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day blessing, that its splendour is unnoticed. Takea ‘fude md‘:!l;dy. H}e did not zse:l himhaen‘ about ;vming boc;]ko
2 . : : . | for man%ind, until he knew what they possessed and what
child to it, and he claps his little hands with delight: they wanted. It was hisopinionthat & writer who would

and present 1t to any one in 2 new foxjm, gnd }xns EURNEN | oot WAl s o the o aniele o€ b 2gs, mid
are bewildered. The man of warm imagination, who | ;om thence look into the future.
looks for the first time on Niagara, feels an mpulse )
to leap in, which is almost irresistable. ~ What is 1t
but a delerious facination—the same spell which, in the
loveliness of a woman, or the glory of a sunset cloud,
dtaws you to one, and makes you long for the go'den
¥ingg of the other?
~ “I trast I shall be forgiven for this disgression. It
18 one of feeling. I have loved the water from my
thildhood. It has cheated me of my sorrow when 2
ome-sick boy, and I have lain beside it in the summer
ays when an1dle student, and deliciously forgot my
dry philosophy. It bas always the same pure flow,
and the same low music, and is always ready to bear
away vour thoughts upon its bosom, like the Hmdo{v’s
arque of flowers, to an imaginative heaven.— Stories
f Amerrcan Life.

FROM THE PLEDGE OF FRIENDSHIP.

EGYPT’S LAST PLAGUE.

NicsT, gentle night!--sweet season of rest,
When even the slave as the monarch is bles:; |

Mother benign!—in whose bounty may share,

The wearied with pleasure; the wearied with care;-
Oance more hast thou shelter’d the land with thy pall,
And lonely, and lovely, and peaceful 1s all!

Breathless the city as yonaer dark hill,

The temples deserted, the palaces still;

The warrior unmail’d as the infant is calm,

lie banner droops down, like the plumes of the palm;
The judge hath putoff his stately array,

— |

Only 0 visions the ruler bears sway;—

’ Fair eyes have clos’d like their sisters the flowers,
Fieroraras.—Fieldpaths are at this season par-
‘ifulniy attractive. I loveour real old English footpaths,
love those rustic and pisturesque s'iles opening therr
Pleasant escapes from frequented places and dusty highways
into the solitudes of nature. It is delightful to catch a
Elmpse of one in the old village green, unaer the old elder-
lree by some wncient cottage, or ball hidden by the over-
h““ﬁing boughs o7 a wood, love to see the smooth, dry
track, winding away in easy curves along some green slope
to the church-yard—to the forest grange, or 1o the equw-
tred cottage, [t is tome an object of certain junspiration,
t seems (0 invita one from noise and publicily into the heart
of wolitude and of rural delight It beckons the imugination
on throvgh green and whispering corn fields, through the short
at verdant pasture,~—the flowing mowing grese,—the odo-
Tous and sunny hay~field,—the f[estivity of harvest,— from
IOne\y farm (5 farm, from village to village,—by clear and
Mossy wells,—by tinkling brouks and deep wood-skirted
Mreams, 1o cro’ts where the daffodil is rejoicing in spring,
geranium embellishes the

Watchful ears heed not the flight of the hours,—
Mother ard babe, one soft slumber keep,
Captive and mourner awbile cease to weep,

And Fgypt the splendid, the warlike, but scems
A kingdom of silence! a yalley of dreams!

“T'is morn,—and the #pirit of slumber hath fled:

Woe now to the living! woe, woe, for the dead’

Myriads beheld the last settiog sun,

Myriads behold him now day is begun;

Warrior and Priest, and Ruler are here,

Maiden, and sire, and stripling appear.

There 15 grandeur, and beauty, and prowess at hand,
But where are the FIRST-BORN, thie pride of the land?
~—The Prince in his palace,—where else should he dwell?
The babe with 1ts mothier, the slave in his cell;

Hunter and herdsman, abroad in the field
Or meadows where the large blue ’
Summer way-side: 'o hearts with tbeir warm elastic sward
and ¢rimson dells—the chitiering of grasshoppers,—the fox
Blove, and the old gnarled oak, in ehort, to all the solitary
havm,, after which the city-pent lovér of nature pants as the
hear, panteth afier the water brooks. W hat is there so truly
Unglish? Whkat is so truly linked with our rural tastes, our
SWeetest memor e+, ard our sfweetest poe'ry, as stiles and
footpaths? Go'dsmith, Thompson, and Milton have adorned
them with some of theirrichest wieaths. They bave s g gl | Burst forth, glorious sun, on this day long decreed;
Crated them to poeury and love. It islong the footpath in| e Dok i Meaited’ (i ¢ Tl ;
$ecluded fields, upon the siiles in the embowe:ed lane, where | A ghty are humbled, the captives are freed!
the wi'd rose and the honeysuckle are lavishing their beauty | Farewell fo four ages of bondage and fears,—
#nd their fragrance, that we delight te pittire to ourselves
tural lpvers, breathing, in the dewy sweetness of svmmer
€vening, vows still sweerer. There it is that the poet, seat-
ed, sends back his soul into the freshness of his youth, |
@mongs' atiachmrents since wihered by mneglect, renderedi
|
!

‘Chieftain and soldier, each ove by his shield;

How vary those first born in fortune and fame!

But traverse wide Egypt, their ¥ATE is the same:=~
Not by the pestilenee, not by the sword,

But smitten 1n slomber, the slain of the Lord:

Of their late breathiug thousands alone may be said,
“ They lay down the living, they liec now tbhe dead!’

Farewell to the land they have moisten’n with tears:

The tribes of the chosen are gathering fast;

Their lords are crouching,—farewell to the past!
THEY need not the splendours of martial array,

1 If ig the i o1 v .
Painful by ahsence, or broken by death; amongst Jevame. nitl Jehovah himself is the guide of their way;

Axpirations w hich evennow that they proneunce their own

fallacy, are lovely. It iwthere that he gazes on the gorgeous |
‘mwﬂ—lhc e\'ew.'ru; star foliowing with ns silvery lamp me]
fad lng day, or the moon showering he: pale lustre throuzh {
the balmy night a'r, with a fancy that kindles and soars into |
the heavens hefore him, theie that we have all felt the charms |
9fwoods and green fields, and selitary bows waving in (he‘(
ening in the melancholy beauty of]
beautiful was |

His bright cloud their banner, his own arm their shield;
Stern roeks shall be fountains, the desert a field!

O! shine as atnoontide, great Sun, on this host,

And symbol the glories their future shall boast;

And thou, hoary Ocean, with all thy wild waves,

Cease, cease thy vain voaring,—wiud rest in thy caves:

Make ready a path through the dark depths of old,

R0lden sunshiae, or d
®vening shadows, who has aot thought bow |
the mipht of a viilage congregation, pouring ost from their |
o mmer day, and streammg oft through |
homes? Qr\

|
|

For Judah must paes likea flock to the fold,—
But Egypit shall follow, Priest, people, and throne,—

d prey church on a
the quiet meadows, in all directions, to their
Who that bas visited Alp'ne scenery, has not beheld with a
Poete feeling the mountaineers eilently winding down out of |
their romantic seclusion on a eabbath merning, pscing the
$olaary hea-thiracks, bounding with elasije siep down the

Then rage, mighty Ocean, TRAT host is thine own.

Garvant Davenrer.= Sir John Cochrane, who
was engaged in Argyle’s rebellion against James the
| Second, was taken prisoner, after a desperale yesiit
| ance, aud condemned to be hanged. His daughler,
;/uu‘in;; nolice that the death-warrant was expected from
‘1qutun, aitired herself in men’s clothes, and twice at-
(tacked and robbed the mails befween Belfor and Ber-
The cxecukion was by tkis means delayed, tall

ferw olzq deils, or along the course of a riotous giream, as
f‘henf.j' as pictoresque; and yer as solemn ps thke ¥cencs
rowud them?—Howitt’s Bookof the Seasons

[y
Writing.—It was Addison, we believe, who obser— | wick,

*erved of the schoolmen, that they had not

U wiite a small book, and therelore took refupe

the largest magnitude. We are getting as fast as pe
to the predicament of the schoo men. No one knows
& has written enough,—but, likea play at chess still goes
o0 with the self-same ideas, merely aliering their position.
This ot stise fiom early habits and prejudices, from having pardon.
ten taught to regard with veneration vast collections of |
Common-places, under the titles of this or that man’s works, | 4 .
'acitus may be carried about in one’s pocke:, while it will] GreaTxess.— What renders it difficull for ordinary
Very shorrly require @ waggon to remove Sir Walter Scot’s |\ minds {o discover a great man before he has, like a
“*bours from place to place. Volane’s yacrurry was his|p.,, o), forth his blossoms, is the manner various and
Rreatest fault,—betier he bad elsborated his periods, ]\kefdissimilar, & Shichaiih persons evolve their powers.
| o

Reusseau; who vi i / Tt
; who, notwithstanding, wiote (oo much. e Jate : : .
ter, however. of ail modern writers, best knew the value of | 20T as innalure the finest days are somelimes in the

' own wmind, His prine oflife was passed in vicissi- ' morning overclouded and dark, so the development of

King James’ Confessor, who, for the swn. o} five

Javour of Sir John Cochrane. and procured s

|

ivs enovgh | Sir John Cochrane’s father, the Earl of Dundonald, | s
folios of | succeeded in making interest with father Peler, a Jrsmt,‘?

thousand pounds, interceded with his royal mastler, n |

posilion and circumstance. But to a keen eye there al-
ways appear, even m the first obscurity of extraordinas
ry men, cerlain snfernal commotions and throes, de<
neling some magna vis amms at work within,

genius follows no rule, but is hastened or retarded by

A Scorrist Easterry Harr.—Earth and hea-
ven are not enly not worth looking at 1n am Easterly
Harr, but the Visible is absolute wretchediess, and
people wonder why they were born  The wisitation
begins with a sort of characteriess haze, waxing more
and more wetly obscure, till you know not whether it
be rain, snow, or sleet, that drenches your clothes in
dampmess, till you feel it in your skin, then in your
marrow, and then in your mind.  Your blinking eyes
have it too—and so, shut it as you will, has your gaping
mouth. Yet the streets, though looking blue, are not
puddled, and the dead eat lies dry in the gutter.
There is no eavesdropping—no gushing of water-spouts.
To say it rained would be no breach of veraeity, but
a mere misstatemens of a melancholy fact. 'The truth
1, that the weather cannot rain,but keeps spit, spit,
spitting, in a style sufficient to 1rritate Socrates—or
even Moses himself; and yet true, veritably, sincere,
genuine, and authentic Rain could not—or if he could
would not— so thoroughly soak yow and your whole
wardrobe, were you to allow him a day to do it, as
that shabby mmitation of a tenth-rate shower, 1 about
the time of a usualasized sermon. So much cold and
so much wet, with so little to show for it, 15 a disgrace
to the atmosphere, which it will take weeks of the sun-
niest which the weather can afford to wipe off. But
the stores of sunniness, whkichit is in the power of
Winter 1n this northern lattitude to accumulate, cannot
be immense, and, therefore, we verily believe that it
would be too much to expect that it ever ean make
amends for the hidenus hotrors of this Easterly Harr,
O the cut-throat!—Blachwood.

Pacanini.—Paganini and Lis violin enter. A uni-
versal clapping welcomes his appearance on the stage.
He advances several paces with embarrassment, and
bows; and the applause recommences. He proceeds
with a gait still more and more awkward, and 18 again
applauded. He bows repeatedly, and endeavours to
throw 1nto his countenance a smile of acknowledge-
ment, which is soon, kowever, replaced by an icy cold~
ness of expression.

He stops, and in a position in which he seems, if
possible, still more constrained than during his walk,
and his salutations, he seizes his violic, places i1t be-
tween his chin and his breast, and casts on it a proud
look, at once piercing and sweet, He stands thus for
several seconds, leaving the public time to observe and
examine his strange originality; to gaze with curiosity
at his lank body, his long arms and fingers, his ches-
nut-coloured hair flowing over his sheulders, the illness
and suffering imprinted in his whole persen, his sunken
mouth, his long hawk-nose, his pale and hollow cheeks,
s large, fine, and open forehead, which Dr. Gall
would love to contemplate, and under that forehead,
eyes, hidden as if in shade, but every instant darting
forth lightning.

Suddenly, his looks descend from his  violin o the
orchestra. He gives the signal, and,,abruptly raising
bis right hand in the awr, lets bis  bow fall upon his
You expect that all the strings are abont to
ba hroken. Nothing of the sort. Youare surprised
by the lightest, the most delicate, the finest ol sounds,

For several instants he continues to,play with your anti-
| cipations, and to provoke you, (All the caprices which
| occur to him are employed to rouse you from the ind:f-
rence: which he supposes you to feel. | He

leape from tones to tenes, from octaves to octaves, pas—

| ses with incredible swiltness and precision the widest
distances; ascends and descends patural and chromatie
gamuts; produces everywhere harmonic chords; draws
forth the -most extraordinary sounds of which the violin
18'capable; makes it speak, - sing, complain; now there
19 2 murmuring of waves, now a breeze ofwind, vow a
chirpmg of birds; in short, an incoherent charivar

runs, he

\

This great artist, has however, other resources than
such fantasies for the ecaptivation ot the public. ‘To
this musical phantasmagorie presently succeeds a broad
grand and harmonious simpledy.  Pure; sweet, biillant
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