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deserves, for tke difficulty of obtaining it is far less than is generally
imagined ; -all a lady requires to ensure her success being &
moderately tenacious memory, a middling development of the
organ of ideality to assist it when deficient, and a large quantity
of self-esteem.

Let us consider some of the artifices a Biue must necessarily
use, and the phases in which she appears in her different pursuits..

In reading historical and biographical works, she skimmingly
peruses heads of chapters, and having learned by rote one or two
of the occurrences, retails them in her daily conversation with a
decisive air, which seems to say, *‘I have read the book too
carefully to be mistaken.” In scientific works, she treasures in
her memory a few technical expressions, and should any one
compliment her on her remembering such difficult words, she at-
tributes it to the assistance derived from a knowledge of the
Greek and Latin languages—a knowledge by the bye extremely
questionable, She hesitates not to advance as an original idea, a
theory, which to your knowledge, perhaps, a tedious investigation
enabled Sir Isaac Newton to propound ; and should you hint at
this, she will affect astonishment at the remarkable coincidence
of ideas between herself and a man so learned. In politics she
excels—differs from Sir Robert Peel—but is not quite prepared
to agree in tofo with Lord John Russell—criticises the income
tax, and is doubtful about the corn laws. Pamphlets, leading
articles, and parliamentary speeches are at her fingers’ ends, and
their several arguments served up in various disguises. In writ-
ting, though she may not publish books, she wishes to be
thought accomplished—hints mysteriously at her editorship of
some ladies’ magazine, and at her authorship of certain roman-
tic sonnets, entitled ¢ Beauty’s Tear;” * On seeing Sir John
Herschell spill some soup ;” *“ On cousin Julia ;” which were very
much admired in the literary world. She establishes a large cor-
respondence, keeping copies of her letters; continually writes
on the most trivial occasions, that she may be renowned
for facility of composition. In her grave and philosophi-
cal despatches, ancient sages might see their doctrines revivified ;
while in her gilt-edged notes of levity and wit, Joe Miller might
recognize the many long-forgotten jokes and obsolete anecdotes,
which, by the necromancy of her pen, she elicits from their secret
hiding-places, and compels to re-appear as impromptus of her
own. When you call upon her, you will probably find her busily
engaged in writing, surrounded by books of science, and large
folios, with very antiquated covers, which she has collected on the
first intimation of a visit. Should you glance at any that are
lying open, in one you will see some marginal notes in her own
handwriting, and in another the fly-leaf, purposely turned back,
will disclose an inscription in very similar characters, informing
you that the book was a present from the author, as a mark of
estcem and admiration of the Jady’s talent aud ability.
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To detail all the stratagems a woman must employ to maintain
a semblance of learning would be an endless task, since her whole
tife, from morning to night, is nothing but an arrangement of ar-
tifices—a preparation of contrivances to increase the reputation of
her wisdom. As a sovereign when beaten into gold leaf will cover
a large space, so her quantum of understanding is not augmented,
but hammered out again and again till it extends over a consider-
able surface. Though inconceivably thin, its dazzling exterior is
admired by the multitude, while few, very few, trouble themselves
to examine its depth or test its solidity. Even should the impos-
ture be discovered, and the ¢ literary lady” be reduced to exhi-
bit herselfin her natural colours of ignorance and vanitcy, others,
urged by a similar fatuity, and undeterred by her fate, will follow
in the same course of folly and deception, to encounter perhaps
the same catastrophe of exposure and abasement.

A Blue never is, and never can be, wise ; her head may be filled
with a heterogeneous mass of materials, an inextricable mixture
of ideas about political economy, mineralogy, astronomy, history,
sentiment, geography, romance, mathematics, predestination, petty
scandal, and abstract philosophy ; but still she is further from
wisdom than even ignorance itself. And if she have children, re-
lations, or friends dependent on her for education and instruction,
will they become the wiser 2 Can she impart knowledge to them 2
Alas ! she does not possess it herself. They will be miserably
deluded ; they will discover that her learning, which appeared so
fair at a distance, has, on a nearer approach, like the fruit which
Milton describes as being turned to ashes in the mouths of-the
Satanic army, proved a source of disgust—that, like the mirage
before the eyes of the thirsty traveller in the desert, it has, with a
refinement of cruelty, raised their expectations only to mock them
with a bitter disappointment, -

Before I conclude, I would entreat my fair countrywomen to
despise and to reject the spirit of bluism. It produces evils in-
finite in number, incalculable in extent. The very system of
fraud upon which it is founded, brands it as the child of folly, and
not the offspring of wisdom.

Some have questioned whether the female sex ought at all to
strive for the attainment of knowledge in the higher branches of
learning and science; and when I consider that every individual
is bound to exercise his or her talents so as to make them most
productive of practical good; when I reflect that, so long as
woman i8 precluded from entrance into the senate and the learned
professions, the scene in which she is of most prantical utility is .‘
that around the domestic heartb—I do not think that the ques-
tion has been mooted without a show of reason. But as regards ]
bluism there can be no doubt. Let every lady rest assured that,
by its agency, she is neither loved nor respected by the wise, whose
hearts throb with greater affection and more fervent admiration
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when they see her in the sanctuary of Houmg, shedding around her
the peace and the other inestimable benefits her society is so cal-
culated to afford, than when whirled by the stream of vanity into
the ocean of supposititious learning.

I do net despise the talents of women, nor deny their ability to
attain to the knowledge which the wisest of men have reached, but
I think they are better employed in learning and practising the
duties their domestic obligations invelve. To acquire a know-
ledge of wisdom is the bounden duty of every woman, but it
must be a sound—it must be a genuine wisdom ; not one that, in
in its arrogance, vaunteth itself and is continually puffed up,
but eager to learn—humble in teaching-—and thus become in her
hands an instrument of good, not of evil; and be considered,

not as the means of her personal aggrandisement, but of general
benefit to her fellow-creatures.

Un1versavriry oF Opp FrrrowsHip.—We all know that the
Order flourishes over a great part of the world, but the fact has
been more strongly prominent lately from the arrival of se-
veral Brothers from distant places, including England, Sydney,
and New Zealand. Nothing can more impress the mind with the
real use of the institution than to be present when one of these
strangers enters a Lodge-—witheut introduction—without friends,
and, in some cases—without money—he finds all ready to welcome
or, if needful, to relieve him. As a striking instance of this,
we break through our usual rule by copying the following pa-
ragraph, which is of too much interest to pass by:—* WHno
Wourp’~T BE AN Opp FeELLow 2—A few days since, a fishing-boat
belonging to Abberystwith was driven by stress of weather to
Pwlilheli, a seaport in North Wales, distant fifty-two miles from
the former place. Having neither meat, drink, nor money on
board, the boat’s crew were at their wit’s end how to raise ** the
ways and means.” Luckily, two of them were Odd Fellows, and
they immediately made inquiries whether there was a [.odge of
that honourable brotherhood at Pwllheli ; and finding there was,
they made application to it. The claim was instantly responded
to; and it 15 with infinite gratification we state that not only
were the two brothers carefuily and cordially received, but the
whole boat’s crew were supported for nearly a week at the Lodge’s
expense, and, on their departure, mouey was put into their poackets
amply sufficient to defray their expenses home.—Who would’t be
an Odd Fellow 2”—(Sunday Times, November 11).—Upon this,
comment would be superfluous ; the narrative speaks for itself,
and reflects the highest credit on the Order in general, and on
the Brethrea at Pwllheli in particular.
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ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT AGED FIVE MONTHS.

Thou too, sweet BEdward, art away!
Ah! Did thy God forbid thy stay
To imp thy wings
Can thy unfledged spirit rise
Up to the Empyreal skies
Where Heaven rings
With songs of ever-grateful joy.
Cans’t thou mount up, my infant boy,
Before thy King?
Thou hadst—but knew it not, a soul—
Enlisted on the golden roll
Of Heaven’s gathering.
Oh! hadst thou here had speech, thou would’st complaia
Thy tree of knowledge bore but pain
Of tortured Earth.—
Yea, g0 it was; and thy sad moan
Tore from thy parents’ hearts almoat a groan
That thou hadst birth.
But now, rejoice thee, little one ;—
E’en now thyangels work is done,
: In his embrace
He bears thee upwards in his flight, °
Swift soaring to the source of light—
Thy Saviour’s face. -
He that erst said, and e’er will keep
His word, *till Death himself shall sleep
Powerless for aye—
¢¢ These little ones forbid ye not
“ To come to me—for Heaven’s the lot
¢ Of such as they.”
Ah! blessed infant, there thou’lt see
Thy brother and thy sisters, if to thee
Their kin they know.
They who before thou cam’st had left,
Like Jacob’s spirit, all bereft,
Thy parents’ woe.
Yet will they ask thee how it fares
With those that loved them as theirs?
How, through their grief
Their weary pilgrimage they wend ¥
How they look forward to the end
That brings relief$
There, in words to thee first given
(Thy only language that of Heaven)
Oh, let them know-——
Still, through this dark and dreary land,
'With cautious eye and helping hand
They sadly go,
Leading along thy tender kind,
Still for their peace or sorrow left behind,
Unknown their doom.
Oh, to thy brother and thy sisters say,
Thy sorrowing parents wait the day
That calls them home!
X.
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THE MAN WHO WAS VERY LIKE LORD BYRON.

I Hap the misfortune to be born with a slight deformity in my
left foot about the time when Lord Byron was all the rage, and
when my mother, who was left a widow, soon after my birth, at
the early age of twenty-one, was deep in romance and Childe
Harold. T was christened Harold in consequence,~—my surname,
I scarcely dare venture to add ; it was Huckle.

As my deformity, by competent medical authority, was pro-
nounced incurable, I was compared in this respect to the great
Bard, and soon affirmed by my mother.and her female coterie to
be very like indeed to his lordship in the promise of my person,
as well as in my imperfection of limb. This notion my mother
warmly cherished, though I never could be induced to believe, as
some wickedly hinted, that my defect was so managed as to bring it
to the nearest possible resemblance of the similar calamity of his
lordship.

My mother deeply regretted my not being educated, for at least
a year, at Dr Glenny’s at Dulwich, where his lordship imbibed
some of his early rudiments, and where a youth of similar lame-
ness had been instructed ; these two boys being, as the Doctor
affirmed, the most climbing pupils, notwithstanding their infirmity,
that he had everreceived. But the Doctor had then left business,
and soon after died at an advanced age.

My head was declared by my mother and all her friends to be
most Byrontically fixed on my shoulders, and my hair inclined to
curl according to the best received portraits of the Bard. My
hands were ot quite so small as might have been desired for his
lordship’s standard of aristocracy ; but they were kept as white
as might be by soaking and coddling twice a week in the wash-
tub, till the skin of my fingers looked like shrivelled gooseberries.

Up to the time when I was about thirteen, I could not fathom
my mother's motives in wishing me to be like an individual,
of whom I knew little and for whom I cared nothing: although
1 was doomed to hear repeated in all quarters where I appeared,
¢¢ Bless me ! look how much that boy is like Lord Byron.”

As our house, of course, contained a complete set of all the
poems which his lordship was in the progress of writing, I was
stuck down to the study of these on every occasion, especially
¢ Childe Harold,” to whom, and his pilgrimage, I imbibed a
rooted dislike. Every morning after breakfast during the holi-
days did 1 hear the voice of my mother, crying, * come Harold,
my child, get to your ¢ Childe Harold.””

I grieve to say, that towards poetry in general I had a marked
antipathy, and though my revered parent fondly trusted to an as-
similation of intellect to the Bard, not a line of verse could I
indite or relish. The ¢ Corsair” I looked upon in particular as &
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poetical blackguard, greatly inferior to ¢ Blackbeard” and ¢ Jack
Shepherd,” whose plebeian vigour and decision of conduct I far
preferred.

When I was about eighteen, but, from precocity of appearance,
seemed many years older, Lord Byron had been travelling in
Greece with Hobhouse, where he assumed the Greek costume.
When my mother had ascertained this fact, and what that Greek
costume was, she went to the expense of purchasing at Thresher’s
Masquerade Warehouse, the full equipment of a Stradiot chief, in
which for a whole week (in consequence of her tears and entrea-
ties), I paraded our neighbourhood and visited our friends, at the
risk of being considered a madman, and for the sake of being
pointed at as ¢ the man so very like Lord Byron.”

At the end of that time, finding myself perplexed with the
sleeves and petticoats, I threw great part of the mummery behind
the kitchen fire.

I was afterwards travelling in 2 Hampshire stage coach to visit
a relation of ours, who requested a sight of ‘‘ the man so like Lord
Byron.” We alighted at the Swan Inn at Alton to change horses,
during which operation I stood under the gateway with my left
leg stretched forward, and my hat off to get a little air. I heard
first one whisper, and then another, from a crowd of persons col-
lected in front of me ; then a few others were added, till the space
opposite to the gate was thronged by curious spectators, among
whom were two or three Quakers ; so that I stood in a most com-
manding position, like the Marquis de Moncada under the arch
(horse excepted). Iresolved, therefore, *to doa bit of talented
nobility,” and had just flonrished my hat, before replacing it, with
a most graceful gesture of condescending acknowledgment thatI
was indeed that illustrious individual, when a voice (it was that
of a fellow passenger close beside me), cried “ It's only the * man
who’s so very like Lord Byron.””

Into the coach I bolted, and drew up the glass; while 1
thought I heard one or two hisses. Could they proceed from the
Quakers ?

My ambition was soon destined to suffer a severer shock than
this.. The weather was hot, and I was fond of bathing. T had an
earnest desire to excel in swimming, because my great exemplar
was preeminently gifted in that way, the only talent of his I ad-
mired ; but I was not an adept. I repaired, however, one evening,
to the New River, at a time when a vast number of other aspirants
for fame were collected.

In I plunged, a marked man, and I wriggled, struggled, and
splashed about; till I had got out of my depth, fancying all the
while that T was swimming, till the contrary proved to be the case
by the vain efforts I made to keep my head above water, when I
could no longer find a footing. The spectators who were anxiously
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