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darkness, the imperishable landmarks of hu-
manity ; truths yet destined to regenerate the
race, and render it worthy of its divine origla
and nature.

“The communication of a knowledge of
these truths ia their simplicity und purity to the
rising generation, in such a manner as toena-
ble them iutelligently to appreciate and rightly
%0 apply them to all the practical purposes of
life and to ths promotion of the true end of
their being, is the great object of their educa-
tion. Rightly compreheading the primal source
ot 2]l the wrewchedaess and desolation which
have withered the energies and blighted the
hopes of mankind, the Christian, the patriot,
the philanthropist, and the statesman now pro-
pose to purify the stream at its fountain; to
rescue the beauriful innocence of childhood
from contamination ; early to instruct the in.
tellect and strengthen the principles of those,
who in their turn, are to carry forward the
destinies of humanity; carefully to remove
those fatal obstacles upon which the fondest
hopes and most flattering anticipations have eo
often and so calamitously beea wrecked; and
wernestly to apply themselves to the wide dis-
wemination of these endering truths of civiliza-
tion and Christianity, which alone can enable
anan to resume his appropriate station as the
dntelligeat and responsible recipient and dis-
peaser of kmowledge, virtue and happiness.
4t must, however, coastantly be borne in mind
that it is uwpon the ability and disposition
~wisely and judiciously to profit by this know-
dedge, and to render it available to the great
purposes of mational existence, rather than
upoa the extent or comprehensiveness of the
Xaowledge itself, however accurate, that our
attainments in the true philesophy of life must
eesentially depend ”

The following contrast of the scope and
destiny of man and the brute creation is very
fine:

« All degrees of animal aud vegetable life
#helow humanily, are created originally perfect;
with powere, facalties and instincts adapted to
the peculiar scale of being they are destined to
occupy —never requiring nor admitting cultiva-
tion—and incapable by the very congtitution of
#heir nature of transcending or violating 1n any
any essential respect the fundamental condition
of their existence. Man alone, of all the in-
fiaitants of our planet, is created with the
power of improving iandefinitely his conditien,
—of traasgressing, by a voluntary effort of his
will, the laws of his being, and of counteract-
ing, if we may be allowed to use the expres.
sion, so far es he h mself s concerned, the be-
mevolent design of his Creator, in the bestow-
ment of the high privilege of an intelligent
existence. With him alone the work of edu-
cation and the formation of character com-
mences in early infaocy, and is susceptible of
eontinued progress through all the subsequent
stages of life. He alone possesses that indes
structible germ of being wi we term the
soul or spirit—the bad s proper humani-
ty—the pledge of his imm —the distine-
tive character of his high nature.”

This, too, is admirably put:

““ An early and intelligent acquaintance
with the constitutien, structure and functions of
the human frame; the laws in obedience to
which only health may be preserved and se-
cured, and the mind enabled to accomplish its
noble mission, undepressed by the disheartening
influence of debility, disease, sad pain; the
organic fanctions of the various muscies,
bones, nerves, vessels and ligatures which are
distributed throughkout the body, and the prin-
ciples in conformity to which the action of
each and the combined operations of all are
regulated—is indispensable to an enlightened
development and judicious cultivation of our
whole nature. The able and accomplished
§ecrelary of the Board of Education of M

o .

ehussetts, the Hon. Horace Mann, 1n his sixth
Aunual Report, has accumulated a mass of
facts bearing upon this important and ele-
mentary process of education, and has enforced
ita claims to & more general and umiversal
edoption in all our seminaries of public and
private instruction, with an eloquence, a
beauty and a truth, which cannot fail to earry
coaviction to every intelligent mind. * The
laws of health and life,” observes this distin-
guished advocate of Popular Edacation and of
the beet interests of humanity, ¢ are compara-
tively few and simple. Every person is capa-
ple of understanding them. Every child in the
State, before arriving at the age of eighteen
years, might acquire & competent knowledge
of them, and of the reasomns on which they are
founded. Tha Professor of Medicine, on the
other hand, is mainly conversant with the laws
of disease. It is these which are so number-
less and complex as to defy the profonndest
talent, and the siudy of the longest and most
assiduous life for their thorough comprehen
sion. Every difference of climate, of occupa-
tion, of personal constitution and habits, modi-
fies thewr character, multiplies their number
and perplexes theirintricacy. Human Physio-
logy, or the Science of health and life, may be
written in one book ; for Pathology, or the
science of disease, thousands and ten of thou-
sande of books have been written, and yet the
subject seems at the present time to be hardly
nearer exhaustinn than in the age of Galen or
Hippocrates.” ”

‘What exquisite musie to stir the heart withal
s this!

« The goodness of Providence, in the con.
stitution of the moral and physical world, and
in the benevolent adaptation of means to ends, |
is in nothing mere conspicuonsly dieplayed than
inthe faet closely unfolded by an iate!ligent
acquaintance with the fundamental priociples
of human nature, that not erly the desire, but

the abundaut means of happiness; have been
conferred upon such rational incividual of tae
species—a happiuesg essentially independent
of external circumst#hces, epringing from an
internal impulse, and awakening the slumber-
ing tones of those unearthly harmonies which
have power to banish forever the usurpers of
the moral kingdom of the soul. The teachings
of that philosophy which exercises the phan-
toms of passions, and the evil apirits of igno-
rance, delusion, and temptation; which re-
echoes within us the notes of innocence, of
pristine purity and unsullied youth ; which re-
awakens i our breast the high and holy aspira-
tions of the springtide of existence, and. reno-
vates our wearied and careworn spirits by the
balmy eand blessed influences of the higher and
holier nature implanted within us,—comes to
all * with healing oo its wings.” It smoothes
the asperities of Life’s rugged journey,
causes the innumerable flowers, scattered with
a bountiful hand over the daily pathsof exist-
ence ; to bloom with a grateful fragrance and
sweetness; and diffuse over our whaole system
that joy, and peace, and hope, which take fast
held of immortality.
“ 0! joy, that in our embers
Is something that doth live,
That Nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive!”
* - s

«

those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Uphold us, cherish us, and have power to
make
Our many years seem moments in th= being
Of the eternal eilence ; truths that wake
To perish never ;
Which neither listlessnese, nor mad endee-
vour,
Nor man, nor boy,
Nor all thet is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly ebolieh or destrey.”

But we are rushing away with the space we
can allot to this book to day, and must take
our leave of it with the following apostrophe to
“The Young.” It is indeed worth their
heeding:

“ To the Younc,—* the innocent in heart
and soul,” for whom life etill blossoms in all the
freshness and beauty of hope and truth, who
bask in the sunshine of moral purity and peace,
little dreaming of the countless perils which
surround them, breathing the ethereal odors ef
a Paradise they have not as yet forfeited,—to
such how earnest, how uowearied, should be
our constant and most impressive admoaition—
Avoid the first approaches of the tempter ; heed
not fer @ wavering moment his subtle and fatal
voice ; wrap yourselves in the sacred mautle of
your innocence, and repose in trustful assurance
upon the promises of the Author of your being,
the Dispenser of the rich blessings by which
you are surrounaed-—blessings you cannot
now appreciate, but which once lost can never
be recalled. The conditions of present enjoy-
ment aud confided happiness are clearly un-
folded to your mental and moral perception by
Him who called you into existence, and co-
riously moulded the constitntion of your being,
While those conditions are faithfully observed,
that existence will prove a constant source of
pleasure, an unfailing well-spring of improve-
ment, & perpetual concord of sweet and har-
monious influences. Around and about yon,
on every hand, are withered hopes, blasted ex.
pectations, irremediate sorrow, fraitless re.
morse, pain, angwsh, disease, premature decay
and death.—Hope not to disobey the voice of
God withia your souls, and to escape those
dire und bitter consequences of transgression.
The records of human experience, from the
creation of the world to the present hour, fur.
nizh not a solitary inetance of such an exemp-
tion from the penalty denounced by the Al-
mighty. Venture not, then, upon the fearful
and most presumptuous experiment., Walk
while you mzy be in the placid shades of Iano-
cence and Virtue ; commune with the Being
whose presence will surround you at all times,
and whose blessing, ““ even length of days and
life evermore,” will coneecrate and reward
vour obedieuce to His perfect laws,

* So live, that when the summons comes to

The maumerable caravan that moves

‘Yo the pale realms ef shade, where each shall
take

His chamber in the silent halls of death,

Thou go not, like the quarry slave at night,

Chained to his dungeon; but, sustained and
soothed

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch

About him, and lies down to pleasiag dreams.”

From Blackwood’s Magazine for June,
COLUMBUS.
(Aprint afler a Picture by Parmeggiana.)

Rise, Vicror, from the festive board
Flash'd with trinmphal wiae,
And liftinz high thy beaming eword,
Fired by the flattering Harp=r’e chord,
Who hymas thee hall diviae,
Vow at the glutted shrine of Fate
That dark-red brand te coneecrate!
Long, dread, and doubt/ul was the fray
That gives the stars thy name to day.
But &ll is over; round thee now
Fawe shouts, epoil pours, and captives bow;
No stormier joy ean Earth impert,
Than thrillsin lightning through thy heart.

Gay Lover, with the eoft guitar,

Hie to the olive woods afar,

And to thy friend, the listaing brook,
Alcoe reveal their raptured lovk ;

» The maid so long in secret loved—
This moraing saw betrothsd thine,

That Sire the pledge, consenting, blest,
Life, bright as motes in golden wine,

Is darcing in thy breast .

STATEsMAN astute, the final hour

v Arrives ef long contested power;
Each crafy wile thine ends to aid,
Party aad principle betray’d ;

The subtle speech, the plan profound,
Pursned for years, success has crown’d ;
To night the vote upon whese tongue,
The nicely-poised Division hung,

Was thine—beneath that placid brow
What feelings throb exalting now !
Thy rival falls ;—on grandeur’s base
Go shake the nations in his place !

Fame, Love, Amarriox ! what are Ye,
With ali your wasting passions’ war,
To the great Sirife that, like a Sea,
O’erswept His soul tumultuously,
Whose face gleams on me like a star—
A star that gleams through murky cloads—
As here beget by struggling crowds
A spell-bound loiterer I stand,
Before a print shop in the Strand 1
What are your eager hopes and fears
Whose minutes wither men like years—
Your schemes defeated or fulfill’d,
To the emotion’s dread that thri!l’d
His frame on that October night,
When, watching by the lonely maat,
He saw on shore the moving light,
And felt, though darknees veil’d the night,
The long-sought World was life at Jast ®

How Fancy’s boldest glances fail,
Contemplating each hurrying mood
Of thought that to that aspect pale
Sent up the heart’s o’erboiling flood
Through that vast vigil, while his eyes
Watch’d tiil the slow reluctant ekies
Should kindle, and the vision dread,
Of ali his livelong years be read !
In youth his faith-led spirit doom’d
Still to be baffled and betrayed,
His manhood’s vigorous neon consumed
Ere Power bestowed its nigged eid ;
That morn of Summer, dawning gray,
When, from Huelva’s humble bay,
He, full of hope, before the gale
Turn’d on the hopeless World his eail,
And steer’d for geas untrack’d, unknown,
And westward stull sail’d on—¢ail’d on—
‘Sail’d on till Ocean seemed to be
All shoreless as Eternity,
Till, from its long-loved star estranged,
A: last the constant Needle changed.§
Aund fierce amid his murmuring crew
Prone terror into treason gr=w ;
W hiie on his tortured spirit rose,
More dire than portents, toils, or foes,
The awaiting World’s loud j=ers and scorn
Yell'd o'er his prodtless Return ;
No—none through that dark watch may trace
The feelings wild beneath whose swell,
As heaves the bark the billow’s race,
His Being roze and f(] !
Yet overdoubt, end pride and pain,
O'er all that flash’d through breast and brain
As with those grand, immortal ¢yes
He stood-—his heart on fire to know
When morning rext illumed the skies,,
What wonders in its light should glow—
O'er all one thought must, in that hour,

* QOctober 11, 1492 —*“ As the evening dar-
kened, Columbus took his etetion on the top

his veesel, However he might carry a cheerful
and confident countenance during the day, it
was 1o him atime of the most painful anxiety;
and ow, when he was wrapped from obgerva-
tion by the shades of night, he maintained an
intense and unremitting watch, ranging hiseye
along the dusky horizon in gearch o the most
vegue iadications of land. Suddenly, about
ten o’clock, he thought he behuld a light ghm-
mering ot a distance. Fearing that lus eager
hopes might deceive him, he called to Pedro
Gutierrez, gentlemnan of the King’s bedcham-
ber, aud inquired whether Le saw a light in
that direction ; the latter replied i the affirma-
tive. Colambus, yet doubtful whether it might
not be some delusion of the fancy, called Ro-
drigo Sanchez of Segovia, and made the same
inquiry. By the time the latter had ascended
the roundhouse the light had disappeared
They saw it once or twice afterward in sud-
dea ‘and passing gleams, 2s if it were a torch
in the bark of a fisherman rising and sinking
with the waves, or in the haud of some person
on shore, borne up and down as he walked
from house to house. 8o transieat and uncer-
taio were thege gleems, that few attached any
importance to them ; Columbus, however, con-
sidered them as certain signs of land, and,
moreover, that the Jand was inhabited ”

[Trvina's Columbus, vol. i.

t “ It was on Friday, the 2d of August, 1492,
early in the morning, that Columbus set sail
on his first voyage of discovery. He deperted
from the bar of Saltes, a small island in front
of the town of Heulva, steering ia a south-
westerly direetion.” &e.—Irving. He was
ahout fifty seven yearsold the year of Disco-
very.

§On the 13th of September, in the evening,
being about two huadred leagnes from the is-
land of Ferro, he for the first time, noticed the
variation of the needle, a phenomenon which
had never before beeq remarked: Struck
with the circums'ance, he observed it atten-
tively for three days, and found that the varia-
tisn 1ncreased as he advauced, It soen
attracted the attention of the pilots, and
filled them with cousternarion. It seemed as
if the very Jaws of nature were charging as they
advanced, aad that they were entering another

wotld subject to unknowa influences.”—Ibid.

of the castle or cabin, on the high poop of !

Have sway’d
pewer,
The lofty sense that Truths conceived,
And born of his own starry mind,
And foster’d 1uto might, achieved.
A new Creation for mankind ¢
And when from off that ocean caim
The Tropic’s dusky cyrtain clear’d,
And those green shores and banks of balin
Aud rosy-iinted hills appeared
Silent and bright as Eden, ere
Earth’s breezes shook one blossom there—
Against that hour’s proud tumult weigh’d,
Love, FAmE, AMuitioN, how ye fade!

supreme—"DPower, conscious

Though Lurner of the darkened Deep !
Nor less intrepid, too, than He
Whose courage broke Earti’s bigot sleep
. Whilst thine unbarred the Sga—
Like his, twas thy predestined fate
_ Against your grim benighted age,
With all its fiends of Fear and Hate,
War, single-handed war, to wage,
And lics a' conqueror, too, like him,
Tull Time’s expiring lights grow dim!
O, Hero of my boyish heart !
Ere from thy piciure books I part,
My mind’s maturer. reverence row
In thoughts of thankfulness should bow
To the OmNiciENT WiLL that sent
Thee forth, its chosen instrument,
T'o teach us hope, when sin and care,
And the vile soilings that degrade
Our dust—would bid us most despair—
Hope, from each varied deed display’d,
Along thy bold and wondrous story, 2
That shows how far our steadfast mind,
Serene in suffering as in glory,
May go to deify our kind.
B. SiMmows.

New Works.

Anecdotes of Actors; with other desultory
recollections. By Mrs Mathews.
MUNDEN AXD THE LAMP ON..

Every play goer of his time must have seen
MrMunden perform Obebiah in the “ Com-
mittee” or *“ Honest Thieves”—and who of
those has not arecollection also of the incom-
parable Johnstone (*“ Irish Johnetone”) in Teae
gu~, picturesquely draped 1n his blanket, and
pouring forth his exquisite humour and meli-
fluous brogue, in equal measure 7 One night
in that particular scene, wherein Teague pliea
the old hypocrite, Obadiah with wine, when it
18 customary to use a black quart bottle, and to
pour from its neck the contents down the
throat of the actor, in spite of his repeated re-
sistanee and declaration of * No more, M,
Teage.” ' On this night, Mr Munden’s strug~
gles were fuund to be unusually vigorous, aad
therefore more exciting to the admiaistator.
Neverthelees, Obadiah gulphed the liquid down
at each application of it, under which operati.

| onhis contortions of face wus 8o extremely

grotesque and so irreeistibly comical that even
Johnstone, while he even. forced the eon-
tents of the bottle to the last drop, wase con-
vulsed at his broiher comedian’s extra drollery,
and the andience actuallyscreamed with laugh-
ter. Atlength the scene ended, Obadiah was

borne off the astage. But the moment Mr.
Munden found himself out of sight and hear-
ing cf the audience, he sprung upon his legs,
and broke out in & most passionate exclamati-
ons of disgust and anger—crying out’ with the
addition of certain expletives, which may pot
be repeated, ““ I’m a dead man! send for 5 sto-
mach pump! I'ts all over with me! If1 die,
Il hang the rascal that did it!'—I'm poisoned #
Where’s the villain that filled that botile? P’JI
hang him! I'm adead man!” &c. &c. Dar-

; ing these aud similar ravings, he tried to clear

his palate from the flavour of the ¢ leprous dis-
ulment,” to which he alluded—but in vain,
end he continued to stamp and rave—half in
anger, half in suffering, till at last, pressed be
ali around him for some solation of the mye-
tery, he cried outin an agony of disgust, pcn'm~
ing to the empty bottle still in Johnstone’s
liand—*“ Lamp oil, lamp oil—every drop of it
—The poor functionary of the * Property
Room” had, indeed, in his haste to deliver this
** Property,” mistaken a eimilar looking bottle
which was half fillod with the raskest lamp oil,
for the demi bouteille prepared for the scens in
which sherry and water was usually employed
to drench the unlueky actor!” When the saf-
ferer had in some degree recovered, Mr Joha-
stone marvelled wiy Munden should have
allowed him, after his first taste, to pour the
whole of the disgusting liquid down his throst.
Mr. Munden’s reply, by gasps, was as follows ;
—* My dear boy, there was such a glerious
roar at the first face I made upon swallowing
it, thut 1 had not the heart to spoil the seene
by interrupting the effect, thongh 1 thonght I
should die every time you poured the accursed
stuff down my throat,

“¢A Roman with a Roman heart can suffer.”,

COOXKE, THE TRAGEDIAN,

Cooke “had appeared npon the stage ome
night while under the inflaence of the demen
-—drink. e was, as in most places, an im-
mense favonrite with the Liverpool audiencs;
but there are limits to human charity, and os
the evening alluded to, Cooke's dark hour
o’ershadowed his professional and private exs
cellencies—he was, in fact, incapahle of pro-
ceeding in his performance with bearable pro-
priety—and public resentment, elicited by his
disgusting state, was manifested by indications
of a pretty general and expresive natore; Cooke,
stepping forward, to the stage lamps, with his
powerful brow contracted with diedain, addres.
sed his reprovera ia the following pithy ren-
tence: *What ! do you hiss me? hiss GeorgeFre-
derick Coelie 1—you contemptible money get-
ters! You shall never again have the honor of
hissing me! Farewell 7 ¥ banish you!’ And conw




