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OLD TREES,
{From an_article entitled “* Rambling Records
of People and Places,” we tsks the follow-
ing extract.]

There issomething, evento the most uninter-
eated spectator, very moving i the sight of a
noble tree lying prostrate—we are, ourselves,
g0 puny and ephemeral in comparison, 1n sta-
ture, strength, and duration! Our little span
of life with all its hopes, struggles, passions,
and ambition, dwindles {rto such insignificance
when we contsmplate the patriarch of the for-
est, who has seen generatisn after generation
of human beings spring up, flourish, and decay,
and who, in green vigour still, will yet look
down upon fresh generations for long years
after we have crumbled into dust. Anirresis-
tible fecling of veneration fills the mind at the
thought. And when we consider the length
of time it takes to form the lusty trunk and gi-
ant limbs—the slow gradua! growth--the
spring showers, the summer suns, autumn dews
and wintry storms, that have passed over its
honoured head—the children that have sported
beneath its ehade—the cattle that have sought
shelter from the blast—the innumerable birds,
the couatless myriads of shining insects, that
have found a kome and sustenance among 1ts
pleasant branches; when we think of all this,
1t seems almost sacrilege to fell a fine old tree.
The producs and the existence of ages demo-
lished in a few hours! A living, acting beirg,
« done to death ;” its teeming bosem, giving
sweet promise of buds, and leaves, avd glori-
ous verdure—or, still sadder sight, that ver-
dure, in fresh and full luxuriance, doomed—
from ** dancing lightly on the topmost spray,”
in the clear azure of heaven, and reflecting the
sunbeams on every bright green silken leaf, to
lie a crushed and withering mass, soiled and
bedabbled in the mire.

[From the Poetical Remains of the late Mrs
James Gray, (Mw=s M. A. Browx,) we se-
lect the following sweet piece of prose.]

IMPLORA PACE.

Oh! for one hour of rest! Would I could feel
A quiet, dreamless slumber falling on me,
And yet be conscious that my strong appeal
To heaven for mercy had that blessing
won me!
How could I leve to know each limb was stiil!
To have no sense exceptthat I was sleep-

ing, ;
To feelI had no memery of pastill,
No vision tinged with smile or weeping.
Vain yearning! Evez since the spirit came

.Into the bondage of thia mortal frame,

It hath been restless, sleepless, unsubdued,
And pe'er hath kaown a moment’s quietude!

How 1 have courted rest—rest for my soul!
Fluog by my books, and cast my pen
away,
And said—* No weary wave of thought shall
roll,
To lift my spirit {romitscalm to day!”
Then I have gone into the dim, green woed,
And laid me down upon the mossy earth;
And straight 2 thousand shapes have rizen and
stood
Around me, telling me they took thejr
birth
From my own soul; and then farewell to resi!
Forif they're fair I woo them to my breas,
And if they’re datk they force them on my
sight,
Standing between my epiritand the light.

And [ have gone, in the still twilight hour,

And sate beneath the lindens, while ihe

bee
Was mrrmuring happily in some near flower ;

But thenT could aotrest for ecstacy.

And I have lein where the wide ocean hea-
vetlh ;

But here no quiet steeps my feverish head,
For many a buried imege my neart givelh

Atthe low, gpell like moaning oi the main,
Like that great sea delivering up her dead.

1 may not wholly rest!—before my brain,
‘When my eye closeth, fliz a thousand dreams,
Like insects hovering o'er tree-shadowed

streams.

Alas! there is no rest for Oae, whose heart
Time with the changefyl pulse of nature
keepeth ;
Who hath is every blossem’s life a part, o
And for each leaf that Autuma seareth,
weepeth!
No reat for that wild soul that fits its tone i
To every harmony that nature maketh—
That saddens at iier winter evening’s moan,
Aad like her atthe voice of thuader quak-
eth,

Nor may the apirit rest, while yet remmain
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Urknown the mysteries that none attain

In thisdim world.  Another state of being

Shall make us, like 1o Him who made, all
seeing

And then may rest the soul, when its calm
eye

At one view comprehends eternity !

[From 2 Review of Miss Martin’s new work of
‘¢ St. Etienne,” in the same pericdicel, we
make the following selecuons ]

STATE OF AFFAIRS IN FRANCE IMMEDIATE-
LY AFTER THE REVOLUTION,

The horrors of the Reign of Terror merely
illustrate the law of nature, that the action and
reaction must alwaye be proporticnate to each
other. For ages the country had been inhabi-
ted by two nations—the nation of nobles, and
the nation of peasants ; they lived in a state of
antagonism ; they were acinated bty different
interests On one side were privileges, pows
er, wealth, and honours ; on the other side po-
verty, degrada:ion, and :lavery in all buat ihe
name. What wonder, theo, if when the hour
of change came, the people hailed it with de-
light, and mistook revenge for justice 7 First
came anatchy, ad tien the iron despotism of
the Comite du Salut Publique. The estublish-
ment of the latter was the most important mea-
sure of the Cenvention ; it was the first return
to sccial organization—the first apparent re-
cogaition of the distinctions of functions in a
government—and the first fruits of their dear-
bought knowledge, that the people cannot at
the same moment make the laws, execute the
laws, and obey the laws. Whez it was insti-
tuted, France stood on the verge of annihilati-
on; the army had been driven from the en-
trenched camp at Famars by the Austrians, the
northern frontier townswere invested, the gar.
rison of Mayence had capiiulated, and a Spa-
nish army occupied the country round Bayonue.
—Against this host of aisasters the Conventicn
was called to make head ; and the fierce ener-
gy with which it addressed 1tself to the task
soon proved that it possessed powers equal to
the crisia. [t was crrel and blood-thirsty, but
determined, and perhaps better fited for the
time than a milder and more scrupulous sgo-
vernment. Reserving to itself the legislative
functions, it imparted unity :o the executive
by the institution of the comite, and, by enforc-
ing the levee en masse of the natien, it drove
the iavaders from the vielated soil of France.”

THE BAT(LE (F TORFOU.

As yet the artillery had teken no share in
the action. It had beena regular steel and
lead affair, for the Vendeen park had not aj-
rived, aud Kleper’s ficld-pieces bad remained

in his rear, engoged in a deep narrow read, ¢
from which he could not disengage them At !

length, alter threehours of incessant conflict,
Charrette pushed cut a party to seize the pieces
which were gnarded by a battalion of the na-
tional guard of Niever ; they were unsteady
raw reeruits, aud they gave way  Kleber fell
back to protect his battery iz enlumuns ias
tantly choked the narrow roads, they became
unianageable, and were so separated that they
were singly and unsupportedly exposed to the
Vendeens’ attack. Lezcure’s band rushed on
cut dowan the cannoneers, and turned the pie-
ces on the Mayencais.

The day was won ; the Mayencaia retieat-
ed, but it waa only Kieber’s skill and obstin-
ate vulour which caunsed the ront to become
a retreat. Slowly he retreated, facing about
and extending wherever the ground permit-
ted, and stjil on his rear like hounds on the
boar at his last struggle ; three times they
charged ulong his whele line, and as eften
were repulsed with lose. The tiraillours
crouched in the grass, took their aim at five
pacee, with such fatal certainty, that a train
of dead marked Kleper's road ; butall was in-
effectual. For mine 1iles he continusd his
masterly retreat, but he knew thathuman nature
conld rot long carry lis soldiers through the
ordeal, and :herefore he halied on ths Bridge
of Boussay, and unlimbering two eight-poon-
ders, saved with difficulty, he pointed them on
the Vendeens, and summoning Colonel
Chouardin, h: said, ** Farewell, my fricnd,
yon and your battalion muat die here !

“ Yes general, adien!"” said the devoted
hero, as he wrung Kleper's hand. The May-
encais crossed the bridge and filed off on the
road to Clisou at a quick atep, while Chouar-
dia preparad to die. The Vendeens were so
near that, eoscealsd by a hedge, Larochenoire
neard all this short colioquy. 1t excited his
warmest sympathy. The Vendeen army clo-
sed on the bridge. Lescure ordered Laro-
chenoire 1o charge Chouardin’s battalion. [fe
obeyed ; the eight-pounders cut lanes through
hisband, yet he rushed on under he fusilade,
and weamet by the crossed bayonets of the
gallant defenders of the pass. Againho urged
his hand to the assaunlt, and was again driven
back. Both parties paused for breath, and
observed each other with the rezpect mea icel
for brave enemies.

“You cannot drive gs from our pozitien,
chief 1 eried Chouardin to Larochenoire.

¢ [ ean only do what you would do, colon-
el, were you in my place !" replied Larochen-
oire. He made anotber effort, and fuiled

« T escyre,” he said, as he retired from the
pass, “ some ome eclse must butcher thess
brave mea—] cannot do it.”

He retreated, and Lescure's tiraileures soon
laid the iast of the gallant barailon dead o1
the bridge. But their end was gained—
Kleber was sale at Clisson befors the pursuers
could pass over their bodies. Such was the
celebrated Hattle of Torfou.

Let us hurry down the accelsrating siream

which, as we sweep onward toward the elose,
grews more and more tuibid with the borrors
of the t me. The Vendeen army has crossed
the Loire ; has fought forward into Britanny—
has reeled back shattered and demorahsed from
Awgers—has haunted the right bank of the
Loire for a week, like a ghost, streiching its
arms in vain across that impassible Acheron.
The last rally of expiring ifreedom and mane
hood has been made on the march of Savenay
—the insurrection js at an end, and Carrier has
now {o discharge the duties of Republicen jus-
tice.  Larochenoire, his wife and daughter,
awsit their doom, their only consolation being
that they are guided by Fontanier. The Mar-
quis de Pomenars, ignorant of their contiguity,
as they of his, groansin captivity in another
cell. The fatal morning has come— Laroche-
noire has the death of a eoldier vouehafed
him, and fells by a volley from the company
of his friend. Dreadful office of friendship, to
be able only to protect those you love from
outrage in death, by assisting at \heir executi-
on! Sucli isthe task of Fontanier; he must
see the sentence of the revolutionary tribunal
caried into effect.  Revolling duty!—death
with them would be preferable ; but then who
would remain to protect their daughter—and
Ida is not included in the sentence ? Yousee,
therelore, the situation of the parties; and
now we place you in the hands of Miss Mar-
tin ;—

The victim wsg hurried down to the court,
followed by Fontanier, whose brain was be-
come almost dizzy from what he had seenand
suffered. Nothing but the dreadful neceesity
of sustaining himself for the sake of others
could have preserved his resson through the
horrors of that morning.

One of those long low carts then used to con-
vey ‘the victims to execution was waiting,
drawn by a black horse, and sorreunded by a
crowd of the lowest and most brutalized popu-
i lace of Nantez, who gathered, hooting and
showting, to witness the execution of the wife,
as they had just witnessed the death of the
husband. A murmur ran through the mob as
she appeared. Her beauty and her courage
touched the most hardened.

The jailor aseisted her to mount the cart.
8he locked round to discover the cause of the
celay whieh took place,

* Get out the rest of your load, jailor ¥’ eri-
ed the carter; ““ Thave work ‘o do atthe oth-
er prison—a fine batch of priests.”

** Here they are,” replied the jailer, as four
turnkeys issued from the pricon, leading forth
Josephine’s companions in death. She looked
at'them, and recogniced the Marquis de Po-
i'nsnnrs and the venerable priest, the cure Al
ard.

¢ Oh, mon pere, do we meet here 1 Tt is
I indeed a blessing to meet, that [ can receive
! your holy exhortations.”

* Daughter, grieve not—my day of toil is
i3 over, [ am about to receive my hire, and to
enter into everlasting rest.”

She bent her head aad received the old man’s
blessing. When he entered the cart, De Po-
menars shrank from her glance. She turned
to him and said geantly—** [ forgive you—I will
pray. for you—you may yet be pardoned on
high.”

|

1

'! The cart proceeded towards the river, to
| the fatal spot of embarkation, where several
i boats were moored at the quay. In one of
! them four boatmen sat holding their oars up-
i right.  The rabble still surreunded the vehicle:
| they had forgotten their transitory spasm of
better feelings, and now stared at their victims
indifferently and jested among themsslves,

¢ Let us marey them, I say,” cried oue
ruffian; ** they will make a handsome cou-

le

He drew from his pocket a long strap which
he had often used to couple two prisoners be.
fcre they were launched into the water. This
cruelty the demons who inveanted it called a
republican marriage.

““ Yes,” cried another, * and we will make
the old raven croak out the eeremony in his
kitchen Latin—come along.”

“ I will give the bride away,” ehouted a
third fellow.

‘The cart stopped at the verge of the Loire.
‘The prisonera were ordered to descend. They
obeyed, and stood together silently waiting the
pleasure of their executioners.

He reft as if the scene Nhicl'; he beheld were
rather o frightful phantasmagoria than a rea-
lity.

“ That murky sky, {rom which a pale bleach-
ed, watery light fell scantily on the white snow
clad hille—that dark, tomb like, silent town ~
that turbid, muddy river, covered along its
shotes, end in every cove where the water
rested, with sheets of greenish ice, from which
the middle of the river was kept free by the
motion of tha current, and by the passing ol
the muoy boats plying night and day. He
looked sickening and shuddering at all this.
A pestileniial exhalation hung-over the river;
tronps of dogs, rua wild, rcamed howling along
the shore, secking their horrible prey, the bo-
dy of soma victim of tha preceding night: and
over a shallow near anisland a cloud of ravens
hovered, sometimes settling en some object
whichlay in the water, and then, as the wave
washed over it, rising with hoarse screams,
waiting till the retreating wave allowed them
to pounce again o» their quarry.

‘The hoat floatad slowly down the stream,
and the boatmen lay on their oars reserving
themseives for the puil up the rvier. Fontani-
er could not epeak, and scarcely conld he
sgmpther his sebs. [Je Pomenars maintained
hig stern resolotion even to the last.© His Jong
regretful gaze on the earth’and sky, his com.

¢d his feelin_g.

"

x

pressed mouth and gloomy brow, alone betray- !

| % Yomder isthe place,” said one of the boat
men, pointing across the nearest headland 108
reach of the river, which epread broad an
deep like a lake. They glided on. Kentani®
er's agonizing sensations were similar 10 these
we experionce in a feverish dream, when W€
fancy that we are hurried along with irresisti®
ble velocity towards some dreadful abyse. The
old man suddealy raised his voice, ia the 5
lema chant ordained for the burial service
His voice was feeble, but the strength of bi?
hopes und resignation aided him, and it gather~
ed firmness as he proceeded to chant that 10~
epired outpouring of confidence in the 1nidst®
trouble—of rejoicing in the midst of advemity
—the psalm de profundis. Josephine join€
him in thus chaanting their own funers) service:
As the last words died on their lips, the bost
lay drifting slowly on the surface of the lake
like river. - The appalling moment was comeé:

De Pomenars rose ; &s tae corporal advas~
ced to him—*‘ Begone.” he exclaimed, proud”
ly waiving him away. He gave one losg
last look to the wintry landecape, and 08¢
shorter glance to his cornpanions.

 Adieu, my friends' farewell - fife !"* be ¢x”
claimed, and foldisg hisarmson his breasi, he
sprang into the Loire. The walter closed over
his head. The boat, spurned by his {oot, dart
ed back for a space, and then returning fioated
over the faint cireles which marked his watery
grave. He rose no more, his iron resolutiod
enabling him to refrain from the instincti¥®
struggles of that horrible death,

“ Heaven have mercy wupon his souls
and upon ours,” said the priest fervenily-

The corporal zeized him, puched him off the
gunwale of the boat, and the whirling waler?
smothered his prayers. He rose once and #ud
for ever.

Josephine took Fontanier’s hand, +*Com-
fort [da, watch over Romain—my last prayer®
are for them.” Her voice was choked, hef
glance became wild, her lips quivered, ihe bor-
rors of her doom seemed now for the firet time
present to her. The corporel assisted her 10
mount on the gunwale. v

* Henri, I come! Lord, receive my spirit !

The soldiers pushed her in.  She sank —ros¢
again. Stanisles eprang forward, and won
heve plunged in to save her. The soldier?
seized him—he was pinioned in theif
grasp. lle clasped his hands over his eyes 18
agony.

“Itis all over ; you may look up now, Mon*
sieur,” said the corporal

Staniclas looked uvp fearfully. He could
not see clearly ; the grey water ssemed st3°
tionary and immovable, while the Jivid skY
and earth uppeared to swim before him ; he
thought the boat was whitling round rapid=
ly, and then a sickness came over him—he
fatoted.”

[From a Review of M. Thiers new work, en*
titled * Ths Consulate and the Empire,” W€
copy the following graphic sketch of iwo €€
lebrated characters.

FOUCHE AND TALLEYRAND.

“ Fouche,” eays M. Thiers, ** was a pergo-
nage of intell'gence and cunning, neither ace
tually good nor bad, throughly conversant with
mankind, especially with the worst, despi-
sing all alike, employing the police to fester
disturbance, as weil as to track its course,
ready to bestow his patronage on any in wané
of 1t, and making friends for himself and the
government in turn ; he nerer cxag;zeraledn
penl, and knew well how to distinguish be-
tween a rash and dangerous man : he might
lhave been a great minister had his sentl”
ments been elevated, and if this calmnesd
had any other scource than utter indiflerence
to good or evil, or his activity any nobler mo=
tive than the passion for meddling ; his coun*
tenance wtelligent, but valgar, was the index
of the qualities of his heart and head, What
a contrast to him was Talleyrand ! Born 0
La high family he was origiaaly destined fof
the professicn of arms, an acecident condemne
him to the priesthood ; he had no taste [oF
his new calling, and succeseively changed from
prelate to courtier—to revolutionist—to emigré
—and, lastly, became the foreign tministér ©
the Directory, some trace of each condition}®
life ettaching to him as he went; for ther?
- was something of the bishop, cf the gran
seigneur, and of the Reyolutionist alwaysaben®
him. Having no very setuled opinions. B
possessed a moderatioa which hated extravs
gance ; his agreeability was the resultof a wit,
pointed and delicate gs Veltaire’s conveyed i
Janguage as pure, end even mora pelished : -“-,"
could in furn become fasinating or disdainfh
argumentative or indelent ; the most se ue-
tive of negociators, but withont a particle @
personal interest, and even still less of study "f
labour in his efforts ; his object was to pleas® 7
in a word he was rather an ambasador thaR
a minister, and therefore well suired him
whose agent he was. Oune merit he ince€
possessed, he loved peace under the govers=
ment of a master who gloried in war, He w8
gifted,” says M. Thiers, ‘“ with a * paresss
utile’” a happy phrase, of signal scrvice 10 the
First Consul, whose vehemence of speech a9
redundance wers well controlled by 1he €3%)
indolence of his polished associate ”

From Blackwood’s Magazine-
[From an article in this periodical enli(!e{
¢ North’s Specimens of the British Crivies)
we select the following remarks oa Milto®
and his writinga.

To an Englishmam recollecting the P"“"“‘

glories of his country, the Ssventeeath Cﬂ:‘:"
1y often appears as the mother of one g7




