
L
a
 | 
P
L
R
 
o
l
 R
a
t
 

THE GLEANER.'! 
lively portrait of the noble gentleman her fa- 
ther. “It is” historical, inasmuch as politicul 
‘events enter both as motives to the actors and 
as facts infloencing their fortunes, and because 
historical personages are brovght upon the 
cene : both as n ary elements in the ca- 

reer of 8 gentleman and a soldier, but neither 
forms the staple or the main object of the book 
—which concerns itsel( with the charters and 
fortunes of the noble family of Castlewood, ot 
which Henry Esmond is & member, The 

riod embraced is from the accession of 
mes the Second te the death of Queen Anne, 

and the manners depicted are those of the 
English aristocracy. : 

ur first quotation is from the introduction 
by Colonel Esmond’s daughter, and is a des- 
-eription of her father’s character. 

And itis since | knew him entirely, for 
during my mother's lile he neverquite opened 
himself to me—since | knew the value and 
splendor of that affection which He bestowed 
upon mé—that I have come to understand and 
pardon what, J own, used to anger me in my 
woother’s lile-time, her jealousy respecting her 
“husband’s love. "Twas a gitt so precious that 
no wonder she who had it was tor keeping it 
ail, and could part with none of it, even to her 
«daughter. ) : : 
Vhough I never heard my father use a 

rough word, twas extraordinary with how 
‘much awe his people regarded him ; and the 
servants on our plantation, both those assign 
ed from England and the purchased negroe- 
‘obeyed bim with an eagerness such as the 
most severe taskmasters round about us could 
‘never get {rom their le He was never 
“familiar though perfectly simple and natural, 
he was the same with the meanest man as with 

«the grea and as corteous toa black slave: 
. girl as to the governor's wile. No one cver 
thought ef taking a liberty with him (except 
once a tipsy gentleman from Yoik, and [ am 
“bound to say my papa never forgave him) : 
he set the humblest people at once on their 
«ase with him, he brought down the mostarro 
gant by a grave satiric way, which made per- 
#0ns exceedingly afraid othim. His courtesy 
was not puton hke a Sunday suit, and laid by 
when the company wentaway; od always 
ihe same, as he was always dressed the same 
whether fordinner or outselves or for a great 
entertainment. They say he liked to be the 
first in his company; but what company was 
there in which he would notbe first 4 When 
1 went to Europe for my education, and we 
passed a winter at London, with my half-bro- 
ther my Lord Castlewood and his second lady 
1 saw at her Majesty's court some of the most 
famous gentlemen of these days and { thought 
to myself, none of these are better than my 
papa: and the famous Lord Boliogbioke, who 
came to us from Dawley, said as much, and 
that the men of that time were net like those 
of his youth: * Were your father, Madam,’ 
he said, ‘to go into the woods. the Indians 
would elect him Sactiem ;" and his lordship 
was pleased to call me Pocahontas.’ 

TEE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH : 
SKETCH. : 

* Our chief, whom' England and all Europe 
saving only ithe Frenchman, worshiped al. 
mest, had this of the godlike in him, that he 
was impassible before victory, before danger, 
before duient, Before the greatest obstacle or 
the most trivial ceremony—belore a hundred 
“thousand men drawl in battalia, or a peasant 

A TORY 

“slaughtered as theaoor of his burning hovel — 
before a carouse of drunken German lords, or 
a monarch’s court, or a cottage-table where 
his plans were laid. or an enemy's, battery 
vomiting flame and death and strewing corpses 

_ round about him—he was always cold, calm; 
resolute, like Fate. He performed a treason 
ora court-bow, he told a falsenood as black 
as Styx, as easily as he paid'a compliment or 
spoke about the weather. He took a mistress 
and le(t her ; he betrayed his benefactor, and 
supported him, or would have muidered him 
with the same calmness always, and having 
no more remorse than Clothe when she 
weaves the thread, or Lachesis when she cuts 
it. : In the hour of battle, I have heaid the 
Prince of Savoy's officers say, the Prince be- 
came possessed with a sori of warlike fury; 
his eyes lighted up; he rushed hither and 
thither, raging; he shrieked curses and encour- 
agement, yelling, harking his bloody war-dogs 
on, and kimseif always at the first of the hunt. 
Our Duke was as calm at the mouth of the 
cannon as at the doer of a drawing-room. 
Perhaps be could not. have been the great 
man he was, had he had a heart either for 
love or hatred, or pity or fear, or regret or 
remorse. He achieved the highest deed of 
daring, or deepest calculation of thought, as 
he performed the very meanest action of 
which a man is capable ; told a lie, or cheated 
a fond woman, or robbed a poor beggar of a 
halfpenny, with a like awiul sereuity, and 
equal capacity of the highest and lowest act 
ol our nature. ; 

‘ His qualities were pretty well known in 
the army, where there were parties of all poli- 
tics, and of plenty of shrewdness and wit; 
bat there existed such a perfect confidence 
in him, as the first captain of the world, and 
such a faith and admiration in bis prodigious 
genius and fortune, that the very men whom 
he notoriously cheated ol their pay, the chiefs 
whom ‘he used and injured—(for he used all 
men, great and small, thalcame near him, as 
his instruments alike, and took something of 
theirs, eithersome quality or some property 
—the blood of a seldier, it might be, or a 
Jjewelled hat, ora bundred thousand crowns 
from a king, er a portion out of a starving 
sentinel's three farthings ; or, when he was 
young, a kiss from a woman, and the gold 
chain off her neck, taking all he could from 
woman or man, and having, as I have said, 
this of the godlike in him, that he could see 
a hero perish, or a sparrow fall, with the same 

| amount of sympathy for either. Not that he 
had no tears; 
‘reserve at the pl 
could diaw upon tears or smiles alike, and 
whenever need was lor using this cheap coin. 
He would eringe to a shoeblack, as he would 
fiatter a ministeror a monarch ; be haughty, 
be humble, threaten, repent, weep, grasp your 
hand, or stab you, wheneyer he saw occnsion) 

| — Bul yet those of the army who knew him 
best and had suffered most from him admired 
bim most of all; and as he rode along the 
lines to battle or galloped up in the nick of 
time to a batwlion reeling from before the 
enemy's charge or shot, the fainting men and 
officers got new courage as they saw. the 
splendid calm of his fece and felt that his will 

LOYE'S YOUNG DREAM. © 
“'Twas easy for Harry to see; however 
much bis lady persisted in obedience and 
admiration for her husband, that. my. lord 
tired of his quiet life, and grew weary and 
then testy, at those gentle bonds with which 
his wife would have held him. As they say 
the Grand Lama of Thibet is very much fa- 
tigued by his character of divinity, and yawns 
wo his altar y' bonzes kneel Com a) 
im, many a home god grows heartly sick of 

‘the fo ry Leh wil rd ‘his family dase! 
tees pursue him, and sighs for freedom and 
forhis old life, and 10 be off the pedestal on 
which his dependents would have him sit for 
ever. while they adore him, and ply him with 
flowers, and hymns, and incense, and Hat. 
tery ; so, after a few years of his marriage, 
my honest Lord Castlewood began to tiie, 
all the high-flown raptures and devotional ce- 
temonies with which hie ‘wile, his chief 
priestess, (reated him, first sent him to sleep, 
and then drove him out of doors; for the 
truth must be told, that my lord was a jolly 
gentleman with very liltle of the august or 
divine in his nature, though his fond Wife pep: 
sisted in 1evering it; and besides, he had 10 
pay a penalty for this love, which persons of 
nis disposition seldom like to defray : and 
in a word, if he had a loving wife, hed a very 
jealous and exacting one. ) 
Then he wearied of this jealousy : then he 

broke away ‘from ‘it; then” came, no doubt, 
‘complaints and 1ecriminations; then, perhaps, 
promises of amendment mot fulfilled ; then 
upbraidings, not the more pleasant, because 
they were nnutiered, or they were silent, 
and only sad looks and tearful eyes conveyed 
them. ‘Then, perhaps, the pair 1eached that 
other stage which is not uncommon in mar- 
ried lile when the woman perceives that the 
god of the honeymoon is god no more ; only 
a mortal like the rest of us, and so she looks 
into her heart, and lo! vacue sede et irnania 
arcana. And now, supposing our lady to have 
a fine genius and a ‘brilliant wit of her own 
and the magic spell and infatuation removed 
from her which had led her to worship as a 
god a very ordinary. mortal—and what fol. 
lows? They live together, and they dine 
together, asd tney say ‘my dear’ and ‘my 
love’ as heretofore; but the man is himsell, 
and the woman Sersell’: that dream of love is 
over, as every thing else is over in life; as 
flowers and lury, and grief and pleasures are 
over. f 

TOO TRUE. 

' When a rakish youth goes astray, friends 
gather around him in erder to restore him to 
the path of viriue. Gentleness and kindness 
are lavished upon him to win him back again 
tw innocence and peace. Noone would sus- 
pect that he had ever sinned. But when a 
poor confiding girl is betrayed, she receives 
the brand of seciety, and is henceforth driven 
from the ways of virtue The belrayer is 
henored, respected, esteemed ; but his ruined, 
heart broked victim kuows there is no peace 
for her this side the grave. Society has ne 
helping hand for her, no ‘smile of peace, no 
‘voice of foigivencss. There aie earthly mo- 
ralities unknown te heaven. There is deep 
wrong in them, and fearful are the consequen- 
ces. 

WOMAN. 
‘ As the vine’ says Washington Irving, 

‘which hag ong twisted its graceful foliage 
about the oak, and been lifted by it into sun- 
‘shine, will, when the hardy plant is razed 
by the thunderbolt, fling round it with ca- 
ressing tendrils, and bind op its shattered 
boughs; so itis beautifully ordered by Pro. 
vidence, that woman, who is the dependent 
and ornament of man in his bappier hours, 
should be his sray and solace when smitten 
with sudden calamity ; winding herself into 
the rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly 
supporting the drooping head, and binding up 
the broken heart. ¢ 

I have often seen persors who had fallen 
from wealth into poverty, exceedingly griev- 
ed, because many persons who formerly paid 
them attention, ceased, after that, te do so. 
This seems very absurd. ‘All that the ces- 
sation proves is, that the former attentions 
were not paid to the man himself, but to his 
wealth. Why, therefore; should he grieve, 
because he apparently loses that which he 
really never had. 

If you get any thing of ¢loth or silk daubted 
with mud, donot attempt to clean it hastly, 
but hang it up in a warm place for several 
days untill the deart be thoroughly dry when 
you will find it brush easily off, without da- 
mage to the cloth ar stuff, whateverit may be. 
Even thus, injuries not hastily resented, but 
oy borne, will cease 10 be injuries at 
all 

A Tempter Punished.— A woman in Cincin- 
nati lately horsewhipped a man who was in 
the habit of frequently calling to entice her 
husband to grog shops. 

e could always order up his | - 
r mement of battle; he 

Sketches of Lectures, 

From the New York Herald. 
THE LIFE AND CHARACTER 

OF JOHN HAMPDEN. 

A Lecture delivered ‘before ‘the New York 
Historical Society, by Wm. Allan, D. D. 

There are persoiis whoseinfluence in histo- 
ty has been immeuse, whose names are upon 
every longue, and ‘yet, when we come to 
search their biography, we are disuppointed: 
at the meagreness of the detail, at the lack of 
vivid and startling incident; but the truth is, 
their power did not consist in striking inci- 
dents, but in the fulness of personality, Some 
qualities or circumstances’ made them the 
magnetic centres of their cause and this was 
‘the case with Joha Hampden. Although his 
‘name is as familiar on the lips of every lover 
of treedom as household words, but little ean 
be found respecting his persowal history, and 
his memory is Shishy smmosiaind with the 
affair of ship money. . Yet, unquestionably, in 
the easlier part of tha! memorable struggle 
which resulted in the death of Charles (he 
First and the rise of Cromwell, no man was. 
nore regarded than he—no man more able to 
bear up or represent the popular idea. His 
history, in fact, is a history of his time, to 
which 1 snall direct your attention. “John 
Hampden was born in "1594, of a rich and an- 
cient family, in Buckinghamshire, and. is is 
interesting to know that he was closely con- 
nected by blood with Oliver Cromwell and 
related 10 William Penn. His first appear. 
ance in public life w 

session lasted until the death of James I, who 
died in March, 1625. And here let us pause 
and survey the existing éircumstances which 
began to gather so ominously about this peri- 
od of English history. It was at a time when 
the spirit of liberty, was fully awake, for the 
two parties were contending~ the king and 
the people; two principles were at issue— 
the royal prerogative and popular rights. Talk 
about the Anglo Saxon race as we will, with- 
out stopping now fo discuss any ethnological 
analysis—indicating by this name that energy 
which has pecdliarly developed itsell, neitner 
in‘a country peibly Saxon or Celie, but 
in England or America — talk about the 
Anglo Saxon race as we will, Liberty is her 
legitimate heritage! It was nurtured among 
the stormy times of barbarism, and grew with 
the oaks in the forests of Germany ; rooted 
deep in the eonsciousness of individuality, 
and: drawing its sap from the popular heart, 
it has expanded into that bioad tiee ot consti. 
tutional freedom upon which hang to-day as 
fruit, Magna Charta) the Bill of Rights and 
the Declaration of Indepeddesice. Vigilant 
alike ‘against the encroachment of anarchy 
and tyranny, in the town meeting and the 
debating society, as in Parliament and the 
Senate, it is a spirit whose colonies, wherever 
planted, blossom inte independent States, 
affording the spectacle of order, liberty, and 
guarded law, and in this critical bour of the 
world this keeps alive the electiic veins of 
thought and hope, ‘and confron:s the theories 
and the bayonets of despotism, with a free, 
press. free speech, and free schools. t 

‘The lecturer then went on to contend that 
the Norman invasion was not fatal to liberty, 
but that it was like the injection of trap rock 
into primaval granite, He then contrasted 
the history of James the first and Elizabeth 
—James soothed while Elizabeth irritated 
the populat mind, He then sketched En- 
glish history in connection with Hampilen, 
until the celebrated Long Parliament. hat 
associations, said he, does that Lung Parlia- 
menf call out! What thrilling memories of 
glory and of shame! What discordancies 
and what motly objects pass along the shifi- 
ing scenes of that great drama—the gracefu) 
plumes and long love locks of the Cavalier— 
the heavy tread of the steel.clad men of the 
Covenant and the camp—the devout Congre- 
gationalist, and the seven hour preacher, 
singing the Gospel through his nose—the 
drunken reveller of Rupert and Goring, the 
ribald oaths of the cavalier, and the psalm of 
the Puritan. What a series ol historical pic: 
tures are presented. The doom of Laud and 
Stafford, the death of Hampden the execution 
of Chailes and the triumph of Cromwell 1— 
Among the great men who acted in this Par- 
liament, Hampden was pre eminent—* the 
pater patire, says Clarendon, ‘ upon whom 
the eyes of all men were fixed ; the pilot that 
must steer the vessel through the rocks and 
dangers that threaten it.” The civil war 
broke out, and the royal standard was un- 
furled at Nottingham, and those who main- 
tained the rights of the people gathered in 
the ranks of the Parliament. Hampden, the 
polished scholar, the disinterested patriot, the 
profound statesman, the popular leader, be-' 
came now a soldier. Al the head of his regi- 
ment, in the thickest of the conflict, he 
struck, with his armed hand, for those liber~ 
ties for which in'vain he had spoken and 
sacrificed. Each regiment bore upon its 
standard the motto of its leader, and that of 
Hampden was, * Nulla vestigia retrosum’—there 
are no foot prints backwaid ; and this is not 
unlike the Spanish motto which Lord Mahon 
says should have been engraved on the sword 
of Washington—* Never draw without rea- 
son, or sheathe without honor! On the 
morning of the 18th of June, 1648 might 
have been heard the clattering of a troop of 
horse among the woods and green Janes that 
lie in the vicinity of the Chiltern Hills, and 
as the sabbath sun rose, it flashed upon the 
corslets of a body of Prince Rupert's cava. 
liers returning from one of their customary 
forays, Colonel Gunter was despatched from 
the republican army with a body of men to 

| days ha 

as as representative for} 
the borough of Grampound, in 1621. This | 

vouted. ‘Hampden’ was then “tent against 
| them, “anid Shortly #lfer they met, ‘an office’ 
might be seen fiding from thie field, his Hands 
leaning upoti his Horse’ veck; ‘and his head 
drooping. ‘This was Hampden, ‘and alter six 

elapsed he died. “Tats fell a man 
whom his friends hunoréd as a ‘patriot, whom 
his enemies acknowledged as-a great and 
spotless statesman, and whose society’ thik 
‘Chistian and pious Baxter said wus one’ of 
‘the pleasures lie hoped to. enjoy in’ hi . 
I need not be his eulogist, for notwithstand- 
ing the imperfections common to all men, T 
know of no stain upon’ his mem ‘There is 
‘a’ striking similarity between rg 
and Hampden. “Both held tenaciously to Ji. 
‘berty combined with law ; both loved it w 
that ‘still; deep ‘ardor that is’ Sifeinte 
mere impulse. They were alike in og 
determination which ‘springs from a deliber- 
ate conviction to its ‘use—in that 1m 
of ‘personal Views more potent than uetion, 
and iin that kind of genius which consis's 

i lt alee nd vote doo ance upon one point of power, but in round- 
ness and NA rel Re ad gt Re : 
#éssed that religious faith vhich, in the 
of trial; and the Fo fi triumph, see all round 
‘the presence of God—the clould aud the pillar 
of fire, * True, their careers ended di + 
One fell the martyr of his catise on the battle 
field; the other sank into the gieen slopes of 
‘Mount Vernon. ‘But one feeling ir 
biit one cause engaged the American’ héro and 
the English patriot; and all which they have 

‘Spoken “and struggled for,’ and ‘sacraficed, for 
‘the: rights 6f mun, sink them together in in- 

ssoluble brotherhood, ~~ © TT 

~ @he Pobticion, 
From Willmer end Smith's Zuropean Times’ 

The steamer’ Australian, ‘though anticipa- 
ted by the Marco Polo, has brought a mass of 
interesting and important “intelligence from 
the gold colonies. © Its leading feature is the 
continued and increased prosperity of all the 
fizlds. Since the retarn of spring—that is to 
say, ever since autumn commenced in En- 
gland—the ‘New ‘South ‘Wales’ ‘mines have 
exhibited symptoms ‘of activity and: success. 
On the Turon, a field known as Churchhill,: 
has been opened, with the promise of w large 
yield, ‘Many ‘mining paitiés are known to 
make as muchas fifteen ounces per day. © On 
the Mountain River Cieek, five miles west of 
Mulgunia, another new field iis being worked: 
with the best results, At” Tambaroora the 
men at work ara doing wonders. There are 
about 'six hundred of them who, iu" one fort- 
night, obtained 3000.0unces of gold.” This at 
the rate of fifteen oilnces per man. * In many 
instances,” says a correspondent of the Sydney 
Morning Herald, ‘a singleaish of carth yig'ds 
half an ounce of gold; and at one particular 
spot in that locality, three men took twenty 
ounces in one day,” Accounts’ of such large 
yields, to be complete. must have a seasoning 
of nuggets also. A 120unce nugget has been 
‘found at Bald Inch, on the Dit Hole Road, 
and a’ great many nuggets of the respective 
weights of Irom seven to fourteen ounces, are 
reported trom the new gold field of Bingara, 
Mr Commissioner Bligh, who has again visi- 
ted Bingara, states in his yeport, that he had 
“the greatest confidence it the productiveness 
of the Bingard mines,” adding, that no gold 
field bas ever been opened by so small a num- 
ber of adventurers with such uniform success. 
What that success must be like, is'shown by 
the fact, that diggers have been known to 
complain of ill luck after having gained two 
onnces before dinner, by merely scratching 
the ground’; for as yet deep sinking is Sally 
unknown at Bingara. The diggers are all 
‘ surfacing,” and yet they aie doing well.’ 
The Hanging” Rock diggins on the Peerl 

River, are in good report, not only on account 
of their large yields, but also because the 
country is said to be exquisitely beautiful, 
* Never, perhaps.’ says a correspondent of the 
Sydney Empire, * did men pursue their daily 
toil in ‘such delightful and ‘beautiful work- 
shops as these ravines, where the dark foliage 
of the oak, the rugged and’ fantastic’ piles’ of 
rock, and the numerous cascades combine to 
form pleasant pictures.) ‘Unfortunately the 
sojourners in this Eden aie addicted to shock- 
ing habits of intemperance; they ‘ gain large- 
ly and spend. freely.’ as they say in the gold 
colonies, and the consequence ‘is, that the 
attractions of the richest fields—such as the 
Hanging Rock, lor instance—are marred by 
disgusting scenes of riot, debauchery, and 
drunkenness, The New South Wales’ gold 
companies, have received an addition to their 
number. A" native ‘association has issued a 
prospectus’ of a ‘plan for working a’ certain 
quartz vein on the Lower Tuion. The Tnron 
Golden Ridge. Quariz Crushing Company, 
have engaged. an Brazilian ‘miner to report 
pon their claim, but in anticipation of this 
gentleman's report they have tested their 
quartz at Sydney. The results are truly 
startling, Forty ounces of quartz thus it is 
literally stated in Mr Lloyd's Sydney Geld 
Circular, yielded 12 dws. of gold, or at the 
rate of £1,200 sterling per ton. Another 
specimen of quartz, in which no gold what- 
ever was visible, was tried by another assayer 
and produced at the rate of 152 ounces ot gold 
per ton of quartz; and.a gentleman who rey 
turned from the company’s claim in Septem’ 
ber, stated that there were hundreds of tons 
of quartz, which were at least equally rich 
If these statements be snbstantially correct 
the Great Nugget Vein will be shamed into 
utter nothinghess, for the scientific of Sydney 

intercept them, but was killed and his troops valued the nugget vein quartz’ a1 only £116 


