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calculating upon the effects which time and travel
must have upon his gay disposition, I conceived that,
with some preparatory culture of resolution, I might
Jay siege to the sweet citadel of my hopes. Enjoying
o thousand invaluable opportunities of winding myself’
into her affections, continually in her society, together
riding out in the neighborhood, exploring the moun-
tains, making moonlight excursions on the lakes, and
sauntering in the garden, with only the occasional pre-
sence of my uncle, I surely possessed every means
which man could desire of improving our acquaint-
ance and softening her sentiments towards me. But
the unaccountable predominance of that torpedo folly,
which seemed as inseparable from my being as the
breath of existence, ncgalncd my designs, aml flung
my intended gallantries in the cold shade of formality.

Where Sydney would have carved out a multitude of
little interests, I, statue-like, failed to ereate one, and 1
can now scarcely conceive how my cousin experienc-
ed that pleasure in my company which invariably ap-
peared to animate her. Thus, trembling with all the
sensibility of secret passion, 1 hovered near my fair en-
thraller, day by day yielding myself up more unresist-
ingly to her influence, yet burying the declaration in
my bosom, that would, perhaps, if made, have entitled
me to the fulfilment of my wishes. Whether Colonel
Rivers, with the penetration of a man of the world,
dived into the state of my affections, and wished to af-
ford me encouragement or not, [ cannot determine,
but he threw me eternally into the path of fascination,
and after dinner usually withdrew to his library, where
he had enshrined a rare and exquisite cabinet of paint-
ings, collected at infinite expense upon the continent.
Upon these ancient specimens of art he dwelt with all
the enthusiasm of a connoisseur; and while he was
hanging over his Da Vincis, his Guides, his Rembrandts,
and his Waterloos, my fair cousin and myself cnstom-
arily adjourned to the magunificent garden which lay
near the house, and spent the time in wandering among
flawers and hutterflies, or, sheltered from the sun in a
sweet hower of eglantine, pondered over the golden
bards of Italy.

One afternoon, when the heat of the day had driven
a3 to our odorous retreat, Maria, turning over the leaves
«of her Tasso, glanced at the passionate extract which,
when an enamoured boy, I had serawled beneath her
She smiled as she pointed it out to me, saying,
4 Felix, see what a mysterious declaration of tenderness
has been laying in this innocent book for some years;
in sooth, I am touched by the delicate fervour of the
unknown, who, falling desperately in love with a girl
of thirteen, took this method to discover his sentiments.
Yie was a chivalrous knight, no doubt,” she continued,
“like Bayard, * sans peur el sans reproche,’ and unques-
tionably adored me with all the exquisite intensity of
ﬁftem." She lavghed while she spoke, and her eye
was bent playfully upon the disguised and schoolboy
hand in which I had so foolishly written the quotation.
Suddenly she raised it and fixed it upon mine, my face
was covered with a erimson of the deepest dye, and
the utter confusion that possessed me must have in-
stantly revealed the truth. Maria rallied me upon my

appearance ; and pulling down a branch of the jessa-
mine that twined up the bower, she sportively held it
before me, saying, “ How intolerably the sun has heat-
ed you, my dear cousin! truly you have lost all fairness
of tint, and my camelia Japonica must give place to
the brighter scarlet of your complexion. You do not
apprehend a fever! actually I begin to be alarmed,
and must send for Halliday to prescribe!” and, suiting
the aetion to the word, she drew up into the opposite
corner, looking at me archly the whole time. But my
embarrassment was increased by her irony; and per-
ceiving that she pained me, or possibly reading more
in my perplexity than I was aware she did, she ceased,
the smile faded from her lip, and, while her brow re-

covered its serenily, she gazed at me silently and scru-
tinizingly for a moment. There was much inguiring
earnesiness in her manner; and could I but have bro-
ken the spell that sate upon me like an evil geniuvs, I
wight then have determined the balance in my favour.
Maria seemed waiting for me tospeek—one,two, three
minutes stole hy, and I was mute as the pebbles at our
feet; my embarrnssment became infectious, and, rising
hastily, my cousin proposed our return to the parlour.

“Stay! Maria! stay!” Texclaimed vehemently; she
turned round—her divine countenance beamed serene-
ly npon me—my purpose faultered—

“Your dress is entangled in the rose-bush.”

1 disengaged it, we passed on, and the door of op
portunity closed against me for cver! * * *

The circumstances of my election, my parliamenta.
ry career, ils termination, and the success of my woo-
ing, I reserve for a future page—

«YVhen, at twilight, by the hearth I sit

In loneliness and silence.”
e}
ROUSSEEAU.

Roupsseau has ofien been extolled as a philanthro-
pist. Burke snid of him, that he loved his kind, and
hated his kindred. Every page that he has written
glows with the captivations of that sentimental luxury,
of which he was so great a master, and which he has
arrayed in all the blandishments of eloquence. Hence
the source of that admiration which his writings have
so universally excited. Though his judgment, as a
philosopher, was not so profound, yet his taste was so
exquisite, that he sirews flowers in the most rugged
way, and interests the passions and the fnncy, in the
investigation of the most a.hsl.ruct propositions. This
is his great excellence.

Thongh Rousseau had l1tlle beneficence, yet hiz
writings, breathing nothing but the reciprocal love, and
kindness, and confidence of the golden age, contributed
by their wide diffusion, and their enchanting elognence,
to render humanity fashionable: and they have at least
this merit—that no man can well rise from reading
them without feeling a higher respect for his species.,

The extreme and febrile sensibility, which was the
characteristic peculiarity of Roussean, while it proved
the origin of many of his miseries, was, perhaps, a
prineipal sonrce of his greamess. It imparted a sin-
gular delicacy, freshness, and animation to every page
of his writingss His feelings, in whatever channel
they flowed, rushed on with a resistless impetuosity ;
but, in the end, they made a wreck of his understand-
ing; his judgment was lost in the unremitting turbu-
lence of his sensations, and, in some Intervals of insg-
nity, he exhibited the melancholy prospect of genius
crumbling into ruins.

The language of Rousseau was always a faithful
history of what was passing in the heart; which now
thrilled with rapture, and now raged with passion. Of
his style, the peculiar charaeteristic is exuberance of
profusion, without distinction of lustre. It olien re-
sembles a landscape in which there is a great assem-
blage of beautiful forms, without auy intermediate spots
of barrenness; but withont any objects of a striking
and prominent grandeur, and, in the contemplation of
which, the eye is at lnst satiated by the uniformity.—
This style of writing ofien possesses a charm, of which
even the apathy of the coldest eritic can hardly be in-
sensible to the fascination. He who wishes to perfeet
himself in those delicacies of language which impress
n palpable form, a living entity on the fleeling lints
and sensations of the heart, should carefully analyze the
renius of the style of Roussean; should search into the
causes from which result the beauty and splendour of
his combinatiens, and endeavour to extract from the
[loise and Emilins a portion of that taste by which
they were inspired.
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