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liberal, discerning, and indulgent public 
will make every allowance for one who 
makes no pretensions to literary excel- 

lence. 
The author may add, that part of the 

blame of his now obtruding himself on 

the public rests on the urgent entreaties 
of some perhaps too partial friends. 

THE PUBLISHERS’ HUMBUG. 

The publishers of this new undertaking 
have long been of opinion that a new 

and more efficient course of moral inst- 

ruction was wanted, to raise the bulk of 
mankind to that standard of perfection 
which every Christian, cvery good mem- 

ber of society, must be desirous of seeing 
attained. v 

It is with the most poignant regret 
they have marked the almost total failure 
of all preceding attempts of this kind. 
How much it has pained them—how 
much they have grieved to see the in- 
adequacy of the supplies of knowledge 
to the increasing wnats of the communi- 
ty, especially alluding to the working 
and lower classes generally; waose in- 
terest they have deeply at heart, they 
need not say; but they may say, that 
they anticipate the most triumphant suc- 
cess in their present efforts to supply the 
desideratum alluded to. 
The publishers may add; that as re- 

gards the undertaking they are now 
about to commence, profit is with them 
but a secondary consideration. Their 
great objects is to promote the general 
good by a wide diffusion of knowledge, 
and a liberal infusion of sound and heal- 
thy principle. If they effect this, their 
end is gained.. The work, on which no 
expence will be spared, will be sold at 
a price so low as to leave but a remuner- 
ation for workmanship and material,—so 
low, indeed, that a very large demand 
only can protect the publishers from 
positive loss. But it is not the dread of 
even the result that can deter them from 
commencing and carrying on a work 
undertaken from the purest almest disin- 
terested motives. 

THE CRITICAL HUMBUG. 
A more delightful work than this, a 

work more rich and racy, more brilliant 
in style, er more graphic tn delineation, 
it has rarely been our good fortune to 
meet with. Every page bears stamp ofa 
master mind, every sentence the impress 
of genius. 
W hat a flow of ideas! What an out- 

poring of eloquence! What a knowledge 
of the human heart with all its nicer “in- 
tricacies.—What an intimacy with the 
springs of human action. What a mas- 
tery over the human passions. Ay, this 
is indeed the triumph of g 
The authour ofthis exquisite prodne- 

tion writes with the pen of a Junius, and 
thinks with the intellect of a Aacon or a 
Locke. His language is forcible and 
epigrammatic, his reasoning clear and 
profound; yet nothing can be more racy 
than his pleasantry when he condescends 
to be playful,—nothing more delicately 
cutting than his irony, when h2 chooses 
to be satirical,—nothing more striking or 
impressive than his ratiocination, when 
he prefers being philosohhical. 
We confidently predict a wide and 

lasting popularity for this extraordinary 
production. Indeed, if we are not great- 
ly mistaken, it will create quite a sensa- 
tion in the literary circles of Europe. 

PATRIOTIC HUMBUG. 
My country, oh, my country! it is for 

thee, for thee alone, I live; and for thee 
my country, will I at any time cheer- 
fully die. (Who's that calling out 
fudge.) Nearest my heart is the wish for 
thy welfare. 'T'o see thee happy is the 
one only desire of my soul, and that 
thou mayest be so, is my constant pray- 
er 

Night and day dost thou engross my 
thoughts, and all, all would I'sacrifice to 

thy welfare! My private interest are as 

dust in the balance,—(Who’s that again 

calling out fudge’—tura him out, turn 

him out,)—My private interests sre as 

dust in the balance; and shame, shame, 
ah! eternal shame to the sordid wretch, 

unworthy to have, who should fora mo- 

ment prefer his individual aggrandize- 

ment {o his country’s geod. Perish his 
name, —perish the name of the wiserable 
miscreant! 
‘Wealth! what is wealth to me, my 

country, ce.npared to thy happiness’ 
Station! what is station, unless thou, too, 

art advanced? Power! what is power, 
unless the power of doing thee geod? Oh, 
my country! My country, oh! (Oh. ob! 
oh, from various part of the house) The 
patriot sits down wiping his patristic fore- 
ead with a white handkerchief amidst 

thunders of applause. i 
. Before going farther with our illustra. 
tions, —indeed we don’t know whether 
We shall go any farther with them at all 

+r not, as we rather think we have given 

quite enough of them,—before going far- 
er then, with anything in the more’ 

direct course of our subject, we may 
pause a moment to remark how careful- 
ly every one who comes before the pub- 
lic to claim its patronage conceals the 
real object of his doing so. How re 
mote he keeps from this very delicate 
point !—-He never whispers its name,— 
never breathes it. How cautiously he 
avoids all allusion to his own particular 
interest in the matter! From the unc- 
tion with which he speaks of the excel- 
lence of the thing he has to dispose of, 
be it what it may, Dutch cheese or a 
treatise on philosophy, the enthusiasm 
with which he dwells on them, you 
would imagine he spoke out of a pure 
feeling of admiration of these excellen- 
cies. You would never dream,—for this 
he carefully coneeals from you,—that 
bis sole cbject is to get hold of as much 
of your cash as he ean; the Dutch 
cheese or the treatise on philosophy be- 
ing a mere instrument to accomplish the 
desired transfer. fhe 

It is rather a curious feature this in 
the social character; every thing offered 
for sale is so offered through a pure spi- 
rit of benevolence, either for the public 
good or individual benefit; nothing for 
the sake of mere filthy lucre, er the par- 
ticular interest of the seller—not zt all. 
He good soul, has re such motive—not 
he, indeed. 
We said a little while since, that we 

doubted whether we woald give any 
farther illustrations of the mere science 
of humbug. We have now made up our 
minds that we shall not. Although we 
could give filty more; it is unnecessary. 

From Fisher’s Drawing-Room Scrap Book. 

THE BRIDAL EVE. 
She’ll be a bride to-meriow! 
The village is astir; 

Old dames, and men and maidens, 
They talk ofnonght but her! 

They look upon the sunset, 
And speak the morrow fine, 

For the bride she hath good luck, they say, 
On whom the sun doth shine! 

And the laughing, braway ringers 
Are drinking to the peal, 

With which upon the morrow, 
The old church-tower shell reel, 

In honour of the bridal! 

She’ll be a bride to-merrew! 
The evening sunset sheds 

A glory en the shaven grass 
And on the flowerbeds, 

And er the dark-green cedars, 
That come athwart the light, 

And on the temple in the wood 
With marble pillars white. 

And fountain, grove, and wilderness, 

A joyful aspect wear; 
The dullest passer-by can feel, 
Some present jay ig there; — g 

Seme joy like tnis great bridal! 

She'll be a bnde te-morrow! 

The gnests are thronging m, 

And the grave, punctillions father, 
Is busied ’meng the kin; 

With a brave old English welcoie, 
He maketh them right glad, 

As if, than of these kinsfolk, 

No ether thought he had; 

Bat he thinksth en the dowry, 

All counted out in gold! 

And he thinketh on the Lridegroom’s lands, 

These manors rich and old, 

Which dignify the bridal! 

She'll be x bride to-morrow! 

Like Christmas: flowers in- bloom, 

The stiff-brocaded maiden auals, 

Sit in some iBner room; 

And the portly mother sweat accord 

Of grace to oll doth show; 

And like one greatly satisfied, 

She moveth to and fio; 

WW hite roses, bridal favours, 

She knowsth where the) be, 

And cake piled silver baskets, 

All under lock and key, 4 

To come forth to the bridal! 

She'll be a bride to morrow! 

There's gladness 1n her heart, 

And with ber young bride muidens 

She sitteth all apart; 

No thoaght ef after sorrow, 

Hath shaded 8’er her prow, 

She liveth in the joyfalness, 

That is but tokened now,— 

The yet wore joyful morrow, 

With bashful, blissful sighs, 

And he, the handsome bridegroom, 

Lacking love into her eyas! ris 

Oh, happy be that bridal! 

From the Monthly Macazine. 

PHILOSOPHY OF POLOTICS. 
Nations, like individuals, have their 

mission to fulfil ic the world, and for 

them also, besides the science which is 

occupied with the health of the body po- 

litic, there is another which is occupied 
with its destiny. { ! 
fice for. the administration of a country, 

the latter is required for its government. 

Whether we may say of our statesmen 
what Jonfiroy says of the French, that 

The former may suf- | 

they give themselves no concern upon 
this point let the facts that daily appear 
bear true witness. We fear that econo- 
mists, administrators, and jurists are 
made in both ceuntries by the dozen, but 
that men of political scienee—statesmen, 
in fact—are alike wanting to both. How 
should we have them, the philosopher in- 
quires, when the questions en the solution 
of which their fermation depends are net 
even proposed, nor even suspected by 
those who sit at the helm? When, n- 
stead of looking atthe horizon, they look 
at their feet—instead of studying the u- 
ture condition of the world, and in this 
the future condition of Europe, and in 
the future condition of Europe the wmis- 
sion of their country, they give them- 
selves no trouble en such points, and are 
occupied only with the details of their na- 
tional administration? For to sucha de- 
gradation are we sunk in politics, that 
we do not even comprehend the signifi- 
cation of the word, and imagine we are 
dealing with politics when we are em- 
ployed merely with our internal affairs 
Nor is their any exaggeration in the 
charge. French and English statesmen 
not only imagine this, but act in conse- 
quence of it. “Do not fear,” adds Jouf- 
froy, “that they will cast a glance at the 
other side of our frontiers. What is be- 
yond is nothing to them. What do they 
care for Europe—for humanity—/or the 
world?’ Genius is the saviour of nations 
and Providence, we trust, will yet pro- 
vide another Canning who shall under- 
stand these truth, and act in the light of 
their influence. 

NEW WORKS. 

The City of the Maggar; or Hungary snd 
her Institutions in 1839-40. By Miss 
Pardoe, Author of ¢ Traits and Traditions 
of Portugal,’ &ec. 

One of the most curious passages in the 
wok is an account of the mines of Schem- 
nitz, which Miss Pardoe visited, exbibiling 
unusual coursge by venturing farther: than 
any lady hed ever been. before to witness 
the effects of the blasting; but is is too long 
for our columns, and would be spoiled by 
curtailment, A visit’ to the Palatine 18 bet- 
ter adapted to our compassi— 
+ 1 was one morning honoured by a com- 

mand from bis imperial Highness the Pala- 
. tine to wait upon him before the opening of 
the Diet; and on reaching the private apart- 
ments 1 was received by the Chamberlain. in 
an outer room, and immediately announced 

to the Archduke, who with great condescensi- 
on and kindness, met me at the decor, and 

feated me beside him upon the sofa. Great 
personages so easily win ¢ golden opinions,’ 
that is will probably be expected that I: am 
about to deliver a warm panegyric on his 
Imperial Highness; and I might surely be 
excused if 1 ventured to do so; but there 
are cases in which for many reasons—a feel- 
ing of grateful respect not being the least— 
it were mere impertinence to affect praise or 

admiration. 1t must suffice, therefore, 
that the Archduke gains considerably on a 
closer view, and particularly when conversing. 
In repose the expression of his face is thought- 
ful and somewhet cold; but when he speaks, 
his countenance lights with his snbjeet; and 
bis voice being peculiarly agreeable, his fore- 
head strikingly fine, and bis delivery very 
emphatic, he rivets the attention even when 
for the moment his exalted rank is forgotten 
in his subject. 

¢¢ I remained with his Imperial Highness 
about an hour, and have seldom spent one 
more agreeably. During our conversation 
be animadverted on Hungary, and spoke 
much of the ¢¢ travellers’ tales” disseminated 
by burried and prejudicial tourists, who bad 
compiled ill digested volumes on the subject 
of a country whose transition state had baf- 
fled their hasty and prejudging observation 
with a justness of sentiment and earnestnees 
of feeling, which proved how sincerely he 
had her best interests at heart." 
The following is a very felicitous picture 

of Pesth and Buda, lying epposite to each 
other on the banks of the Danube, and in 

fact - forming ome city cut in two by the 
riveri— 
¢ 'I'here is a strange stillness about Buda; 

a sort ot calm regality: and you ever find 
your thonghts Aung back upon the past as 

you climb its abrupt acclivities or wander 
among the giant.looking houses, But you 
have only tu repass the bridge, and the pre. 
sent, the active, ambitious, en:rgetic present 
is at ence before you. Tall, handsome, Ifa- 
lian-seeming terraces’ face the river, from 
which they are only seperated by a wids 
quay, the line occasionally Uroken by a noble 

portico, 8 stately freize, or the towers of a 
church; and all so fresh, so bright, and so 
indicative of grawing prosperity, that you 
feel atonce that Pesth, though now regarded 
as a garish int uder on the metropolitan 
pretensions of time-ballowed Buda, will one 
day become the capital of a country which is 
even Bow like a glint slowly awakening from 

a deep death. sleep; and that while Ofen re- 
mains a morument of warfare and subjuga- 
tion, rife with memories of strife and strug- 
gle, and of the days when Hungary was un- 
conscious of her moral strength, Pesth will 
grow inte ¢plendour, and her quays and ware- 
houses be heaped with the riehes of this 
teeming land, : 
¢ As if to mark the distinction more’ fully 

between the rival sister—cities, the shore on 
whieh Pesth is buil: is one wide plain. No 
mountains intervene for leagues to impede the 
progress of the laden waggons which convey 
their freight into her streets: the river flows 
almost on a level with her quay; and the 
Matra hills are but a distant framework to 
the picture,” : 

Here is sketch in the streets of Pesth, 
bringing out the varied surfaces of the house 
fronts with good effect: — 
¢ Pesth is decidedly one of the most 

cheerful looking cities in, and much as the 
fearful inundation of 1838 was to be dejplo. 
red as a national calamity; it greatly tended 
to improve the appearance of the town itself, 
where, profiting by their dearly bought expe~ 
rience, those among the inhabitants who pos- 
sessed the means ofre. erecting their houses. 
substituted brick and stone for mud and tim- 
ber. Many of the sireets are as handsome as 
any in Vienna; and most of them considerably 
widcr, the blocks of building are solid and 
regular, and the shops handsome and well 
fitted up. 

¢¢ I recommend all travellers who have a 
taste for racoce to pay a visit te that of M. 
Herman Lowy, in Great Bridge Street, whose 
collection was a study for an antiquarian; 
and all book lovers to those of NM, Hecke 
enast and Hartlebeen, in the Waitzner Gasse, 
whose intelligence and politeness to strangers 
merit to pass into a proverb. Their shops 
are a delightful lounge to the English travel- 
ler, whe will find there works of every cali- 
bre in bis own language, from Gibben's 
Rome to the Book of Beauty; and, moreover, 
a ready and cheerful courtesy on the part of 
these gentlemen themselves, which may be- 
guile for him many an otherwise weary 
hour. 

There are extremely handsome signs ap- 
pended to the shops in Vienna; but at Pesth 
they are so much more numerous thst their 
effect is still greater, and many of them so 
well imagined and so admirably executed, 
that I have seen mony worse tableaux framed 
‘in gold, and figuring ina dinlng room in our 
own land. 
¢ The idea of panelling them into the 

shop fronts, also, is a very good one, as the 
space thus afferded to the artict enables him 
to carry out his subject, and to express his 
meaning, much more satisfactorily than he 
could otherwise have done; and I learn that 
many young painters exeeute these gorgeous 
signs almost gratuitously, in order to make 
themselves known; their names always in- 
troduced into the picture; and that it was 
this fact which originated the elaborate ha- 
bit of ornament that has since obtained so 
greatly io both cities; and which is carried 
to such a height that, in some instances, 
tradesmen have paid upwards of a hundred 
pounds for their shop.-sign. 

In Pesth the variety and beauty of these 
commercial coquettries is astonishing There 
is a cigar-divan near the German Theatre 
which displays two; the one a snuff-taker, 
and the other a smoker, and both really ad- 
mirable. Then there ave mounted Magnates 
in their gorgeous costumes, and standing 
Magnates no less magnificent—Poles, and 
Spaniards, and Tyroleans, and Greeks, snd 
Turks; among the latter King Otho, and 
Sultan Mahmoud: and Empresses, and 
Queens, and Archduchesses, all robed in state; 
with such brilliant extracts from {he mytheo- 
logy as almost baffle enumeration. Nor are 
the eardinal virtues forgotten; Faith, Hope, 
and Charity each hold their place, the las 
linens and flannels (no bad pictorizl pun, by 
the way,) the next raising her blue eyes to 
piles of spices and grains; and the frst dis- 
pensing spenge cakes and biscuits to Cupid 
clad boys, with profuse liberality. Next 
come the venerable Esculapiuses, and classi- 
cally dressed herbwomen of the apothecaries, 
and the Engllsh Lords and Spanish Gran- 
dees of the tailors; amid a confusion of 
nymphs and peasants, and Wallachian wo- 
men, 3 

““ The second class of signs is equally amu- 
sing, although not so showy, The favourite 
signs with the bakers is a brace of bears 
rampant, enwreathed wish eirenlar rolls, and 
overturning cornucopias of loaves and flour; 
the grocers cover an immense space with all 
(he articles of their trade grouped together; 
and the pork butchers put their sausages and 
lard under the protecticn of black lions and 
brindled tigers. 

*~ Nor sre the signs tke only means of orna- 
ment in Pesth, as many of the houses in the 
old quarter of the city are partially painted 
in fresco; and numbers of them decorated 
with alti-relicvi, having reference to the trade 
of the temant; while the rosidences of the 
nobles generally bear above the portal the 
blazonry of the family to whom they be. 
long. 


