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PR RS
STANZAS TO MUSIC. ;

¥e are thy fountains, music, where the deep mysterious tide

lat rolls through all creation’s bounds its restless waters wide?

ough ary my wake its dulcet strains, and bid the soul rejoice,

2 . T . . .
re but the feeble mimicry of Nature’s mightier voice:

Whe.
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There
And
Wit

8 a spell of harmony, that reigns o’er earth and sky,

tunes to one accordant strain the universe on high;

! eongs the glitsering host of Heaven awake the dawning
1ght,

And sour their choral melady on the listening ear of night.

Onpt N

T ature had a thousand songs—a thousand varied lays,
at s

end to Heaven’s eternal throuwe the bharmenivus sirain of
praise; ;
urmuting etreams—the whispering woods—have each their
own bright song,

the mightier ocean proudly rolls in melody along.

The oy

And

,}‘l""e’ﬁ mugic on the hreath ofeve, when, fading in the west,
be summer sun adorus the skies with bright and gorgeous
h Vest— ¥ : Lot 1.
'€ rusthing booghs—the dying breeze—the soft and whispering

rill,
And (e voice of plaintive nightingales that echoes from the bill!

.
Phere’s music in the glorious morn, when, waking from repose,
Al Nuture starts to iigh( and Jite, and earth all hrn,;htly glows;
Oh} sweetiy on the gentle breeze those cheeriul murmurs flow—
he lark’s sweet matin song above—the waterfall below!

f\‘"r less when all is dark. and elouds the angry skies deform—
mhere ig u rone of music in the wildness of the storm,

Lhe (thunder’s diapason voice, the wind’s tumulinous song,

And ocenn waves, that, with deep bass, the choral strain prolong'

Buy yet,oh! sweeter far than these—kind feeling’s power can call
j’\. music from the heart of man more lovely yet than all;
Fhough Naiure sings her thousand songe, on earth and Heaven
; above,
Fhere’s vuught hke that sweet voice within—the harmonivus
strain of Love!

Yes, minstrel, wake the impassion'd lyre, invoke the heavenly
Nive,

_l he heart can tune its pas: ions yet to sweeter lays than thine.

by notes are but the gemblance faint—that spexk, with miwic art,
Affeetion, friendship, love, and all the concord of thie heart!

NorrtH.— Heavens! Tickler, what a burst ‘of literature there |

proved of and supported, if not openly and actively par-
ticipated in, by at least nine-tenths of the whole popu-
lation. The organizationof such a movement 1s com-
plete. Thegreat towns, such as Glasgow, Pal.sl.ey,
and Greenock, have their I'rades’ Unions, Political
Unions, and Reform Associations, each perfectly aware
of whatever the others are about, and ready to co-ope-
rate whenever circumstances may call upon them.
‘There are, moreover, either existing ln(!ependex_xtly or
in connexion with these, innumerable minor Unionsin
every village and district throughout this densely-peo-
pledtract, whose aptitude, organization, and fearless
alacrity, may be best illustrated by a reference to the
admirable order of the immense numbers which-have
lately attended the various processions got up fromtime
to time at different points, either to do honour to his
Majesty, or to distinguish the more important crisis in
the progress of Reform. The rapidity with which
| communications circulate among theése bodies, and the
electric speed with which, on any emergency, a whole
district could be made, as it were, to spring at once
upon its feet, may be inferred from the fact, that on any
occasion when news 1s anxiously expected, the vil-
lages and districts remote from a post-office station
employ Runners to await the arrival of the mail at the
nearest points; by this means obtaining intelligence
almost as speedily as a mail driving d'u'ect]y to their
respective localities could bring it. ~ Nor shouldit here
pass unnoticed, ‘hat at Glasgow and 1ts immediate
vicinity, a body of 30,000 men perfectly organized,
and by no means disposed to take fright at their own
{or other people’s shadows, could be gathered together
| —if not ¢in heavy marching order,’ at least in some-
| thing like it—in the very short space of nine or ten
{hour's! Those who may feel inclined to question this
| assertion, will do well never to give occasion for prov-
]ing its accuracy.” Aok
| "T'he following is a very humours definition of a
i Tory: 1
“We pity a man for being a Tory in these times.
He is a poor creature that the march of events has left
'behind; a duck,legged drun.xmcr-l{oy, wﬁo cannot keep
1up with his regiment. He is a being of a by-gone age,
| singing an old song—-telling a forgotten tale; his mind
lis hung with cob-webs; he 1s the preter-pluperfect
[tense of politics, an exiract from the lumber-room,
{ where we have thrown our ghosts, witches, and alche-

‘[ mists.”’

BLACKWOQOD’S MAGAZINE FOR APRIL,

. moved by the purificanon of the atmosphere. the corks will fly up ¢

*ill be afer the buriel of the Reform Byl All the genius of the | We extract the following short, but eloquent sketch of
and has been bottled up for a year and more—and nwsi be ma| Myps Sippoxs, from a eulogistic review of Miss }_1‘anny
ftite of strong fermentation. Soon as the pressure bas. been re- { Kemble’s new tmgedy 01 Francis the Fi]‘St, from
Blackwood’s Magazine for April. It bears the im-

“into effeet.

prration.
. Tiexzrr.—Not poetry. ¢ Fhe wine of iife is on
in that department, We must wait for the vimtage.
NorTH.—A |l the great schools seem effete.  In the mystery
of nawre, the numberof births by each mind is iimited—and we
must wait for fresh prodecers Scott, Wordsworth,' Southey, Co-
leridge—all the Sacred Bands—have done their best— thewr all—
but on the herizon 1 see not the far-off coming light of the fore-
heads of 8 new generation of poets. That dawn will rise over
aur graves— perhaps not #ill the forlorn ¢ ®Wic JACET’ on our
tomibstenes is in green obliteration. The era hasbeen glorious—
that includes Cowper and Wordsworth, Buras and Byron. From
what region of man’s spirit shall break a new day-spring of Seng?
The puetry of that long era is insunct with passion—and, above
ail, with the love of nature I know not from what fr foun-
tains the waters may now flow—-nor can I magme what hand
may unlock shem, and lead them ontheir mazy wanderiags over
the sti1l beautified flowers and herbage of the dwdal earth—he
world of sease aod of soul. The future is all darkness.

into the clouds, and the pent-up. spirit efiervesce inio brilliant as- ]'
1
|

the lees,’

TAITT’S EDINBURGH MAGAZINE FOR APRIL, FIRST No.
The London Sun, to which we are indehted for the
following extracts from the above named work speaks
ip terms of high commendation of the first No., and
says—‘‘ it is a fine lusty lad, with lungs in capital
condition, legs well made, of the substance of mill-
posts, and able, on occasion, to administer a most
satifactory kick, and arms fully competent to shoul-
der even the formidable crutch of that tremendous
fnvisible, Christopher North.” The following is a
pasgage 1n a long article, entitied  State of the West
Country,” which clearly developes the side this pe-
riodical intends taking in politics.
“ Throughout the West of Scotland, nearly the
whole of the middle, and a very great portion of the
upper, are cordially united with the labouring classes
of society, in the termination to see the measure of Re-
form proposed by Farl Grey’s Administration carried
To accomplish this they are prepared to
Guail at no danger, to shrink from no responsibility;
aware that if it fail, consequences must ensue infinitely
nore ¢readful than any that can result from even over-
strained efforts to ensure its success, It is certain that
tn the event of the present Reform Bill acain miscar-
rying in the House of Lords, either throush the intri-
Zues of faction or the over-delicacy of Earl Grey onthe
creating new Peers, we should have in the West a ge-
heral movement of a yvery formidable nature, tacitly z]p-

press of the master pen of Professor Wilson:
¢ We trust that we have too much good sense to attempt paint-
ing a pictare ot Sarah Siddons  In her youth, *tis said, she was
| heaatiful, even lovely, acd won men’s hearts as Rosalind. But
beauty is a fading flower. It {aded from ber face, ere one wrin-
| kle had towched that fixed paleness which seldom was tinged with
any. colour, even ir. the whirlwind of passion, Light weot and
came across those finest features at the coming and going of each
feeling or though; but faint was the change of hue ever visible on
thatglorious marble. It was the magnificent countenance of an
animated statue-—in the stillness of its, idealized beauty instinct
with all the emotious of our mortal life. ldealized beauty! Did
we not say that benuty had faded from her face? Yes—but it was
| overepread with a Kindred expression, for which we withhold the
name, only because it seemed more divine, inspiring awe that
3()\.’&1';‘.0\\-cred while it mingled with delight,—more than regal,—
{ say rather immortal. Soch' an' image eurely had never before
trode, nor ever again will tread, the enchauted floor. In all state-
liest shews of waking woe she dwindled the stateliest into insig—
nificance; hev majesty made others mean; in bher sun-like thl all
stare * paled their ineffectual fires.” Butnone knew the troubled
grandeur of gilt, till they saw her in Lady Macbeth, walkiog in
her sleep, and, as she wrung ber hands, striving in pain to waeh
from them the engrained wurder. ¢ Not all the perfumes of
Arabia couid sweeten this little hand!” The whisper came as
from the hollow grave, and more hideously haurted than ever was
the hoilow grave, seemed then to be the cell of her heart! Shak:-
peare’s self had learned something then from a sight of Siddons ”

NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE FOR APRIL.

The hazard of the present Ministerial plan of opera-
tions, is, we think, satisfactorily shown, by the ‘an-
nexed extract from a well-written article in the
above named periodical:

q L * Lord Grey (says the writer) positively de-

clares—at least so we are assured by those who would

i not deceive us—that he is ready, the moment he fore-

| sees any obstacle in the Committee, that requires great-

{er strength than the Governmént possesses at present

lin the Upper House, to make the necessary creation.

| But who dentes—does my Lord Greyeven doubt--that
these obstacles will be found, and the ‘creation, there-
fore, necessary? Why not, then, we ask, as plain men,
why not make it at once? ‘Because,’ reply Lord

Grey’s friends and confidents, ©it is hetter that no

Peers should be made for the second reading, though it

may -be necessary to make Pecrs' for the Committee.

Let the Anti-Reformers pass the principle, and then

they can scarcely blamne usif we call in new forces to/
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carry the details of this measure, the principles of which
they themselves have sanctioned. oris it likely that
so large a number would then be necessary. Several
Peers who will be Reformers if the creation be not
made will be Anti-Reformers if it be.  They are deli-
cate logicians, and do not care much for a small swamp
at one stage of the bill, if they escape a great swamp at
another.’  T'o me, however, this argument seems but
a plausible sophistry. How can my Lord Grey fore-
see with so unerring an accuracy the exact portions of
the Bill, which will be objected to in the Committee ?
May he never be taken unawares! It is easy to say,
1F NECESSARY, Peers shall be made. But the necessity
may come before the creation! 'The bill is read a se-
cond time; no Peers are made. Well! Schedule A is
to be passed. That clause will be stoutly opposed. No
one denies that the Harrowbys who vote for the second
reading will oppose schedule A. My Lord Grey is
now, tﬁgrefore, called upon to make Peers; he makes
(according to the principle by which he is reported to
be actuated) the 'smallest number possible—he just
pours enough democracy into the old channel to float
off schedule A. But next comes schedule B. It is well
known that mnnlvl, very many Peers, who will swallow
the camels of schedule A, will strain at the gnate of
schedule B. Ifyour first little batch has been a mode-
rate one, we shall now want a few more votes for sche-
dule B. So, presto! off with a second batch! 'T'hen
comes the £10 franchise. May you not want a third
batchfor that? And lastly, the Metropolitan districts;
may not a fourth batch be wanting for them? So that
instead of making one batch for one purpose, 1n a scho-
larlike and cleanly manner, we may be obliged to go on
blundering and sprawling, and sputtering out little
batchkins of a dozen at a time, making use of the same
violent struggles for three or four ocecasions which
would have sufficed for one, and swamping, as it is cal-
led, the House of Lords, not for one great and majestic
end, but for' a strictured and tedious series of events.
Either Peers are necessary or they are not. The whole
juggling and legislation of ¢ Not for the second read-
ing,’ and ¢ Certainly for the Committee,” may do very
well for the metaphysical Sibellites of a college of
schoolmen, but it 1s not the broad and stern line of ar-
gument that becomes a great Statesman. New Peers
are necessary or not. If they are necessary, as it is
universally allowed, it is better to make them at once
than at any subsequent stage; and for these simple rea-
sons, which plain men can understand. By making
them now, you remove anxiety, fear, suspicion amonz'
the people. ~ By making them now, you put yourself
beyond the power of surprise. Your delay making you
dependent on the caprice—the humour (or even be it
said) the honour of your enemies. Your firmness
would make these enemies dependent on you.,”

MONTHLY MAGAZINE FOR APRIL.

The subjoined passage is from an article in the above
named , periodical, under the title of “'I'he Church
put in the T'rue Light.
¢ Nothing, in short, can be plainer, than that a radi-

cal Reform of the Church is necessary, 1¢ 11 BE TRUE,

that its design is to benefit the. community by the ad-
vancement of religion. Butlet usboldly throw that
idea overboard; and state the design of the establish-
ment tobe simply the temporal comfort and good es-
tate of the clergy, and see how intelligible and harmo-
nious the whole system at once becomes! ' Before ths
true theory, as by the touch of some wizard’s wand,
every difficulty vanishes; the crooked becomes strait;
deformity is turned into loveliness; what seemed ano-
malous proves to be in the most exquisite proportion;
ecclesiastical practice with ecclesiastical priaciple,
makes sweet .music; all is regular, consistent, natural:
the splendourof the church-is no more her shame; with
one hand upon her coffers replenished with gold, and
pointing with the other'to’ her vast'domains, she'turns
to any who assails her, and exclaims—

“ You vulgarcynic! how can I be wrong >’

How glorious upon the golden hypothesis; is the Right

Reverend Bench; how comely the Deans, each in’ him-

self a Corporation; how seetnly the' Archdeacons; Pre-

bendaries, and Canons; and oh!how goodly a thing it
1s to travers, even with the mind’s eye, the fiorid files
of the Rectors, and see in every round and rosy. form,
the profit of that godliness that maketh fat!  Where
now 1s the abomination of non-residence and the erying
sin of plurality? where the scandal of fox hunting?
what .ha.s become of the unseemliness of holding the
commission of the peace. or the extortion of taking the
poor man’s tenth sheaf, or tenth goose?  Eyen the star-
veling Curate, in this view of the establishment, is just-
ly .to be numbered amongstits beauties: he makes the
{atnessofthe Rector miore fat by contrast. The money
theory makes every thing'square.”
FRASER’S MAGAZINE FOR APRIT.
¢ Tn' correspondence with the broad distinetions thus
instituted, we find, in, general, that frue genius and




