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Literature,

From the Dial for October.

AUTUMN.
A vARIED wreath the autumn weaves
Of cold grey days, and sunny weather,
And strews gay flowers and withered leaves
Alore my lonely path togetaer.

I see the golden-rod shine bright,
Assun showers at the birth of day,

A golden plume of yellow light,
That robs the Day-god’s splendid ray.

The aster’s violet rays divide
The bank with many stars for me,
And yarrow in blaneh tints is dyed,
As moonlight fleats across the sea.

I see the emerald woods prepare
To shed their vestiture once more,
And distant elm trees spot the air
With yellow pictures softly o’er.

I saw an ash burn scarlet red
Beneath a pine’s perpetual green,

And sighing birches hung their head,
Protected by a hemlock screen.

Yet light the verdant willow floats
Above the river’s shining face,
And sheds its rain of hurried notes
With a swift shower’s harmonious grace.

The petals of the eardinal

Eleck with their crimson drops the stream,
As gpots of blood the banquet hall,

Insome youung knight’s romantic dream.

No more the water-lily’s pride
In milk-white circles swims conteat,
No more the biue weed's cluster’s ride
Aad mock thc heaven’s element.

How speeds from in the river’s thorght,
The spirit of the leaf that falls,

Its heaven in this calm bosom wrought,
As mine among these crimson walls.

From the dry bough it spins to greet
Its shadow in the placid river,
So might [ my companion meet,
Nor roam the couatless worlds for ever.

Autumn, thy wreath and mine are blent
With the same colors, for to me

A richer sky thaa all is lent,
While fades my dream-~like company.

Our skies glow purple, but the wiad
Sobs chill through green trees ard bright
grass,
To day shines fair, and lurk hehind
The times that into Winter pass,

8o fair we seem, so0 cold we are,
8o fast we hasten to decay,

Yet through our might glows many a star,
That still shall claim its snuny day.

IMPRISONMENT FOR DEBT
OB THE LAW OF ARREST.
By E. L. Bulwer.

Onoron & time there livec
certain merchant by the ne of ‘Meyer ; he
was «a good little man ritable to the poor,
hospitable: to his friends, and 'so rich that he
was- extremely respected in spite of his gaod
natyre. Among «that part ef his property

at Hamburg a

which was vested in other people’s haads, and
called *¢ debts,” waa the sum of five hundred
pounds owed to him, by the captain of an Eng-
lish vessel. . This debt bad. been so long con
an to wish

He

tracted, that the worithy Meyer be
for a new investment of his. capit
cordingly resslved to take a trip to Port
whers Captain Jones was then re
take that liberty, which in roy opision should,
in a free couwatry, ncver bs permitted, vi
—the liberty of applying for the money owing
to him.

Our worthy merchant one bright morn
found himself at Portsmouth ; he was a stra
in that town, but not altogether unacquai
with the English language. He lost no time in
ealling on Capt. Jones

““And vat,” said he to a man whom he
asked to conduct him tothe Captain’s honse,
« yatish dat fine vessel yonder.”

«She is the Royal Sally,” replied the man
«“hound for Calcutta, sails to-morrow ; but,
there’s Captain Jones's houge, sir, he'll tell you
all about it,”

The merchant bowed and knocked at the
door of a red briek house ; door zreen, brass
knocker. Captain Jones was a tall man, he
wore a blue jacket without skirts, he had high
cheek boues, small eyes, and ‘his whole sppear-
ance was elegant of what is generally called
the bluff hon#sty of ssamen.

Captain Gregory- Jones seemed somewhat
disconcerted atdeeing his friend ; ke begged for
a little time. The merchant looked grave,
three years had alveady elapsed—the Captain
demurred—the raerehant pressed—the capiaia
blustered—and the merchant angry, be threat-
ened. Il of a sudden Capt. Jones's manner
changed, he se_emrd to recoliect himself, beg-
ged pardon, said he conld procure the money,
desired the merchant to _go back to his inp,
aand promised to call on him in the course of
the day. Mynheer "}'Y” went home, and or-
dered an excellent dioner: Time pezssed, his
friend came not. Meyet grew impatieat. He
had just put on his hat, asd was welkicg out,
when the swziter tlh.",v open the door and an-

unced two gentlemen.
nu‘d‘x\;;\"l h‘:rc comes de monish,” thought Wyn-
heer Meyer. The gentlemen approached, the

latter one whipped -out what sezmed to be a
receipt to Meyer. Ah, ver well, I will sing,
ver well.

‘ Singing, sir, is vsual, you will be kind
énough to accompany us. This is a warrant
for debt, sir; my house is extremely comfort:
able ; gentlemen of the first fashioa go there,
quite moderate too:only a guinea a day, and
your own wine.”

I do—do—understand sure,” said the mer-
chant, smiling, amicably, * I'm very well off
here—thank you—"

“ Come, come,” said the other gentlemen,
speeking for the first fime, *“no parlavoo,
monseer, you are a piisener. This 1s a war-
rant for £10,000 due to captain Gregory
Jones.

The merchant started, the merchant frowned ;
but so it was. Gregory Jones arrested Myn-
hecer Meyer for £10,000, for as any one knows,
any man may arrest us who nas conscience
enough to swear thal we owe him msney.
Where was Mynheer Meyer, in a stranze town,
to get bail. - Mynheer Meyer went to prison.

“ Dat be a strange vay of paying a man his
monish ! gaid Myunheer Meyer.

In order to while away time, our merch
who was wonderfully soe
tance with some of his f

“ Vat be you in prisen 1’ said he toa stout
respectable looking man, who seemed in a vio-
lent passion; “for fat erime ¥

“ 1, sir! crime !” quoth the prisoner, * sir,
I was going to Liverpool, to vore at the electi-
on, when a friend of the opposing candidate

had me arrested for two thousand pounds.
Before I get the bail the election will be
over.”

“ Vat’s that you tell me? Arrest you to
prevent you from giving 2n honest vote? Is

ustice 1

dat j t

““Justice ! no ! said our friend, * it's the
law  of arrest.”

“And vat b

1

e
chant, ingly,

you in prison 1” said the mer-
to a thin, cadaverous looking
object who ever and anoa epplied a handker-
chief to his eyes that were wora with weep-
ing.
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ment.”
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“ You have.”

¢ Sare, I have only one word to say, ig dat
justice 1% ¥

¢ That I can’t say, Mynheer M
certainly the la
trate, and he bowed
room
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Our merchar iberated, 2smo one ap.
peared to prove the fowto'g o
gistrate—he told his case—~he im')f'arrdjq;- o
against Captain Jones 3 13

“ Capt. Gregory Jones, you mean »

“ Ay, mine goot sare—yesh »

¢« He sailed for Caleutta yesterday. R
evidently have sworn this debt agsinet w;(\—
the purpose of getting rid of your elsim '”'"‘!
silencing your month till you conld eateh him
no longer—He’s a clever fellow
Jones.”
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THE RELATION OF THE POE
AGE.

[We take the following beantiful extrae: S
discourse delivered before the Phi Beta Koo,
pa Society of Harvard University on 1.
24th ult , by George S. Hilliard, Esq )
Looking at the life, and the societ

arovnd us to-day, if there be co:n:pn.u .

couraging in the plain level on ""hmlh u:“ox.-‘_

thing here rests, and in the ab:ence Gf..‘pr).

picturesque and melodramatic instig:;on t','”"

iz, on the other hawd, a compe ‘wr»

more unchecked development, which ;o 2.1 the
given to simple humanity. Ja oy }'r;j\‘f"pr{!,,'
human pessions burn more brishtly € 1'.1?, all
hues of many-colored life glow iifore :
Love is more spontaneoss, smbition it

T TO HIS

¥ that are

- n is b
hope is mor easpiring. The blood ie w‘ ool
% : 4 e . i¥ Yon
the veins of time. There is no gen < T8CF i
! for the poet to fold his arms i ofcasion hare |
R R pigmacki o S g e
silen despair,

All the primal elements of his art stand round
him like ripened cern in the fields of the world.
Here is men, nowhere more energetic, more
persevering, more brave ; here is woman, no-
where more pure, more lovely, more self-devo-
ting ; here are the dazzhng hopes of youth;
the evening shadows of age pointing esstward
to the dawn of a new life ; love that emparadi-
ges earth ; the mother and her child; the ever
new mystery of birth; the marriage benedic-
tion ; the grave waiting forall. Above us are
the unwrinkled heavens; the sleepless ocean
murmurs around ; and ali the shows of earth are
at our feet.

There is something fearful in the rapidity
with which the industrial development of the
country goes on; in the magic speed with
which prairie grass is tarned into pavements,
and the primeval forests into court-houses,
blacksmith’s shops, and lawyer’s offices. As
we travel westward, we go back inte the va.
nished centuries, and in the setiler, with hisaxe
before the giant woods of Michigan, we find a
eotemporary of the Greek uader the
Dedona. All these thipgs—even railroads,
canals, and steamships, have, in their relation
to human happiness and improvement, their
poetical aspect. The poet who finds no
* thoughts, that voluatary move harmovious
numbers,” suggested by the Thames Tuanel, or
the Croton Aqueduct, 1 but a Tyro i his noble
art.

If there be no lack of themes and inspira-
tions, there is surely none of impulse’ and mo-
tive.  Nowhere is the poet more imperatively
ealled upon to speak out whatever is ia him of
divine birth. We need the charm and grace
which he alone can throw overthe rovgh places
of life. A nation ekilled in the arts that multi-
ply physical comforts and conveniences, but in
which the imaginative faculty lies paralysed
and lifeless, disturbs us with the sense of some«
thing incomplete and imperfect. It reminds us
ofa world without children. It is a Shaker
community on a gigantic scale. In some points
we recognizs the superiority of Sparta to Athens;
but what to us are the institutions of Lycurgus,
compared with the choruses of Sophocles and
the frieze of the Parthenon? As the ideaofa
cathedral includes not only the central nave,
the long-drawn aisle, the high embowed roof,
the massive buttress, but also, the roses bloom-
ing ia stone, the quaint corbels, the twining
wreaths of foliage, and the stained glass, blush-
ing with the blood of martyrs and the glories of
sunset; so in the idea of a state are compre-

hended, rot only armies and navies, politicsand

, the custom house and the post
ige and the shenff, but whatever
nd decorates life, the arts that re-
beauty of stars and clouds, and
5 cheek—poetry, paintin pture,

music.

The motion to intellectual action press upon
’ I

':= with peculiar foree in our co intry, becanse

te connection here is so immediate between

character and happiness, and because there is

notaing between us and ruin, but intellicence
which see o

39,

s the right, and  virtue which pursues
; ere are guch elemeats of hope and fear
mingled i e great experiment which is here
trying, t sulls are so momentous to humani-
ty, that all the voices of the past and the fature
seemto blend in one sound of warning and en-
tr ad g itzelf not only to the general,
out to the individusl ear. By the wracks of shat-
tered states, by quenched light of prowise that
oRce shone upon man, by the long-deferred

'1""’1"'5 of humanity, by all that has been done
and suf

uiiered in the cause of hberty, by the mar-
tyrs that died before the eight, by the . exiles
wh arts haye been crushed in dumb dv:t
ir, Oy the memory of our fathers and their
l".f.mf In our veins—it cells upon us, each and
all, to he fxithful to the trust which God has
committed to our hands ¥
_That fine natures should here feel their ener.
gtes by the cold touch of indifference. that they
should turn to Westminster Abbey, (‘»r 1'1r- Al-){’:
or the Vatican, to quicken their flageing pu'}-
22, is of ;.'I_l mental anomalies the mo;;m«-x-
i.r\ 2. The de nger wonld seem to be rather

ine epring ot n"‘}z( Y
on
t, by its very ex.
The poet must

broken by the weis

m it, end that th

cess & hid
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not v\(_‘-v" h teaey of organization asan ex-
- ‘:n'l" ng apart in trim gardess of lei-
?)l'r)t}, :.n | ‘—';;i,y"‘"' 4' the world n:‘,ly through the
otproles vl 118 {( treat. Let Iulm‘ﬂuw himself

10 a gallant heart, upon the stirring life, that
!3"1‘\"-‘.'1!1!}&,1(‘.:! around him. He muat call
home his imagination from thase spots c;n
'ol other days has thrown its
: ive charm, and be content to dwell among
hiz own | | The future and the pr's--nT
must 1uspire him, and not the past. I must
transier to his pictares the glow of morning
and not the hues of supset He must r;')l 20 to
eny Pharphar or Abana, for the sweet _m‘t‘(n’x:
waich he may fiad in that familiar ::'.r;wm on
whose banks he has played as a child, r-'J
mused asa man. Let him sow 1}"-“m;:d3.f'
b»‘r} ity along that dusty road, where hum U
totls and sweats in the sun. e

sun
the b seness which winisters food to the pas.
:_;nn;, ll}a! blot out in man’s eoul the inm(":p of
(“1;, ~t ‘r-r»l his hands add one seductive
I‘v\’ix‘-n':’m the usizvns-d form of pleasure, nor
- \\'i:\: r:::s of his genius around the revel-
s !;-"cn; .d I[‘M him‘ mingle with his verse
30, A0 A .:g;h elements befitting him,
g hom .1f air of freedom blows, and
upon whom the light of heaven shines. Let
him teach thoss stern yirtnes of ‘self ('.nnll’”bl
ﬁ:‘d self renuneiation, of faith and pa(ic‘-nc('. of

hetinenee 1 £
’,“‘m';p",’:wa“,d‘ fortitnde—which constitute the
nanilons alike ofindividya] happiness and of
Ional resperit. - Letim hely to tent 9p
MA a“:‘n.vl)’rljl (\r,;ﬁn‘tl») the Stature and symmetry
. < 1anheod. Let him look abread
pon this young world in hape, aad not jn des-
lim not be repelled by the

areotie

which the lig

Let him spurn

poudency. Let

coarse surface of materialjife. Let him eurvef
it with the piercing insight of genius, and 18
the roconciling #pirit of love. Let him find 1%
spiration wherever man is found ; in the sailor

singing at the windlass ; in the roaring fames:

the

of the furnace ; 1n the dizzy spindles ¢ 3

factory ; in the regular beat of the thre
flail ; in the smoke of the steamship; 18 *
whistle of the locomotive. Let the 'm“““m
wind blow courage intc him. Let him P“tl
from thestars of his own wintry sky, “!“"gh.
serene as their owr light, lofty as theif ow
place. Let the purity of the majestic !!e“‘.
flow into his seul. Let hia geuus soaf ¥ iy
the wings of faith, and charm with the bes®
of truth.

THE REPEAL OF THE UNION.
BY T. HOOD,

It was a fine, clear, moonlight night ‘::g
Mike Muhony was strolling on the beach'®
Bay of Bealereagh—who knows why ? per ;|
to gather dhoolamaun, or to look for & €ré% Ty
thinking intensely of nothing at all, becat®® 0
the tune he was whistling,—when looking e
ward, he saw, at about a stene’s cast front b
shore, a dark object which appeered like 8
man head. Or wasit a sesl? Or 8 vc'Th’
whiskey? Alas! mo such good !uck- der
dark object moved like a living thing .ﬂoﬂ‘
proaching neurer and nearer, into sha
water, reyealed saccessively the neck an
shoulders of a man. g late

Mike wondered extremely. It Was
hour for a gentleman to be bathing, 8% Ty
was no boat or vessel within Leanderi® pave
tance, from which the unknown might chedy
swum. Meanwhile, the stranger ,‘pproﬂh“‘_
the glidisg motion of the figure ﬂ‘!dd'“lyc'jth-
ing 1ato a oundering, a8 if having ﬂoe deep
in his depih, he was wading through ! l
mud. th o

Hitherto, the object, amid the broaddrvlerinl
silver light, had been a dark one; but pow be
a litile out of the glittering water, 1t 70 . qut
came a bright one, and Mike could me of the
the features, at least as plainly as tho# 8 pPCd
man in the moon At last the creati’® osrn
a few fathoms off, and in a sort @
voice,” sach us the Irishman had 2 .
before, called to Mike Mahony- g 10 é

Mike crossed himself, and answere
name » l,ked the

« What do yon take me for 3
stranger. ¥ te

« Divil knows,” thought Mike, ta '",gd‘noﬁ‘
ble scrateh at his red  head, bat " oo
ing. w4 i strang®’’ "y
“ Look here then,” said the. SHE Eyicp,
plunging head downwards, a8 ;'f'_'h,’ 1aily '
raised and flourished in the air @ B [
a salmon’s, but & L'f’ﬂ“”’um'”d‘u ml'“"’
exhibition had lasied for about amé L
the tail went down, and the 50 L
again. 2
jn" r:\'uw you know of course w!]d‘ l])r‘or:d‘n:?

“ Why, thin,” eaid Mike, _ml':cua,re od
* axing yeur pardon, I take it ¥O
Halt-Sir.” A

* True for you,” sal !
he was, ina very melancholy tg-x;flt “0“:::
only half a gentieman, snd ”-:mc ore
me, day and might.  But 1 fhe e
venient to you” iof plfuy ith

Aad by diat of great 'x.”".-i!'lor"’ard ach
ling, and partly ghooting h“m;"iv 10;; 10
his tail, shrimp fashion, he cuhulself €0 iep
the beach, when he ’,"“'?. Iy pade ¢
Mike's feet, which jnstinelive o Wit
apiece in retreat. ; ermbh g

o Never fear, Mike,” said '?:x fisedt
not ia my heart ‘I‘)l E"“” SEFE » i
santry in the world. :

“rivhv, thin, you’d not "’bg"c
quired Mike, not quite Lomerrdh 3 .

he Mcﬂﬂ’n'

T
the Merma®h f-t I a®

10T,

nell for ever 2 :

“By no means, I€

> 1 »
Sgccess to the Rent,

o rpylicd t

v a!?
« Faix, where didhe larn 1 { 50UP ";
Mike to himself. 4 conducter ofo’"o
« Water is 8 g°0 sy
said the Merman, with 8 Wit carty 'yt
his rouad, skyblue PY""l :
a long way—if you N .
thew’s.” » exclaiMty, i
9 !

“ Pegad, that’s ."u;; |

“ And in course you %

w
9 0
pale 1 gaid the l‘-‘lefm‘;(; of

. g it,” A :
LB b, and @ forlor Soour P2\he
long drawn sigh, *r I""mr o
ad. * That’s)us « ouaes I
R;Hw, to do me the bigg
world.” - ¥l
« With all dm‘h‘;'::‘:u;cilh
=3
i ride
:\nAko".' §¢ proy i ,mrﬂ‘“. m.
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2 - tha
Mermen. “It18 (:[Jﬂyuuiun.
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of a tich i gh(\ﬂ"d 4
« Murther a.hv; Cin cut © ‘ﬂ'
ing a step backwaré,

»
nour’s taill
« That \'Hyondmlcn. Y
s Here ditary clves rust ! iﬂm
7 mseiver ble
would be :r:" 'h&e. “..l},,l‘ pg8l eelr
Jut you 866, e ¥
:ouul)rvl e the bloW .ml)’,‘: aid Mikes
2 s 1L g,
« Shure, and 80 uw
n tyo
« and if 1 thou8iE Ty bs a0l
tirely—whien we
how—" ke
»  MiKke- o
w Never foary MiiECles, €,
through the first g‘;“eill i?"d"o ry 0 bt
and the flegh, &7 " of blood- - _ve
and ﬂ‘ anill 8 drop 0 |oljb'mh hlm.e,,»
g i hi# head ¢ e ed 10 { s
ok his gttere!
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