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ODD SKETCHES. 

Odd Sketches. By the Author of ¢ Poetical As- 
pirations.” Edinburgh. Joseph Skeaf 1830. 

Mr. Anderson’s present volume consists of a variety of prose 
sketches of a light and amusing character—tales, descriptive 
pieces, jeux &’esprit, and whimical adventures. The versatility 

of the author appears to great advantage, and his unflagging flow 
i animal spirits is caleulated to lead the reader from the begin— 

ning to the end of the veiume; without the slightest feeling of EN- 
xuUl. Praise, like this, is due to modern works which aspire to 

well adapted to the subject. But the great mern of the Book is 
its spilit, its jokery, its whimsieality, ils point. 
We shall now dwell upon the contents. We perceive twe ple— 

ces which have already apppeared in our eolumns, to which Mr: 
Anderson has been a frequent contributor; and to such of our rea- 
ders as have perused them, we need not recommend the rest of 
the volunie— will read it. We have been highly amused by 
“The Mian of Honour,” a kind of gentlemen of the press—an ud- 
veuturcr who is drawn with wuch life. A ghost steiy, too, has a 
very in 'ecirous turn. ‘¢ Mr. Tailor is a very humerous deserip- 
tion, #roken Heart,” shows that Mr. Anderson is equaily 
alive to the pathetic; and the “ Fragments of a Sketch,” though 
vild aud mysteiious, are written with vigeur. There are not a 
few pieces which we should have been happy to extract, but we 
mest content ourselves with ene whole tale, which is entitled 

the mmunggler’s Isle.” 

s seen Loch Arklet in Perthshire, with the rude yet 
vo. art. scenery areund it, can never efface its remembrance 
prem his memory. It is a grand, a sublime, and in many parts 

ven a terrible spot. Surrounded by hills, whose bold yet pic- 
turesgue peaks shoot upward to the «ky, and whose sides here 
slopirg, there precipitous, and every where rugged and abrupt— 
are clothed with a brown mantle of heath, that spreads out far 
and wide, ziving it an air of desslate grandeur, and affording but 
a scanty pasture to the few sheep that wander there to browse. 
‘The | el, the mountain ash, and the oak, sever Glen Arklat, es- 

y towards the weet; dewn even to the water’s edge; and 
the havks of the loch, or far up on the 

y be geen, at distant intervals, a white eot- 
age or two, with its smell patch of cultivated land, which eome vpou the surjr.sed traveller hke oases in the desert. 

An. 1aen the quiet and beastiful loch in the hosom of the glen, 
with the little island, flouting like a clowd on the face of keaven, 
nest in its centre! Itis a sweet amd Sabbact reathing spot; 
aim sen in its y wildeess, it stands alone 8 wilderness, like the meek and 

while the high and haughty fiown upen 
the rude and towering hills, within whose 
lter and security, seem to do upen these 
that lovely isle, 

Bit those beautiful waters do mot always slumber in quiet— 
ness around the shores of that lovely isle! The spirit ef the 
storm. who h 3 his revels on these soaring summits, at cer- 
tain times comer howling down the glen, when the loch pants and 
{oan s wm, as if u nightmare rode its dreams. Then 
does 1 toil and rock like a vessel in a hurrieane; 
for t ters lash it on every side, as if they would sweep 

ay from the face of ereation for ever. 
About firty years ago, when every Hig! 1 kill and glen 

was the haunt of the smuggler, and a thousnud secret stills 
were 2t work in silent aad secluded spots, in defiance of the 
law and its executor, the exeiseman, one ef those desperate and 
tearless men, Who carry on the illicit trade, selected the remote 
jeland for hisretreat, and long did Mhasal Chremn’s haunt, and 
his illegal oceupation remain undiscovered and unsuspected. Se- 
eluded howe as it is, you cannot enter the glen on either side, 
but you see the waters, with that isle upaw its bosem, stretch- 
ng away ca ly beneath you. 
thot such asweet and qui 
the an wnd the outlaw 

Yet such it was, s more secure one could net have been 
con'rived. Cut off from communication on every side, *¢ this 
Jone {sland of the west’ could only be reached by means of a 
bost, which was always in the pessession of the smuggler, and 
even if he had been discovered, it would have been a difficult 
if mot an impracticable matter to catch him, sole master ‘rs he 
was of the boat and of the island, and armed with the weapons, 
as he was with the energy and fearlessness of heart, of a reck— 
lexs and desperate man. 
His wife, old and weather-beaten like himself, dwelt on the 

island with Mhasal Chreing and with her assistance, he carried 
on with success his business of an illicit disteller. He had twe 
or three ehildrem—shert and mis-shapen imps,  wnlicked cubs,” 
rude and wacultivated dwarfs—whe ran abeut the island in a 
wild state, and were never on any account permitted te leave 
it. It was their birth-place, and perhaps might be their grave. 

Mhasal Chrein was, as his name implies, a little, swarthy, 
beetle-browed shaggy old man, whose form and features had been 
too much exposed to the wild and stermy scenes and weather of 
his native hills, not to have caught something frem their cha- 
racter and spirit. He was in short, as wild and rude, both in 
leok and nature, as the romantic scenery areund him, or as 
the wind that blew in tempests over Glen Arklet. His wife, as 
much exposed as he had been, partodh also of his wildness, and 
with her tartan gown and red jacket, and long yellow hair 
streaming in the breeze, might have been taken, when seen from 
the opposite shore, sitting on the rock, waiting the return of 
his excursions, or walking impatiently aleng the beach of the 
little isle, for a witch-wife uttering her spells, or one of the furies 
conjuring up a sterm. 

For a long time, as has been said, Mhasal Chrein pursued his 
illicat occupation undetected. He was carefal and cautions, and 
never fired his still but at night, that the smoke might not be dis- 
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| ness with the few persons with whom he dealt, and on whem he 
could depend; bringing over from the island barrels of whisky is 
his boat, and sending them away acress the country in secreey 
and sileaee. 

But the attention of the excise was at last directed towards that 
district, and exeisemen began to swarm thick and active aromwud 
him. Every bill, vailey aud pass, every rock and ravine, every 
cave and corner, every lone and quiet spot, for miles and miles 
around him, were searched for smugglers, and many a secret dis- 
tillery was discovered and destroyed. But the little island of that 
lonely loch, and its wild inhabitants, still remaided unmolested, At 
length, however, suspicion began to point 1s finger te the spot, 
A solitary exciseman, passing early through the glen when the 

| grey twilight of morning was merging fast into the slowly coming 
light of day-dawn, and the mountain eagle, rising from her oyrie 
in the yet cloudless peaks that lock down Lach Arklet, seared 
away to the feast to welcome in the sun; perceived a eentinual 
stream of blue smoke ascending like a cork-screw from the little 

from 
long experience, could distinguish the smoke ofa still from (hat 
ofa cottage, he knew at once could only emanute from a atyl| at 
work. Rejoicing in his discovery, he retired for assistance to en- 
able to seize and destroy it, and to capture thuse to whom itmight 
belong. 

Meantime, Mhasal Chrein, totally uncomscious that his proceed- 
ings have been obsarved, extinguished his fires, his constant cus- 
tom at the approach of day, and Jay down on his bed to sleep. 
Shortly ufterwards, his wife fjwas awoke by a shrill whistle 
knowa to her as the signal of the baker's boy, whe cane there 
every morning to supply them with bread and barm. She therefore 
rose, and paddled across the loch for the bey whe had long been 
in their secret, and was, therefore, the only persom permitted to 
come to the isdand, where it was usual for him to break fast, and 
aftermards to return home. 

To be Concluded in our next. 

, well 

THE TEAR. 

I'was led in a dream to the gate of the Upper Heaven, and 
I saw many sights or which I must be silent; and I heard many 
sweet sounds, like the voices of angels, bhymning te their lyres, 
And the seraph Uriel was with me, for he is the regent of the sun, 
and the eonductor of errant so-journers through the paths of Ta. 
fiaity. And the light of Heaven dazzled mine eyes long before 
I reached its glorwus portal; and I rust have sunk beneath its 
insufferable splendor, had not the angel shaded we with his an:- 
brosial wings,"and touched miue eyes with balm of amarant,which 
grows enly in Heaven. And when he touched them with this 
balm, I felt them strengthened, and I eould gaze, undazled en 
any part ef the bright Kingdom save one; aud I asked Uriel the 
eause of this surpassing light, and he said it was the light of the 
Sancteary, And, le! at the gate of Heaven stood a pedestal of 
jasper, and on this pedestal a vessel of pure sapphire, eneircled 
with gold,—and within this vessel lay a tear, which evaporated 
not in the light of Heaven, but remained the same forever. And 
I said unto the angel, <“ Whence cometh this tear?’ And he an- 
sWered, “ From the eye of an earth-born maiden, named Leila, 
if thou weuldst knew more ef this tear, speak to it—it will an- 
swor thee.”” Then I macvelled, saying, ¢“ Cana tear answer?’— 
‘‘ Yea,” responded Uriel, ¢“ this tear is not as other tears,~—it 
hath a spirit with’n it, and a voice, fer the sake of the maiden 

Leila by whom it was shed.”” ‘I'hen, methinks, I spoke to the 
tear; and a voice srese from its bed of sapphirs in reply. 

BARD. 

Crystal gem sf mortal birth, 

Fairer than the gems of earth, 

Was it Grief that bade thee mount 

Upwards {rem thy eoral fomni? 

Moulded thee on Leila’s eye? 

TEAR. 

Miastrel, nay, it was net Care 

With his breath that Tamed me therej 

Naither did 1 quit my fount, 

From its erystal floor to mount, 

(Like the dew on autumn’y leaf.) 

By the sceptered spell of grief. 

BARD. 

Jewel of a maiden fair, 

Was it mirth that brought thee there? 

Was it toueh of Lsughter’s spell 

That o’erflow’d thine azure weli? 

TEAR, 

Neither Mirth invoked we hers, 

(Yet thou seest I am a tear,) 

Nor Despair’a terrific dart 

Bado me from my fountain start, 

Yeur like me had never hirth 

Or by Serrow,erby Mirth. 

Whilome was my fountain dry, 

Laughter beam'd in Leila’s eye; 

Round her besom Joy was flung, 

Mirth was floating on her tongue; 

And her step was gay and light, 

Aud her eye was pure and bright; 

And her seul with Rapture fraught, 

Harbar’d no desponding thought 

But a vigion of Distress 

Came athwart her loveliness, 

Like a thunder-eloud in June, 

Or a mist before the moon: 
eovered in the darkness. At night, toe, he transacted his busi- Straight the veice of Pity fell 

O’er her spirit, as a spell, 

And her oye distill’d a tear, 

Lovelier than w Grief may rear. 

Unto me the power was given 

Leila’s cause to plead in Heaven, 

For I Lave been shed upon 

Others’ sorrews—net her own. 
Ard I inclined my head while the voice was yet speaking; and 

it seemed to cne from the drop within the vessel of sap* 
pkire—and I knew the tear to bea spirit Awd I said te Uriel 
*“ Do all teara find their way to Heaven?’ But he answered) 
“ Nay—none hut these of compassion. Ali other tears perish, 
as a drop of water, when they are shed: but these of pity come 
hither, und, after sejourning for a season at the gate of Henveny 
lo! some of them are changed into jewels, and hang upen the 
crowns of the archangels; otherwise are mingled with the forn ain 
of benevolence, and they all plead with seraphie tongues for those 
that shed them.” And" I knew from this response of the ange! 
that there weie mo. tears like those of compassion. 

FROM A LONDON MAGAZINE, 

THE HISTORY OF A PRENCH ARTIZAN DURING THRE 

LATE REVOLUTION, 

Concluded. 

The next morning every thing seemed to have pas— 
sed by which had disturbed the tranquility of the town 
on the previous evening—the streets were quiet, and 

the people engaged in their usual occupations. Ma- 
riette’s mind appeared somewhat calmed; but still sha 
looked at me anxiously, as she saw me about te depart, 
and made me promise more than once, that I would go 
straight to my work, without mingling with any meb I 
might see. I kept my werd; and, though I saw se- 
veral groups of people gathered reund the corners eof 
the streets, where the obnoxious erdonnanees were 
posted up, I did net even step to read, but hurried on 
to the printing-house with all speed. ‘I'he scenes ia 
the work-rooms were different from any I bad ever be- 
held. -All the presses were standing still; ard the 
workmen, gathered into knets, were eaeh declaiming 
more violently than the other on the infamy and folly of 
the government; and, with furious gestures, vowing veu- 
geance. The overseer came in soon after, and with 
some difficulty got us to eur werk; but, about {twelve 
o'clock, the proprietor of the establishment himself ap 
peared, and told us to leave off our labsurs. ¢ My 
good friends,’ said he, ‘“ the government has annihila- 
ted the liberty of the press. The type ofseveral of the 
Journals has been seized this morning. Our liberties 
are at an end without we secure them by our own force. 
Far be it from me to counsel tumult or bloedshed— 
the law is quite sufficient to do us justice. However, I 
have determined, as well as Monsieur Didot and all the 
other printers, to cease business, and discharge my 
workmen.” We were then paid the small sum owing 
te each, and dismissed, with a caution te be quiet and 
orderly, and to trust to the law; though the very fact of 
turning out a number of unemployed and discontented 
men, upon such a city as Paris, seemed to me the very 
best possible way of producing that tumult which we 
were warned to avoid. 

I soon after found, that it was not alone the printers 
who had been discharged, but that almost all the work- 
men in the city had been suddenly threwn out of em— 
ployment. As Ireturned home, there was a sort of 
ominous silence abeut the town that bad something fear= 
ful init Not ten persons were to ba seen upon tha 

| Quads, which are usually so crowded; and it seemed as 
if the whole population had been concentrated on par= 
tieular points. To my great surprise, on entering my 

| lodging, 1 found my brother sitting with Mariette, and 
holding our infant vn bis kaee, while the child looked 

up mn his face and smiled, as if it knew that those 
were kindred eyes which gazed upspit My brother 
soon told me the oceasion of his coming to Paris, which 
was to buy seeds and plants for the hot-hiuse at the 
Chateau; and about three o'clock, as everyilung was 

| quiet, I went out with hin ~~ As we passed onward, 
we snon saw that all was not right, he shops wera 
tlosed—the gates of the Palais Reyal were shut— 
groups of gloomy faces were gatherad at every cormer 
—and the whele town wore the dull, heavy wspect of 
a thunder-eloud, before the storm bursts forth in all its 

fury. A few gens-d’armes were to bs seen, bat no 

extraordinary military force appeaiel; ani grad liy 
the same sort of yelling shouts came wpon our ear, that 

—
 

{ 1 had heard the night before. 
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