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REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

pory GRANGE. By William Howitt, T.
'rl'utcrﬂon & Brothers, No. 308 Chesnut

ptroct. i

sWoodburn Grange™ fs a novel of decided
originality, and written with foree and elogance,
o tale of English country life, partly de-
periptive of seenery, but principally pleasing
pecause of ite vivid delinentions of charavter,
Opening with a picture of the last of along
Yoo of baronats, it presents with vivid con-
trast the opposite of aristoeratic imbecility, and
& poor man, the dexcondant of a race of beggars,
pelf-made, and rising in the world's esteam,
The character of Sir Roger de "Rockville is a
enpital one, It is Fkilr“”_\f coneeivad, and is
i1 no respeot unnatural:—

1o sueh & oconditlon swad now reduced the
jJast of the lovg lino of Roclkville, The splrit
of a_ policeman bhod taken possosslon of him;
he had keepers and watchmen out on al
aldes, bubt thakb did not satisfy him, He wias

rpetunlly haunted with the ides that
ponohers werg after nis game, thnl Ltrespassers
were in his woods. His whole life was now
gpent in strolling to and fro in his flelds and
pl!nnmurms. and In prowling along hls river-
mide. He looked under bedgoes, and watched

for long hours under forest trees, If any one
had a curiosity to see Bir Hoger, they bad only
1o enter his flolds by the wood-alde, and wander
 fow yards from the path, and ho was almost
sure to spring out over the hedge, and in hur-
rled :\m]l angry, almost ummm't.-rln tones,
domand their nameand address, The descond-
ant of tho obivalrous and steel-clad De Rook-
wille wak sunk into n restiess spy ol his own
ample property, There was but ona Idea In bis
mind—enoronchment, It was deostitute of all
other furniture but the musty technlcalities of
warrants and commitments, There was a
stonithy and skulking manner In everything
he did, He went to church on Bunday, but it
wae no lopger by the grand iron gate opposite
10 his bouse—that stood gcnernlii with & Inrge
splder’s web woven over tha lock, and several
others in the corners of the fine iron tracery
bearing evidence of tha Jong period sines it le‘i
been opened. How different to the time when
gir Roger and Lady Hockville had bad these
gates thrown wide on Sunday morning, and
with all their traipn of household servants at
thelp back, with true antigque dignity, marohed,
with much proud humility, into the house of
God ! Now Bir Roger—tihesolitary, suspiclons,
undignified Sir Roger, the keeper and police-
man of his own property—slole In at a lttle
side-gute from his tsmhlm: t, and back the sgame
way, wondering all the time whether thera was
nol somebody in his pheasant preserves, or
Sunday trepassers in his grove,
» If you entered his lbouse, it gave you as
oheoriess a feeling ns its owner. There was n
conkervatory, so splendid with rieh plants and
flowers in his mother's time, now o dosty re-
oepiacle of hampers, broken hand-giasses, and
gorden tools. These tools could never be used,
Jor the gardens had grown wild, Tall grass
grew in the walks, and the huge unpruned
shrubs disputed the passago with you, In the
wood wbove the gurdely, reached by seyeral
Nights of flne, BUL new moss-grown steps, there
stood a4 pavilion, once clearly very beéautiful,
It was now damp and ruinons— is walls
coverad with ﬁrvruncsn and crawling insects,
It was & greay lurking place of Sir Roger, when
on the wateh for poachers,

The llne of the Rockvilles was evidently
ranning fast out, Ithad renched the extremity
of imbeellity and contempt—1t must soon reach
ils close,

Sir Roger used to make his regular annual
¥isitto town; but of late, when there, he had
wandered restlessly about the strests, peeping
into the shop-windows; and If it rmned, he
would stand under an eniry for hours, walling
till it was gone over, rather than take a cab or
omnibus, The hablt of lurking and peering
aboul was become tixed, and bhis feet bore him
instinctively into those narrow and erowded
alleys where swarm the pouchers of the elty—
ihe trespassers and anglers o the game pre-
sorves and streams of humanity, He had lost
all pleasure in his club; the most exciting
themes of political life retaived no plgaancy
for him, His old friends censed te flnd any
pleasure in him, IHe was becoming the driest
of all dry wells, Poachers and anglers, and
Methodists haunted the wrelched purlicus of
his fast fading-out mind, and he resoived to go
10 town no mose, His whole nature wns ten-
tred In his woods, He was forever on Lhe wateh;
and when at Rockville again, if he heard a door
olap when in bed, he thought It a gun in nis
woods: and was up and out with his lkeepers,

Of what valoe was that magnificent estate to
bim ? these superb woods; those finely Imngmt:
olifts; that clear and riant river, curviog, travel-
ling on, and taking & noble sweep below his
window; that glorious expunse of most yerdnnl
mendows, stretehing alinost to Un.uuubumug!l:,
and enlivened by nnmerons herds of the most
beantiful cattle; those old farms and shady lauqu
overhung with hazel and wild rose; the P!Lw:-
ing brook, and the songs of woodland birds—
what were they to that old man, that vietim to
the delusive doctrine of blood, of the mau-trap,
of an hereditary name?

The opposite, in every respect, to this type of
fossilized aristocracy appears Bimon Degge—a
plebeian, a reformer, a liberal, an English Radi-
eal. His character, well painted, is one of
storling integrity, of undying energy; in every
yespect what we of America would call a rising
man. Continually Interfering in behalf of the
people, he rises to a high place in the popular
yegard, and the war between him and Sir
Roger is a good illustration of liow such a con-
4est is carried on,  The following extract shows
& passage of arms, and the result :—

A laborer and lils son, & boy aboutl ten years
of age, was retwrning from the flalds towards
Hillmartin village, and were following the
footpath through u ocopse, when the lad saw a
thrush's nest on one of the lowest boughs of a
spruce-fir, temptingly nesitled close to Lthie stem,
not moro f.tmnayml from the ground., Away
he ran towards it, bls father stopping for him
on gu pathi. Arrived near the tree, e laa ns
he ran struck his foot ndgnlmn. something ‘and
Tell, but jumplug up, sald:—

“Oh father, here is o %reut chain!"

He was stooping to It it up, when the father
oried out;— .

“[Let it alone! lot 1t alone! 1t 18 & man-trap!

The boy stood terrified atl the dreaded nnme
of a man-trap. The father advanced carefully,

king the ground, which was covered with

d ledaves, with along pole which he pleked

up. When he came Lo the spot where the boy
stood, he saw part of & strong chain lald bare,
and, lifting 1t up, discovered close to his feet »
stout iron pin, which was driven into the
und, and thus confined the chain, Telling

e boy not to move, he graduslly lfted the
ghalin till he felt jt again fast.

Puare,” bhe sald, “it's the trap.”

He looked round, and discovering a large
stone, he fetched 1t, and discharged it into the

lace where he supposed she centre of the Ltrap

ybe, Atonece with & horrid nnnpl a}uéhnlmu,
of the huge Lrap Sprang out o 0 oon-
“@M&zﬁdvm anu‘uluat\ud together with o dire-
ful shook., Father and son stood rooted fast
with terror. There was revealed the me iron
engine in & half elrele of at least half a yard
k gh. with it hideous iron teeth closed, and
nning terribly. ==
gr"'l‘hertfl" l-llitlyth(! father—"take care, Tom,
how you go ahnrd-nuliuf into woods. If this
nad caugﬁt you 1t would have snapped you in
the very middie of your body, and these devil's
teeth would have almost toel in your flesh,
Nobody but the wretch of & koeper as sel it
conld have got you out and if you had ben by
ersen you mud ba' died afore snybody had

n yer,"

'I‘h{ man, immadistely on reaching the wil.

lage, asked to ses Mr, Degg

account with greal indignation,

another strong man with him, 1o
laoe 1o seo this truly “infernal machine,

anr.l it within

through the gopse, and onarmlng his astonish-
ont and abhorrence of an sol, U

was IonsLIORs, ie ordered the men

ukalglu d o8 l?nt:: the village. There
W Y TR
it R
Dlscs I WhUeS et tmé::lm Sir
Roger b Liis , Bueh were

e, who heard the
and tukiog
woent to the
He
five yaras of the foolpath

en beconw As

&th‘»utlu

preserves half acentury ago or more,
WMvu the lesser brap s yel pet

for less animaly now,

Hxtoh In the wonderful
effect of custom, and

of melfish intorests, thal

these dire engloes of ademonise omzlu eonld

ted liere and there in Whw i
Pl Whtal smight catoh and HOWE I thett
hideous fangs human oreatures, and i them

xpresslble tortures for mnﬂuv
mmﬁlzmr more: sll the time the gontlemaen
thq Indies on those estaten wors sleoping some.
fortably in thelr beds, Sush wrrl'duao ree of
thess AN that they n with
nn iron mnul} to opon them by & mechaninm
nohed for the purpose,
“'}";ﬁ,m b.rbum?u mchlnel had now _been
mnade illegnl by act of Parliament, yet Sir Roger
and ophers continned to use them, a8 I know,
for 1 myself had long after this period a narrow
esenpe, whon botanizing, of being caught ln one
in the woods of Btrelly, uenr Nottingham; and
thnt whthin o few yards of a foot road!
There was o groat ranning from all parts of
the village to see this monument of the tendsr
meroles of 81y Roger Rockvilie, and many weroe
the lnverted blessings showered on his head,
Yery soon, however, the koe eame in hot
haste 1o reclalin his trap, and Mr. Dogge imme-
diately apprebonded hin by warrant, and com-
mitted him to the House of Cortection and hard
labor for six months,

While the =ocial distinetions as they appear
‘in Great Britain are well developed in the
work, yet, wherever the necessity exists, the
author shows himself fully capable of vivid
writing. MHis deseription of a runaway horse
is well worthy of reprimt:—

AL this moment Letty founnd it rather hard
work to hold her in, She had a short, danolng,
fmpatient action, and seemed to long to be oll
nt asmart rate, Allat once thers wis o blow
on the bigh hawthorne hedge on the left hand
of the rond, and off went she mare, She took
the bit between her teeth, stretched out her
neck as stralght as a dart, inld back her ears,
and away ! George and Mr, Degee endeavored
Lo spring on befors ber, and seixe her by tho
bridle-rein, but whis oniy sot bher off more im-
Iwmmmlr than before, In vain Letty pulled
1er In with all her power, and endensvored to
luck, by a sndden Jerle, the bit out of her
pelh, She held itas fast as If inw vice, and
went ofl, spite of ber efforts, at o furlous rate.
George and Mr. Degge were in the ualmost
alarm. Any attempt lo pursus her only made
the frantie animal dash on more madaly, One
thing uppearad In Letly's favor; there wns a
lonJ;, ascending, though not very steep hill,
and her friepds trusted that the mpre would
wind herself before she got to the top, and so
allow herself 1o be pulled in, George, without
daring to gallop after her at full speed, yet
kept on at a fmart pace, unlun,i; the grassy
borders of the road, 50 as not to let the fiying
animal hear him more than he ecould help.
Mr, Degge, who stopped for a moment to look
over o gate into Lthe fleld, 1o see whence the
alnrim had come, was now unlloplnf rapldly
after, Letty kept her seat ke aeapitnl horse-
womnan 08 she was; and George felt confident
that, unless something caused the mare to start
aslde or to fall, ghe would go on safely home
with ber. But there might be ﬁeupla coming
who might attempt to stop the mare, and
canse her to swerve suddenly aslde, or she
might dash suddenly ngainst one of the two
turnpike gates, nnd kill both herself and ridor,
The gpeed pt which she flew on was frightful,
God's providenve could alone prevent some
fntal disaster. Inone place there wasa broken
gpot in the middle of the road, over which she
sprang with o tréemendous leap; but Letty sat

securely, and away ! away ! they went lke
the wind, the two gentlemen in breathless
terror following as near as they dare approach.
Anon, the tlying manine sleed caome to n
stesp and considerable descent, “If TLetty
lkegps her sent there,'” sald or rather thought
George, "It will all be well,” He gazed with
fixed eyesand suspended breath ss he himself
sped along, expecting to see his sister lose, in
that rapid, shaking descent, her equilibrium,
and perhaps fly over the horse’s head: but no,
unmoved, undaunted, as it would a.prusr by
her steady flgure and altitnde, on she flew

8 oloud of dust coming driving thickly behind
er.

Again she dashed up another ascent, and
was now on a long level road—there! one of
the toll-bars, but standing wide (:Fen. Through
dashed the borse and rider. ut rushed a
woman, threw her arms aloit over her head,
and stood, ng the two gentlemen rushed past,
like a pleture of fnunuy and petrified horror,
On, away ! awa the next tol-bar, but this
time the gate shut., George was all horror,
expecting, in ehill desperation, n terrible tra-
edy, On wentthemare, without stop or stay,
asned agalnst the gate, which lew aslide, and
on they went more frightfully than ever,
“God sond,” said George in bhis soul, “that no
wagon may be coming this way—the furious
beast would dash right upon it, ana—"

But now the race was nearly at an end, Four
miles were they distant when the mare started
off, and now they were fiying down the sandy
road nnder the cliff towarda Woodburn Grange,
Af thelr horses made lttle nolse in the deep
sand of the road, George and Mr, Degge spurred
on, and saw, as they turned the bend of the
road, the mare dash right up to the gates of Lthe
slable yard, and stop In an instant, George
expected to sea Letty pitebed right over the
ard gates, which were not higher than the
1orse's khoulder, Bhe was thrown only on Its
neck, and there Iny & moment as ‘If stunned.
By the time George rode up she bad recovered
herself, and had sdu'uug Lo thie ground, where
sbe stood pale, wild, and as In a dream, ueorfe
sprang from his horse, and, eatening her in
his arms, katd:—"Thank God that all is well!

But we cannot continue to show the style of
the work by further extracts. We have tried
to let it speak for itself, To sum up our
judgment, the work is one of the best novels
which have of late fallen under our notice, It
is well conesived and well exeented, It has
the freshness of novelty about it, and the work,
as a whole, will well repay perusal. It Is got
up in the best style of any of Petersons’ pub
lications, and will doubtless have a large sale,

New Asmerica. By Willinm Hepworth Dixon

Meszrs. J. B, Lippincott & Co. announce
that, by special arrangement with the author
they will publish “‘New America’ during the
present month, The following extracts we
quote as ilustrative of its style:— N

RXTRACTS.

“Under these walls of Hichmond the battle of
that principle was falrly fought; with o skill, &
pride, a valor, on either glde, to reécall the
charges nl Naseby and at Marston Moor; bt
the Cavallers went down, and the Middle Ages
then loat their fioal feld.” ., . . .

“Yes; bhere in Riohmond, among these gnl-
lant swordsmen of the Bouth, on whom the way
has fallen with I deadliest welght—men
broken in thelr fortunes, widowed in thelr
affections—may admit, and some procinim, that
they bhave made a surprising change of front
. +» « The victors have sol thelr mark upon
them, so thal they shnll fAll no farther office of
commnnd, Thelr iviends may grieve over this
exclusion ; but the nation has Lo live ; and the
rank and fl Jeof the South will not punish itselr
forever, even for the sake of those who, In their
enthuniasm, may bave misled It into death, In
fuot, the tde has turned; the same sen rolls
and swells ; but the ebb o1 separation has be-
come the tide of Union.” . « . &

“In their passion to be freo they had forgotien
the saving power and virtue whlon belong
order, balance, equipoise of powers. To gain
their darling wish-the right 10 stand alone—
they would have rent soclsty to sureds, and
put the world back in its course a thousand
years, They see thelr error now, and wounld
undo thelr worl; 50 far as such a deed can pver
be undonpe,” . . . .

“1.do not mean tosay that here, In Richmond,
the banuer of Hobert Lee 18 trodden in the
mire—it s nol, nelther should 1t be, sines that
banner gleamed only over men who bhad armed
todefond & cause ln which they found much

lory snd felt no shame, 1 only say thal the

anner of Lee bas been rolled to s staff, and

put away among the things of the past, with
muehl of theehivalrie error, the romantic pas-
slon, of the South lald up and smoothed wmong
its folds,'"” . . . .

“Happlly for the world, they falled and lost;
fulled Ly & law of natnre, lost by an ordinance
of Heaven, Nocalumity in polities could have
equalled the success of n slave empire, fonnded
oun the ruin of 4 strong republic. All free
nations would have felt it, nll honest men
would bhuave suffered from it but even with
thelr mistaken cause, thelrrotrograde poliey,

thelr separutist banner, what a fight they made]
Men who ean perish glorjously for thelr faith—
however falso that falth be—will nlwaye
::iljlm t‘hu T l:;tﬂ:?u.hgl!::l‘ﬁm aftec aln.
ant race. n % weak a
3 Inia, ofmﬁlma'

aud many n man who

have barried to » f 3
zt in their rald and f

ing ey nding rago s eleo-

trﬂ. Yon ums the 'r“" gom:h mkm'i

sword, you 0 d and after Stunrt's

lnmo.'.'{‘nﬂr !l.n WIS NOL more ing than

Sk cteaiote Gael R o A\nbst bae

3 eir LIt

rm honor b{. thelr dnd‘{; heso lords of eyery

n under henvon, striving with hungerand

nmu‘.amn fng down thelr laxurious

lives in diteh and h, All around thead
walle, In Md{ rl.%t. andor forest loaves, and by

lonely nonu, e the bones of young man, of 0

men, who were once the pride, the .Lmn&;h. )

6 thousand happy Angl on homes, Would

'.ﬁ;'.i‘:“" sins conld be covered up with a ltule

“Out on you lovely gl 111, from the
brow of wilcb the mdda?l‘:u 0;:‘::»0: nnd wind-
ing water of boautiful Vlr:ﬂnu glndden the
ey of men for leagues and 1 &8, the plous
orth has gathe into many beds, under
many white &lones, the @shes of her {llnstrions
dend ; of ths who eame down from the farms
in Ohlo, from their mills jn Vermont, from
their schools In Maskachusetts: the théw, the
nerve, the brain of this greal family of free
men; who came down, ainging (helr hymns
and hallelajanhs; %ﬂnu up ease, and peace, an
love, and study, 5av0 their country from
divigion, from eivil war, from politienl death.
Singing thelr hymns, they fainted by the
wayside; shouting thefr ha lelujnhs, they ware
stricken in the trench and in the fleld, Now
Fogland gave its bestand bryyest Lo thau slope,
1 know a street in Boston from every house in
which denth has taken spoil; In tiie houses of
poet nnd teacher I have seen Rachel mourning
with o proud Joy for the sons who Wil never
come back 1o her jagain, These keroes slesp
on the hill-side, In the clty which defled and
slew them; they have entered it as conguerors
at lnst; aud bere they will keep thelr sllent
witeh, the sentinels of a bright and holy
consge. All glory to them, now and for evor-
more!
“Out, too, In yon swamps and wastes, by the
deserled breastwork, by the fallen fort, by
the rank river margin, lle the ashes of a
broken and roined nhosty of yonung men, of
old warrlors, who rpde up from Lhe cotton
Innds of Louisinna, from the country-hounses
of Georgla, from the rice-flelds of Carolina,
to Oght for a cnuse in which they had
learned to feel thelir right; soldicrs as houest, as
brave, and proud as any of thelr stronger and
kecneor foes, Huat the swrong were right, and
the right were strong; and the weaker side went
down i1 toelr Geroe ¢mbrace, They fell to-
gt-:ner; thelr duty done, Wiglp passion goent,
Inny & tender oftice, manP’ & solemi greciing,
passed Detween these falllng brothers, who
spoke the snme tongue, who muttered the same
&sruyar. who owned one country and one God.
‘hey dicd on the samme flield, and wnitened on
the siume earth, BSull, here and thore, some
ploas hand picks up their bones together, just
a5 the warrlors fell in battle, and laying them
slde by slde, leaves the wwo brothers who nnd
come to strife, yictor and vanquished, Unlonist
and seceder, 1o sleep the long sleep lo a com-
mon hed.” + .« .« .
“Yon sunny Richmond slope, on which the
selting sun appears to linger, tpping with plnk
the falr white stones, should be for North and
South nlike n place of rest, n slgn of the New
America; un Imperisbable proofl of thelr recon-
ciliation, no less than everlusting record of Lthelr
strife”

——
Canvary—VineiNta Tra¢enizd, By Laughton
Ogborne.  New York: Huord & Hownghton,
Philadelphia: J, B, Lippincott & Co,

We geriously deprecate the intreduction of
whiit we have always been taught to consider
sacred and holy Into light, or, at least, popular

literature.  For that veason we condemued the

“Pillar of Fire,” and other novels, which,
while well intended, seems to us only calou-
lated to lessen the awe inspired by Deity, with-
out adding to the attractions of religions sul-
jeets, The narration of Revelation, without
any of the amplifications of modern invention,
stuuds forth grandly simple; and all attempts
at famdlinrity, instead of making it more at-
tractive, presents a picture like a grand
Gothic temple marved by the light architecture
of lonja. “Calvary,” the tragedy before us,
ig 2uch an attempt at ornamentation, We do
not accuse fts author of irreverence: we would
not pretend to judge of his motive, He may
have written it for a sincerely good purpose.
But he has failed in his attempt. No one will
turn to rveligious topics because of this work,
His narrative has none of the simplicity and
awfuluese of the Apostolic narrative. And
truly, of all those works which seek to make
the Bible attractive, il may be said, “If they
hear not Moses and the Prophets, neither will
they be enlightened though one rise from the
dead.” The portions of the tragedy which
put words into the mouth of Jesus jar on all
our feelings of reverence, and seem to us not
to exalt the poem, but rather to Ill't_fr:llll’
Christ in the eyes of the world., With prohably
a laudable ambition, Mr. Osborne makes
tho Redeemer say, in conversation with Mary:—
Mary. And canst thou speak with ealn-
ness when my heart
Is aching for thee? Jesus, O my son!
Think on Thy mother, and avold the storm
That now 18 darkening o'er thee, and whose
shndow
Makes my blood curdle with the chill of death,
For my salie, O my darling!
Jexus, Bhall the palm
Say to the fruit umtlenws the nt stem,
Think on thy mother? hen s time 18 come
It drops from over-ripeness, and tho tree
Knows 11;. no more, Deem'st thou the Son
of Man
Can flee the hour appointed from all time?
He who is busy with iy Father's work
Must not be laggara, and not heed the raln,
Norhowling wind, nor thunder,
Mary, Still thou'spealiest
Ag if thou aye werl tolling at the work
Thou dost no more and bast not done for years.
Who is thy father, who thy brethren, son?
Jonus. My Father is the Word that sent me
bither;
My brethren are the ebildren of the Words
Let me be gone; behold, the night ls deepening;
The hour 18 nigh when I must wateh and proy.
Pray thou, wo; for the cup that I shall drink
Will leave its dregs for Lhee,
ﬁary. Give me it all,
Or let me share it with thee,
Jesus, Thou? my cup?
The ringdove pray'd the eagle— Lot me soar
Unto the clonds with thee and share thy nest.
Poor timld wood-bird! yet her tender ayes
Could not endure the sun, nor her soft wings
Sustaln her to his eyrie. What I am
Thou canst not be, U woman, nor canst follow
Whither I go. But wateh thoun here and pray,
Ag 1 8ball do whers I most wateh and wrestle.
And may that bosom where I ones was Iaid,
Quiet and happy, be more calm than mine,

Buch passages as these seem  fnappropriate;
and we prefer gome other topic for tragedy
than 4 delineation of a ﬁ!l'tjl'u{ of which thie
world can form but an imperfect gunesption of
its horror. The deseription of the cloging seena

15 1o us weak., I reads:—

Centur, Look now!
The end approaches, "Iis the dying Lhirst
That tortures,

Nicod, Yetthe lmmortal soul yields !mL:
His head droops lower, Was not that a sight
Mary. Bpeak 0 me opce agaln, Dosttliou
Dot bear me 7
Dost thou yet sufler greatly, O my son?
Nicod, Hehears ler not, He "fu pust human
JSsound,
Sull lower sinks his head,
Jou, Arim. Helifts It now,
Centur; There 5 again the look I told yeol
Jewe, My God, my God! why hast thou for-
#00lk me?

ho{;’&; Hear bim there; he calls upon his

Why comes he not to aid him?
Sube Centurion. Peace, thon Jew!

He bears him in g teac all,
This o release hlm?%u qh ym:om a aoldier

»oar
and plerces the slde of Jesus.)

People. Mark! he upe{lu in.

Jerus, My God, oy Godl ioto thy hands—1

yield—
My spirit, 1t 1s fnlkhed.

cause, these planters of Vi
of Misslsuipp), rode Into battle ag Lhey would

Mary, Jesur! Son!

wisho! them unkn;n.

{herr. fommamn dabing with Lo 100
. ng w ni |

'm;“_a "l ir Dery course, wun'-?m- '

Those portions of the play which do not
{reat direotly of the doings of the SBaviour are
Jésd ohjectignable, and many of them are fing,
The chorus of thaangeals, in the opening pages,
deserves notiee—

The hour of earth s approaching

vsaoleron, predestinate Lime,
'{vhn'm k1o thankions ehsldron of Jneob

a\;nmplou their long record of erime;
hon the Lovd, who from hoaven descandaed
Adam's forfoll of sin to sastime,

His mournful humanity ended,
Shall be laid in »n human tomb,

Would, would we might not hear, not ses
them

That our hearis wars not consclons before
Of those deathi-throes, or comsclence might

oe them, p

TN the nl|¢hl. of this angulsh were o'otr!
T111, the shadows of dealth away driven,
And the pathway of earth no more trod,
The Lord shall aseend his own henven
And st at the right hand of God,

The truth of the matter is, that Mr. Lsughton
has taken a subject 0o grand for mortal deli-
neation, and has, of course, failed. We do
not, however, judge him by thig ome poem,
but shall wait for fartber productions, His
“Virginin® Is not a fair criterion of hig merit,
Hig coming volumes, however, will gpoenk for
themselves.

—— .

Coanues Westey BEex v mie Fixen axp Liess
Fasmiuar  Pomme. New York: Hurd &
Houghton, FPhiludelphia Agents: J, B. Lip-
pineott & Co.

Wesley, a8 a hymnist, is well known 1o all
our readers, yet his ability as a poet is not
limited to that particular department. He has
published, probally, mors than any other
write in verse who has appeared in England,
His lyrics make, whon published in an un-
abridged form, over threa thounsand closely
printed pages. Of all this work, but few of
Lis poems are known in Ameriea, aud these
principally are altered for chureh service.
The little work Lefore us i8 a compilation of
guch as ar¢ the best of the author's writings,
and yet not familiar to our publiec. We con-
fess that many of them are entirely new to s,
awd gre well worthy of a more perimanent
shape than any yet granted them.  To the ad-
mirera of Charles Wesley the work will prove
particularly acceptable. The is ar-
ranged in such order give the
reader some idea of the expressions used by
the author in his way through lifoe. The
opening poems are biographicdl in their natare,
Thug, a¢ he progecds to answer the charge of
treason at Waketield, he writes;—

Jesns, in this hoar be near,

OUn Thy servant’s side appear;
Called Thine honor 1o maintaln,
Help a feeble ohilld of man,

Thou who at Thy creaturs's bar
Didst Thy Delty declare,

Now my mouth and wisdom be,
Witness for Thyself in me,

Gladly before rulers brought,

Free from trouble as from thought,

1ot me Thee In thom revere,

Own Thine awful minister,

On his retarn after acquittal, he expresses
his thankfulnesg ;—

‘Who that trusted in the Lord
Wias ever putb toshinme?

Live, by earth and heaven adored,
Thou all-victorious Lamb |

Thou hast magnified Thy power,

Thou in my defense hast stood,

Koept my soul In danger’s hour,
And armed me with Thy Blood,

SBatan's slaves ngainst me rose,

And sought my 1fe to slay :
Tnou hast bafMed all my foes,

And spolled them of thelr prey,
Thou hast east the accuser down,
Huast maintained Thy servant's right,
Made mine innocency known,

And clear as noon-day light,

Thou, my great redsaming God,
My Josus, still art near;

Kept by Thee, nor secret fraud
Nor open force I fear,

Safe amidst the suares of death,

Guarded by the Kling of kKings,

Glad to llve and die beneath
The shadow of Thy wings.

But not ouly are those which réfer to par-
ticular instances in his life found in the volame,
bat gome of his grandest productions have
The
one’ on the anticipated invasion in 1759 has few
guperiors in force and grandeur :—

Let God, the mighty God,
The Lord of hosls, arise,

With terror clad, with strength endued,
And rent and bowed the skies!
Called down by faithful prayer,
Saviour, appear below,

Thine hand 1ift up, Thine arm make bare,
And quell Thy Chureh's foe,

Our Reruqa in distress,

In danger’s darkest hour,
Appear as in the anclent days

With full radeeml::lg power:

That T'hy redeemed may sing

In glad trinmphant stralne,
The Lord is God, the Lord is King,

The Lord forever relgns!

We with our ears have heard,
Our fatizers us have told
The work that In thelr days appeared,
And in the times of old:
The mighty wonders wrought
By Heaven in thelr defense,
When Jacob's God for Britain fought,
And ehased the Invader hence,

Vainly invinelble,
Their fleets the seas did hide,

And doomed our sires to death and hall,
And Israel’'s God defied ;
But with His wind He blaw,
But with His waves ho rose,

And dashed, and seattered, and o'erthraw,
And swallowed up His foes,

Thou wilt not glve us up
A prey into thelr testh,

Buat blast thelir alm, confound their hope,
Their leagus with hell and death.,
With such deliverance bless
Whom Thou nast chioge for thine,

That we and Europe may confess
The work Is all divine!

The work contains much that is new to the
publie, aud should be nseful to the compiler of
future editions of hymus,

—————

Mg, Cavprg's Convany Lecrvies. By Donglas
Jerrold.  New York: Hurd & Houghton.
Philadelphia Agents: J. B. Lippincott & Co.
A neat edition of these inlmitabla lectures of

Jerrold has just been issued. It is handsomely

illustrated by Keene, and deserves a foremost

place among the comio literature of the day.

Although its contents are probably familiar to

many, yot we cannot but Iay one of these lee-

tures, a8 & specimen, before our readers,  If it

has already met their eye, it will stand a

gecond reading without detriment;—

MB, CAUDLE HAS NOT ACTED “LIKE A HUS
BAND'' AT THE WEDDING-DINNER,

work

an a8 - to

heretofore been nnknown to our readers.

“Ahme! It's nouse wuhln’o—num at all:
but 1 do wish that yesterda urleon years
ecould omae ngnin, did I think, My,

udle, when you brought e nome m
::uml.l'. your lawful vaduSed wife—little, T uny,
did I think that Ishould keep my wedding-
dinner in the mﬁn#: lml;l;;udgge ito-d 1

urtesn years ngo 4 wWin yo
Eﬂu ecoat with bright buttons, and your 'Jmuur
whale tin walsteost, and & moss rose-bud
in youwr ¢, which you sald was ilke

8 hal?  ¥You never lalked ‘such nonsense f
r, Candle, you don't kpnow what zml
ihat day—bui Ido, Yes; mnd you thet

n!
ll!ked
nt
win by

o tubie o if faoe, a8 1 Moy shY,
M, Caile, don't h'ﬁ{h‘.“":w““f E;.'

wl
butter off—pot 1. Ir K qm::n:ﬁ omn, aro
not hnpr,'l.dwn ought 10 be, gracloos Knows |

“Yos, il talk of fourtesn years sgo. Ja!
You sat besldo me then, and ?l od ontall sorts
of nleo tﬂln L) torJne, .# have glven ma
rmrh and alamon llﬂulci? fmml have swnl-
owed ‘em.  Yen, I . ¥You mat beside me, and
~Whnat do you talk about? You couldn'l st be-
sidle me lo-day t Thlt’lnﬂthlﬂ‘ atnll Lo do with
18, Butiv'sso like you, Teap's s bul you
fly off tosomothing else. Ha! and when the
health of the young couplo was drunk, what a
gpeeoh you made then! 1t was delloious] How
{w made everybody ory, as if thelr hearis wero

reaking; and I recollecs it as If It was youtars
day, how e tears ran down dear futhor's nose,
und how dear mother nearly went Into a fit!
Diear sonlal They little thought, with all your
fine talk, bow you'd use mel! How have gvu
wsed me? O My Caudle, how can you ask that
guestion? Iv's well for you I ean't see you
blush., How have you used mol

“Well, that the same tongue could maken
speech ke that, and then talk au it did to-day !

dow did yov talk? Why, shamefully! What
did you say about your wedded happlness?
Wiy, nothing., What did you say about your
wife? Worse than nothing: just us If she weron
barguin you wera sorry for, but were obliged to
muke the best of. hat do you say? And
bad's the beat # 1f you sny that again, Candle,
'} rise from my bed,  You didn’t say 147  What
then, did you say? Something very like i, 1
kunow. Yow, n pretly speech of thauks for o
busband! And everybody conld gee that youo
didn't eare o pio for me; and that's why you had
‘ern hers: Lhal's why you invited 'em, to insult
me Lo thelr faces, had?, 7 made youe invite "emy
O Caudle, what on auruv‘un man you are!

1 suppose you'll sny pext | made you lnvite
Miss FPrettyman? Oh, yes; don’t tell me her
brother brought ber without your knowing i1,
What? Didn't I hear him say sof Of course I
did; but do yon suppose 1'tm gquite a fool? Do
{.uu think I don’t know that that was all seltied

etween you? Andshe must ben nioe person
to come unasked toa woman's house! [ut ]
know why she came, Oh, yes; she enme to look
about her. What do I mean? UOh, the meaning's
inln enopgh, Bhe came 1o s¢ee bow she shoald
ll.lce the roomnsa—Low she should like my seat at
the firg-place; how she—and If b lsn't enongh
to break a mother's heart to be troated sol—
now she should [1ke my dear ¢hilldren,

“Now, il's nouse your bounelng about at—but
of course that's {1; 1 ean't mention Miss Pretiy-
man, but you fling about as if youn were lna fit:
Of course thnt shows there's something in It
Olberwise, why should you disturb yourself?
Do yon think I didn't see her looking at the
eiphers on the spoons a8 If she already saw mine
sgcratched ont apd her's there? No, I sha'nt
drive you mad, Mr, Caudle; nnd if I doit's your
own fault, Noother man would Lreat the wife
of his bosom in—What do you sn{'{' You might
as well have married a hedgehogt ®ll, now it's
come 1o something! But IU's always the case !
Whenever you've seen that Miss Prettyman,
I'my pure 1o be nbused, A hedgehog! A pretiy
thing for a woman to be ¢alled by her husband !
Now you don't think I'11 lle gquietly in bed, and
be called n hedliehq:—ulo ou, Mr, Candle?

“Well, 1 only hope Miss ’rel;.\‘man hiad n good
dinner, that's all, J had none! You konow I
had none=how was 1 to got any? You know
thnt the ouly part of the turkey 1 care for Is the
merry-iliought. And that, of course, wenk Lo
Lllﬁu'l'ﬁ:uymm:. O, 1 saw you lanugh when you
pub it on her plate! And you don't suppose,
after such an insalt as that, I'd taste another
thing npon Lthe table? No, 1 should hope I have
more spirit than that, Yes; and you took wine
with her four times, What do you suy? Only
twicer Oh, youn were so lost—fascinated, Mr,
Caudle; yes, fascloated—that you did'nt know
what you did, However, I do think while I'm
alive 1 might be treated with respect at my own
table. 1 say, while I'm allve; for 1 know [
sha'nt lnst fong, and then Miss Prettyman may
come and take 1t all, I"mn wasting dally, and no
wonder. I never.say anything about it, but
every week my gowns are taken in,

“I've llved 10 learn something, to be sure!
Miss Prettyman turned up her node at my cuas-
tards, It Isn't sutfiocrent that you're always
finding fault yourself, but you must bring
women hbome (o sucer at me &t my own table,
What do you say? She didn’t turn wp her nose?
I know she did; not but what It's needless—FPro-
vidence has turned it up quite enough for her
already. Andshe must give herselfl alrs over
my custards! Oh, 1 saw bher mincing with the
gpoon nsif she was chewing sand, What do
you sny? She praised my plum-pudding? Who

?fixeg' orto praise 11?7 Like her impudence, I
Unk!

“Yes, a pretty day I've passed, Ishall not
forget this wedding-day, think! And as |

say, a prefty speech you made ln the way of
toanks, No, Candle, I 1 was to llve a hundred
years—you needn't groan, Mr. Caudle, I shall
not trouble you half that time—1f [ was lo live a
bundied years, I should never forget it, Never !
You didn’t even so much as bring one of your
chlldren Into your speech, And—dear crea-
tures = what have they done to offend you? No;
I shall not drive you mad, It's you, My, Caudle,
who'll drive me mad, ¥yerybody says so.

“And dyou suppose 1 didn't see how it was
managed, that youn and that Miss Prettyman
were always partuers at whist? How was ¢
managed? Why, plain enough, Of course you

mcked the cards, nnd could eut what you 1iked,

ou'd settled that between you, Yes: nnd when
she took a trick, instend of leading off a tramp
—she play whist, Indeed !—what did yvou say o
her, when she found 1t was wrong? Oh—ItL was
impossible tbat her heart shonld mistake! And
this, Mr, Caudle, before people—with your own
wite In the room !

“And Miss Prettyman — I won't hold m

tongue, I will walk of Miss Pretlyman: who's
she, Indeed, Lthat I shouldn't lalk of her? Isap-
Eone she thinks she sipgs? What do yon ?
vive sings like a mermaid? Yes, very—very ke
a mermaid: for she never slngs but sho exposes
herself, Bhe might, I think, have chosen
another song, *‘J(ove somebody,’ Indeed; ns ir [
didn’t know who was meant by ihat ‘some-
body;' and all the room knew It, of course; and
that was what it was done for—nothing elue,

“However, Mr. Candle, a8 my mind's made
up, 1 suall say no more about the matter to-
n ght, but try to go 1o sleep.”

“And to my astonishment and gratitude,”
writes Caudle, “she kept her word,” R

——

—T. B. Peterson & Brothers are now getting
up another edition of Dickens, to be called
“The Author's American Edition.” In con-
junction with Harper & Brothers, they have
paid maby thousands of dollars to Mr. Dickens
for \advance sheets of his vavious works, he
having been paid five thouzand dollars in gold
for the early sheets of *Our Mutual Friend,” and
the same amount in gold for all of his other
late works. This new edition is to be printed
on the finest super-calendered paper, in the
finest manner, and will contain thewhole of the
original English illustrations by Beymour,
“Phiz,”” Cruikshank, and other artists. The
first volume, containing “Our Mutual Friend,"
with forty-two illustrations by Marcus Stone,
will be published in o fow days, at 21 in paper
cover and #1206 in green morooco cloth, with
gilt gide and bavk, ;

—Was have received from Hurd & Hough-
ton Dir, Hayes' “Open Polar Bea;’" also,
YEn Avant,” and “Five Years," by Grace
Greenwood, which we will notice in a few days.

WATCHES, JEWELRY, ETO.
¢OﬂEN &

. h ‘ O

JEWELERS,

*8. E. Corner TENTH and CHESNT

Great Reduction in Prices,
DIAMONDS,

WATCHES,
JEWELRY, !
BILVER.-WAR
BRON
CUASH PRINCIPLE,
Watohe, and Jewelry Carefully Repaired

Partienlar attention pald to manufseturing all a
in our lino. ‘

N. RULON.

Having sngnged with KITCHEN £ Co., w '
pleases tn‘u& hin irlends and eantomars, - h"] i

LEWIS LADOMUS &0 N\
DIAMOND DEALERS & JEWELERS

W ATCHES, JEWHLIY & SILVER WARK,
WATOHES and JEWELRY REPAIRED, /

802 Chestnnt 8t., Phils.__2

Haveon hand alarge and splendid assortmont

DIAMONDS,
WATORES,
JEWELRY, AND
SILVER-W

OF ALL KINDS AND FRICES,

Partieniar attantion is reqnestad to our IATge 81
of DIAMONDS, and the extremely low prices.

BRIDAL PRESENTS made of Sterling and Big
dard Silver, A lurge assortment to selecy from,

WATCHES repatred in the beést manoer, and
ranted. 51§
Dinmonds and all precious stones bought for o

WATCHES, JEWELRY.

W. W. CASsSIDY,
No. 13 SOUTH SECOND NTREET,

Y

Offers nn entirely new and most onrefully seledy
stock of i

AMERICAN AND GENEVA WATCHES,
JEWELRY,

SILVER-WARE, AND FANOY ARTICLES (
EVERY DESCRIPTION, sultable for

BRIDAL OR HOLIDAY FRESENTS,

An examinntion will show my stock to be uu
passed Lo guality snd chenpoess,
FPurticular attention paid to repairing. 8

BOWMAN & LEONARE
MANUFACTURERS OF

AND
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
mw
Gold and Silver-Plated Good

No. 704 ARCH Street,
FRILADELPIHIA.

-

Those in want of SILVER or BILVER-PLATH
WAIllSwl'.lhnd it much to thelr advaoptage to vi
our STORE before maklng their})uri:lmmn. Our ot
experience In the manutucture of the abuve kiods
goods enables us to daly competition,

W aStsw ) no goods but those which are of the FIRS
gl!i.\ y ill our own mabce, nod will be sold ut redue

CER, 5 28

SILVER-WARE &

¥
FOR
BBIDAL PRESENTS
G. RUSSELL & €O,
No. 22 North SIXTH St

Invite attention to thelr Chotee Btock of 80K
glh\flt-li“gufﬂfmuumw and BRIDA

Y

&HENBY HARPER, @
W

520 ABOH =tireet
Manumetnrer und Deale in
Watches,
Fine Jewelry,

Rilver-Planted Ware
AND

Bolid Silver-W.
@ RICH JEWELRY.

No.

81y

i

JOHN BRIENNAN?
DEALER IN
DIAMONDN, JEWELRY, FINE WATCHES
ETC. BT, ETC
No. 13 Sonth EIGHTH S, Ptlladelphis

KEITH & PICKETT
COMMISSION MERCHANTS-
AND DEALERS IN
WHALE, SPERM, LARD, ENGINE, SPIND
AND
MACHINERY OILS.
Alko, Agents for Manhattan A xle Grease Company.

Ro. 134 South DELAWARE Avenue

1 80 wimim

92
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