " when 
he does me right. Let him restore to me my kingdom of En-
gland, and then come to me and ask the question." 

10. The king looked at him and went out. "Keep that boy 
close prisoner," said he to the warden' of the castle. Then tho 
king took secret counsel wife the worst5 of his nobles, how the 
prince was to be got rid of. Some said, " P u t out his eyes and 
keep him in prison, as Robert of Normandy was kept." Others 
said, " H a v e him stabbed." Others ," Have him hanged." Others, 
" Have him poisoned." 

11. King John, feeling tha t in any case, whatever was done 
afterward, it would be a satisfaction to his mind to have those 
handsome eyes burnt out, tha t had looked at him so proudly, 
while his own royal eyes were blinking at the stone floor, sent 
certain ruffians to Falaise to blind the boy wife red-hot irons. 
B u t Ar thur so pathetically entreated them, and shed such pite-
ous tears, and so appealed to Huber t de Bourg, the warden of 
the castle, who had a love for him, and was a merciful, tender 
man, feat Huber t could not bear it. To his eternal honor, h e 
prevented the torture from being performed; and, a t his own 
risk, sent fee savages away. 

12. T h e chafed and disappointed king bethought himself of 
the stabbing suggestion nex t ; and, wife his shuffling manner 
and his cruel face, proposed it to one William de Bray. " I am 
a gentleman and not an executioner," said William de Bray, and 
left the presence with disdain. Bu t it was not difficult for a king 
to hire a murderer in those days. King John found one for his 
money, and sent him down to the castle of Falaise. " On what 
errand dost thou come?" said Huber t to this fellow. " T o dis-
patch young Arthur ," he returned. " Go back to him who sent 
thee," answered Hubert , " a n d say tha t I will do i t!" 

13. King John, very well knowing that Huber t would never 
do it, but tha t h e evasively sent thi,. leply to save fee prince or 
gain time, dispatched messengers to convey fee young prisoucr 

1 Warden (wir' dn), keeper.—' Worst (wSrst). 



to the castle of Rouen.' Ar thur was soon forced from the kind 
Hubert,—of whom he had never stood in greater need than 
then,—carried away by night, and lodged in his new prison: 
where, through his grated window, he could hear the deep 
waters of the river Seine rippling against the stone wall below. 

14, One dark night, as he lay sleeping, dreaming, perhaps, of 
rescue by those unfortunate gentlemen who were obscurely suf-
fering and dying in his cause, he was roused, and bidden by his 
jailer to come down the staircase to the foot of the tower. He 
hurriedly dressed himself, and obeyed. W h e n they came to the 
bottom of the winding stairs, and the night air from the river 
blew upon their faces, the jailer trod upon his torch, and put it 
o u t Then Arthur , in the darkness, was hurriedly drawn into a 
solitary boa t ; and in that boat h e found his uncle and one other 
man. 

15. H e knelt to them, and prayed them not to murder him. 
Deaf to his entreaties, they stabbed him, and sunk his body in 
the river with heavy stones. W h e n the spring morning broke, 
the tower-door was closed, the boat was gone, the river sparkled 
on its way, and never more was any trace of the poor boy beheld 
by mortal eyes. C H A R L E S D I C K E S S , 

1 5 2 . T H E DREAM. 

1. T H A D a dream—a strange, wild dream— 
i . Said a dear voice a t early l ight ; 
And even ye t its shadows seem 

To linger in my waking sight. 

2. Ear th green with spring, and fresh with dew, 
And br ight with morn, before me s tood; 

And airs jus t wakened, softly blew 
On the young blossoms of the wood. 

3. Birds sang within the sprouting shade, 
Bees humm'd amid the whispering grass, 

And children prattled as they play'd 
Beside t h e rivulet's dimpling glass. 

1 R6u' en, a city of France, GS miles N. W. of fa r is. 

4 . Fast climb'd the sun ! the flowers were flown, 
There play'd no children in the g len; 

For some were gCne, and some were grown 
To blooming dames and bearded men. 

5. 'Twas noon, ' twas summer; I beheld 
Woods darkening in the flush of day, 

And that bright rivulet spread and swell'd, 
A mighty stream wife creek and bay. 

6. And here was love, and there was strife. 
And mirthful shouts, and wrathful cries, 

And strong men, struggling as for life, 
W i f e knotted limbs and angry eyes. 

7. Now stooped the sun—the shades grew t h i n ; 
The rustling paths were piled wife leaves; 

And sunburnt groups were gathering in 
From the shorn field its fruits and sheaves. 

8. The river heaved wife sullen sounds; 
The chilly wind was sad with moans; 

Black hearses pass'd, and burial-grounds 
Grew thick with monumental1 stones. 

9. Still waned5 the day ; " the wind that chased 
The jagged clouds blew chillier y e t ; 

The woods were stripp'd, the fields were waste, 
The wintry sun was near its set. 

10. And of the young, and strong, and fair, 
A lonely remnant, gray and weak, 

Linger'd and shiver'd to the air 
Of that bleak shore and water bleak. 

11 Ah 1 age is drear, and death is cold! 
I turn'd to thee, for thou wert near, 

And saw thee witlier'd, bow'd, and old, 
And woke, all faint wife sudden fear. 

1 Monumint 'al , pertaining to a monument or tomb; preserving 
memory.—1 Wined, dec re; wed; wasted. 



12. 'Twas thus I heard the dreamer say, 
And hade her. clear her clouded brow; 

" For thou and I, since childhood's day, 
Have walked in such a dream till now. 

13. " W a t c h we in calmness, as they rise, 
T h e changes of that rapid dream, 

And note its lessons, till our eyes 
Shall open in the morning beam." W . c . BRYANT. 

1 5 3 . T H E W H I T E STONE CANOE. 

TH E R E was once a very beautiful young girl, who died sud-
denly on the day she was to have been married to a hand-

some young man. H e was also brave, but his heart was not 
proof against this loss. From the hour she was buried, there 
was no more joy or peace for him. H e went often to visit the 
spot where the women had buried her, and sat musing there, 
when, it was thought, by some of his friends, he would have 
done better to try to amuse himself in the chase, or by divert-
ing his thoughts in the war-path. But war and hunting had 
both lost their charms for him. His hear t was already dead 
within him. H e pushed aside both his war-club and his bow 
and arrows. 

2. H e had heard the old people say, that there was a path 
that led to the land of souls, and he determined to follow it. He 
accordingly set out, one morning, after having completed his 
preparations for the journey. At first he hardly knew which 
way to go. H e was only guided by the tradition that he must 
go south. For a while he could see no change in the face of 
the country. Forests, and hills, and valleys, and streams h a d . 
the same looks which they wore in his native place. There was 
snow on the ground when he set out, and it was sometimes seen 
to be.pi led and matted on the thick trees and bushes. At 
length it began to diminish, and finally disappeared. The forest 
assumed a more cheerful appearance, the leaves put forth their 
buds, and before he was aware of the completeness of the change, 
lie found himself surrouuded by spring. 

8. H e had left behind him the laud of snow and ice. T h e air 
became mild, the dark clouds of winter had rolled away from the 
sky ; a pure field of blue was above him, and as he went he saw 
flowers beside his path, and heard the songs of birds. By these 
signs he knew that he was going the r ight way, for they agreed 
with the traditions of his tribe. A t length he spied a path. R 
led him through a grove, then up a long and elevated ridge, on 
the very top of which h e came to a lodge. At the door stood 
an old man, with white hair, whose eyes, though deeply sunk, 
had a fiery brilliancy. H e had a long robe of skins thrown 
loosely around his shoulders, and a staff in his hands. 

4. T h e young Chippewayan began to tell his s tory; but the 
venerable chief arrested him before he had proceeded to speak 
ten words. " I have expected you," he replied, " and had just 
risen to bid you welcome to my a,bode. She whom you seek 
passed here but a few days since, and being fatigued wife her 
journey, rested herself here. Enter my lodge and be seated, 
and I will then satisfy your inquiries, and give you directions 
for your journey from this point." Having done this, they both 
issued forth to the lodge door. " You see yonder gulf;" said he, 
" and the wide-stretching blue plains beyond. I t is the land of 
souls. You stand upon its borders, and my lodge is the gate of 
entrance. B u t you can not take your body along. Leave it 
here with your bow and arrows, your bundle, and your dog. 
You will find them safe on your return." 

5. So saying, he reentered the lodge, and the freed traveler 
bounded forward as if his feet had suddenly been endowed with 
the power of wings. B u t all things retained their natural colors 
and shapes. The woods and leaves, and streams and lakes, were 
only more br ight and comely than he had ever witnessed. Ani-
mals bounded across his path, with a freedom and a confidence 
which seemed to tell him there was no blood shed here. Birds 
of beautiful plumage inhabited the groves, and sported in the 
waters. There was but one thing in which he saw a very un-
usual ef fec t H e noticed tha t his passage was not stopped by 
trees or other objects. H e appeared to walk directly through 
them. They were, in f a c t but the souls or shadows of material 
trees. H e became sensible tha t he was in a land of shadows. 

6. W h e n he bad traveled half a day's journey, through a 



country which was continually becoming more attractive, he 
came to the banks of a broad lake, in t h e center of which was 
a large and beautiful island. H e found a canoe of shining white 
stone, tied to the shore. H e was n o w sure t h a t he had come 
t h e r igh t path, for the aged man h a d to ld h im of tms. There 
were also shining paddles. H e immedia te ly entered t h e canoe, 
and took the paddles in his hands, w h e n , t o h is joy and surprise, 
o r turn ing round h e beheld t h e ob j ec t of h is search m another 
canoe, exactly its counterpart in every th ing . S h e had exactly 
imitated his motions, and they were s ide by side. 

7. They a t once pushed out f r o m shore and began to cross 
t h e lake." I t s waves seemed t o b e rising, and a t a distance 
looked ready to swallow them u p ; b u t jus t as they entered the 
whitened edge of them they seemed to mel t away, as it t hey 
were but t h e images of waves. B u t n o sooner was one wrea th 
of foam passed, than another, m o r e th rea ten ing still, rose up . 
Thus they were in perpetual f e a r ; and w h a t added to it, was 
the clearness of the water, t h rough w h i c h they could see heaps of 
beings who had perished before, a n d whose bones lay strewed 
on the bot tom of the lake. T h e M a s t e r of Life had, however 
decreed to let them pass, for t h e ac t ions of ne i the r ot them had 
oeen bad. B u t they saw m a n y o t h e r s struggling and sinking in 
the waves. Old men and y o u n g m e n , males and females of all 
aacs and ranks, were t h e r e ; s o m e passed and some sank. I t 
w°as only the little children whose canoes seemed to mee t no 

waves. . , 
8 A t - l e n g t h every difficulty w a s gSne, as in a moment , and 

they both leaped o u t ' o n the h a p p y island. They felt t h a t t h e 
very air was food. I t s t r eng thened a n d nourished them. T h e y 
wandered together over t h e bl issful fields, w h e r e every th ing 
was formed to please t h e eye and t h e ear. There were no tcm-
pests—tliere was no ice, no chi l ly winds—no one shivered tor 
the want of warm c lo thes : no o n e suftcred for h u n g e r — n o one 
mourned for the dead. T h e y saw n o graves. They heard ot nc 
wars. T h e r e was no hun t ing of a n i m a l s ; for the air itself was 
their food. Gladly would t h e y o u n g warr ior have remained 
there forever, but he was obl iged to g o back for his body. H e 
did not see the Master of Life, b u t h e heard his voice iu a soft 
breeze. 

WHERE IS THE SPIRIT-LAND? 3 0 1 

9. " G o back," said this voice, " t o the land from whence you 
came. Your t ime has not ye t come. T h e duties for which 1 
made you, and which you are to perform, are not ye t finished. 
Return to your people, and accomplish t h e duties of a good man. 
You will be the ruler of your t r ibe for m a n y days. T h e rules 
you must observe will be told you by m y messenger, who keeps 
the gate. W h e n h e surrenders back your body, he will tell you 
what to do. Listen to h im and you shall af terward rejoin the 
spirit, which you must now leave beh ind . She is accepted and 
will be ever here, as voung and as h a p p y as she was when I first 
called he r f rom the land of snows." W h e n this voice ceased, 
t he nar ra ' to r awoke. I t was the fancy work of a dream, and h e 
was still in the bit ter land of snows, and hunger , and tears. 

H . R . SCHOOLCRAFT. 

1 5 4 . "WHERE IS THE SPIRIT-LAND? 

1. A N S W E R me, bu rn ing s tars of n i g h t ! 
A W h e r e h a t h the spirit gone, 
T h a t past t he reach of h u m a n sight, 

' E ' en as a breeze, ha th flown ? 
A n d the stars answer'd m e — " W e roll 

In l ight and power on h i g h ; 
B u t of the never-dying soul, 

Ask th ings t h a t can n o t d ie !" 

•2. 0 many- toned and chainless wind, 
T h o u ar t a wanderer free, 

Tell me if thou its place canst find, 
Far over m o u n t and sea ? 

And t h e wind m u r m u r ' d in r e p l y — 
" T h e blue deep I have cröss'd, 

A n d me t its barks and billows h igh, 
B u t not w h a t thou has t l ö s t " 

3 . Y e clouds t h a t gorgeously repose 
Around t h e set t ing sun, 

Answer ! have ye a h o m e for those 
W h o s e ear thly race is r u u ? 
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T h e bright clouds answer 'd—" W e depart, 
W e vanish from the sky ; 

Ask what is deathless in t hy heart 
For that which can not die!" 

4: Speak, then, thou voice of God within! 
Thou of the deep, low tone, 

Answer m e ! through life's restless din, 
W h e r e hath the spirit flown ? 

And the voice answer 'd—" B e thou still! 
Enough to know is g iven; 

Clouds, winds, and stars their task fulfill— 
Thine is to trust in Heaven!" Mas. HRJIAKS. 

1 5 5 . QUEEN ISABELLA, OF SPAIN. 

HER person was of the middle height, and well proportioned. 

She had a clear, fresh complexion, with light-blue eyes and 
auburn hair, a style of beauty exceedingly rare in Spain. Her 
features were regular, and universally allowed to be uncommonly 
handsome. The illusion which attaches to rank, more especially 
when united with engaging manners, might lead us to suspect 
some exaggeration in the encomiums' so liberally lavished on her. 
But they would seem to be in a great measure justified by the 
portraits that remain of her, which combine a faultless symme-
try8 of features, with singular sweetness and intelligence of ex-
pression. 

2. Her manners were most gracious and pleasing. They 
were marked by natural dignity and modest reserve, tempered 
by an affability8 which flowed from the kindliness of her dispo-
sition. She was the last person to be approached with undue 
familiarity; ye t the respect which she imposed was mingled with 
tlie strongest feelings of devotion and love. 

3. She showed great tact in accommodating herself to the 
peculiar situation and character of those around her. She ap-

1 En cb' mi um, a high commen iation ; praise.—'Sym'me try, pro-
portion of parts to each other, or to the whole ; harmony.—1' Af fa bll'-
i ty, easy of access; readiness to converse 

peared in arms at the head of her troops, and shrunk from none 
of the hardships of war. Dur ing the reforms introduced into 
the religious houses, she visited the nunneries' in person, taking 
her needle-work with her, and passing the day in the society of 
the inmates. W h e n traveling in Galicia,8 she attired herself in 
the costume" of the country, borrowing for tha t purpose the 
jewels and other ornaments of the ladies there, and returning 
them with liberal additions. B y this condescending and capti-
vating deportment, as well as by her higher qualities, she gained 
an ascendency4 over her turbulent5 subjects, which no king of 
Spain could ever boast. 

4. She spoke the Castilian6 with much elegance and correct-
ness. She had an easy fluency of discourse, which, though gen-
erally of a serious complexion, was occasionally seasoned with 
agreeable sallies, some of which have passed into proverbs. She 
was temperate, even to abstemiousness,7 in her diet, seldom or 
never tasting wine; and so frugal in her table, that the daily 
expenses for herself and family did not exceed the moderate 
sum of forty ducats.8 

5. She was equally simple and economical in her apparel. 
Gn all public occasions, indeed, she displayed a royal magnifi-
cence ;9 but she had no relish for it in private, and she freely 
gave away her clothes and jewels, as presents to her friends. 
Naturally of a sedate, though cheerful temper, she had little 
taste for the frivolous amusements which make up so much of a 
court life; and, if she encouraged the presence of minstrels and 
musicians in her palace, it was to wean her young nobility from 
the coarser and less intellectual pleasures to which they were 
addicted. 

'Nun' neries, religious houses for females called nuns, who have for-
saken the world.—'Galicia (galfsli'ea), an old province of Spain.— 
* Cos tùme', established mode of dress ; peculiar dress.—4 As cènd' en cy, 
superior or controlling influence.—' Turbulent (tir' bu lent), riotous , 
violent; mutinous.—'Castilian (kastèi'yan), the language spoken in 
Castile, considered the most elegant dialect of Spain.—' Ab stè' mi ous-
ness, a sparing use of food, or strong drink.—8 Due' at, a coin of several 
countries in Europe, struck in territory governed by a duke. A silver 
ducat is generally of nearly the value of an American dollar, and a gold 
ducat of twice the value.—' Mag nlf i cence, grandeur of appearance ; 
splendor of show or state. 



T h e bright clouds answer 'd—" W e depart, 
W e vanish from the sky ; 

Ask what is deathless in t hy heart 
For that which can not die!" 

4: Speak, then, thou voice of God within! 
Thou of the deep, low tone, 

Answer m e ! through life's restless din, 
W h e r e hath the spirit flown ? 

And the voice answer 'd—" B e thou still! 
Enough to know is g iven; 

Clouds, winds, and stars their task fulfill— 
Thine is to trust in Heaven!" Mas. HRJIAKS. 

1 5 5 . QUEEN ISABELLA, OF SPAIN. 

HER person was of the middle height, and well proportioned. 

She had a clear, fresh complexion, with light-blue eyes and 
auburn hair, a style of beauty exceedingly rare in Spain. Her 
features were regular, and universally allowed to be uncommonly 
handsome. The illusion which attaches to rank, more especially 
when united with engaging manners, might lead us to suspect 
some exaggeration in the encomiums' so liberally lavished on her. 
But they would seem to be in a great measure justified by the 
portraits that remain of her, which combine a faultless symme-
try8 of features, with singular sweetness and intelligence of ex-
pression. 

2. Her manners were most gracious and pleasing. They 
were marked by natural dignity and modest reserve, tempered 
by an affability8 which flowed from the kindliness of her dispo-
sition. She was the last person to be approached with undue 
familiarity; ye t the respect which she imposed was mingled with 
the strongest feelings of devotion and love. 

3. She showed great tact in accommodating herself to the 
peculiar situation and character of those around her. She ap-

1 En cb' mi um, a high commen iation ; praise.—*Sym'me try, pro-
portion of parts to each other, or to the whole ; harmony.—' Af fa bll'-
l ty, easy of access; readiness to converse 

peared in arms at the head of her troops, and shrunk from none 
of the hardships of war. Dur ing the reforms introduced into 
the religious houses, she visited the nunneries' in person, taking 
her needle-work with her, and passing the day in the society of 
the inmates. W h e n traveling in Galicia,' she attired herself in 
the costume" of the country, borrowing for tha t purpose the 
jewels and other ornaments of the ladies there, and returning 
them with liberal additions. B y this condescending and capti-
vating deportment, as well as by her higher qualities, she gained 
an ascendency4 over her turbulent5 subjects, which no king of 
Spain could ever boast. 

4. She spoke the Castilian6 with much elegance and correct-
ness. She had an easy fluency of discourse, which, though gen-
erally of a serious complexion, was occasionally seasoned with 
agreeable sallies, some of which have passed into proverbs. She 
was temperate, even to abstemiousness,7 in her diet, seldom or 
never tasting wine; and so frugal in her table, tha t the daily 
expenses for herself and family did not exceed the moderate 
sum of forty diicats.8 

5. She was equally simple and economical in her apparel. 
On all public occasions, indeed, she displayed a royal magnifi-
cence ;9 but she had no relish for it in private, and she freely 
gave away her clothes and jewels, as presents to her friends. 
Naturally of a sedate, though cheerful temper, she had little 
taste for the frivolous amusements which make up so much of a 
court life; and, if she encouraged the presence of minstrels and 
musicians in her palace, it was to wean her young nobility from 
the coarser and less intellectual pleasures to which they were 
addicted. 

'Nun' neries, religious houses for females called nuns, who have for-
saken the world.—' Galicia (galfsh'ea), an old province of Spain.— 
* Cos tùme', established mode of dress ; peculiar dress.—4 As cènd' en cy, 
superior or controlling influence.—* Turbulent (tir' bu lent), riotous , 
violent; mutinous.—'Castilian (kastèi'yan), the language spoken in 
Castile, considered the most elegant dialect of Spain.—' Ab stè' mi ous-
ness, a sparing use of food, or strong drink.—8 Due' at, a coin of several 
countries in Europe, struck in territory governed by a duke. A silver 
ducat is generally of nearly the value of an American dollar, and a gold 
ducat of twice the value.—" Mag nlf i cence, grandeur of appearance ; 
splendor of show or state. 



6. Among her moral qualities, the most conspicuous, perhaps, 
was her magnanimity. She betrayed nothing little or selfish, in 
thought or action. H e r schemes were vast, and executed in the 
same noble spirit in which the^' were conceived. She never 
employed doubtful agents or sinister measures, but the most 
direct and open policy. She scorned to avail herself of advan-
tages offered by the perfidy1 of others. 

7. W h e r e she had once given her confidence, she gave hei 
hearty and steady suppor t ; and she was scrupulous to redeem 
sny pledge she had made to those who ventured in her cause, 
however unpopular. S h e sustained Ximenes5 in all his obnox-
ious3 but salutary reforms. She seconded Columbus4 in the pros-
ecution of his arduous enterprise, and shielded him from the 
calumny5 of his enemies. She did the same good service to her 
favorite, Gonsalvo de Cordova ;6 and the day of her death was 
felt, and, as it proved, t ruly felt, by both, as the last of their 
good fortune. 

8. Artifice and duplicity7 were so abhorrent to her character, 
and so averse from he r domestic policy, tha t when they appear 
in the foreign relations of Spain, it is certainly not imputable to 
her. She was incapable of harboring any petty distrust, or 
latent malice; and, al though stern in the execution and exaction 
of public justice, she made the most generous allowance, and even, 
sometimes, advances, t o those who had personally injured her. 

9. Bu t the principle which gave a peculiar coloring to every 
feature of Isabella's mind, was piety. I t shone forth from the 
very depths of her soul with a heavenly radiance, which illumi-
nated her whole character . Fortunately, her earliest years had 
been passed in the rygged school of adversity, under the eye of 
a mother who implanted in her serious mind such strong princi-
ples of religion, as noth ing in after life had power to shake. 

'PSr'fidy, treachery; falsehood.—' Cardinal Ximenes, born 1437, 
died 1517. He was the queen's confessor.—'Obnoxious (obnSk' shus), 
odious; unpopular.—4 Christopher Columbus, the discoverer of America. 
Born 1436, died 1506.—»Cil'umny, the uttering of a false charge, 
proceeding from hatred against another.—4 Gonsalvo of Cordova, called 
also " the Great Captain," was a Spanish warrior, distinguished by his 
victories over the Moors in Spain, and the French in Naples. Born 
1443, died 1515.- ' Du pile' i ty, double-dealing ; deceitfulness 

10. At an early age, in the flower of youth and 'beauty, she 
was introduced to her brother 's cour t ; but its blandishments, so 
dazzling to a young imagination, had no power over h e r s ; for 
she was surrounded by a moral atmosphere of purity, " driving 
far 5ff each thing of sin and g u i l t " Such was the decorum of 
her manners, that , though encompassed by false friends and 
open enemies, not the slightest reproach was breathed on her 
fair name in this corrupt and calumnious1 court. 

W M . H . PEESCOTT. 

1 5 6 . BELSILAZZAR. 

1. "DELSHAZZAR is k ing ! Belshazzar is lord! 
J-* And a thousand dark nobles all bend at his board ; 
Fruits glisten, flowers blossom, meats steam, and a flood 
Of the wine that man loveth runs redder than blood; 
Wild dancers are there, and a riot of mirth, 
And the beauty tha t maddens the passions of ear th ; 
And the crowds all shout, till t he vast roofs r ing— 
" All praise to Belshazzar, Belshazzar the k ing!" 

2. " Bring forth," cries t h e monarch, " the vessels of gold 
Which my father tore down from the temples of old; 
Bring forth, and we'll drink, while the trumpets are blown, 
To the gods of br ight silver, of gold, and of s tone ; 
Bring forth !" and before him the vessels all shine, 
And he bows unto Baal , ' and he drinks the dark wine ; 
While the trumpets bray, and the cymbals3 ring,— 
4 Praise, praise to Belshazzar, Belshazzar the king!" 

8. Now what cometh—look, look!—without menace/ or call ? 
W h o writes with the lightning's br ight hand on the wall ? 
W h a t pierceth the k ing like the point of a dart ? 
W h a t drives the bold blood from his cheek to his heart? 

1 Ca lum' ni ous, slanderous.—' Bl' al, an idol or false god of the As-
syrians and Chaldeans.—' Cym' bal, a flat musical instrument, in a cir-
cular form, producing, when two are struck together, a sharp, ringing 
sound.—4 MJn' ace, a threat; the show of probable evil to come. 



6. A m o n g lier moral qualities, t he most conspicuous, perhaps, 
was her magnanimi ty . She bet rayed nothing little or selfish, in 
thought or action. H e r schemes were vast, and executed in the 
same noble spirit in which t h e v were conceived. She never 
employed doubtful agents or sinister measures, but t h e most 
direct and open policy. She scorncd to avail herself of advan-
tages offered by the perfidy1 of others . 

7. W h e r e she had once given he r confidence, she gave hei 
hearty and steady s u p p o r t ; and she was scrupulous to redeem 
any pledge she had made to those who ventured in her cause, 
however unpopular . She sustained Ximenes ' in all his obnox-
ious3 bu t salutary reforms. S h e seconded Columbus4 in the pros-
ecution of h is arduous enterprise, and shielded h im from the 
calumny5 of his enemies. She did the same good service to her 
favorite, Gonsalvo de Cordova ;6 and the day of her death was 
felt, and, as i t proved, t ru ly felt, by both, as the last of their 
good fortune. 

8. Artifice and duplicity7 were so abhor ren t to her character, 
and so averse f rom he r domest ic policy, t ha t when they appear 
in the foreign relations of Spain, it is certainly not imputable to 
her. She was incapable of harbor ing any petty distrust, o r 
latent mal ice ; and, a l though stern in the execution and exaction 
of public justice, she m a d e the most generous allowance, and even, 
sometimes, advances, to those w h o had personally injured her . 

9. B u t t h e principle which gave a peculiar coloring to every 
feature of Isabella 's mind, was piety. I t shone forth f rom the 
very dep ths of her soul with a heavenly radiance, which illumi-
na ted her whole character . Fortunately, he r earliest years had 
been passed in t h e ragged school of adversity, under the eye of 
a mother who implanted in he r serious mind such s t rong princi-
ples of religion, as noth ing in af ter life had power to shake. 

' P l r ' f i d y , treachery; falsehood.—' Cardinal Ximenes, bora 1437, 
died 1517. He was the queen's confessor.—'Obnoxious (obn&k' shus), 
odious; unpopular.—4 Christopher Columbus, the discoverer of America. 
Born 1436, died 1506.—® Ci l ' um ny, the uttering of a false charge, 
proceeding from hatred against another.—' Gonsalvo of Cordova, called 
also " the Great Captain," was a Spanish warrior, distinguished by his 
victories over the Moors in Spain, and the French in Naples. Born 
1443, died 1515 . - ' Du pile' i ty, double-dealing ; deceitfulness 

BELSHAZZAR. 3 6 5 

10. A t an early age, in t h e flower of youth and beauty, she 
was introduced to her brother ' s c o u r t ; b u t i ts blandishments, so 
dazzling to a young imagination, had no power over h e r s ; for 
she was surrounded by a mora l a tmosphere of puri ty, " driving 
far off each th ing of sin and guilt ." Such was the decorum of 
her manners , tha t , t hough encompassed by false friends and 
open enemies, not t h e slightest reproach was breathed on he r 
fair name in this corrupt and calumnious' court. 

W M . H . PRESCOTT. 

1 5 6 . BELSHAZZAR. 

1. " D E L S I I A Z Z A R is k i n g ! Belshazzar is lo rd! 
- D A n d a thousand dark nobles all bend a t his b o a r d ; 
Frui t s glisten, flowers blossom, mea t s steam, and a flood 
Of t h e wine tha t man loveth runs redder than b lood ; 
Wrild dancers are there, and a r iot of mirth, 
A n d t h e beauty t h a t maddens t h e passions of e a r t h ; 
A n d the crowds all shout, till t h e vast roofs r i n g — 
" All praise to Belshazzar, Belshazzar the k i n g ! " 

2. " B r i n g for th ," cries the monarch , " t h e vessels of gold 
W h i c h m y fa ther tore down f rom the temples of o l d ; 
B r i n g forth, and we'll dr ink, while the t rumpets are blown, 
T o the gods of br ight silver, of gold, and of s t o n e ; 
B r i n g forth 1" and before h i m t h e vessels all shine, 
A n d h e bows unto Baal,1 and he drinks the dark w i n e ; 
W h i l e the t rumpets brdy, and the cymbals3 r ing,— 
' P r a i s e , praise to Belshazzar, Belshazzar the k i n g ! " 

8. Now wha t cometh—look, look ' .—without menace,4 or call f 
W h o writes with the l ightning's br ight hand on t h e wall ? 
W h a t pierceth the k ing like t h e point of a dar t ? 
W h a t drives the bold blood from his cheek to his hea r t ? 

1 Ca lum' ni ous, slanderous.—' Bi' al, an idol or false god of the As-
syrians and Chaldeans.—'Cym' bal, a flat musical instrument, in a cir-
cular form, producing, when two are struck together, a sharp, ringing 
sound.—4 HJn' ace, a threat ; the show of probable evil to come. 



" Chaldeans! Magicians! t h e letters expound !" 
They are r ead—and Belshazzar is dead on the ground 1 
H a r k ! T h e Persian is come on a conqueror 's w ing ; 
And a Mede's cn the t h r o n e of Belshazzar the k i n g ! 

B . W . PROCTER. 

1 5 7 . CHARACTER OF H E N R Y CLAY. 

HE was indeed eloquent—all t he world knows tha t . H e held 
the keys to the hear ts of his countrymen, and h e turned 

the wards' within t h e m with a skill at tained by no other master. 
B u t eloquence was, nevertheless, only an instrument , and one of 
many tha t h e used. H i s conversation, his gestures, his vgry 
look, was magisterial, ' persuasive, seductive, irresistible. A n d 
his appliance of all these was courteous, patient, and i n d e f a t i -
gable. 

2. Defeat only inspired h i m with new resolution. H e divided 
opposition by his assiduity3 of address, while h e rallied and 
s t rengthened his own bands of supporters by t h e confidence of 
success which, feeling himself, h e easily inspired among his fol-
lowers. His affections were high, and pure, and generous, and 
the chiefest among t h e m was tha t one which the great Italian 
poet designated as the char i ty of native land. In him, tha t 
charity was an endur ing and overpowering enthusiasm, and it 
influenced all his sent iments and conduct, render ing h im more 
impartial between conflicting interests and sections, t han any 
other statesman who has lived since the Revolution. 

3. Thus, with g rea t versatility4 of talent, and the most catho-
lic4 equality of favor, h e identified every question, whether of 
domestic administration o r foreign policy, wi th his own great 
name, and so became a perpe tua l Tribune6 of the people. H e 
needed only to pronounce in favor of a measure , or against it, 

'Wirds , the inner parts of a lock.—* M a g i s t e r i a l , like a master; 
commanding.—* As si du' i ty, constant or close application or diligence; 
persevering attention.—4 Ver sa til' i ty, the faculty of easily turning 
one's mind to new subjects.—'CSth'o lie, embracing the whole ; liberal. 
—4Trib' une, in ancient Bome, an officer chosen by the people to protect 
them from the oppressions of the nobles. 

here, and immediately popula r enthusiasm, excited as by a magic 
wand, was felt, overcoming and dissolving all opposition in the 
senate-chamber. 

4. In this way, h e w r o u g h t a change in our political system, 
that , I think, was not foreseen by its founders. H e converted 
this branch of the legislature f r o m a negative position, or one of 
equilibrium1 be tween t h e execut ive and the house of representa-
tives, into the active, ru l ing p o w e r of t h e republic. Only t im 
can disclose whether th is g r e a t innovation shall be beneficent, or 
even permanent . 

5. Certainly, sir, t h e g r e a t l ights of the senate have set . 
T h e obscuration5 is no less pa lpab le to the country than to us, 
who are left to grope our u n c e r t a i n way here, as in a labyr in th , 
oppressed wi fe self-distrust. T h e time, too, presents new em-
barrassments. W e are rising t o another and more sublime stage 
of national p rog ' r e s s—tha t of expanding wealth and rapid terri-
torial ag 'grandizement.3 

6. Our institutions t h r o w a b road shadow across the St. Law-
rence, and, s t retching b e y o n d t h e valley of Mexico, reach even 
to the plains of Central A m e r i c a , while the . Sandwich Islands 
and the shores of Ch ina rec ' ognize their renovating4 influence. 
Whereve r t h a t influence is felt, a desire for protection under 
those institutions is a w a k e n e d . Expansion seems t o be regu-
lated, not by any difficulties of resistance, b u t by the moderat ion 
which results f rom our o w n internal constitution one 
knows how rapidly t h a t r e s t r a i n t may give way. W h o can tell 
how far or how fast i t o u g h t t o yield? 

7. Commerce has b r o u g h t t h e ancient continents near t o us, 
and created necessities f o r n e w p o s i t i o n s - p e r h a p s connections 
or colonies t h e r e - a n d w i f e t h e t r ade and friendship of the 
elder nations, thei r conf l ic ts a n d collisions are b rought to our 
doors and to our hear t s . O u r sympathy kindles, or indifference 
extinguishes, fee'fires of f r e e d o m in foreign lands. Before we 
shall be fully conscious t h a t a change is going on in Europe, w e 
may find ourselves once m o r e divided by tha t eternal l ine of 

. „ . „ , , . , f weight, or power.—1 Ob scuri ' t ion, the 
' E q u i l i b r i u m , Ag'grandizement, exaltation , 

state of being obscured, or darkeneu & 
act of becoming g r e a t . - 4 Bin' o v i t i ng , restoring to a good state , 

uewiug. 



separation that leaves on the one side those of oui citizens who 
obey the impulses of sympathy, while on the other are found 
those who submit only to the counsels of prudence. Even pru-
dence will soon be required to decide whether distant regions, 
east and west, shall come under our own protection, or be left 
to ag'grandize1 a rapidly spreading domain of hSstlle despotism. 

8. Sir, who among us is equal to these mighty questions ? I 
fear there is no one. Nevertheless, the example of Henry Clay 
remains for our instruction. His genius has passed to the realms 
of light, but his virtues still live here for our emulation.' W i f e 
them there will remain, also, the protection and favor of the 
Most High, if; by the practice of justice and the main' tenance of 
freedom, we shall deserve them. 

9. Let, then, the bier pass on. W e will follow wife sorrow 
but not without hope, the reverend form that it bears to its f.nal 
resting-place; and then, when tha t grave opens at our feet to re-
ceive so es'timable a treasure, we will invoke the God of our 
fathers to send us new guides, like him that is now withdrawn, 
and give us wisdom to obey their instructions. 

W M . H . S E W A R D . 

1 5 8 . TATTLER. 

1. r r i A U L E R , the preacher, walk'd one autumn day, 
-L Without the walls of Strasbourg,' by the Rhine, 

Pondering the solemn Miracle of Life; 
As one who, wandering in a starless night, 
Feels, momently, the ja r of unseen waves, 
And hears the thunder of an unknown sea, 
Breaking along an unimagined shore. 

2. And as he walk'd he prav'd. Even the same 
Old prayer with which, for half a score of years, 
Morning, and noon, and evening, lip and heart 
Had groan 'd : " H a v e pity upon me, Lord! 

'Ag'grandize, to make great; to enlarge; to dignify.—»Em u li'-
. t l 0 n ' e f f o r t to e q u a l or surpass—' Strasbourg (strJs'Mrg), a strongly 
Tortified city of France, on its east frontier. 

Thou seest, while teaching others, I. am blind. 
Send me a man who can direct my steps!" 

3. Then, as he mused, he heard along his path 
A sound as of an old man's staff among 
T h e dry, dead linden-leaves; and, looking up, 
H e saw a stranger, weak, and poor, and old. 
" Peace be unto thee, fa ther!" Tauler said; 
" God give thee a good day!" The old man raised 
Slowly his calm blue eyes. " I thank thee, s o n ; 
B u t all my days are good, and none are ill." 
Wonder ing thereat, the preacher spake aga in ; 
4 God give thee happy life." T h e old man smiled: 
" I never am unhappy." 

4. Tauler laid 
His hand upon the stranger's coarse gray sleeve: 
" Tell me, 0 father, what thy strange words mean. 
Surely man's days are evil, and his life 
Sad as the grave it leads to." " Nay, son, 
Our times are in God's hands, and all our days 
Are as our needs : for shadow as for sun, 
For cold as heat, for want as wealth, alike 
Our thanks are due, since t h a t is best which i s ; 
A n d that which is not, sharing not His life, 
I s evil only as devoid of good. 
And for the happiness of which I spake, 
I find it in submission to His will, 
And calm trust in the holy trinity1 

Of Knowledge, Goodness, and Almighty Powei ." 

5. Silently wondering, for a little space, 
Stood the great preacher ; then he spake as one 
W h o , suddenly grappling with a haunt ing thought 
W h i c h long has follow'd, whispering through the dark 
Strange terrors, drags it, shrieking, into l igh t : 
" W h a t if God's will consign thee hence to Hell ?" 
" T h e n , " said the stranger, cheerily, " b e it so. 

1 Ti!n' i ty, three united in one. 
24 



W h a t Hell may be I know n o t ; this I know— 
I can not lose the presence of the L o r d ; 
One arm, Humility, takes hold upon 
His dear Humanity; t h e other, Love, 
Clasps his Divinity. So where I go 
H e goes; and better fire-walled Hell with Him 
Than golden-gated Paradise without." 

6. Tears sprang in Tauler's eyes. A sudden light, 
Like the first ray which fell on chaos1 clove 
Apart the shadow wherein he had walk'd 
Darkly a t noon. And, as the strange old man 
W e n t his slow way, until his silver hair 
Set like the white moon where the hills of vine 
Slope to the Rhine, he bow 'd his head and sa id : 
" My prayer is answer'd. God hath sent the man 
Long sought, to teach me, by his simple trust, 
Wisdom the weary schoolmen never knew." 

"J. So, entering with a changed and cheerful step 
The city gates, he saw, far down the street, 
A mighty shadow break the light of noon, 
Which tracing backward till its airy lines 
Harden'd to stony plinths,8 he raised his eyes 
O'er broad facade3 and lofty pediment,4 

O'er architrave5 and frieze6 and sainted niche,' 
U p the stone lace-work chiseled by the wise 
Erwin of Steinbach,8 dizzily up t o where 
I n the noon-brightness t h e great Minster's tower. 

1 Chaos (kà' os), that confusion, or confused mass, in which matter ia 
supposed to have existed before it was separated into different kinds, 
nnd reduced to order by the creating power of God.—1 Plinth, a flat] 
round, or square base or foundation for a column.—' Façade (fa sàd')] 
front ; front view or elevation of an edifice.—4 Pêd' i ment, an orna-
mental crowning of the front of a building.—' Architrave (ârk' I tràv) 
the part of a roof which rests on a column.—'' Frièw, a flat member or 
face of the upper part of a column, which is often enriched with figures 
of animals, or other ornaments of sculpture.—' Niche (nltch), a hollow 
for a statue ; a small recess in the side of a wall.—' Steinbach (stln' bikl 
the name of three small towns of Germany. 

Jeweled with sunbeams on its mural1 crown, 
Rose like a visible prayer. 

8. "Beho ld ! " he said, 
" T h e stranger's faith made plain before mine eyes! 
As yonder tower outstretches to the earth 
The dark triangle of its shade alone 
When the clear day is shining on its t o p ; 
So, darkness in the pathway of Man's life 
Is but the shadow of God's providence, 
By the great Sun of Wisdom cast thereon ; 
And what is dark below is light in Heaven.' ' 

J . G . W H I T H K K . 

1 5 9 . T H E W R E C K OF THE ARCTIC. 
x 

IT was autumn. Hundreds had wended their way from pil-
grimages ; from Rome and its treasures of dead art, and its 

glory of living na ture ; f r o m the sides of the Switzer's mount-
ains, from the capitals of various nations; all of them saying in 
their hearts, we will wait for the September gales to have done 
with their equinoctial3 fury, and then we will embark ; we will 
slide across the appeased ocean, and in the gorgeous month of 
October, we will greet our longed-for native land, and our heart-
loved homes. 

2. And so the throng streamed along from Ber l in , from Paris» 
from the Orient,3 converging upon London, still hastening tow-
ard the welcome ship, and narrowing every day the circle of 
engagements and preparations. They crowded aboard. Never 
had the Arctic borne such a host of passengers, nor passexgers 
so nearly related to so many of us. 

3. The hour was come. T h e signal ball fell at Greenwich. 
I t was noon also at Liverpool. T h e anchors were weighed ;4 the 

1 Mi' ral, pertaining or attached to a wall.—' Equinoctial (J kwe n&k'-
shal), pertaining to the equinoxes, or the time when the day and n'.ght 
are of equal length. This occurs on the 21st of March and the 23d of 
September. At these two seasons there is generally a violent storm.— 
' 0 ' ri cnt, the east; place of the rising sun.—4 Weighing an anchor is 
to draw it up 



great hull swayed to the c u r r e n t ; the national colors streamed 
abroad, as if themselves instinct with life and national sympa-
thy. T h e bell s tr ikes; t h e wheels revolve; the signal-gun beats 
its echoes in upon every s t ructure along the shore, and the Arc-
tic glides joyful ly forth from t h e Mersey, and turns her prow to 
the winding channel, and begins her homeward run. T h e pilot 
stood at t h e wheel, and men saw him. Dea th sat upon the 
prow,' and no eye beheld him. Whoever stood at t he wheel in 
all the voyage, Dea th was the pilot tha t steered the craft, and 
none knew it. H e nei ther revealed his presence nor whispered 
his e r rand . 

4. And so hope was effulgent,1 and l i the ' gayety disported it-
self, and j o y was wi fe every guest . Amid all t h e inconveniences 
of the voyage, there was still t ha t which hushed every murmur 
— h o m e is not for away. A n d every morning i t was still one 
night nearer home, and at evening one day nearer h o m e ! E igh t 
days had passed. T h e y beheld tha t distant bank of mist t ha t 
forever haunts the vast shallows of N e w f o u n d l a n d 4 Boldly 
they made it, and plunging in, its pliant wreaths wrapped them 
a b o u t T h e y shall never emerge. The last sunlight has flashed 
from t h a t deck. T h e last voyage is done to ship and passengers. 

5. A t noon there came noiselessly stealing from the nor th 
tha t fated instrument of destruction. In tha t mysterious shroud, 
tha t vast a tmosphere of mist, both steamers were holdin g their 
way with rushing prow and roaring wheels, but invisible. A t a 
league's4 distance, unconscious, and a t nearer approach unwarn-
ed ; within hail, and bearing r igh t toward each other, unseen 
unfelt, till in a moment more, emerging from the gray mists, the 
ill-omened Vesta dealt he r deadly stroke to the Arct ic . 

6. T h e death-blow was scarcely felt along the mighty hull. 
She ne i the r reeled nor shivered. Nei ther commander" nor offi-
cers deemed tha t they had suffered harm. P r o m p t upon hu-
manity, t h e brave Luce (let his name be ever spoken with admi-
ration and respect) ordered away his boat with the first officer, 
to inquire if t h e s t ranger had suffered harm. A s Gourley went 

1 P r 0 ^ the fore-part of a sh ip . -» Ef ffil' gent, shining with a flood of 
light.— Lifhe, pliant; flexible ; easily bent.—4 Ne wfoundlar d (lm fond-
kuid'). —• League, three miles. 

over the ship's side, oh that some good angel had called to the 
brave commander in the words of Pau l on a like occasion, "ex-
cept these abide in the ship ye can not be saved." They de-
parted, and with t h e m the hope of the ship, for now the waters, 
gaining upon t h e hold and rising up upon the fires, revealed the 
morta l blow. 

7. Oh, had now tha t stern, brave mate, Gourley, been on 
deck, whom t h e sailors were wont to m i n d — h a d h e stood to ex-
ecute efficiently the commander ' s wil l—we may believe that we 
should not have to blush for t h e cowardice and recreancy' of the 
crew, nor weep for the unt imely dead. But , apparently, each 
subordinate officer lost all presence of mind, then courage, and 
so honor . In a wild scramble, t h a t ignoble mob of firemen, en-
gineers, waiters, and crew rushed for the boats, and abandoned 
the helpless women, children, and men to the mercy of the deep 1 
Four hours the re were from t h e catas t rophe ' of the collision to 
the catastrophe of SINKING ! 

8. Oh, wha t a burial was h e r e ! N o t as when one is borne 
from his home, among weeping throngs, and gently carried to 
the green fields, and laid peaceful ly beneath the turf and the 
flowers. N o priest stood to p ronounce a burial-service. I t was 
an ocean grave. T h e mists alone shrouded the burial-place. 
N o spade prepared the grave, no r sexton filled up the hollowed 
ear th . Down, down they sank, and t h e quick returning waters 
smoothed out every ripple, and left t h e sea as if it had not been. 

H . W . B E E C H H I . 

1 6 0 . L I F E . 

1. T F all our hopes and all our fears 
J - W e r e prison'd in life's na r row b o u n d ; 
If, travelers t h rough this vale of tears, 

W e saw no bet ter world beyond ; 
Oh, w h a t could check t h e rising sigh ? 

W h a t ear thly t h i n g could pleasure give ? 

11!uc' re an cy, a cowardly yielding.—* Ca t is ' tro phe, calamity ; dla 
aster • a final end. 



Oh, who would venture then to die ? 
Oh, who could then endure to live ? 

2. W e r e life a da rk and desert moor, 
W h e r e mists and clouds eternal spread 

Their gloomy vail behind, before, 
And tempests thunder overhead ; 

W h e r e not a sunbeam breaks the gloom, 
And not a floweret smiles benea th ; 

W h o could exist in such a tomb ? 
W h o dwell in darkness and in death ? 

3. A n d such were life, without the ray 
From our divine religion g iven ; 

'Tis this tha t makes our darkness d a y ; 
'Tis this t h a t makes our earth a heaven. 

Br igh t is the golden sun above, 
And beautiful t h e flowers t h a t bloom, 

A n d all is joy , and all is love, 
Reflected from a world to come. Bowsing. 

1 6 1 . SORROW FOR THE D E A D . 

TI I E sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow f rom which we re-
fuse to be divorced.1 Every other wound we seek to heal, 

every other affliction to f o r g e t ; but this wound we consider it a 
duty to keep open ; this affliction we cherish and brood over in 
solitude. W h e r e is the mother who would willingly forget the 
infant that perished like a. blossom from her anus , though every 
recollection is a pang? W h e r e is the child tha t would willingly 
forget the most tender of parents, though to remember be but 
to lament. 

2. W h o , even in the h o u r of agony, would forget the friend 
over whom he mourns ? W h o , even when the tomb is closing 
npon the remains of her h e most loved—when he feels his heart, 
as it were, crushed in t h e closing of its portals—would accept of 
consolation tha t must be bought by forgetfulness ? No, the love 

1 Di vörced', separated. 

which survives the tomb is one of the noblest a .tributes of the 
soid. 

3. If i t has its woes, i t has likewise its del ights ; and when 
the overwhelming burst of grief is calmed into t h e gentle tear 
of recollection, when the sudden anguish and t h e convulsive 
agony over the present ruins of all t h a t we most loved, is soft-
ened away into pensive meditation on all t h a t i t was in the days 
of its loveliness, who would root out such a sorrow from the 
heart ? Though it may sometimes throw a passing cloud over 
the bright hour of gayety, or spread a deeper sadness over the 
hour of gloom, yet who would exchange it, even for t h e song of 
pleasure, or the burst of revelry ?' 

4. No, there is a voice f rom t h e tomb sweeter than song. 
There is a remembrance of t h e dead t o which we turn even 
from the charms of the living. O h ! the g rave ! t h e grave! I t 
burys every error, covers every defect, extinguishes every resent-
ment ! From its peaceful bosom spring none bu t fond regrets 
and tender recollections. W h o can look down even upon the 
grave of an enemy, and not feel a compunctious® throb, tha t he 
should ever have warred wi th t h e poor handful of earth tha t 
lies moldering before h i m ! 

5. B u t the grave of those we loved, wha t a place for medita-
tion ! There it is tha t we call u p in long review the whole his-
tory of virtue and gentleness, and t h e thousand endearments 
lavished upon us, almost unheeded in t h e daily intercourse of 
in t imacy; there it is t h a t we dwell upon t h e tenderness, the 
solemn, awful tenderness of t h e par t ing scene ;—the bed of 
death, wifh all i ts stifled griefs, its noiseless at tendance, its mute, 
watchful assiduities.' 

6. The last testimonies of expir ing love! t h e feeble, flutter-
ing, thrilling, o h ! how th r i l l ing! pressure of t h e h a n d ! The 
faint, faltering accents, s t ruggl ing in death 1o give one more as-
surance of affect ion! T h e last fond look of t h e glazing eye, 
turning upon us even from t h e threshold of existence! Ay, go 
to the grave of buried love, a n d meditate. I h e r e settle the ac-

1 B8v' el ry, a carousing with noisy merriment.—1 Compunctious (kom-
pi'ingk' shus), repentant; sorrowful.—'As si du ' i ty , constant or close 
application; untiring attention. 



count with t h y conscience for every past benefit unrequited, ' 
every pas t endearment unregarded, of t h a t departed being, who 
can never, never, never re turn to be soothed by t h y contrition. ' 

7. If thou a r t a child, and has t ever added a sorrow to t h e 
soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow of an affectionate p a r e n t ; 
if thou a r t a husband, and hast ever caused the fond bosom tha t 
ventured its whole happiness in t h y arms, to doubt one momen t 
of t h y kindness o r t h y t r u t h ; if thou a r t a friend, and has t ever 
wronged, in thought , or word, or deed, t he spirit t h a t generously 
confided in thee ; - if thou a r t a lover, and has t ever given one 
unmeri ted pang to tha t t rue hear t which now lies cold and still 
beneath t h y f e e t ; — t h e n be sure t h a t every unkind look, every 
ungracious word, every ungent le action, will come th iong ing 
back upon t h y memory, and knock dolefully at t h y sou l ; then 
be sure t h a t thou wilt lie down sorrowing and repentant in the 
grave, and ut ter t h e unheard groan, and pour the unavailing tear, 
more deep, more bit ter, because unhea rd and unavailing. 

8. T h e n weave t h y chaplet of flowers, and strew the beauties 
of Nature about t h e g rave ; console t h y broken spirit, if t hou 
canst, wi th these tender, ye t futile3 t r ibutes of r e g r e t ; b u t t ake 
warning by the bitterness of this t h y contrite4 affliction over the 
dead, and henceforth be more faithful and affectionate in t h e dis-
charge of t h y duties to the living. WASHINGTON I R V I N G 

1 6 2 . PASSING A W A Y . 

1. T A S K ' D the stars in t h e pomp of n ight , 
-L Gilding its blackness wi th crowns of light, 
B r i g h t with beauty and g i r t with power, 
W h e t h e r eternity were not thei r dower ;6 

A n d dirge-like mut ic stole f rom their spheres, 
Bear ing this message to morta l e a r s : — 

1 Un re quit' ed, not repaid; not done or given in return. —* Contrition 
(kon trlsh'un), repentance; deep sorrow for sin.—'Fu til«, trifling; 
worthless.—* Con' trite, worn ; sorrowful; bowed down with grief.— 
' £ tSr' ni ty, duration or continuance without end.—' Dow'er, the part 

of a man's property which his widow enjcys during her life, after his 
death ; here means gift or possession. 

2. " W e have no l ight tha t h a t h not been g iven ; 
W e have no s t rength b u t shall soon be r iven ; 
W e have no power wherein man may t r u s t ; 
L ike h im are we things of t ime and d u s t ; 
A n d t h e legend1 w e blazon' wifh beam and ray, 
A n d t h e song of our silence, is—' PASSING AWAY.' 

3. " W e shall fade in our beauty, t he fair and bright , 
L ike lamps t h a t have served for a festal n i g h t ; 
W e shall fall f rom our spheres ,^he old and strong, 
Like rose-leaves swept by t h e breeze a long; 
Though worship 'd as gods in the olden day, 
W e shall be like a vain dream—PASSING AWAY." 

4 . F r o m the stars of heaven and the flowers of earth, 
F r o m the pagean t of power and the voice of mirth, 
F rom the mist of the morn on the mountain 's brow, 
F r o m childhood's song and affection's vow, 
From all save t h a t o 'er which soul bears sway, 
T h e r e brea thes b u t one record—"PASSING AWAY." 

5. " Pass ing away," sing the breeze and rill, 
A s they sweep on the i r course by vale and h i l l : 
Through t h e varying scenes of each ear thly clime, 
'Tis the lesson of nature , t h e voice of t i m e ; 
A n d m a n at last, l ike his fa thers gray, 
W r i t e s in his own dust, "PASSING AWAY." 

M I S S M . J . J E W S B O R Y . 

1 6 3 . PROMISES OF RELIGION TO THE YOUNG. 

IN every pa r t of Scripture, it is remarkable with wha t singular 
tenderness the season of youth is always mentioned, and 

wha t hopes are afforded to t h e devotion of the young. I t was 
at t h a t age t h a t God appeared un to Moses, when he fed his 
flock in the desert, and called him to the command of his own 
people. I t was a t t ha t age he visited the infant Samuel, while 
he ministered in t h e temple of t h e Lord, " in days when the 

'Legend , an inscription; a fable.—5Blazon (bli'zn), to display. 



count with t h y conscience for every past benefit unrequited, ' 
every pas t endearment unregarded, of t h a t departed being, who 
can never, never, never re turn to be soothed by t h y contrition. ' 

7. If thou a r t a child, and has t ever added a sorrow to t h e 
soul, or a farrow to the silvered brow of an affectionate p a r e n t ; 
if thou a r t a husband, and hast ever caused the fond bosom tha t 
ventured its whole happiness in t h y arms, to doubt one momen t 
of t h y kindness o r t h y t r u t h ; if thou a r t a friend, and has t ever 
wronged, in thought , or word, or deed, t he spirit t h a t generously 
confided in thee ; - if thou a r t a lover, and has t ever given one 
unmeri ted pang to tha t t rue hear t which now lies cold and still 
beneath t h y f e e t ; — t h e n be sure t h a t every unkind look, every 
ungracious word, every ungent le action, will come th iong ing 
back upon t h y memory, and knock dolefully at t h y sou l ; then 
be sure t h a t thou wilt lie down sorrowing and repentant in the 
grave, and ut ter t h e unheard groan, and pour the unavailing tear, 
more deep, more bit ter, because unhea rd and unavailing. 

8. T h e n weave t h y chaplet of flowers, and strew the beauties 
of Nature about t h e g rave ; console t h y broken spirit, if t hou 
canst, wi th these tender, ye t futile3 t r ibutes of r e g r e t ; b u t t ake 
warning by the bitterness of this t h y contrite4 affliction over the 
dead, and henceforth be more faithful and affectionate in t h e dis-
charge of t h y duties to the living. WASHINGTON I R V I N G 

1 6 2 . PASSING A W A Y . 

1. T A S K ' D the stars in t h e pomp of n ight , 
-L Gilding its blackness wi th crowns of light, 
B r i g h t with beauty and g i r t with power, 
W h e t h e r eternity were not thei r dower ;6 

A n d dirge-like mut ic stole f rom their spheres, 
Bear ing this message to morta l e a r s : — 

1 Un re quit' ed, not repaid; not done or given in return. —* Contrition 
(kon trlsh'un), repentance; deep sorrow for sin.—'Fu til«, trifling; 
worthless.—* Con' trite, worn ; sorrowful; bowed down with grief.— 
' £ tSr' ni ty, duration or continuance without end.—' Dow'er, the part 

of a man's property which his widow enjcys during her life, after his 
death ; here means gift or possession. 

2. " W e have no l ight tha t h a t h not been g iven ; 
W e have no s t rength b u t shall soon be r iven ; 
W e have no power wherein man may t r u s t ; 
L ike h im are we things of t ime and d u s t ; 
A n d t h e legend1 w e blazon' wifh beam and ray, 
A n d t h e song of our silence, is—' PASSING AWAY.' 

3. " W e shall fade in our beauty, t he fair and bright , 
L ike lamps t h a t have served for a festal n i g h t ; 
W e shall fall f rom our spheres ,^he old and strong, 
Like rose-leaves swept by t h e breeze a long; 
Though worship 'd as gods in the olden day, 
W e shall be like a vain dream—PASSING AWAY." 

4 . F r o m the stars of heaven and the flowers of earth, 
F r o m the pagean t of power and the voice of mirth, 
F rom the mist of the morn on the mountain 's brow, 
F r o m childhood's song and affection's vow, 
From all save t h a t o 'er which soul bears sway, 
T h e r e brea thes b u t one record—"PASSING AWAY." 

5. " Pass ing away," sing the breeze and rill, 
A s they sweep on the i r course by vale and h i l l : 
Through t h e varying scenes of each ear thly clime, 
'Tis the lesson of nature , t h e voice of t i m e ; 
A n d m a n at last, l ike his fa thers gray, 
W r i t e s in his own dust, "PASSING AWAY." 

M I S S M . J . J E W S B O R Y . 

1 6 3 . PROMISES OF RELIGION TO THE YOUNG. 

IN every pa r t of Scripture, it is remarkable with wha t singular 
tenderness the season of youth is always mentioned, and 

wha t hopes are afforded to t h e devotion of the young. I t was 
at t h a t age t h a t God appeared un to Moses, when he fed his 
flock in the desert, and called him to the command of his own 
people. I t was a t t ha t age he visited the infant Samuel, while 
he ministered in t h e temple of t h e Lord, " in days when the 

'Legend , an inscription; a fable.—5Blazon (bli'zn), to display. 
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word of the Lord was precious, and when there was no open 
vision." I t was at t h a t age tha t his spirit fell upon David, while 
h e was yet the youngest of his father 's sons, and when, among 
the mountains of Be th lehem, h e fed his father 's sheep. 

2. I t was at t ha t age, also, " t h a t t hey brought young children 
unto Christ, t ha t h e should touch t h e m : and his disciples re-
buked those t h a t b rough t them. B u t when Jesus saw it he was 
much displeased, and said to them, Suffer little children to come 
unto me, and forbid t h e m not, for of such is t he kingdom of 
heaven." If these, the» , are the effects and promises of youth-
ful piety, rejoice, 0 young man, in t h y y o u t h ! Rejoice in those 
days which are never to return, when religion comes to thee in 
all its charms, and when the God of nature reveals himself to 
thy soul l ike the mild radiance1 of t he morn ing sun, when h e 
rises amid the blessings of a grateful world. 

3. If already devotion ha th t augh t thee he r secret p leasures ; 
if, when na ture meets thee in all its magnificence ' or beauty, t h y 
hear t humble th itself in adoration before t h e hand which made 
it, and rejoiceth in the contemplation of t h e wisdom by which 
it is main ta ined; if, when revelation unvails her mercies, and the 
Son of God comes for th to give peace and hope to fallen man, 
th ine eye follows wi th astonishment the glories of his path, and 
pours at last over h is cross those pious tears which it is a delight 
to shed ; if t h y soul accompanieth h im in his t r iumph ovei the 
grave, and entere th on t h e wings of fai th into tha t heaven 
" where he sat down at t he r ight hand of the Majesty on high," 
and seeth the "socie ty of angels and of the spirits of just men 
made perfect," and listeneth to t h e " everlasting song which is 
sung before t h e t h r o n e ; " if such are the meditations® in which 
t h y youthful hours are passed, renounce not, for all t ha t life can 
offer thee in exchange, these solitary joys. 

4. T h e world which is before thee, t he world which thine 
imagination paints in such brightness, has no pleasures to bestow 
tha t can compare wi th these. And all t ha t its boasted wisdom 
can produce has no th ing so acceptable in the s ight of Heaven, 
as this pure offering of t h y soul. In these days, " t h e Lord hirn-

1 Ri'diance, brightness shooting in rays; luster.—'Magnlf'iceuce ; 

grandeur of appcarance.—' Medi t i ' tions, deep thoughts. 

THE PURE IN HEART SHALL MEET AGAIN. 3 7 9 

self is t h y shepherd, and thou dost n o t want. Amid the green 
pastures, and by t h e still waters" of youth , he now makes " thy 
soul to repose." 

5. B u t the years d raw nigh, w h e n life shall call thee to its 
t r ia ls ; t he evil days are on the wing, when " thou shalt say thou 
bast no pleasure in t h e m ; " and, as t h y steps advance, " t h e val-
ley of the shadow of dea th opens," th rough which thou must 
pass at last. I t is t ben thou shal t k n o w what it is to " remem-
ber t h y Creator in the days of t h y youth." In these days of 
trial or of awe, " his Spir i t shall be w i f e you," and thou shalt 
fear no i l l ; and, amid every evil which surrounds you, " he shall 
restore t h y soul. H i s goodness and mercy shall follow thee all 
the days of t h y l i fe ; " and when at last t he "silver cord is loosed,1 

thy spirit shall re turn t o t h e God who gave it, and thou shalt 
dwell in t h e house of t h e Lord forever." 

A R C H I B A L D ALISON. 

1 6 4 . T H E P U R E IN H E A R T SHALL MEET AGAIN. 

1 I T yon b r igh t orbs wh ich gem the n ight , 
JL B e each a blissful dwell ing sphere, 
W h e r e k indred spirits reunite, 

"Whom dea th ha th td rn asunder here ,— 
H o w sweet it we re a t once t o die, 

A n d leave th i s dreary world afar,— 
Meet soul w i & soul, and cleave the sky, 

A n d soar away f rom star to s t a r ! 

2. B u t oh, how dark , h o w drear, how lone, 
W o u l d seem the br ightes t world of bliss, 

If, wander ing t h r o u g h each radiant one, 
W e fail t o find t h e loved of this !— 

If t h e r e no m o r e the t ics shall twine, 
T h a t dea th ' s cold h a n d alone can sever, 

A h ! t h e n those stars i n mockery shine, 
More ha tefu l as they shine forever. 

i " Silver coid is loosed," a beautiful figurative expression for death. 



3. I t can not b e ; each hope, each fear, 
T h a t l ights the eye, or clouds the brow, 

Proclaims there is a happier sphere 
T h a n this bleak world tha t holds us now. 

There is a voice which sSrrow hears, 
W h e n heaviest weighs life's galling chain,— 

'Tis Heaven tha t whispers,—" DRY THV TEARS, 
THE PURE IN HEART SHALL MEET AGAIN." 

W I L L I A M LEGOETT. 

1 6 5 . DEATH OF LITTLE NELL. 

O H E was dead. N o sleep so beautiful and calm, so free f rom 
^ t race of pain, so fair to look upon. She seemed a creature 
fresh from the hand of God, and waiting for the breath of l ife; 
not one who had lived and suffered death. H e r couch was 
dressed wi th here and the re some winter-berries and green 
leaves, ga thered in a spot she had been used to favor. " W h e n 
^ die, p u t near me something that has loved the l ight, and had 
the sky above it always." Those were her words. 

2. She was dead. Dear , gentle, patient, noble Nell was dead. 
Her little b i r d — a poor, slight th ing the pressure of a finger 
would have crushed—was stirring nimbly in its cage, and the 
s t rong hear t of its child-mistress was mute and motionless for-
ever ! W h e r e were the t races of her early cares, her sufferings, 
and fatigues? All gone. Sorrow was dead, indeed, in h e r ; 
but peace and perfect happiness were born—imaged—in her 
tranquil1 beauty and profound repose. 

3. And still h e r former self lay there, unaltered in this change. 
Yes ! t h e old fireside had smiled upon that same sweet face; i t had 
passed, like a dream, th rough haunts of misery and c a r e ; a t t he 
door of the poor schoolmaster on t h e summer evening, before 
the furnace-fire upon the cold, wet night, at t he still bedside of 
the dying boy, there had been t h e same mild and lovely look. 
So shall we know the angels, in thei r majesty, after dea th . 

1 Trän' quil, quiet ; calm ; undisturbed. 

DEATH OF LITTLE NELL. 3 8 1 

4. T h e old man held one languid1 a rm in his, and t h e small, 
t i gh t hand folded to his breast for w a r m t h . I t was the h a n d 
she had stretched out to h im with he r last smile—the hand 
t h a t had led h im on th rough all the i r wanderings. Ever and 
anon h e pressed i t to his l ips; t h e n hugged i t to his breast 
again, m u r m u r i n g t h a t it was warmer n o w ; and, as h e said it, 
he looked in agony to those who stood around, as if imploring 
t h e m to help her. 

•5. She was dead, and past all help, o r need of help. T h e an-
cient rooms she had seemed to fill witOTife, even while he r own 
was waning fast, t he garden she h a d tended, t h e eyes she had 
gladdened, the noiseless haunts of m a n y a thoughtless hour, t he 
paths she had trodden, as it were, b u t yesterday, could know 
he r no more. 

6. " I t is not ," said the schoolmaster, as h e ben t down to kiss 
he r on the check, and gave his tears f ree vent, " it is not in this 
world t h a t Heaven ' s just ice ends. T h i n k w h a t it is, compared 
with t h e world t o which he r young spir i t has winged its, early 
flight, and say, if one deliberate wish, expressed in solemn tones 
above this bed, could call her b a c k t o life, which of us would 
u t te r i t ! " 

7. She had been dead two days. T h e y were all about he r at 
t he time, knowing t h a t the end was d r a w i n g on. She died soon 
after daybreak. T h e y had read and t a lked to her in t h e earlier 
portion of the n i g h t ; but, as t h e h o u r s crept on, she sank to 
sleep. T h e y could tell, by w h a t she faintly ut tered in her 
dreams, t h a t t hey were of her j ou rney ings wi th t h e old m a n : 
they were of no painful scenes, b u t of those who had helped them 
and used t h e m k i n d l y ; for she o f t en said " G o d bless y o u ! " 
with g rea t fervor. 

« 8. W a k i n g , she never wandered in he r mind but once, and 
tha t wa» a i b e a u t i f u l music, which , she said, was in the air. 
God knows. I t may have been. O p e n i n g he r eyes, a t last, f rom 
a v ery quiet sleep, she begged t h a t t h e y would kiss ber once 
again. T h a t done, she turned t o t h e old man, w i f e a lovely 
smile upon he r face—such, they said, as they had never seen, 
and never could fo rge t—and clung, wi th both he r arms, about 

Languid (läng gwid), drooping without activity or animation 



Lis neck. She had never murmured or complained ; but, with 
a quiet mi ld , and manner quite unaltered—save that ' she every 
day became more earnest and more grateful to them—faded like 
the light upon the summer's evening. 

9. The child who had been he r little friend, came there, al-
most as soon as it was day, with an offering of dried flowers, 
which he begged them to lay upon her breast. H e told them ot 
his dream again, and that it was of her being restored to them, 
just as she used to be. H e begged hard to see h e r ; saying that 
he would be very quiefl^fend tha t they need not fear his being 
alarmed, for he had sat alone by his younger brother all day 
long when he was dead, and had felt glad to be so near him. 
They let him have his wish ; and, indeed, he kept his word, and 
was, in his childish way, a lesson to them all. 

10. U p to that time, the old man had not spoken once—ex-
cept to her—or stirred from the bedside. Bu t when he saw her 
little favorite, he was moved as they had not seen him yet, and 
made as though he would have him come nearer. Then, point-
ing to the bed, he burst into tears for the first time, and they 
who stood by, knowing that t h e sight of this child had done 
him good, left them alone together . 

11. Soothing him wife his artless talk of her, fee child per 
suaded him to take some rest, to walk abroad, to do almost as 
he desired him. And, when the day came on which they must 
remove her, in her earthly shape, from earthly eyes forever, he 
led him away, that he might not know when she was taken from 
him. They were to gather fresh leaves and berries for her bed. 

12. And now the bell—the bell she ha^ *o often heard by 
night and day, and listened to wi fe solemn pieasuie, almost as a 
living voice—rung its remorseless1 toll for her, so young, so 
beautiful, so good.. Decrepit4 age, and vigorous life, and b loom-^ 
ing youth, and helpless infancy, poured forth—on crutches, in 
fee pride of health and strength, in the full blush of promise, in 
the mere dawn of life—to ga the r round her tomb. Old men 
were there, whose eyes were dim and senses failing; grand-
mothers, who might have died t e n years ago, and still been old; 

1 Re mors* less, having no compassion or pity ; pitiless.— De crSp' it 
Infirm; feeble. 

the deaf, the blind, the lame, fee palsied—the living dead, in 
many shapes and forms,—to see the closing of that early grave. 

13. Along the crowded pa th they bore her now, pure as the 
newly-fallen snow that covered i t—whose day on earth had been 
as fleeting. Under that porch where she had sat, when Heaven, 
in its mercy, brought her to t h a t peaceful spot, she passed again, 
and the old church received he r in its quiet shade. 

14. They carried her to one old nook, where she had, many 
and many a time, sat musing, and laid their burden softly on the 
pavement. The light s treamed on it through the colored win 
dow—a window where the boughs of trees were ever rustling in 
the summer, and where t h e birds sang sweetly all day long 
W i f e every breath of air t h a t stirred among those branches in 
the sunshine, some trembling, changing light would fall upon 
her grave. 

15. Ear th to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dus t Many a 
young hand dropped in its l i t t le wreath ; many a stifled sob was 
heard. Some, and they were not a few, knelt down. All were 
sincere and truthful in the i r sorrow. The service done, the 
mourners stood apart, and the villagers closed round to look into 
the grave, before the stone should be replaced. 

16. One called to mind how he had seen her sitting on that 
very spot, and how her book had fallen on her lap, and she was 
gazing, wife a pensive face, upon the sky. Another told how 
he had wondered much tha t one so delicate as she should be so 
bold; how she had never feared to enter the church alone, a t 
night, but had loved to l inger there when all was quiet ; and 
even to climb the tower-stair, with no more light than that of 
the moon-rays stealing th rough t h e loop-holes in the thick old 
wqlls. A whisper went about among the oldest there, that she 

«had seen and talked with ange ls ; and, when they called to mind 
how she had looked and spoken, and her early death, some 
thought it might be so, indeed. 

17. Thus, coming to the grave in little knots, and glancing 
down, and giving place to others, and falling off in whispering 
groups of three or four, t h e church was cleared, in time, of all 
but the sexton and the mourn ing friends. Then, when the dusk 
of evening had come on, and no t a sound disturbed fee sacrcd 
stillness oi the p lace: when t h e ^bright moon poured in her 



l ight on t omb and monument , on pillar, wall, and arch, and, 
most of all, it seemed to them, upon her quiet g r a v e ; in that 
calm time, when all outward things and inward thoughts teem 
with assurances of immortali ty, and worldly hopes and fears are 
humbled in the dust before them, then, with tranquil and sub-
missive hearts , t hey turned away, and left t he child with God. 

C H A R L E S DICKENS. 

1 6 6 . » T H E ALPINE SHEEP. 

1. 1 1 / H E N on m y ear your loss was knell 'd, ' 
' » A n d tender sympathy upburst,® 

A little spring from memory well'd, 
W h i c h once had quench'd m y bitter thirst 

A n d I was fain to bear4 to you 
A portion of its mild relief, 

T h a t it m igh t be a healing dew, 
T o steal some fever from your grief. 

2. After 5 our child's untroubled breath 
U p to the Father took its way, 

And on our home the shade of Dea th , 
L ike a long twilight haunt ing lay, 

A n d friends came round, with us to weep 
H e r little spirit 's swift remove, 

T h e story of the Alpine sheep 
W a s told to us by one we love. 

3 . T h e y in the valley's sheltering care,8 

Soon crop t h e meadows' tender prime, 
A n d when t h e sod grows brown and bare, ' 

T h e Shepherd strives to make them climb 0 
T o airy8 shelves of pasture9 green, 

T h a t hang along the mountain 's side, 
W h e r e grass10 and flowers together lean, 

A n d down through mist the sunbeams slide. 

»Knelled (nild), tolled by a bel l ; struck as on a bell.—* Upburat 
(up bgrst').—• Thirst (thirst).—'1 Bear (Mr).—' After (iff er).—• C'4re.— 
' BSre.—' Airy ( 4 r ' e ) . - ' Pasture (p&t' yer).—» Grass 

4. B u t naught can t empt the timid th ings 
T h e steep and rugged path1 to try, 

Though sweet the shepherd calls and sings, 
A n d scar'd8 below the pastures lie, 

Till in his a rms his lambs he takes, 
A long the dizzy verge3 to go, 

Then, heedless of the rifts and breaks, 
T h e y follow on o'er rock and snow 

5. A n d in those pastures, lifted fai^4 

More dewy-soft t han lowland mead, 
T h e shepherd drops his tender care, 

And sheep and lambs toge ther feed. 
This parable, by N a t u r e breathed, 

B lew on m e as t h e south-wind free 
O'er frozen brooks, t h a t flow unsheathed 

F r o m icy thra l ldom 5 to the sea. 

6. A blissful vision6 t h rough the n igh t 
W o u l d all m y happy senses sway 

Of the Good Shephe rd on the height , 
Or cl imbing u p t h e starry way, 

Holding our little lamb asleep, 
Wni l e , l ike t h e murmur 7 of t he sea, 

Sounded t h a t voice a long the deep, 
Saying, " A r i s e , and follow me." M A R I A L O W E L L . 

L 0 

1 6 7 . T H E SLEEP. 

F all t h e t hough t s of God t h a t are 
B o r n e inward unto souls afar, 

A l o n g t h e Psalmist ' s music deep, 
Now tell m e if t h a t any is, 
For gi f t o r grace, surpassing th is— 

" H e g ive th H i s beloved, sleep ?" 

' P&tk. —* Shared, d r y ; burnt.—' Verge (vgrj), border; edge.—'Fair 
(fir).—1 Thril l 'dom, bondage; confinement.—• Vision (viz'un), some-
thing imagined to be seen, but not real.—' Murmur (m§r' mer), a low, 
continued or frequently repeated sound. 
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2. W h a t would we give to our beloved? 
T h e hero 's heart , to be unmoved ; 

T h e poet 's star-tuned h a r p to sweep ; 
T h e senate 's shout to pa t r io t vows; 
T h e monarch ' s crown to l ight the brows \ 

" H e giveth His beloved, sleep."1 

8. W h a t do we give to our beloved ? 
A little faith, all undisproved; 

A little dust, to over w e e p ; 
A n d b i t te r memories to m a k e 
T h e whole earth blasted for our sake ? 

" H e giveth His beloved, sleep." 

4. " Sleep soft, beloved!" we sometimes say, 
B u t have no tune t o charm away 

Sad dust t ha t th rough t h e eyelids c reep ; 
B u t never doleful dream again 
Shall b r e a k the happy slumber when 

" H e giveth His beloved, sleep." 

5. O Ea r th , so full of dreary noises! 
0 men, wi th wailing in your voices! 

0 delved* go ld! the wailer's h e a p ! 
0 strife, O curse, t h a t o'er it fa l l ! 
God makes a silence th rough you all, 

" A n d giveth His beloved, s leep!" 

6. H i s dews drop mutely on the h i l l ; 
H i s c loud above it rcsteth still, 

T h o u g h on its slope men toil and r eap ! 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 

" H e giveth His beloved, s leep!" 

1 "Except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build i t : 
except the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain. It 
Is vain for you to rise up early, to sit up late, to eat the bread of sor-
rows: for so he giveth his beloved sleep." (Psalm cxxvii. 1, 2.)—1 DJlv'ed 
dug out of the earth. 

7 Yea 1 men may wonder when they scan 
A living, th inking, feeling man, 

In such a rest his hear t to k e e p ; 
B u t angels s a y — a n d th rough the word 

x I ween1 the i r blessed smile is heard— 
" H e giveth His beloved, s leep!" 

8 For me, m y hear t , t h a t ers t ' did go 
Most l ike a t ired child at a show, 

T h a t sees t h rough tears the juggler ' s ' leap, 
W o u l d now its wearied vision close, 
W o u l d childlike on His love repose, 

" W h o giveth H i s beloved, sleep 1" 

9. A n d f r i ends ! dear friends 1 when it shall be 
T h a t th i s low brea th is gone from me, 

A n d round m y bier ye come to weep,— 
Le t one, mos t loving of you all, 
Say, " No t a tear must o 'er her fall— 

H E GIVETH H i s BELOVED, SLEEP 1" 
E L I Z A B E T H B A R R E T T B R O W N I N O . 

1 6 8 . A SISTER PLEADING FOR A CONDEMNED BRCTHEB 

Isabella. I a m a woful suitor to your h o n o r ; 
Please b u t your honor hea r me. 

Anr/elo. W e l l ; what ' s your s u i t ! 
Isab. T h e r e is a vice tha t most I do abhor, 

A n d most desire should mee t the blow of justice, 
For which I would n o t plead, b u t tha t I must . 

Anrj. W e l l ; t h e m a t t e r ? 
Isab. I have a b ro ther is condemn'd to d i e ; 

1 do beseech you, let i t b e his fault, 
And not m y bro ther . 

Any. C o n d e m n t h e fault, and not t h e actor of it ? 
W h y , every fault 's condemn 'd ere i t be d o n e ; 

1 When, th ink ; fancy ; imagine.—* Erst, at first; formerly ; till nov 
—3 J i g ' gler, a cheat ; a deceiver; one who practices or exhibits sleight 
of hand tricks. 



Mine were the very cipher of a function,1 

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 

Isab. 0 just but severe law! 
I had a brother, t h e n ' — m u s t he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 
Isab. Yes ; I do think tha t you migh t pardon him, 

And neither Heaven nor man grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. I will not do't. 
Isab. B u t can you, if you would ? 
Ang. Look ; what I will not, tha t I can not do. 
Isab. Bu t might you do't, and do the world no wrong 

if so your heart were touch'd with that remorse. 
A s mine is to him ? 

Ang. He 's sentenced; 'tis too late. 
Isab. Too late ? W h y , n o ; I, tha t do speak a word, 

May call it back aga in : well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to the great belongs, 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshal's truncheon,2 nor the judge's robe, 
Becomes them with one half so good a grace, 
As mercy does. If he had been as you, 
And you as he, you would have slipt like h i m ; 
Bu t he, like you, would not have been so stern. 

Ang. P r ay you, begone. 
Isab. I would to Heaven I had your potency,3 

And you were Isabel; should it then be thus? 
N o ; I would tell what ' twere to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit4 of the law, 
A n d you but waste your words. 

Isib. Alas! alas! 
W h y , all the souls that are, were forfeit once ; 
And He, tha t might the 'vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 

1 Function (fungk' shun), duty; office; performance.—1 Truncheon 
(trun' shun), a short staff; a club.—3 P6' ten cy, power ; authority.— 
•For" tat, that which is lost by an offense. 

If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? Oh, th ink on t h a t ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. B e you content, fair m a i d ; 
I t is the law, not I, condemns your brother. 
W e r e he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
I t should be thus wife, h i m ; h e dies to-morrdw. 

Isab. To-morrow? o h ! that 's sudden. Spare h im,spare him, 
Good, good my lord, bethink y o u : 
W h o is it feat ha th died for this offense ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Ang. The law ha th not beefi dead, though it hath slept; 
Those many had not dared to do tha t evil, 
If the first man that did the edict1 infringe,2 

Had answer'd for his deed. Now, 'tis awake; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
Or new, or by remissifess new-conceived, 
And so in prog'ress to be hatch'd and born, 
Are now to have no successive degrees; 
But ere they five, to end. 

Isab. Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show just ice; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 
W h i c h a dismiss'd offense would after gal l ; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied; 
Your brother dies to-morrow; be content. 

Isab. So you must be the first that gives this sentence: 
And he, that suffers: o h ! 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's s t rength; but it is tyrannous3 

To use it like a giant. Merciful Heaven! 
Thou rather, wife thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Splittest the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the soft myr t l e : Oh, but man, proud man, 

1 E' diet, proclamation ; law.—* In fringe', break; encroach upon.— 
Tyr* an nous, cruel; unjustly severe. 



Dress'd m a little brief authority, 
Most ignorant of what he's most assured, 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heaven, 
As make the angels weep. 
W e can not weigh our brother with yourself: 
Great men may jest with saints,—'tis wit in t h e m ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation.1 

That in the captain's but a choleric' word, 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy.' 

Any. W h y do you put these sayings upon me? 
Isab. Because authority, though it err like others, 

l la th yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice o' the t o p : go to your bosom; 
Knock there, and ask your hear t what it doth know 
That's like my brother's faul t : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 

Any. She speaks, 'tis sue*- ¿ense, 
That my sense bleeds with i t Fare you,well. 

Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back. 
Any. I will bethink m e ; come again to-morrow. 
Isab. Hark, how I'll bribe y o u ; good my lord, turn back. 
Any. H o w ! bribe me ? 
Isab. Ay, with such gifts, tha t Heaven shall share with you. 

Not with fond shekels4 of the tested5 gold, 
Or stones, whose rate is either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at Heaven, and enter there, 
Ere sunrise; prayers from preserved souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Any. Well, come to-morrow. 
Isab. Heaven keep your honor safe. SHAKSPEARR. 

1 Prof a ni ' tion, a violation of something sacred ; treating with abuse 
>r disrespect.—» Choleric (k6l' er ik), angry ; passionate.—' Blis' phe-
ny, irreverent or contemptuous words uttered wickedly against God.— 
Shekel (shjk' kl), a Jewish coin of the value of about half a dollar, or 

j k t y cents.— Mst' ed, tried ; purified. 

1 G 9 . T H E TRAVELER. * 

1. T T 7 I T H D R A W yon curtain, look within that room, 
" W h e r e all is splendor, yet where all is g loom: 

W h y weeps tha t mother ? why, in pensive mood, 
Group noiseless round, tha t little, lovely brood ? 
The battle-door is still, laid by each book, 
A n d the harp slumbers in its custom'd nook. 
W h o ha th done this ? what cold, unpitying foe 
Ha th made this house the dwelling-place of woe! 

2. 'Tis he, the husband, father, lost in care, 
O'er that sweet fellow in his cradle t h e r e : 
The gallant bark tha t rides by yonder strand 
Bears him to-morrow from his native land. 
W h y turns he, half unwilling, from his home, 
To tempt the ocean, and the earth to roam ? 
Wea l th he can boast a miser's sigh would hush, 
A n d health is laughing in tha t ruddy blush ; 
Friends spring to greet him, and he has no foe— 
So honor'd and so bless'd, what bids him go ?— 

3. His eye must see, his foot each spot must tread, 
W h e r e sleeps the dust of earth's recorded dead ; 
W h e r e rise the monuments of ancient time, 
Pillar and pyramid in age sublime; 
The Pagan 's temple and the Churchman's tower, 
War ' s bloodiest plain and Wisdom's greenest bower; 
All that his wonder woke in school-boy themes, 
All that his fancy fired in youthful d reams: 
W h e r e Socrates' once t augh t he thirsts to stray, 
Where Homer ' pour 'd his everlasting l ay ; 

1 Socrates, an illustrious Grecian philosopher and teacher of youth 
was born at Athens, in the year 468 B. C. Though the best of all the 
men of his time, and one of the wisest and most just of all men, he 
unjustly suffered the punishment of death for impiety at the age of sev-
enty.—' Homer, the most distinguished of poets, called the " Father of 
Song." He is supposed to have been an Asiatic Greek, though his 
birth-place, and the period in which he lived, are not known. 



F r g m Virgil 's1 tomb b e longs to pluck one flower 
B y Avon's® stream to live one moonlight b o u r ; 
To pause where England " garners up" he r great; 
A n d drop a patr iot ' s tear to Milton's3 f a t e ; 
Fame's living masters, too, h e must behold, 
W h o s e deeds shall blazon with the best of o ld ; 
Nat ions compare, their laws and customs scan, 
A n d read, wherever spread, t he book of M a n : 
Fo r these h e goes, self-banish'd f rom his hear th , 
A n d wrings the hearts of all h e loves on ear th . 

4. Y e t say, shall not new joy those hear ts inspire, 
W h e n , grouping round the future winter fire, 
T o hear the wonders of the world they burn, 
A n d lose his absence in his g lad re turn ?— 
Retu rn ?—alas! he shall re turn no more, 
T o bless his own sweet home, his own proud shore, 
Look once again—cold in his cabin now, 
Death ' s finger-mark is on his pallid brow ; 
N o wife stood by, he r pat ient watch to keep, 
T o smile on him, then turn away to w e e p ; 
Kind woman's place rough mariners supplied, 
A n d shared the wanderer 's blessing when h e died. 

5. W r a p p ' d in the raiment tha t it long must wear, 
H i s body to the deck they slowly b e a r ; 
Even there the spirit t ha t I sing is true, 
T h e crew look on with sad, b u t curious view; 
T h e set t ing sim flings round his farewell rays, 
O'er t h e broad ocean not a ripple p l ays ; 
H o w eloquent, how awful, in its power, 
T h e silent lecture of death's sabbath h o u r ! 

1 Virgil, the most distinguished of the Roman poets, was horn at 
Andes, a small village of Mantua, on the 15th of October, B c 70 
He died on the 22d of September, B. c. 19, before completing 'his fifty-
first year. His body lies buried at the distance of two miles from the 
city of Naples.—» Avon, a river in England, on the bank of which 
Shakspeare was born.—' John Milton, the most illustrious English poet 
was born in London, on the 9th of December, 1608. He died on Sun' 
day, the 8th of November, 1675. 

DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 3 9 3 

One voice tha t silence breaks—the prayer is said, 
A n d the last rite man pays to man is p a i d ; 
T h e plashing waters m a r k his resting-place, 
And fold h im round in one long, cold embrace ; 
B r i g h t bubbles for a momen t sparkle o'er, 
T h e n break, to be, like him, beheld no m o r e ; 
Down, countless fa thoms down, h e sinks to sleep, 
W i t h all t he nameless shapes tha t haun t t h e deep. 

CUARLES SPRAGUB. 

1 7 0 . DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 

TH E discovery itself of t h e Amer ican continent may, I think, 
fairly be considered t h e most extraordinary event in t h e his-

tory of the world. I n this, as in other cases, familiarity blunts 
the edge of our percept ions ; but much as I have meditated, and 
of ten as I have t reated this theme, its magnitude grows upon me 
with each successive contemplation. 

2. T h a t a continent nearly as large as Europe and Africa 
united, spread out on bo th sides of t h e equator, lying between 
the western shores of Europe and Africa and the eastern shore 
of Asia,1 wife ' groups of islands in e i ther ocean, as i t were stop-
ping-places on the march of discovery,—a continent, n o t inhab-
ited indeed by civilized races, but still occupied by one of the 
families of rational m a n , — t h a t th is g rea t hemisphere, I say, 
should have lain undiscovered for five thousand years upon t h e 
bosom of the deep,—a mys te ry so vast, within so short a dis-
tance, and y e t not found out,—is indeed a marvel. 

3. Mute nature, if I may so express myself, had made t h e 
discovery to the philosopher, for the preponderance5 of land in 
t h e eastern hemisphere demanded a counterpoise3 in t h e west. 
Dark-wooded trees, unknown to the E u r o p e a n naturalist, had 
from age to age drifted over t h e sea and told of t h e tropical 
forests where they grew. Stupendous ocean currents, driven 

1 Asia (¿' she a).—1 Pre pSn' der ance, greater weight.—8 Coun' ter poise, 
a weight to balance another; a force or power sufficient to balance 
another. 
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CLIARLBS SPEAQUE. 

1 7 0 . DISCOVERY OF AMERICA. 

TH E discovery itself of t h e Amer ican continent may, I think, 
fairly be considered t h e most extraordinary event in t h e his-

tory of the world. I n this, as in other cases, familiarity blunts 
the edge of our percept ions ; but much as I have meditated, and 
of ten as I have t reated this theme, its magnitude grows upon me 
with each successive contemplation. 

2. T h a t a continent nearly as large as Europe and Africa 
united, spread out on bo th sides of t h e equator, lying between 
the western shores of Europe and Africa and the eastern shore 
of Asia,1 wife ' groups of islands in e i ther ocean, as i t were stop-
ping-places on the march of discovery,—a continent, n o t inhab-
ited indeed by civilized races, but still occupied by one of the 
families of rational m a n , — t h a t th is g rea t hemisphere, I say, 
should have lain undiscovered for five thousand years upon t h e 
bosom of the deep,—a mys te ry so vast, within so short a dis-
tance, and y e t not found out,—is indeed a marvel. 

3. Mute nature, if I may so express myself, had made t h e 
discovery to the philosopher, for the preponderance5 of land in 
t h e eastern hemisphere demanded a counterpoise3 in t h e west. 
Dark-wooded trees, unknown to the E u r o p e a n naturalist, had 
from age to age drifted over t h e sea and told of t h e tropical 
forests where they grew. Stupendous ocean currents, driven 

1 Asia (¿' she a).—' Pre pSn' der ance, greater weight.—8 Coun' ter poise, 
a weight to balance another; a force or power sufficient to balance 
another. 



westward by the ever-breathing trade-winds,1 h ad wheeled their 
mighty flexures' along the Amer i can coast, and re turned to 
Europe with tidings of the everlasting breakwater3 which had 
stopped their way. 

4. Bu t the fullness of time h a d not ye t come. E g y p t and 
Assyria, and Tyre and Car thage, and Greece and Rome, must 
flourish and fall, before the seals are broken. T h e y mus t show 
what they can do for humani ty before the vail which hides its 
last hope is lifted up. The anc i en t civilization mus t be weighed 
in a balance and found want ing. 

5. Yes, and more. Na tu re m u s t unlock her rarest myster ies; 
t he quivering steel4 must learn t o tremble to t h e pole ; t he iis'-
trolabe5 must climb the arch of heaven, and br ing down the sun 
to the hor i 'zon; science mus t demon'strate® the sphericity1 of 
t he earth, which the ancients suspected, but could not p rove ; 
the press must scatter t he flying rear of media3val8 darkness ; 
t he creative instincts of a new political, intellectual, and social 
life, must begin to kindle into a c t i o n ; and then the Discoverer 
may go forth. E D W A R D E V E R E T T . 

1 7 1 . T H E FLIGHT OF YEARS. 

1. / " I O N E ! gdne forever !—like a rushing wave 
VJ Another year has b u r s t upon the shore 
Of earthly be ing—and its last low tones, 

1 Tride'-wind, a wind in or near the tropical countries, which con 
«stantly blows in the same direction. Vessels engaged in trade avail 
themselves of these winds, and hence their name. In north latitudes, 
they blow from northeast to southwest; and in south latitudes, from 
southeast to northwest.—* Flexures (flJks' yerz), bendings or windings. 
—' Breik' w4 ter, any mole, mound, or wall, raised in a river or harbor 
to break the force of the waves and protect shipping ; any thing that 
stops or changes the current of water.—4 The magnetic needle, or mari-
ner's compass.—4 As' tro libe, an instrument formerly used for measur-
ing the height of the sun or stars at sea.—• Di mon' strlte, to prove to 
a certainty, or with great clearness.—1 Sphericity (sft rls'i ty), roundness 
in every direction ; the shape of a ball.—' Me di aj' val, relating to the 
Middle Ages, that is, from the latter part of the fifth to the fifteenth 
century. This period, consisting of a thousand years, is sometimes 
called the dark ages, on account of the ignorance and want of learning 
which then existed. 

W a n d e r i n g in broken accents on the air, 
A r e dying to an echo. 

2. H i e gay spring, 
W i t h its young charms, has g o n e — g o n e with its leaves — 
I ts atmosphere of roses—its white-clouds 
Slumbering like seraphs' in t h e a i r—i ts birds 
Tell ing their loves in mus ic—and its s treams 
Leaping and shout ing from t h e up-piled rocks 
To make earth echo with t h e joy of waves. 

3. And summer, w i f e its dews and showers, has gone— 
I ts rainbows glowing on t h e dis tant cloud 
Like Spirits of the S to rm—i t s peaceful lakes 
Smiling in their sweet sleep, as if the i r dreams 
W e r e of the opening flowers, and budding trees. 
A n d overhanging sky—and its br ight mists 
Resting upon t h e mounta in tops, as crowns 
U p o n the heads of giants. 

4. A u t u m n too 
Has giSne, wi fe all its deeper g lor ies—gone 
W i t h its green hills like al tars of t h e world 
Lift ing their r ich fruit-offerings to the i r God— 
I ts cool winds s t raying mid t h e forest aisles' 
T o wake their thousand wind-harps—its serene 
A n d holy sunsets hang ing o'er t h e west 
Like banners f rom the bat t lements 3 of Heaven— 
And its still evenings, w h e n t h e moonli t sea 
W a s e ' e r throbbing, l ike t h e living hea r t 
Of fee great Universe . A y 4 — t h e s e are now 
Bu t sounds and visions of t h e pas t—the i r deep, 
W i l d beauty has depar ted f r o m t h e ea r th ; 
And they are ga the r ' d t o t h e embrace of Dea th , 
Their solemn hera ld to E te rn i ty . 

6. Nor have they gone alone. H i g h h u m a n hearts 
Of passion have gone w i f e t h e m . T h e fresh dust 

"Str 'aph, an angel of the highest order.—'Aisles (Hz), passages ; ab 
leys.—'Bit' tiements, walls of defense, with openings, raised on build-
ings.—4 Ay (&'), yes; certainly. 



I s chill on many a breast, tha t burn 'd erewhile 
W i t h fires tha t seem'd immorta l Joys, t ha t leap'd 
Like angels from the heart , and wander 'd free 
In life's young morn to look upon the flowers. 
T h e poetry of nature, and to list 
T h e woven sounds of breeze, and bird, and stream. 
U p o n the night air, have been stricken down 
In silence to the dust . 

6 Exultant1 Hope, 
T h a t roved forever on the buoyant ' winds 
Like the bright, s tarry bird of Paradise , 
A n d chanted to the ever-listenins hea r t 
In the wild music of a thousand tongues, 
Or soar'd into the open sky, until 
Night ' s burning gems seem'd jewel 'd on her brow, 
H a s shut her drooping wing, and made her home 
Wi th in the voiceless sepulchre. A n d Love, 
T h a t knel t a t Passion's holiest shrine, and gazed 
On his heart 's idol as on some sweet star, 
W h o s e pur i ty and distance make it dear, 
And dream'd of ecstasies,3 until his soul 
Seem'd but a lyre, t ha t waken'd in the glance 
Of the beloved o n e — h e too has gone 
T o his e ternal resting-place. 

7. And where 
I s stern Ambi t ion—he who madly grasp 'd 
A t Glory's fleeting phan tom 4 —he who sought 
His fame upon the battle-field, and long'd 
T o make his tlirc ne a pyramid of bones 
Amid a sea of blood ? H e too has g o n e ! 
Hi s s tormy voice is mute—his migh ty arm 
Is nerveless5 on its clod—his very name 
Is but a meteor6 of t he n igh t of years 

Exultant (egz &lt'ant), rejoicing greatly.—1 Buoyant (bwal'ant) 
oearing up ; light.—« Ec' sta sy, extreme joy or pleasure ; overpowering 
emotion.—4 Thin' torn, something that appears; something imagined to 
be seen, but not real.—* Ngrve' less, destitute of strehgtn ; powerless. 
—' Mfe' te or, a luminous body passing in the air ; any thing that dazzles 
and strikes with wonder. 

W h o s e gleams flash'd out a momen t o'er t he ear th 
And faded into nothingness. T h e dream 
Of j i g h devotion—beauty 's br ight a r r ay— 
And life's deep idol memories—all have pass'd 
Like the cloud-shadows on a starlight stream, 
Or a soft strain of music, when t h e winds 
Are s lumbering on the billdw. 

1 7 2 . T H E FLIGHT OF YEARS—CONCLUDED. 

] . y E T , why muse 
1 U p o n the past wi th sorrow ? Though the year 

H a s gone to blend wi th t h e mysterious tide 
Of old Eternity, and borne along 
U p o n its heaving breast a thousand wrecks 
Of glory and of beau ty—ye t , why mourn 
T h a t such is destiny ? 

2. A n o t h e r year 
Succeedeth to the pas t—in their br ight round 
T h e seasons come and g o — t h e same blue arch, 
T h a t hath hung o'er us, will hang o'er us y e t — 
T h e same pure stars tha t we have loved to watch, 
Wi l l blossom still a t twi l ight ' s gentle hour, 
L ike lilies on the t omb of day—and stilf 
Man will remain, to dream as h e ha th dream'd, 
A n d mark the air with passion. 

3. Love will spring 
F r o m t h e lone t omb of old Affect ions—Hope, 
And Joy , and grea t Ambi t i on will rise u p 
As they have r i sen—and their deeds will b e 
Br igh te r than those engraven on the scroll 
Of par ted centuries. Even now the sea 
Of coming years, benea th whose mighty waves 
Life's g rea t events are heav ing into birth, 
I s tossing to and fro, as if t h e winds 
Of heaven were prison'd in its soundless depths, 
A n d struggling to be free. 



4- Weep not, that Time 
Is passing on—it will ere long reveal 
A brighter era1 to t h e nations. H a r k ! 
Along the vales and mountains of the earth 
There is a deep, portentous2 murmuring, 
Like the swift rush of subterranean' streams, 
Or like the mingled souuds of earth and air, 
When the fierce Tempest, with' sonorous4 wing, 
Heaves his deep folds upon the rushing winds, 
And hurries onward with his night of clouds 
Against the eternal mountains. 

5- 'Tis the voice 
Of infant Freedom—and her stirring call 
Is heard and answer'd in a thousand tones 
From every hill-top of her western home— 
And lo! it breaks across old Ocean's flood— 
And 44 Freedom! Freedom!" is the answering shout 
Of nations starting from the spell of years. 

6. The day-spring!—see!—'tis brightening in the heavens! 
The watchmen of t h e night have caught the sign— 
From tower to tower the signal-fires flash free— 
And the deep watch-word, like the rush of seas 
That heralds the volcano's bursting flame, 
Is sounding o'<er the earth. 

7. Br igh t years of hope 
And life are on the wing!—Yon glorious bow 
Of Freedom, bended by the hand of God, 
Is spanning5 Time's dark 

surges.5 I ts high Arch, 
A type of Love and Mercy on the cloud, 

1 E' ra, a fixed point of time from which any number of years is begun 
to be counted ; a number of years, following each other in order, com-
mencing at a fixed time, or contained between two fixed points of time. 
—Tor tint 'ous, foretokening ill; wonderful; threatening.—* Sub ter-
l i ' nean, being under the surface of the earth.—4Son6'rous, giving a 
full sound; loitd-sounding.—1 Spin' ning, measuring or reaching from 
one side to the other.—* Surges (s3rj'ez), rising billows; great waves 
rolling above the g ¡neral surface of the water. 

Telis, that the many storms of human life 
Will pass in silence, and the sinking waves, 
Gathering the forms of glory and of peace, 
Reflect the undimm'd brightness of the Heavens. 

GEORGE D . PRENTICE. 

1 7 3 . THE DECAY OF NATURE AND OF M A N . 

TH E R E is an eventide in the day—an hour when the sun r e 
tires, and the shadows fall, and when nature assumes the 

appearances of soberness and silence. I t is an hour from which 
everywhere the thoughtless fly, as peopled only in their imagi-
nation with images of gloom ; it is the hour, on the other hand, 
which, in every age, the wise have loved, as bringing with it 
sentiments and affections more valuable than all the splendors of 
the day. 

2. I ts first impression is to still all the turbulence' of thought 
or passion which the day may have brought forth. W e follow, 
with our eye, the descending s u n ; we listen to the decaying 
sounds of labor and of t o i l ; and when all the fields arc silent 
around us, we feel a kindred stillness breathe upon our souls, and 
calm them from the agitations of society. 

3. From this first impression, there is a second, which natu-
rally follows it. In the day we are living with men ; in the even-
tide we begin to live with na tu re ; we see the world withdrawn 
from us, the shades of night darken over the habitations of men, 
and we feel ourselves alone. I t is an hour, fitted, as it would 
seem, by Him who made us, to still, but with gentle hand, the 
throb of every unruly passion, and the ardor of every impure 
desire, and, while it vails for a t ime the world that misleads us, 
to awaken in our hearts those legitimate8 affections which the 
heat of the day may have dissolved. 

4. There is yet a further scene it presents to us. While the 
world withdraws from us, and while the shades of the evening 
darken upon our dwellings, the splendors of the firmament3 come 

'Turbulence (t£r' bu 15ns), confusion ; commotion ; troubled state.— 
' Le git' i mite, lawful; t rue ; belonging to their nature.—'Firm'a-
mcnt, the heavens. 



forward to our view. In the moments when earth is ovcrshad 
owed, heaven opens to our eyes the radiance1 of a sublimer 
b e i n g , our hear ts follow the successive splendors of the scene; 
and while we forget, for a time, the obscurity of earthly con-
cerns, we feel t ha t there are " ye t greater tilings than these," 
and that we " have a Father who dwelleth in the heavens, and 
who ye t deigneth to consider the things tha t are upon earth." 

o. There is, in the second place, an " eventide" in t h e yea r— 
a season, as we now witness, when the sun withdraws his pro-
pitious* l igh t—when the winds arise, and the leaves fall, and 
nature around us seems t o sink into decay. I t is said, in general, 
to be the-season of melancholy; and if, by this word, be meant 
tha t it is t h e t ime of solemn and of serious thought , it is un-
doubtedly the season of .melancholy; ye t it is a melancholy so 
soothing, so gentle in its approach, and so prophetic3 in its influ-
ence, t h a t t hey who have known i t feel, instinctively, t h a t i t is 
t he doing of God, and t h a t t he hear t of man is not thus finely 
touched but to fineissues.4 

6. I t is a season, in the first place, which tends to wean us 
from the passions of the world. Every passion, however base or 
unworthy, is ye t eloquent. I t speaks to us of present enjoy-
ment ; it tells us of w h a t men have done and what men may do, 
and i t supports us everywhere by the example of many around 
us. W h e n we go out into the fields in the evening of the year, 
a different voice approaches us. W e regard, even in spite of 
ourselves, t he still, but steady advances of time. 

7. A few days ago, and the summer of the year was grateful, 
and every e lement was filled with life, and the sun of heaven 
seemed to glory in his ascendant.3 H e is now enfeebled in his 
p o w e r ; t h e desert no more " blossoms like the r o s e ; " the song 
of joy is no more heard among the branches ; and the earth is 
strewed with tha t foliage which once bespoke the magnificence4 

of summer . Wlia tever may be the passions which society baa 
awakened, we pause amid this apparent desolation of na tu re 

1 Ri 'diance, vivid brightness; splendor.—' Propitious (pro pish'us), 
highly favorable.—'"Pro phit ' ic , containing a previous assertion of a 
future event. * Issue (Ish' shi), effect; result .-» As c5nd'ant, superioi 
Influence; elevation. — 6 Mag nlf i cence, grandeur of appearance; 
splendor of show or state. 

W e sit down in t h e lodge " of the wayfaring man in the wilder-
ness,'' and we feel tha t all we witness is t he emblem of our own 
fate. 

8. Such, also, in a few years, will be our own condition. T h e 
blossoms of our spring, t h e pride of our summer, will also fade 
into decay ; and the pulse t h a t now beats h igh with virtuous 
or with vicious desire, will gradual ly sink, and then must stop 
forever. W e rise f rom our meditat ions with hear ts softened 
and subdued, and we re turn into life as into a shadowy scene, 
svhere we have " disquieted ourselves in vain." 

1 7 1 . TIIE DECAY OF NATURE AND OF M A N - -CONCLUDED. 

IT is the peculiar character of the melancholy which such sea-
sons excite, t h a t i t is general . I t is not an individual re-

mons t rance ; it is not the harsh language of human wisdom, 
which too often insults while i t instructs us. W h e n the winds 
of au tumn sigh around us, thei r voice speaks not to us only, but 
to our k i n d ; and the lesson they teach us is not tha t we alone 
decay, but t h a t such also is t h e fa te of all the generat ions of 
man. " T h e y are the green leaves of the tree of the desert, 
which perish and are renewed." 

2. In such a sentiment t h e r e is a kind of sublimity mingled 
with its me lancho ly : our tears fall, but thev fall not for our-
selves; and, al though the train of our thoughts may have begun 
with the selfishness of our own concerns, we feel that , by the 
ministry of some mysterious power, t h e y end in awakening out 
concern for every being tha t lives. 

3. Ye t a few years, we think, and all t ha t now bless, or all 
tha t now convulse, humani ty , will also have perished. T h e 
mightiest pageantry 1 of life will pass ; t h e loudest notes of tri-
umph or of conquest will be silent in the g r a v e ; the wicked, 
wherever active, "w i l l cease f rom troubling," and the weary, 
wherever suffering, " will be a t rest ." U n d e r an impression so 
profound, we f jel our own hear ts be t te r . T h e cares, t he animos-

1 Pi ' geant ry something by way of ostentation or show; pompous 
exhibition. 



itics, the hatreds, which society may have engendered,* sink un-
perceived from our bosoms. 

4. In the general desolation of nature, we feel the littleness of 
our own passions; we look forward to that kindred evening 
which time must bring to all ; we anticipate the graves of those 
we hate, as of those we love. Every unkind passion falls, with 
the leaves that fall around u s ; and we return slowly to our 
homes, and to the society which surrounds us, with the wish 
only to enlighten or to bless them. 

5. There is an eventide in human life, a season when the eve 
becomes dim, and the strength decays, and when the winter of 
age begins to shed upon the human head its prophetic snow. 
It is the season of life to which the present is most analogous ;3 

and much it becomes, and much it would profit you, my eldei 
brethren, to mark the instructions which the season brings. 

6. The spring and the summer of your days are gone, and 
with them, not only the joys they knew, but many of the friends 
who gave them. You have entered upon the autumn of your 
being, and whatever may have been the profusion of your spring, 
or the warm intemperance of your summer, there is yet a sea-
son of stillness and of solitude, which the beneficence4 of Heaven 
affords you, in which you may meditate upon the past and the 
future, and prepare yourselves for the mighty change which rou 
arc then to undergo. 

1. If it be thus, my elder brethren, you have the wisdom to 
use the decaying season of nature, it brings wife it consolations 
more valuable than all the enjoyments of former days. In the 
long retrospect5 of your journey, you have seen every day the 
shades of the evening fall, and every year the clouds of winter 
gather. Bu t you have seen also, every succeeding dav, the 
morning arise in its brightness, and in evety succeeding year the 
spring return to renovate6 t he winter of nature. 

8. I t is now you may understand the magnificent7 language 

•Animòs ' i ty , extreme ha t red . -*Engineered , given birth to ; 
caused or produced.- ' A nil' o gous, bearing some proportion or resem-
blance — lie nèf i cence, active goodness, kindness, or charity—1» Bit'-
io speci, contemplation or view of something past; review.- ' RJn' o-
vàte, to ,estere to a good stote; to make n3w, fresh, or vigorous. -
Magnificent, brilliant; splendid. 

of Heaven : it mingles its voice wife feat of revelation; it sum-
mons you, in these hours when fee leaves fall, and the winter is 
gathering, to that evening study which the mercy of Heaven has 
provided in the book of salvation; and while the shadowy val-
ley opens which leads to fee abode of death, it speaks of that 
hand which can comfort and can save, and which can conduct 
to those " green pastures and those still waters," where there is 
an eternal spring tor the children of God. ARCHIBALD ALISO.N. 

1 7 5 . T H E DEATH OF A D A M . 

1. r j l H E sun, in summer majesty on high, 
-L Darted his fierce effulgence' down the s k y ; 

Ygt dimm'd and blunted were the dazzling rays, 
His orb expanded through a dreary haze, 
And, circled wife a red, portentous5 zone, 
H e look'd in sickly horror from his t h r o n e : 
T h e vital air was still; fee torrid hea t 
Oppress'd our hearts, that labor'd hard to beat. 
W h e n higher noon had shrunk the lessening shade, 
Thence to his home our father we convey'd; 
And strctch'd him, pillow'd with his latest sheaves, 
On a fresh couch of green and fragrant leaves. 
Here, though his sufferings through the glen were known, 
W e chose to watch his dying-bed alone, 
Eve, Seth, and I.s 

2. In vain he sigh'd for rest, 
A n i oft his meek complainings thus express'd: 
" Blow on me, W i n d ! I faint wife h e a t ! Oh, bring 
Delicious water from the deepest spr ing; 
Your sunless shadows o'er my limbs diffuse,4 

Y e Cedars! wash me cold with midnight dews; 
Cheer me, my friends! with looks of kindness cheer ; 
Whisper a word of comfort in mine ea r ; 

1 Ef ful'gence, a flood of l ight; splendor.—' Portint'ous, ominous; 
toreboding ill.—' E N I C H is here supposed to relate the circumstances 
of the death of ADAM. —4 Diffuse (dlffuz'), pour out ; spread; extend in 
all directions. 



Those sorrowing faces fill my soul with g loom— 
This silence is the silence of t h e tomb " 

3. T h e sun went down amid an angry glare 

Of flushing clonds, t ha t crimson'd all t he a i r ; 
The winds brake loose; t he forest boughs were te rn , 
And dark aloof the eddying foliage bo rne : 
Catt le to shelter scudded in a f f r igh t ; 
T h e florid Evening vanish'd into night : 
T h e n burst the hurr icane upon the vale, 
In peals of thunder , and thick-volley'd ha i l ; 
P r o n e rushing rains wi th torrents whelm'd the l a n d ; 
Our cot amid a river seem'd to s tand; 
Around its base, t he foamy-crested streams 
Flash'd through the darkness to the lightning's g l eams ; 
W i t h monstrous throes an ear thquake heaved the ground 
T h e rocks were rent, the mountains trembled round : 
Never, since Nature into being came, 
H a d such mysterious motion shook her f r a m e : 
W e thought , ingulf 'd in floods, or wrapt in fire, 
T h e world itself would perish with our sire. 

4. Amid this war of elements, within 
More dreadful grew the sacrifice of sin, 
Whose victim on his bed of tor ture lay, 
Brea th ing t h e slow remains of life away. 
Erewhile, victorious faith sublimer rose 
Benea th the pressure of collected woes; 
B u t now his spirit waver'd, went and came, 
Like the loose vapor of depar t ing flame, 
Till a t t he point, when comfort seem'd to die 
Forever in his fix'd unclosing eye, 

Br igh t th rough the smoldering ashes of the man, 
T h e saint brake forth, a n d ' A d a m thus b e g a n : — 

5 " Oh, y e who shudder a t this awful strife, 
This wrestling agony of Death and Life, 
Think not tha t He , on whom m y soul is cait, 
Will leave me thus forsaken to the las t : 
Nature 's infirmity alone you see ; 

My chains are breaking, I shall soon be free. 
Though firm in God the spir i t holds her trust , 
T h e flesh is frail, and t rembles into d u s t 
Thou , of my faith the Au tho r and the End 1 
Mine early, late, and everlasting F r i end ! 
T h e joy, t ha t once t h y presence gave, restore, 
E r e I am summon'd hence, and seen no more . 
D o w n to the dust re turns th i s ear th ly frame— 
Receive m y spirit, L o r d ! from whom it c a m e ; 
R e b u k e the Tempter , show t h y power to s a v e ; 
Oh, let t h y glory l ight me to t h e grave, 
T h a t these, who witness m y depar t ing brea th , 
May learn to t r iumph in t h e grasp of death." 

6. H e closed his eyelids wi th a t ranqui l smile, 
A n d seem'd to rest in silent p rayer awhile. 
Around his couch with filial awe w e kneel 'd, 
W h e n suddenly a l ight f r o m heaven reveal 'd 
A spirit, t ha t stood within t h e unopen 'd door-: 
T h e sword of God in his right h a n d h e b o r e ; 
H i s countenance was l igh tn ing , and his vest 
L ike snow at sunrise on t h e mounta in ' s c res t ; 
Y e t so benignly1 beautiful his form, 
H i s presence still'd t h e fu ry of t h e s t o r m ; 
A t once t h e winds retire, t h e waters cease : 
H i s look was love, his sa luta t ion " PEACE !" 

7 Our mother first beheld h im , sore amazed, 
B u t t e r ro r grew to t ranspor t , while she gazed. 
" ' T i s he, t he P r ince of Se raph im! 8 who drove 
Our banish 'd feet f rom Eden ' s h a p p y grove. 
Adam, m y life, my spouse, a w a k e ! " she c r ied ; 
" R e t u r n to Pa rad i se ; behold t h y Guide! 
Oh, let me follow in th i s d e a r embrace!" 
S h e sunk, and on his bosom hid her face. 

B. A d a m look'd u p ; h is visage c h a n g e d its hue, 
Transform'd into an angel 's a t t he view. 

1 Bentyn' ly, kindly ; graciously.—1 S6r' a phim, angels of t'ie high 
est order. 



u I come!" lie cried, wi fe fai th 's full t r iumph fired, 
A n d in a sigh of ecstasy' expired. 
T h e l ight was vanish'd, and the vision fled: 
W e stood alone, t h e living wi fe the dead : 
T h e ruddy embers, g l immer ing round fee room, 
Display 'd the corpse amid t h e solemn g l o o m ; 
B u t o'er t he scene a holy calm reposed, 
T h e ga te of heaven had open'd there, and closed. 

J A M E S MONTGOMERY. 

1 7 6 . T H E GLOVE AND THE LIONS. 

__ » ' O * ^ i v v a i n ^ UU LAIV3 UUlil t j 

. T h e nobles fill'd the benches round, t h e ladies by their side, 
A n d 'mongst them sat fee Coun t de Lorge, w i f e one for w "v igv , ..mix uuo mr 

whom he s i g h ' d : 
• A n d t ru ly ' twas a gallant t h i n g to see t h a t crowning show, 

Valor and love, and a k ing above, and fee royal hear ts below 
2. Ramp 'd and roar 'd the lions, w i f e horr id laughing jaws • 

T h e y bit, they glared,8 gave blows like beams, a w ind 'wen t 
w i f e their p a w s : 

W i t h wallowing might and stifled roar, t hey roll'd on one 
another , 

Till all fee pit , with sand and mane, was in a feund'rous 
smothe r ; 

T h e bloody foam above fee bars came whizzing th ro ' fee air • 
Said Francis then, " F a i t h ! gent lemen, we're bet ter here t h a n 

t h e r e ! " 

3 ' w e « L ° r g i l 0 V G ° ' e r h c a r d t h e k i n S - a beauteous lively dame, 
W i f e smiling hps and sharp b r igh t eyes, which always seem'd 

the s a m e ; 

She t h o u g h t , - T h e Count m y lover is brave as brave can b e ; 
H e sure y would do wondrous th ings to show his love of m e — 
Kings, ladies, lovers, all look o n ; the occasion is d iv ine! 
I'll drop m y glove, to prove his l o v e : g rea t g lory will be m i n e ! 

1 Ec' sta sy, literaUy, a being out of one's self; hence, rapture: over-
{lowering emotioD —1 Glared. 

4. She dropp'd her glove, to prove his love, then iook'd a t h im 
and smi led ; 

H e bow'd, and in a m o m e n t l6ap 'd among the lions wild. 
T h e leap was quick, re turn was qu ick—he has regain'd the 

place,— 
Then threw fee g love—but n o t w i f e love—right in fee lady's 

face. 
" B y heaven!" cried Francis , " r i g h t l y done ! " and h e rose 

from where he s a t : 
" No love, ' quoth he, " but vani ty , sets love a task like t h a t ! " 

L E I G H H U N T . 

1 7 7 . SCENES FROM THE COMEDY OF " M O N E Y . " 1 

E V E L Y N , a rich man offashion—STOUT and GLOSSMORE, violent politicians of op-
posite parties—SHARP, a lawyer. 

Enter Evelyn, meeting Stout, who comes in out of breath, with 
haste—$harp is seated at a desk. 

Evelyn. Stout, you look h e a t e d ! 
Stout [with great eagerness, but pompously]. I hea r y o u v e 

just bought the g rea t Groginhole p roper ty . 
Evelyn. I t is t rue . ' S h a r p says i t ' s a bargain . 
Stout. Wel l , m y dear f r i end Hopkins , member for Grogin-

hole, can't3 live another mon th—exce l l en t creature, t he dearest 
friend I have in fee wor ld 4 —but t h e interests of mank ind forbid 
regret for individuals! P o p k i n s in tends to start for the borough5 

fee instant Hopkins is d e a d ! — y o u r interest will secure his 
election. Now is your t i m e ! p u t yourself forward in the march 
of en l igh tenment !—By all t h a t ' s bigoted,6 here comes Glossmore! 

Enter Glossmore. 
Gloss, [eagerly]. So lucky t o find you at home ! Hopkins, of 

Groginhole, is not long for t h i s world. Popkins, t he brewer,7 

is already canvassing u n d e r h a n d (so Tery ungent leman- l ike!) 

1 In the following dialogue, which is supposed to be a copy of the con-
versation of ordinary life, the style of the reader should be spirited, un-
restrained, and free from effort and declamation.—' True (trfl).—1 CUn't. 
—4 World (wSrld).—5 Borough (bur' rb), a town incorporated with cer-
tain privileges ; in England, a town that sends members to parliament— 
• Big' ot ed, full of blind zeal: prejudiced.—' Brewer Cbrfl' er). 



u I come!" lie cried, wi fe fai th 's full t r iumph fired, 
A n d in a sigh of ecstasy' expired. 
T h e l ight was vanish'd, and the vision fled: 
W e stood alone, t h e living with the dead : 
T h e ruddy embers, g l immer ing round the room, 
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T h e ga te of heaven had open'd there, and closed. 
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1 Ec' sta sy, literaUy, a being out of one's self; hence, rapture: over-
{lowering emotion —1 Glared. 
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H e bow'd, and in a m o m e n t l6ap 'd among the lions wild. 
T h e leap was quick, re turn was qu ick—he has regain'd the 
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Then threw fee g love—but n o t w i f e love—right in the lady's 
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" B y heaven!" cried Francis , " r i g h t l y done ! " and h e rose 

from where he s a t : 
" No love, ' quoth he, " but vani ty , sets love a task like t h a t ! " 
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just bought the g rea t Groginhole p roper ty . 
Evelyn. I t is t rue . ' S h a r p says i t ' s a bargain . 
Stout. Wel l , m y dear f r i end Hopkins , member for Grogin-

hole, can't3 live another mon th—exce l l en t creature, t he dearest 
friend I have in fee wor ld 4 —but t h e interests of mank ind forbid 
regret for individuals! P o p k i n s in tends to start for the borough5 

fee instant Hopkins is d e a d ! — y o u r interest will secure his 
election. Now is your t i m e ! p u t yourself forward in the march 
of en l igh tenment !—By all t h a t ' s bigoted,6 here comes Glossmore! 

Enter Glossmore. 
Gloss, [eagerly]. So lucky t o find you at home ! Hopkins, of 

Groginhole, is not long for t h i s world. Popkins, t he brewer,7 

is already canvassing u n d e r h a n d (so very ungent leman- l ike!) 

1 In the following dialogue, which is supposed to be a copy of the con-
versation of ordinary life, the style of the reader should be spirited, un-
restrained, and free from effort and declamation.—' True (trfl).—1 CUn't 
—4 World (wirld).—• Borough (bur' rb), a town incorporated with cer-
tain privileges ; in England, a town that sends members to parliament— 
• Big' ot ed, full of blind zeal: prejudiced.—' Brewer Cbr&' er). 



K e e p your interest for young Lord Cipher—a most valuable 
candidate. This is an awful m o m e n t — t h e constitution depends 
on his re turn! ' Vo te for C i p h e r ! 

Stout. Popk in s is your man . 
Evelyn [musing]. C ipher and Popk ins—Popkins and Cipher. 

En l igh tenment and Popk ins—Ciphe r and the Const i tu t ion! I 
am puzzled! Stout , I am not known at Groginhole! 

i Stout. Y o u r property's known t h e r e ! ! 

Evelyn. B u t pur i ty of election—independence of voters. 
Stout. T o be s u r e C i p h e r bribes abominably. Frus t ra te his 

schemes—preserve4 t he liberties of the bo rough—turn every 
man out of h is house who votes against5 en l ightenment and 
Popkins . 

Evelyn. R i g h t ! down w i f e those who take the liberty to ad 
mire any liberty except our l ibe r ty ! T h a t is l iber ty! 

Gloss. Cipher has a s take in the country—will have fifty 
thousand a-year : Cipher will never give a vote wi thout consid-
ering beforehand how people of fifty thousand a-year will be 
affected by t h e motion. 

Evelyn. R i g h t ; for as wi thout law there would be no prop-
erty, so to be the law for proper ty is the only proper proper ty 
of law ! T h a t is l a w ! 

Stout. Popk in s is all for e c o n o m y : there 's a sad waste of the 
public money—they give t h e Speaker five thousand a-year, when 
F v e a brother-in-law who takes the chair6 a t t he vestry,7 and 
who assures8 me confidentially he 'd consent to be Speaker for 
half" the money. 

Gloss. Enough , Mr. Stout . Mr. Evelyn has too much at 
s take for a leveler. 

Stout. A n d too m u c h sense for a bigot. 
Gloss. A bigot , s i r ! 
Stout. Yes, a b i g o t ! [Puts his hat on, and with his hands in 

his pockets looks fiercely at Glossmore.] 

1 Return (return').—3 There (thár).—' Sure (sbSr).—* Pre sirve'.— 
'Against (agénsf) .—' Cháír.—' Y Is1 try, a room for extra meetings; 
in the Episcopal Church, a committee which manages the worldly con-
cerns of the parish.—6 Assure (ash shór'), to tell positively; declare.— 
' HiZf. 

Evelyn [laughing]. Mr. Evelyn has no politics at all. Did 
^ou ever play at battledore? 

Both. Ba t t l edo re ! 
Evelyn. Ba t t l edore—tha t is, a contest between two pa r t i e s : 

bo th parties knock about something w i f e singular s k i l l : some-
thing is kep t u p — h i g h — l o w — h e r e — t h e r e — e v e r y w h e r e — n o -
where ! H o w grave are the p l aye r s ! how anxious the bystand-
ers ! how noisy the bat t ledores! Bu t , when this something falls 
to the ground, only fancy—it ' s nothing 1 b u t cork and fea thers !— 
Go and play by yourselves—I'm no hand at it. 

Stout [aside]. Sad ignorance! A r i s t o c r a t !J 

Gloss [aside]. Heart less principles! Pa rvenu! 5 

Stout. T h e n you don ' t go against u s ! I ' l l br ing Popk ins to 
morrow. 

Gloss. Keep yourself free till I present Cipher to you. 
Stout. I mus t go to inquire af ter Hopkins . T h e re turn of 

Popk ins will be an era4 in history. [Goes out. 
Gloss. I must g o to t h e c lub : t h e eyes of t h e country are 

upon Groginhole. I f Cipher fail, t h e constitution is gone. 

[Goes out 
Evelyn. All par t ies a l ike ! no th ing b u t m o n e y ! Money 

versus* Man ¡—Sharp, come h e r e ! — l e t me look a t you. [Sharp 
~ises from the a e s i . ] You are m y agent , m y lawyer, m y man 
of business. I believe you h o n e s t ; — b u t wha t is honesty ?— 
where does i t exist ?—in w h a t p a r t of us ? 

Sharp. I n the hear t , I suppose, sir. 
Evelyn. Mr. Sharp , i t exists in t h e breeches6 pocke t ! Ob-

serve,7 I lay this piece of yellow ear th 8 on the t ab l e—I ccn tem' -
p la te you both ; — t h e man t h e r e — t h e gold here . Now, there is 
m a n y a man in those streets as hones t as you are, who moves, 
thinks, feels, and reasons as well as we d o ; excellent in form, 
imperishable in s o u l ; who, if h i s pockets were three days 
empty, would sell thought , reason, body, and soul too, for tha t 

1 Nothing (nuth'ing).—' Aristocrat (4r'is to krat), one who favors a 
foim of government whose power is vested in the principal persons of a 
state ; a haughty or overbearirg person.—* P&r' ve nu, an upstart; one 
lately come into notice.—* E ' -a, a fixed point of time from which any 
number of years is begun to be counted.— * Vir'sus, against — 
• Breeches (brlch'ez).—T Observe (ob zirv).—8 Earth (Srth). 



little coin Is t h a t t he fault of the man ? N o ! i t is t he fault 
of mankind. God made man ; behold wha t mank ind has mad£ 
a g o d ! B y the by, Sharp , send a hundred pounds to the 
poor bricklayer whose house was burnt" down yesterday. 

Sharp. Yes, sir. 
Evelyn. Wel l , man, don ' t s tand gaping 5 there : have you no 

bowels ? Go and see to i t immediately. [They go out at oppo-
site sides 

E D W A R D B U L W E R LYTTON. 

1 7 8 . T H E WONDERFUL " ONE-HOSS-STIAY." 

A LOGIOAL STORY. 
T T A V E you h e a r d of the wonderful one-hoss-shay, 
J~L T h a t was bui l t in such a logical3 way 
I t ran a hundred years to a day, 
A n d then, of a sudden, i t—ah, b u t stay, 
I ' l l tell you w h a t happen 'd , wi thout de l ay— 
Scaring4 t he parson into fits, 
Fr ightening people out of thei r wi t s— 
H a v e you ever h e a r d of that , I say ? 
Seventeen h u n d r e d and fifty-five, 
Georgius Secunduss was then al ive— 
Snuffy old d rone f rom t h e German h i v e ! 
Tha t was the yea r when Lisbon6 town 
Saw the ear th open and gu lp he r down, 
A n d Braddock 's 7 a r m y was done so brown, 
Left without a scalp to its crown. 

1 Burnt (bernt).—' Gdp' ing.—> Logical (l6j' ik al), according to the 
rules of correct thinking and reasoning ; discriminating.—1 SciLr' ing. 
• Georgius Secundus, King George II. of England, bom in 1683, and died 
October 25,1760.— • Lisbon (l!z' bon), a city of Western Europe, capital of 
the kingdom of Portugal, situated on the right bank of the Tagus, near 
its mouth in the Atlantic Ocean. The earthquake here alluded to threw 
down a considerable portion of the city, and destroyed about 60,000 of 
its inhabitants.—' E D W A R D BRADDOCK, Major-General and Commander-
in-Chief of the British forces in America, conducted an expedition against 
Fort Duquesne (du kin') , now Pittsburgh. On the 9th of July, 1755, while 
attempting to invest the fort, he fell into an ambuscade, prepared by tha 
Indians and the French, in which he lost nearly one-half of his troops, 
and himself received a mortal wound. 

1. 

2 . 

THE WONDERFUL 4 1 1 

I t was on the terrible ear thquake-day 
T h a t t h e Deacon finish'd the one-hoss-shay. 

8. Now, in building of chaises, I tell you what , 
There is always, somewhere, a weakest s p o t -
In hub , tire, felloe, in spring or thill, 
In panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill, 
In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace—lurk ing still, 
F ind it somewhere you mus t and wil l— 
Above or below, o r within or wi thou t— 
And tha t ' s t he reason, beyond a doubt, 
A chaise breaks down, b u t doesn't wear out. 

4. B u t the Deacon swore—(as Deacons do, 
W i t h an " I dew vum," or an " I tell yeou")— 
H e would build one shay to bea t t he taown 
' N ' t he keounty ' n ' all t he ken t ry r aoun ' ; 

I t should be so bu i l t t h a t i t couldn' break d a o w n : 
— " F u r , " said t h e Deacon, " ' t i s migh ty plain 
T h a t the weakes ' place mus ' stan' t h e s t r a in ; 
' N ' t he way t ' fix it , uz I maintain, 
I s only jes t 

T o make tha t p lace uz s t rong uz the rest ." 

5. So the Deacon inquired of t h e village folk 
W h e r e h e could find t h e s trongest oak, 
T h a t couldn't b e split, nor bent , nor b roke— 
T h a t was for spokes, and floor, and sills; 
H e sent for lancewood, to make t h e th i l l s ; 
T h e crossbars were ash, f rom t h e straightest t rees ! 
T h e panels of white-wood, t h a t cuts like cheese, 
B u t lasts like i ron for th ings like t h e s e ; 
The hubs f rom logs f rom t h e " Settler 's El lum"— 
Last of its t i m b e r — t h e y couldn't sell ' e m — 
Never an ax had seen their chips, 
A n d the wedges flew from between their lips, 
The i r b lun t ends frizzled like celery-t ips; 
Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw, 
Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too, 
Steel of the finest, b r ight and b l u e ; 
Thoroughbrace bison-skin, th ick and w ide ; 



Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide, 
Found in the pit where the tanner died 
T h a t was the way he " p u t her through." 
" There 1" said the Deacon, " naow she'll dew 1" 

6 . D o ! I tell you, I ra ther guess 
She was a wonder, and nothing less! 
Colts grew horses, beards turn 'd gray 
Deacon and deaconess dropp'd away, 
Children and grandchi ldren—where are they 
B u t the re stood the stout old one-hoss-shay, 
A s fresh as on Lisbon ear thquake-day! 

7 . E I G H T E E N H U N D R E D came, and found 
T h e Deacon's masterpiece strong and sound. 
Eighteen hundred, increased by t e n — 
" H a h n s u m kerr idge" they call'd it then . 
E ighteen hundred and twenty c a m e ; 
Runn ing as usual—much the same. 
Th i r ty and forty at last a r r ive ; 
A n d then came fifty, and FIFTY-FIVE. 

8 Litt le of all we value here 
W a k e s on the morn of i ts hundred th year 
W i t h o u t both feeling and looking queer. 
I n fact, there 's nothing t h a t keeps its youth , 
So far as I know, but a tree and t ru th . 
(This is a moral t ha t runs at l a rge ; 
T a k e i t — Y o u ' r e welcome.—No extra charge.} 

9. FIRST OF NOVEMBER—the earthquake-day. 
There are traccs of age in the one-hoss-shay, 
A general flavor of mild decay— 
B u t noth ing local, as one may say. 
T h e r e couldn't be—for the Deacon's a r t 
H a d made i t so like in every part , 
T h a t there wasn ' t a chance for one to s t a r t 
Fo r the wheels were jus t as s t rong as the thil ls 
A n d the floor was jus t as strong as the sills, 
A n d the panels jus t as strong as the floor, 
And the whipple-tree nei ther less nor more, 

A n d the back crSssbar as strong as the fore, 
A n d spring, and axle, and hub encore. 
And yet, as a whole, i t is past a doubt 
In another hour i t will be worn out! 

10. Firs t of November, Fifty-five 1 
This morn ing the parson takes a drive. 
Now, small boys, g e t out of the w a y ! 
H e r e comes t h e wonderful one-hoss-shay, 
D r a w n by a rat-tail 'd, ewe-neck'd bay. 
" H u d d u p ! " said the parson.—Off went they. 

11. T h e parson was working his Sunday t ex t— 
H a d got to fifthly, and stopped pcrplex'd 
A t wha t the—Moses—was coming next . 
All at once t h e horse stood still, 
Close by the meet 'n ' -house on the hill . 
—Fi r s t a shiver, and then a thrill, 
T h e n something decidedly like a spill— 
A n d the parson was sit t ing on a rock, 
A n d half-past nine by the meet 'n ' -house c lock— 
J u s t t he hour of t h e ear thquake shock 1 

12. W h a t do you th ink the parson found, 
W h e n h e g o t up and stared around 1 
T h e poor old chaise in a heap or mound, 
A s if i t had been to the mill and g r o u n d ! 
You see, of course, if you ' re not a dunce, 
H o w i t went to pieces all a t once— 

Al l a t once, and no th ing first— 
J u s t as bubbles do when they burs t .— 
End of the wonderful one-hoss-shay. 
Logic is logic .—That ' s all I say. 

0 . W . HOLMES. 

1 7 9 . SCENE FROM " T H E POOR GENTLEMAN." 

Cnaracters: S I R CHARLES C R O P L A N D — W A R N E R , his steward—OLI ATOD. 

War. Your honor is r i gh t welcome into K e n t I arn proud 
to see Sir Charles Cropland on his estate again. I hope you 
mean to stay on the spot for some time, Sir Charles ? 



Sir C. A very tedious t ime—three days, Mr. Warner . 
War. Ah, good s i r ! things would prosper better if you hon-

ored us with your presence a little more. . I wish you lived 
entirely upon the estate, Sir Charles. 

Sir C. Thank you, W a r n e r ; but modern men of fashion find 
it very difficult to live upon their estates. 

War. The country about you so charming! 
Sir C. Look ye, W a r n e r : I must hunt in Leicestershire'--

for that 's the thing. In the frosts, and the spring months, * 
must be in town, a t the clubs—for that 's the thing. In sum-
mer, I must be a t the watering-places—for that 's the thing. 
Now, Warner , under these circumstances, how is it possible for 
me to reside upon m y estate ? For my estate being in Kent 

War. The most beautiful part of the country! 
Sir C. Hang beau ty ! W e don't mind that in Leicestershire. 

My estate, I say, being in Kent 
War. A land of milk and honey! 
Sir C. I hate milk and honey! 
War. A land of f a t ! 
Sir C. Melt your fa t ! Listen to m e : my estates being m 

Kent 
War. So woody! 
Sir C. Burn the wood! No, that 's wrong; for it's convenient 

— I am come on purpose to cut it. 
War. A h ! I was afraid so! Dice on the table, and then, the 

ax to the root !s Money lost a t play, and then, good lack! the 
forest groans for it. 

Sir C. Bu t you are not the forest, and why the deuce do you 
groan for it ? 

War. I heartily wish, Sir Charles, you may not encumber3 the 
goodly estate. Your worthy ancestors had views for their posterity. 

Sir C. And I shall have views for my posteri ty: I shall take 
especial care the trees sha'n' t intercept their prospect. In short, 
Mr. Warner , I must have three thousand pounds in. three days 
Fell timber to that amount, immediately. 'Tis my peremptory 4 

order, sir. 

1 Leicestershire tl5s' ter sher), an inland county of England, near its 
center.—' R3ot.—' En cum' her. embarrass ; to load with debt - PSr'-
emp to ry, that puts an end to all debate; positive. 

War. I shall obey you, Sir Char les ; bu t ' t i s wife a heavy heart . 
Forgive an old servant of the family, if he grieves to see you for-
get 'some of the duties for which society has a claim upon you. 

Sir C. W h a t do you mean by duties ? 
War. Duties, Sir Charles, which the extravagant man of 

property can never fulfill: such as to support the dignity of an 
English landholder, for the honor of old England; to promote 
tlie°welfare of his honest t enan t s ; and to succor the industrious 
poor, who naturally look up to him for assistance. Bu t I shall 
obey you, Sir Charles. . [ f f -

Sir C. A tiresome old b lockhead!—But where 13 this Olla-
pod ? His jumble of physic and shooting may enliven m e ; and 
to a man of gallantry, in the country, his intelligence is by no 
means unin'teresting, nor his services inconvenient. [Enter 
Ollapod.] A h ! Ollapod! 

Oil. Sir Charles, I have the honor to be your slave! Hope 
your health is good. Been a hard winter here—sore throats 
were plenty—so were woodcocks. Flushed four couple one 
morning, in a half-mile walk from our town, to cure Mrs. Quarles 
of a quinsy. May coming on soon, Sir Charles—season of 
delight, love, and campaigning! Hope you come to sojourn, 
Sir Charles. Shouldn't be always on the wing—that 's being 
too flighty. [Laughing.] H e ! h e ! h e ! D o you take, good 

sir ? do you take ? 
Sir C. Oh, yes, I take. But , by the cockade in your hat , 

Ollapod, you have added lately, it seems, to your avocations. 
Oil. H e ! h e ! Yes, Sir Charles. I have now the honor to 

be cornet in the volunteer association corps' of our town. I t 
fell put u n e x p e c t e d - p o p , on a sudden; like the going off of a 
field-piece, or an alderman in an apoplexy. 

Sir C. Explain. 
Oil. Happening to be at home—rainy day—no going out to 

sport, blister, shoot, nor bleed—was busy behind the counter 
You know my shop, Sir Charles—Galen's5 Head over the doer 
—new gilt h im last week, by the by—looks as fresh as a pill. 

' Corps (kir), a body of troops.—' G A L E N , or in Latin CLAUDIUS G A L E ' -

NUS, a celebrated physician and most prolific and able writer, was born 
about 131 A.D. At the age of thirty-four he settled at Rome, where, 
IOOD after he became physician to the Emperor MARCUS AURELIUS 



Sir C. Well, no more on that head now. Proceed. 
Oil. On that head! [Laughing.] H e ! h e ! h e ! That 's very 

w e l l - v e r y well, indeed! Thank you, good s i r - I owe you one ! 
Churchwarden Posh, of our town, being ill of an indigestion, 
from eating three pounds of m e % pork at a vestry dinner, I 
was making up a cathartic for the pat ient ; when who should 
strut into the shop but IieQten'ant Grains, the brewer, sleek as 
a d r a y - h o r s e - i n a smart scarlet jacket, tastily turned up with 
a rhubarb-colored lapel ' ! I confess his figure struck me. I 
looked at him, as I was thumping the mortar, and felt instantly 
inoculated with a military ardor. 

Sir C. Inoculated! I hope your ardor was of a favorable 
sort. 

Oil. H a ! h a ! That 's veiy well—very well, indeed! Thank 
you good s i r - I owe you one! W e first talked of s h o o t i n g -
he knew my celebrity tha t way, Sir Charles. I told him, "the 
day before I had killed six brace of birds. I thumped on at 
the mortar. W e then talked of physic ; I told him, the day 
before I had killed—lost, I mean, six brace of patients. I 
thumped on at the mortar, eying him all the whi le ; for he 
looked very flashy, to be sure; and I felt an itching to belono 
to the corps. The medical and military both deal in death, you 
k n o w - s o , 'twas natural. H e ! h e ! - d o you take, good sir ? do 
you take ? 

Sir C. Take! Oh, nobody can miss. 

Oil H e then talked of the corps itself; said it was sicklv; 
and if a professional person would administer to the health of 
the association, dose the men, and drench the horses, he could 
perhaps, procure him a cornetcy. 

Sir C. Well, you jumped at the offer? 

Oil J u m p e d ! I jumped over the counte r ; kicked down 
Churchwarden Posh 's cathartic into the pocket of LieutSn'ant 
Grains smart scarlet jacket, tastily turned up with a rhubarb-
colored lapel ' ; embraced him and his offer; and I am now 
Cornet Ollapod, apothecary, at the Galen's Head, of the Asso-
ciation Corps of Cavalry, at your service! 

Medicine and every science allied to it are under great obligations to 
G A L E * . He was a man skilled in all philosophy, a profound reasoner. 
an ardent admirer of truth, and a worthy member of society 

S i r C. I wish you joy of your appointment. You may now 
distill water for the shop from the laurels you gather in the 
field. 

Oil. Wate r for—Oh ! laurel-water. H e ! he ! Come, that 's 
very well—very well, indeed! Thank you, good sir—I owe 
you one ! W h y , I fancy fame will follow, when the poison of 
a small mistake I made has ceased to operate. 

Sir C. A mistake ! 
Oil. Having to attend Lady Kit ty Carbuncle, on a grand 

field-day, I clapped a pint bottle of her ladyship's diët-drink 
into one of my holsters, intending to procecd to the patient, 
after the exercise was over. I reached the martial ground, and 
jalaped—galloped, I mean—wheeled, and flourished, with great 
éclat;1 but when the word " Fire !" was given, meaning to pull 
out my pistol, in a deuce of a hurry, I presented, neck foremost, 
the diet-drink of Lady Kit ty Carbuncle ; and the medicine be-
ing, unfortunately, fermented by the jolting of my horse, it 
forced out the cork, with a prodigious pop, full in the face of 
my gallant commander. 

Sir C. H a ! ha ! ha ! A mistake, indeed. 
Oil. Kather awkward '.—But, Sir Charles, excuse me—your 

servant ! I must march—patients impatient. You take ? 
Sir C. Oh, y ë s ; and so will they, I fancy, before you've done 

with them. 
Oil. H a ! physic—certainly ! Salts, rhubarb, senna, colo-

quïn'tida, scammony, gamboge.5 Good, good ! thank you, good 
sir ; I owe you one ! [They go out at opposite sides. 

COLMAN. 

I S O . APOSTROPHE TO SLEEP. 3 

1. T T O W many thousands of my poorest subjects 
H Are at this hour asleep! 0 Sleep, 0 gentle Sleep, 
Nature's soft nurse,4 how have I frighted thee, 
Tha t thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 
And 6teep my senses in forgetfulness! 

1 Eclat ( ik l l ' ) , applause; striking effect,.—' Gamboge (gam bij'). -
• The following is an apostrophe of King Henry IV.—' Nurse (n8re). 
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Why rather , Sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs, 
U p o n uneasy pallets s tretching thee, 
And hush 'd with buzzing night-flies to t h y slumber 
T h a n in the per fumed chambers of the great , 
U n d e r the canopies of ci5stly state, 
A n d lull 'd with sounds of sweetest melody? 
0 thou dull g o d why liest thou with the vile, 
In loathsome beds ; and leav'st the kingly couch, 
A watch-case, or a common 'larum-beli ? 

2. W i l t thou, upon the h igh and giddy mast,-
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude, ! imperious surge,3 

A n d in the visitation of the winds, 
W h o take the ruffian4 billows by the top, 
Curling® their monstrous heads, and hanging t h e m 
W i t h d e a f ning clamors in the slippery clouds, 
That , with the hurly,6 death itself awakes ;— 
Canst thou, 0 part ial S leep! give t h y repose 
T o the wet sea-boy in an hour so r u d e ; 
And, iu the calmest and most stillest night , 
W i t h all appliances and means to boot, 
D e n y it to a k ing ? Then , happy low, lie d o w n ! 
Uneasy lies the head t h a t wears7 a crown. 

SHAKSr*AB& 

1 8 1 . A POET'S PARTING THOUGHT. 

1 1 W I I E N 1 benea th the cold red ear th am sleeping, 
" " Life's fever o'er, 

Wil l there for me be any br ight eye weeping 
T h a t I 'm no more ? 

Will there be any hear t still memory keeping 
Of heretofore ? 

2. W h e n the great winds, through leafless forests rushing, 
Sad music make ;— 

1 Mast.—» Rude (r3d).—3 Surge (sSrj).—«Ruffian (r&f'yan).—•Curling 
vtirl'ing).—« Hurly (bfir'ly), a tumult.—' Wears (w&rz). 

W h e n the swollen streams, o 'er crag and gully gushing, 
Like full hea r t s break,— 

Wil l there then one, whose hear t despair is crushing, 
Mourn for m y sake ? 

3. W h e n the br ight sun upon tha t spot is shining, 
W i t h purest ray, 

And the small flowers, thei r buds and bjossoms twining, 

Bur s t th rough tha t clay,— 
Wil l there be one still on t h a t spot repining 

Lost hopes all day ? 

4. W h e n no star twinkles wifii i ts eye of glory 
On tha t low mound, 

A n d wintry storms have, wi th their ruins hoary 
I t s loneness crown'd, 

Will there b e then one, versed in misery's story, 
P a c i n g i t round ?— 

5. I t may be so ; b u t th i s is selfish sorrow 
T o ask such meed ,— 

A weakness and a wickcdness to borrow, 
From hea r t s t h a t bleed, 

T h e wailings of to-day for w h a t to-m5rrdw 
Shall never need. 

6 . Lay me then gent ly in m y narrow dwelling, 
T h o u gent le h e a r t ; 

And though t h y bosom should wi th grief be swelling, 
Let no t e a r s t a r t : 

I t were in vain,—for t ime has long been kne l l ing— 
SAD ONE, DEPART ! 

MOTHERWELL. 

1 8 2 . T H E PAUPER'S DEATH-BED. 

1. m R E A D soft ly ,—bow the head ,— 
-1- In reverent silence b o w ; 
N o passing-bell do th toll ,— 
Yet an immor ta l soul 

Is passing now. 



2. Stranger, however great, 
With holy reverence b o w ; — 

There ' s one in that poor shed,— 
One by that paltry bed,— 

Greater than thou. 

3. Beneath that beggar's roof, 
Lo ! death doth keep his s ta te ; 

Enter ,—no crowds a t t end ; 
Enter ,—no guards defend 

This palace gate. 

4. That pavement, damp and cold, 
No smiling courtiers t r e a d ; 

One silent woman stands, 
Lifting, with meager hands, 

A dying head. 

5. No mingling voices sound,— 
An infant wail alone ; 

A sob suppress'd,—again 
Tha t short, deep gasp, and then 

The parting groan. 

6. Oh, change!—oh, wondrous change!— 
Burst are the prison bars,— 

This moment, there, so low, 
So agonized, and now 

Beyond the stars 1 

7. Oh, change !—stupendous change! 
There lies the soulless c lod; 

The Sun eternal breaks,— 
T h e new immortal wakes,— 

Wakes with his God 1 
C A R O L I N E BOWLES S O U T H S ? . 

1 8 3 . "WARREN'S ADDRESS. 

ST A N D ! the ground's your own, my b r a v e s -
Wil l ye give it up to slaves ? 

Will ye look for greener graves ? 
Hope ye mercy still ? 

W h a t ' s the mercy despots feel f 
Hear it in that battle pea l ! 
Bead it on y<5n bristling steel! 

A sic it, ye who will. 

2. Fear ye foes who kill for hire ? 
Wil l ye to your "homes retire ? 
Look behind you ! they ' re a-fire! 

And before you, see 
W h o have done it 1 From the vale 
On they come ! and will ye quail i — 
Leaden rain and iron hail 

Let their welcome b e ! 

8. In the God of battles t ru s t ! 
Die we may—and die we m u s t ; 
But , oh, where can dust to dust 

B e consign'd so well, 
As where heaven its dews shall shed 
On the martyr 'd patriot 's bed, 
And the rocks shall raise their head, 

Of his deeds to tell ? 
R E V . J O H N P I E R T O S T . 

1 8 4 . SPARTACUS TO THE GLADIATORS AT CAPUA. 

IT had been a day of t r iumph in Capua. ' Len'tulus, return-
ing with victorious eagles, had amused the populace with the 

sports of the amphitheater to an extent hi therto unknown even 
in that luxurious3 city. T h e shouts of revelry had died away; 
the roar of the lion had ceased; the last loiterer had retired 
from the b a n q u e t ; and the lights in the palace of the victor 
were extinguished. 

2. The moon, piercing the tissue of fleecy clouds, silvered 

1 Cip' u a, a fortified city of Naples. It was built out of the ruins of an-
cient Capui, the city here referred to, the remains of which, about two 
miles E., include a gate, and portions of a large amphitheater.—' Luxu-
rious (lug zh' re us), delighting in the pleasures of the table ; devotea to 
to pleasure. 



2. Stranger, however great, 
With holy reverence b o w ; — 

There ' s one in that poor shed,— 
One by that paltry bed,— 
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in that luxurious3 city. T h e shouts of revelry had died away; 
the roar of the lion had ceased; the last loiterer had retired 
from the b a n q u e t ; and the lights in the palace of the victor 
were extinguished. 

2. The moon, piercing the tissue of fleecy clouds, silvered 
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cient Capui, the city here referred to, the remains of which, about two 
miles E., include a gate, and portions of a large amphitheater.—' Luxu-
rious (lug zh' re us), delighting in the pleasures of the table ; devotea to 
to pleasure. 



the dew-drops on the corslet of t h e R o m a n sentinel, and t ipped 
the dark waters of the Vul turnus ' with a wavy, tremulous light-
N o sound was heard, save the last sob of some ret ir ing wave, 
telling its story to the smooth pebbles of the beach ; and then 
all was still as the breast when t h e spirit has depar ted. In the 
deep recesses of the amphi theater? a band' of gladiators ' were 
assembled ; their muscles still kno t ted with the agony of conflict, 
t he foam upon their lips, the scowl of battle y e t l ingering on 
their b r o w s ; when Spar'tacus,3 s ta r t ing forth f rom amid the 
throng, thus addressed them : 

3. " Y e call me chief ; and ye d o well to call him chief who, 
for twelve long years, has me t upon the arena every shape of 
man or beast the broad empire of R o m e could furnish, and who 
never y e t lowered his arm. If t he re be one among you who 
can say, t h a t ever, in public fight o r private brawl, m y actions 
did belie m y tongue, let h im s tand forth, and say it. If t he re 
be three in all your company dare face m e on the bloody sands, 
let them come on. 

4. " A n d ySt I was not always t hus ,—a hired butcher, a 
savage chief of still more savage men ! My ancestors came 
from old Sparta, and settled a m o n g the vine-clad rocks and 
citron groves of Syrasella. My ear ly life ran quiet as the brooks 
by which I sported ; and when, a t noon, I ga the red the sheep 
beneath the shade, and played upon t h e shepherd's flute, there 
was a friend, t he son of a neighbor, to join me in the pastime. 
W e led our flocks to the same pasture , and par took toge ther 
our rustic meal. 

5. " O n e evening, after t he sheep were folded, and we were 
all seated beneath the myr t le which shaded our cottage, m y 

1 Yul turinus, now Volturno (vol tor1 no), a river of Naples. 
' Gild' i i tor, a sword-player; a prize-fighter.—5

 S P A R ' TA CCS, a cele-
brated gladiator, a Thracian by birth, who having escaped from Cap-
ua along with some of his companions, was soon followed by other 
gladiators, and by slaves, robbers, pirates, and other desperate men. 
After having defeated four of the consular armies of Rome, be was met 
and completely routed by the pretor CRASSUS, having lost not less than 
40,000 of his followers. SPARTACBS behaved with great? valor ; and when 
he fell, it was upon a heap of Romans whom he had sacrificed to Lis 
fury (b. c. 71). 

grandsire, an old man, was telling of Marathon1 and Leuctra ; 
and how, in ancient t imes^a little band of Spartans, in a defile 
of the mountains, had withstood a whole army. I did not then 
know what war was ; b u t m y checks burned, I knew not why, 
and I clasped the knees of tha t venerable man, unt i l my mother , 
par t ing the hai r f rom off my fóre/iéad, kissed my throbbing 
temples, and b a d e me go to rest, and th ink no more of those 
old tales and savage wars. T h a t very night , t he Romans landed 
on our coast. I saw the breast t ha t h a d nourished me t rampled 
by the hoof of the war-horse ; t he bleeding body of m y fa ther 
flung amidst t he blazing rafters of cur dwelling ! 

" To-dav I killed a man in t h e aréna ; and, when I broke 
his helmet-clasps, behold ! h e was m y friend. H e knew me, 
smiled faintly, gasped, and d i e d ; — t h e same sweet smile upon 
his lips tha t I had marked, when, in adventurous boyhood, we 
scaled the lófty cliff to pluck the first ripe grapes, and bear 
them home in childish t r iumph . I told the pretor tha t t he 
dead man h a d been m y friend, generous and brave ; and I 
becro-ed tha t I might bea r away the body, to burn i t on a funeral 
pile" and mourn over i ts ashes. A y I3 upon m y knees, amid the 
dust and blood of the aréna, I begged tha t poor boon, while a 
the assembled maids and matrons, and the holy virgins they call 
Vestals, and the rabble, shouted in derision, deeming i t rare 
sport, forsooth, to see Rome 's fiercest gladiator turn pale and 
t remble at sight of t h a t piece of bleeding c lay! And the 
pre tor drew back as I were pollution, and sternly said,—' Let 
the carrion r o t ; t he re are no noble men b u t Romans! ' A n d 
so, fellow-gladialors, mus t you, and so mus t I , die like dogs. 

Y. " 0 R o m e ! Rome ! thou has t been a tender nurse to me. 
A y ' t hou has t given, to tha t poor, gentle, t imid shepherd lad, 
who never knew a harsher tone than a flute-note, muscles of iron 
and a hear t of flint : t augh t h im to drive t h e sword through 
plaited mail and links of rugged brass, and warm it m the mar-
row of his foe :—to gaze into the glar ing eye-balls of the fierce 

» M i r ' a thon, a plain of Greece, not many miles from Athens 
bounded S. by Mount Pentelicus, renowned for the victory of M I L ™ 
ove" the army of X K R X K , B . C. 4 9 0 . - ' Leuctra (l ik ' tra), A maritime 
village, now called Leftro. in Morea, a peninsula, the S. portion of the 
kingdom of Greece . - ' Ay (Se). 



Numidian lion, even as a boy upon a laughing g i r l ! And he 
shall pay thee back, until the yellow Tiber is red as frothing 
wine, and in its deepest ooze thy life-blood lies curdled! 

8. " Ye stand here now like giants, as ye are ! The strength 
of brass is in your toughened sinews; but to-morrow some R o 
man Adonis,1 breathing sweet per 'fume from his curly-locks, 
shall with his lily fingers pat your red braivn, and bet his sester-
ces® upon your blood. Hark ! hear ye yon lion roaring in hia 
den ? 'Tis three days since he tasted flesh ; but to-morrow he 
shall break his fast upon yours,—and a dainty meal for him ye 
will b e ! 

9. " If ye are beasts, then stand here like fat oxen, waiting 
for the butcher 's knife ! If ye are men,—follow me ! Strike 
down ySn guard, gain the mountain passes, and there do bloody 
work, as did your sires a t Old Thcrmopylaj !3 Is Sparta dead ? 
Is the old Grecian spirit frozen in your veins, that you do crouch 
and cower like a belabored hound beneath his master's lash ? 0 
comrades! warriors! Thracians!—if we must fight, let us fight 
for ourselves / If we must slaughter, let us slaughter our op-
pressors / If we must die, let it be under the clear sky, by the 
bright waters, in noble, honorable battle !" 

E . KELLOGG. 

1 8 5 . T H E CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE. 

1. T T A L F a league,4 half a league, 
-1-1 Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred. 
" Forward, the Light Br igade! 
" Charge for the guns ! " he said : 
In to the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred. 

• ADO' NIS, in mythology, a youth famed for his beauty, the son o! 
CINTBAS.—J S6s' terce, a Roman com, about four cents.—' Thermopyla 
(ther m6p' e le), a famous pass of Greece, about five miles long, and 
originally from 50 to 60 yards in width. It is hemmed in on one side 
by precipitous rocks of from 400 to 600 feet in height, ar.d on the Other 
side by the sea and an impassable morass. Here LEOXIDAS and his 300 
Spartans died in defending Greece against the invasion of X E I I X E S , 

b. o. 489.—4 league, a distance of three miles. 

2. " Forward, the Light Brigade I" 
W a s there a man dismay'd ? 
Not though the soldier knew 

Some one had blunder'd : 
Theirs not to make reply, 
Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to do and die, 
In to the valley of Dea th 

Rode the six hundred. 

3. Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon in front of them 

Yolley'd and t hunde r ' d ; 
Storm'd at with shot and shell, 
Boldly they rode and well ; 
In to the jaws of Death, 
In to the mouth of Hell , 

Rode the six hundred. 

4. Flash'd all their sabers bare, 
Flash'd as they turn 'd in air, 
Sabering the gunners there, 
Charging an army, while 

All the world wonder'd : 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right through the line they broke 
Cossack and Russian 
Reel'd from the saber-stroke, 

Shatter 'd and sunder'd. 
Then they rode back—but not, 

Not the six hundred. 

5. Cannon to r ight of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon behind them 

Yolley'd and thunder 'd ; 
Storm'd at with shot and shell, 
Whi le horse and hero fell, 
They that had fought so well 
Came through the jaws of Death, 



Back from the mouth of Hell, 
All t ha t was left of t h e m — 

Lef t of six hundred . 
6. W h e n can their glory fade ? 

Oh, the wild charge they made I 
All t he world wonder 'd . 

H o n o r the charge they m a d e ! 
Honor the L igh t Br igade , 

Noble six h u n d r e d ! 
A L F R E D TENNYSON. 

1 8 6 . B I N G OUT, WILD BELLS. 

1. T ) I N G out, wild bells, to the wild sky, 
-Lu T h e flying cloud, the frosty l i g h t ; 

T h e year is dy ing in the n i g h t : 
R ing out, wild bells, and let h im die. 

2 R ing out the old, r ing in the new, 
Ring, h a p p y bells, across the s n o w : 
T h e year is going—let h im go : 

Ring out the false, ring in the t rue . 

8 . Ring out the grief t ha t saps the mind, 
Fo r those t h a t here we see no m o r e ; 
R ing out t h e feud of rich and poor, 

R ing in redress to all mankind. 

4 . Ring out a slowly dy ing cause, 
A n d anc ien t forms of pa r ty s t r i fe ; 
R ing in the nobler modes of life, 

W i f e sweeter manners , purer laws. 

5. Ring out the want , t he care, t he sin, 
T h e faithless coldness of the t i m e s : 
R ing out, r i ng out m y mournfu l rhymes, 

B u t r ing the fuller minstrel in. 

6. R ing out false pr ide in place and blood, 
T h e civic slander and the sp i t e ; 
R ing in the love of t r u t h and r ight , 

R ing in the common love of good. 

7. Ring out old shapes of foul disease, 
R ing out the na r rowing lust of gold ; 
Ring out the thousand wars of old, 

R ing in the thousand years of peace. 

8 Ring in the valiant man and free, 
T h e larger hear t , the kindlier h a n d ; 
R ing out the darkness of the land, 

Ring in the Chris t t ha t is to be. 
A L F R E D TENNYSON. 

1 8 7 . T H E T w o ARMIES. 

1. A S Life's unending column pours, 
iA- Two marshal 'd hosts are seen,— 
Two armies on the t r ampled shores 

T h a t D e a t h flows black between. 

2. One marches to the drum-beat 's roll. 
T h e wide-moufe 'd clarion's1 bray, 

And bears upon the crimson scroll— 
" OUR GLORY IS TO SLAY." 

3. One moves in silence by the stream, 
W i f e sad, ye t watchful eyes, 

Calm as t h e pat ient planet 's gleam 
T h a t walks t h e clouded skies. 

4. Along its f ron t no sabers shine, 
N o blood-red pennons w a v e ; 

I t s banner bears t h e single line, 
" OUR DUTY IS TO SAVE." 

5. Fo r those n o death-bed's lingering s h a d e ; 
A t Honor ' s trumpet-call , 

W i f e kni t ted brows and lifted blade, -
In Glory's a rms they fall. 

6. For these n o clashing falchions8 br ight , 
N o st irr ing ba t t le -cry ; 

1 Clarion (kllr' e on), a kind of trumpet, of a shrill, clear tone. 
* Falchion (fil 'chun), a short, crooked sword. 



The bloodless stabber calls by n ight— 
Each answers—" HERE AM 11" 

1. For those the sculptor's marble bust, 
T h e builder's marble piles, 

The anthems pealing o'er their dust 
Through l<5ng cathedral aisles. 

8. For these the blossom-sprinkled tur£ 
T h a t floods the lonely graves, 

W h e n Spring rolls in her sea-green surfj 
In flowery, foaming waves. 

9. Two paths lead upward from below, 
And angels wait above, 

"Who count each burning life-drop's flow, 
Each falling tear of love. 

10 Though from the Hero 's bleeding breast 
H e r pulses Freedom d r e w ; 

Though the white lilies in her crest 
Sprang from tha t scarlet dew— 

11. W h i l e Valor 's haughty champions wait 
Till all their scars are shown, 

Love walks unchallenged through the gate, 
To sit beside t he Throne ! 

0 . W . HOLMES. 

1 8 8 . D E A T H OF THE O L D YEAR. 

1. T?TJLL knee-deep lies the wiuter-snow, 
J- And the winter-winds are wearily s ighing: 
Toll ye the church-bell, sad and slow, 
And tread softly and speak low; 

For the old year lies a-dying. 
Old year, you must not d ie ; 

You came to us so readily, 
You lived wife us so steadily, 

Old year, you shall not die. 

2. H e lieth st i l l : he doth not move : 
H e will not see the dawn of d a y : — 

H e hath no other life above. 
H e gave me a friend and a true, t rue love, 

A n d the new year will take them away. 
Old year, you must not g o ; 

So long as you have been wife us, 
Such joy as you have seen with us, 

Old year, you shall not go. 

3. H e frothed his bumpers to the b r i m ; 
A jollier year we shall not. see. 

B u t though his eyes are waxing dim, 
And though his foes speak ill of him, 

H e was a friend to me. 
Old year, you shall not d i e ; 

W e did so laugh and cry wife you, 
I 've half a mind to die wife you, 

Old year, if you must die. 

4. H e was full of joke and j e s t ; 
B u t all his merry quips are o'er. 

To see h im die, across t he waste 
His son and heir doth ride post-haste, 

B u t he'll be dead before. 
Every one for his own. 

T h e night is starry and cold, my friends, 
And fee new year, blithe and bold, my friends, 

Comes up to take his own. 

6. How hard h e b rea thes ! o'er fee snpw 
I heard jus t now the crowing cock. 

The shadows flitter to and fro: 
T h e cricket chi rps—the light b u m s low— 

'Tis nearly twelve o'clock. 
Shake hands before you d ie! 

Old year, we'll dearly rue for you. 
W h a t is i t we can do for you ?— 

Speak out before you die. 

6. His face is growing sharp and t h i n ; — 
Alack! our friend is gone. 



Close up liis eyes—tie up his chin— 
Step from the corpse; and let him in 

That standeth there alone, 
And waiteth at the door. 

There's a new foot on the floor, my friends, 
And a new face at the door, my friends, 

The new year's a t the door. 
A L F R E D T E K N T O » 

1 S 9 . T H E CLOSING SCENE. 
1 Y t / I T H I N this sober realm of leafless trees, 

' » The russet1 year inhaled the dreamy air, 
Like some tann'd reaper in his hour of ease, 

W h e n all the fields are lying brown and bare. 

2. The gray barns looking from their hazy hills, 
O'er the dim waters widening in the vales, 

Sent down the air a greeting to the mills, 
On the dull thunder of alternate® flails. 

3. All sights were mellow'd and all sounds subdued, 
The hills seem'd fur ther and the streams sang low ; 

As in a dream, the distant woodman hew'd 
His winter log with many a muffled blow. 

4. The embattled forests, erewhile arm'd in gold, 
Their banners br ight wife every martial hue, 

Now stood, like some sad beaten host of old, 
Wi thdrawn afar in Time's remotest blue. 

5. On slumberous wings the vuiture tried his flight; 
The dove scarce heard his sighing mate's complaint ; 

And like a star slow drowning in fee light, 
The village church-vane seem'd to pale ancj f a i n t 

6. The sentinel cock upon the hill-side crew— 
Crew thrice, and all was stiller than before— 

» Rus' set, of a reddish-brown color.—1 A1 t4rn' ate, by turns ; one 
after another. 

Silent till some replying wanderer blew 
His alien1 horn, and then was heard no more. 

7 Where erst the jay within the elm's tall crest, 
Made garrulous® trouble round the unfledged young; 

And where fee oriole hung her swaying nest 
By every light wind like a censer swung: 

8. W h e r e sang the noisy mason 5 of fee eaves, 
The busy swallows circling ever near, 

Foreboding, as fee rustic mind believes, 
An early harvest and a plenteous y e a r , 

9. Where every bird which chann'd the vernal feast 
Shook the sweet slumber from its wings a t morn. 

To warn the reapers of the rosy east,— 
All now was songless, empty, and forlorn. 

10. Alone, from out the stubble piped the quail, 
And croak'd the crow through all the dreamy g loom, 

Alone the pheasant drumming3 in the vale, 
Made echo to the distant cottage loom. 

11. There was no bud, no bloom upon the bowers; 
The spiders wove their thin shrouds night by n i g h t ; 

The thistle-down, the only ghost of flowers, 
Sail'd slowly by—pass'd noiseless out of s igh t 

12. Amid all this, in this most cheerless air, 
And where the woodbine sheds upon the porch 

Its crimson leaves, as if the year stood t h i r e 
Firing the floor wife his inverted4 torch— 

13. Amid all this, the center of the scene, 
The whitc-hair'd matron, wife monotonous tread, 

1 Alien (11' yen), foreign ; distant; beiong/ng to another country.— 
•Gar' ru lous, talkative ; prating continually.—1 Drum' ming, the pheas-
ant is a bird similar to the partridge; and the latter bird, at certain 
seasons of the year, makes a drumming noise, which is heard at a great 
distance. In poetry, the partrilge is frequently called a pheasant.— 

In vSrt' ed, turned upside down. 



Plied lier swift wheel, and with her joyless mien 
Sat like a Fate, and watch'd the flying thread. 

14. She had known sorrow,—he had walk'd with her, 
Oft supp'd, and broke with her the ashen crus t ; 

And in the dead leaves still she heard the stir 
Of his black mantle trailing in the dust. 

15. Whi l e ye t her cheek was bright wife summer bloom, 
Her country summon'd, and she gave her a l l ; 

And twice war bow'd to her his sable plume,— 
Regave the swords to rust upon her wall. 

16. Regave the swords—but not the hand that drew, 
And struck for liberty the dying blow; 

Nor him who, to his sire and country true, 
Fell mid the ranks of the invading foe. 

17. Long, but not loud, the droning wheel went on, 
Like the low murmur of a hive a t noon; 

Long, but not loud, the memory of the gone 
Breathed through her lips a sad and tremulous tune. 

18. At last the thread was snapp'd,—her head was bow'd; 
Life droop'd the distaff through his hands serene, 

And loving neighbors smooth'd her careful shroud,— 
Whi le Death and Winter closed the autumn scene. 

T . BUCHANAN R E A D . 

THE END. 






