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failing monarch in the fieli—ay, aod in the 
hedge-rows too. He cannot withstand the 
combination long, and at length he sinks— 
where we mostly wish disagreeable things aud 
People—in the rear,— 

y Violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes, 
Ot Cytherea’s breath ; pale primroses 

——bold oxlips 
And the crown-imperisl, 

+ Quite overpower him. In his departure, how- 
~ ®ver, he has the consolation of receiving the 
“up de grace from beauty’s eyes—happy like a 

tue knight of a medieval chivalry. And, 
~ lerefore, may we say of aged winter, as Mil- 
on did of a young lady *“dying of a cough,” 

Yet art thou not inglorious in thy fate. 
It ia very certain that we cannot for the life 
Us do otherwise than gladly hail the arrival 

of the Spring. Indeed we jook with an expec- 
t eye for the slightest symptoms of its 

Spproach. It comes, and no unwelcome visi- 
WF There are no poutings of the lips when 
te damsel—the mythologists were right in 
PWUrtraying the Spring as a gentls damsel— 
tomes tripping lightly o'er the earch. For 
Yitselves we are half tempted to perpetrate a 

16 on the occasion. The Gods may not 
Pde tendered us more than ordinarily poetical, 

t we must speak iu verse. We are far 
taking occasion to imitate some modern 

Poet or poetess: forgive us, reader, if it should t 
wren to be L. E. L., whoee full heart it was 

: Must break in song or die, 
Quite he contrary; we feel at this moment 
 Markably easy in immediate circumstance. 
a thing around us wears u most provoking 
JPearance of positive and prosaic comfort. 
IY 4% easy chair—by the firelight’s cheerful 
laze gi) must we gratulate 

THE COMING OF THE SPRING. 
Ratare will resume her dormant powers, 

Mmmortal as in triumph over death ; 

‘M Spring will soon be with us. Many flowers 

The earth will hallow with sweet forms and 
breath, 

48d thousand bosoms with delight be rife, 
tymbols welcoming again to life. 

3 They will arise o’er many a wooded hill, 
In lowly spots ‘mid many a pleasant vale— 
il gem the brik of many a gurgling rill ; 

% who will deem their charms of slight 
avail, 

Wooing us to regard their blossoming, 
¢lling us sad tales of our warming spring 1 

1 Youd bands will place them in the sick man’s 
room, 

eir presence gleaming light a ray of light 

9 beauty, peering through its saddened 
gloom ; 

And with their scent will visions, ¢alm and 
bright, 

“alling in soft delight the sense of pain, 
Atouse the faintness of the sick one’s brain : 

1 Rush will overspread the faded cheek, 
A brightness fil] again the sunken eye; 

And friends will bow to hear him softly speak 
Of health and vigor, life-renewing, nigh ; 
blessing will be with them—that they keep 
ps from relapsing into weary sleep. 

i And shall we not love flowers, if they but raise 
thoughts & moment from the worldly 

din i 

Thay 8tirs our hearts too deeply in this maze 
[toil ambition, passion, or of sin? 

'Are they useless? Every flower we see 

°Yight and sense betokens purity. 

Eh, From Taiv's Edinburgh Magazine. 

an ariicle eatiiled * Nights in the Mar- 

\" we copy the following extract.) 

CEMETERIES. 
ig Malley, don’t think any person above 
ty dex of &3 undertaker should held stock of 
Ny oo Ctiption. A water company may pass 
by ne company is incomparably better— 
oe a kind of shudder at the thought of 

i You 0g for holy ground. 
Lu" Scotland.—I denounce the practice 
: fg 0Rether sbominable. Is it not enough 

Siggy have stock-jobbed through life—sa- 
yy their own talents and their learning to 

N ntlust of gain—neglected all that is 
ty, *0d beautiful in nature —turaed a deaf 
id he © moaning of the factory slave, and 
I A Mselves more prostrate thanthe Jugger. 
Yay “then before the wheels of the car of 

. W1—is it not enough that they have 
ir’ 0d are doing this, without mixing up in 

“ith O¥8hts the awful secrets of the grave 
Vel] o'© list of their weekly gains? Is it 

ali the sight of the hearse, with its 
the o7. Modding plumes, white or black, 

® @hastly emblems of mortality emblazon- 
Side, should suggest the solemn idea, 
T poor corner of their unconsecrated 

the taken, and that DeaTH itself has 
Nik Active patron of their dividends 1 
Eatery than your trellised” and gardened 
Wehrey® With its tawdry urns and whited se. 
Neh Rive me the quiet of the country 

3 by "~“God’a field,” as the Saxons call 
In the elders of the congregation sleep 
EN od edifice where they came to adore ! 
Nin, Mill—to me at least—give me the 

Usle of the roofless Abbey, though 

the altar be thrown down, the thick ivy cluster. 
ed on the wall; and although neither sorg or 
hozanna shall again, so long us the world re« 
mains, be heard within its eacred pale.  Dun- 
fermline, Melros=, Dryburgh! The Bruce, the 
Douglas, and the Scott!—has the earth any 
other such glorioussepultures as these 7 Rather 
woulp I be laid, could 1 hope to be worthy of 
that honor, in such a hallowed pot, with noth- 
ing eave a cross for my headstone, than in the 
costliest mausoleum that ever held the crum- 
bling bones of an emperor ! 
Bon Gaultier.— Beautiful, if not true! 
Young Scotland.— Far more true than beau. 

tiful, Listen to me. I know in the south a 
grave yard placed upon the slope of a hill in 
the girdle of the ever green mountains. It isa 
lonely uncorspicuous epot, rarely visited, ¢x- 
cept by the passing shepherd, or, when some 
small train oF mourners—for the peopls vene- 
rate it still—come up the solitary glen, to lay 
their dead beside their kindred dust. Inspring, 
you may see the plover resting wpon is wali, 
the yourg leverets gamboliing arvund it, and 
tne grouse wh.rring from her nest among the 
heather, scarrd away by your approach. Reach 
it, and you find that it is half defended bya 
natural treach; for a mountain stream has 
worn its deep black gulley in the rock, and 
comes brawling down, white and furious in 
flood, but in dry weather only strong enough to 
make a pleasant and continuous murmur. On 
the mound above there is a ruin, the faintly. 
defined remnant of a wall; in some places a 
line of crumbling stones, in others the mere 
elevation of u green and daisied sward That 
was once the holiest fane of the south; for 
there stood the chapel of Saint Mary’s of the 
Lowes, which pious men had built, and where 
good men came to pray. But the faith of the 
land was changed —and, in one night, the hills 
of Yarrow were lighted up with more terrific 
flames than ever notified the approach of the 
invaders ; and a Jong pillar of red fire, wrapping 
in its conflagration all that for centuries had 
been deemed most holy, sent its quivering re- 
flection, like a molten flood of lava, across the 
mirror of Saint Mary's lake. The mob of a 
distant town had risen, drunk with besotted 
fury, and hurrying up the glen with shouts of 
menace and ribald oaths, testified the sin- 
cerity of their conversion by an act of fearful 
sacrilege ! 
Bon Gaultier.—Ay! the ruined Abbeys 

throughout wids Scotland tell a mournful tale 
But who shall set bounds to religious en- 
thusiasm, or venture to prophesy what men 
will not do under the terrific stimulant ¥ It 
is fearful to think what words have been 
used 8 the signals for plunder and havoc! 

O'Malley -—Bear witness, St. Buartholo- 
hood and Philiphaugh © But go on Char- 
ey. 
Youag Scotland.—I have sate there many a 

long hour—and yet they seemed all short—of 
the dreamy summer afternoon, trying once 
more to rebuild, in fancy, that stately chapel 
from mouldering ruiss of the past. It was as 
though [ heard a bell ringing in the wilderness, 
and on either side the pillars rose wp in slender 
shafts, and carved erches met above, and 
sweet tranquil faces of angels looked down 
from beneath their folded wings. There stood 
the priest belore the altar, his vestments stain- 
ed with the particoloured light strea:ning 
through the emblazoned window. Slowly he 
turned, and as he raised the Host, all the 
mighty throng of worshippers around me fell 
upon their knees, and 1 too knelt down, 
for the inspiration of the place was upon 
me. 
Bon Gaultier —A dream of the ancient 

time ! 
Young Scotland, —When again, 1 looked up, 

all the pageant was gene ; melted like the cas- 
tle of enchantment which disappeared at the 
approach of Sir Roland ia the wondrous val- 
ley of Saint John. Yet there were the ruins, 
and there the quiet graves, and through that 
very desolation the place appeared to me 
more deeply consecrated. The work of men’s 
hands had pessed away, but the earth re. 
tained its own—the seed committed to its 
bosom until the day of the final harvest. Be. 
lieve me, it isa good thing for a man to pass an 
hour in such a place as that, where, with the 
wrecks of ancient piety around him, he 
may ponder upon the mighty mystery of 
death. 

From the Illuminated Magazine. 

RHYMING RECOLLECTIONS. 

SUNRISE. 

Gromia PAtri! Tis the hour of prime, 

And praise, and edoration. ’Tis the hour 

Father of mercies! when on wing sublime, 
The spirit of the day shows forth thy pow’r. 

Rising in joy aad glory o’er each clime, 
Shedding new life o’er creature, plant, and 

flower. 
Gloria Patri ! worm although I be, 

I raise my spirit here ia praise of Thee. 

Oa the Jone heath-hill, while the sweet bird's 
hyma 

Commingles with my worship ; and afar 
Fades on the sight night’s ebon diadem, 

. Wends to the vesper-wave each sister star, 

Her pearly path, and etruggling through the 

dim 

Twilight where the pale moon's opal car 
Nature arises, fresh in dewy blcom, 

Like renovated Beauty from the Tomb. 

Gloria Patri! ’Tis the hoar of prime, 
And peace, and purity, ere yet the sun 

Look down upon the scenes of care and crime, 
Or man’e sad tack of slavery has begun. 

Gloria Patri! ’tis the hallowed time 

Most genial to the pure soul’s orison 
When every creature over land and sea 

Should pour one universal hymn to Thee. 

Blest hour of sunrise !  O’er th’ Atlantic wave 
Oft have I hailed thy dawn when dawning 

youth 

Flew o'er the sacds and sought the coral cave, 

Where Eilen’s lip met mine in voiceless 

truth, : 

And hope, whose blossoms bloom beyond the 
grave, 

And love unpierced by Falsehood’s serpent- 
tooth. 

Dawn of my life and love, though bowed: and 
worn, 

I breathe thy freshnees in this vermeil morn, 

And in my wanderings, spirit of the day! 

How oft 1 hailed thy beamings on the Rhine, 
Or glowing through the eable forest’s epray, 

Or lighting up the Jungfrau’s brew divine, 
While mountain, lake, and city ’neath me lay, 

And Friendship’s arm wae fondly clasped in 
mine. : 

Rentin the dust my harp and heart must be 

Ere cease their thrillings, sweetest hour, to 
Thee. 

Gloria Patri! when th” unsetting sun, 

The Sun of Righteousness comes forth in 
mighx 

And mercy; when worn Earth her task has 
done, 

And sin and sorrow vanish, as the night 
Flees from the dewn. Oh! may each earth- 

lost one 

Meet us where souls in ecstacy unite. 
Pour the glad hyma of myriads blest and free, 
Gleria Patri! there in praise to Thee. 

From * A Glance at the Peninsula,” in Black- 
wood’s Magazine. 

STATE OF SPAIN. 
The chapter headed *‘ Narvaez” is extreme- 

ly interesting, giving graphic sketches of one 
of the most remarkable of living Spainards. In 
Narvaez we find the faults and the virtues of 
the soldier of fortune ; prompt decision, great 
energy and determination, on the one hand 
—cruelty, impolicy, and violence, on the 
other. His character has made him popular 
with a portion of the army, aad over the offi: 
cers, in particular, he excercises great influ- 
ence. [lis severities, however especially his 
shooting eight men the autumn before last, for 
demanding what had been solemnly promised 
them, permission to quit the service, have lost 
him many adherents, and made him numerous 
enemies in the ranks. But his deadly foes, 
and those from whom he had the most to fear, 
are the Ex-National Guards of Madrid. 
Their hatred of him is unlimited, and savage 
beyond conception, founded upon various cau- 
see, any one of which js, with Spaniards, 
sufficient to account for 1t. Their confidence 
betrayed, their arms taken from them, them- 
selves recklessly sabred and bayoneted when 
assembled for the most peaceable purposes— 
these and many other injuries will never be 
forgotten or forgiven by Madrilenos. We in 
England are now so accustomed to hear of 
bloodshedding and outrage in the Peninsula, 
that we have begun to consider it almost as 
a matter of course, and scarcely accord a mo- 
ment’s attention to the horrors of to-day, which 
are no worse than those of yesterday, and may 
probably be surpassed by those of to~morrow. 
Yet, if we accept a portion of the period of 
Espartero’s rule, there are no three month’s in 
the history of Spain for the last ten years, 
which would nos, if transplanted into the an- 
nals of any other country, form en era of 
bloodshed. Since the advent of Narvaez to 
pewer, although the vigour of his government 
has prevented civil war and checked insurrec- 
tion, that has only been accomplished by a 
system of despotic cruelty worthy of the 
days of Ferdinand the Well-beloved. Count- 
less instances may be adduced in support of 
thisassertion. Executions, like that of Zurba- 
no and his family, have been defended by the 
argument, that the sufferers were rebels against 
the established government of the conntry, and 
a8 such deserved the fate they met. Rather a 
flimsy argument, it appears to us in a country 
in which revolution flourishes asan evergreen 
plant. How is it to be decided which is the 
rightful governor, and which the vsuper * who 
shall say whether those in power are there by 
right as well a8 might ; or whether they are 
merely succesful rebels, banditti on a large 
scale, who have seized upon place and power 
with as much justice, and by the same violent 
means, as highwaymen of inferior grade pos- 
sess themselves of the purses of travellers? 
But even if we concede this point, and admit 
that whoever holds the reigns though but from 
yesterday, and with a blood-stained hand, is 
justified in slaughtering by wholesale all who 
show a disposition to drag him down again, it 
will still be impossible to palliate the treache- 
ous and tyranmical proceedings of Narvaes 
The inhabitants of Madrid, lured out of their 
houses by the bait of some joyous festival, the 
streets hung with banners; and strewed with 
flowers, the fountains playing wine and milk 
~on all sides rejoicings And festivity ; the in- 

| souciant light-harted Castilians forgetting for a | 

while the ‘misfortunes of their country, and 
giving themselves up to the unrestrained en. 
Joyment of the moment. But there are those 
amongst them who will soon trouble their 
pleasures; agents of their rulers, tutored to 
excite them to some apparently rebejlious de- 
monstration. A shout or two, interpreted as 
indicative of disaffection, and caught u by 
an excitable mob ; and immediately battalions 
appear upon’ the plaza, dragoons gallop out of 
the side streets,bayonets are lowered and sabres 
bared, and eiidet the clatter of the charge, 
the screams of women and the oaths of men, 
the festa! garlands are trodden under foot, and 
blood reddens the pavement. ‘+ On many & 
fiesta, or day of waits,” eaye our author, 
** which Spain regards as of epecial holiness, 
plots and snares were thickly strewn around the 
people's footsteps ; murder lurked beneath the 
wreath of festivity, and the day which began 
in prayer, concluded with mourcing.” 

_ During the three days’ rejoicings on ocea- 
sion of the Queen’s majority scenes of this 
sort occurred. “They invited us to a ball,” 
said the people in the true - Madrileno spirit— 
* they iuvited us to a ball, and we had to as- 
sist at a funeral.” The object sought to be obtained by such barbarous means, was the ia- 
timidation of the populace, and the deterring 
of revolutionists and progresistas. The sup- 
pression of the national guard produced anc- 
ther alboroto, or disturbance. A crowd assem- 
bled, and moved through the streets, giving wi- 
vas for the constitutional Queen, and mueras 
for the ministers and the traitore. Narvaes 
asked wo beiter chance then this. Out turned 
the palace guard, composed of strong bodies 
of infantry and cavalry, and, without & mo. 
ment’s delay, charged the mob, which, al 
though ' principally composed of astional 
guardsmen, was unarmed, cave with a few 
bayonets and knives, In all the adjacent streets 
people were running for their lives ; and the 
congregations, which were thea just leaving 
mass—for this occurred on a Sabbath mor- 
ving—recoiled for safety into the church- 
es. 
As a politician, Narvaes is unquestionably 

an obstinate and unscrupulous dunce, who feels 
his incompetency to rule by any means bat 
the sword, and has substituted a tyrannical 
dictatorship supported by bayonets, for the 
egal and constitutional government of Spain. 
In a military point of view he is more respec 
table, although even as a general his ex- 
ploits have been few and little heard of. 

It will be contrary to all precedent in me 
dern Spanish history, if Narvaez's career tere 
minates otherwise than by a violent death, 
met, in all probability, at the hands of the 
populace,. or at those of some diegusted ag-. 
herents of his own. The deaths of Carlos de 
Espana, slain by his own escort on his way 
to the French frontier; of Moreno—~the bus 
cher of Torijos, Lopez Pinto, Florez Calde- 
ron, and fifty other martyrs—himself mur- 
dered ‘n the wood of Vera by the bandit fol. 
lowers of the savage priest Echeverria; these 
and fifty similar instances, are events but: of 
yesterday. It is still fresh in the memory of 
the Maudrilenos how they pursued the stern 
Quesada to his place of refuge—Quesada 
who, alone and by his single energy, had 
cleared the streets of an excited populace, and 
stopped a revolution for one whole day; how 
they dragged him forth, piecemeal it may al- 
most ‘be said, and with his several fingers stir. 
red the bowl in which they ‘toasted the down- 
fall of tyrants. - Between Quesada and Narvs- 
ez there is more than one point of resem 
blance. Their deaths, also, may be alike. 

GREENLAND. 

English. antiquarians are pursuing, interes- 
ting ‘enquiries relative to the original settle 
ment of Greenland and the character of jw 
soil and climate. It was supposed originally te 
have been connected with our continent, but 
1t has been distinctly ascertained that it is ke- 
parated from the American continent by a wide 
channel called Davis Straits, and extendas be- 
yond 78 degrees of latitude. The most extra- 
ordinary fact about Greenland is the wonder 
ful change of climate it has usdergone. Bar= 
ren soils have been reclaimed by emigration 
and industry, and cold climates changed into 
warmer latitudes by clearing the woods and 
letting in the rays of the sun, but we have 
no instance on record of settlements originally 
in warm climates, and fruitful soils becoining 
in centuries cold bleak and barren, and ye: 
such has been the case with Greenland. The 
country, although now consisting of little else 
than barren rocks, mountaina covered with 
enow and ice, and vallies filled with glaciers 
—although its ceast, now lined with floes of 
ice and chequered with icebergs of immense 
size, wae once easily accessible, and ite a) 
was fruitful, and well repaid the cultivator o 
the earth. This country wae discovered by 
the Scandinavians, towards the close of the 
tenth century, and a settlement was effected 
on the eastern coast in the year 952, by a 
company of adventures from Icelsnd, under 
the command of Eric the Red. Emigrams 
flocked thither from Iceland and Norway, 
and the germs of European enterprise and ci- 
vilization appeared on different parte of the 
coast A colony was established in Greenland 
and it bade fairto go on and prosper. That 
the climate mnst have been mild and the soi} 
fruitful, we gather from the fact that in 1400 
there were not less than 190 villages, 1% ps. 
rishes and two monasteries, and for 400 yeprs 
there was constant and profitable mercantile 
intercourse with the Danish provinces ann Eg- 
rope, but in 1406 every thing changed—q wall 
or iee darrier arose along the whole lise of 
coast, and no landing could be effected, and 
up to the nineteenth century the whole np- 
proach to the country was blocked by unsur- 
mountable barriers of ice—~vegetationjwas des- 


