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a person disposed to turn his spare moments to ac-
coun’, such privilage 15 a great affair, mdependently o
the moral advantage of kaving a precise task to exe-
cute at stated hours; this ebligation of working per-
1odicaily seems, indeed, to act as a sert of hohe, on
Which our intellects, as well as our industry, may be
sharpened. Some reasoners and refiners en this mat—
ter go so far as to say, that a man of talents and fancy
will often be able to turn his gifts to greater aceount,
if forced to give up a considerable portion of his day to
drill, or even disagrecable drudgery, than if he had the
whole twenty-four hours to himself It has even been
8aid, that the most successful and imaginative writer
of our times considers himself indebted for some of his
happiest flights te the neeessity of pledding round and
round the dull routine of a court of law, for many heurs
of every day; for, when he takes wing to the country,
in the vacatien, the spring of his energies is vastly more
elastic than if he had not been chainedto a desk for
Many monthe before.”—Captawn Hall’s Frag-
menls,

Tue Britisa Sainors Cuerr.—I heard it related
that, some years before our eonquest of the Mauritius,
an English ship being taken by the French on her way
to India, was carried into that Island; the officers were
placed on their parole, and the men put in prison
It happened that the house inhabited by the formes
was very near the building in which the latter were
confined. One day, when the officers had been taking
twore than their ysual quantity of wine after dmaer
they all sang in chorus—* God save the King,” and,
* Rule B-itannia.’ In that climate the windows of
houses being always open, the sound of this concert
reached the ears of the seamen in their prison. who
at the close of 1t, gave three tremendous British cheers
with the utmost power of their voices; these were re.-
@choed by the officers; and shouts such as British lungs
alone can give, mzde the walls ring, and alarmed the
whole town: the population of Port Louis poured
forth, exciaiming that the English were going to rake
possession of the town, and the garrisson were under |
arms speedily. After the slarm bad subsided, a for- !
mal request was made to the Ceptain, that he wou'd |
prohibit his men from given those hideous cheers sgain |
as they alarmed the inbhabitants. It was not the first |
time certainiy fhat the cheers of English seamen, had
struck. teiror into the hearts of theiwr foes, bat it was
when beard from th= deck of hattie and accompmied!
by the flourish of the deadly cutlass; onie would scarce- |
ly have supposed those sounds conid have preduced o
spoalling an eflect; in circumstances so ery dif~[
ferent. 3,

It isa Spanish maxim, that he who loseth wea!tb;]
loseth much; he who loseth a friend, loseth more; but |
he who loseth his spirits, loseth all. |

OLp Execraxp.—The ¢ three tribes of Germany,? |
the Jutes. the Angles, and the Saxons, by whom Britain {
was subdued, seem originally to have co nstituted but [
oue nation, epeaking the same language, and ruled |
by monarchs who zll claimed their des~eat from (hut
deified monarchs of the Teutons, Woden or OL’IIL;
They frequently changed their position on the rirm |
land of Kurope, as the stream of population rolled |
forward, impelled by the secondary caw<es, prepared |
and destined to act in fulfilment of the degree by
which the enlargement of Japhet had been foretold, |
The Jutes, togeher with their neighbours the Angles
dweld in the peninsular of Jutiand, or the ¢ CimbriC‘
Chersonesus,” and in the adjoining Helstein, where |
ths is still a distact called Angles, [batl. in faet, is |
the real Old Togland; and, prc petly speiking, owr|
¢ Old England’ s New England, thovgh now we give |
that name 0 a Province in America.— History of Eng-
land: Fawily Library, No. XX1. |
|

Excirermext —The habit of delighting m pawerﬂ:li
excitement ys quickly created, and the appetite in- |
creases in propertion as it is more abu: lantly fed, |
The world had been ‘shocked by the murder of Nero, !
but 1t had also been pleased, perhaps in the same pro~ |
vortion. as the event tended to keep alive the persua~ |
sion that Heaven had net ceased to watch over #he
2 flairs of this werld, orto punish the gulty. Bat
when the powerful emotiens caused by this catastrophe
nad died away, lassitude of mind succeeded, and a
desire was secretly felt to be agam moved in a similar
manser.  This tremendovs disposition of mund, com-
pounced of hope and terror, which alwcys prevails
among the multitude during revolutionary times, 1s -
riably the parent and the avenger of crimes; first

{Hegaz’d on n

hungering for the excitement caused by their commis-
sien, thaa for that which is preduced by their punish-
ment—St. John’s Anatomy of Society.

FROM SUMMER AND WINTER HOURS.

THE UNCLE:

[ had an uncle once—a man W ithin my soul was nurst:
Of three score years and three, He came—he conquer’d—they
And when my reason’s dawn be. were wed—
an, My air blowa bubble burst!
He’d take me on his knee,
And often talk whole winter [¢Then on my mind a shadow fell,
nights, And evil thoughts grew rife,
Things that seem’d strange to me-|The ‘damning thought stuck in my
heart,
He was a man of gloomy mood, And cut me like a knife,
And few his converse sought; |That she, whom all my days I
But, it was said, in solitude, lov’d,
His conscienee with him Should be another’s wife!
wrought,
And there, before his mentaleye, |¢ By heaven! it was a fearful thing
Some hideous vision broughr, To see my brother now,
}And mark the placid calm which
There was not one in all the house| sat
Who did not fear his frown, | For ever on his brow,

Save I, a little careless ciild, |Thatseem’d in bitter scorn to gay
Who gamboll’d up and down, [ I am more lov'd than thou!’
And often peep’d into his room,

Ard pull’d him by the gown.

‘I left my home—1I left the land—
I cross’d the raging sea;

In vain, in vain, where’er I turn’d
My memory went with me;

1 was an orphan, and alone—
My father was his brother,
And, all their lives, 1 knew that|My whole existence, night and

they , | day,
Had fondly lov’d each other: [In memory seem’d tn be,
And in myuncle’s room there hung|
The picture of my mother.

‘I came again, I found them here,
Thow’rt like thy father, boy,
There was a curtain over it} He doated on thatpale face there:
"T'was in a darken’d place, ‘ I’ve seen them Kiss and toy;
And few or none had ever look’d |I’ve seen him lock’d in her “fond

Upon my mother’s face, | arms,
Or seen her pale, expressive smile/ Wrapt in delirious joy.
Of melancholy grace. |

[He digappear’d—draw nearer,
One night, I do remember well—! child,

The wind was howling high, Eedied, no oue knew how:
And through the ancient corridors|{The murder’d body ne’er was

It sounded drearily— found,
1 sat and read in that old hall, I The tale is hush’d up now.
My uacle gat close by. But there was one who rightly
l goess’d

I read, but little understood
The words upon the bouk,
For with a side long glauce

mark’d
My uncle’s fearful look, Noj; not his death alene,
Aod saw how il his quivering| “or she had ciung to hope, when
frame all
Iostrong convulsions shook. Knew well that there was none;
No, boy! it was a sight she saw,
'hat froze her into stone,

ITlxc hand that struck the blow.

1 |< Tt drove her mad; yet not his
death,

A silent terror o’er me stole,
A strauge, unusual aread;
His Jips were white as bone, hi:
eves
Sunk far down in his head.

‘l am thy vncle child;—why stare
So frightfully aghast?
Che arras moves, but know’st
thou not
*T'is nothing but the blast,
[ too have had my fears like these
Jut such vain fears are past.

but ’twas the g

Of the unconscious dead.

Then suddenly be turn’d him

round,
And drew aeide the veil I’ll show thee what thy mother
That bung before my mother’ saw,
face— I feel ’twill ease my breast;
Perchance my eyes it fail, | And this wild tempest laden night
But ne’er before th to me | Suits with the purpose best,
Had seein’d so ghastly pale. ‘ome hither: thou hast often
sought

‘Come hither boy
I awarted at t

Twas chok’d and stifled in his |* It has a seeret spring, the touch
tiwoat, Is known to me alone;’

And hardly utterance found— |Slow ly the lid is raised, and now
“Come hither boy!” then fear fullyl ¢ What see you that you groan
He ca:t his eyes around. So heavily?—that thing is Lut

4 A bare ribb’d skeletun.’

> my uncle sai
sound,

l'o open this old chest.

¢ That lady was thy mother once,|
Thou wert her only child— |A sudden crash—the lid f
O God! 1’ve seen her when she| Three strides he backwar
lield ‘ gave: |
Thee in her arms, and smiled; < O God! it is my brother’s self
he smiled upon thy father, boy,! Returning from the grave!
T'was that which drove me wild! His grasp of lead is on my throat: |
|Will no one help or save?
¢ He was my brother, but his form|
Was fairer far than mine, | That night
1 grudg’d not that,he was the prop bed
Of our ancestral Jine,
And manly beauty was te him
A token and a sign.

<

’

they laid him on his
s
Io raving madness tost;
He gnash’d his teeth, and with
wild oaths,
Blasphem’d the Holy Ghost:
¢ Boy! 1 had lov’d ber too, nay,|And, ere the light of merning
more. | broke,
*T'was I who lov’d her first; EA sinner’s soul was Jost!
For months—for years—the gol-!
en thought :

HENRY G. BELL'

Str Tuomas Lawkence’s AccousT or Prince MET-
TerNicH,—His daughter, though never in England,

speaks English remarkably well, and is to him, in in«

tellect, and nature, and in their mutual affection, what
Portia was to Cieero. I do not compare a modern

statesman to that father of Roman eloquence, (sancti-
fied by all honours of history and time,) except in
height of political importance and in the certain exist-
ence of this sweet; domestic feeling. That you may
know part of the link which binds me to him. besides
his kindness and circumstances of fortune, see him with
me at Tivoli, before the lower tremendous eascade )
which is out of view of the town, though, if you look
up, you just catch the Sibil’s temple. We are stand-
ing alone and silent before it, just so far distant as not
to be stunned by the noise. ¢ And hete,’ he said, * it
flows on-—always majestic, always greal: not caring
whether it has audience or not: with no feelings of ris
valry for power. Hereis no envy, no exertion foran
effect. Content with its own grandeur, no vanmity, no
amoure propre are here.’ If you were to tell this to
our diplomaey of politicians, of the dexterous, ambitious
politic Metternich-—of him who endured that audience
of a day with Buomnaparte]at Dresden, and is reproach-
ed by Lerd Grey with having so entirely deceived
him—of Prince "Metternich in society—the gay, the
quizzing Metternich—they wouid never beliet, or
would sagely ridicule the tale. But itis this Metter~
nich that I love, who, when dressed for the Ambas-
sador’s party, his equipage and attendants waiting,
at half-past ten at night, on my sole call, at my sug-
gestion, could change his dress, take me to his daugh-
ter’s room, where she was at her little supper at her
husband s bedside, who was ill with slight fever, per-
suade his ‘ Marie’ to put on her bonnet and cinuk
and come with us to see the Colosseum by the mooi-
light that was then shining in purest lustre, where we
staid *ill, on our stopping at the Frenech Ambassador’s,
e found it was twelve o’clock. He bad then to make
a slight change of dress: but I had none with me,
and declined entering, and was, therefore getting out
o) the carriage to return 1 my own, which had follows
ed me with Edward, Prince Metiernich, however,
would not permit it, but desired me to remain with
his daughter, and conduct her home, which I then did.

One short anecdote of her and I eonclude this too
long letter. On my, one day, expressing surprise at
ber preferring the Netherlands to any country she had

seen, she said, ¢ It is so cultivated; the peasantry axe

80 happy. I know it has not rocks and waterfalls: but

God made the country for man: and where he is not

happy, ah! it is in vain that you teil me of rocks and

waterfalls.’ This was in asteady, even tone of voice,

without raising her eyes from her work, as an inward

and unheard sentiment.—Life of Sir Thomas Law-

rence.

Earry Instance or ParLiaMENTARY INFLUENCE .
—The secret history of the election for the Parliament
ol 1455 affords some curious preofs of the solicitude of
the lords to acquire an ascendant in an assembly wh ch
was waxing stronger: The Duke of York, and Mow-
bray Duke of Norfolk, had an interview at St. Ed-
mund’s Bury, to settle the eleefion.  The names of
the candidates favoured by these lords, were written
on strips of paper, which were distributed among their
yeomanry. The Duchess of Norfolk also desired the
votes of her friends fer John Howard and Sir Reoer
Chamberlain, to be kmghts of the shire, ¢ 3t bem
theught right necessary, for divers causes, that my lo:
have at this tine in the parhament sush persons as
belong unto him, and be of his menial servants.”
These practices are spoken of familiarly, as if they

d

| were the old and general custom, of which no man then
i hving remembered the origin or censured the obser-

vatice,— Cabinet Cyclopedia: Sir James Maclin-

1
tosh’s Hislory of England.

INNOoCENCE AND GuIiLT.—To dread o eye, and 1o eysa

pect no tongue, is the great prerngative of innocence-—an
exemption granted only to invariable virtue, But gnilt has
always its horrors and solicitudes: and to make it yet motre
shamefu) and detestable, it is decmed often to stand 1o awe
of those to whom nothing could give influence or we ght, but
therr power of betraying.—~RAMEBLER, ;
" Marrisee,.—It is needless (o caution you against the
derpeiate imprudence of falling in love with a lady who s
poor In everything but meris  Nobody commits sueh a foi-
ly now-a-days, since the prodigious advances made by tl.e
spirit of the age. Formeriv, when ¢ Adam delved) and It
spun,’ poor pecple might marcy without coming vpon  the
parish.. But it weuld be the extreme ciim x of folly to do it
now, when it iwimpessible to it out a wife for a waik vn
der a sum that, in thoxe mirerable days, wauld have pur
independence for life. Women o! decency never vpin 2
now, but sireet-yarnt an article which has the fashionablé je-
Quisite 1o recommend 1t, being entirely nseless —Paalding,
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