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rather than to reason, must always have a precarious belle Suisse, and near it'd newspaper eiving an account ened his didi i ~ at 
influence on each other? . I tried to console her —she of the marriage of that vaste Bullies’ whites Saati lk oe bod improved his manner of com- 
said nothing, but took a package of letters from her | George had thought so strongly resembled the picture. | the moral darkness of his early |. oj, had not brightened: 
desk, and handed them tome. Their contents proved | The surprise was so sudden, that Harriet. lost the with Burns, how much happiness laudscapes, nor shew him, 
the mournful prediction ofher fears too truo. At first, [balance of feelings she had. hitherto preserved. She | smoking cabins covered. Alia Roig Jpra tie roofs of fifty 
George Macdonongh wrote with impatient ardour; roshed out of the room—and it was several hours be-| With their paupers, their diseases, and Rist s, and mae 
then bis letters were filed wih amusing accounts of the fore 1 was admiticd 5 her bedside. i little grateful to poety. In this work pf §oop on yest 
parties given to La belle Suisse, whose father had come | Fortunately for ‘my sensite friend, this mentive nality of character, und brief, clear, and decided bi rig A : | 
to reside in their neighbourhood; then he filled his [struggle was too fierce'to he of long continuance. ~The | Pictures are—the poet mistook, or eluded, the aim ang urpose 
pages with excellent reasons for not visiting her as {closing scene of her life drew nearjand to her it seem- of poetry. He has given a Newgate Calenda# in 531 &7 { 
soon as heintended; and, finally, when Harriet bowed | ed welcome as sleép. to the weary.’ Sometimes the | W€27Y With work, and'sick of the cares of the’ world, we seek | 
down ‘her pride, and entreated him, if be valued ber | movements of reluctant nature were visible in the in- congolation in Crabbe, as we.do in almost all other poets, i=" « } 
reputation, to come coon. he sent a cold lacanic answer, | tense look of love she cast upon her ¢hild, and the con- hamid being soothed and elevated above our hature with the ( 

merel y stating the time at which he. might be expec-|vulsive energy with which she would clasp -the little es of song, we should think of the lead a sixpenny | | 
ted. Poor Harriet! It was, too evident she had !one to her bosom; but ofherwise all was stillness and dot He Mehr from the top of Fire Monument. No, God | 
thrown away all that made existence joyful. How-| hope. SIME Ea de, Td 008 5 daa Bye mod and tel t kei {he hour of depression. - Pictures of 
ever, I'tried to soothe her by the idea that gentleness,| ‘One day, when she had been unusually ill, and we | ull his works: ha 16 oy od degradation, are frequent. thro” 
patience; and sintiring love, might regain the affection | all supposed she was;about fo die; she pressed my hand | he shows the iniser hb Job's chief comforters to the people; | 
on which her” happiness must now depend. She | feebly, and whispered, Wil you ask George to 'see me | them with the heal Hosting. hs Er hesrhsmnite 
loved to Itsten to su k Words=ithiy were a balm to her ence more?” I immediately repaired to. the library, | dogs." This * Com ts AL Hell was, not made for 
Deggl.n "5 : 

; ; ! . 3 y ( e Jacob, and def} Isra- p and told, Mr Macdonoush the dying request of his|el® sort of style, by hn, ARG. Some defy, me Jerse 
Mr Macdonongh came at the time he had appoint-} wife. At first, he made a motion Sow: the door, {bud taste Ih Ry bik ha ET Tg hggeiny I hold it to ba. | 

ed, and publicly ‘announced his marriage. . I did not | then, suddenly checking himself, be said in a deter | virtues, and open her left eyo on all the hind on is th : | 
| see their meeting; but during the few months he re- mined tone, ‘ I had better not. It will-be painful 10| men, and then pitching her voice to a A pk 

mained at her father’s, I observed his manner was uni-| both. I will wait the event here.’ . L.returned to Har- | Tous; sing of nothing but the crying crimes and runuing sores of | it formly kind, though frequently absent and constrained. | riet, but I had not courage to say her. request was re-| aman nature. There is something wrong in the hoes bos ; 

| An infant daughter formed a new bond of union, and | fused. She listened eagerly to every sound fora while; | taste of the poet who looks on creatures with ragged clothes - 
seemed to be the herald of happier days. The young | then looking in my face mournfully, she ‘said, * He and unswept houses, as utterly fullen and reprobate; and who 

man watched over the little object with the most in- | will not come! My tears answered her. She looked | IP? his brush in the lake of darkness, and paints merry old ! 
tense delight, and Harries ‘half-subdued character | upward for a mom nt, with an expression of extreme England as a vagrant and strampet. PRIM ~ 

seemed entirely softened, 1n 5 Rien adhe a a agony; but never spoke again. ; : of Cra ag lator fog the mR terrible pictares - 
mother, and the meek resignation of a wife, loved, — — of Urabbe, tc nore soft, graceful and touching delineations: 
¢ es not enough beloved:’ oie Wail have recognised FROM ALLEN CUNNINGHAM'S HISTORY OF THE LITERA- arte these that enable us to endure the misery Sk alinaations. 3 
the proud, ambitious, and sarcastic Harriet Bruce. 4 : Apmsidiia LX Fo AMT YEARS. iiilolien, Jo which, ke & spring amo frogs mands, cheer 

fanust not dwell minutely on particulars, whic : wl ao vRADDL. J he 4. U8, 4nd connect the poet with the kindlier sympa 
Os a closely at the FEARS “which afterwards . Thave meal Sprgud ingenious critical comparison drawn oa a human, Fyne Hind he mingled these more Sonleilts y 
nk deeply into my m:mory. Young ‘Macdonough | between Burns and Cribbejothe’ resemblance lay most in the * ibid L pr bt he given as, much of the: good as. - 

sunk ) : ATTRA or Ro oy © writer's. fancy, for -ift-all, sen humility of subject, they are | ©f the evil o be would have obtained a place i i i departed once more 10 take possessionof his estate, and | *'. ssivbig biity | ject y nextto CoWpel aud Bath uf d a place io our heurt, 
repare it for the reception of his wife and child. unlike. Burns flies, Crabbaicreeps’;: the Scotsman ia all fiery sili id oi vor he, Who, of all modern poets, have ape. . 

it 1s farewell was affectionate, and his frequent let- energy, buoyant feeling, and kindly sympathy with the woes | P : naively to’ tha general feeling of mankind. ft . 

ters seemed to restore my impradent friend to some- 
‘and joys of man; the Englishman is « cold and remorseless de- | Would form a curious ‘chapter in a biography, to examine how 

hing of her fi b of soul.” The idea of se- sector, who pauses, with a sireaniing knife in his hand, to ex- ao hy vi) Re correspond Swit thats natares. Crabbe | thing of ber former buoyancy . he plain how strongly. tha blood is tainted, what a- gangrene is in was meek and al ectionate, gentle and generous; gave largely - 

paration from her father was now her principal SOUrce | the liver, how complaiely the sources of health are corrupted, | 1° the poor; nay followed them from his door, when servants 
of wishappiness; but that trial was spared her; the im-|and that the subject iva thorough bad one. The former {hod repulsed them, and fade amends both with tongue and 
becility of the affectionate old man. daily increased, | mourns over human frailty; the former crucifies it. = Yet those band. His poetry, instead of coming fresh from the heart, was 
and, a few days before his daughter ’$ departure, death who like to look at the sad estate into which husbandmen have the offspring of a system early settled and constantly followed; 
relieved him from the expected loneliness. fallen in these our latter days of * toils and taxes,” and compare | he had determined that his muse, instead of walking likes L 

The young husband came, as he had promised; but the peasant pacified but not filled with the parish spoon, sitting pastoral damsel barefoot among flowers, and crushing fragrant - 
bis manner was colder, and his looks ‘more stern than | with his children in the dust,” berries at every. step, should rough it among the thorns aud 
formerly though none cou'd say he failed in the ful- Half mad, half fed, half sarkit, briars of the world, and for the cheering and mirth-awakening. 
filment of his duty. Harriet never spoke of any { with those strong-nerved'yeomen, and. their grass fields, cows, | %0n8* of the elder muses, should weep and wail, tear ber hair, 

I chanoe: her manner toward him was obedient and {and cottages, who twanged' their victorious bows at Agincourt, gnash her teeth, and refase 10 be comforted. As a man he 
affectionate, but never fond. Her romantic visions of {may consult George Crabbe. : ; was widely beloved; and as a clergyman, deeply respected. 
human &ifbetion her proud confidence in her own He was born in the year 1754; at Aldborough, in Suffolk; He was particularly anxious about the education of the poor, 

vel 0 ere ik and vo doubt, she wept bitterly receivad a classical education ‘at Cambridge; studied surgery | and gave much of his time to its furtherance. The Sunday 
oid Rod a Sh $ os aii ag she did, that | With the intention of practising it, but, not succeeding, turned School was his favourite place of resort; he loved to sit sud . - 
pair tf ls io » "1 his thoughts on the church. ~ In the church, men sometimes | listen to the children; and strangers who desired to see the. ve, - 
she wis a burthen, taken up merely from a sense of} . . ”l z ble und inetived ! ove. 

Gales & } 5 rige. by merit; mare frequently by patronage; to secure the | Nérable and inspired man, usually went there between se: 7 t wonderful her very smile had a look of Yr nk PAVORGE : : y een sovem. 
honor, it is [IO WORgeria Tr yLry sm 0g latter, Crabbe wrote and published, in the year 1783, a poem and eight in the evening—snch visits were frequent.. To a . 
humility and resignation, heir regrets were, how- called «The Village.” He commenced as he concluded; he is friend who called towards the close of his life; he said, point- 
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tone sarcastic and dolo- { 

ever, kept carefully concealed; whatever might have |, poet of reality, and of reality in humble life; he discards at | ing to the children, * I love them much; and now old age hua 
made me a fit companion for them.” He died Sth February, 
1882, in the 78th year of hisage. The people of Towbridsa 
closed their windows, and many went into mourning from res- 
pect io hig memory, 4 

been their feelings, both seemed resolved as on a sys- 

tem of silent endurance, There was something in this 

course a thousand times more affecting than the most 
athetic complaints. I shall never forget the anguish 

Plelt when saw Harriet bid farewell to the home of 
ber childhood—that home where she had ever been an 
dol and an oracle. The lingering 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 to me now! : 

Harriet’s letter soon pose of decliniug health; and 
before three years had elapsed, she implored me to 
¢ome to her, if I ever wished to look’ upon her again in 
this world OfshRdows, ©. © ou BCL ERE 

I immediately obeyed the summons, Things were 
worse than [ bad expected. She was evidently very 
weal? and though she had every thing which wealth 
eould supply, or politeness dictate, the balm’of kind- 
ness never refreshed her weary and sming spirit. Mr 
Macdonough never spoke harshly—indeed he seldom 
spoke at all; but the attentions he paid were so obvi- 
ously from a sense of duty, that they fell likeice-drops 
on the heart of hissuffering wife. Theard no reproach- 
es on either side; but a day seldom passed withont 
some qccurrence more or less painful to my friend. 
Once, when little’ Louisa jumped nto 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 mama too? in- 
quired the litle creature, with a sort of hall entreat- 
ing tone, sograceful in childhood; he put her away 
“from him, and answered coldly ¢ Certainly, my daugh- 
ter. I saw a slight convulsion in Harriet’s face, and 
in the motion of her hands; but it soon passed. At 
another time, when we were searching in his. private 
library for the latest number of the Edinburgh, we dis- 
covered oo asmall open desk the engraving of La 

once all the illusions 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’: Eh wg gb 

The Village life, and every-care that reigns 
O’er youthful peasants and declining swains; 
What {fabour yields, and what, that labour past, 
Age in its hour of langour, finds at last; 
What form the ‘real pictiire of the poor, 

Demand a song—the muse can give no more. 
‘He gaes an to say, that the muses of old sung of happy rus- 

tics, because they were unacquainted with the sorrows of their 

under poetic trappibgs and resolves 
‘e paint the cot, 

As troth will paint it, and as bards will not. 
That he saw_only misery and depravity in the rustics around 

him, was, we suspect, the faplt of his own eyes; for our own 
part, we ider that happiness is protty equally diffused a- 
mong the children of men: the hind, when he has turned his 
stipulated number 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 face 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 

y A secret word or twa, man. ° , 
I 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 obtained. a small appointment in 
the church, and silenced for twenty-seven years the stern 
‘tongue ofhis muse, , 0 FE 

He had been forgptten:hy. poets and critics when he publish- 
od < The, Parish Register,’sand in the year 1810, burst out 
upon the world with ¢ The Borough,” a Poem; it was found 
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condition; for his own part, he disdains to hide the ills of life |. 

that time had increased his intensity of observation; had sharp- 

ORIGINAL. 
von ERLE STAR 8. ; 

Ob Stars, ye are tho roo y of Heaven.  Byraa, 

Op Stara, primeval Stars, ty 
_. Whgq can thy glories sing, 
Mortality’s dull bars 2 | 
Have broke sweet Fancy’s wing. iad igh } 
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Bright stars, ye burn and list 
To Heayen’s harmonious song, 

While mortals gaze, and wist 
Not where thy glories throng, 

From chaos dul] ye came, ah 225, ! 

When the voice of God awoka . oY 

Creation’s radiant frame, 
And silence’ slumber broke, 

Ye lit the bridal. bower 
In Eden's glowing grove, > ad . 

And shed a tender shower y ' ae 
Of light on peerless love, ok A 

‘Ye ‘are the Magi's book, 5 | 

In which he read of old; A a 50 | 

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

On Rome ye brightly shone 
When her eagle was.numatched, 

. And now ber strength hath figwa, - 
By you she’s softly watched, 

Thro® ether yo are treading ~~ Ca ~


