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lAit the foet of the inclined
F'ted by three smaller engines, the power of the latter
ig10es being applied in pushing on the
ehind, while the Samson
ront,
*Xact power of the latter engine 1n moving up the as-
‘ent of the railway, which was proved to be equal to a
Rrogs weight of eighty tons! It 1s stated, that if the
Semson were put at its full power, it 1s capable of
"awing, at the dead level, the enormcus weight of two
Undred tons, and that the expense of fuel consumed in
¢ Journey did not exceed twenty shilings. 1t 1s
™possible to foresee the extent to which this gigantic
Power may be substituted, should the line of railroad
€ continued en fram Manchester to Birmingham and
to the Metrepolis.

was employed as a tug in

Recrirr por maxive AN ALpermar.— Takea cit-
.zheﬂ. and wrap buu first in a fur gown, stop his ears,
lhm Wp his other senses, wrap his legs in flannel, and

€0 pat him in a gilt coach. Let bim remain in a
Mate of stupidity from the November of one year to

® November of another. ‘The hanging up may, be

¢lerred unul the operation 1s complere. During s
:"lod let bim have, on au average, fourteen dinners
“Week, each of three courses, setting within reach
u"lpaign, claret and rose-water in a pan. {In ihis
.e‘{'-lnel the subject will be made so fat, that, without
n:"lg. one could scarcely form an idea of it. But the

Bt shonld nat be deferred, as apoplexy is consider-

to be the natural result of the experiment, and
f’"ny worthy aidermar have found it difficult to wea.
*r their twelve months. At the end of that time
8 bangmg operation may commence, with great com-
" 10 themselvs and wuch gratfication to society.—
onthly Magazine-

fo

FROM TME METYROPOLITAN MAGAZINE,

PASSAGES IN THE EARLY LIFE OF WM.
MORTIMER
Tue subject of the fullowing passages has been since
Iy boyhood one of my dearest friends, and at Ry par-
ticulap request, he bas permitted me to commence my
f“"-‘morials with these amecdetes af his early dany;.
bey relate, indeed, to little but his University oceu-
{’hhon; but if there be any reality in Byron’s rfrmaric,
that truth s stranger than fiction,’ 1 thiok I may re

Y oo the reader’s approbation. E

Mortimer is the name of a remote branch of the
dmily; I have judged it proper, therefore, to employ
E pioy

v and in parts ef the narrative where the insertion of |

eal names was inexpedient, I have either omfted (h:zm[:
]

‘ltvgelher, or inserted others in their places.
Epwarp !

W o
# Told hall,~ the brief record of some bright and buovant spirit, |
nd my heart returas to it hke a prigrim weary of j urneying 1§

9 his childhood.

Never had the free careless step of a boy; my face s my

me .
Pring of life presented a griéf-worn appearance.
lxp

vey
"!uug

[ have indeed

now, when I go among the fountrins of my early memnry,
bts will come ap 1o me with a sweer and baliny voice, |ke

h i
"ds that have built their neets amid the wild-tlowers of some | un evening p

®tolute habitation.

Cigg

“Yish aspirations. [ stand in my ancient ball once more, and

g

b

would not have them entire, mdeed | rarely remembered to
Ave seen them so—npos the rudely graven n;m'les, and making
rightness among those touching remembrancers; and our haem-
i "Ilflv‘ch with its hepe and sanctity, like the quet of a sum-
" night opon the heart: and the oid clerk, who has looked on
"" Mapy ef the living and the dead, and whose performance
1111:-““ the trombone Hﬂn!'l’ml us so wmuch dc_l-;;hl- -they are with
* 10 my meditations. The recollections of them are beautiful, !
"':‘l lhiy_’ are like the moon gleams upon the grass-covered tomb-
rof a brother or sister—1hey only brighten the almost worn-
nscription which tells of beauty gone from the earth—of joy
ened forever.
can scarcely flatter myself with the belief that the following !
Xtracts {rom the journal of an unknown and selitary student will
® aoy attraction, save to those with whom the author is ac- |
“inted; bet I could not refuse a request made 10 me by one,
Yom [ cannot hope to meet again in my earthly pilgrimage.
. Yy ln!;mr_v was (:h.’ll‘i(’“"ltl‘d h_\' no peculiar events; 1 wasan!
Y ton, and the uffections ot my friends discovered in me indi- |
“Uong of a genius stennge sud remarkable. 1 attribute none of |
Y korrows to my parents; | lest wy inberitance by misfortune,
“hl....w'” edvcated at howe wib my sisler, who was .l\\u \ears
Snif, than myeelf, and 4|lnxr|l ot the patience with which | have |
W, Ped vy abter-ealaities, i3 awtving to that gentle companon-
Poo Shy was the Joveliert gul 1 have ever seen, and, | speak |

leg

ut
‘ark

i
|

plane, the Samson was 35.!\vithou prejudice, her ‘voice was like the dying of musie; her

wagons from | this period, had a cottage three miles from town, and the Hastings

By this means, it was easy to ascertain the |

| spinz, and [ stoed motionlees; but a deluge of water from a pipe,

SEYMOUR. i

pulRRr)'.v is to me a graven name, hke one of the memorials iu(

n

alien land, and who longs to lay down ouce more in the home
l‘u fy temples, ardax I drew my breath with increased difficulty,
j and the cold eweat stood on my forehead whei the shutters crack-
1 Led in the wind, or
erienced much sorrow both uf mind wnd body, bat sometimes, Led up into my cha
| ef
‘n-" A very g
am at Harrew in my solitary room again; cradling my fan- |

in the music of my youthtul  visions,—he poewy of my |

¢ evening light falls peacefully throngh the broken casements |

ithe most beautiful episodes in the dark narrative of iy history.

|

| wander ings among the neighbouring villages. for T never regarded

face did of a truth make the gazer glad when he looked upon it.
In my tenth year I was sent 10 a public schoel. My father, at

mail, which passed our door about half past five in the morning,
was the signal for my rising. Lawrence-Poultney Lane! how many
times have I paced its eold and silent pavement, or sat down upon
my bags of books pale und shivering in the corner of the gateway!
My progress was slow, but satisfactory, until I reached the
form. I will do the tutor of the class the justiee to acknowledge
that I was lazy in the performance of the exercises, but that was
in some measure attributable to their stupidity. I have since
frequently thoughc of the miseries inflicted on Sir William Jones
while at Harrow, by an inexorable schonlmaster, who elevated
him to a sitation above s capacity, and then punished him
because his acquirements did not keep pace with his advancement.
I was at'this time very weak and frequently indisposed, and was,
consequently, sometimes absent. The cruel taunts lavished on
me by that man when I explamed to him the reason of my mon-
attendance, | have not yet forgot. In his visitations of disease~
in the loss of his best and dearest—on the bed of death, and in
the day of judgmeut—may the recollection of his having persecu-
ted a defenceless boy come across his mind like the burning band
of an avenging spirit. T cannot resist the expression of my ever-
lasting hate ard abhorrence. If there be a crime deserving eter-
nal reprobation, it is the persecution of the young and feeble,
and those who have none to help them. With my promotion to
another class my school sorrovs ended, and a high sitwation 1
my remove placed me at the summit of my juvenile ambition.
A circomstance occurred at this period which would not be worth
mentioning, were it not for the influence it exercised on my future
life. It was this. on my entrance into the sixth form, 1 bad
obfained with some difficulty the books used by that class, which
were numerous, and expensive—I say with difficulty, for my fa-
ther’s embarrassments had increased to an alarming degree, and
it 1equired all the energy which he possessed to withstand the
current of his fate. I did however, obtain the books, and 1
well remember the joy with which T carried them to a shop
in Cannon Street. 1 forget the number of the volumes, but |
recollect that an edition of Herodotus formed the apex, which 1
steadied by my chin. The midsummer holidays had commenced,
and 1 left my books only for the night, intending to call for
them on the next day. 1 came into town early for that purpose,
and as 1 turned out of Lawience-Pouitney Lane into Cannon-
Street, 1 found my way blocked up by engines and all the other
impediments of a fire. 1 picked my way along the biack and
¢plashy pavement; some of the fire-men were sleeping upon the
engines, yet mot a thought of the catastrophe entered my mind,
As I drew nearer to the shop, the crowds became more derse
and clamorons, and I heard the voices of the constables keeping
hack the people who were pressing eagerly forward. 1 now,
for the first time, suspected the truth: all hope and joy forsook my
heart . an mstant—1 held my breath, and forced myself through
; the reality burst on me at once—the
d! I felt a cold shiver run along my

the masses of idle spectator

house was burnt to the grou

which one of the firemen turned wpen me, restored me to my sen-
ses, and I hastened from (he place. All the remains of wmy books
eongisted of a few dawp leaves of a Hebrew Grammar, whieh I
Lid not vecover antil many days after. T preserve them to the
present day. It wax utterly out of my power to replace the books,
andt L did vot return to the school
I pass over the yeurs immediately succeeding this calamity—they
were seasons of mounfo! visitation; but | have had a support in
¢, bath of mind and body, sometimes waxing feeble,
elief in the mercy and power of God; and in
kness und danger, when the cold wind of
ctres. has been about my pillow, |
have not despawed. T know nething which presents a wore pers
eet eimaditude o f my mind for some wonths after this misfortune,
h: erphaa sitting through the winter night without fire,
beside the corpse of its mother,
: We hed a large house at the
west end of the town, aod | was for some months it8 sole ocey.
pant; it was illy furnished, and, te one, whase fwe]ll\gﬂ
p, MS f’l)'ll'h”!“"?‘ was (l“l!L’ (ll,l)l'f’l‘.‘"\‘e. I
have s=at for hours withont moving for fear of the echo of my own
footstep on tne floor; & have counted (n the still noght the puisation

all my suffering

vet snill existing, a
iy hours of extieme sic

death, avfiom a land of =

or any ather blessing,

» never again been so desolate,

only pa
are so excitable as n

a half-starved cat, my only companion, jumps

I seemed tosit in a newly opened grave, and

the wet clayed sides closing in avound me. T am not w riting far

1 am merely describing my own sensations, 1t was afier

wesed 1 this gtare of feverish ivvitation that I dream—

gular dream, I thought I lay in a bed, weuk wuid

debilitared by a protracted illne and on a sudden the chair by |
the bed-side was ocenpied hy a cage in which I beheld the (7\],')r‘-<’
mnge of Satan, in the shape he s vevally depicted, gazing in-

tently mto my face. The vision was so vivid that I deufted not

s reality. - Oby, how often i trial and temptation the memory of
that night has been an amulet upoa wy bosom! 4

1 cannot explain the events which led to wy becoming a pupil
at Harrow, but se it was; and my residence there furms one of

.\!y heart seemed to £pring vp mnte the pore sere |lily of hope and
peace, and I walked out mto the pleasant fielus the quiet
lanes, like one who had been living in a darkened room through
the simmer, and who leaps out like a thoughtless boy, the first
moment of liberty, into the sunniness of daylight., 1 was now in
my eeventeenth year, and il 1 had few friends it was because I had
drank too much of _the bitter wine of life to derive any gratifica-
tion from the careless merriment of ignorant boys. My respect for
the liviug renders it necessary for me to tonca very lightly on an
event which constitutes an epoch in my existence,

1 had been at Hartow rather more than a vear, and during my

the bonuds 1o which we were limited, I had nourished that spirit
of deep and sohitary meditation by which I have always been dis*
tingwished. [t is not, however, of my dreams I am about to speak.
In one of my roammgs | becaime .acquninmd, it matters not how,
with an elderly lady who resided in a very retired cottage near
Pianer. My love of wandering, perhaps, would rarely huve taken
we 80 far—but she bad a daughter)

your memory will require no refreshing. How often have } ‘ex:
claimed to myself, in the words of Shelley’s Fragment on Love—
¢ ask him who loves, What is life?—ask him who worships, Wha't
is God?’

I procured a key of my tutor’s house, and the calm and maoon-
light nights 1 bounded along the dreary and unfrequented by-roads
leading to the abiding-place of my earthly affection. 1 believe my
absence was never discovered. ‘Those meetings weré to me like
walkings in the mugic land of heaven. What is like unto thee,
first and passionate love!—thou artan alien to my heart; 1 kpow
thee not, 1 see thee not,—but let me awaken something of my
boyhood enthusiasm o remembering thee. Everlasting art thou
as the eternal heavens! O young and passionate love! thou wast
horn with eternity, thou wilt die with it; thow art that fine and
impalpable substance, a breathed essence dwelling in the hght of
thine own beautitude, and havging ke a shadow from the face
of the Deity over the passions and the sins of men! Thou art
indeed beautiful, theu art holy!

Ewily—thou Beatrice of my yeung epirit, when a glad
but lenely boy I lay among the scented flowers in the fields of
Harrow-weald, how often have I waited fer the coming of
thy feet in thej porch of thy village church: and thy small
arm hath been around my neck, like the sisier »f my memory,
and thy breath hath died upon my face, like the love song
of a Grecian singer! My love of tree was not the Taiquin
love of earth, every thing esrhly in ne was epiritualized;
it was not the longing of the body, it was the appetence of
the soul,

The 16th of June will never be forgetten by me; it wus
appointed for my last meeting with Emily, previeusly to
her journey imfo Scotland, where she was accustomed 1o pass
some part of the summer with a sis'er of her mother, The
evening was_like the parting of an angel, so tranquil, =o
unclouded;—I sat down en a seat in the church-porch,
where we generaily met; it was fuil of moonlight, #nd as I
felt it gathering around me, to my distempered imasination
it appeared to be the raiment of arpectre. [ he!d my watch
in my hand, but hour succeeded hour, and Emily came not.
Fearful is that solitude in which you hear the beatings ¢f
your own heart, thick and heavy as the tickings of a watch
when the chain is nearly run out, The motion ! a blade
of grass made me start—the creeping of a small insect atmy
feet alarmed me—and the specks of light glimmerimg inta the
paiches ol mass on the tomb-stones, weie like the eves of
the dead Jooking up fiom the sepulehres 1 + i until
three o’clock, and then returned to Harrow, in ope fori-
night frem that evening, Emily was buried; she died of a
typhus fever, induced, as X believe, by a cold cavght in one
of our midnight meetings. Come up unto me yaf once more,

aited

thou fai-est of the Mases® daughters, from 1h; wt and
grassy grave, and 'et me put back the shroud fom thy face

and imprint ome kiss upen thy cheek, ere th
bernacie be passed away! I am like Sir Rey:
1f the reader ean.ot appreciate my feelings, it o
to expect sympathy —¥ dare not icok for happiness avain,
I was indiced to leave Harrow much saener than 1

in-
tended, by the earnest persuasion of my tutur, wi wed
me (0 «it for an University Schelarship then vae t Ox'nrd.
I wasentered of Oriel College: Thie number didutag
exceeded fi'ty, many of them my superiors in ¢l [ learn-
mg—and [ ob'ained nothing by the trial, except eve uts
tack of the jaundice, which confined wme tc my room fer vex
veral mcnths. I had kept two lerms, and had g: {1wo or
three college prizes, when some peculiar circums!: con-
nected with my family, compelled me 1o retire f he
University. It has ever been thus with me—the mement a
prospect of success has opered before me. my rem | from
the arena has become necessiry. The evening was very
beautiful in the decline of uutumn, when [ walked down the
High-street for the jast time. I never desire te visit irany

mare, It was unto me a stony hearted mother, that ¢ iy of
alaces,—1I a-khed lor hread, and [ obtained » stone! [ have
wandered along the streets, hungry, and cold, wnd wretched,
and no wine was offered to comfort me. no word of consola -
tion te bless me,—I bhad sorrows, bLut none ‘here cared !or
them,~—feelings, and they weie scoined (lere,—vsions of
beauty, and they were mocked,—hopes of honor and glory,
and they weredeitroyed there If at any rime I impuyn the
pravi‘ence oi God in ‘making me the poor and impoies
creaure that [ am in woildly power, it is becaure T am un'’
abie o reward that city aceardiny fo ity de-erts,

1 date the l)(-,gmning o(my real ufflictions from wy departure
from the University. My lather had died, 1 may .vu:y truly of a
broken heart. Iy mother’s health was declining rapidly, and wy
sister afready evinced symptoms of an ini‘;piell!(T(DHS\I\II;)Yinv). 1
was their only source of subsistence. 1 thank God be had given
me talents; 1 worked both day and night, bue 1 was only «ble 14
earn a small pitiance, which wag ill paid, and totally inadequate
to proecure any conforts for y relatives. Litte does the worid
knew of the miseries attendant on the life of an unpatrouized
iterary man in London. 1 had taken opartments in the neghbour-
hood of Finshury-square, but although the rent was wifling, 1 coull
votalways discharge it with punetnality. 1 shall never furg tihe
night, 1t was on a Saturday, 1 had been writing incessantly ihe
entire day, my mether and sister were i thew heds, which they
rarely left,and 1 wes leaning over the nearly extinguished fire—
when the mistress of the house sent me a note enclosing a noties
to quit on the following day. Reader—can uny crime, exceptihe
most heinous afall, equal the erime of being poor? Wealth isihe
standard of excellence; a man is honest, and clever, and amwbie,
in proportion te the plenitude of its endowment: viches confer wa
a man beauty, and power, and virtue, and intellect; poverty gives
him scorn, and ignorance, and impotence, and disgrace. Wealihi
is the baptism of the soal unto glory, poverty unto grief—ihe ond
18 the supper of the spirit, the other is the crusifixion:— W,
baries a man in a erimson coffin, and in a waible vaul; p

<

I will not attempt to describe Emily, you bave seen her; and

in a few rotten plaoks, aud on a ddoghill. Bat to retarn—1 J.
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