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FOINTS IN HISTORY.,
LEnglish Constitution.

ME. HUME'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND.
{concluded.}
We were in the second place to devote

our attention to an instance of the false
colouring sometimes given hy Mr. Hume
to his Materials ; aod, as T premised this
instance was to be drawn from the reign
of Richard II. where he relates the speech
of the Bishop of Carlisle, in defence of
the King. (a) Herepresenishim as brave-
ly and generously standiog up in defiance
of injustice and power, inthe cause of his
unhappy Master. Sir John Heywarde is
his authority, and the speech, as given by
Sir John is not the same as that given by |
lHume, who eodeavours to prejudice the
reader and to throw over the Darons a
degree of forocity and barbarily that does
not beloog to them. The reasoningiwhich is
displayed, in the speech would indeed be
marvellous, coming from the Bishoplof Car-
lisle io the time of Richard 1I. The Bi-
shop maintains the innocence of the King,
but says, ** that even if he had acted as
was deseribed he should be excused when
it was cousilered he ounly fullowed the
precedent of foMner Monarchs.” The Bi-
shop said pothing of the sort: Hume
then goes on to meotion that no laws can
truly benelit the gm:plu which do not give
security Lo the Sovercign.” (§) All this
13 most true, and most werthy of the rea-
soning and enlightened judgment of [Tume, |
hut no sueh principles, no such reasoning
do we fnd inSir Johin ITeywarde. "T'he

NEC REGE, NEC POPULO, SED UTROQUE.
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in the History : one instance will’suffice,
as on the two [ormer occasions : the first [
meet with is on page 204 of vol. G. speak-
ing of the Leaders of Opposition in the
first Parliament of Cbarles I. he says,
“ The generous Patriots, aunimated with a
warm regard to Liberty, saw with regret an
uasbounded power exercised by the Crown,
and resolved to seizoe the opportunity
which the King's necessities afforded them,
of reduciog the prerogative withio reasona-
ble compass,” and adds* that togrant or
refuse supplies was the undoubted privilege
of the Commons"—and this, he says, of that
Parliament whose refusal to graot more
than two subsidies till they had been heard
on the National Gricvances he had cho-
sen to represent “* as a cruel mockery of
the Sovereign, (c) and a proceeding un-
precedented in an Epglish Parliament ;"
and very shortly after he goes on to siig-
matize the very persons of whom he had
spoken with such commendation, as * am-
hitious fanatics’ who advocated * various
measures’’ and ** uoder colour of redress-
ing grievances, which, during this short
reign, could not have boen very numerous,
proposed to controul every partof the go-
vernment which displeased them.” The
cases of Hamwpden (d) and Laud (¢)—the
commencement of the civil war in 1642 (f)
and his remarks upon the Kiog’s assent o
the Petition of Right. (g)

And this is another great fault in Hume's
History, that ' Ile is not coosistent"—
that is, thatat times he is prejudiced a-
gaiust the popular rights, and, that at
others, he is fair and impartial : and this
must bo guarded against with the same
precautions we uvse in the ease of the other
two great faults of this uwseflul writer;

&

] T
SATURDAY,
tears Iny upokmy heart which that villaio
made to low, [ should never siuk peacen-
bly 1o 1y etemal rest.
frightfully, aud no wonder—pain  had dis-
torted all bis lyunbs : and his last word was
i | trnl“'ﬂl“lﬂus Uﬂ-lh* .[I:I [i]E mur"iﬂg I.":."-
hiad deelared that he would go that might
to the fir plastation, and show the bailiff
the boundary : but when he said so he lit-
tle suspceted be was standioz on the briok
of the grave. 'Iireo hours alterwards he
was a corpse.”

** Dear father,""said Minn, hall playful-
Iy, hallin eamest, and casting a look’ full
of meaoiog at me,—** dear father do not
talk about the fir plantation ; for there is
one here who mnust go thirough itto-night.”

“ Oh, pever mind thar, Mina. - Should
ten Paper-makers stand in my way, I and
my black horse would gallep by them or
over therm. Whatis the history about the
boundary 1" :

‘* Do you really mean to go home this
weather?"” said the old lady. *“It is so
dark, that one eannotsee one’s hand. The
country is covered with suow ; you will not
be able to find the road, and—the night is
no man's friend.”

I could vot consent to stay. I was on-
ly a short league from home ; and whilst
my horse was gettiog ready, Ilearncd the
following particulars :—

About a year ago, an old woman was
murdered in the fir plaotation. The assas-
sin had dragged ber several steps away
from the spot where he committed the
deed, aod coocealed her behind a hil-
lock. The spot where she was mur-
dered was very evident from the marks in
the sand, and the quantity of blond. The
infamous act was commilted behibd a bush

which we bave scen 10 be, that * [He tloes |
not aecurately represcut even the autho- !

| rity he quotes,” awd thar, * Toearly times |

and to igoorant persens, ke gives the sen-
timeuts and reasouing of his own pliloso-

Iishop spoke of noiliing hut the Divine
Right in Kinga, and of the duty of passive
obcdicoce 1o tlmgenple. Yet, aftor all, the
speech given by Sir Juha to the Bishop, is
given by SirJohu hiwself. It is true that
Hall, Shakspeare, and other writers, put
such language into his mouth ; but the vn-
Iy fact that can be known is, thathe was
thrown inte prisun for words spokena-
gainst the Parliament ; and this is the on-
ly foundation ofthat speech as represented
by Heywarde ; fur the very improbable
reacoping of Humey with which be im-
proves upon the language of the former.
Hume concludes by observing of 1he
Bishop, that though his words might have
heen too much tioged with the doctrine of
passive ohedience, yet, his noble and disin-
tercated effurts tosave a falling master ; his
geoerous courpge in opposing what he
thovght the violence of oppression; marks
him as a man of clevaled aod honourable
feeling, and of a heart too noble to be en-
slaved. Most undoubtedly it i3 so, but
though the character of the Dishop was
disioterested, and generous, and hououra-
blo, it was npot sufficicnt that he should
possess these qualities, if he exerted others,
pernicious to his country. It is not sufii-
cient that a man should not be a slave him-
golf, if hiswords aud actiovs teod to re-
duce others to abasement and slavery.
Before quitiing Mr. Hume's elegant and
fascinating History,itis my duty to eall at-
teution to that cloguent writer's inconsis-
tency, & 1bis 1 iLink js really curjous. “The
Ifistory of Br. Hlume,” it has heen ob-
served byna talented writer of the present day
v js the invst acule work ofone of the most |
ncute men that ever existed.” It is well
known that Home bestowed great labour
upon his work, and it bears internal evi- |
depee of the wuth of the assertion—it is
urtfully composed, and was several times
revised and corrected with the most anx-
ious care and allention ; yet, upon exami-
wation, I thiok it will be found to contain
more irrecoucileable opinions, and indeed
more conlradictory representations and
seatiments, than can be found in any other
historical composition. * The Key to this
inconsistency, and waving" says the ahove
writer, is to be found, partly in a reluetant
deference to the libernl maxims establish-
ed atthe Revolution, which could not in
his day lie deccutly or even safely impugn-
ed, and partly in some uncertainly or change
of purpose which seems 1o have come
over him in the course of composi-
tion. At the time “lume's History was
written, it must he rem ‘mbered, the Whigs
were still  the predom.iant party in the
State —and it was nof .« Howable directly
o question any of their F.’nciples, which
liad been solemaoly sanctioned st the settle-
ment of 1683. Itis probable that atfirst
the author did not intend iodirectly, either
to discredit, or contest them. Hisoriginal
design was very likely by no means so beld
or so lofty ; it was, we should rather in-
fer, nt first intended to be no more thio an
apology for the upjustifiable conduct of the
Stuarts. The design was vo doubt fair,
aod certaivly neither ungeocrous vor un-
redsonable—a great, amd perhaps the Lesi
part of tho work, is dedicatod with suffi-
cient correctngss to its cxccution. As he
went on, however, the author seemsto
have heeo intoxieated with hissuceess, and
without entirely renouncing the siyle of an

apologist, to have assumed the feelings and
aud adoptod the character of a Defender
and Lulogist—proceediog [rom excuses to
Justification, mixing up recrimivation with
defcoce, and presumiog at last to ques-
tivn, by implication, the walue of
that liberty, and the merit of that Patrio-
tism, (or which he was every now and then
professing the most profound veneration. It
is not lo be supposed that in this limited
space, 1 can attempt to poivt out all the
faults of this nature, which are to he found

—

(¢) Vide Hume's England, Vol. 3. pago 43

(0) Vide Hume's Evgland, Vol. 3. page
44

phic |m'nd"—1!:cl'nh'y defeating one great !
etid of all History, by whicli we Are ena- |
bled te markthe rise and progress ofei- |
vilization nod knowledge. Al this, howe- |
ver, must toach vs the wvast importance of
the politieal principles of men. ‘The opi-
oion of Gilbert Stuart of Hume. to whicl 1
have<before alluded, is short and just, he
says :—*" This work is ap apology aod a
plausible defence of prerogative,liut that no
friend of Humaoity, or of the Constitution
of his country can regard Lhe leodeocy and
effocts of his Book without a sorrowlul
Surprise and a patriotie Indiguation.”—
LEvery intelligent reader will carefully at-
tend lest ho should charm his taste, or
mislead his understsnding. In tiiese ob-
servations, it is oot wished that sny thiog
should be understood, 10 reflcet upon the
personal character of llume. Even in his
History there are wany -passages to be
found, which the Lover of Liberty migh:
quote, as favouriog his sentiments; aud
this always will be the case, wlicre a wri-
ter endeavours to accomplish a desigo
which the nature of his subject will vot
warrant. This will Le continually ocea-
sioning Jinconsislencies and contradictions,
aod the reader's mind will be in centinual
danger from the artful asseciation of truth
and falsehood. Such writers were Man-
deville and Rocheloucault. On tho whole,
Hume, in exaggerating the irregularity and
wretchedoess of these early Ages, does not
bestow sufficicot praise ou those brave and
gemerous patriarchs, who maiotained [FgH
nge to age, a struggle ngainzt foreg gngd
injustice, and to whowm every iodividyg) of
Britaio should feel himsell indebted for
the Laws and Liberty which he enjgye
for every thiug which can make his-Life a
Blessing, and his Country his Happigess.

THE PAPER-MAKER’S COFFEy,
ORIGINAL
Sin,—The following tale is a free trangkytion
from a story, written by Clawren, which ¥ i,ynd
in one of the GerMan AnnvaLs, forthg year
1828 ; if you ,think it will amuse your reyjers
end will give it inseriion, I shall not think yy
time has been mis-employed. ;
Wishing yourJournal every success,
1 am, Sir, your cunstant reager,
E. L. §.

York, November 12th, 1830,

It was an eveniog like the present , the
gnow fell thick aund heavy ; the sky was
gloomy and cloudy ; we sat round ghe
warm fire and talked. Qur cooversation
became ioteresting. ‘The death of gyr
neighbour, the Paper-maker, which had
taken place ouly the day hefore, oecasipped
many remurks. Tho old warder of (}e
forest called the Paper-muker a beggayly
rascal ; not so much on account of his
trade, as from the badness of his eharacyer.
i Such a fellow,” he said, " could have
no peace ino his grave. He oppressed gvery
one within his power, and was a severe,
cruel man =il his life.”

“ Be quiet, hushand,” said his yyife.
“ He is gone, and we should never speak
ill of the dead. The pall whichis thrown
over the collin at the interment, should e
the mantle of Christian love ; it covers the
deceased with all his evrors and siys,—
+ Judge not, that ye may not bo judgey,® »

u Neither do I judge,” replied the gld
man, holdiog out his hand ﬂEﬂEliDq“ig[}p
to his wile ; *1 ouly thiok that il al (he

(¢) Vide Hume's Eunglund Vul. 6. page
201 &c. ]

(o) Vide Hume's England, Vol. 6, page
375. 521.

(e) Vide Mume's England, Vol. 6. page
984, &e.—Vol. 7. pages 40-515.

(f) Vide Hume's England, Vol. G, 404
et ubi.
(g) Vide [Hume's LEugland, Vol. 6. 253
30
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A slizhit variation from the tcst has
heen masle 1o these quotations to render

close to the road side.  The bush lay io
the demesne of the Prince, but the mound
in which the womao was foond buried was,
according to the assertion of the Justice, on
the property of the Maper-maker.  The
latter, however, aflivmed that Lis property
beggenny wrelg sl e bouek of the billoek.  The
queshiiyy had oot yet been  decided who
should bear the expenses of the nrosecntion
whellier the proprietor ef the post where
the wyurder was commiited, or of the spot
:'—'h{‘i‘-'n the murdered persen was found.—
Il pssassin, who had been apprehended,
FeéMifned io the mean time in chains.—
This yery eveving there was to have been
A Mepring at the place of dispute.  The
*ai:ep-muker had said, on the morning of
the day on which he died, heing then iu
soutd health, that he would attcod the
meeling, but it might be late, as he had
busiyess of consequecce 1o (ransact.—
BShorily afterwards, he was taken sudden-
ly aud” vielently ill; but, votwithstanding
his excruci ating pains, he remembered his
rancgur against the Bailiff; aond just ano
hour pelore his death, whilst writhing in
agony, he said, that if a million of devils
held him down on his bed, e would never-
theless appearat the place of dispute, and
confront the Bailiff

My horse, Which was to carry me in a
few wninutes over the spot in question, was
now saddled, aod waiting fur me at the
door, {took leave, anl my good stced
darted off with me like lightaiog. T will-
wgly gave him the reiv ; he pranced on
thirough the deep sunw, aud wewnt snorting
across the dreary flai, till swe cotered the
fir plantation. 'I'tere the road was narrow,
the wpnow deeper, und my horse became
mere impatient,  1le was dashing impetu-
ously along, when he stopped so suddeuly,
that I was vearly thrown over bis head by
the jerk. I kept on my saddle, however,
tightened the rein, and spurred him for-
ward, but the animal was immovable ; he
pawed with his fore feer, reared up, prick-
‘ed his ears, and sported. .

* What if the Paper-maker"—the idea
only passed half through my mind; yetl
stood on the spot where the poor old wo-
man hyd breathed out her soul i the strug-
gle with the murderer, * Coward !" sanl
[ to myself, and again had recourse to the
spur; but the horse obnly made a spriog
sideways. [ now tried to coax him; 1 pat-
ted his neck with a trembling hand ; but
nothing could induce him to advance a step.
I began to fcel convioeed that sametluu?
either stood or lay in his way ; but, though
it had ceased snowing, 1 could not see five
steps before mo. I have a tolerable nerve;
but people maysay as they will—1 felt a ve-
ry uncomfortable surtof sensation creeping
over mo ; | alighted, led my horse with my
left hand, and held my switch before mo
with the right. The horse followed a few
steps trembling ; he then suddenly stopped
and againsnoried loudly from his wide-ex-
tended nostrils. 1 looked steadily beflore
me—my eye fell en a black coflin which
stood in the middle of the way. I had
courage enough tostrike it with my switeh;
Lut the stroke sounded dreadfully hollow,
and, ns the horse at the same moment dart-
ed still farther off, iny heart failed me. 1
recollected there was a foot-path which led
through the plantation. I remounted, and
rodo baek till I reached its eommencement
and then turned into it. It rap parallel
with the road, and at no great distance from
it. When T got again to the neighbourhood
of the colfin, the horse resumed his symp-
toms of unoasiness ; but uo souner had he
passed the spot than he dashed forsward at
full speed, as if for life and death. For my
own part, [ was so cold and lrozen, that
every limb shook, My brother had pot
vonc to bed, and I related to him my  ad-
ventures. lle laughed at me; but T pro-
tested upon my honour, the truthof what I
hidd seen and Leard.

w Then I will prove the whole a piece of
roddlomontade,” said he.  ** My two land
Bailiffs shall go with you to the spat. If
you find the eoflin, J will puy cach of them
a dollar for his trouble @ il you do not fiod
if, it is but right that you should reward
them."

them concisc and to aveid circumlecution.

I had no ohjections to the cenditivas,aml

OVEMEBEER 27, 1830,

Tihe fellow died |

;[ ordered my horse to be brought gpt arain.
| 'The bailifs accompanied me, nm_f wo
drew pear the plantation. My harse weunt
an quietly—wereached the spotofierror—
tho coflin had vanished =1 wastwy dollars
poorer—and wheo I got back they all
laughed most wnmercilfully. { remained
however, perfectly convinced thye my sem-
ses had not deceived me. I sr:wce,']f slept
au heur 2ll night—the black coffa was con-
tinually before me—I heard gie hollow
stroke of the whip, and felt the trombling
of the terrificd horse under me.

Next moruing 1 made it my fisst business
to ride back 1o tho plavtation. The traces
ol my horses feet were still visibl ;—hLe had
trampled down the snow all reud the spot
where the coffin bad stood; bug there was
nothing else to be seen. I rudeon 1o Mi-
na's house, aod related the whsle circum-
stnnces there. ** [ told you s0,” said the
old man ; “I koew he would have mo
peace in his grave!" His wile folded her
bands, aod said mildly, * Bless them
which persecute you ; bless, andl curse not;
lie will certainly be judged, but God will
Judge him !"

v No doubt, no doubt,” aoswered bor
husbapd ; ** but the devil has akeady got
him ip his clatches. You hear that it was
his coffin.*

*“ Ofa troth," said Miua, mors seriously
and energetically than she waswont, * of
a truth it was Lis coffiin.”

lier manner surprised me; there was
none of her usual gaiety in it; my pulse
began to beat guick.

“ What do you koow of die matter,
Mipa 77

She raised up her head from her werk,
Mung baek the ringlets that elustered over
her brow, aud looking siguificaptly abomt
her, she beckoned us to gather vound ber
work-table.

“Youkoow the deceascd Paper-maker's
hoy, Martiu? Well, yesterday evening,
Martin went 1o fetch his master’s coflin
frin the vodertaker’s ; but as it was badly
secured on the'sledge, it slipped off behind,
while Martin went ou quite unconscious of
his loss. You and vour.iorse eame to the
spot ; gol iu a terrible fever of fright, and
gallopped ofl by the side path. Meanwhile
Martin got home, missed the coffin, return-
ed; and earried it away; so when you and
the two bailifls Leroically came back, the
apperitivn bad vapished., Martin told me
the whaole story this morving.”

For at least a fortoight, 1 was the laugh-
ing-stock ‘of the country.

LITERARY NOTKE.
ORIGINAL.

Sir,—Il youo think the encosed M. 8.
worthy of insertion among yoeur (}riginal
Papers, 1 shall be gratified byits publica-
tion, and may from time to time, submit
papers of a like nature to your considera-
tioo.

Your oledicnt servant,
W.

(In giving this paper insertion, we take
the opportunity of again expressing our
aopxiety to draw forth writers of talent ;
& our carpoest desire to give them every as-
sistance our experience may supply. .

is thanked, aud his notices of any scarce
or new work, shall always eonunand a

courteous reception.)—Editor Chron.
THE GAME OF LIFE,

BY LEITCH RITCHIE.
Two tvols. 12 mo. London.

The game of Life is the History of a
young man, forced to work out liis own
passage through life ; at an early nge he iy
induced to visit London—his all of wealth
a Bank npote for £10—his all of Marketa-
ble ware the birth education, and feelings
of a gentleman : without friends ; without
resources ; he repairs to the great metro-
polis to seck lis fortune ; the early por-
tion of Lis life haviog been passed in the
iznorance aod scclusion of the Country.

The various scenes he cocounters Are cver
derk and gloomny : specimens of ¥ice and
want. His first employment is Wrining
for a Lawyer, collecting news for the daily
papers ; and ultimately he obtaius employ-
mentas a writer for the Magazines ; this is
an voprofitable affair, as we can tell by ex-
perience; the Magazines, being at all 1imes
open to men of first rate and acknewledg-
ed talent, care not for the first atempls -:_}I'
namelesscorrespondents, & the honeroftheir
insertion, and probably from time o Uime,a
small gratvity way be considered handsome
rerouneration. What might be expected
takes place ; the young mag is lefi 10 vtter
destitution, and wretcheduess from which
he is rescucd by an old and discarded ad-
mirer of his mother, a sort of Penreddock ;
a creature to be found in maay Novels,
Plays and Poems, but seldom, unfeflunate-
Iy one of the dramatis persona, ofihe stage
of the great world. This amiable and be-
nevolent gentleman is a Mr. Vesper: who
happily finds, in his nicce aftiiog wife for
the {;eru, and the story concludes. From
what has been said, it will hubseeu1 at ur::f
that the plot is very poor, but th* &

merit an:his autlmfisnin his forcible and
graphic sketches from life. It seoifs from
internal evidenee that he must have beeo
an eye witnessin all and probably a0 actor
in many of the scenes he deseribes with such
stariling reality. The scene in the Luilg-
ing House, too long for extraet, l!lg_.'-'ﬂl""ﬂl-l
from tho daily nccurrences of the Jown-—
the same may be said of many of tle street
scecoes. Que passago is so greal a I‘;n‘qu—
vite of ours, aud the scene is draws with
such vivid effect, that we cannot resist giv-
inz ita place. bothas a specimen ol the
i author's  style,

the praises we have bestowed upon 1@ work

T

amed as a jusliﬁcﬁliﬂu of

®

I o -

———

0. 22Z.

hefore us. If the reader has ever, as we
have ofien done, wandered through the
strects of Londou at the witching time of
night, he will fcel tho force and truth of
the description: il he has ever seon St.
Paul's, and the other objects; at the time
and from the place pointed out by Mr.
Rirchie, he must own, that they seem to
rise to the mind'y eye,

In all thestern reality of life.

“It was nearly twelve o'clock, the pub-
lic liouses had already emptied their lawful
coutents into the vast thoroughfares of po-
pulation ; the shops were shut, with the ex-
ception, here and there, of an avaricious
pastry-cook’s, which still gaped vpon the
strevt for the Eurpaae of tenpting stagglers
on their way home from the playhouses ;
the customary noises of eveniog had died
away, all but pow and then a drunken
shout or the rattle of a hackney coach, or
the hoarse voice of a watchman bawliog
the hour. By and by, the theaires flung
their gushing volumes ioto the stream,
which gave token of the addition to the
furthest corners of the metropolis. Men
and womean, boys, girls, aud cll:il{lrtn,' flovw-
ed rapidly alobg ; some absorbed as they
passed into the ducts and creeks wkich
opened by their side, and others disappear-
ing in the gloom before. The eager re-
mark, the abrupt questior, the recollected
laugh, eclived on all sides ; and when the
crowd gradually melted away, aod their
vuices died in the distance, the loneliness
of the desert street secmed strange and
startling. 'Thesilence was now only brok-
en atlong intervals by the seream of the fe-
male night-wanderer,driveh by intoxicatiou
and despairto remounstrate with the sullen
guardian of the hour ; but elsewhere the
drowsy voices of the watchmen themselves
seemed 1o add to tho eulmuess ofthe scene,

‘Impazing silence with a stilly sound.

As Willinm  turned into Bridge Street by
the Obelisk at Fleet Market, ke heard a
singular ery which even his practised ear
was upable to syli:ble into any of the cus-
inmary scunds of a metropolitan night. A
figure in white came rushing along the
pavement, uttering a short shrill, definite
seream, repeated in rapid yet regular sue-
cession. As she approached, he could see
that she was dresscd in the extreme »f fan-

pal air densted a profession of shame.
* Lost! lost! lost!" was her cry as she ran ;
* Lost ! lost! lost " she shrieked more wildly
in William's ears, as she swept past him
like a spirit. Shocked and heart-stricken,
he stoud stilland gazed alter the phaotom ;
and when her furin had melted into the
darkncess, and the veice of the lost one fal-
len for the last time vpon his heart, it was
with a gaspof uoutterable relief he pursu-
ed his aimless jourpey. On the peigh-
bouring bridge he stood for a while, con-
templating instinetively the imposing scenc
before him. No sensible perception, how-
ever of beauty or sublimity at first eutered
his mind. e seemed to be awakened
gradually from a dream, of which he re-
membered net the form or meaniog, by the
rmoon breaking from the clouds which had
till now enveloped her,and calliog out
fram the chaos nfdarkness the clemevts of
a magnifceunt eity. The proud dome of
S1. Paul's raised its head supreme amidst
the mass of buildings, while meaoer spires
countless in pumber, and various in form
siid eligracier, wers seatlaved arbpbd, Ta
the west, the more definite part of the view
was bounded by Waterlvo Bridge, which
threw its superb [ength, as straight asan
arrow, over the wide and glistering river;
and beside i1, Somerset House, risiug, with
its palace-walls, from the water's edgo,
seemed a building created and existing on-
ly in the faney of a painter. Onthe north,
a forest of dark houses burdeped the earth
as [ar as the eys could reach, oppressiog
the imagination by théir multitude, and
their close anl compact array ; on the
south the line of Blackfriars' Road extend-
ed itsrows of bright lamps with mathema-
tical picety to such a distance that it seem-
ed to terminate in a point: and to the east
the cast-iron bridge Lestiiding the broad
stream, like a giant, seeined to.goard the
tract beyond from vicw, into which, never-
thelcss, the eye could pepetrate, although
dimly, as in a dream, though darker clouds
and shadows, which it learnt by its past ex-
perience to shape into houses, and towcrs,
and spires. Every thiog was vast, and
mighty, aod indefinite. No grasp was al-
forded to the ' mind of even a part of the
picture. The buildings melted into other
buildiogs ; the streetg were absorbed ioto
other streets ; and the boundary line of the
whole was hiddeo in darkness. In dark-
ness arose the mighty volume of waters
which rolled in silence through the silent
city ; and in thick darkness its course was
lost & swallowed up. William gazed with
a feeliog of littleness, which at last diverg-
ed into absolute terror. 1e forgot that he
was himsell an individual of that species
of insects which had ecreated the wonders
arovod him !
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POETRY.
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TIIE DESOLATE.
Sin,=If the insertion of the encloscd Poem,
(a first attempt, or rather a first complet-
ad attempt) will serve the inoterests of the
Kingston Chronicle, I beg you will print it
at your earliest cutivenicncce—this mark
of your apprebation will probably elicit
farither efforts from the pen of
Your would be Correspondent,
HENRY BELL.
r.
Tarx mark of Cain is oo my brow,
Aod in my soul a deeper curse,
And "tis with scorn that even now
I weave my feelings ioto verse ;

tastic finery, and that her wild anrd baccha- |

{I've made my haunt with desert beasts,

For what has verse with them todo ?

Or why should soog of mine reveal,
Thoughts foreign to the vulgar crew,

Who yelp round genius chariot wheel ?

1.

Yet gushingly the song rolls on ;—

The tale of passion and of guilt
Assumes, untaught, a loftier tone,

And on the page, like blood-drops spilt,
The fierce words glare before mine eyes,

braiao :
And in my ears a deep voice cries—
** The past! the past !—it comes again!"
117. .
I tell not of ker peerless charms,—
By me—by all—their spell was felt;
They could have roused a world to arms,
And round ber conguerors would have
koelt;
I tell not of the queen-like grace
Eundiademed upoo her brow ;
Why waste weak words 7—1I see her face,—
O God ! itshines upon me now !
1V,
And what was T 7—Io outward form
An abject and a vulgar thiong ;
For o'er me, like a darkeniog sworm,
Pale oglivess eat gibbering ;
And if the mind within redeemed
Its outer ease—its worthless shrine—
They koew it not,---it never gleamed
Thro’ features so deformed as mine.
Y.
Yot there werea moments fraught with pride, °
When I bave felt my inward power ;
And walked erect with baughty stride,
As il bold beauty was my dower ;
And often, with a glistening eye,
“ Shall wiod,” 1 taught myself to say

Bow,down belure thegidol clay 1"
Vi,
'"Twas well ; theyown'd my mental might ;
Yetoot the less they pass’d me by ;
Or when I join'd their revels light,
They look'd with cold averted eye :---

Al exeept der---she snught me oul §
She ever met me with a smile ;---

Heavea ! how I acorn’d the rabble rout,
Wirom Ibad envied so erewhile !
wil.
True---true---most true! Idared oot think,
But wildly drank the poisoning cup ;
Istood upon the dizzy brink,
And gave mysell to madoess up.
Oh! pever mortal loved as I !
Love! "tis a word profaned and vaip g
It was a rapturous agony---
"T'was burpning tears that fell like rain.
' VIiil.
Dutdid she love me 7---Dées the sun
Lovo the base worm its heat brings forth 17
Could she---the bright---the glorious one---

A horrid mirth io such a thought!)
Ua me bestow her world of light,
With all its starry glories fraught,---
On me,---a thing of hopeless night 7 .
IX.
'"T'was only. pity !---Buorst my brain ! '
That damoing thought ! she pitied me !
The common boon each wreteh;might gain,
Was all that she bad given to me ! ~
"Twas charity---ay, call ittha¢-—- - "
In charity her smiles she gave,
As bounty to the beggzar's brat,
Whom gold from pedury maysave !
X.
She loved another /---They were wed,
Isaw the bridal train, and siood

A breathiog corpse---a f f load,
They liﬂﬁ umF;a Wy lg'l'"iltl:ldne. oAt

I started wildly from my trance,
In handfuls tore away my hair,
And taking for my god blind chanes,
I wandered forth I know not where,
XI. ’
M{ life becamne a fev'rish dream ;---
think I sought a foreign land,
And saw strange faces round mo gleam,
And joia'd an outlaw’s roaming band ;
I gotioured to secenes of blood,
Yet can I not remember how ;
Upon my mind there fell a cloud,
And that same cloud is on it now.
v XII.
I've sat onrocks alobe at night,
And howl'd to every wind that blew ;
I've pray'd that there might falla blighe
Upon my bead instead of dew. ~—-

And lov'd to see their gory fangs;
I've mingled with them_ at their feasts,
And watched their victim’s dying pangs. .
X1V,
Years passed, and left with me 0o track,
Save such as marks uncertaio dreaom ;
i Atlength it chanced I wandered back,
And look'd and saw my native streams.
I saw herhouse ! the setling sum
Had bathed it in a holy calm ;
My mood was changed ; and one by one
houghts stole into my heart like balm.

XV.
I veotored near. Beneath a tree
A sad and grey-hair'd man I spied;
I named her name :---** Alas '" said he,
‘* Scarce three hours since my lady died!"
I lvok'd and trembled ; but to me ,
There was no meaning io his words ;

I cavght the voice of singing birds !

X¥I.

Unquestioned and unquestioning,

The house 1 entered, aod I heard
Nought but a hushed low whisperiog,

That scarce the solemn silence marr'd.
1 walked at once into the room---

The awful room in which she lay ;
I found her ready for the tomb---

1 knelt beside the stilfen’d clay.

XVII.
Tempt me ne more---I dare not write—-
[ might hlasphemo the earth and sky ;
They buried her---I saw thesight—-
1 know that she is dead---and I---
A crazed, bewildered man, live or,---
My life a vision---hcaven a dream---
The soul a mist---tho heart a stone---
Away! thiogs aro pot what they scem !

“ A portion of sternity, '

Dead! No! that horror could not bo,-s=

And bounds my pulse, and throbs my

Op mebestow ; (by Heaven! there'smirth,



