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From Hogg’s Instractor. 

THE CALABRIAN'S HUT. 

A NIGHT IN THE MOUNTAINS, 

¢ Pus on Moncontour; the grey mist is 
gathering round yon Jageed pinnacles of rock, 
and their shadows are growing longer; while 
the wind whistles through these pines and larch 
tress, with a sound that does not bode comfort 
to a might traveller. Push on, mon ami, we 
have no time to loose.’ 

¢ My old Bevis is weary, Courier,” replied 
the young man thus addressed; © for I can tell 
you, the roads of Calabria are neither so smooth 
nor pleasant as those ot La belle France; but 
I feel the influences of that nerth-easter, ‘oo, 
as wall as you, and I see the old hills putting 
on their night caps; so come along and keep a 
sharp look ont for an auberge, while I urge 
Bevis to his speed.’ 

Moncontour and Courier were young French- 
men, who had just attained their majority, and 
who, on their advent to manhoed, had set out 
alone to sez the world. They had passed thro’ 
the monde des les salons, and were familiar 
with all the phases of nature and high ort as 
exhibited in a city; but this could not satis- 
fy the romantic ardour of their curiosity, and 
so they had gene forth with scrip and staff’ to 
explore the wilds of nature, and behold them 
ag creation had left them. They had roamed 
through the valleys ol Switzerland, and had 
climbed the bold heights of the Tyrolean Alps; 
they had shared the hospitality of the mountain 
shepherds,and bivouacked in the hut of the cha- 
mois hunter; they bad joined in the gam bols 
of the peasants, and played to them as they 
danced before the quaint old acberges that stood 
beyond the Swiss villages; and now they were 
travelling, at nightfall, upoa one of the moun- 
tain tracta of Calabria —that country of revenge- 
ful and implacable brigands and determined 
bandits. 

* I wish that we were still among the moun- 
tains of Uri or Ulterwalden,’ said Moncontour 
ina half queralons tone, as he walked his wea- 
ry horse up a narrow broken pathway leading 
to the broad shoulder of a hill that sloped down 
apon a valley, where the black specks of trees 
were already becoming indistinct in the failing 
light. 
“¢ Bah! the mountaineers of Italy are a= noble 

as their Helvetian neighbors,” eaid the elder 
and bolder Courier. ¢ We have hitherto 
met nothing buat kindness and hospitality, and, 
believe me, we are riding towards comfort 
and a hearty welcome, even now.’ 

© Ah, yes, my friend,” replied Moncontour, 
in a quiet tone, * I knew that you despise dan- 
gerer and laugh at fear. I know also your 
maxim—* Itis well to think the best of human 
kind,” but you know that there are national 
‘loves and prejudices, and that the Calabrians 
have no perchant for the French.’ 
«And my friend Moncontour does not 

seem to have an extraordinary good opinion of 
the Calabrians,” replied the liberal Courier in a 
cheertul voice. © But #’vmporte,” he continu- 
ed as he caught his friend by the arm, and 
pointed to a light that began to twinkle thro’ 
the deepening, thick-coming shadows of even- 
ing. See yonder good taper, how it easts its 
inviting joyous beam far out into the chambers 
of the night; 1t tells us that there is a cham- 
ber waiting for Monconteur and me, and a 
stall and fodder for oar jaded horses. So al- 
lons, my boy, let us steer for yon mountain 
haven, and you will be taught to think better 
of the Cnlabrians.’ 

Invigorated with the hope, and divested of 
‘the unceriinty of remaining in the mountains 
all night, Courier’s steed pricked up its ears, 
and led the way boldly towards the light, and 
Moncontour, muttering imprecations upon the 
stones that impeded his path, followed as weil 
as his charger could, 

¢ Peace be with you friends!" said the bold 
and frank Courier, as he opened the door of 
a large hut, and stepped into the centre of the 
apartment, followed by his companion. 

¢ Welcome, strangers!’ exclaimed the fami- 
ly as they rose simultaneously from the sapper 
table, at which they were seated, and made 

room for their unexpected guests. 
¢ You have been belated on these hills, 

friends,” said the oldest man of the group, in a 
harsh deep tone, ¢ and it is lucky that oar light 
house caught your eyes. It is no joke to have 
nothing but a rock for your pillow, and the 
mountain mist {or a coverlet; but welcome; 
here is food, eat; and here ia plenty of warmth 
on our hearth, share it freely.’ 

The old man stood nearly six feet high, and 
bis frame was of most extraordinary breadth, 
and muscular proportions. A jacket of bluck 
velvat plentifully covered with bell-like bui- 
tons, and small clothes, with coarse brown 
ghoes and leggins, completed his costume, if 
we except a red shirt, which hung loosely 
over the bands of his nether garments, and 
covered his manly chest. His complexion, 
natorally dark, seemed to have been smoked 
io the course of his trade of charcoal burning, 
vntil his eves, beard and skin, formed only 
three gradations of hue. ~ His eye was bright, 
intelligent and full of firmness, aad his small 
compressed month, and bold open nostrils, 
showed that he was as prompt asbrave. Three 
young men in nearly the same costume, and 
bearing a strong family likeness to each other, 
and to old Jacopo, had risen at the entrance of 
the strangers, and two beautiful young airls, 

aud a bustling elderly matron, made up the iu- 
teresting famiiy group. 

] wife; ¢ for although one looks pale and sickly 

Courier was at home at once amongst this 
family of charcoal burners, and before ten 
minutes had elapsed, ha bad opened his port- 
maatean to present some trinklets to the mother 
and maidens, ard to let Jacopo, Carlo, Marco, 
and Fippi cempare the workmanship of a 
French silver-mounted set of travelling uten- 
sils with the coarser and clumsier articles of the 
hills. The more saturnine Moncontour sat 
gloomy and cold, and did not seem to sympa- 
thise at all with the unreserved and frank de- 
pertment of his friend. He saw that old Jaco- 
po and his son stole sidelong ‘glances at him, 
and that the maidens smiled with meaning 
smiles, as they looked at him, and then whis- 
pered to each other. The howse was of rude 
construction, and was scantily sapplied with 
coarse and ponderous articles of furniture. The 
great beams of rough pine, which formed the 
supports to the walls, were unlathed and 
vnplastered, and the huge rafters, from which 
hung long lines of spider’s webs, loomed in 
the fire light like great black serpents. Mon- 
contour saw large brown hams hanging sus 
pended from the roof and walls, but what struck 
him with more apprehension, was the profusi- 
on of muskets, pistols ard sabres, which lay 
and hung about. The place seemed to resem- 
ble an arsenal more than the home of a peace- 
fal peasant; and Moncentour became convinced 
that he had fallen upon the rendezvous of bri- 
gands, instead of a hospitable dwelling. He 
drew his portmanteau towards him with an 
uneasy nervous notion, and, refusing to eat 

upon the plea of going to look after his horse, 
rose from his seat, after throwing a hasty and 
expressive glance towards his friend Courier. 

¢ Your horse is foddered and well tended, 
my friend,’ said Jacopo, rising and looking out 
upon the night. * Ah, well,” he centinued, 
¢ the winds are out, and we shall have a night 

of it. You had better lay down your valise 
and eat,” continued the old maa turning and 
bolting the door of the hat. 
Moncontour turned in silence and resumed 

his seat; he was uneasy, and at last his unea- 
siness attracted th.e observation of his friend, 

Moncoatour and Courier were both strong 
and active young men, and both wera posses- 
sed of courage; the nature of the latter, how— 
ever, was more trusting than that of his com- | 
panion, and he had lar less dread of danger, | 
and a more adaptive disposition. Moncontour | 
was fall of fancy, Courier was of a lively ima- 
gination; so that, while the latter was conceiv- | 
ing all kinds of romantic advantares in futare, | 
the latter was enjoying himself with present | 
circumstances, and making the most of it that 
a lively temperment would allow. | 

Courier chatted and laughed with the char- | 
coal burners, and found plcasure in listening 
to their observations on things. ~~ Moncontour 
looked apon then with sullen suspicion; and 
when the old dame poiated the way 10 bed, he 
climbed up with cautions and weary steps to 
the dark dismal loft. 

¢ Well, mon ami, what do you think of our | 
Calabrians?’ said Courier, as he rolled him- 
self in his cloak and lay down upon the mat- 
tress which had been provided for his repose. 

¢« We are entrapped,” whispered Moncon- 
tour in a hollow tone, we must escape from 
here.’ 

¢ Yes, when the day breaks, and our horses 
are rested,’ replied Courier, yawning; ¢ good 
night;’ and in a few minutes the fatigues of the 
day had boand him in the slumhers of night. 

Moncontour retired to his conch, which was 
close to that of his friend, bat net to sleep. He 
listened to the moaning whistle of the wind, te 
the fierce barking of the large wolf-dogs with- 
out, to the low muttered conversation of the 
family below, and to their slow and cautions 
movements as they moved about; and he felt 
his head swim, and the blood run cold within 
his veins at the thought of his fate and that of 
his friend. There was no avenue of escape 
from this horrid den, for dogs and men seem- 
ed to be ever on the alert to prevent one secret 
notion. Moaeentour bitterly blamed tie care- 
less confidence of Courier, and then, as all 
that loved him at home, and all that he loved, 

flashed upon his mental vision, hs blamed the 
wayward cariosity and romantic precipitancy 
that had impelled him to undertake his present 
travels. Tossed upon a sea of mental troubles, 
the young Frenchman lay upon his sleepless 
couch, until he heard the first scream of the 
chanicleer, and the responsive bay of the wolf 
hound. 
Now, thought he, the attack wi!l be made, 

and vat Courier seems sausfied to slumber on. | 
¢ Courier,” he whispered, but the sounds al- 

most died wpon his lips, for a muttered response 
seemed to come from the apartments below. 
The low deep tones of Jacopo Fippi’s voice, 

mingled with the shriller accents of his wife, 

rose on the listener's quickened senes.  Mon- 
contoor crawled cantiously to an opening in the 
loft, and bending his ear, heard Jacopo dis< 
tinctly say, “No, no, Nina, it is unnecessary.” 

« It is not unnecessary, Jacope,® replied his 

a little, the other is sirong and hearty and will 
match you at knife and trencher any day. 
You must kill them both, I tell you; so be 
quick nbapt it.” 

¢ It is not that Tgradge to de it,” said Jaco- 
po. cautiopsly pulling on his garments; * but | 
think that if | kill the white one, 1t is enough.’ 

¢ Kill them both, Jacopo, I tell yon!” re~ 

peated the callpas, relentless wife. «It will 
not cost yon much more trouble.” 
The perapiration streained over the brow, 

and bathed the breast of the listening Freach- 
man. His heart struck andily against his 
sides, and his parched tongue clave to his pa- 
late, us he heard Jacopo rub the edge of his 
large wood knife vpon a sandstone, and then 
cautiously begin to ascend the ladder leading 

to his dormitory, followed by his wife. Mon ! following and attending on his stupendous dis: 
contour had just time to conceal himself, when 
the rays of a lamp streamed through a chink of 
the door; and then it cautiously opened, reveal- 
ing Jacopo and his spouse: the former armed 
with a huge kmfe and the latter bearing the 
lamp. ¢ Hush said the wife in a low whisper, 
¢ move gently,” and the brigands slowly ap- 
proached the bed where Courier slept. 
Trembling and unable to utter a ery, Mon- 

contour at last heard a gash, as if the knife 
had severed some tough ligature, and then he 
heard the lamp fall, some muttered sentences 
of disappointment, the retreating footsteps of 
the charcoal burners, and thea all was still 
once more. 
Ah! who can paint the horrors of the suc- 

ceeding hour to that poor youth. As the day 
broke, and the bustle of life became more au- 
dible, the silence and loneliness of his position 
grew so unsupportable, that in his agony he ut- 
tered a shout of pain. 

¢ Hillo! I’m glad you are awake,’ cried old 
Jacepo, suddenly, from the kitchen. * 1 was 
afraid I had disturbed you when I came up for 
the ham.’ 

* Well, what cheer,, Moncontour?’ eried 
Courier, as he rose and shook himself. «I 
have had pleasant dreams at any rate, my boy. 
I wish we may have as pleasant a breakfast.’ 

Moncontour was bewildered and ehagrined, 
but he did not speak. 

¢ Come away,’ cried Nina Fippi, witha ma- 
tronly smile, as her guests appeared amongst 
the family. “1 caused Jacopo to kill these two 
capons for your breakfast; so that you shall not 
go out to the hills without a good foundation 
on your stomachs,’ 

¢ I was afraid that I had spilt the oil from 
our lamp upon you with my awkwardness,’ 
said Jacopo to Courier, laughing; but you have 
escaped withont stain, 1 see; and all right.” 
The Calabrians feasted their guests with the 

best their means afforded, and modesily but 
firmly refused any reward. They led them to 
the borders of their mountains, and pointed 
out their fature route; and then they shook 
hands with them with regretful smiles. 

¢ Generous peasants,’ said Courier, as he 
waved his hand te them. 
“And ungenerous guest was I,” muttered 

Monconiovr, as he kissed his hand to tiem, 
and bowed farewell. 

I'he two friends pursued their course, and 
finished the tour they nad prescribed for them- 
selves; but Moncontour never afterwards foi- 
got to declare that the noblest lesson he had 
learned was to know that national prejudices 
are often national errors; that kindness is net 
confined to localities, nor generosity to nations; 
and that it is easier to sleep, believing the best 
of human kind, than when the brain is full of 

suspicions, and the breast procreant with fears. 

From the British Glezner. 

COLOUR. 

‘Tue different colours which so greatly 
beautify the universe,” says Blair, ¢ depend 
upon the eye and the sensation. Different re- 
flections give different intensities or force to the 
atoms which produce in the eye various effects, 
and these various effects we agree, by experi- 
ence, to call by different names as colours. Co- 
lours to the eye are like tones to the ear, and 
depend on the force of ihe impression. The 
greatest force 18 scarlet, the least is violet or 
indigo; the medium is agreeable green. Light 
is variable force, sound 1s variable force, and 
colours and tones depend on our sensations.’ 
ft is useful to young ladies who paint lands 
scapes or flowers, to know accurately the thee- 
ry of colours; an acquisition too much neglect- 
ed in general by those who indulge as amateurs 
in this most fascinating occupation. How many 
would think it impossible to coleur an antumn- 
al landscape, without amber, sienna, and ochre, 
and would searcely believe, that if they possess 

but the primary colours, any combination way 
be formed, and any colour produced. Sir 
Isaac Newton, the discoverer of colour, enu-~ 
merated seven primary colours, and for .nany 
years after his time the error still continued. 
Many school-buoks still propagate the same 
belief. Indigo, orange, green, and violet, are 
still enumerated; not one of which is a primary 
colour. It is now allowed that the primary co- 
lours are three only, and that the others are 
produced by merely mixing two of the primary 
colours in the requisite proportions. Any one 
possessing the first colours, red, blue, yellow, 
may easily assure himself that the blending of 
red and yellow will produce orange; yellow 
and blue will make green, indigo is only a 
deep blue; and violet a mixture of red and 
blue. No mixture of colours will produce 
red, or blue, or yellow, proving that they alone 
have a claim to be considered primary, from 
the mixtures of which all others may be produ- 
ced. Black is the absence of colour; and 
white, the three colours in equal proportions. 
"This Jast proposition is undoubtedly true, whea 
colours can be found sufficiently pure for the 
experiment. With common water colours it 
is difficult to procure white by this means, 
probably on account of the difficulty of mixing 
In axact proportion, but the three colors will 
always be found to produce a light neutral tint, 
much fainter than the quantity of colour em- 
ployed would produce, but for the power which 
the primary colours possess of neutralizing each 
other. The three colours when painted dis- 
tinctly on a card, will, if the card be rapidly 
turned round, lose every distine: hue, and be- 
come Lo the eye one white whole, Sir Isaac 
Newton loses nothing of the honor of this his 
favorite discovery, in consequence of its hav- 
ing since been ascertained that the number 
of colocrs he enumerated may be differertly 
classed ; this is a small accession of knowledge, 

. 

—
 

coveries, not contradicting his theory, butal |} 
testing and confirming its troth, Well did he 
merit the applause of the poet, contained in 
the following passage— 

¢ Een light itself, which everything displays, 
Shone undiscover'd, till his brighter mind 
Untwisted all the shining robe of day, 
And from the whiten’d undistinguish’d blaze, 
Collecting every ray into its kind, 
To the charm’d eye, educed the gorgeons train i 
Of parent colours.” 

Dark or fall colors best retain heat; they ar ; 
the ig | 

This 
therefore best adapted for winter nse; 
er the colour the less heat it will absorb. 
ray be ascertained by laying pieces of el 
of different celours on the suow on a sun) 
morning, when it will be found that the dark | 
est pieces will sink the deepest in the sno") 
on account of the heat which they absorb from | 
the sun’s rays; and the lighter the colour, t 
nearer the surface it will remain. Ths mods 
ern practice of painting black the walls 10 1 
which fruit trees are attached, had its orig" | 
in this ascertained fact. 
There is a paper in the ¢ Spectator,’ which 

proposes to point out the harmony of colour 
with regard te dress and complexion. 
hints are taken from Ovid, and an attempt 
made to ascertain what colour best suits 17° 
dividuals, with reference to complexion af 
the colour of the hair and eyes. To the faifs 
black or blue is recommended; and, ind 
every one knows how becoming blue is 10% | 
fair lady, to the brunette, white or red is pres” 
cribed; and to the unfortunate of sallow hae 
white and red eommingled is advised, Ovid"? 
system evidently delights in contrasts—¢ Pea 
upon an Ethiop’a arm.’—Therefore, accor 
ing to his theory, that citizen was in error 
who had his carriage lined with yellow, tore 
der 135s apparent the tawny complexion of I 
daughters; while the daughter of a church-war 
den showed great skill and science, who 18 
sisted that the new curtain to the church win 
dow, just above her pew, should be red, 
cause her white satin bonnet was a little yei* 3 
low. 

It is very certain that a judicious selectiof 
of colours for dress is a sure proef of corr 
and caltivated taste. 

nish to young ladies with correct ideas in regs! 
to their attire; and informs us that Dr Spurs 
heim observed of the American ladies, 
they were deficient in the organ of celowr, pe 
that on landing at New York he was shoe 
to see ladies wearing indiscriminately all th 
colors of the rainbow, without regard to the 
complexion er the season of the year; and of: 
ten with pink, blua and yellow on, all at 
same time.” Now, in nothing is the taste 

their skilful selection of colours. 
must be a sad want of taste for the fine ar® 
when ladies are to be seen with pink rib 
onotheir bonnets, blue shawls on their shoul ; 
ders, while their hands display yellow glove 
and green bags-—when we witness sallow co™ 
plexions, contrasted with sky blue, and flu 
ed cheeks surmounted by the hues of the ros® 
and pale ones made to appear more colour 
by green linings. All these things will in time 
be better understood, when young persons hav? 
learned to regard dress less as a matter (0 
taken upon trust from foreign dealers in finefV’ 
than as an individual accomplishment; an 
consider that their appearance depends ) 
on their own good taste, than than the leng' 
of their father’s purses. 

¢ The eye,” remarks Dr 
ciple of correspondence with what is just bea™ 
tiful and elegant, and, when cultivated acqol 
a habitnal delicacy, and answers to the fin 

impressions. Being versed in the best wef 
of nature and art, it soon learns to disting® 
true impressions from false—grace from ® 
tation.’ 

’ 

The authoress of th® 
¢ Young Ladies’ Friend’ bas devoted a portio? | 
of he: valuable little work to endeavour to fa" 

«that 

" 

the Parisian james more conspicuous than 
But ther’ 

Ure, ¢ has its prin” : 
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From Warren on Attorneys ard Solicito™ 

\" HURRY AND HASTE. 
Never do aagthing in a hurry, is the advic® 

given to autorneys and solicitors by Mr watt 
ren. No one in a hurry can possibly have 
wits about him; and remember, that 10 
Jaw there is ever an opponent watching to » 

you off your guard. You may oceasionally ; 
in haste, but you need never be in a hur" 
take care—resolve —never to be se. Rem 

th? 

ber also that others’ interests ure occupy tl | 
your attention, and suffer by your inadverta” 
—by that negligence which genererally > 

sions hurry. A man of first rate business oy 
lents—one who always looks so calm » 
tranquil, that it makes one’s sell feel cool 
a hot summer’s day to look at him—0% 
told me that he had never boen in a ht 
but once, and that was for an entire fort0ig® 
ut the commencement of his career. It ~ 
ly killed him: he spoiled everything he or 
ed; he was always breathless, and harras, 
and miserable; but it did him good for life: 4 
resolved never again to be in a hurry =H 
never was so, no, not once, thut he could 
member, during twenty five years’ pracy ; 

Observe, 1 apeak of being hurried and floes 
ed—not of being in haste for that is oftel = 
evitable; bat then is always scen the infertd 
ty of different en. You ruay indeed 8 
define hurry as the condition tv which an por 
rior man is reduced by haste. 1 one day “o 
gerved in a committee of the Hause of gh 
mons, silting on a railway bill, the chiel 5 
cretary of the company, doring several h® 
while great interests were in jeopardy, pre 

0 | ser) | 
a truly admirable coolness, tranquility wo 
temper, conferring on hin immense adv 


