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standing this disagreeable circumsfané® - ‘Some errorin apprehension; a sn

weemeer  For the Cambridge Chronicle. ‘ﬁ;ﬂ{ ::'d

s, no doubt has imparted to| when but four or five years old to Rdin- [ was the

8, MO | _ | n- | ess of the Pretender. We
itional and adventitious in- | burg, te be entrusted to the care of a Mr. | cannot -

rbear presentmg “her to our

ag n : | and although he observed, they gave "% & = - |

S5 e terest. Public ingenuit_v,ww;fot a lop¥ | Fairford, an old Scotch lawyer, where | readers. ¥ thie heaviest and slewest horse of ¢ ; ::Hb communicate to Lilias, for she

. REDGAUNTLET, time exerted to discover the author, but | he was brought up as a ywn%‘ man of |  “He extended his hand towards Alan, | party, and that as a farther precaut®®t n.fir upted him, |

¥ A TALE OF THE FIGHTEENTH CENTURY. | Dehas still kept on the wvizor, finding fqrtune, in entire iznorance of is noble | who was about to pledge his faith in the | against escape, he was closely watdrﬂt,l wha t? y—dear Lady! For whom or fo
By the author of Waverly. that it had charms which his own naturs | birth and splendid fortune. After at- | usual form by grasping it with his own, | on every si{Fe, yet riding in company | in Heaven’s name, do you take i

al features would efface, and gave to his
works a degree of fictitious admiration
arising from that feeling which delights
in what is uncommon and unknown.—~In
England, public opinion seems to have
settled upon Sir Walter Scott, but some
years ago the Quarterly Reviewers gave
some hints, that the merit of authorship

taining the age of manhood, he travels
from Edinburg to the South of Scotland,
with orders not to cross the Scottish
bordér. He spends his time troutiag in
the Solway Frith and streams which
flow into it, until in one of his piscatory
excursions, he is saved . from being
drowned in the flood of Solway by his

when the Father drew back hastily —
Ere Alan had time to comment upon
this repulse, a small side door covered
with tapestry was openeil; the hangings
were drawn aside, and a lady, as if by
sudden apparition, glided into the apart-
ment. It was neither of the Misses Ar-

tar, that you address me so formally?”

Had the question been asked in tha
enchanted hall in Fairy land, where al
l%tm'“gatfﬁna must be answered wit
absolute sincerity, Darsie had certainl
'{.‘-‘pl,ed, that he took her for the mos
rfank hearted and ultra-liberal lass, tha

with the pretty Lilias, was an advantag®
overbalancing these incnmenieneﬂtiﬁj
for-

~ Bince the time when Smollet and
Fielding, delighted the reading public
with Tom Jones, Joseph Andrews, Pic-
kle, Random, &c., no novels have ap-
peared which are so much admired and
so generally read, as those of the Wa.
_werly family. The novels of those two

[t i3 true that this society, to which
very morning he would have looked

ward as a glimpse of heaven, had, no¥ *
that it was unexpectedly indalged, somet|
thing much less rapturous than be had

- - - e
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: 7‘;.— in his best novel

criehrated writers, however, diffeted en-
“tirely in their main constituents, from
those so rapidly delivered by the Migh-
ty unlcnown, and so eagerly devoured
by the novel and romance readers of
the present day. The interest they ex-
cited was raised Dy a series of fictitious
incidents, ingeniously contrived and ¢fe-
gantly delineated, The spell of en-
chantment with which the magician of
the North binds his readers, is from an
almost unparallod power of description
of heroic adventures, scenes of nature,
and national manners, which are con-
nected with historical events, places and
manners, as they once existed, yet
ut 30 remofe a period as to enable the
author to throw around them the magic
iliusion of romance, mixed mdeed with
the sober colouring of truth. In no in-
stance, ag far as can be recollected, did
Smollet or Fielding copy from living in-
dividuals, or depart from pure fiction, if
~ we except that after Smollet’s death,
~ two barbers and a cobler contended for
~ the honour of being the real Strap, and
that two clergymen in Fielding’s neigh-
. bourhood were the orizinals from whom
- he drew the simple Parson Adams, and
the worldly and hog-raising Parson
Traliber. The Waverly novels abound
in characters drawn with a force, veri-
similitude and truth of nature, which
none possess which are the mere con-

ceptions of the imagination. In con-

~ firmation of this opinion, may be men-

1:;.3_.!"1'0“5(1 the characters of Meg Merrilies,
" Dandie Dinmont and Baillie Mac Whee-

Since the days of Smollet and Field-
ing, hundreds, nay, thousands of novels
have been spawned, enjoyimg an ephe-
meral existence of a few years, perhaps
a six months popularity, and have gone
ot to the tomb of the Capulets, that 1s
too hacknied, but to the shelves of circu-
lating libraries, or the private collections
of antiquated belles, for the use and
edification of young lads and lasses, from
fifteen to twenty, to form their taste
and establish their morals. Who now
reads Thaddeus of Warsaw, Scottish
€hiefs, Wild Irish Girl, et id omne
enus? The aathor of Waverly, like an

iagle, pouncing on a flock of buzzards
wantonipg in the air, has driven them all
out of sight. It must be remarked,
however, n justice to female genius, that
two writers Madam de Genlis, and Ma-
dam de Stael, have produced works of
such vigorous talent, that they rival any
of the age, and from their inherent en-

ergy of thought will secure a lasting,

fame. The Corinne of the st meution-
ed lady, is the effort of .a splendid 1ma-
gination and fascinating eloquence of
style; beside its attraction as a novel,
it conveys to the redader a better idea of
Jtalian scenery and manners, particu-
larly of Rome, than manv works written
professedly for that purpose. Maturin,
oman, or Pour et
Contre, borrows the heroine Madam Dal-

rmoatiani, irom the Corinne of Madam de
Stael.

In about ten years the author of Wa-
verly, with a rapidity truly astonishing
and u llelied, has written more
volumes of elegant literature than ordin-
yle read in their whole lives,.—

ar
,Hzmstablished a new schoel of fic-

i tion, and invented an entire differen:
" species of novel. Since the days of

Shakespeare, no writer has published in
s0 short a space of time, so voluminous

~a body of original composition, enriched
a

the gems of the most splendid fancy,
he utmost force of colouring, the ever
varying hues of the most enchanting
description, the greatest variety, and
animation of character, and the most

ofound feeling, so that he has chased
K-rom our remembrance the productions
of all cotemporary writers, il we except

. the volumes of the Bonaparte of Modern

Literature, the late Lord Byron. Every
volume from Waverly to {ledgauntlet,
is more or less adorned with character,
interest and eloquence, scenes, which
the writer can vary, as if his pen were a
‘magic wand, some enlivening us by deli-

cate wit, and strokes of humour, and

others, almost oppressing us by the deep
tane of feeling with which they are con-

ceived and conveyed to the heart of the

dern,

the greatest eminence, is said to possess

this power of fascination, by critics who
have read his works in his own language.
It is.stated, thatat the request of a%riend
powers, and chose the

he exerted his powers, _
carnival at Rome for his subject—and

30 vivid was the description, so irresis-
tible the power of the whule representa-

tion, that a gentleman who read it, and
had never been at Rome, could scarcely
be convinced that he had not actually
witnessed the Romish Festival at some

veriod of his life,and that what he read
was only an accurate delineation of what

had formerly passed before his eyes,

The mystery which envelops the Wa-

only can determine.

tion.

belonged to a brother of Walter Scott,
living at Montreal, and the same idea
has been suggested in some of our own
newspapers. Mr. Thomas Scott, whose
residence is Montreal, some time ago it
is stated, avowed himself, at least in
part, the author; if so, the question is
settled at once. Weare however, more
inclined to the opinion which places the
laurel on the brow of Sir Walter, as he
has deserted the fountains of Helicon
from the period the garden of romance
and enchantment was thrown open to
the public. Another circumstance which
is strongly in faver of Walter Scott’
claims to the authorship of these novels,
is that Mr. Jeffray, the celebrated Editor
of the Edinburg Review, in an address
delivered at some literary assembly, pro-
bably as Lord Rector of the University
of Dublin, in the most animated and
eloquént strain of enthusiasm and heart-
felt friendship, describes him as posses-
sing all those talents, imagination, feel-
ing, research in Scottish history, anti-
quities, manners,&c. which are required
to produce such works. This last cir-
cumstance we deem almost c.nclusive.
That the same energy of genius pervades
the Waverly volumes, and that the same
equality of merit is due to each novel,
cannot be admitted. They have declin-
ed from the force and fire of genius,
which blazed so splendidly in Waverly,
Guy Mannering, the Antiquary, lvanhoe
and others, until they sunk almost to
mediocrity in “t. Ronan’s well.  The
writer seems, like the bird of Jove, sail-
ing majestically in highest air, and gaz-
ing on the sun, to have gradually, from
his towering height, descended to the
horizon, when by the renewed vigour of
his pinions, he again soars aloft, whe-
ther to pass off and be seen no more,time
The first novels
were written under the inspiration of
genius aspiring to the highest pinnacle
of fame; that enviable height being at-
tained, he descends to wix with vulgar
mortals, and umder the nspiration of the
same genius, he grovels for the number
of guineas he can grasp. Such 1s the
pure influence of virtuous ambition, and

| such the withering effects of a mean and
sordid desire to 2 ccumulate wealth,

Where can be found in the novels
last published, since the Tales of My
Landlord, such scenes so powerfully de-
scribed as in Waverly,Bertram’s visit to
Donald Bien, er the delineation of Flora
M+Ivor. The single description of the
storm, the tuneral in the Antiguary—of
the Tournamwent and attack upon Front

de Beeuf’s castle, and the delineation of
the fair Rebecca in Ivanhoe, and a score
of others which could be taken at ran-
dom, would alone establish the reputa-
tion of any writer,

RepGcaustiEs of which we mean more
particularly to speak, is much superior
to the novel which preceded it, in plot,
character, incident, interest and descrip-
The nacrative although defective

s more animated, the characters more
farcibly delineated, both as to distinct-
ness and vividness of coloring, and the

interest upon the whole does not flag,

but is kept up througheut. It opens with
a series of letters, which abruptly ter-
minate in a journal kept by the hero
whil-t under duress, and concludes with
a narrative, which destroys that unity
and illusion which is the charm of ro-
mance and novel writing—still the epis-
tolary correspoadence is engaging, ex-
hibiting and sustaining throughout the
characters of the persons. Ihere are
noscenes which are as powerfully drawn
as many in the earlier novels; there are
not s0 many strokes of humour to enli-
ven us, and no traits of feeling to make
us melt—atill from the beginning to the
end a mild degree of interest is excited,
which never subsides; we never feel
dull, nor are we thrilled with rapture,
or elevated with surprise—in short, as
Dr. Johnson said, “there is nothing vast-
ly grand or elegantly little.” We take
up Redgauntlet, as we would converse
with an elegant & well informed woman,
for whom we feel no other sentiment
than respect, we feel pleasure whilst in
her company, yet feel no regret to quit
her. Sowe lay down Redgauntlet, a-

; the | mused, but not with that restless state
reader. 'The force of description which

eminently characterises these works,
operates as a charm; we rush on animat-
ed by the enthusiasm of the writer, nor
is the spell dissolved, the instant we lay
down the velume. Such is the power of
Geniuse Few authors ancient or mo-
possess it in the degree we have
deseribed, Goethe, a German writer of

of feeling which is produced by sowe
of the earlier of the Waverly novels—
the feelings are like the shrouds of a ship
after a storm, from excessive excitement.

Darsie Latimer, the hero, is a youth
of heroic character, of great ardour of
feeling, geoerous, disinterested, of the
most chivairous and romantic courage,
He is the only son of the elder branch

‘of the house of Redgauntiet, who fell

fighting in the cause of the Pretender.—
His mother, who was an English lady,
oppressed with erief at the sad catas-
trophe which be ¢l her much loved lord,
retired to England with her son and
daughter. ‘Yhe brother of her deceased
husband, whilst in this lonely and de-
fen celess situation, seized clandestinely
upon her children whilst at play, by right
of guardianship bestowed by their lather,

but the son, Darsie Latimer, was rescu- |,

ed from the grasp of his uncle. His
mother,apprebensive the uncle of Darsie,
would renew his attempts upon lus pers
son,.8ent him by a confidential agent,

own uncle, (both being unknown to each
other;) he passes the night with his un-
cle, Herries of Birrenswork or Red
gauntlet, whese form, countenance and
demeanor,are delineated with great force,
and that tact so characteristic of the
author. He starts next day to the inn,
he had made his abode, but on his way
becomes acquainted with Mr. Geddes, a
quaker, the simplicity, honesty, sobrie-
ty, and all the tranquil’ virtues of his
sect, as exemplified in him, are fairly
and impartially set forth. Iu the mean
time, Alan Fairford, the son of the old
lawyer, with whom Darsie had formed a
most enthusiastic attachment, which
would have done honor to Pylades and
Orestes, i8 prosecuting his studies at
Edinburg, receives a visit from a myste-
rious lady under the name of Green
Mantle, whom he receives as his first,
and certainly fairest client. The inter-
view between Alan and his supposed
client, 18 amusing enough, but the only
business of the mvsterious Green Man-
tle, was to let Mc. Fairford know, as
friend of Darsie Latimer, . .that Darsie
was in very great danger, unless he in-
stantly relinquished his trouting sport,
and travelled farther North. Darsie still
in thoughtless frivolity, and in the hey
day, and with the courage of youth, de-
spise.. the warnings sent him by his
a friend Aian,but continues trouting and
visiting his quaker friend, who was on
bad terms with his haughty neighbour,
who saved Darsie from drowning, till
one night he went toa Scotch merry
making of the lowest order, disguised as
a fiddler,~Here, who should he meet
but Green Mantle, who lived with the
mysterious neighbour of his friend the
Quaker, and who to tell the truth, was

no other than his ewn sister, who had

been carried off as already related. She

appeared not as ope ot the company, but |

as a being of a superior order. Darsie
Latimer, was one of these yoaths who
fall in love with almost any pretty girl,
whom his warm imagination and sensi-
bi'ity of feeling instantly invest with all
the attributes of an angel. His sister or
Green Mantie, to whom he was known,
in consequence of having left his papers
accidentally at their uncle’s, the night
he staid there, manifested unusual and
solemn interest 1n his destiny, and ear-
nestly advised him to leave the neigh-

bourhood—such kind and friendly. ad-
monitions completed the conguest of

Davsie. In a few days after, he accom-
fan’iei his Quaker friend to the Solway,
ate at night, to protect his fishing nets,
threatened with destruction by a party
of fishermen, who hated the Quaker, as
they considered all nets as unlawful.—
Here he was struck down, tied and re-
mained senseless for some days, when
he awoke, he was in the custody of Cris

tal Nixon, who s a domestic of his uncle,
and described as a villan, bereft ol eve-

ry thing human but tue form, and capa-
bie of undertaking and executing the
most sanguinary enterprizes. He was
at last lodged in a castle in the custod
of his uncle, who claimeéd to exert suc

authority over his person as his ward.

Herries of Birrenswork, or Redgaunt-
let, who thus treated Darsie Latin_ler,
his nephew, with such seeming severity,
had entered into a conspiracy with a
few nobles, as fearless and reckless of
consequences as himsell. He possessed

the same undaunted courage, heroic

spirit of daring adventure and hatred of
the house of Hanover, which marked his
race, and distinguished the adherents of
His . nephew was
the head of the house of Redgauntlet,
and to possess his person and bring him
to co-operate in his plans, he thoughta
necessary step towards the success ol

the house of Stuart,

the enterprize he had undertaken.
In the mean time, Alan Fairford.heaf-
ing the misfortunes and captivity ol his

friend, in the very middle of a cause he
i \ild it was his debut,)
threw

down his brief, rushed out of court, te
the astonishment of court, bar, audience,
and utter discomfiture of old Fairford,
on his way to the
‘This scene is ad-
dis-
interested and heroic frieﬂdslup_uf the
young lawyer in_the highest rtelief and
After a varie-
ty of adventures, in which danger and

disease almost defeat the object of his
journey—he arrives at a place

was pleading, _
with the most splendid svccess,

and in an hour was
South of Seotland. 8
mirably sketched, and exhibits_the

most briiliant celouring.

riendly J

which was considered almost sacred
the residence of

Here he
who by the
the majes-
ty of his countenance, commanded invol-
untary respect, ath wa_s no : other than
dlsgmsw:,(.l Itt:r W I'iom tl‘:]e

' ien on foot had been formed.
conspiracy the o Ilim . dq.li-
beration, agrees to write to Redgaunt-
let, over’v:l%um and -his party he had the
most unlimited control, to release Dar-
sie Latimer, and was about to ratify the
compact with Alan, that he should ne-
ver discover the place of his retreat or
the ladies of the place, when they were
interrupted by the mtrusion of a lady,
who is not wentioned alteswards, but
fiom the sequel, we are led t@ suspect she

from intrusion, being
two or three ;nthuated nuns.

finds Father Buonaventure,
diguity of his demeanor and

the Pretender 10

Father Buonaventure,
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thuret, (nuos,) but 2 woman in the prime
of life and full blown expansion of fe-
male beauty, tall, fair, and commanding
in her aspect—her locks of paly gold,
were taught to fall over a brow which,
with the statelg %lance of the large,open,
blue eyes, might have become Juno her-
self; her neck and bosom were admira-
bly formed, and of a dazzling whiteness.
She was rather inclined to en bon point,
but not more than became her age, of
apparently thirty years. Her step was
that of a queen, but it was of Queen
Vashti, not Queen Esther, the bold and
commanding, not the retiring beauty.”
RepcauntrLer, had ere this, left the
castle, carrying with him “Green Man-
tle and Darsie Latimer, disguised in the
habiliments of a female After several
manceuveres,the conspirators meet with
the Pretender, where all is discord and
confusion. ‘The king’s troops  sarprize
them. The conspirators are pardoned
and depart for the continent. Cristal
Nixon, Darsie’s jailor, i8 Killed by the

captaio of a smuggling vessel—Daisie
Latimer obtains his liberty, 1is restored

to his fortune, family and hereditary
honours, and what is best of all, the ge-
nerous Adan Fairford is rewarded for the
constancy and ‘heroic fidelity of his
friendship for Darsie, now Sir Arthur
Darsie lqedgauntlet, with the hand eof
his sister, Green Mantle, or Miss Lilias
Redgauutlet.

And exclaims the fair reader, is not
Darsie married or te be married to some
high born dame, brilliant with beauty,
wit,and every feminine grace & accom-
plishment? No ladies, aud we are dis-
appuinted too, a hero in novel or ro-
mance, not to be married, 19 .hke a
tragedy without stabbing or kiiling of
some kind or other.

It has been stated before, that Darsie
Latimer, had become violently enamour-
ed of his sister, in the ckaractee of
Green Mantle; before the denouncement
of the plot, Darsie Latimer is intro-
duced to her by hi: uncle, which pro-
duced the following amusing scene,
which for our fair readers, we shall
transcribe, as to them alone we dedi-
cate our lucubrations. Redgauntlet pre-
scnted her to Darsie, with these words:
“[tis time you two should know each

other better. 1 promised you my confi-
dence Darsie, and the time is come for

reposing it. But first, we will have our
breakfast, and then when ence more on
our journey, 1 will tell you that which 1s
necessary, that you should know. Sa-
lute Lilias Darsie.” ‘The command was
sudden and surprised Latimer, whose
confusion was increased by the perfect
ease and frankness, with which Lilias
offered at once her cheek and her hand,
and pressing his, and rather took it than
gave her own, said very frankly, “Dear-
est Darsie, how rejoiced that uncle has
at last permitted us to become acquaiot-
od??? Darsie’s head turned round! and
it was perhaps well that Redgauntlet

called on him to set down, as even that '

movement served to hide his confusion.
Lhere is an old song which says—

—— —— “When ladies are willing,
A man can but look like a fool.”

A good representation, and Darsie

Latimer’s looks at this unexpected frank-

ness of reception, would have formed an
admirable vignette for illustrating the
passage * Dearest Darsie, fmd such a
ready, nay, eager salute of lip and hand:
It was all very gracious no dtrubt—gnd
ought to have been received with _muc’h
gratitude; but constituted as our friend’s
temper was, nothhing could be more in-
congistent with his : _
a llllermit had proposed to him to club fu(;'
a pot of beer, the iilusion of his reveren

A have been dispelled
ke o m’:han the divine quali-
ties of Green Mantle, faded upon the il!-
imagined, frank heartedness of poor Li-
lias. Vexed with her forwardness, and
affronted at having once more cheated
himself, Darsie could hardly help mut-
tering to himself, two lines of the song

we have already quoted?

“The fruit that must fall without shaking
Is rather too mellow for me.”

And yet it was pity of ber too—she
was a very pretty young woman—Dhis
fancy had ‘scarce overrated her in that
respect—and the slight derangement ol
the beautiful brown locks which escaped
in natural ringlets from under her rid-
ing habit, with the bloam which exercise
had brought into her cheek, made her
even more than usually fascinating.

Having breakfasted, Redgauntlet dash-

ed on before, aud ordered that Darsie, |.

and Lilias, should follow at a slow pace,
under the conduct of Cristal N'xon.—

Darsie has not yet discovered his mis-
| Itake, and the scene fruceedl.

“The commands of Cristal Nixon, i
‘the mean while, put all the remainder
of the party in motion, but the Laird
himself was long out of sight ere they
were in readiness to reassume their jour-
nev. When at length they set oul,
Darsie waﬁi‘uommﬁﬁted with a horse
and side saddle, instead of being ob-
liged to resume his place beht_nd the de-
tectable Nixon, He was obliged how-
ever, to retain his riding skirt, and to

re-assume his masque. Yet, notwith-

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc6044_1_61-0102.jpg

ardént and tender passions he felt onlf

tone of feeling. - 1f

no such place as dewnright Dunstablé

expegted. ,

It was in vain that, in order to avail
himself of a situation so favourable for §
indulging his romantic disposition, he !
endeavoured to coax back, if [ may ¢}
express myself, that delightful dream 0

such a confusion of ideas, at the differ* s
ence between the being he had imagn*
ed, and her with whom he was now 1§

contact, that it seemed to him like the€§

] .

eﬂ'Fct of witchcraft. What most suf*
prised him was, that this sudden flamé
should have died away so mPitH y, nots
withstanding that the maiden’s personl!-
beauty was even greater than he had és
pected—her demeanour, unless it shoul®:
be deemed overkind towards himseltf, 3
gracetul and becoming as he could hav@¥
tancied It, even in his gayest dreams~
It were judging hardly of him, to sup*i
pose that the mere belief that he had ated
tracted her affections mo. e easily thal
he expected, was the cause of his ut®
gratefully undervalueing a prize to0"
Lightly won, or that his transtent pnssi.' {
played around his heart with the flitting}
ra(_llance of a wintery beam flashing J
g?amst an icicle, which may brighte?l i
or a moment, bat cannot melt it, Ne#t:
ther of these was precisely the castt
though such fickleness of dispositioh
might have some influence in the chang®
The trath is perhaps, that the lover®s
pleasure, like that of the hunter,is in th®
chase, and that the brightest beautf
loses half its merit, as the fairost flower
its. perfume, when the willing hand caf
reach it too easily. There must be doull”
~~there must be danger—there must ™
difficulty--and if as the poet says, 4
course of ardent affection never does i
smooth, it is perhans because, withol*s
some intervening obstacle, that which§®
called the romantic passion of love,
1ts highest poetical character and colou® g
ing, can hardly have an existence, aif}
more than there can bea current 'iﬂ
river, without the stream being narro¥®
ed by steep banks or checked bby oppt¥
ing rocks.
Let not those, however, who enter 1
to an union for life, without those em®
barrassments which delight a Darsie M
timer, or a Lyd:a Languish, and whi*®
are perhaps necessary to excite an €%
thusiastic passion tn breasts more #E-
than theirs, augur worse of their fult#

happingss, becauge their own alliané® ¥
forme . na

under calmer ay 1 ‘!l
esteem, an Intimate knmﬁge of e }

others character seen, as iff thczeir_(:”6 ,3
undisguised by the mist of too pari_l’!,“'
passion, a suitable proportion of thIQ'.
as to rank and for tune, in taste and pu®
suits, are more frequently found in %
marriage of reason, than in an union ®
romantic attachment.”” ."

We cordially concar in this last sent®:
ment, and would recommend it to 8%
the beaux and belles of our acquaint®
ance, engaged in the delights ‘of court®
ship, but alas we know none; “the 885
of chivalry is gone;” but to Darsie an®
Lilias. 37 .

“Uncertain in what manner to a%
dress her, whom he had been lately ¥

by a téte-a-téte, to which his own tim#!
mexperience gave some awkwardnes®

ﬂw part -
undr "jtyndo. before Darsie assum®®

- _Cﬂlllpatlil}n'. Senﬁm'e, however, 1
the impropriety of his silence, he tuinet

anxious to meet with, and embarrasﬁ

‘had proceeded mnore than

to speak to her! and observine that, alt
though she wore her mask,gthe;t'w

something like disappointment and d
jection In her manner, he was moved b '
se:f-reproach for his own coldness, and}
bastened to address her in the kindest
tone he could agsyme——
. “You must think me cruelly deficiet
in gratitude, Miss Lilias, that I hav®
been thus l{mg in your company withot*
thanking you for the interest which yot
have deigned to take in my “unfortunat®
affairs.” 1

“l am glad you have at length SP";’
en” she said, “though I own it is m
coldly than I expected. Deign to také

Interest!=——In whom dear Darsie, t:,atll _
take interest, but 1n your and why dot

you put this barrier ol: ceremony b_etwiﬁ'-
us, whom adverse Circumstances ha¥

already separated for so long a time?” ¢
Darsie was again confeunded at the:

extra candour, if we may use the ter‘;
of this frank avowal. One must lo¥®

partridge very Well, thought he, if thef

-

can accept it when thrown in their fac®

—if this ia bot plain speaking, there ¥

in being. |

and hinself of a nature fancifull y,almq‘_‘- '_
fastidiously delicate, he eouid only i®

reply,stammer forth an acknm\rlef.lhgrrwi‘ﬂ;f -
of lits companion’s goodness and his ow? |

%ratitude. She answered in a tone, part”
y.sorrowful and Fartlv impatient, €’
peating with displeased emphasis, the
only distinet words he had been able o
bring forth. :
Darsie! should these be phrases betwee?
you and me——Alas ! I am sure yoo aré

displeased with me, though 1 cgﬂﬂ"‘ .

even guess on what account.” I
“«Dear Lady ;* said Darsie, l’ﬂ"
lying his recollection and suspic ys

b

~ Bwbarrassed with these reﬂection‘ |

ithodnegs—-graﬁtul]e"'-o |

ad ever lived since mother Lve eat th
PIppin without paring. But as he wa
sl on middle earth, and free to ava
] 'mself of a little polite deceit, he bar
3; ;a:“'tﬂl‘td. that he believed he bad Lt:

'or ot speaking to Lhn | niece of
Redgauntll::t. . ™=

“Surely” ghe replied, “but were it n
A4S easy for you to have said to your ow
only sigtep o

| rsie started in his saddle, as if |
" {;L‘El?td a pistol shot.

:sj\ J Sister ! he exclaimed
R 0d you did not kuow it then

aid she, thought your reception
me wa g « A P

A s cold and mdlgerent."

1 Kind and cordial embrace to
place between the relatives, &c. &c.
& re are some subordinate char;

‘TS We have not noticed, particula
Poor Peter Peebles, who is entitled
more respect, for he raises our mirth,
:li:.cltes our sympathy, as the victim o

Irty years law suit in the Scott
courts—However, things are orde
&E:xlxlyh?e, this is':ide of the wal

ve we have upright, experienced j
.ges?m*ﬂ'}mfrﬁrdm’m&r hte'!:
prolouna, liberal, generous, kind he:
ed,anid honest aryerso—1] the wh
we consider this novel interesting
our fair readers, this critical coup @’ |
(and a newspaper criticism can be
more) will be of little use, as the
Tumes have been so rapidly passed fi
one fair hand to another, that they
better acquainted with Redgauntiet ¢
we are; and as we have been compe
to write from memeory, after a very
ty perusal, we most earnestly depre
their criticisms upon our critique.

Cambridge, Sept. 11, 1824.

——— &

Messrs. Editors,

As your columns have been
to communications 1 favor of Craw

and Jackson, I request you to pu

the fnllowiqg article, which appear
the National Intelligencer of the 2

August, 1823, [t is a statemer
General W asuincron’s opinion of

Quincy Adams, drawn up by Wi
"‘Thornton, a most respectable .citiz
Washington. I shall,before the ele
furnish you with communications

~ bifing the claims and pretentio

M:.A_ﬁda._!gs in a qust point of vie
the people of Dorchester.” T say :
View, founded on proof and not or
assertion and vitﬂent denunciation
would disgrace the cause of Adam

GENERAL WASHINGTOM
“Under the title of revolutionary
dotes, in your paper of yesterday,
with pleasure, and with sympatheti
ings, the farewell scene, when the

eral parted with the officers whom |

80 long commanded, and with wh
had been so honorably engaged
Revolutionary strugele. Itissoe
like the conduct of that ipfqtlmabli
acter, that 1 doubt not its perfect
" He was a man of great sensibility,
ble, kind, benevolent. Bat there
much native dignity in his depor
that no man could approach him v
being impressed with a sensation |
accosted a superior being: yel the
a small mixture of timidity in his
al demeanor, lest, he might com

error, and this modesty was excee
Eepossessing. It gave a mildne:
kindness to his maoner, and when,
ing much with him, the sensation
abated, it was converted into a w.
tar.hme_nt‘to a person in whom wa
every amiabie quality; for he was
erous, kind-hearted and most
friend; as capable of giving atten
of expecting them, never failing t
rocate a Kindness.

[have lived for weeks togetkh
the General at different times,
many years, and the more I have
of him the more sincerely I regar
When he died he was the best |
bad on earth; and his loss I shal
cease toregret. [t was to me irre
~ In the aneedotes above allude
Genera_l 13 represented as so
e “ﬁﬁer{ that he was scarcelye:
‘Sei ﬂ'dlmwe seen him enjt

il boalel augh ag heartily as m
ol clevated character. He was oce

hy; (i;rave when other men laughe

much to think of which req

I
tention. His corres
tensive, that he ‘"al.p::ﬁfg:le l\;:

cupied; and he never Je

whpat the day re uire‘dft laret:‘:
tual, and in all things repuiate
most perfect order, and tE:'Il‘tr
priety. But he was of s0 amia]
position that he never failed t
a!easu rewhere he found a desire
hough he enjoyed a refined an
ed wit, it was not requisite to g
he enjoyed a happy sally—ev
has made the General laugh in
and 1 have heard him make obs
with a good deal of quaintness.
hess, suppressing a smile, and le

tompany in full enjoyment of
¢ was a man of genius, and w
utiful little pieces of poetry
Sove all, be was a man of pi




