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THE .GLEANER, &o.

LITERATURE, &c. ,

|
- REVIEW.
Excursions in. India, including @ voyage of 1200 Miles |
up the Ganges, &ec. &ec.. By Captain Skinner. 2|
vols. 8vo. London, 1882, Colburrand Bentley.

Indian lands and manners have now become fashion-
able subjects, and gallant Caplains are beginningte|
discover their prowess with the pen as well as in . the!
field. ‘A few weeks back:we had to record the Adven-|
tures of Captain Mundy, who, by the way, was also
sailing in kind companionship with Mrs, Meer Alythe
fair elucidator of Mahometanism; and now we have
the tale of another perilous or pleasant voyage, or both,
fresh from the wilitary portfolio of Captain Skinner,
with notes and narratives studding the pages like dia-
monds, and bearing us to the conclusion of the volume,
like supernatural will-o’-the wisps. Theyso far dif-
fer, howerer, from the last fickle luminaries, that they
do not lead you after a stray light; on the contrary,
the reader must come at an essential goed in the infor-
mation which the book wunfolds, and the amusement
which it administers, more particu'arly when we tell
htin that it has no feature in common withitspredeces-
sors, but abounds in matter as new as it is instructive.

The travels of Captain Skinuer, however, were by
no means trifiing, even for a < man of war.” Not only
did he make one of numerous excursion parties in the
beart of India, but is launched upon a voyage -of 1200
wnies up the Ganges, and gives.us a various and ramb-
ling history of his visits to Merut Cawnpore, the city
of Delbi, (to see which were alone worth a thousand
journeys, were it only for the associations,) and many
other placesin the vast Kmpire of Hindostan, to which
much interest is attached, and of which little or nothing
isknown. An expedition over the Hiumalaya Moun-
tains to the sources of the Jumna and the Gainwes--1s
not the least remantic or warvellous portion of the

casionally you have to squeeze past a siring of loaded camely, or
start away from a train of elephants; and 1f your horse be fright-
ened at these Jast animals, which is frequently the case, it needs
some ingenuity to avoid being plunged into the cauldrens, which
siminer, on each side of the way; 10 front of the cooks’ shops.
The fear is mutual very often, and the elephants, in attempting to
escape from the approach of a horseman, may well be snl\,msrd 1o
throw the whaole s'reet 1o a five confusion.  In one ot my strolls
through the city on horsebaek, I was swept away by a
species of simoom, caused by the progress, through the duety
town, of some important persunnge (ravetling in swe.  When
overtaken by such a storm, it is a long time before you can reco-
ver either your sight or positon. The idle cavse of ull this
tumult was reposing quietly 1a a shining, veilow palanguin, trick-
ed out with giit moulding in every poussible direction. Fe was
preceded by a large retinue of sirange-looking oeings, mounted
on horses and dromedaries, and dressed in the most lantastie

style. The amimals were covered with ~carlet housings, bound

by gnld lace, the.r bridies studded wuh shells; round their necks
were collares of gold or srlver, with Lutle drops hanging 10 them,
that kept time most sdmirsbly with their jogging mensure.  The
camels were hhewwse adorned with bells. The 1iders were
large cloth dresses, ca‘tane, reaching fiom their necks 1o then
heels, open only on each side, from the hip downwmds, for the
convenience of sitting on horsebaek.  These were fasiened rovnd
the waist by a cotton shawl, eitheér of whue or green, in several
folds. The common colours of e coate aere red und yeliow
A cimetar hung by theiwr sides, und they bore mnichlocks vpon
their shovlders. A helmet, sometimen of sieel, avrd sowetunes ol
tin, presee:! close (o the hend, in shape not unlke a  dish-cover:
a pawr of )dck-hm\(s reaching te the kuee, and fitting qguite nght

these splendid retawers.  Then following a mass of servant on
vered,
out the titles of their lord, av frequent tntervals, in their pas-age
through the city.

phants with their shewy trappings, gilt bowdahe, and wibrellas of
gnl(l or silver ugsue. The palanquin, bearing the owner of these
motely assemblages, at length appeared. and he was followed by a
guard similar to the ene that preceded him. At n distance Iih'-f(':
processions losk very grand, particularly the elephants and their

Like theirs who first 1o Eden’s Grove took rest
Under some balmy tree.

Love, Love! thou‘gpassionate in Joy and Woe!
And canst THOW hope for cloudless peace below—
HERE, where bright things must die?
Oh, thou! that, wildly worshipping, dost sbed
Qo the frail altar. of a mortal head
Gifis of Infinity!

Thou must be stil a trembler, fee: ful Love!
Danger seems gathering from heneath, sbove,
g Still round thy precious things —
Thy stately Pine-tree, or thy gracious Rose,
In their sweet shade can yield thee no reposs,
Here, where the b ight hath wnge.

And, ag a flower with sowe fine eense imbued
To shrink beiove the wind’s vicissitude,

8o in thy prescient breaxt
Are lyre-strings quivering with prephetie th i

To the low footstep of ench comng 11i;—
—Oh! canst 1 Hou dremw uf sex1?

Bear up thy dream! “thow Mighty and thou Weak

Beart, strong as Denth, vet na a vecd to break,
Ar a flawe, tempest-swayed!

He that site calmon High is yet the soucee

Whence thy eoul’s current hath its teoublied onrse,

| He that great Deep hath made!

to the leg: the loose trowsers gathered above, giving 1o the thigh |
the appearance of being the sent of a dropsey; and a pair of spurs,
resembling two rusty weathereocks, completed the equipment of |

foot, some naked, and some with ther fuubs bare and budies co- |
They careried sheathed sworda i their hands, and shouvted |

They were fullowed by the stud, each horse |
beantifnily eaparisoned and led by a groom; then cume the ele- |

Will he not pity%—He, whose sgarching eye
Rends all the eecrets of thine agony? — ¥
Oh, pray to be forgiven
Thy lend idolatry, thy blind excess,
‘ And seek with Hin that Bower of Blesvedyess—
Love! TEY sole Home is Heaven!
F.Hxavwens.

FROM THE LONDON NATIONAL OMNABUS.
THE BIRD OF PARADISE.
WEe have no fairy tale to tell—no marvellous story

{of Eastern princes and princesses, with their good and
|evil genii. On our page shine no heaps of diamonds and
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book-—which may atmost be called a panorama of coun- | castles; but when near there 134 great tawary and ill-assoved = |y hiae wa show not the tressury of a Haroun Alraschid

try and character—for ever changing and yet for ever |
v, OFfeourse all narratives of this kind pretend to
deseribe peculiar scenes and eharacters—and we have,
therelore, only to say, that in such matters Captain
Skinner uses a graphic pencil, and paints with ming-
Jod care and skill. Oar extract gives an account of
Delhi, before alluded to:—

¢ (ienerally in the towns of the East the etreets are very nar-
row, and bitle better thau dark passages. Tn Grand Cairo, if you
wifortunntely meet a string of masked beauties upon donkeys, you
must make a rapid rewreat, or resign voursell to be squeezed to a
mumimy agaiost the: wall, for daring to stand in thewr course, if
vour cariosity should tempt you to do so. The Chandy Choke, in
Delhi 12, however, a great exception to this rale, and 18 perhaps
tiwe broadest street in any city in the Eust. ‘The houses i it
huve oceasionally balconies in front of them, in which the men sit,
loosely arrayed in white wushn, smoking their hookahs; and
wowmen, who have forfeited all pretensions to muodesty, are some-
times seen unveiled, similarly oceupied.. The din of so- populous
a place is very great, for every bouse seems as well furmished as
a hive cfbees. 'The population is near 200,000 souls, in an area
of seven miles in circumference, which s the extent ofthe wall
of modern Delhi. I'he great peculiarity of an eastern town is,
that every thing 1= done in public: the people talk as loudly as
tiey can, and sometimes, when-engaged in unimportant matters,
seem 1o be scolding each other in the most outrageous manner:
the neighing of horses, the lowing of cattle, the creaking of cart-
wheels, and the “eclinking of pewterers’ bammars (for all occo—
pations are carried on in a little open space io froat of each shop),
are beyond all endurance. ‘T'he trumpeting noizes of the elephants,
with the groaning of the camels, varied oceasionally by the roar-
ing of a leopard or a cheator (which animals are led about the
streets hooded to sell for the purpose of hunting), with the un-
ceasing beat of the tim-tom, the shrill pipe, and the cracked sound
of the viol, accompanied by the worse voices of the singers, are
enongh to drive a moderately nervous person to desperation.
Among the natives of Mahometan towns there seems to be a fa-
miliarity of mananer that places every one in a moment at his
ease. If a stranger enter the town and find a group engaged in
any amusement, he will not scruple to join it instantly, and take
as much interest in its pursuit as if he had known the members
of it all hus tife; and then, perhaps, tendering his pipe to one of
the party, or receiviog one frem it—a sure sign of intended hos-
pitality—sit down and relate his history with as much frankness
as if he had met a biother. The houses are generally irregular
in their construction, and not unfrequently curiovsly decorated. |
Different coloured curtains bang before the doors; variegated |
screens serve as hlinds to the windows; and the custom of bhang-,
ing clothes, particularly scarfs ofevery hue, pink, blue, yellow
green, and white, on the tops of the houses to dry, make them
look as gay as a ship on a gala day with all 1ts colours flying. |
The clouds of dust from the number of equipages, with the 1a~
sects that surround the pastry-cooks’ shops, are the most intele—
rable plagues of all. The rancid smell of the nasty-looking mix-
tures that are constantly io course of manufacture before you,
with the general stench of the iown, isa sign that is seldom  in-
deed that a ¢ musk caravan from Koten passed through it’ I
think, in the Arabian Night’s Entertainments, there is a story
of a princess threatening to have a_confectioner beheaded, if he
did net put pepper in his tartlets However despotic it may ap-
pear in this lady, 1 cannot help thinking 1t a just ratire vpon the
pastry of the East; for to season 1t ot of ali taste of its own’ fua-
damental ingredients, is the only way to make it palatable. This
sook, T think, nearly fella martyr to the honour of his profes-
sion, and refosed to be dictated to; and 1 do not believe any thing
would induce his brethren of the present day to improve their
confectionary.  KRiding through the towa requires much mapage-
ment and some skill. It is unnecessary to shout, push, and kick

scene, by exhibuting their evolutions upon the line ol thewr route.
Some tilt at each other with their spears, and others affect 10 pur-

matchlocks, while flying at a racing pace.’
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FROM THE NEW MONTHULY MAGAZINE,

THou movest in visions, Love'—Aroand thy way,

E’en throogh this World’s rough path and changefu] day,
For ever floats a gleam,

Not from the realms of Moonlight or the Morn,

But thine our Soul’s illumined chambers born—
The coloariog of a dream!

Love, shall I read thy dream?—oh, is it ngt
Allof some sheltering, wood-embosomed epot—
A bower for thee and thipe?

Yes' lone and lowly is that home; yet there
Bowmething of Keaven in the transparent air
slakes every flower divive.

Something that mellows and that glorifies
Bends o’er it ever from the tender sk es,
As o’er some Blessed Isle;
E’en like the soft and spiritual glow,
Kindling rich woods, whereon th’ ethernal bow
Sleeps lovingly awhi'e.

The very whispers of the Wind have tkere
A flute-like harmony that seems to bear
Greeting from some bright shore,
Where none have said Farewell!—where no decay
Lends the faint crimson to the dyng day;
Where the Storm’s might is o’er.

And there thou dreamest of Elysian rest,
In the deep sanctuary of one true breast
Hidden from earthly ill:
There wouldst thou watch the bomeward step, whose sound
Wakeniog all Nature to sweet echoes round,
Thine inmost soul can thriil.

There by the hearth should many a glorious page,
From mind to mind th’ immortal heritage,
For thee its treasures pour,
Or Music’s voice at vesper hours be heard,
Or dearer interchange of playful word,
Affection’s bousehold Jore.

And the rich voison of mingled prayer,
The melody of hearts n heavenly air,
*  ‘Thence duly should arize;
Lifting th’ eternal hope, th* adorning breath,
Of Spirits, not to be disjoined by Death,
Up to the starry skies.

There, dost thou believe, no storm should come
To mar the stillvess of that Angel-home,—
There should thy slambers be

the whole way to warn the maltitude to get out of the road, Oc.

Weighed down with hovey dew, sercaely blessed,

sel  The horsemen of the party add greatly to the mtevest of the |

sue, with drawn ewords, the rupaways of the party, who n turn, | g 0881p, touching the family of the Browns,
chase their followers back into the ranks. In the management of “n(u] bird at the top of our page, like the gay Macaws
the horse, and the use of the spear, the natives are genera lly very | in our Zoological retreats, perches on no Arabian tree,

ok " ar ¢ " ) 3 o 8 (0 L) . . . . .

sk\liul,_ but some of lhp nm‘g‘ul.u cavahy of the conntry excel al ‘ lrlckllng WltTl ¢ medicinal gum,’— (“s exotic name, ta-
belief in these exerci-es. They wiltgallop ut a tent.peg, stuck | < L)

firmly into the ground, and divide it with the poirt of the spear, | . .
not abaung their gpeed in the least, and 1 have seena troup of | roost on a twig Of\'ulgﬂr Enghsh producf*.

men, one afier the osher, breuk a bottle with a ball from 1he |

| but & homely English fireside. ~We promise not a his-
{tory, big with Oriental wonders, but a plain piece of
‘T'he beau-

ken in contrast with -our subject,) will be found to

Mrand'Mrs Brown were a very happy couple. At
ithe time of our story, they had been married but three
i weeks; they were very happy. Mr Brown was ares—
| pectable man; he had not yet set up his gig, neverthe«
| less, we believe we may venture to call him respecta-
'ble. | His heart never palpitated at the sound of the
'knocker—the tax-gatherer was never told to call again
i —he owed nothing to the poor, consequently what he
|gave to beggars may be put to the score of extra-pa-
jrochial philanthropby. Add to this, at the period of
{ which ‘we write, lus wedded life was in the honey-
‘moon; atime when the smallest hearts that ever throb-
{bed beneath the Gresham grasshopper, dilate and wax
|to the magnitude of pins’ heads; when the most mo-
jney-getting faceis half uncorded into smiles,and even
Isuch as have heretofore been accustomed to crawl, feel
ae if “wings at their shoulders seem to play.” In this
‘blissfu] state was Mr Brown; the green trees never
| looked so green to him; the sky, whenever he had time
[to look at it, never looked so blue; the water below
| Richmond Bridge absclutely sparkled, and the swans
[thereon disporting, seemed bigger, and even something
| prettier, than geese. Mr Pope’s willow tree, pointed
| out by the genius loci, from Kel-pie Island, and gilded
[ by the silvery beams of Mr Brown’s honeymoon, was
| a'thing not to be forgotten for a week—it fact it was
{an evergreen in the landscape of Brown’s life. It is
thus that love purifies our coarse, working-day clay,
and doubling our charities of life, and giving a keener
{edge to our perceptions, makes us inhabit a realm of
| pleasure and beauty—that is, aslong as we are wise
enough to learn wisdom from our feelings, by letting
them fly abroad, to banquet like bees on the honeyed
sweets scattered profusely about us. Or is this—but
whilst we rhapsodize, we lose Brown, ‘The wedded
couple returned to the metropolis, The pastoral days
were over, and business, stern business, came striding
on. However, the Worshipful Company of Stationers,
to which body Mr. Brown owed himself but too proud
to belong, were about to give a ball. Of course the
wives, widows, daughters, and grand-daughters of the
[raternity were to cast a lustre on the solemmty, to
many of whom the new-made Mrs. Brown anxiously
looked for new acquaintances. Great preparations
were made for the fete, ¢ 1 tell you, my love, the thing
is too dear” Mrs. Brown made no oral answer, but
she gently protruded her lips, and her eye—she had
very pretty blue eyes—darkened. Thiswas her first

act of matrimonial rebellion, and, what is strange, she
never forgot it: how many cannot for the life of them re-
memnber the date of the first domsstic insurrection; like
the little beginnings of mighty states, they are lost in
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