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“ Down with well-looking-man!” Down with

* berfections ; and patiently—or impatiently, os
* the case might be—the crowd awaited the lift-

'3l’liding out her hand ; and then, turning round,

5

Of a more earnest and solemn, but not Jess |
imposing characier was the Peace Festival. ce-
iebrated in the 'Crystal Talace on the 9th of|
May 1856, l

The gloomy aspect of the morning inspired |
fears that the weather might prove less mxsnici-1

the presence of Queen Victoria. 8till, how-,
ever train after traia of wellfilled carriages
started from London Bridge: and when the|
doors of the Palace opened at eleven o'clock, |
the waiting crowd rapidly poured into the buil-|
ding, and every seat which commanded an ad-|
vantageous view of the dais and centre transept !
was quickly filled, with the exception of that!
portion of the north gallery which was reser-
ved for the families of peers and a few otlLerfa- |
voured individuals, f

. Four hours dragged on their weary length.— |
So‘dense was the throng that no one could
enture his seat withont the risk of loosing his
place, and thus being deprived of the sight he
had perhaps come far to enjov; whilst every
attempt to rise on the part of those who occu-
pied the foremost seats was put down by eries
from the less fortunate portion of the crowd—
particularising some feature of dress or per-
sonal apperance : * Down with bridal-bonnet!

blue parasol !” &c’; and these home-thrusts, if
wunattended to, were enforced by an occasional
‘discharge of harmless missiles, “in the shape of
half-pence, &c., which quickly brought the of-
fenders to reason.

At length, however, the attention of the
‘orowd was attracted by more stirring sights and
sounds. The bands, which were playing in a
‘raised orchestra behind the dais, were hushed.
and from the further end of the aisle the air of
Sce the conguerrmmg Hero Comes, and the
measured thread of troops, fell upon our ear.—
The vailed Scutari Monument at first concealed
them from view, but in a few moments, a noble
body of the Coldstream Guards entered the
‘entral trangept, amidst the deafening cheers of
the crowd ; and at intervals they were fol-
lowed by other bands of Crimean’ troops— the
Scots Fueiliers, Grenadiers, Artillery, &c., each
man wearing upon his breast the medal so
bravely earned during nights of watchful toil
and days of hard fought victory. Many a
countenance there bore traces of suffering which
told more eloquently than any words could
speak all those gallant men had suffered and
endured whilst fighting for their country and
their Queen; but their bearing still bespoke
the resolute spirit within, which no danger
could ever dpunt, nor any snffering quell,

Aseach body of men advanced, thev took
their places at either side of the dais, forming a
guard of honour which reached on one side to
the Scutari Monument, .on the other, to-the
Peace Trophy. Fach of these gigantic struc-
tures, reaching to the roof of the Palace was
veiled by a not very picturesque drapery of sail-
cloth. Imagination, however, had only the
mcre room to expatiate on their anticipated

ing of the curtain,

The long-desired honr at length arrived.—
At half-past 3 o'clock, a cheer from without |
told that Iler Majesty, with her accustomed
punctuality, had reached the gate of the Palace.
In unother moment, the band struck up Gad
Suve tne Queen, the vast assemblage roce from
',}l(_'!t seats, anid the royal party ascended the'
Cars,

The Queen was on this occasion accompapied
W a complete family pacty, and a happy
thoroughly English-looking family they were:
the Duchess of Kent, Prince Albert, the Duke
of Cambridge, Prince of Wales and Prince Al-
red—the two latter clad in Highland costume ; |
whilst the Princess Royal and Princess Alice
Were dressed in emerald green —we hoped out
of compliment to the sister isle. These formed
'he foremost figures of the group ; whilst on ei-
ther side stood some of Her Majesty’s chief of- |
ficers of state in court-dresses, and bearing
their wands of office.  There, too, stood Sir Jo-
*eph Paxton, the magician at whose bidding the
ondrous structure in which we were assem-
Wed had sprung into existence. Grouped on

THE GLEANER.

We bless you in the name of the Lord ;
Hear them, Lord, in the day of trouble :
God of Jacob, do Thou defend them—

O preserve them and keep them in peace.
Let them be blessed upon the earth.

|
| the remarkable beauty of these little animals

and their lively ways were not their only claims
upon my admiration. They were perfectly
tame and insensible to fear. Frequently, after
seating myself upon the ground in some shady

| A pause ensues ; and then, whilst the banda;’ place during the heat of the day, I would be
<us than it usually does on occasions graced by | play Beethoven’s T'uneral March, the Scutari! completely overrun with them. If I brushed

Monunment is slowly unveiled. The tall gmn-[
ite obelisk, with the weeping angels at its base, |
and surrounded by the comrades of those ini
whose memory the monument at Scutari is to!
be erected, awakened many a raddening recol-
lection ; and as the thoughts of the spectators
were carried back to those sickening scenes of|
death and devastation, most truly were the,
aspirations natural to such a moment expressed |
in the lines sct to a Rusaian air, and worthily
rendered by Madame Rudersdroff, aczompanied
in the second verse by Mr and Mrs Lockey—
HYMN.
God, theali-terrible ! King who ordainest
Great winds Thy chariot, the lightnings Thy
sword,
Shew forth Thy pity on high where thou
reignest ;
Giveto us peace in our time, O Lord !

God the all-merciful ! earth hath forsaken
Thy ways of blessedness, slighted T'hy word;
Bid not Thy wrath in its terrors awaken ;
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord !

So shall Thy children, in thankful devotion,
Laud Him who saved them from peril ab-
horred, 4
Singing in chorus from ocean toocean,
Peace to the nations, and praise to the
Lord.
H, F. CnorirEY.

Now followed a more joyous ceremony.—
Another veil was raised, and the Peace Trophy,
facing the Scutari Monument, was unfolded to
our view amidst enthusiastic bursts of applause,
and the triumphant strains of Rule Biitannia
played by the congregated bands,

That %aron Marochetti’s Peace Trophy is
open to criticism, few will deny ; but the figure
of Peace which crowns its summit, clad in white
and golden drapery, and bearing a green olive-
branch in her hand, hasa beauty of expression
which would redeem many faults. Besides,
criticism was happily not the prevalent feeling
of the moment; and unmingled satisfaction
seemed to reign among the crowd as gradually
the tumult subsided, and the clear full voices of
Madame Rudersdroff and Mrs Loskey were
again heard mingling in the brief, but charming
duct from Judus Maccabaus.

Oh, lovely Peace, with plenty crowned,
Come spread thy blessings all around ;
Let fleccy flocks the hills adorn,

And valleys smile with wavy corn.

During the pause which followed this duet,
the Queen held brief consultation with her roy-
al cousin, and then. in obedience as it appears
to Her Majesty’s suggestion, the whole of the
troops defiled past the dais, as if passing in re-
view before her. It was evident, as the brave
fellows marched past, that the Queen’s obser-
vant eye was attracted by one and another who
had probably c©n some former occasion been
pointed out to her as having distinguished him-
self in the war; for more than once she poin-
ted towards some individual soldier,” and then
turned inquiringly towards the Duke of Cam-
Lridge, who stood by her side.

The bands during this interval played our
own national airs, as_ well as those of France,
Russia, and Sardinia; thus mingling in thel
sweet sounds of harmony strains dear to the
hearts of nations,so recently at variance with
each other.

This stirring scene, so rich in varied inter-
est as well as deep emotions, was compressed
into the space of one brief hour. At half-past |
four o'clock, her majesty rose from her seat, |
and once again was she greeted by an outburst |
of prolonged and enthusiastic cheering from the

multitede—a demonstration of loyalty which
she acknewledged by advancing to the front of |

 the dais, where she courresied thrice in graceful |

lowliness to the assembled throng, gazing around |
her the while witha look expressive of gratefu! |
affection-—a look such as a woman and a sover-

¢ach side of the dais appeared a brilliant band
of officers, naval and military, covered for the |
*rost part with decorations ; whilst in many in- |
Mances the mutilated arm or the languid step |
told that the badge of honour had mot been
idly earned.

From amongst this gallant band the Queen’s
©Ye guickiy singled out Sir Edmund Lyons, and ‘
4 message was Cespatched to the brave old man, |
“ho promytly obeyed the royal cummons.  The
‘oment he appeared on the dais, the Queen,
With gracious cordiality, advanced to meet him.

‘he scemed to present her children to the ve-
teran, who, with an air of mingled affectiop and
Tespect, shook hands with the youthful group.
Vhilst this episode was gnihg on, repeated
Cheeps bespake the hearty sympathy felt by the
People with the mark of distinction conferred
¥ their Severeign on the noble old man, who
WasCstill mourning the lose of a heroic on fal-
‘N in the service of his country.  But now the
Mizz and stir of this vast human hive is hushed
and in sweet and solemn strains those beautiful
Words from the oratorio of £/f are horne to our |
tars, sung as 2 quartett by Madame Rudersdexff|
Ir and Mrs Lockey, and Mr Thomas :

eign only could bestow,

Thus ended the Peace Festival of 1856, a
festival not clouded like the former one with
anticipations of a coming struggle, nor sadden-
ed by the expectation of blood stained victories
but rich in hopes for the future—a future of
peace and enterprise, in which we trust our|
only rivalry with other nations will be one nfi
{;m'gress-—'a rivalary in which every energy will
e directed towards undertakings connected
with the wellbeing and happiness of mankind,
the prosperity of every kindred and of every |
tongue on the face of the whole earth.

THD MARQUESAS ISLANDS, |

AMONG the few animals which are to be met
with in ‘I'vpee, there were none which I looked |
upor with niore interest than a beautiful golden |
hued species of Jizard. It measured perhape
five inches from head to taily and was, mos
gracefully proportioned. Numbers of thess
creatures wers to he seep basking in the sup.
shine upon the thatching of the houses,and muy]-
titides at all hours of the day showed their
glittering sides as they ran frolicking between
the spears of grass, or raced in troops up and

one off my arm, it would leap perhaps into my
bair ; when I tried to frighten it away by gent-
ly pinching its leg, it would turn for protection
%o the very hand that attacked it. And beauti-
ful birds fly over the valley of Typee. You see
them perched aloft among the immoveable
boughs of the majestic bread-fruit trees, or gen-
tly swaying on the elastic branches of the
Omoo ; skimming over the palmetto thatching
of the bamboo-huts ; passing like spirits on the
wing through the shadows of the grove, and
sometimes descending into the bosom of the
valley in gleaming flights from the mountains,
Their plumage is purple and azure, crimson and
white, black and gold ; with bills of every tint—
bright bloody red, jet-black, and ivory white ;
and their e)}"es are bright and sparkling ; they
S'O sailing through the air in starry throngs;

ut, alas ! the spell of dumbness is ‘vpon them
all—there is not a single watbler in the valley !
Iknow not why it was, but the sight of these
birds, generally the ministers of gladness, always
oppressed me with melancholy. As in their
dumb beauty they hovered by me whilst I was
walking, or “Jooked down upon me with steady,
curious eyes from out the foliage, I was almost
inclined to faney that they were gazing upon a

stranger, and that they commisserated his fate.
Melville, ¢

THE ALPINE PASS.
TMMEDIATELY on leaving the valley we enter-
ed on the debris of avalanches, which fortunate-
ly bore us. Jt was a steady pull, hour after
hour, mile after mile, up this pathless mass of
snow, that seemed to go like the roof ofa house
at an unbroken angle of forty-five degrees, up
anc up, 1ill the eye wearied with the prospect.
My triendsg gave out the first hour, while I,
though the weakess of the party, seemed to
gain strengtl; the higher I ascendecd. The cold
vare atmosphere acted like a powerful stimu-

ant on my sensitive nervous system, rendering

me for the time insensible to fatigue. 1 soo

dislineed my friends, while my guide kept |

cautioning me to keep the centre of the gorge,
s0 that I could flee either to one side or the
other, should an avalanche see fit to come
down just at the time I saw fit to pass. T pres-
sed on, and soon lost right of every living thing.
The silent snow-fields and lofty peaks were
around me, and the deep blug heavens bending
brightly overall. I thought I was near the
ton, vhen suddenly these rose right in my very
face a come covered with snow of virgin pu-
rity. ¢

1 had ascended beyond the reach ofavelunch-
es, and stood on snow that lay as it had fallen.
I confess I was for a moment discouraged and
lonely.  Near as this smooth, trackless height
appeared, a broad inclined plain of soft snow
was to be traversed before I could veach it. ]
sat down in the yielding mass and halloed to
the guide. 1 could hear the faint reply, far,
far down the breast of the mountain, and at
length caught a glimpse of this form, bent al-
most double, and toiling like a black insect up
the white acclivity, 1 telegraphed 10 him to
know if I was to climb that smooth peak. He
answered yes, and that I was to keep to the
right, 1 must confess 1 could ses no particu-
lar choice in sides, but pressed on. T'be clean
drifts hung along its acclivities just as the win-
try storm%ad leit them, and every step sunk
me in mid-leg deep. This was too much ; I
could not ascend the face of that peak of snow
direct ;°it was too steep; and I was compelled
to go backwatds and forwards in a zig-zag di-
rection to make any progress. At length, ex-
hausted and panting, 1 fell on my face, and
pressed my cheek to the cold snow. 1 felt as
if I never couid take a another step ; my breath
became difficult and thick, from the straining
efforts I was compelled to put forth at every
step, while the prespiration streamed in torrents
from my face and body. But a cold chiver
just then passing through my frame, admonish-
ed me, I had already Jain too long ; so whip-
ping up my flagging spirits, I pushed on. A
black spot at length appeared in the wide
waste of snow. It was the deserted house of
refuge, and 1 hailed it with joy, for I kuew !
was at the top. But, oh ! as’I “approached the
thing, drenry enough at best,and found it emp-
ty; toe door broken down by the fierce storny
and the deserted room filled with snow-drifts,
my heart died within me atd I gave a double
shiver, | crept to the windward side of the

i dismal concern to shield myself from the freezing

blast, which swept b}: without check, and
seemed wholly unconscious that I had clothing
on ; and crouched meekly in the sunbeams. -

But as I looked up, about and beneath méy

what a wild rninous world of peaks and erags,
and river mountains, rose on my wandering
vision,— Kavaeuagh.

THE BLACK PRINCE.

AT the battle of Poictiers, fought in the year
1366, the English army, commanded by Prince
Edwara, did not amount to twelve thousand
wen ; while that of the French, under King

down the tall vhafts of the cocoa-nut trees, But

ing so great a disproportion in of num-
bers, the courage of the English, the good
conduct of the prince, gained the victory. The
French forces were eompletely defeated ; and
King John, with many other persons of rank,
was taken prisoner. Here commences the real
and truly admirable heroism of Edward; for
victories are vulgar things in comparison with
that moderation and humanity displayed by a
young prince of twenty-seven years of age, not
get cooled from the fury of battle, and elated

y as extraordinary and unexpected success as
had ever crowned the arms of any commander.
He came forth to meet the captive king with
all the marks of regard and sympathy ; admieis-
tered comfort to him amidst his misfortunes ;
paid him the tribute of praise due to his valour;
and ascribed his own victory merely to the
blind chance of war, or to a superior providence,
which controls all the efforts of human art and
prudence. The behaviour of John showed him
not unworthy ot this courteous treatment. More
touched by Edward’s generosity than by his
own calamities, he said, that notwithstanding
his own defeat and captivity, his honor was stilk
unimpaired ; and that though he yielded the
victory, it was at least gained by a prince of the
most consummate valour and humanity,

THE ENGLISH CLIMATE.

- WE verily think thata glance at the array
of insect and reptile abominations which ento-
mologists are so fond of sticking pins through
and am\nging ina species of monster meeting
n cabinets of natural history, is quite enough
to make any sane man to congratu(}ate himself
with a perfect flush of inward delight, that his
lot is cast in a land where the most formidable
insect plagues consist of an occasional wasp in
the summer air, and an occasional black beetle
crawling over the winter’s hearth-—rot that we
have any affection for either race—on the con-
trary, we cordially wish that a war of extermi-
nation could somehow be got up between the
fat gentlemon in black an(f the thin gentleman
in jyellow. PBut after all, what are thoss
horrible beings with no end of legs—with eye#
where nobody would look for eyes—and, as
idney Smith said, with heads where, with all
ae submission, their tails ought to be? What
re our poor hopping fleas, industrious or idle
—our harmless ‘ crickets on the hearth’—ouyr
buzzing blue bottles, to the entomologist
abortions one sees in the British Museum—
spiders, like erabs rubbed over with bear's
grease and turned hairy— scorpions with their
horny eyes and fever giving stings, the only
satisfactory trait in their character, by the way,
being their reported aptitude to sting them-
selves out of {hevworld—centipedos. those oh-
scure things, those achorentic ndividuals, fornd
a swarm of which we would run faster than
from a park of atillery.—Jerro/d.

PLATO AND SHAXSFEARE.

THERE is only one thing in the world like o
dialogue of Plato—and that is a play of Shaks-
| peave, A comparison of the two will give the
Linglish reader some insight into a lecturer's
difficulties with Plato as his text book, With
our Lnglish poet as all the world is a stage—so
on the philosopher’s stage is crowded all the
world, Shakspeare knows no more of unities
than nature—a drunken porter,and a Macbeth
that murders sleep, shufile each other off the
same stage. The voice of man isas the sound
of many waters—the wail of woe and the ning
of laughter blend together in the hum of Great
Babylen. Withan ear for every sound, Shaks-
peare wrote of them as he heard, and alse
seen them. With a mind as music itself,
he knew a higher harmony than the laws ot the
drama could have taugit him, and modulated
discords as a master musician only can do. Te
understand Plato is to undérstand Shakspeare.
None but these two could 86 nobly play the buf-
foon, or negligently act thé noble. Shakspeare
isno more a playwright thon Plato a philos;-
pher in the pedant sense of the word—to the
one all the world is a stage; to the other all the
world an academy. The motto of the Globe
theatre, ¢ Totos mundus agit his*tionem,” suited
such an imperial fancy as Shakspeare’s, whick
laid the wagle world under contribution.  The
range of Plato’s is no less éxtensive. ' Itis evep
more wonderful in the philospher than the
[ poet 3 for that discursivenéss which euables ne
1o alight on truth in poetty lecds us off the
sceut 1n philosophy.

CCMMONPLACE WOMERN.

IEavEN knows how many simplé letters
from simple minded women, fave been kissedy
cherished, and weyt over by men of far loftier
intellsct. ‘Therefore it was no marvel that the
childish epistle of “0]10 Anstead was read and
re-read, with lingering eyes and a throbbing
heart. 8o it will always e to the end of time.
It is a lesson - worth learning by these young
creatures who seek 10 allure by their aceon.-
plishments, or to dagzel by their genivs that
though l}e may admire, no man ever loves &
woman for ‘these things. Me loves her for
what is essentially distinet ffom, though not i~
compatible with™ them—iter woman's najure
and her woman's heart. ‘I'his is why we so of-
ten see a man of high genius or ‘intellectual
power pass by the De Sta¢k and the Corrines,

Jobu, excceded sixty thousand, ' Notwithetand- | 10" twke unte his bosém & #ay side flower, who



