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4 THE GLEANER. 

FE Literature, 4. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES. 

From Dickens’s Household Words. 
WHY MY UNCLE Was A 

 BACHBLOR. 
It had often occurred to me to speculate on 

the reason which could have induced my 
Tnole to remain unmarried. He was af such 
a kindly temper, 8o chivalrous towards wo- 
men, 80 keenly alive to domestic enjoyments, 
and wishal such an earnest promoter of-mar- 
riage in all his relations anddepeadants, that 
it Sohal 10 me perfectly inexplicable. But 
for his kind offices, | am gure is would have 
been impossible fur me to ‘have induced my 
father to consent to my marriage with Maria : 
the eottage in whieh we live, furnished as it 
is, with it well-stocked garden and. coach- 
house was the wedding-present be made us: 
my sister Kate too—what unhappiness he 
saved her by his kinduess to Charlie Evans, 
who every one knows was something of a 
scapegrace | But my uncle saw the good in 
him which nobody else bus Kate could dis- 
cover, and: had him dewn at his parso- 
nage, and by his sweet and pious wisdom won 
him over to a steady and earnest pursuit of 
his profession. And now people talk of his 
brillians talents, and say how much good 
Kate has done him! But we all know who 
it was that gave him help and oocuntenance 
just at the right moment, and we all love my 
uncle the more dearly for his good work. 
When | was ssill a lad, and Maria's blue 

eyes had first turned ‘my thoughts towards 
matrimony, it occurred to ms to ask Tay mo- 
vier, in the course of one of our pleasant 
evenings alone together, why my uncle had 
never been married. 
A grave sadness cama over my mother’s 

face, and she softly shook her head, as she re- 
pliedin a surpressed tone. Your unele had 
a great sorrow in his youth my dear; we 
must respect it. What it was, I do not know; 
R has never sold me, and I have never asked 
im. : 7 
16 was no matter of surprise to me to hear 
my mother speak thus; for, in spite of the 
gentleness of my Uncle's manners and his 
warm affection, there was a dignity about him 
which rendered it impossible to intrude upon 
a confidence he did not offer. I.felt that his 
sarrews wero éacred, and never again made 
any attempt to gain information respecting 
them : although I could not refrain from a 
tender speculation as to the character of that 
grief which had deprived him of a happiness 
he was eminently calculated to enjoy. 
In the summer of 1848, my uncle, accer- 
ding to his custom, came to spend a week 
with us. He wasin fine health and spirits. 
und we and our children enjoyed the festival 
oven more than usual. On the Friday even- 
ing my uncle had been into Town, and is was 

+ growing dusk whén' he returned. He came 
as usual into my study. [looked up on his 
calrance to welcome him; but was struck by 
tho paller of his countenance, and by the 
traces of emotion which disturbed the tran- 
quil dignity of hisordinary bearing. Iplaeed 
wehalr for him, and hesat' down in silence— 
u silence which for some moments I felt al- 

* most uiraid to break. At length [ said in a 
low voice, + Has anything oceurred te distress 
you, Sir ¥ 
* No, Edward,’ he replied, slowly and like 

ono who Las some difficulty in collecting hus 
thoughts, ‘nothing that ought to dist: ess me; 
but | am very weak; my faith is very weak-— 
and [ heard it suddenly. I have heard to- 
night,’ he continued, afier a pause, and speak- 
ing more continuously, * of the death of a 
lady whom [ use@ to know many years ago. 
She was young and full of life when [ knew 
ler 1 have always thought ot her as so 
young, so full of life, that the groat change to 
denth seems almost impossible. Edward, you 
will nos think me wearisome if [ speak to you 
ul what was, long und long ago, before you 
were berm, when your mother was still a 
child ® : 

Lussured him by my looks rather than by 
my words, of the interest wish whieh I should 
listen. Ho sank again into silemce; but, 
after a eonsiderable Interval, during which 
he seemed to be collecting his thoughts, he 
resumed : 

* by father, as you know, was the head of 
the younger branch of she great Northumber- 
land family of the Watsons; my mother was 
i daughter of Sir George Midway of Cobham 
all. | refer to these eircumstances, not from 
any pride that [ take in having what is term- 
ed good blood in my veins, but merely because 
they exercise an important influence over my 
life. When a child, I was very much spoiied 
for ['was eonsidered handsome and intelli- 
gent, and my mother was proud of me. She 
wus a woman of fow bug strony affvctions, and 
of a very decided will. My futher, who bad 
been a Soldier, contented himself with main- 

taining “almost military discipline in his 
kousehold, bus left 16 my mosner the internal 
wdministration of affairs. Feeling uucon- 
saivusly the superior aotivity of her wind, Lie 

~ wliowed himseld to depend, in wll imporiant | pauy. 

ted by a very strong attachment founded on 
a similarity of principles—prejudices perhaps 
in some cases —and favored nov a little by tue 
difference of their physical constitution. The 
fine proportions of my father’s figure, and his 
great manly beauty, gave him such 2 maty- 
rial superiority to my;mother—who was small 
aud dalicately made, and withal not hand- 
some—that ho with greater ease submitsed 
to her moral supremacy, and, without know. 
ivg it, allowed his mind to be fed and guideq 
by hers. Foralong time | wasaa enly ¢hild 
—-your mether, as you know, is ten years 
younger than 1—so that the absence of play- 
lellows and companions ef my own sage fus- 
tered —perhaps created —in me & pensive and 
meditative disposition: an inelination to 
dwell upon small incidents, to keep my emo- 
tions secret, to repress the outward show of 
feeling—hut to teel only tho more deeply. 

“[ was brought up at Rugby, and tne in- 
dependent citizens of our rough schsol repub- 
lic were the only associates of my boyhood. 
During the holidays. indeed, my mother used 
to take me to Cobham Hall, the seat of my 
Unele Mildway, where I used to see my 
cousin Grace, a girl of somewhat about my 
own age. Bubshe wasnever away from her 
governess, and was so demure and lady-like 
that I was afraid to speak to her. My mo- 
ther always expressed a ‘great affection for 
Grace, and when she wrote to me at school, 
especially as | began te grow older, there 
was jnvariable some mention of her in her 
letters, as, ¢ Your cousin Grace, whom ! saw 
yesterday, sends her love: or, ‘1 went to 
Cobham a few days since ; they are all well; 
your cousin Grace is growing fast ; her figure 
promises to be very fine ; she hopes to see you 
soon, and sends her love’ And so matters 
went on till the time came for ma to leave 
Rugby, when my mother informed me shat, 
ag there was a good living in the family, she 
and my father and my unele wished me to go 
into the church. 

¢I am sorry to say Edward, that although 
1 was then nineteen, 1:had never seriously 
thought of my future calling ; my wants had 
always been earefully provided for: aad, in 
the security of a contemplative temperament, 
I had glided down the stream of time with 
very little perception of the nebler portions 
of my nature, of my higher capacity for en- 
joyment and for suffering. ~ My mother’s pro- 
posal I acceded to without difficulty, and 
without any serious reflection. Se, [ went 
to Oxford, met many of my old Rugby associ 
ates there and lived very much as [ had lived 
before ; only spending a little more monoey.— 
But this was not to continue—[ was to be 
roused from this spiritual torpor ; [ was to 
learn what was in me. lf the lesson was bit- 
ter, it was wholesome : and { can reecho that 
deep and wise saying of gueof your modern 
poets, Edward, which 13 the {ruis of suf- 
fering. 

¢ Better to havo Joved and Jost 

Than never to have loved at all.” 

I went to spend part of the summer vaeation 
of the year 1810—[ have good reascm to re- 
member the year—with a friend at his fa- 
ther’s house, a pleasant place in the neigh- 
bourhood of Warwick. There waa no field- 
sports to beguile the time ; and Topham and 
[ were neither of us fond of study, so that we 
bad some difficulty in diaposing of our leisure. 
Colonel Topham, my friend's father was lit- 
tle better off in this respect than ourselves— 
he could hardly find occupation for himself 
during more than three or four hours in the 
morning ; 80 it was with great exultation 
that one afternoon, on his return from War- 
wick, he brought us the intelligence that the 
theatre was to be opened on. the following 
Monday, and that it was announeed that Mrs 
Siddons would be passing through the town, 
and would play Catherine in Henry the 
Eighth for one night : of course, he had se- 
cured places for ull our party. Theatres 
were hardly then whas they have become 
since : either the audience pussessed less iu- 
tellectual culture, and were satisfied with less 
or she sector understood his ars-bester ; at all 
events, the amusements were very popular, 
and she announcemen$ of the opening of a 
country theatre was a signal for a pleasure- 
able excitement in the neighbourhood. You 
may imagine, then, how much the excite- 
‘ment was increased by the prospeet of seeing 
tho greatest actress of her own, perhaps of 
any time, of whose retirement people already 
began to talk. } 

* [ shall pot attempt to describe to you 
what 1 should want words to convey—ihe 
sulfering msjesty of the wronged Catherine, 
almost divine as she appeared by the side of 
sho ranting Henry. Sue bure herself as if 
she kuew that she was every inch a Queen, 
her dignity giving a most moving pathos to 
her womanly tesdervess ; while he uncom- 
fortable with pudding vainly eudesvoring to 
speak in a voice suitable to bis artificial pro- 
portions rendered absurd the wviolens but 
princely tyraus of the poet. Such inequai- 
Ities, painful as they are, are locked upen as 
mates of course in a ceuntry theatre. Wa 
bad ema to see. Mrs Siddons, and expected 
nothing but amusements frown ihe blunvers 
aud wisapprehensivos of the rest-uf the cour- 

My hicuds were familiar with moss 

place —but the name of the actress who was 
to play Aane Boleyn had already given rise 
to some speculation in omr party. No one 
was acquuinted with it, no one had seen the 
lady who bore it. "When she entered in her 
graceful and modest costume, there was an. 
involuntary stars of admiration through the 
house: Any thing more lovely was vever 
seen ; and when she spoke, her words were 
delivered with propriety and intelligenes, but 
in a subdued and rather timid tone, which 
added greatly to her charm. Wa held our 
breath, lest we should loss one tremor of her 
girlish voice. Catherine herself was almost 
forgotten in sympathy and pity fer Arne 
Boleyn. 

In tho after-piece, the young eciress play- 
ed again. Thistime she had a part which 
entirely suited ber: she had to play a spoil- 
ed child sent te school to be taught manners. 
The churacter was exactly suited %o her years 
and to ber taste. She asted without effort 
and with perfeet success. [t was evident that 
for the time the was living in the scene. It 
was imposeible to express delight while she 
was speaking and moving—we feared to lose 
one glance of the misch.ef-locking eyes, one 
toss of the beautiful Lead ; but, when at Jast 
we burst out into loud applause, she looked 
round in amazement to sec Tor whom the de- 
monstration was meant; and when our re- 
newed eries and the whispers of some one 
who stood near her cenvinced her that she 
was the object of our admiration. a look of 
bewilderment which had much more of dis- 
pleasure than of triumph in it, broke over Ler 
counienance ; she made a hasty salutation, 
and ran off the stage. 

(To be continued.) 

CAPTAIN MICLURE, 
THE DISCOVERER OF THE NORTH-WIAT 

PAS 

SAGE. : : 
LEFT us now track the ccuree of the Enter- 

prise and the Investigator, the small and un- 

pretending expedition erdered to reach Mel- 

ville Island from Behring's Straits, an achie- 

vempeat no ship had ever yet aceemplishcd. 
These seas had been known to furope but 

a century. Vitus Belring, in tho [uesian 

service, was the first, abous a huuc:ed years 

ago, to discover tho straits that seperate the 

two great continents of Asia and America, 
by a distance of one hundred and fifty miles; 
and, like Hudson, he died in the very scene 
of his discovery, & victim to the ‘cold, want, 
nakedness, sicknese, impatience, end despair 
that were their daily guests.’ x 
Nothing can be finer than this portal from 

the Pacific into the pelar sea : Asia and A me- 
riea visible at once ; tlie coast castellated by 
mountains from eight thousand to fifteen 
thousand feet high ; the bold premontories 
and the deep bays en the opposite sides so 
exactly correrpouding, thas one can see’ how 
the two continents were torn asunder at some 
remote period of cosmical history. Here the 
climate is far milaer than en the eastern coast 
of America. ‘Their briefsummer glows with 
arich though pale and dwarfed vegetation, and 
earth and air swarm with life. The tribes 

are amiable and friendly. The animals are 

not ferocious : there are no reptiles and no 

poisonous plants: cold seems to purify all 
things. Here, too, ie a great ice-cemetery of 

the antediluvian world, where the gizantie 
extinct animal races are, still lying in their 
snow-shroude, such as they lived before man 
was created, and when a different temperature 
must have existed {rom the present. 

Fifty silent years pass after Eehring’s 
deash : then a second ship steers through the 
strat, led by Cook, in hopes of reaching home 
by the north-east passage. as Drake had desi- 
red to do, and failed. The achievement was 
left for one whose name is now equallymemo- 
rable as theirs. But Cock reached no farther 
than ley Cape, which he discovered and 
vamed. "Thick fogs preventsd farther pio 
gress, 20d bo returned to the Saodwich ls 
lands, where Lie soon lay 4 murdered man.— 
Another fifty years elapse, and the straits are 
passed a third time by Captain Beecby, but 
bis ship ceuld not even reach ley Cape.— 
Then twenty-five years passed over, and we 
come to the Behring Straits expeditions of 
Captains Kellett and Moore, in whe Herald 
and Plover. Twice Captain Kellet tried to 
push eastward past Jey Cape, but could net: 
the space between it and Melville Island was 
still the mare ignotum of navigators: Lut he 
made a brilliant survey of the Asiatic side, 
and effecied many import2nt discoveries.— 
Then 16 was the Admiralty determined on 
sending out the Enterprise and Investigator 
to cooperate with the Herald and Plover, and 
to effect, if possible, this passage pust the 
ley Cape through the Polar Sea to Melville 
loland ; and itis this expedition Which claims 
our special motice. . 

The two vessels sailed from Plymouta Ja- 
nuary she 20th, 1850, provisioned for three 
years, aud each with a compliment of sixty 
sixmen. The Enserprise was commanded 
by Captain Collinson, the senior officer of the 
expedition ; the Investigator by Captain DM'- 
Clare. who was accompanied by Lieutenant 
Gurney Cresswell aud Lieutenant Haswell, 
De. Atwsuaung, Surgeon Pierce, and Mr Mi- 
ertschiiog, a Moravian missionary, who per- 

matters; oi her jodgment. Tiley wero uni- of the uctors—several were nutive to the’ feotly understoud wil the Lequimauz dialects. 

The Admiralty’s instruetions ordered the two 
vessels to press forward to the Sandwich (s- 
lands, refit there, and then use every exertion 
to puss Behring's Straits, and reach the ies by 
she first of August, : 
The Enterprise and Investigator were part- 

ed by a galein Magellan's Straits, and never 
met afterwards. ‘I be Investigator proceeded 
on alone to the Sandwich Iniznds, and arriv: 
ed there the 2Uth of June, but found ‘neither 
the Enterprise nor the Herald. Captain Ke!- 
lett bad gone on to Bebring's Strait, having 
given up all bope of meeting the Enterprisy 
and ber consort at the Sandwich Islands, — 
Again M Clure went on aicne. The Herald 
had proceeded as far as Cape Lishurne, to hu- 
ry information for Captain Ccllineon, and 
was returming south when they met a Jone 
vessel steering up from the Siraits—-it was 
the Investigator. bo Es ale 
She hadmade a surprising pasesge of twen- 

ty-six days from Oabee, left it the Atl: of July, 
cleared the Sandwich Jelsnds on the 5ik, 

| Behring’s Straits on the 17th, and saw the 
Hera'd on the 31st. She sieered a straight 
course, and carried a fair wind all the way. 
Captain Kellets wished the Investigator io 
take some provisions trom us: but she was 
full, and themen were in excellent health and 
epirits. ‘I went over the ship,” suys Captain 
Kellett and was highly pleased” with the 
comfort and elernliness : every thimg in ite 
right place” Commander M (lure did not 
much extol her railing qualities, but spoke in 
Righ praise of her capabilities for taking the 
ice. He parted from me at midnight, with 
a strong north-east wind, and under every 
stiteb of canvas be could carry. 
Then iv was that Captain Kellett, startled 
a the idea of this Jone ship pressing on into 
thie ice, made the signal for vecell, to which 
the heroic commander of the Investigator te 
legraplicd in reply, * Can't stay—im 1] 
duty— own responsibility,’ and dashed en 
with encrgetic determination to accomplish 
what he bad vowed before leaving England 
—win bis post-rank, find Franklin, or make 
tke passage. g ‘ 
That midnight parting, August 1st, 1850, 

was M-Clure’s farewell to all life but that 
within bis own ship, for three years. The 
next time that his hand was graspad im 
friendehip it was by the tome Captain Kal- 
lett on the other side of tha world, after MM 

| Clure had discovered the prasage and stood 
on Melville Island, the firet man who had 
ever reached is from the V'acific, having liter« 
edly fulfilled the instructions of the Admiral- 
ty. . Once agzin he was seen, four days later, 
by the Plover, under # press of canvas, steer- 
ing to the north into the prek of Caps Bay- 
row. From that*date, till allthe wor d, rang 
with his ackievement, silence and mystery 
hung over his fate. ‘Three years, and wo #i- 
dings of that lone ship gone forth into the 
eternal ice! ‘Ihat Le should ever return 
secmed scarcely expected — scarcely possible, 
execpt by a miracle. 

‘Heaven shield the gallant crew, writes 
the Lrave and generous Sherard Osborne. — 
“May they bo rewarded by aceompliskirg he 
{act of voyaging from the Pacific to the Atlan- 
tic. Aut feri aut mori, was, assuredly, the 
gr M-Clure's motto, when he announced 
1is purpose in the last despatches sent by him 
to the AdmirsRy.’ » 

The 6th of August, at midnight, the Inves- 
tigator rounded Cape Barrow. In a month ° 
they had reashed Cape Bathurst and Cape 
Parry. groping and grappling sheir way oloss 
along the shore ; then struck up northward 
into the oeean, and saw high land about fifty 
miles off. All that day and vight they work- 
ed to windward, and by morning touched the 
south headland, rising up perpendicularly a 
thousand fest. hey landed : named the new 
discovery Barings sland, and found an ex- 
tensive country, with fine rivers, lakes, vanges 
uf bills two or” three thousand feet high, vai- 
leys verdant with moss, and thronged wish 
Leds of deer and musk-cxen. : 

Divided from them by a strait. was snother 
land, with ranges of voleanic hills and. ver- 
dant valleys between, They named it Prince 
Albert's land, and the strait after the Prince 
of Wales. Up this strait they sailed til] bub 
uwenty-ive miles divided them frum Rarrew's 
Straits—{rom, in {act, the waters of the At- 
lantic. All they had toiled for seemed juss 
accomplished, when a north-west wind wes 
the whole macs of ice drifting to the eust. snd 
the entrance to buriow's Strait wus Larred.— 
A floe, six miles long, came rushing pasb 
thew and grazed the ship, Lut left them safe. 
That night, the 17th f Sepiembor, they swe 
cured the ship, with cables und Lawsers; to a 
floe eight fathoms deep. irum which hey ne. 
ver afterwards parted for ten mouths. Fixed 
to this, they were drifted down the wtrait 
sowo miles, aud B0aliy irezen jo on the 305k 

of deptember, just 1wo months afeer they had 
entered the ice, having accomplished, wecor- 
ding te the publy-given testimony of dir Ké- 
ward Parry. © tie most magnificent piece of 
navigation ever periovmed in a single sensom, 
and which the whole course of Arctic disee 
very can show nothing to equal! Fer we 
must 2emember, thie vast spree frog Beb- 
rings Straits so BMelvilie isivnd, between 
nine honared avd ene thousand miles, had 
never yo bova navigated. Om the Pauls 


