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"'mC—M_illon. Originel and mighty poets ex-
Prese, al its highest, the mind of their time as
it i&localized oa their owa soil. With Eliza-
“:‘h the eplendour of the feudal and chival-
U cges for England finally sets. A world
ipires, dnd ere long a new world rises. The
ﬁ“" Wwhich signalize the new period contrast
h:gly With those which heretofore tore the
Those were the factions of high linea-

8. Now, thought eeizes the weapons of

¢ . —
.:"‘:ly warfare. The rights vesting in man,

o God and nature, are scanaed by awukened

;?;"": and put arms into men’s haods. The
\Cie;. of all the interests of the human teing
lime‘ er than all the others, es eternity excels
w*l{ehglon—u' equally debated. ‘The
“c‘;""m! church is beleagnezed by hostile
'ﬂ!mr}he Reformation subjected to the de-
i Or a more searching and eﬂ'eci.yc’_rc-
u Creed, worship, ecclesiastical discipline
thr govemmeplt all come into debate. A
dom of opinion—a boadage of authority,
W;‘esdd for many centuries the nation bound
"ldde.enn Ro powerless unioa, is, upon the
! 8, broken ugp. Ten wil] know why they
Qndyhand why they believe ; and humaa laws
wit nr“m&*_lrulhs are eearched, as far as the
airie ﬂ}nn 18 capable, to the roots. It is the
ad b Ot the new time that has broken forih,
“wt'!ms ambitiously, and rictously, to try its
cally {s, but nobly, magnanimowsly, and herei-
%op ""'- Miurox owaed and showed himself
Ren] °ﬁ the time. Gifted with powers emi-
'il'niyngued for severe invesfigation—apt for
y
©mper adverse and rebellious to an assumed
lirge. "8rounded control—large-hearted and
Re~minded to comprehend the diverse intec-
highg‘ Men—personally fearless—devout in the
i lct 8ad boldest sens of the word ; namely,
Reayer O ¥ ledging mo supreme law but from
€8, and as confiding in the immediate

ey ddl3—possessing, mcreover, in amplest
Dnu:“"'ﬂ.‘“ peculiar endowment of sovereign
k.ch"hlcn enables them to stand vp as the

g::"::ludtu the species, the clear faculty of
Whare n; ltlf-[nspfcuon—he' was prepared to
dln the iateliectual etrife and chenge of
tagel 2y, even had some interposing, pacific
gy . armed sway from the bosom of the
‘M“:i‘llz?t:her warfare and revoXuliouT—and to
ool at age’s work, even had the muse
i ‘llmlcd pon his cradled forehead, never
lips, ¥ magical murmurs of song on his chosen
®e, € Was a politician, a theologian of his
thig Midet the demolition of eatablished
B, the clang of arms, and the streaming of
fatg .’ Whether in the field or wpon the scal-
s 8 thivker and a writer.
%nﬂe are times that naturally produce real,
9 8that naturally produce imitative poeiry.
i e'fq".”- stagnating times, produce the imita-
oy limes that rouse in -man seif-conscioue-
N produce the real. All great poetry kasa
uy - foundation. It is imaginarion building
"lln the great, deep, universal, eternal human
“d' , herefore profound Eympathy with mun,
Profonnd intelligence of maa, aided by, or
PWing ont of, that profound sympathy, is vi-
g e true gest.  But in stagnating times
tlugu:{.m?‘“hy, Wl:h man sleeps, and the dis
LI ""_"'“ sieeps, Troubled times bring
ity m;"';‘h”i--:;mw its terrible depths—also
‘\Ere; t and :_rr‘mde:xr—buvvh ways its truih.
e Whelfo? Seems to require his birih in an
l‘linn 4 thers are about him great selfreve-
b 0‘: of man, for big vaticination. Moreover,
Utgq ln p‘z.illlcular being is more deeply end
lime * 7. 2tirred and shown to him in such a
legy - Bt the moral tempeet may be too vio-
T POetry—as the Civil War of the Roses
Pyry:red to blast it and ell letters —that of the
I intellect of

"-;:l'“?m contrariwise.,  The
ey e 1 the Paradise Lost, shows that 1t had
Hie giant-world enrsged.”
S ‘ph‘])' h|{r the “ler‘:‘.ry'lam‘e of his couatry
T the © Bolid exaltation in these latter years
the Iy '“l’h{n': art which he cultivated—for
‘c(m;;:." of poctry who by inheritance or by
by um.lUn gpeak the masculine and expressive
Tng (¢ Which he etill ennobled—for the se-
llu; dMe of the avgust poet himseli—the po-
'Mion T®pose which a new change (the resto-
ey, lai detruded and exiled royalty to itsan-
Ung yn 100€) epread over the land, by shut-
'lg.‘icil““ public hopes of the civil and eccle-
h}” o ‘epublican in despair, aad by crushing
Yhigy, O0 10 the dust, gave him back, in the
i ‘i“r’y blindness of undecaying age, to ** the
"p[u‘io"{drlighzful studies,” in order that, in
Bigh, 8 from all * barbarous dissonance,” he
ty'y

“gj,“"(;‘“l;l!z--not less thaa the greatest ever
: Y mun.
"’M::u‘gﬁ“ by such a strife to power—sad not
:denil“mﬂy gifted than strenvously exerci-
el M‘Oﬂ had constantly carried in his soul
K‘C‘mi“" old copsciousness of the highest des-
g ¢ He knew himseli born a great poet;
Mgy, © DRmeg of great poetssounding through
y bf‘be'or“g in his ears. What Homer was
:hlgx & Ple and (o his ianguage, he would te
'“‘ E:d ‘hlsv\_vu the lower vocation—glori-
.:'“‘ctinnh Y things may be glorious—and self
of Onee While he thought of his own head
::u,,n 3 that shali bo laurel bound ; yet mag-
""h.d and publie spirited, while he trusted
\ eb'g"n his lauguage and upon his coun-
‘t. . omu of hm_own fame. This, we say, |
hwfeepia Wer vocation, taken among thoughts |
o ng! high but merely human, But a
ity 3¢COMpanied it. The sense of a
Py Ive to the human soul, and indes-
;*‘f o o ¢ assiduons hallowing of himeelf, |
f ,Q:\ "Glh'hu powers, by religious offices that
1 i h“’_l lower than communion with the
U ap: 1¢ad of all Lioliness and of al good.

subject of civil government, by the laws |

i

aad learned beyond most men—of 2 -

around him of the times, and by his owa share
ia the general contention—according to the
self dedication of his mind rrained wrthin the
tewrple—he, siricken with darkness, and amidst
the gleom of extuinguished earthly hopes, as-
sumed the singing robes of the pcet.

The purpoee of the Paradise Logt is wholly
religious. He sirikes the loudest, and, at the
same lime, the sweetest toned harp of the Muse
with the hand of a Chrietian theologian. He
girdsup all the highest powers of the human
mind to wrestling with the most arduous ques:
tion with which ihe human faculties can en-
gage—the all-isvelving auestion ~How is the
world geverned? Do we live uader chance,
or fate, or Providence 1 Is there a God 1 Ana
is he holy, loving, wise, and just? He will

¢ Assert eternal providence,
And justify the ways of God to man.”

The justifying answer he readsin the Scrip-
tures.  Man fell, tempted from  without by
another, but by the zct of his own free will,
aud by his own choice. Thus, eccording to
the theology of Milton, is the divine Rule of
the uaiverse completely justified in the sin iato
which maa has [silen—ia :he punishment
which has fallen upon man. The Justice of
God is cleared. And his Love? That shines
ount, whea man has perversely fallen, by the
Covenart of Mercy, by fiuding out for hi.a a
Redeemer. And thus the two events ia the
history of mankind, which tte Scriptures pe-
sent as infinitely surpassing all others in im-
portance, which are cardinal to the destinies of
the human race, upon which zll our woe, aad,
in the highest sense, all our weal are hung,
become the subjsct of the work—the Fall of
man consoled by the promise and undertaking
of his Redemption.

Ths narative of the Fall, delivered with an

" awful and a pathetie eimplicity to s in a few

s , words in the first chapter of Geneeis, becomes
mmumc 1 fdi . . h Botes '
Mt allon ofdivine assitaince to the jaith-

accordingly the grcundwork of the Poem ; and
these (ew worde, with a few more scattered

, through the Scriptures, and barely- hiating Ce-

18 of a {ofiy and tender wisdom, as moral |

by Ml . S :
Aty zl“- lcl:’rmrmg “ in the eye of his
oL "Uk’x::._lef —trained by all recluss end

rained by the turmoil raging

lestial transactions, the War and Fall of the
Angels, are by o geniue, as daringly as gower-
fully creative, expanded into the mighty dimea.
sions of an Epic That unspeakable hope,
forechown to Adam a2 to be accomplished in
distant generations, pouring un exhilarating
beam upon the darkness of man’s self-wrought
destruction, which saves the catastrophe of
the poem from utter despair, and which tran-
quilizes the sadaess, has to Se interwoven in
the poet’s narrative of the Fall. How stupen-
dous theart that has disposed and ordered the
immensily!—compreliended the complexity of
the subject iato a clearly harmonized, musical

ly proportionaté Whole!

Unless the Paradise Lost had risen from the
soul of Miiton as a hymn—unless he haa begun
to sing as & worshipper with his hand uplitted
before the al'ar of incense, the choice of the
subject would have been more thaa bold—it
would bave been the daring of presumption—
an act of impiety. For he wi | put in dialogue
God the Father and God the Son—disclosing
their supreme counsels. He has prayed to the
Third Person of the Godhead for light and
succour. If this were a fetch of haman wit,
it-was in the austere zealot and puritan a
mockery. To a devout Reman Catholic poet,
we could forgive every thing. For nursed
among legends and visual representations of
the invisible—panoplied in a childlike imposed
faith from the access of impiety—his paternos-
ter and his ave-maria more familiar to lus lips
than his bread, almost so as their breath—the
most audacious representations a2y cope (o
him vividly and nawrally, without a scruple
and without athought. But Milton, the pur-
ged, the chastened, a spiritual iconoclast,
drinking his faith by b's own thirst from the
waters of Zion, a cimpion wnose weapons
from the armoury of Guod * are given him
tempered”—he to holy things canuct lay oth-
er thap an awful hand. We ksow tkat he
believed himself under a peculiar guidence.
y, he hed visione of glory which, when he
ned the poem that would ioclude scenes
in heaven, offered themseives again almost
like very revelations If we hestiate in be-
lieving this of him, it is because we conceive
in hima stern intellectual pride and strength,
which could not easily kneel to adoie. But
there we should greaitly err. For he recog-
nized in himself —

¢ Self-knowing, and from theance
Msgnanimous to correspoad with heaven”—

that capacity ofsong which nothing but sacred
Epos could satisty. Diodati asks him—* Quid
studes v’ and he answers—** Alchercle, immor-
talitatem !” This might persuade us that he
finally chose the Fall of Man as he at first had
chosen King Arthur. Butnotso. When Ar-
thur dropped away from his purposes, natur-
ally displaced by the after-choice, the will to-
ward an Epie uaderwent an answerable revo-
Jution, Tne first subject was culled by ihe
* longing aler immertality.” But eanother
longing,or the longing after another immortality,
carried the will and the man to the sscond.
The l=arnisg and the learned art of the Para-
dise Lost, concur in inclining us to look upon
Milton as en artist rather than a worshipper
Oa closer consideration of its spirit we caonot
think of his putting his hand tosuch a work
without the inwardly felt coaviction that God
was with kim in it

New Wt.Jxks;

From Wade’s London Review.
WIDOWERS.,

There is no condition in life so utterly Hhelp-
less, 80 utterly hopeless, as that which the fa-
ther of a youag family feels upeq the first few
daye, cr may be weeks, of his and their be-
reavement. Then, however, is the time that

—_—

exeriion and decigion are most needed on his
part, as upon the very first siep, with respectto
futere arrang:ment, wiil depend almost entire-
ly the future heppines of his own and his: chil-
dren’s lives : and, for the most part, then itis
that some officious friend or interested ac-
Quaintance, by the dizplay of an unfelt sympa-
thy, gains an ascendancy over the entire fami-
ly which ean never be entirely shaken off, and,
the baneful eflects of whicn will onrly cease
with the lives of his children. For tbe most

part it ends with planting at his fireside some |

umperious, bustiing, ictriguing, and mercenary
woman, a8 the gouvernante of his children, the
purveyor of his house, and the *¢ head of his
table,” and whose only objeet is to instal her-
self as ** mistress of the mansion,” and the cu-
rator of his purse. These are chiefly after all
selected from the advertising widows, who de-
clare themselves *¢ free from incumbrance,”
and full of ** maternal teaderness” toward the
“ sweel hittle dears” whom they are so aonx-
iousto enfoldin their woll-like clutches. Itis
true they may not come directly seught out so,
but they always have a set of friends who ** feel
fortheir lene condition—"and for yours too!
These friends will somehow entangle you with
a widow if they can ; and against this class of
attacks,commeneed at such a time, it is hard
te cope. . You think it all disinterested sympa-
thy towards yourself, and are grateful for the
entanglement which is to cost you so dearly!
There is &lso, beeides (he widows, the class
of **‘middle aged governesses,who would not ot-
ject 1o take also the domestic snperinten-
dence ;" and these are invariably on the look-
out for a homestead of their owa—are weary
of single blessedness—and too old te bear ei-
ther the dictation or the exactions of the majo=
rity of mothers. They are, however, infinitely
preferable to the widows as housekeepers, for
they will be less assuming and imperious to-
wards yourse f—Jess overtin their attempis to
gain your affections—and, if less excellently
qualified to manage a house, they will make
their management less costly fo you than the
widow will.  However, take the advice of one
who speaks from experience—determine at
once to mairy again—to look out for a wile of
suitable age and good diepositioa in your own
circle—and, above all, determine sever to
choose a wife under your own roof. You will
thus avoid many future enunoyances, and con-
salt your own aud your children’s happiness in-
fluitely more than by taking any other course §
but, above all things avoid the officious inter-
fereace of your friend’s wife and of your de-
ceaged wife’s family,

From Douglas Jerrold’s Magazine.
A WINTER'S NIGHT IN LONDON,

The streeis were empty. Pitiless cold had
drivea all who had the shelter of a roof to
their homes; and the north-cest blast seemed
to howl ia tricmph above the uairodden snow.
Wiater was at the heart of all tainge. The
wretched, dumb with € xcess ot misery, suffer-
ed i stupid resignation the tyranny of the sea-
son. Humuun blood stag.ated in the breast of
want ; and death, in that despairing hour lo-
sing its terrorg, lwoked in the eyes of many a
wretch a sweet deliverer. It was atime when
the very poor, barred ftom the commonest
things ot earth,iake strange counsel with them-
selves, aud, in the deep bumiity of destitution,
believe they are the barden and the offul of the
world, It was a time when the easy, com-
furtable mwan, touched with the finest sense of
human sutlering, gives from hig abundance ;
and, whilst bestowing, [eels almost & shame
that with such wide-spread misery circled
round him, ke has all things fitting, all thiogs
grateful.  The smitten spirit aeks wherelore he
1s not of the multitude of wreichednege : de-
mauds to Know for what easpecial excellence
he is promoted above the thousand, thousand
slarving creaiures ; in his very tenderness for
misery, tests his privilege of exemption from a
woe that withers manhood in munbowing him
downward 1o the brute, Aud so quesuoned,
this man gives 1 modesty of spirit—in very
theahlulness of soul. His «lme are not cold
torinal charities, but revercut suacrifices 1o his
suffering brother. It was a ume when sel.
fishuess hugs itsell in it own warmth, with o
other thoughts than of its many pleasant gifts—
all made pleusanter, eweeier, by the desolation
around ; wheu the mere woildling rejoices the
more 10 his warm chamber, hecause it is co
bitter cold without ; when he eats and driaks
with whelted appetite, because he hears of
destitution prowiing like a wolfl around his
well-Darred house ; when, ia fine, he bears his
evesy comfort about him with the pride of a
conqueror. A time when such a man sees in
the misery of his fellow-beings nothing save his
own victory of {Grtune—his owi successes in a
suffering world. To such a man the poor are
but the tattered slaves that grace his triumph,
It was a time, (0o, when humas nature ofien
shows i18 true divinity, and with misery like
a garment clinging 1o it, forgets its wretched-
ness in gympathy with eufferiog ; a time when
in the cellars and garreis of the poor are ac-
ted sceneg which make the noblest heroism of
life—which prove the immortal texture of the
human heart, not to be wholly seared by the
branding iron of the torturing hours; a time
when, i Want, in anguish, in throes of mortal
agony, soms seed is sown that bears a flower
in heaven.

From the Improvisalore.
A STREET SCENE IN NAPLES.

Towards evening we approached it. The
splendid Toledo street lay before ue; it wes
really a coreo, Oaevery hand were illumined
ehops ; tables which siood in the street, laden
with oranges and figs, were lit up by lamps
and grily-caloured lanterns, The whole street,
with s iuvuumerable lighw ia the open air,

looked like a stream sprinkled over with stars.
Wn each side stood lofty houses, with balcon-
ies before every window, nay, often quite
round the corner, and within these siood ladies
aud gentlemen, a3 if it were still a merry car-
nival.. Oae carriage paceed another, and the
horses slipped on the smooth ‘slabs of lave
with which the street was paved. There wag
a fire kindled before a cornerhouse, before
which lay two helf-neked fellows, clad only
in drawers, and with the vest lustened with ore
single ‘button, who played at carde. iland-
organs ‘and hurdygurdies were playing, to
which women were singing ; ull were scream-
ing, all running one among ancther— soldiers,
Greeks, Turks, English. [ felt myse!f trans.
ported into quite another world,—a more
southern life than that which I had known
breathed around me. Around us we saw illu.
misated theatres, on the outside of which
were bright picturee, which represented the
principal scenes of the pieces which were being
periormed within.  Aloft, on a scaffold, storm-
ed a Bejazzo family. The wife cried out to
the spectators, the husband blew the trumpet,
and the youngest son beat them both with a
great riding-whip, whilst - little horse stood
upon its hind-legs in the backscene, and read
out of an open book. A man stood, and
fought, and sang, in the midst of a crowd of
sgnlors, who satin a corner ; he wase an impro-
visatore. - Aa old fellow read aloud, cut of a
beok, Orlando Furioso, as I was told ; his au-
diesce were applauding him just as we passed
by. ¢ Monta Vesuvio ! cried the signora:
and [ now saw, at the end the street, where
the light-house stood, Veeuvive, lifting itseif
high in the air, and the fire-red lava, [ike o
stream of blood, rolling down from its side,
Punchinello made his merry leaps, ‘peeped,
twirled himselt about, and meds his fuany
speechee.  All around was laughter. Only
very few paid atteation to the monk who steod
at the opposite corner, and preached from one
of the prejecting stone stepu.

From Ven Orlich’s Travels in Indiz.
AN EGYPTIAN PEOPLE FORMRRLY 1IN INO.4.

It is six miles north-east of Benares, aad
thres of the cantonments, and evident)y !y
on a classic soil, for, that a large and iwmighty
city must have stood here, is umply test fed
by the numerous ruins, and beautiiully formed
bricks, with which all the ground, and easpe-
cially the banks of a lake, which extends
from the east to west, are covered. The oaly
fragment which has been preseived is a vaylt.
ed tower about sixty feet high; it is built of
granite and blucks of red sandstone, which aré
let into one another, and fastened without any
cement, and in the upper portion some bricks
have been introduced. At an elevation. of
about twenty feet from the ground sre scvers!
niches, surrounded by elegant arabesques, in
which statues of men, women, and children,
the size of lile, formerly stood :. some of these
have been removed to Calcutta, tosave them
from the destructive spirit of the natives ; se-
ven statues of red sandstone, which were sadly
mutilated, were, however, lying about. They
are the figures of a people with flit moves
thick lips, and unusually large eyes The
hair lies perfectly smooth to the head, and
falls io innumerable curls over the neck and
shoulders. Some of them were quite naked,
others wrapped in light garments, which are
very cerlously wrought, and fit tight 1o the bo-
dy, or fall in picturesque folds. One of these
figures wore a cord round the waist, exactly
similar to that which distinguishes the Drah-
mins.

From Raber Ratler.

A FOREST SCEKE IN WESTERN AUSTRALIA.

liis weapons were at the tree— he flew, and
the hound made the death spring, but Floss
doubled, and the cufeebled dingo felf on his
back ; had Floss had the knife, that fa)l had
baen his last ; there was no time to be lost, and
Flogs again flew 1o the tree, the falleg dingo
gave the signal howl ; and see how Floss flies,
every atom of bis former strength and superau-
man vigour 13 there, he feels the epeed of
glagin every sinew, and the strength of “the
lion to his very fingers’ ends—** give me my
knife, and thea on—ah,” he i3 not a yard eff
it when the other hound springs from the next
opening, and inene second his jaws zre round
the throat of the long sought game. Flose,with
the strength of a mortal struck gladiator, hurl
ed him to his feet, and agaiu made a gpring to
his kwife ; the other hound was up, snd soon
ruched at his throut. Fless threw him off with
his pistol, which he held in both hande; baving
taken il as being nearcr than his kaife ; the
dog fell heavily, and Fioss placed his footnpoa
his neck, cocked his pistol, and levelled for
the spring of the other, and but for an aceident
would doubtless have despatched themw born ;
for at that moment a large cockatoe, being
surprised at the unusualoes of the scene, gave
a scream of imitation of the natives’ war yeli,
so patoral or apparently so, to the terribly-si-
teated Floss, that he turned reund to see his
new assailant.

The dog made a more desperate leap than
before, aud Floss fired right at his breast, and
the bullet, with the usual precision of fear, just
grazed his esr, and the next moment Floss wus
dowa. The suddenness of the: jomp caused
him to slip over the deg ke held down, and
one dog fastenied on him by the nose, cheek,
and @ part of his mouth, where he held on, to
get breath and strength to renew his hold more
ficroly, and in & saler part, place his terrible
grasp. The other dog, although he had ihe
weight of hisg eompanion and Flogs upon him,
managed to make a faiut hold on his rigkt
shoulder, and in that way all parties lay for
some tiine, each endeavouring to repair the el-
fects of exhaustien.
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