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which nature bad taught him until he 
fe't that he had approached sufficiently 
near, when, dashing off at the top of his 
speed, he found himself in the midst of 
the herd before they were aware of his 
presence. Here again the instinct and 
high blood of the animal presented itself, 
disdaining to touch the deer, he suffered 
them to pass bim in troops, remaining 
quite still till be discovered the buck of 
the berd, which be almost invariably 
relected for bis victim. Sometimes, how- 
ever, be would look most awfully dis- 
gousted, lashing the ground with his tail, 
and scarcely allowing the keeper to ap- 
proach, 
We generally take bim out once or 

twice a eewk, and on tke march be af 
forded us much sport. On several occa- 
sions, when we bad abeavy day’s work 
before us, I sent bim hall way in ad- 
vance: and wten we piled arms for the 
men to res’, I gave our men leave to 
fa'l out and enjoy tbe sport, with which 
they were much delighted. 

From Blackwood’s Magazine for October. 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE, 

SYSTEM OF SLAVERY. 
- * * * + 

When Rome made her vast conquests, she 
brought in, fiom every part of the World, 
troops of captives, With these the rich 
Patricicns cultivated their enormous eatates; 
the race of emall proprietors and of free hus 
bandmen became extinct; and the nobles coms 
wilted their extended fields’ snd (heir vast 
tracts of pasture to the care of these imported 
Slaves. * ‘Throoghout the Empire the land was 
generally coltivated by Slaves, or by agricul. 
tural laborers bouad to the soil, and but one 
degree removed from Slavery; Arts and Ma. 
nufactures were practised by the slave; the 
indostry of a Country, in which consists the 
wealth of a Country, was entrusted to the 
energy of the Sluve. 

Doubtful there were other causes 
to the destruction of the Roman Empire; 
but all other causes, without this; are insofficic 
ent to explain the fact, that so noble a Pro. 
vince as Gaul—under the sway of the Civilis 
zed and Military power—was allowed 10 be 
pillaged and conquered piece-by hordes of 
barbarians; while this one causa seems sofficin 
ent of itself to account for euch a lamentable 
result. For note how insidious and complete 
was the mischief that it wroaght. As its first 
consequence, there was no Free Peasantry to 
rise on the emergency to repel an invader— 
no patriot bands could be called togeiher—no 
militia, no guerilla warfare; all must depend 
on the paid and disciplined troops of the Eme 
peror, While, indeed, the revenue of the 
Emperor was sufficient to the demand made 
upon it, this was not of vital importance. Of 
good soldiers there was no lack, so they could 
ba paid for, Rome conld subsidize its invaders 
to protect it from invasion. Those larga hans 
ded Robbers, those men of giant bulk, who 
came stalking out of fields: and forests they 
bad no patience to cultivate, were willing 
enough to feed and fight (they were equal 
pleasures) at the Empire’s expense. Dat se- 
cond consequence of this false and vicious 
system was even more disastrous than the first. 
An industry committed to slaves—divorced 
from the spirit of competition—converted to a 
disgrace —stationary at the best, with no prin- 
cipie of advancement, no elasticity to: recover 
itself from depressing circomstance—conld not 
supply the Revenue for the support of that 
'mmense mercenary force which the weekness 
ofa slave population rendered necessary, The 
burden of taxation absolutely cruched the peo- 
ple, Year after year that burden was imposed 
upon resources which were year 
declining under its * pressure, 
impoverished, till in some 
depopulated, the Province. 

, Slavery was not, of coarse, peculiar to’ the 
Romun Empire; nor is this the ‘only Empire 
which has sank ander the slow carse jt entails, It was the system prevailing throvghout the 
old world; apparently the first and inevitable 
rasalt of War and Conquest. It was ‘a name 
sland egregious blunder of human selfishness 
A ‘comwunity of men thought it the most rapid 
and certain method of enriching themselves to 
conquer other men, take them captive, and 
make them ‘work for them. - Bat Wealth is, 
after all the product of Human industry reduc- 
Ing to subjection the powers of nature: it ig 
Nature, not man, that we must conquer, — 
aad Natare yields relociantly and gradgingly 
to dishonorable toil, and labor that the scourge 
impels. She loves not to surrender to hands 
that the fetter has marked. And therefore 

addition to the suffering of the haman being, Compulsion, and the prison bouse, und Labsr 
(which, in every sense. is man’s best friend) converted to a degradation—besides all thie 
there is agrose blonder made in the - attain- ruent of National Weslih. The great proprie 
etor, whether Patrician, or Bashaw, or Noble 
1s content enough, and finds that all goes well: but the Community, as a whole, becomes impoverished: jis industry, the ‘source of ever 
thing, 1s relaxed, uanhonored, sloth and rn ruption are lostared, its fictitions sirenyih de- cays, i's civilization must kigg the dust, 

Interrogate those gigantic raing in the Eagy— 
Thebes, and Egypt, and Palmyra—hey, will 
teach the same lesson. Enslaved moltitode raised the temple, the palace, the pyramid, 
and, melting awiy at the base of (he sroc. 
tures they had reared, left ike work to the 

operating 

after year 
The taxation 

places it actaally 

inheritance of the desert. The 
gained on their labors. : 
They yield a silent testimony in the history 

of Rome we have loud evidence of the operas 
tion of this pernicious system. Nothing can 
speak more plainly than the, description we 
have of the distresses of the province of Gaul, 
owing to the demands of a craving exchequer, 
and that at a time when no pecoliar tyranny 
is compalined of. When the census was to 
be taken, says Lactantive, a father of the 
charch, in order to fix on each person or 

family the dae amount of contribution, such 
was the lamentation, euch the general distress, 
one would have thooght there was an invading 
army, or a town taken by assault. Bat in 
vain, he adds, did the officers exaggerate the 
value of every thirg, in order to lay on it the 
greater tax—in vain did they add to the years 
of infancy and take from those of old sage, 
thai they might increase the nomber of such as 
were liable to the tribute: the men, indeed, 
could soffer and could starve, but they could 
no longer pay. The fields were deserted, or 
were eirewed with (he sick and the dying. 
The tax, in all its exorbitancy, was imposed, 
but there was nothing left to pay it but the 
dead! 

Nor did the wealthy inhabitants of the 
Gaolish towns escape the unwonted pressure 
of this financial distress. The magistrate, the 

slow sand 

instance, for the tax imposed pon the whole 
province. They were called vpon to pay the 
entire contribution 1n'o the nperial echequer, 
and take opon themselves the collection of it. 
Now the magistrates of the great cities of 
Gaul occopied a very honorable position, — 
much power was necessarily thrown into, their 
hands, and the emperors were, in general, | 
solicitoas to maintain the honor and efficiency 
of this body of men. But this one charge of 
collecting the revenue was so oppressive, and 
rendered them so odious to their fellow coon- 
trymen, that there was the greatest anxiety to 
escape from office. The highest or senatorial 
rank, men who generally resided in their villas, | 
were exempted,—the class next in order were 
those oppreseed by these civic honors, and 
they had recourse to all manner, of pretexts 
and expedients to escape from them. The 
code is fol! of decisions pronounced against 
such pretexts. and compelling men 10 assume 
the muncipal functions. Some were known to 
take flight aud conceal themselves in the garb 
of slaves, in order 10 avoid these intolerable 
honors. There is a novel— that i#, a degree 
of the emperor— which ordains, * 1hat if any 
bail ff of an estate (lo use a free translation) 
should receive such runaway burgess or coma 
men cosncil man, and not render him vp 10 the town to which he belonged, such bailiff, il a freeman, should be degraded and ventenced to labor, and ifs ¢lave, should be beaten to death,’ What shall we say of the stdte of society where there was a law punishing with death any one who shoold harbor a citizen seeking a reloge among slaves from the honors of the magisiracy! : 

In the mixtare of good and evil which accrued to mankind from the overthrow of the Roman empire, wa mast ‘set down first and pre-eminently among its good results, that it led to the sbolition of this system of slavery It seems that nothing less than a reconstruction of society—a complete beginning again— could get rid of an evil so ircorporated into the civilization of olden times.— We sometimes hear this resalt attributed at ‘once and simp! to Christianity, There has been no good ae in which that religion has not had 18 share— 1s no good result to which it ought not to lead: 
but assuredly the preaching of Christianity did not itself effect this reformation. 4 of Antioch was one of the greatest, 
haps ths most Christian city of the zmpire Its opalent inhabitants retained (heir slaves 
with as little ecrople of conscience, under the preaching of their excellent bishop St. 

and por- 

c Chiysos~ tom, as ‘when the priest of Apollo Jed forth the yooh of the city, in riotous assembly, to the voluptuous groves of Daphae. Fe who 
would note the true era of the downfall of slavery, must in oor opinion, keep 
upon the rising communes, 
cipalities, which over all fe 
gled ioto existence and pe 
disorderly oppressors. In these communes, or free barghs, society began afresh, and entered en a new track. The citizens, who were haere stroggling for independence and the benefit of equal laws, were not in the condition to have slaves,— what they contended for wa the liberty to work with their own hands, and ‘enjoy the produce of their own {abo When they bad trivinphed, the industry of the towns was seen to_be in the hands of freemen 
the labors of the loom and the forge were 
transferred to workmen, proud of their social 
position, and resolved to maintain it. The 
Flemish weaver had his sword hanging at 
his loom. Thus a new model of society was given. It was soon felt that the industry of 
the fields also—that the labor “of the husband- map—onpht 10 be manomitted, Nor was discontent idle among the peasantry. The 
preaching of Christianity, operating ‘on this state of things, and strongly ‘aided on gne occasion by the general belief that (he world 
was coming to no end, completed and sancii- 
oned the happy revolation, 

his eye 
on the new mupi- 

udal Europe, slrugs 
ower egainst their 

* Keep your tongue still, you vilisin,’ said a 
woman to her husband, whom she had driven 
woder the bed. * Never while I have the spirit 
of a man,” was the spirited reply. 

The city’ 

From the Gift, for 1843. 

THE DEAD. 
The dead—the dead—they rewurn no more, 
With the gentle tone, and the smile of yore,— 
They come not again from their homes of rest, 
To light vp joy in the lonely breast,— 
They leave not the starry fields on high, 
To call the smile to the weary eye, 
They note vs not,—and the tears we shed, 
Unheeded fall by the baried dead. 

They that were wont in joy to throng 
With the ligh® free foot, and the voice of song, 
With the glad young heart, like a summer rill, 
That flashes in brightness round the hill, 

{ Making sweet music where’er it flows, 
{ By the wither’d leaf or the budding rose. — 
Like the round, and sight, from the bright rill’s 

bed, 
Was the heart and voice of the baried dead, 

But they have paes’d like the gleam of light 
That tinges the west, ere the shades of night 
Paesing in brightness, beauty and bloom, 
From a dreary world of darkness and gloom, — 
The shadows gather around their track, 
But the sngel epirits tarn not back,— 
The clouds remain, and the light has fled, 
But day hath passed with the buried dead. 

: | Bot we that linger by some old hsunt 
curiales, were made responsible, in the firat ° That was wont to echo their voices’ chant, 

Or stand by the streum, and in thought res 
trace 

On 11s glassy bosom the vanish’d face, — 
Or mark on the grass, by the dew drops 

wet, 

Their very foot prints effaceless yet,— 
It seemeth the ground they were wont to 

trend 
Was weepirg for the buried dead. 

The dead—the dead! Oh! we sadly yearn 
For those who can never more retorn, 
Who made, in oor lives, those brighter hours, 
That eame but to whisper of sun and flowers; 
There seem’d fer ever a joy to dwell 
Where’er the light of their glad hearts fell, 
But sorrow alone is left to shed 
A requiem sigh for the boried dead. 

MRS. C. H. W. ESLING, 

From the Knickerbocker for October: 

Li TP LE DROMRLES, 
Ttis Dr. Jobneon, we believe, who says that 

little vexations are more trying to the temper, 
and harder to be borne, than greater troubles. 
We heard the other evening a quernlous looking 
little manufactarer illustrate the truth of the 
remark by a lvdierons narrative of small aon- 
noyances, that made an aggregaia of large 
misery. ‘I went,’ said he, * into my barber’s 
this morning, with my temper soured by letters 
from the attorneys of five bankrupt creditors at 
the Soath west, postage unpaid of conrse—oh 
yes, bankropts do’nt pay postage to their dapes 
—oh no. 1 was vexed too at a painter, who 
bad received hall pay in advance to paint me 
a new sign,—but he must go a sailing on the 
bay a Sunday, and get drowned—just as like 
as not on my money: any how he * died, and 
made no sign.” 1 was in a dreadful barry, 
for I had to raise money to take up a note, 
end was short full one half ‘There was a 
young sprig in the barber’s chair, who passed 
me and got into the shop about a yard before 
me, by acting as if he wanted to, speak io a 
man who was ahead of me—a contemptible 
trick! Well Sir, there be sat, feeling of his 
chin after every roond of the rezor, snd asking 
for more till his beard was close resped into 
the middle of next week; reading (he whole 
time the only newspaper ‘that I ever do read, 
which he continued to do all the while the 
man was curling his hair and whiskers evident» 
ly just to spite me. It was an hour before I 
got away from the barber's; and then the 
friend who would have loaned ma fifty dollars 
in my strait, bad taken the morning cars for 
Newark, After oitending to some necessary 
businees at the, store, I sallied out for a shindy 
in Wall street. Every body was * short,’ 
though e.ch one * coald have done it yesters 
day,’ which struck me as rather curious, It 
was not fur from three, and the day was of the 
nastiest Aogust kind, hot as moled lead, 
moggy and sticky. I had en a pair of new 
boots, which my shoemaker, for the first 
time I really believa in 20 years, had made 
too small. Heavens! hew they bit at the 
heels, blistered as they were from slipping up 
and down in them! My stock was continually 
twisting round, hind side afore My shirt. too, 
seemed possessed. I conld’nt keep 1t down 
behind It kept crawling up. and finally rolled 
into an inaccessible lomp, saturated with pers 

gpiration, and rested.in the small of my back, 
This annoyed me slmost as much as a flea, 
the first I had feltthis summer, that was nipping 
me at his leisure, in a secure position which 
he had taken up between my shoulders. At 
this mieresting juncture, I was sezed by the 
bation by perhaps the most perfest specimen 
of @ bore that can be found in New York; 
not ooe of your big pod-avgur eort,but a fellow 
that twists a, gimlet into you with his’ right 
hand; while he detains you by the button by 
the left, taking it oot pow and then, when he 
thinks it is going rather bard, to blow off the 
chips, and forthwith inserting 1 in avother 
place. He was telling me, in a loud voice, 

of a shabby trick that hed lately been served 

him by a man that had jast passed us, and 
what he bad that morning said to bim: * Said 
J, Sir, you are a d——d liar and scoundrel’ 
etc.,—and I could see,ns the passers by tmuoed 

round to look at us, they thought he was ad- 
dressing this complimentary remark to me. I 
didn’t wonder either, that they should think eo, 
for my face must have been & good deal inflam- 
ed with impatient endurance. Well, when I 
could stand it no lenger, I broke away, to drop 
in upon the only friend who I thought would 
help me oat,—and what do you think? He 
had * just lent every dollar he had’ te the 
man whom my button holder had been eerving 
upto me in parcels—his ¢ particular friend!” 
As I came out of his office, the clock struck 
three. [went home more annoyed, more 
grieved, than 1 remember to have been before 
in my life. I was now wrought up to the 
highest pitch. I went straight to. my bed 
room, and after a long search, I found the 
little black rascal that bad covered my back 
and shoulders thick with oblong welts of 
blotches; and was glancing at the demonincal 
revenge depicted in my countenance as I passed 
by the looking glass, roling my prisoner ‘asa 
sweet morsel’ under ,my thumb and finger, 
when the door bell rang, and the girl came to 
say that ‘ a gentleman wanted to see me,” I 

stepped below, with something of exuhation in 
my manner, avd in the hall found the Notary. 
He handed me a protest and walked oat,—snd 
when he had gone I said to him, ¢ You and 
your bank may go tothe d—=—1! 1'd rather 
have the pleasare of torturing this little tor- 
ment to death, than to have the stamped note 
in my pocket!” After manipulating my victim 
with due economy of enjoyment, I thought Id 
eee how he-bore it. Now would you b’lieve 
i? —it wae 0’t the flea, d——e him after ail! 
It was only a little piece of black lint that had 
worn off from the lower side of my stock.— 
This was the bitterest disappointment of that 
vnlucky day.’ 

From the Dial for October. 

GERMAN WRITERS. 
The leading paper this month is one of 

forty pages on the * Rumaic and Rhine bal. 
lade,” In such eloquent passages es the fol 
lowing, the writer vindicates the worth, the 
beauty, and the utility of these early warblings 
of the Poets of the Rhine: i 

¢ Itis good for us in this bustling, ambitious, 
superficial country, where every body is trying 
to do something new, where all the hought 
ia for the Future, and 1 is supposed the 
Divine Spirit bas but just waked op, and that 
the blunders committed on the earth during 
this long slumber, are now at once te be 
corrected by the combed efforts of men still 
crade aod shallow hearted, or the schemes 
of some puny intellect: it is good for us to 
look abioad and learn to know the weakness 
which waits upon our “strength by seeing the 
benefits of that state, where men believe that 
God rales the psst as well as the future, that 
love and loyalty have bloomed snd will bloom 
like the rose, the common ornament of each 
of his years, and that hate and falsehood have 
been, as they will be, permitted conditions of 
man’s willing choice of Virtue, It is good to 
hear, sometimes the silver trumpet, some» 
times the rude fish horn blown by breath that 
stifles in the utterance, calling to Regent, for 

the acceptable year of the Lord is come: but 
itis also pleasant to see men watering flowers 
vpon a grave, gazing up with reverence 10 the 
ivied rain and placing their gifts on the 
ancient shrifts, pleasant to see them singing 
the songs and copying the piciares of genins 
now past from us, and translated elsewhere,— 
for He the Lord hath spoken, then as now, 
hath spoken the word that cannot grow old, 
and whose life to day alike interprets and 
recreates its life of that other day. 
The following is the writer’s criticism of 

the general character of these ballads: 
I have lightly toached upon the character 

istics of the Rhine ballads, lightly, for the band 
becomes fearful and maladroit, when obliged 
to choose among materials so rich as to make 
rejection a pain at every step. They express 
a nation in the early years of a pious, a valora 
ous, an earnest and affectionate manhood, 
innocent, but not ehildishly so, playing antics 
sometimes in the gayety of health ard strength 
but never light or vain. What cultare it pos- 
sessed is expressed in character. They were 
fall of faith and they always acted vpon it. 
They had clear eyes, but the life blood beas 
too quick to let them spend their days in lock- 
ing about them. Their superstition was no 
incubus, it was their ardor of trust and love, 
burning away the crasts of fact, Their ro- 
mance grew from the heart, not the head,~- 
for each man felt himself capable of loyalty 
and tenderness. The asembled princes boast 
the value oftheir different provinces. Ever- 
hard, Duke of Wirtemberger, when it comes to 
his turn eays,—My land is not of the richert, 
Bat when [ meet a Wirtemberger in the pine 
wood, I lie down and sleep in his lap as i 
shonld in my mother’s. He paosed, snd his 
eye shone clear and friendly, as if he bad just 
waked from sleep in a Wirtemberger’s arms: 
Such a heart beat in the German people! 

¢ Well, Sumbo, is your master a good far- 
mer?’ 

¢ 0, yes, massa be berry goud farmer, —he 
makes two crops in one year.’ 

¢ How is that, Sambo?’ 
* Why, he sell all his hay in de fall, and 

made money once, —den-in de spring, he ell 
de bides of de cattle dat die for want of de hay, 
and make money twice ’ 
INFORMATION. —¢ | say, my little son, 

where does that right hand road go?’ = ¢ *Taint 
been no where since we lived here, sir.’ 

eR ben 


