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THE GLEANER, &

rather than to reason, must always have a precarious
influence on each other? . I tried to console her —she
said nothing, but teok a package of letters from her
desk, and handed them tome. Their contents proved
the mournful prediction ofher fears too truo. At first,
George Macdonongh wrote with impatient ardoury
then bis letters were Giled wivh amusing accoants of the
partier given to La belle Suisse, whose {ather had come
to reside in their neighboarhood; then he filled his
pages with excellent reasons for not visiting her as
soon’ as he intended; and, finally, when Harriet bowed
down’ her pride, and entreated him, if be valued ber
reputation, to come <oon. he sent a cold lacanic answer,
merel y stating the time at which he.might be expec-
ted. Poor Harriet! It was too evident she had
thrown away all that made existence joyful. How-

ever, I'tried to soothe her by the idea that gentleness,

patience; and sintiring love, might regain the affection
on which her happiness must now depend. She
loved to ltsten to such. words—they were a balm to her
beart. i

Mr Macdonongh came at the time he had appoint-’

ed, and publicly ‘announced his marriage. . I did not
see their meeting; but during the few months he re-
mained at, her father’s, I observed his manner was uni-
formly kind, though frequently absent and constrained.
An infant daughter formed a new bond of union, and
secmed to be the herald of happier days. The young
man watched over the little object with the most in-
tense delight, and Harrie’s half-subdued character
seemed entirely softened, 1n the doating fondness ofa
mother, and the meek redignation of a wile, loved,
“hut not enough beloved:’ none would have recognised
the proud, ambitious, and sareastic H‘grriet Bruce,

fanust not dwell minutely on particulars, which I
observed closeiy at the time, and which afferwards
supk deeply into my m:mory. Young Macdonough
departed once more to take possession’of his estate, and
prepare it for the reception of his wife and child.

His farewell was affectionate, and his frequent let-
ters seemed to restore my impradent friend to some-
thing of her former buoyancy of soul.” The idea of se-
paration from her father was now her prineipal source
of uirhappinass; but that trial was spared her; the im-
becility of the affectionate old man daily increased,
and, a few days before his daughter’s departure, death
relieved him from the expected loneliness.

The young husband came, as he had promused; but
his manner was colder, and his looks more stern than
formerly, thongh none cou'd say he failed in the ful-
filment " of his duty. Harriet never spoke of any
change; her manner toward him was obedient and
affectionate, but never fond. Her romantic visions of
human perfection, her prond confidence in her own
strength, were gone, and, no doubt, she wept bitterly
over'their matual rashness, Knowing, as she did, that
she wis a burthen, taken up merely from a sense of
honor, it is not wonderful her very sm!le had a look of
hamility and resignation, ‘Their regrets were, how-
ever, kept carefully concealed; whatever might have
been their feelings, both seemed resolved as on a sys-
tem of silent endurance, There was sometking in this
course a thousand times more affecting than the most

athetic complaints, I shall never forget the anguish
?-fclt‘when'l saw_Harriet bid farewell to the home of
ber childhood—that home where she had ever-been an
wdol and an oracle. The lingeving preparation of de-
parture—the heart-broken “expression—the reluctant
step—the drooping head—and the desperate resolution
with which sheat last seized the arm of a husband who
loved her not, and who was about to conyey her among
strangers—they are all present 1o me now!

Harriet’s letter soon spoke of decliniug heaith; and
before three years had elapsed, she implored me to
¢ome to her, 1l [ ever wished to look upon her again in
this world ofshadows, ; ! ’

I immediately obeyed the summons, Things were
worse than [ had expected. She was evideatly very
wealk: and though she had every thing which wealth
eould supply, or politeness dictate, the balm’of kind-
ness never refreshed her weary and sinking spirit. Mr
Macdonough never spoke harshly—indeed he seldom
spoke at all; but the attentions he paid were so obvi-

ously from 8 sense of duty, that they fell likeice-drops|

on the heact of hissuffering wife. T heard no reproach-
¢s on either side; hut a day seldom passed without
some qccurrence more or less painful to my [riend.
Once, when little' Louisa jumped wnto her father’s
arms, as he entered, and eagerly exclaimed, Do you
love me, papa? he kissed her with much fondness, and
yeplied, ¢ Yes I do, my child’ ¢ And mima too? in-
quired the litle creatyre, with a sort of hall entreat-
ing tone, sogracefulin childhood; he put her away
from him, and apswered coldly ¢ Certainly, my daugh-
ter.” [ saw'aslight convulsion in Harriet’s face, and|

in the motion of her hands; but it soon passed. At[

another time, when we were searghing in his private

belle Suisse, and:near it'a newspapergiving an account
of the marriage of that young Baltimorean whom

fore 1 was admitied t5 her Ledside. .
Fortunately for my sensite friend, this mentive
struggle wastoo fierceto be of long continuance. The
‘closing scene of her lifé drew nearjand to her it seem-
ed welcome as sleép to the weary.” Somefimes the
movemnents of reluctant nature were visible in the in-
tense look of love she cast upon her ¢hild, and the con—
vulsive energy with which she .would clasp -the liftle
;ne__ to her bosom; but otherwise all was stillness and
ope. 5l ige ey b g K
One day, when she had'been unusually -ill, and we
all supposed she was;about to die;she pressed my hand
feebly, and whispered, ¢ Will you ask George to see me
once more?” I immerdiately repaired to the library,
and told, Mr Macdonouzh the dying request of his
wife. At first, he made a motion toward the door,
then, suddenly checking himself, be said 1n a deter-
mived tone, ‘I had better not. . It will-be painful 10
both. I will wait the event here.’ . L.returned to Har-
riet, but I had not courage to say her request was re-
fused. Shehstened eagerly to every sound fora while;
then looking in my face mournfully, she said, * He
will not come!” My tears answered her. She looked
upward for a mom nt, with an expression of extreme
agony’; but never spoke again.

FROM ALLEN CUNNINGHAM'S HISTORY OF THE LITERA-

‘ TURE OF THE LAST FIFTY YEARS.

* " CRABBE.

. Thave seena longland ingenious critical comparison drawn
between Burns and l‘ﬁabbe‘;*nh’e" resemblance’ lay most in the
writer’s. fancy, for -ift-all, suvn humility of subject, they are
unlike. Burns flies, Crabbecreeps’; the Scotsman is all fiery
energy, buoyant feeling, and kindly sympathy with' the woes
and joys of man; the:Kaghishman;is « cold and remorseless de-
sector, who pauses, with a streaming knife in his hand, to ex-
‘plain how strongly tha blood s tdinted, what a- gangrene is in
the liver, how compls.ely the sonrces of health are corrupted,
and that the subject i .a thorough bad one. The former
mourns over human frailty ; the former crucifies it.  Yet those
who like to look at the sad estate into which husbandmen have
fallen in these our lattar days of ¢ toils and taxes,” and compare
the peasant pacified but not filled with the parish spoon, sitting
with his children in the dust,

Half mad, half fed, half sarkit,
with those strong-nerved’yeomen, and their grass fields, cows,
and cottages, who twanged  their victorious bows at Agincourt,
may consult George Crabbe.

He ;was born in the yeéar 1754; at Aldborough, in Suffolk;
receivad a classical ‘education 'at  Cambridge; studied surgery
with the intention of practising it, but, not succeeding, turned
his thoughts on the chureh. - In the church, men sometines
rise. by merit; mare freguently by patronage; to secure the
latter, Crabbe wrote and published, in the year 1783, a poem
called ¢ The Village.” He commenced as he concluded; he is|
a poet of reality, and of reality m huwble life; he ‘discards at
ance all the iliusions of the muse, and-sings ¢ the honest, open,
naked trath.”  Te him, the Daisy of I'urns, covered with beau-
ty and diffusing fragrance, would have been but a weed; and
the Mouse. surrounded with images of moral sympathy, and
even terror, a creature worthy of the hob-nailed heel and the
¢ murdering prattle.” _His views in verse are thus expressed in
¢ The Village’: g g

The Village life, and every.care that reigns

O’er youthful peasants and declining swains;

What {abour yields, and what, that labour past,

Age in its hour of langour, finds at last;

What form the ‘real“bicfi’ire of the poor,

Demand a song—the wmuse can give no more.

He gaes an to say, that tfiemuses of old sung of happy rus-
tics, because they were unacquainted with the sorrows of their
condition; for his own part, be disdains to hide the ills of life
under poetic trappihgs, and resolves

" T'¢ paint the cot, -

As truth will paiut it, and as bards will not.

That he saw only nr'iiié,l;y' and depravity in the rustics around
him, was, we Buspect, the faplt of his own eyes; for our own
part, we ider that hapy s protty equally diffoseda-
mong the children of men: the hind, when he has turned his
stipulated namber of furrows, goes home rejoicing; the dairy
maid, when she surveys her ranks of bowls, mantling with yel-
low cream, or sees the rich butter follow the plunges of the
churn staff; nay, the ragged mortal who sweeps a crossing, and
with a pitepus fuce holds out the reliques of an old hat to catch
the half-pence pitched, not given, by the hasty passer by, are
all as-happy, perhaps happier than ministers of state, or lords
of high degree approaching the throne, and whispering
§ A secret word or twa, man.

T know not what Fox, and Burke, and Johnson thought of
¢ The Village,” and the lazar-house pictures which it contained
but this is certain, the author abtained.a small appointment in
the chorch, and silenced for twenty-seven years the stern

tongue of his muge, .,

He had been forgpttenhy- pb!ha and critics when he publisbh-
ed ¢ The, Parish Register,’fand in the year 1810, burst out

library for the latest number of the Edinburgh, we dis-
covered oo asmall open desk the engraving of La

upon the world with ¢ The Borough,” a Poem; it was found

, o “that . B ) om  municating his ngjions. to the. i ; A
George had thought so ‘strongly resembled the picture. | the moral “darkness of his B:[W()rld, bathad ot brightoned:

The surprise was so sudden, that Harriet lost the with Burns, how much happine
balance of feelings she-had. hitherto preserved. She |smoking cabins covered. Al
(rushed out of the room—nnd it was several hours be-! With their paupers, their dise
| little gratefulto poety.

w s
ened his sense of character, an

d improved his manner of com-

ly landscapes, nor shewn him,
ss and virtue the roofs of fifty
: ms-hovses, hospitals, and prisons,
' alsves, andktheir felons, are subjects
le grat n s work, strong us it is in origi-
nality of character, und brief, clear, and dec‘i)ggd?z;‘ ::(::lt‘:)rl:%:s ‘
p:_cmres are—the poet mistook, or eluded, the aim and purpose
of poetry. He has given a Newgate Calendar in verse. If
weary with work, and'sick of the cares of the'world, we seek
consolation in Crabbe, as we do in almost al] .other 'poeu in-
stead of being soothed and elevated above our hature with the
dlv;nl'ty ofbong.. we should think of the grave—of' a sixpenny '
leap into. eternity from the top of Fire Monument. No, God
dellyer us from Crabbe in. the hour of depression. Pic\u’ru of
moral, and mental, and bodily degradation, are frequent thro’ -
all his works;_hg 13 one of Job's chief comforters to the 'peopie; '
he show’l the isery of their estate on earth, and thea conlolei' £
them,mfl: the healing doctrine, that * Hell was, not made for
dogs.” "This  Come carse me Jacob, and come defy me Isra-.
ol sort of style, is as unjust as it is unpoetic. I hold it to ba
bfxd taste too, ‘in the muse, 1o shut her right eye on all the
virtues, and open her left eye on all the vices ‘and miseries of
stic_and dolo-

men, and then pitching her voice to a tone sarca
he crying crimes and runuing sores of

Tous; sing of nothing but t

human nature. There is something wrong in the mind or

taste of the poet who looks on creatures with ragged clothes -
erly fullen and reprobate; and who

and unswept houses, as utt
dips his brush in the lake of darkness, and paints merry old

Enlglqnd zlu A vagrant and strumpet.
t 18 pleasing toturn from the stern—nay, terrible ictares
9[‘.Crhzl|hbe, to his more soft, graceful and to;xch'mg delingalions;
itis these that enable us to endure the misery of his elaborate -
sketches, and which, like a spring among burning sands,. cheer
and refresh 8, and connect the poet with the kindlier sympi«
th.x‘e}: ;)f h\l‘man;fnatpre. v H}n:d he mingled these more frequently
with his gloomier straing; had he given as ;
of thd evil oI‘H“}! l_m'Wg{x]& hzkv"cg R pg il g, ey
next te Cowper and Burns, who, of all modern

peuled more extensively to tha general feeli i :
would form a curious ‘?z'hapt i O sand )

" er'in a biography, to exami

little the works of fen correspond ‘wiﬁ% xhlieiz ;mturesl.mm(;r:’l:’k; o
was meek and nﬂ'ectlonvme,t gentle and generous; gave largely -
to the poor; may “followed them from his door, when servants
had repulsed ‘them, “nd made amends both with tongue and
hand. H_u poetry, instead of coming fresh from the heart, was
the offspring of u system early settled and constantly followed:
he had determined that his muse, instead of walking like a
pastoral damsel barefoot among flowers, and crushing fragrant -
berries at every. step, should rough it among the thorns and
briars of the world, and for the cheering and mirth-awakening
songs of the elder muses, should weep and wail, tear her hair
gnash her teeth, and refuse to be comforted. As a man he
was widely beloved; and as a clergyman, deeply respected.
He was particularly anxious about the education of the poor
and gave muqh of his }ime to its furtherance. The Sundf;
sﬁ"”‘ was h_ll favourite place of resort; he Joved to eit sud
listen to the children e
nerable and inspired man, usually went there between sevea.
and eight in the evening—such visits were frequent.. To a
{'nepd who called towards the close of his life; he said, point-
ing'to the children, * I love them much; and now old age hua

made me a fit companion for them.” He died Sth Febraary,
1832, in the 78th year of his age. .

closed their windows,
pect {0 hig memory,

ORIGINAL.

THE STARS.
Oh Stars, ye are tho roouy of Heaven.

Oa Stare, primeval Stars,

Whg can thy glories sing,
Mortality’s dull bars

Have broke.sweet Fancy’s wing.

poets, have ape. .

and many went into mourning from res-

=]

Byroa,

Bright stars, ye burn and list
To Heayen’s harmonious song,
While mortals gaze, and wist
Not where thy glories throng,

¥rom chaos dul| ye came,

When the voice of God awska
Creation’s radiant frame,

And silence’ slumber broke,

Ye lit the bridal.bower
In Eden’s glowing grove,

Of light on peerless love.

Ye are the Magi's book.
In which he read of old; A

And warlike hearts oft shook g
At the mystic tale he told.

On Rome ye brightly shone
When her eagle was unmatched,

. Aund now ber strength hath figwa,

By you she’s softly watched,

that time had increased his inteasity of observation; hsd sharp-

Thro® ether yo are treading

obtained a_place in our heurtg, .-

; and strangers who desired to see the ve~..*

The people of Towbridga -

And shed & tender shower ! ll.l*

S

e

0y



