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DESULTORY SELRCTIONS.

From “James’ Tales,”’ illustrating the passions.
LOVE.,

BY G. P. R. JARNRS,

There was pageant and revelry in the city of Pam-
aluna. There was splendor and glitter in the court,
id the streets, and the churches. The air resoun-
fed with acclamations; the porches and the porticoes
were thronged with a merry population, in their hol-
iday array; and the buz ol many voices, in eager
wnversation, rose above the crowd that swayed hith
srand thither, in the squares and open spaces. The
bells of all the churches rang out; and eye and ear
were told, by every sight and every sound, that it
was a high fcstivai in the ancient capital of Navarre,

To the monarch of that small mountain state, the
ambassadors from France led, on that day, a Leauti-
ful and long-sought bride; and every eye, in court

Bind city., raised the eager lid to gaze vpon the fu-

ure queen as she advanced. Kvery eye, in court
and city, however, after having ganzed on the proud
beauty, and marked the features which might well
become a prince’s bride, turned with feelings of deep
er satisfaction to the countenanee of their own native
rincess; and found in its ecalm bright sweetness a
ﬁwelinesa more harmonious to their hearts—a beau-
ty of gentler promise and more endearing aspect.

“Huandeome indeed she is!” exclaimed every one
who gazed on Isabel of Valois; “handsome ghe is
indeed, but not so beautiful as our own prineess.”

With equal interest, but very different feelings,
Blanche of Navarre aleo gazed upon her brother’s
bride, as Isabel advanced through the halls of that
alace where Blanche hersell had so Iﬂng dwelt, the
et woman in the land. But with no envious thought
did she thus gaze—with no [eeling of malice toward
her who was destined at once to take upon hersell
the first in the realm. But it was with feelings of
keen, intense anxiety for a brother’s happinces; with
thoughts, too, of some apprehension for her own fu-
wre fate. Blanche of Navarre was no longer to rule
in the house of her ancestors; her will was no longer
1o be law among the courtiers of her brother; her will
vas no longer to be the only guide of all her actions;
her fate, her time her comfort, were no longer to be
decided by her own voice: forinto the halls of her
infancy had come a being, upon wheae will the hap-
piness of almoet every moment must depend; upon
vhose virtue, tenderness, und generosity, the peace
:nal quiet passing offuture years could alone be foun-

ed.

She gazed, then, upon the beautiful bride, and saw
that ehe was lovely., She was willing, she was anx-
loug, in that lovelinesc of feature and of form, to see
e loveliness of gpirit of heart; she was willing to be-
leve that in that dark liquid eye ehone forth the vir-
lies ol a noble race; she was willing to believe, in
that arching lip was pictured the high and dignified
mind within. But yet, she could not but feel that
there was a flashing brightness in the glance as it
toamed, marking with unshrinking irmness each ga-
zing face on the crowded court, and noting with
Quick accuracy every one ol those empty ornaments
and trifling embclliaﬁimcnts, on which the calm and
unoccupied gpirit may rest ina moment ol idleness,
but which,, in a moment of agitation and emotion
are, to the feeling and the sensitive heart, but as bub-
bles on the waves to the mariner in the tempest.—
She could not but feel, that in that lovely lip sat a
haughty and a scornful curl—firm, proud, determined;
all unlike tne quivering diffidence which Blanche
had pictured to her fancy, in timid bride seeking her
strange husband’s court.

No timidity, indeed, was there; andgo proud was
the carriage, so scornful wvas the air, that Blanche
of Navarre, as she saw the future queen advance to
meet her promised husband, felt her heart beat quick
lest she should see her brother treated with indignity
by the bride whose hand had already been dearly
purchased. But no! eshe met him with emiles, she
received his welcome with grace; and Blance’s heart
grew calm, in the hupe that her fears misled her in
;urFretation of the lair stranger’s demeanor.

The first ob{'ect ofall attention was, of course, the
princess hersell; but in the train of [sabel of Valois,

&nd among all the gay and glittering cavaliers, of

Wwhich it was composed, appeared one who, in form
and feature, carriage and apparel, stood forth without
compare in all the court, either of Navarre or France.
Francis, count of Foix, wasthename the ambas-
fador gave him, as he introduced him to the Nava-
fese king; and, although the eyeof’ Blanche had be-
fpra marked with wonder. not unmixed with admira-
tion, the appearance of that princely noble, no sooner
Was he named than her brow elightly contracted, her
fir lip lost its smile, and she bowed with cold and
Hately haughtiness as he advanced and was presen-
ted to herscll. The count was not abashed, but
maintained himsell’ with graceful ease; and there
was something in his whole demeanor, during the
lestivale and ceremonies that followed, which won
lipon even those prepared to frown on all his actions
Which dazzled where it could not blind, and gained

Rsmile from the lip even while censure was strong

Atthe heart.

There is g race of men who fancy that some bright
and brilliant qualities, some noble deeds, some graces
of demeanor, some powers of language or thought,
fome grandeur of conception or energy of action. not
only compensate a life of ribald looseness, but even

ive a splendor and dignity to vice and erime. Such
ad becn the character which Francis, count of Foix

had established for himself; in the world of his day.

Brave to a fault; graceful, as we have said, in person;

fall of high powers abused, and talents cast away,

he had devoted himself to pleasure, and, in pursuit
ereofl} had acknowledged no barriers, and epurned
Atevery check. [Ilis life hitherto, young as he was
ad been but a tale of moral duties violated; of passion
! Infidelity in love had
beast, the ruin of woman’s peace, his pas-
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time; and the wine-cup and the dice, and loose com-
panions, and wild exploits of evil, made up a history
chequered orly by rome occasional trait of noble spir-
Il—some deed of generosity, or benevolence, or cou
rage, -

So dangerous and hatelul had become his name,
that the monarch of his own land had willingly found
an occasion to send him forth into another country;
praying devoutedly, that Spanish jealousy might nev-
ersufier the wild and reckless youth to return fo the
court of France again. Andnow, in the small king-
dom of Navarre, he prepared to renew the same
course which had won for him so evil a reputation in
his own land.

On the third night after his arnval, he sat late with
several of his followers, who had accompanied him
(rom France, and with one or two of the young Nav-
arrese nobility, congenial; to tastes and habits, but
less advanced in systematic vice than the gay cava-
lier who had.now come among them. They talked
of pleasure, and of joy, and of excited passion; and
many a bright thought and sparkling fancy followed
the cup as it circled round the table, and guve a zest
and a grace to the idle; and the loose, and the vain
tales which formed the great mass of their conversa-
tion. . They had drank deep, when one of the Navar-
rese, bowing his head over the full cup, said, with a
smile,—*“T'o your next conquest, fair Count of Foix,
to your next conquest!”” The othersaround laughed
gaily, and took up the toast, bowing their heads to
the count, and drinking to his next conquest, The
count filled his cup, and replied, “Willingly, lords,
willingly! T'o Blanche of Navarre!”’

T'he brows of the Navarrese were suddenly con-
tracted, and they turned their flashing looks upon

each other. Atlength, one whose renown in arms/signed, and envy

suved him from the insignificance of vice, replied
boldly ,—*Sir Count of Foix, we welcome thee to our
land as a distinguished stranger, skilled in the arts of
love and the science of pleasure, well known fornoble
and for knightly deeds, courteous, and gay, and hber-
al; and we are willing to give all free scope to your
pleasant fancies: but you know not our feelings, here
in Navarre, to one whom you have just named. She
I8 our native princess, and has grown up among us,
under our own eyes, and amidst the leve of all: smile
not, &ir count, for we will bear no trifling with her

name. she haa the love of all—of good and bad
alike. But it is that pure and nobleravhich to the

Z20od 18 natural, and which, in the bosom of" the bad,

plants at least one good thing. Speak not of her with |

one vain hope oridle expectation. Herevery thought
8 virtue; and the high epirit that dwells in that bright
lorm is pure as a gaintin heaven. We see all her ac-
lions—we know all her deeds. 18 there sorrow—is
there misfortune in the city or the land, thereby
Blanche of Navarre to be found, comforting, conso-
ling; aiding. Is virtue, is honor; is noble generositis
heard of, the voice of Blanche of Navarre is raised to
give it praise. Is wrong committed, or injustice
done, hers is the tongue to plead for the oppressed,
however mighty the oppressor; hers the lip to call
down punishment on the evil-doer, however great,
however favored, however high. Is there, on the
contrary, evil or vice; in whalever glittering robes ar-
rayed, concecaled under whatever specious form,
though voiced with musie and garlanded with flow-
ers, sure i8 it to ehrink from the face ot Blanche of
Navarre, ae the birds of night fly from the keen eye

of the sea:ching day. Isay to you, Count of Foix,
smile pot!  Well do I know that my lip is all unfit
to epeak the praise of purity like hers; bat [ tell thee
boldly, that, although in the late plague she sat be-
side the dying wreteh, foul and fearful in all the livid
horror of the pestilence, and bent herbright head over
the bed of misery and of death, as well inthe lowest
cabin ae within the palace walls, without one look of
disguet or apprehension—I tell thee, eshe would shrink
from thee and thy loose words as from toad, or adder,
or any other noigsome thing.”

The count’s cheek had grown flushed, his
brow had contracted, and his eye had flashed;
but such angry signs had pasred by ere the other
had done speaking, and he was ready to wear a
sinile, as he answered,—‘Nevertheless, Don Fer-
dinand, I again say—to Blanche of Navarrel—
Never was woman born that might not be con-
quered; and 1 will either congquer her, or she
shall conquer me, It is not alone for her beauty,
though I own that never yet have my eyes be-
held loveliness so unblemished as hers—those
petfect features, which the brightest dream of the
Grecian sculptor never equalled, that calm, radi-
ant eye, shining forth from its black lashes, like
some bnght, tranquil star pouring its peaceful
light through a dark summer night; that cheek,
were the ruddy hue of health, softened by deli-
cate nurture, blooms like the bosom of 2 garden
rose; that splendid form were grace and rounded
softness are ennobied by princely dignity and
pride—it is not alone for all this blaze of beauty,
though well it might set a world again on fire; but
It i1s because, as thou hast truly, though not cour-
teously declared, she has already shown that she
would shrink from me as from some noisome
thing. For this do I say, that T will conquer her
or she shall conquer me;and I drink again to my
next conquest, Blanche of Navarre! Ay! well
I marked her,” he continued, proceeding, after a
little pause, ere any of the others could reply,
—‘ay! well I marked her, when the ambassador
but named my name, draw down the corner of
that lovely lip, and spread wide the scornful nos-
tril!  But she knew not Francis of Foix. How-
ever, let no broils, good friends, mar our fair rev-
elry. Hereis to all our loves, past, present, and
to come: may they be many as the blades of grass
which shall cover us when we be dead, or the
cups of wine that we drink while we are living!
Here 1s to all our loves and to yours especially,
Don Ferdinand de Leyda. Methought I cauggt
a pair of bright, black eyes yesterday, in the
court, following thee wheresoever thou didst
turn. And,—ha!- Don Ferdinand, was I not
right?=—a certain lady with a swanlike throat, ro-
bed in dark purple, and with many a gem in her
hair and in her girdle?”’

Although the brows of the Navarrese still re-
mained somewhat contracted, harmony  seemed
sufficiently restored, and the revel was prolonged
for many on hour. At length the guests began
to separate, but the Count de Foix detained

i

i

i

Don Ferdinand de Leyda for a moment in the

vestibule; and when they were alone, he said.
“Don Ferdinand, my good friend, you have
this night said things which—as we know each
other well and of yore—you must feel sure can-
not pass by as idle wind. Lel us not involve
others in our quarrel, but let us meet, with a sin-
gle page on either side, when, where, and with
what weapons you will.”

“To-morrow morning at daybreak,” replied

Don Ferdinand, calmly, *“with pointed lances and
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our two swords, if it so please you, count. Then,
for the place, let 1t be down in the meadows, on
the other side of the river. You knew the Taf-
alla gate?—go forth by that: my windows look up-
on the road, and I will soon overtake you,—
With one page, you say?—good night.” And
so they parted.

The sun shone bright through the long casements

of the old palace of Pampeluna, chequering with

misty the pavements of its lordly halls, and from
those casements could be seen, clear and distinct,
the ring of mighty mountains with their snow-
cavcreg tops, which swept round the capital of
Navarre. Between them and the city lay, bask-
ing in the morning sunshine, that beautiful basin
with its richly cultivated slopes, known in all
later times by the name of the Cup of Pampeluna
and glittering as it passed the city, which 1t half
surrounds in one of its graceful bends, flowed the
sweet Arga.

Blanche of Navarre had risen early from her
couch, and had watched the wandering sunm pour
his first licht from the pinnacles of the eastern
hills into that mountain cup in the centre of
which rose up her brother’s capital. She gazed
from the wirdows in somewhat melancholy mood,
for, in tbé short space of three days, she had
been tsught that her brother’s palace was no
longer to be happy home for her—that her broth-
er's bride looked not on her as a sister—and that
jealous of the power she had so willingly re-
of the love she so well
merited, were the feelings that reigned in a heart
which she had fondly hoped to find open to no-
bler and better affections. As she gazed; her
eye lichted on what she imagined to be nothing
more than some grooms exercising their mas
ter’'s horses; but in a few minutes she saw them
turn, and spur at full charge against each oth-
er.

Even then she thought it no more than some
wild youths, as was customary, breaking a friend-
ly lance in the meadows below; and she enly
wondered that they had not chosen the ordina-
ry tilt-yard for the scene of their exploits. At
the end of about half an hour, however, shsé
heard a number of busy feet, passing along in
the neighborhood of the chamber in she sat, to-
ward the apartments which had been assignad to
the French ambassedor and the noble gantlemen
who had accompanied him, and many voices
speaking in a low, quick tone. The first tidings
which she obtained concerning the cause of those
sounds, was from one of her own women, who
ran in with an important face of wonder, exclaim-
ing,—‘“Oh; lady! do you know that the Count
de Foix has been killed by Don Ferdinand de
Leydar”

“GGod forbid!”’ replied Blanche —“God forbid!
He was sadly unprepared o die:” and she has-
tened out from her own chamber to the public
apariments of her maiden’s story, The room
she entered was that prepared for the morning
meal of the royal household; and from some of
the attendants present she learnesd that the count
was not killed, though dangerously wounded.—
‘““‘He has been carried to his chamber lady,"” re-
plied the man, “and the surgeons are erven now
busily engaged extracting the lance’s head, which
has broken offin his shoulder.”

‘“What has become of Don Ferdinand?’’ de-
manded Blanche. *“Is he unhurt? for I have
heard that this count of Foix is famous for his
skill in such encounters.”

‘““He too is badly wounded,” replied the man;
‘‘but they have borne him to his own house, and
he is attended by surgeons there."”

“Thus do bad men slay each other,” said
Blanche. *“Some idle dispute, or licentuous
brawl, has doubtless, brought them thus to the
gates of death when they are least fitted to meet
another life. God spare them this once! and per-
haps the warning of pain and sickness may not
be thrown away.”

While she yet spoke, her brother and his bride,
with several nobles in attendance, entered the
hall. At the tidings of the evil which had befal-
len the Count de Foix, the young monarch ex-.
pressed some sorrow, in courteous tones, toward
the French lords around him; but, to the judg-
ment of Blanche of Navarre, the grief of Isabel
of Valois exceeded the bounds of thal commiser-
ation which her brother’s wife might well display
toward the libertine noble of her own land. She
vowed that, if the count died, she should hate
Navarre; she called him the flower of courtsey
and knighthood; and she declared her purpose of
visiting his sick chamber. The young king bore
it all with patience; for his beautiful bride, in all
her proud loveliness, had at once assumed that
mastery over him which weak minds ever yield
to the strong when passion raises its voice against
resistance. He marvelled not at the interest she

expressed; he felt neither jealousy nor anger; and.

he ventured only to suggest that his fair bride
would, when she visited the wounded man, take
with her his sister Blanche. Isabel heard him with
a flashing eye and an angry spot upon her fair
cheek, but she dared not resist his will, so gen-
tly expressed; and bowing, with a scornful smile,

to Blanche, she prayed her, in ironical terms, to

give her the pleasure of her fair company after
the meal was over. :

No scornful word ever embiltered the lips of
Blanche of Navarre, and for her brother’s sake
she yielded at once. When the time came,
followed by several others, they sought the cham-
ber where the count lay ill; and those two fair
girls approached the couch of sickness; but oh,
with what a different air—and, oh, with what
different feelings! They both s
they spoke not alike; the words of Isabel were
mingled of lightness, and grief and tenderness—
those of Blanche were calm and
ding to obetter thoughts. She read no homii‘y,
but she spoke with the voice of purity, and wis-
dom; and, while she told him that she sincerely
wished his recovery, the last words of consola-
tion which she addressed to him were such as a-

wakened in his mind deep thoughts. Khe told
him, that illness and wounds were not always AT 5
misfortunes, and that often the sickness of the | to change, “Agricola”™ conlinues, “and % € fran P
wrought a cure in the diseases of the|in my own mind account for such a variation”—and

body
mind.

gtate in which he had so lon

poke to bhim, but

gentle, but ten-
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Thus saying, she turned toleave him; and Isa-
bel of Valois, though she would fain have linger-
ed, was obliged to follow also for every shame.—
When they were gone, the Count de Foix, up-
pon his solitary couch of pain, fell into the deep
and somewhat curious meditation. He thought
of the words that Blanche had spoken,—‘‘that
often the sickness of the body wroughta cure
in the aiseases of the mind.” How could that
be? he asked himself; and, as he thought of the
words, the tone, the look, the surpassing loveli-
ness of her who had spoken them, came back
upon his mind, like the beautiful objects of some
splendid dream, and made lhe simple sentence
that still rung in his ear seem like the words of
prophecy. He paused and pondered; and, as he
thought, the pain of his wound, severe as it was,
was almost forgotien in the new and thrilling in-
terest that grew upon his heart. Ile compared
her, mentally, with the proud beauty who had
stood beside her; and he could not but feel that,
in the pure. bright lustre of her virtuous calmness,
her loveliness acquired a dignity harmonious with
itself, and far, far surpassing the haughty con-
sciousness of her brother’s wife.

He felt, too, that to take aught from the brilliant
purily would be to rob her beauty of one hall ite
gplendor: he felt that—far beyond every thing that
sweet liues or lovely coloring can produce—there
ghone, through every movement and through every
look, the effulgence of a noble and a generous heart
—the brightness of a zentle, innocent, unsullied mind.
He asked himself whether, even were it in his power,
he would profane that sweet tabernacle with one evil
thought? and still, as he pondered, her words came
back into his ear, and again he asked himself; ‘*‘could
the sicknesa of the hody really work a cure in the
diseases of the mind?”

He put another question to his heart,—*Was the
lived a disease of the
mind, or not? Was the prostitution of great talents
and high qualities, unequalled powers of mind and
body, and a heart once pure and virtuous—was it, or
was it not, a malady?”’—And the thoughts which
such questions produced were painful, were agitating,
were terrible. He strove to cast them from him, and
to think as he had thought before. He strove o
think of Isabel of Valois, and her too evident partiali-
ty; but etill by herside, as fancy gave her picture to
his eyes, rose up the brighter form of Blanche of
Navarre, and outshone the other in the light of inno-
cence and beauty. With the night came fever—the
tamer of the strong epirit, the breaker of the wild
imagination—and bowed him to ite will. - He strug-

cled against its power during the livelong night; and,

with a wandering mind and throbbing ﬁrain, tossed
to and fro upon the couch. Morning found its great
strength enfeebled; his strong sinews without power;
his mugcles relaxed; his face wan and pale; his eye

dim and haggard. The support of the coporeal {rame
was gone from the spiritual being; and, like a rider

who haas lost the power of governing the wild horse
that carries him, his mind was carried away to
thoughts he had ever shunned, and his heart rested
on many a painful, many a reproachful memory.

Continuation in our next.

Cambridge, Feb. 19th 1839.
Mgr. Eprror: Inreply to my [riend *“Agricola,”
who appeared in your paper of the 18th, in colligion
of opinion with “Agricultor’” of the previous paper,
on the subject of the proposed Transquakin Canal, 1
will premise, frankly and truly, in justice to myself, as

well as to him, that I did ‘hot, as he supposes, view |

hie refusal to subacribe my petition for the Canal, as
proceeding from ‘‘acaptious disposition,’’ or, ‘‘a want
of inclination to oblige,””—but, from an honest dif-
ference of opinion; and I informed him, at the time I
offered him my petition, that, as others, as well as
himself, had expressed the same scntiment, that he
then did, I would endeavour to demonstrate his and
their error, in a printed paper, which would afiord
opportunity for reflection, and, as 1 believed, a conse-
quent correction of the error maintained by them.

No argument was held at the time; but, simply the
position was taken by him, which had been, previous-
ly, by others, ‘“‘that, from the contiguity of the Black
Water, & Transquakin rivers, and their emptying in-
to one common estuary, the two rivers must be on
the same level, and the Engineer must necessarily,
have committed an error, in his reports of their dif-
ference of leve!:” thig, with my remark, that 1 would
write a paper, and prove him in error, was, to the
best of my knowledge, and that of other gentlemen
present, whom T have since consulted, the whole a-
mount of our conversation on the subject.

In the performance of my promise, ‘‘Agricultor”
appeared soon afler; in which was introduced some
of the relative phenomena of physical science; and
some acknowledged positions were taken,—not, as a
“rebuke’’ to him as he supposes; for his ““incredulity,’
in regard to their truth, which, really, was not con-
testable: but, solely, as a basis for the erection of my
argument against his opiaion, before named; and he
has unfortunately, mistaken these materials of my
argument, viz: my positions in regard to the phe-
nomena of rivers—springs—ratn, &c. &c., for the
question in dispute; and he remarks, I can only say
(for his satisfaction) that there is no diﬁ'arenf:e of
opinion, whatever, between us, upon this subject™
(the source of rivers.)

Then, at least, it seems, my premises are admitted
by “Agricola”—and, 1 have looked in vain, to find
any part of his paper, which detects the fallacy of my
argument; though I have diligently searched.

It would seem, also, by a subsequent part of hie
paper, that he agrees witli me in mv conclusion, as

well as my premises, that is, on the very point, which

I undertook to establish, “that the level of the two
rivers may differ, even by six feet, or more—and that
the Engineer had not, on the face of his two reports,
committed an error.””

He admifs, that he did deny, that there could be so
much difference of level, as the Engineer had repor-

ted:—I maintained there might be;—and this differ-

ence of opinion, gave rise to the paper of ‘_' Agricm.
tor,”’ maintaining my opinion, and denying his; and
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rencs (o the map, (possibly he might have addedanll |
to the paper of “Agricultor’) I can account, at least =

to my own satisfaction, for the wariation'’—he con=

tinues, ~‘then, upon this poiat there is no disagree
ment,”’ | ‘

iona often reconciled;—heterodoxies corrected; and
orthodoxies confirmed. =

But, Agricola asks, ““where is the great reservoir, LR
which is te ceunteract the outporings in opposite di-

rection, from the summit of' the ridge, which divides e

Thus, by reflection and study are conﬂic.tinj opia- 4k - ,.

the waters of Fishing Bay from the Choptank?’’ he =
exultingly answers “I say there is none.”” I answer P

with him, there is none: in this also, we agree. o

Then, il there be nothing to counferacl the outpor-

ings, in opposite directions, why should not the out-

porings conlinue, in opposite directions; yet, he says, S

they will not; this, using his own language, is too :
_plain to require any further comment;—but take his SR
own words, “so that according to my (Agricola’s)
opinion, they will both flow the same way, while,” .
he continues, “according to “Agricultor,” they will - s
flow in oppogite directions,—and he adds ““this is the
great rock on which we #plit.”” I submitit to him- #
self; has he not removed that rock and come safely

into port?
Further, he says “If with all ite (Black Water
river) resources of tide—rain—springs &e. &e., it can

maintain a given elevation, how can it maintain tha
same, when a sluice (into Choptank river) is opened
in an opposite direction?”’ he continues ‘‘the conse-
quence must, necessarily, be, that the apex of this

ridge woul 1 be bare, or, the ridge must be eut down,

further, as if to leave no doubt of the true issue joined, | dollars, less than the other, supposing the of
in the case before us, which he now seeme inclined
hange, “Agricola” continues, “and I could not
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&c.-&e."—true, if the sluice is two feet higher, at
the appulee ol the Canal on the Black Water river,
than at the other end of it, at Cambridge Creek,

which by the measurement of the Engineer, and now
conceded by Agricola, is the fact, then, the wotes

will run into Cambridge Creek;—and, inasmuch as
the depth of Black Water river, as I am informed, is
not more than two feet, for a distance of about five
miles, extended from the termination of the Canal
line, and down the river, it [ollows that the bed of the )
Black Water river would be drained and bare, for the
said dietance of about five miles, by operation of the
Canal proposed—in throwing off its water, into the 8
creek, until its two feet of depth was exhausted, to
level it with the lower end, at the creek;—and, as E
rivers generally slope towards their mouths, a very
partial replacement could be expected from the lower
section of the riger; whose influx of water atso higha
point, and through a long winding, and obstructed
channel, and eonsequently -feeble tide, eould not be
equivalent to its discharge by a short and npeardy =
straight canal. | E
But, he says *or, the ridge must be cut downte B
make the current set down Black Water river.” |
Now, let it be remembered, that by the actual
measuremernt, by the Engineer, of the canal route g
from Cambridge Creek to its terminus on the Black
W ater, it is four miles—and by his estimate made, he
says, on the usual terms of" excavation, ite cost will
be thirty two thousand dollars; and, as we have seen,
about five miles more, must be done, to make it effec~
tualj—that is, the whole distance of the shallow wa- "
ter;—to excavale this spaee would cost, by the ratie b
of the former, forty thoueand dollars; and the twe .
spaces added, would cost seventy two thousand dol- &
lare;—quite an impracticable attainment, I presume, .
at present.—Then, it would seem, that to make the
additional excavation is essenfial to the useful, and
eflective completion of the Black Water canal, accor-
ding to Agricola himself; and it certainly is so;—for -— B
without it, most unquestionably, a considerable ex- '_‘i;-
tent of the river would be closed, even to canoe nayi- %
gation; or, probably, bared, and converted into marsh,
to the injury of owners on that portion of it* and the 3
current of the upper portion, would, unquestionably, 5
set into Cambridge creek, as “Agricola” nov ad- |
mits; and by means of the soft bed of mud fowing L
with it, would produce there a singular accumulation k!
—a fac-simile of the far famed Pontine marshes— B
gpreading infection among all who may inhale its R
deadly blasts. k1
Why then, it may be asked, do i advucate a canal
(rom the Choptank to the Transquakin river? - =
I answer in a few words tnis seeming paradox; & i
at the same time I wish it distinctly understood, thas 5
in my remarks throughout this paper, I design noth- 3
ing particularly for “Agricola,’’ excepting only, such |
as 1 may have so named—my chief object, being to |
induce a public consideration of two important schemes 5
of internal improvement. ﬁ e !

I answer, then, the ““Transquakin’ is, compara- e
tively with the “Black Water,” a deep river—and &
cateris paribus, the deeper the water, the greater is
its tendency to flow with wvelocity,—the Choptank |
being four feet higher than the Tranequakin, at the i
respective points of appulse of the proposed Canaly i
and the slope unmterrupted, to Fishing Bay, the cur- g !
rent would set through the whole route, to the Bay,
from the Choptank;—and, too, without further exca- i
vation, cost, or labor, than had been incurred, in the
measured line of the canal proposed; and it would
wash, and cleanse, with its pure, and abundant wa-
tera, the muddy bed of the Transquakin, and, wuch
of that of the Bay, itsel,—improve the navigation of
the whole—drain the low lands—and supply health
fertility, and energy, to a country—much of it, at
least, now abounding ix sickness—barrenness—and
T T SV Iy R e

This canal having also, by the measurement of the
Engineer, only three and a half miles, on its line;
(that of the Black Water having by the same author-
ity four miles,) and its termini, in deep water, it is
‘complete and effective when that is exeruted; and, it
will cost, a8 herein before shown, thirty five thousand
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continued to a point, before named, as essen
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