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ncob's Lafder

Th tollowing lunu are an extract from a
recent Prize Poem of the University of Oxford

Ah! many a time we look on starlight nights
Up to the sky as Jacob did of oli
looking up the eternal lights,
To spell their lines in gold.

Bat mmm, as to the Hebrew bo
Each on bis way the angels walk sﬁmd
And nevermore we hear, with awful joy,
The audible voice of God,

Yet, to purd eyes, the indder still is set,

.‘ mgel visitants atill come and go;
ht messengers are moving ye,
"5. dark world beélow.
Thougbu that aro red crossed Faith's outspread
wings,

Prayers of the Church, are keeping time and

Heonrt t? shes making bee-like murmurings,
Their fowers, the Eucharist—

Bpirits erect, though suffering réndered meet
For these high manslons—Iirom the nursery

door,
Bright babws that climb up with their clay-cold
feat,
Unto the golden door, .

These are the maessengers, forever *emlmg
From earth 1o huaun, that luth @
fenn;g
These are the angels of our God ascondmg
Upon the Sou of Man.

.

" ONE T00 MANY."
A TALE OF THE EQUINOX,

BY FAUL H. HAYN!.'
" i) _
Pecply petitlexed by the Tidlian's gonduct,
and disposed to attribute it to that tortuwous

policy, which, from the age of Machiavelli, and
Casar Borgia, has been considered the duslm-

the hotise, restless, feverish, impatient, and
mouniting my hotse, dashed alohiy e beach at
a wild gallop, nbw compelling the avimal to
“Iﬁ breast-high into the surf, and again spur.
ring him up sowme heavy hilock of sand, as if
tnn: dpon imparting & portion of my own rest-
lulttnrture to the unoffinding steed. Riding
onwird in this hun led irregular manner, 1 soon
foand that 1 had goue several miles; and was

te a thin tongue of land—the -extremity

well tonsiructed lightliouse had been recently
bu I knew the superintendent very well
and s the prospect from the tower wis magni-

I occasionally paid him a visit. [le was
an hulligent and well informed old man, who
had speut Bfiy years of his life in the Pilot
‘. lln'ieu mnd was quite contéiit to €nd his days
in l* prevent lunely position, keeping bright
the flume that was to warn from rock, shual,
llld hendlund the “bonny ships” that sailed

dcros the hatbor bar. As I approached the
ligh "thow. my atiention was atiracted by the

lar appvarance of the moon, whichJoomed |

at that moment above the eastern horizon, not
pilvery, calm, and majestic ax is her wont, but,
in the sxquisite words of Hood, as if

“The ghost of the late buricd sun
Had crept into the sky.”

Or, to make the figure more applicable to the
oeeasinn, as i the sun, m“hd by fonl and
stifling vapors that had thtooged about his
,.ul.ln', now re-appeared, a Lloody and lurid

portending, it was impossible to imagine
a of approacking misfortitne.

ving out a dull.red gleam like the glow of

fheated furnace, the radiance she cast

on the earth was ghastly and funcreal; the

vdq #tars shone pale and sickly in the ominous
lust

I Qismounted near the light-liouse duor, mﬂ'

knuwing that Ralph (ihat was the superintend.
Mot’s name) was, as usual, in‘the tower, I as-
the narrow and dark stairway towards

M “ perilous eminence,” hoping ta divert my.

thoughts by the grand spectacle of ﬁ] and

enlivened, perhaps, by some appropiiate
a ** of the old Pilot’s. 1 found lha faithfal
: 3%““} tmging his Jight, and 8o

W in the occupation, that he did not re.
}.m He was muttering moodily

Wqﬂnym‘hll it'll blow great
before 9 o'clock, and a hundred and twenty
«poundurs by morning—the Lord help them as
|40 windward of the ‘Devil's Grip’ #ny
ill-hxubiﬁy-dxbun." '
ays prophesying storms, you old eroak:
1 T breaking upon the thresd of his
* wolil + “do you think that beeause the moon:
vitlio uﬂlntbcuehehs aroand her,
.:'ﬂiﬂ" A0 prediet a hurricane; ean’t
q-lbyur extravagante and be sontent
| i i S :
!lr Brantly, " said the old man,
, * P've no sperit for fun to-night j Jook
" h#ldmul, drawing we to the
¥ou seo that dark ¢ Hoe |
M‘bﬁm on the
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wrathful murmor like the mgdtheﬂng of in-
oumerable phantom hosts, coning up from the
abysses of the sea to do' the bidding of the
Storm King, who had sent the Tnscrutalle
heralds of his approach through the waste of the
dark waters, and wpon the fitfu} and sobbing
gosts of the mournful winds. But I was not
in the humar to be impressed by these various
tokens of the tempest, and so, after question-
ing Ralph for a few minutes, .rmd receiving only.
curt and absent replies, T bﬂde Rim good even-
ing, and rode slowly back to “ mineinn, ” which
rejuiced in the name of * The Triton.”
* * ¥ * % g

Wearied by the pressure of anxions thoughts,
I retired eariy to rest. There dre some phuses
of mental trouble from which there is nb eseape
in sleep. But, then, there are other mdods in
which the sensibilities, deadened by the reac-
tion from long excitement, instinctively de-
mand repose. In this condition of feeling. I
bad no sooner laid my head upon the pillow,
than a profound slumber crept over me, - [ was
awakened—I now hot at wilat hour—by a
steady, deafening, continuous roar, which re-
gembled the uni ntermilled discharge? of a hun-

dred batteries. I félt my bed rocking and
swaying, and heard the rafiers of the chamber
groaning like the timbers of u ship in the path
of a trople tornado. The great iron bell in the
eupola of the hotel, gave out a heavy, irregular,
ﬁeu toll, and a stifled hum rose from the stair-
wiys and passages of the building, asifa throng
of people were passing &nd re-passing upon
them. I rushed 10 the window, drew aside the
curtains, and saw that Ralpl's predictions were
being fearfully fulfilled. Above, the Heavens
were of an*inky blackness, a hollow and star-
less void, throngh which ithe hurrheane swept
like & voice of Doom. No pause, no subsidence
in its terrible monotone !’ Bat if the sky was
uiterly raj'ess; the ocean; which el swept
awry every ancient landmark and had already
8o gained upon the shore as to be within fif'y or
sixty yirds of the knoll on which “ The Tri-
ton ™" stood, gleamed with' a thousand varying
lines of foam, whese white “enps " tossed high
into the air, dissolved with magicul celerity,
devouredd by the encircling gloom, Far out,
apparently sinking rapidly benealli the waters,
the light-house, with its unsteady &me, could
be faintly discerred through the thickening
mist; but as I gazed the light suddenly went
out; and the * blackness of darkne-ls " fell upon
the scene:

All this I have occupied some time it de-
scribing, but the entire s-pvctac_le presented
itself to me at a single glance, -

My first thobght, nfler the ntunmng shock of
the danger had past, was of Miss_Richardson
and her father;

Dressing in haste, 1 lmﬁ my  chamber, and

making the quickest progress possible through
the crowd of persons who blocked up the corri-
dors, and whose fices were ' ghustly with af-
fright, T sought the stables, saddled my horse,
(who, with the strange warning instinet, of
danger which we see in nnimalu, was trembling
in his stall)) and taking what was called the
“back beach, " rode rapidly in the direction of

Col. Rlcllnrdwon s house.

I succeeded in finding it, but not before I had
repeatedly lost the way and/thus | onsumed
much valuable time: The family were up, and,
of course; in'greut alarm. As I entered the
parlor in which they were assembled, the Col.
onel grasped me by the hand,

“My brave boy, how can I thank you? Yen
know ltis locality well-—~you Lave come to
show us some moi of eseape.” | -

“Yes! or to die with you, ” replied I firmly.

“1 knew you would come,” suid Julia in a
low voice; as I took my seat beside her for an
ipstant and endeavored to brace up my eneryies
Tor the dveadful crisis. Signore Buonarotti was
standing by the window, pale, but quiet and
ealm as n east iron statve. Even then, I could
not but admire the indomitable courage of the
man !

** Have you a boat in the nelghborhoad of the
house Colonel 77 T inquired, after a brief sil-
ence, during which half a doze aehemea of es:
cape were suggested to my mind, g.ud quwkly
dismissed as impracticable, - |

“ None { nane ! The fisl: lng amnck I used
to moor in the creek was sent to C——-—laat
Wednesday for repair, rnd as for the ten-oared
barge at the Cove, we could'nt mam:ga that.”

“ And if we could,” said I, “it wmld signify
nol.hmg, for the barge i laaguoa ou:. at sea by
this ﬂme 1 biacabi b -

“ (ireat God! what then uetuq to do! o

“ This house, " Tanswered, “is on lhathhest
and firmest poruon of the helgh. The founda-
tion is of stone, securely laid.

was intanlly watching the chan
ugdqwn M b m ,_

The sea may

My rival remained silent.
ardson aside, and frank!y explained to him the
nature of our position. We were hemmed in
on every side by the ocean, with the exception
of a waste of marsh on the south-west, through
the midst of which a small ereek usually wound
its slow course¢ towards the mainland. But
beyond doubt, the marsh was flooded to- night,
and the creek swallowed up by the encroaching

on our doom. We weres, therefore, compelied
to await in quict the issue of events. Hall an
hour passed, and I began to imagine that the
wind had subsided. 1Y was only a treacherous
lull. My secret self congratulation had scarec-
ly assumed a definite form, when it burst forth
with ten-fold fury, not with its former unvary-
ing force but in gusty spasms more dangerous
and fearful still. '
It ig useless to dwell upon the minutiz of the
scene., ~ 3
‘The storm momentarily increased, untl it
rose 10 4 strength and fury which threatened
to hurl the roof tree bodily from above our
heads. To have opened a ddor or window at
this juncture in order to exnmine the advance
of the tide, would have been madness. Sa,
with our senses strained to the utmost tension
of uncertainty and terror, we sat im silence,
bidding our doom. An Hour—two hours elaps
ed. Suddenly, above the howling of the wind,
we heard the dash of water, sullen and elose at
hand, Then, through the interstices of the
door, and whirling with a hiss to our very feet,
the eddies Msome wave, more ambitious than
its compeers; swepl in, as if to apprize us that
our fate was sealed. :
We abandoned the parlor for a ehamber in
the second story. There we sat for anothef
hour of horrible suspense; knowing all the
while that the implacable tides which girded
our place of refuge, were mounting—ever mount-
ing to complete their mission of destruction.
We heard them grinding against the stone walls
of the basement; and dushing in furious glee
athwart the massive posts of the piazza. And
now, & mi~t generated by the heated atmos-
phere, spread like a niiisdiic exhalation thrbugh
the apartment, a mist in which the features of
all present seemed distorted and enlarged, The
very room appeared widening, and the solid
putlines of the ceiling channed into fantastic,
shadowy, lowering shapes, suggesting to our
startled imaginations the presence of ecruel’
phantoms, who exalted over our agony. T well
recollect that at the npper end of the chamber
‘there stood a full-lerigth mirror, which, as the
vapors increased, took the semblance of a sleet
of sluggish "water, over whose dull ‘surface the
shades of pallid clouds were passing in weird
procession. As I gazed, fascinated by some
supernatoral spell; the clouds, (I solemnly
swear that what T tell you is true—true a5 the
terrible events of which the vision was a symbol
and a prophesy) assumed more definite forms,
they gréw into the palpable and distinet like-
ness.of human fizures; and these fgures, at
first vague and mean mgleas, gradually deepen-
ed into indisiduality, and I could see, walking
as it were npon the sluggish waters; two men,
whose fuces were averted, but in whose gate
and bearing there was sométhing . familiar.
Siowly the shades of the pallid clouds becare
lack, and threatening, the phantom waves

of the two men, o LONGER WITH THEIR FACES
AVERTED, threw up their arms wildly in the air,
and fell Strugeling and helpless between the
ridges of towering billows. I conld distinguish
no mwore, - The vision melted into chaotic gloom,
but the pressing actualities of the drawma in

I took Col. Rich- |

sea. To abandon the house would be to rsh .

{1 notions,;

broke into agitativt and turmoil, and the figures

heaven, and *‘ strong almost as death.” Would
you believe it, that as this blessed comviction
flashed upon me, I turned with an expression
of haughty pride to my rival, taunting him with
a glance of trinmph ?

The Ialian was clost beside—nay, literally
bending over us, with a look of such vindietive
hatred that I chuddered and half rose 10 my
feet.

TO BE CONTISUED.

A Day with Byron and Shelley. .
At two o’clock on the following duy, in tom-
pany with Shelley, I crossed the Ponte Verchio
and went on the Long’ Aruo to the Palazzo
Lanfranchi, the redidence of Lord Byron. We
entered a large marble hal|, ascended a giant
staircase, passed through dn equally large room
over the hall, and were shown into a smaller
apartment which had books and a billlard table
init. A surly looking bull-dog (Moretto) an-
nounced us, by growling, and the Pilgrim in-
stantly advanced from an inner chamber, and
stood hefore us. His halting gate was appa-
rent, but he moved with quickness ; and althe’
pale, he looked as fresh, vigorous, and animated
as any man I ever saw. His pride, added to
his having lived for many years alone, was the
cause, I suppose; that he was embarrissed at
first meeting with strangers. - This he tried to
conceal by an affectation of ease. Afier the
interchange of commonplace question and an-
swer he regained his self-possession; and turn-
ing to Shelley, said, “ As you are addicted to
poesy, go and read the versicles I was delivered
of last night, or rather this morning—that is
if you can. Ipm posed. Tam getting scur-
rilous: There is a letter from Tom Moore;
read, you ar> blarneyed in it ironically.” He
then took a cue, and asked me to play billiaids.
He struck the balls and moved about the table
briskly, but neither played the game nor cared
a rush-about it, and chatlted after this idle fash-
ion ;-—“The purser of the frizate I werit to
Constantinople in, called an officer scurilous
for alluding to his wig.. Now, the day before
I mount a wig—and I shall soon want one—
Pll ride about with it on the pummel of my
saddle or stick it on my cane. In that samie
frigate, near the Dardanelles, we nearly ran
down an Ameriean trader with his carge of
Our captain; 6ld Bathurst, hailed, and
with the dignity of a lord, asked him where he
came from, and the name of his ship. The |
Yankee captain bellowed,—*‘ You copp#¥.-hot.
tomed sarpent, I guess you'll know when I've
reporfed you to (ongress.’” The surprise I
expressed by my looks was not at what he said,
| but that he could register such trifles in his
memory. OFf course; with other such small
anecdotes, his great triumph at having swum
from Sestos to Abydos was not forgotten, I
had come prepared to see a solemn mystery,
and, o fur 83 T could judge from the first act,
it seemed to me very like a solemn farce. 1
forgot that great ac tors, when off the stage, are
dull dogs; and that even the mighty. Proqpero
withoat his baok and magic mantle, was~ but 3
an ordinary mortal. At this juncture Shelley +
joined ns; N= pever luid sside his book and
| mantlé & he waved his wand, and Byron, after
a fuint show of defiance atond\mute—-h;s quick
perception of the truth of Shelley’s comments
on his poem {ransfixed him, and Shelley’s earn-
estness snd just criticism held him captive. I
was, however struck with Byron's meiit: 1 vi-
vacity and wonderful memory; he defended |
himself with-a varie'y of illustrations, prece-
dents, and apt guotations from modetn autNori-
ties, disputing Bhelle; s propositions, not by

which we were uvnwilling actors, hastened to-
wards the dreadful t:nms‘lrophea We had been
driven from the parlor to the chambers, from
| the chat bers wa retreated to the attic; and
there, despairing, and in the silence of ngnmzlng

we crouched and trembled, while the hurricane
shouted its mad staves above and’ around us,
aid the thunder<crash on crash—paaled a re- |
verbemtmg chorus. Sp great was the tumult
of the mmnled and conflicting elements, that |
we were able {o communicate with each other |
only by signs, | At fast; ome of the windows
fronting the east, and mcste!pos?/m the viol-
ence of the sthnn, was dashed from ifs hmges,
and the next instant the raging sea poured in
upon us. It was no time for eonventionalities,
and so I seized Julia in my arms, and hurfied
with her to. thg back room  of the attic. The
| door, consimﬁled of solid ook planks, was
donble locked mnd bolted; but with the strength
‘of a madman ¥ wrenehed it open; beckoning 1o

They did so, for five midutes longer we

not reach us, zod if it dueu, .tha hlul&n; is | matiaged (o keep ourselves above water. Bat
| staunch and will veather jtwi." K the apartment rapld'}ly lig.- Moreover, [
** But suppose the -tide eouplohlg gvutops | felt that the bhildiag itsclf was giving away.
it? " e : ot W# were irfe ly-abasdoned to ruin, and
1 rejoined in a - Sane. of l‘qtuq!_ mﬂﬂenga,  the hour of the ﬂml’ " anguish had eome. It
"thMWh.” .' Sty Sul >

L seems to me, ” mwam e

self-communion, of hopeless prayers for merey, |

Col. Rmhardit;a#d Buonarotti to follow: me.

denying their trathy as a whole, but in parts;

‘and the subtle questions that ke put would have
puzzled a less acute reasoner than lhe one he
| had to eofitend with, i]unng this dlccusqon I
]scanﬁcd the Pu[;mn c1ose'ly In external ap-
| pearance Byron realized that idesl standard
with whieh imagination adorn genius. He was
|in fhe prime of life; thirty-five; of middle
i height, five Teet eight and @ half inches; fegu-

lar features, without a stain or furrdw oo his
palfid ekinj his shoulders broad, chest open;

highly ﬁmshed head and curly hair, had an airy

in his eyes and lips. T shart ; Nature could do
| Jitthe ‘mere than shie had dove fur bim, Goth in
outward form and in the inward spirit she had |

'to his pnndieed imagination, ouly served” to
make fiis one pemsl defect (lzmeness) the
more apparent, as a flaw is maghified ift a dia-
mond when polished ; and he bteoded over that

they magnify & wart into wen. His lamé
certainly helped to make him sceptical, cyniul,
'and sivige. There was no pécufiarity in his |
' dress—it was adapted ‘o the climate; a tartan

body and limbs finely proportioned.  His small |-

and griceful appeatance from the massiveness |

"BY REV. B B €BAPIN.
“I would speak strongly against the common
i #in of profaneness. . Are any before me
who are aeeustormmed th use (God's name as an

and léngth of his throal; you saw his genins |

 given to luimnta it. But all' these rara gifis, |

blemish a3 sensitive minds will brood, untﬂ 1! what culture he boasts. Despifé all h " _ 1

,

orduury looking horses ; thby hul holsters on |
the saddles and many other superfluous trap-
ping*, such as the Iialians @elight in, and the
Englishmen eschew, Shelley, and an Irigh
Visitor just announced, mounted two of these |
sorry jades. I luckily bad my owt catile—
Byron got into & caleche, asd did not mount
his horse until we had cleardd the gates of the
town, to avoid, as he said, bemg stared at by
the **d-=d Englishers” whd generally congre-
gated before his house on tlie Arno. After an
hour two of slow riding snd lively talk—for he
was generally in good spirils when on horse-
back—we stopped ata unlull podere on the
roadside; and, dismounting went into the house,
in which we found a table, with wine and cakes.
From thence we proceeded idto the vineyard at
the back. Tbe servant brought two brace of
pistols, a cane was stuck in the ground; and a |
five-paul piece, the size of haif a trown, placed
i1 a slit at the end of the eane. Byron, Shel-
ley, and I fired at fifteen paces, and one of us
genierally hit the cane or thé coin. Our firing
was pretty equal. After five or six shouts each,
Byroi pocketed the battered money; and saun-
tered about. the grounds. We then remounted
On our return homewards, Shelley urged By-
ron to complete something he had begun. By-
ron smiled, and replied, “ John Murray, my
patron and paymaster, says my plays won't
act. 1 don’t mind that, for Itold him they
Were not wiitten for| gpe stage; but he adds,
my poesy won't sell ; that I do mind, for I have
an ‘itching palm.” He urges me to resume my
old ¢ Corsair style, to please the ladies.” Shel-
ley indignantly answered, “ That is very good
|ogie for book seller, but not for an author ; the
shop interest is to 2upply the ephemncral de-
mand of the day. It is not for bhim, but youy
‘toput a ring in the monster's nose’ to keep him
from mischief.” Byron, s&uling at Shelley’s
warmth, said; '"John Murray is right, if not
rightpous. All I have yet wtitten has been for
woman kind. You must wait until I am forty;
their  inflatnce will then di¢ a natural death,
and T will show the men what Iean dai=
Shelley replied; “ Do it row. Write nothing
but what your conviction of its truth inspires
you td write ; you “should é‘re counsel to the
wise, dotd not take it from the foolish. Time
will reverse the judgment of| the vulgar: Con-
temporary criticism only represénts the athount
of ignorance genios has tocontend with.” 1
was then and afierwards plessed and surprised
at Byron's passiveness and docility in listening
to Shielley; but all whe heard him felt the charm.
of his simple, earnest manncr, while Byron
| knew him to be exempt from the egotism, ped
rbtry, coxcombry, and, titord thatl all, the rival-
ry of mauthorship, and that | he was the truest
and most discriminating of bis admirers. By-
ron; looking at the westenn skv, exclaimed,
*‘ Where is the green youn friend the Laker
tulks such fustian about,” ntoanlng Coleridge
“‘Gazing on the western sky,
And its peculiar tint of yellow green.'”
Dejection : an Ode,

“ Who ever,” said Byron, & gaw a green sky?”
Shelley was, silent, kuow ing that if he replied
Byron would give vent to his spleen. So I
said, “The sky in Enoland is oftener green
than blue. * Black, you mean,” rejoined- By-

As he was dismouating he mentioned two odd
words that would rhymef™ '1 observed on the
felicity be had shown in- tlp:s art, repeatipg a
| couplet out of Don Jitan He was both pum
-fied and pleased at lhis, puﬂ.ing his 1
on my hbtse's crest, “r you

curious in these mntieb;, in Sln!'t. Iwill
send you a volame; he ts,us all hollow—his
fhymes ars wonderful,” Ahd then we parted
forthat day; which I have been thus parfiglar in
recording, not only as it was tlie first of our ac-
-quaintance, bot as containing as fair a sample |
as T ean“give of lis appea
its and conversation.— From Trdalmy': Recql- }
lectians of the last days of i Byron.

. iw \

- Proﬁneﬂw

L

expletive, and to bandy it" 48 & by-wotd ? who
employ it ‘in atl kinds of conversation, and to |
throv it about in every place? Pﬂ’blpl in .
theu- heatts, they consider this habit as an ae-
compluhmaw think it m+xly and bmva to
sw'r! Let me_say, ﬂma)

w"me He who m,ﬂ :

ron ; and this discussion brofight us to his doer. §

Ofdﬂﬂfy hab- “

[ fres!. ness and non!tv

“ Oar mother Engli hu variety endugh to
make a story sparkle, o give poial 0 wit i
it has toughness enough gnd vehemence encugh
to furnish the sinews H s debate, and to drive
home conviction, withqut degruding the boly
epithets of Jehovah. Nay, the use of these
expletives argues a li range of ideas, and
& consciousuess of beisg on the wrong side.—
And if we can fud nolother pbrases through
which to vent our chokiAg passion, we had bet-
fer repress that passion; And, sgain, profane-
ness is & mean vice. Ecoordxngtoguenlﬂ-
timation he who repays kindness with contume-
Iy, be who abuses his fijend and benelactor, is
deemed pitiful and wre And yet, ob pro-
fane man! whose dame is it you handle so slighs
ly? Itis that of your best benafactor? You,
whose blood would boil to hear rhe venerable
uames of your earthly parents hurled about in
scoffs and jests, abuse without compunction,
and without thought, the name of your heav-
enly, Father! Finally, profaneness is an awful
vice. Onee more I ask, whore name is it you
%0 lightly use? The name of God! Have you
ever pondered its meauning? Hive you ever
thought what it is that you mingle thus with
iilh your pas¢ion and your will 7 It is the name
of Him whom the angels worship, and whoni
dle he:ven of heavens cannot countain.”

L
— - ——

l[oetmg of Bryant and Montgomery.
. “It was dn a bright June morning of 1854;

that the poet Bryant paid a visit to the Mount
0 see one ‘whose nawe,’ he said, ‘he had
bunored and of the admiration of whom he had

given evidence by commilling to memory,

Switzerland. The quiet and unaffected mag-
wers of his American guest charmed Montgom-
gry, and he felt at home with him immediately.
‘i am anxious,’ said he, in the course of conver-
ntmn, ‘o see your poets give to their works ad
impression of native originality, more of ad
id'erest derived froni the peeuliar chiracter of
their country, and imitate Jess thosé of our owr
—on_ this account I Kave been much pleased
with Longillow. Of Beyant himself, this is
s marked é2¢ellsncE, whose deseriptive #

are esseutially American, and the graphic felic-
ity of whose details transpdrt us to &1l the beil:
liaot peculidrities of our fortest mmy On
Montgomery playfully remarking, ‘ You pu'm
our books go in your country, sometimes reprint.
ing a whole volume in a newspaper,’ Bryant re-
jvined :—‘Aund you certainly retarn the compli-
-ment. "1 say nothing of Longfellow's poeud,
which you bave named ; but my own have all

{ been reprinted here withont either consultation

‘or coneurrence on my part, and I ml’nrﬂ'md
when in London the other day, to kave put in
_my hand a metropolitan impression of a few
‘Pieces which I published only just before I left
bomie, Lo complete a volame, The English prin-
ter seems to have thought them aqunly esira-
ble to perfect his surreptitions qd.mou

?

—
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' A correspondent of the Providesce Journal
gives the following interesting atcoumt of a visit
fo Walter Savage Landor, at Bath, Engiand :—
¥ Yesterday, we aceepted an Invitation to take
“tea with Walter S8avage Landor, at his house
in River-street. Hardly less of a recluse than
thé author of ¢ Vatheck,” Mr. Landor ignores
generdl society, professes not to know a dozen
people in England, and politely exXpresses hls
ﬂﬁoyment in the society of * foreigners.’ Mr.
Emerson, in his ‘English Ttaits,’ speaks of
_Landorumofﬂ:elluuorfmm'hu
he wished to see ir visiting Europe. He still
lives, as in Italy, amonga ‘cloud.of pictures.’
His rooms are hung from basement
with rare pointings, by the best French,

' not Tike, and has carefully weeded them hﬂn
his walls. . He holds 10 the only Oﬂlﬂh

in art—that beauty should be i's sale ae
vout saim, His conversation Su

Gy its
and stimulates by its-ro-
 pistance, With all his fine taste ndul:m.
ln!stoonbl‘uwmhhwnimmd too ec-
~eentric in his tisies to be a safe tootben
butitmpleannttotdkwulrt man who hl

th in his own fancies. His maDnérs are a
gingalar ° mpound of neble apd
 abropt, ynsompromising protést and assertion.
He said, ‘you have great writefs in your eoun-

J‘ty._’;ndgohm bigh praise gfl-wlon, re-

Qalhltg, with evident plessare, lbq-pm-l
W'n Italy, many _yedrs ago. He ob-

tlemag, T care not what ¢

 Naj, be tacitly admits that §

jacket braided; he said it was the Gordon pat-
tern, and that his ‘mother wa3 of that ilk. A
.m 'relvet upmﬂ: 8 gvldhmi, and very

&
s

rlnd hawba feam m:!t

Hel'wmnahuoathmtbo'

W sfyle, as to that of many
: writers of the 1':‘;“‘9'"'!“
&?&tdtﬁemﬁu‘m

when young, the whole of ‘The Wanderer of'

Eogit,

‘and Ttalian masters. Dutch pictures he doeg¢

s

*'.J'r'é._ :

e

o




