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poses than any which it can supply.
But, like that of his great predecessor,
the muse of Buchanan has not desert-
ed him, even although he misapplied
her energies. Here and there, in this
neglected poem, amidst a mass of dry
and inaccurate statements concerning
the structure of the universe, there
are embalmed a few fragments of
poetry not unworthy of being set by
the side of the most exquisite gems of
Lucretius.  After shewing how in-
significant an appearance our planet
makes, when considered in relation to
the infinity of stars and worlds with
which it is surrounded, he concludes
with these exquisite verses :
¢¢ Hac illa est hominum sedes, hee illa fer-
arum
Et volucrum domus : hoc angusto e carcere
_ quantum
Surripit Oceani terre circumfluus humor ?
Quique per Herculea irrumpens divortia
meta,
Europam Libyecis late sejungit ab oris ?
Adde huc claustra Arabum, queque arctant
&@quora campos
Hyreanos: huc adde lacus laxasque paludes,
Et qua precipiti labefactant flumina montes
Vortice, vel pigris stagnant immota lacunis.
Dumgque hze vi rapiunt, hac orbem gurgite
mergunt,
4 Conditur exiguz sub aquis pars maxima
terree.
Quod superest, magno velut insula parva
profundo
Innatat: hac etiam quantum vel squalet
4 arenis ? f
Vel tumet in vastos sine fruge, sine arbore
montes ? ;
Vel nimiis ardet flammis? vel frigore torpet ?
% Vel jacet humano indocilis mansuescere
I cultu ?
Vel fecunda malis animantum in funera
succis ?
O pudor ! o stolidi praceps vesania voti !
Quantula pars rerum est, in qua se gloria
jactat,
§ Irafremit, metus exanimat,dolorurit, egestas
Cogit opes; ferro, insidiis, flamma atque
veneno
Cernitur, & trepido fervent humana tumul-
5 5

In the next passage, the opening of
the fifth Book, it is delightful to see
how a Christian poet contemplates the
same objects which filled the mind of
his Epicurean master with the cold-
ness, if not with the despair, of Scep-
ticism.

" ¢“Macti animi, heroes, seclis melioribus orti,
“Qui primi ingenii nixi pernicibus alis,
Perque leves vecti stellas, totque orbibus orbes
Implicitos, magni intrastis penetralia coeli,
Ausi ingens facinus, penitus penitusque re-
postas ;
Vor. IIL.
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Natura in latebris caussas ratione sagaci
Detexistis, & in caca caligine mersi
Certa ostendistis terris vestigia veri.
Non czca ambitio yobis, non blanda vo-
uptas,
Non vigiles cura, nen lucri pallida tabes,
Sublimes fregere animos, quin invia rerum
Sensibus humanis mentis penetraret acumen,
Eque Deum arcanis adytis per secula longa
Astrorum erueret cassas interprete leges.
Ergo nec imperium vos formidabile lethi,
Nec quee cuncta domant longis oblivia seelis,
Sub latebrisque suis & caca nocte coercent ;
Sed procul obscuri tenebris ab inertibus Orci
Gloria sublimes illustri in Iuce reponet,
Prapetibusque vehet per postera secula pen-
nis,
At qui divitiis au incubuere caducis,
Aut Veneris faucibus czcoque Cupidinis @stu
Ablati in terram divinz semina mentis
Merserunt, pecudum de more ignobilis oti
Tempora transmisere velut per somnia, seclis
Ignotique suis, ignorandique futuris.
Namque ubi corporeilabefacta est tabe veneni,
Torpentemque bibit Lethzo e gurgite som-
num
Mens cognata polo, vel molli laxa remisit
Frena voluptati, rebusque elata secundis
Intumet, aut duris cadit, aut, velutorbacarina
Remige, jactatur fortunz impulsa procellis,
Nec videt, aut sperat placida statione quieta
Littora, nec tutos a fluctu & flamine portus.
Victa malis igitur, quicquid vel profuit olim,
Vel nocuit, putat esse Deum : si murmure
ceelum
Increpat, elisus fulsit si nubibus ignis,
Corde micans trepidat, consternaturque ti-
more ;
Soricis occentus metuit, corvique volatum.
Ezigit has penas vere ignorantia caussce,
Contemtusque Dei, & nimium sibi credulus
error.”

The satirical poems of Buchanan
abound in caustic and bitter sarcasm,
and rise, now and then, into passages
of severe and dignified declamation.
During his own lifetime they rendered
him the fear and hatred of a most
powerful body of men, against whom
the keenest of his shafts had been di-
rected ; they at one period made him
an exile from his own country, and at
another they subjected him to all the
hardships of a long imprisonment
abroad. 'But the wit of Buchanan,
how sorely soever it tortured its con-
temporary victims, was exerted by
him for noble purposes. He had a sa-
tisfaction which has fallen to the lot
of few satirists,—he could pardon in
himself the having injured the self-
love of a few, when he reflected that
his severities had contributed in no
inconsiderable degree to promote the
welfare of the many. The forms of
folly which he ridiculed have indeed
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258 ;
passed away; but pride, hypocrisy,
and  arrogance, are by no means. ex-
hausted., The vices which character-
ized the Franciscans of Buchanan’s
time, haye passed, under somewhat
" different shapes, into men of other pro-
fessions, and of more worldly-wisdom
in our own. The tyrants of opinion,
whoever they may be,—those who de-
mand from the . public a deference
which is not due either to their talents
or  their virtues,—those who wrap
themselves in the mantle of superci-
liousness, and lie in wait at corners to
entrap the reverence of the inexpe-
rienced,—all quacks, of whatever pre-
tensions,  and  under whatever dis-
guises, many take to themselves as
much as theyplease of the ridicule and
contempt of Buchanan.
¢ Vestranec incautopateantmendacia vulgo,
Nec videat crassos,; Plebs Tunicata dolos ;
Et nova sub patribus tironum turba severis
Inyeniat quaestus ingeniosa noyos.”

The indignation of our poet was
kindled against the lazy monks. of his
time, because he conceived that their
errors and, vices had been the chief
means of bringing religion itself into
contempt, among the greater propor-
tion of the cultivated men who were
his contemporaries.. Had he lived in
our days his wrath might have vented
itself upon a very different generation
of delinquents ; his love for the Truth
would, under any circumstances, have
been the same; and he would have
crushed the open: enemies, with the
same irresistible arm which he directed
against the hypocritical champions of
Christianity.

Buchanan, then, has written poems
of the most different species, and all
apparently iwith enviable success ; but,
surely;, in some of these he: has been
less at home than in others. His ge-
nius must have had some favourite
walk, and ithe superior freedom and
elegance of -its motions . may perhaps
betray the secret. -He can assume the
appearance of tenderness, - levity, or
wit ; he can charmx us by the melting
softness of his elegy, the joyous negli-
gence of his jeux d’esprit, or the sharp-
ness of his ridicule; but the careful
reader will soon discover, that in none
‘of these lies the mnative element .of
Buchanan. . His mind was east by na-
ture in a graveand serious mould »—
his passions and caprices might at times
make him appear unlike himself, but
the resting place of his spirit was in
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the pure and lofty regions of patriot=
ism, morality, and religion. The ve-
hemence of offended purity, the whirl-
wind of virtuous wrath, the calmness
of devout contemplation, or the exta-
cies of holy hope ;—it was in these
that the man delighted, and it is in
these that' the best triumphs of the
poet are made manifest.

We shall resume this subject next
month, and offer a few remarks on
the political and historical writings of
Buchanan.

THE STORY OF SHAKRAK AND THE
MAGICIAN OF CONSTANTINOTLE ;

Being o Subject for o Melo-drama.

MR EDIYOR,

Beine fond of melo-dramas and fine
spectacles, T regularly attend the
theatres when any thing of that kind
is going forward. On these occasions
I have observed, that although the
children seemed to feel some interest
in the rational and natural parts of the
story, the grown-up persons felt none.
They waited with impatience for scenes
which revolted probability, and were
calculated to scatter the lethargic asso-
ciations of ordinary life; for before
evening arrives, most busy people are
heartily tired of the real world. !

Hence it occurred to me, that in
these: pieces the tastes of the graver
part of the audience (such as judges
and members of parliament) had not
been; sufficiently consulted, and that
melo-dramas were not in general suffi~
ciently absurd. I therefore resolved
to take up the pen myself, and attempt
something for the  deeper sort,” as
Lord Bacon calls them ; and I accord=
ingly produced the following tale, to
serve as the foundation of a brilliant
after-piece. Before throwing it intoa
dramatic form, I shewed it to different
managers in London, whose names T
will not particularize, but found them
as deaf as adders, and cold as stones.
They rejected my proposals. After
having been so shockingly used, T was
going to throw the shining morsel into
the fire, when it occurred to me, that
if'it were printed, the public could not
fail to perceive what treasures of stage-
effect it contained, and thrust it down.
the throats of the managers by main
force. Trusting to the friendly efforts
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of persons in high station upon the
bench and elsewhere, I am, sir, yours,

&e.
. Francis FINEGLARE,
London, St Paul’s,

24th May 1818.

R

Crar. L.—Of the Magician Nakoonar
and his Pastimes.—Shakrak is car-
ried off

ONCE, in Constantineple, there lived
a very skilful magician, whose name
was Nakoonar. This man was of a
cruel and proud disposition, and nou-
rished in his bosom a sullen scorn of
mankind. His appearance was ugly
and frightful ; and the rapid additions
which, by means of hard study, he
every day made to his power,- were
employed in executing the most wan-
ton, wicked, and absurd tricks he
could think of. ;

After it was dark, his hour of recre-
ation came on. He had constructed
one of those wooden horses which
were at one time so much used by
magicians, and $o much celebrated
over all the East. He mounted it
every night, and shot from a window,
to gallop about in the murky vacuity
above Constantinople. He delighted
to see the city stretched below him,
while he was taking violent exercise
in all directions ; sometimes shooting
straight up the firmament, sometimes
skimming close to the smoke of the
city.
’}Ir‘hese exertions used to put the old
fellow into good humour, and make
him quite frolicsome, so that he would
occasionally dip down with his horse,
and pick up from the streets some
lonely individual, to carry home and
frighten with strange sights and en-
chanted entertainments.

One night he saw a slave gazing
about in a very stupid manner, and
carried off the poor fellow, who uttered
loud howls of terror as he rose in the
atmosphere. Nakoonar had invited
some other magicians to partake of a
sumptuous entertainment. He accord-
ingly ushered Shakrak, the slave, into
a superb banqueting-room, where there
were sitting five figures, with great
white beards, and a mock severity of
countenance ; as also an huge evil ge~
nius, with six horns, and an aspect
otherwise unpromising. The five ma-~
gicians rose from their chairs, and
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affected to receive Shakrak with cere-
monious politeness. Each, in his turn,
embraced him, in spite of his strug-
gles to avoid the compliment:" but
more than all the rest, the genius with
the six horns seemed studious of grace
and gentility in his deportment, as if
to palliate the disagreeableness of his
person, and. saluted him with a bow
to the very ground. When they had
placed themselves at table, they found
it loaded with a variety of fruits, whose
juice exuded like amber through their
golden rinds. Other articles were in-
termixed : of course there was wood
of aloes burning, and every sort of
finery. ‘Shakrak, who now began to
suspect in what sort of company he
was, could hardly be prevailed upon
to touch any thing. He resolved to
confine himself to the fruits, as having
the closest resemblance to nature, and
being probably the most innecent in
their composition. 3.2
Nakoonar then told him te rise and
fetch a vessel of sherbet which was on
the sideboard. While his back was
turned, the magicians made use of the
opportunity to change their faces into
the appearance of elephants and rhine-
ceroses, Shakrak gave ‘a’ great roar,
and let fall the sherbet; upon which
they immediately resumed their old
shapes, and joined in a hearty laugh.
Shakrak began to persuade himself
that they intended no serious mischief,
but was again annoyed by his friend
the evil genius, who wished to pledge
him with a cup of wine. The cups
were filled, and the evil genius, with
an ironical cough, drank ¢ To our
better acquaintance.” Shakrak found
the wine very pleasant, but could not
empty the cup, which seemed to re~
plenish as fast as he gulped at it. The
gentleman with the six horns winked
to the rest, and insisted upon his see-
ing the bottom. Then it was that
Shakrak, after a violent effort, uttered
his first words. “ Most noble sir,”
said he, tremulously, * the wine in=
creases upon me, insomuch that T
cannot hold it. Your excellent wor-
ship knows that, and is pleased to be
merry.” ¢ Come, come,” said the
genius, ‘I perceive you are a wag,
and wish to play upon us.” Where-
upon there was another loud roar of
merriment. Shakrak being now some-
what elevated, ventured to put in
good-natured bray of hig ewn; but
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they immediately stopped and erected
their eyebrows; so that he was obliged
to set the cup again to his head, to
conceal his confusion.

Nakoonar then told him again to
rise and fetch another bottle. ~ While
Shakrak was stretching forth his hand
to do so, the bottle changed into a
beautiful young woman, who ran away.
‘¢ Never mind these accidents,” cried
Nakoonar ; *“ catch her, and she will
resume her old shape again.” The
slave, with a good-humoured smile,
pursued her round the table, but all
in vain. = She was graceful ‘and light
of foot, and looked back upon him,
over her shoulder. Shakrak followed,
panting and smiling, and thought this
was the best joke of the whole. In
the meantime, the magicians encour-
aged him to increase his speed, which
he did with sparkling eyes and out-
stretched arms. But unfortunately,
when passing behind the chair of the
gentleman with six horns, something
caught his foot. He fell, the vision
disappeared, and he rose from the floor
with a wounded nose. The magicians
affected great concern ; but having got
as much sport as they wished, they
took a short leave, and went off
through the window.

Nakoonar searched the pockets of
Shakrak, under pretence of looking
for something to staunch the wound,
and he found a letter written as fol-
lows :—¢¢ To-morrew night I will
speak to you from the window, at a
quarter from twelve. You are to be-
have with the utmost discretion, or
never expect to see me again.”

Nakoonar put on a stern ‘counte-
nance, and made Shakrak follow him
to another chamber, where there was
nothing but a 'small lamp burning.
€ Vile slave !” said he, ¢ disclose to
me the history of this mote, for my
curiosity is exeited. If you falsify, I
shall immediately know by that lamp’s
going out ; after which I have only to
push you into the next passage, where
there is a monster, who will make his
supper of you.” Shakrak declared that
the note was addressed to his master,
a young merchant in Constantinople,
and that it was written by the daugh-
ter of a certain emir in ‘the city. The
lamp continued to burn. The magi-
cian withdrew, and bolted the door
after him, resolving to have a finger
in the concern; a resolution which
boded no good to the lovers.
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Cuar. IL—The Monster and the Bar
of Tron.—Shakrak is engaged in an
extraordinary Adventure.

SHAKRAK, being now left alone, said
unto himself, ¢ Woe’s me! I fear
some evil is intended to my mistress.
Stupid wretch that I was, to loiter so
long on the streets with her note!
But who would have thought of a
wooden horse? Woe's my heart !
what shall T do?” So saying, he
looked round the apartment, and saw
no window or outlet—nothing but the
door of the passage wherein there was
a monster.

Shakrak was impelled by irresistible
curiosity to take a peep into the closet.
He found that the door had a small
glass window in it, through which
some light proceeded. Upon looking
in, he perceived that the passage led
off'into a spacious lighted gallery. The
monster’s head, somewhat resembling
that of an enormous erocodile, pro-
jected from the wall of the passage,
and lay across the floor, close behind
the doer.

This was a shocking sight, but
Shakrak was desperate. He found a
large bar of iron lying in the room ;
and having opened the door, presented
himself before the eyes of the monster.
Its pupils dilated, and it opened its
scaly jaws, which were about two
yards long.  Shakrak immediately
placed his bar upright within its
mouth. The upper jaw descended
upon it, and was unable to close;
leaving an enormous hiatus, and shew-
ing its rows of polished teeth on both
sides. The monster seemed astonished,
but was too stupid to know how to
relieve itself; being in the habit of
leading a pampered life, without ever
exercising its faculties. Shakrak there~
fore prepared for a very bold attempt.
He took hold of the bar with one hand,
and nimbly sprung through between
its jaws, leaving the horrid animal
utterly astonished at not being able to
swallow him.

He found himself alone in a stately
gallery, at one end of which a door
appeared, over which was inscribed,
in large letters, < The stable of the
wooden horse ;” for it is well known
that magicians take great care of their
unnatural machinery, however unfeel-
ing they may be towards human
beings.

Shakrak had never seen so fine »
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stable. The door was ornamented
with marble pillars ; its valves were
covered with crimson velvet, and
studded with large golden nails; so
that he thought he was going into the
antichamber of a princess. Upon en~
tering, he found it was a noble saloon,
with the wooden horse standing at one
end. Two grooms, also carved out of
wood, were beside him. One of them
knelt with a basket full of pearls, by
way of offering him food, although the
magician probably knew well enough
that his pearls were quite safe, and
would never be tasted. The other
held a curry-comb, as ifabout to apply
it to his back, which had already been
made smooth enough by the rider’s
own body. Perhaps these vain appear-
ances might be necessary, according to
the rules of magic ; but if they were
not, I think the magician must have
been making a mock of his horse ;
which was the more unmanly, on ac-
count of its being unable to see his
drift.  Yet let us pause before we
condemn him. It is impossible for us
to decide whether the wooden grooms
formed an indispensable concomitant
or not. In all arts and mysteries there
are certain particulars, ‘which, to the
ignorant, appear superfluous, and per-
haps foolish ; but which, at the same
time, form necessary links, or quas:
vincula, without which the whole
would be void and inept.

The rest of the apartment was fitted
up with a sort of remote but magnifi-
cent resemblance to a stable ; and in
a corner Shakrak found as many differ-
ent kinds of switches, as if they had
belonged to a lad of fifteen. From a
table he took up a small pocket volume,
entitled, ‘° Rules for managing the
‘Wooden Horse ;” and after reading a
few pages, the principles began to open
upon him in a much clearer manner
than he expected ; insomuch, that,
being eager to escape, and tenderly
anxious for the safety of his mistress,
he resolved to mount and take his
chance.

In the room there was a large win-’

dow reaching down to the floor, and
unfolding upon hinges. It was evi-
dently meant for letting out persons
on horseback.  Shakrak opened it, and
found a small platform without, from
which he had a prospect of the starry
sky, and the whole of Constantinople
at an immense distance below him.
There he shed a flood of tears on ac«
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count of his hapless condition, saying,
¢ Oh, my dear young lady! do not
vex your soft bosom, nor allow the
peach-bloom to steal out of your
cheeks. Your lover is as true as the
stars, which keep the courses whether
they be seen or not, come cloud or
clear sky. T am going to ride a very
strange sort of horse ; but if I break
my neck, it will be for your sake. So
here goes.”

So saying, he went in trembling ;
whereupon the wooden groom laid
down his curry-comb, and held the
stirrup. Shakrak gave a great cry,
and again consulted the book, where
he found these words, page 15, < The
wooden groom will hold your stirrup;
and do any thing you wish in mount-
ing.” Perceiving that this procedure
was quite regular, Shakrak was agair
summoning up resolution, when he
caught the sound of steps advancing
towards a different door from that
by which he had entered ; and pre-
sently Nakoonar’s voice was heard
asking, “ Who cried out a little while
ago ? Was it Mephistopheles wanting
me? Open the door.” One of the
wooden grooms immediately went to
open the door, and Shakrak, in at-
tempting to stop him, was thrown
down, for there is no possibility of
stopping contrivances of that sort ; but
he immediately recovered his feet, and
scampered off along the gallery, darted
through the jaws of the monster, and
got back to his own apartment.

Cruar. II1.— Nakoonar watches in the
Garden.—"The result.

NexT night, about half an hour from
twelve, Nakoonar came to the stable,
saying, “ I have heard that this Safie
is a very choice young damsel, and of
rare beauty ; but if she merely shews
herself at the window, I shall not be
able to seize lier.  An holy dervis has
placed in her apartment so powerful
an amulet, that nothing wicked dare
enter. However, I shall repair to the
spot, and if her lover comes, I may
perhaps overhear some conversation
that will suggest to me by what means
I may bear away the prize.”

He mounted, took several turns,
and perceiving that the emir’s garden
was silent and solitary, dropt down,
and concealed himself and horse in an
arbour. The night was extremely
beautiful. The full moon shone
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Brightly over the garden wall. The
walks were adornied on each side with
long rows of lilies, which, although
the air felt somewhat cold, did not
cease to pour forth a fragrant smell.
The blossoms of the arbour also en-
chanted. him with their edour; and
the long tendrils of climbing. plants,
glittering with moisture, trembled at
the least breath of wind. Nakoonar
was visited with the remembrance of
his ‘earlier days, when the passion of
love had visited him for the first time,
and made the blood tingle in his veins
with a sweetness to which he had for
long been a stranger. °
‘A total silence pervaded the garden
as well as the house, which was quite
near. ' The walls were white, and
* reflected the moonshine strongly. The
lowest row of windows was not more
than a yard from the ground. : While
Nakoonar sat looking and listening,
one of the sashes was' thrown open,
and ' the beautiful Safie put out her
head cautiously, asif to see whether
any person was there. ' Finding that
nothing stirred, she withdrew. Her
mind was probably in a state of san-
guine restlessness and expectation,
which would not allow her to suppose
that any thing could detain her lover,
although she had not heard from him,
and which overcame her with sweet
throes of tenderness, intermingled with
anxiety.

Shortly afterwards she appeared a
second time. She leant out over the
roses which grew beside the window,
and listened attentively. In the mean-
time, Nakoonar had an opportunity of
observing - the beauty of her neck,
which was very white and smooth,
and of her cheek, which did not ap-
pear to have much. red; but only a
gentle and modest crimson, set off by
two or three dark curls. Her hands
were also very white; and it grieved
Nakoonar to: consider the roughness
of the stone before her, which, in her
thoughtfulness, she was grasping and
rubbing unconsciously. Cruel and un-
worthy wretch ! 'whose mind was, at
the same time, filled with the most
sinister intentions.; s

When she could not hear any steps,
she opened the window a little more.
At this juncture, the cunning magi-
cian made a rattling with the bridle
of his horse ; and the idea occurred to
her, that ‘perhaps her lover was not
far off, but, owing to the negligence or
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stupidity of her slave; had not been
instructed how to lift the latch of a
certain wicket.  This idea came, and
went, and came again.. Could she
venture out at the window ? No, no,
no. Only a few steps? No, no.  Yet
there was no great impropriety.  She
would only tell him how to come in.
She would immediately return; and
by the time he had unfastened: the
wicket, she would be safe within the
window. :

So she reasoned, and found, that, in
her present mood, she could not with=
draw contentedly and go to sleep. She
endeavoured to remember the advices
of the holy dervis; but they passed
over her mind without bringing back
good resolutions.

The fair Safie, believing that no eye
observed ‘her, put forth. her slender
foot upon ‘a stone seat beneath the
window, and took what might be
called a very improper: step, -of which
she soon felt the consequences. Na-
koonar, perceiving that all. obstacles
were removed, got hold of her imme-
diately. Hemounted his horse, and
away they flew.

Cuaar. IV.—Shakrak fulls in with the
Gentleman with the Siz Horns.~
He again sees his Mistress.

Iy the: meantime, Shakrak  having
spent the whole day in a most discon-
solate -manner, without tasting any
food, except a few dates which were
brought him by the magician, resolved,
when night came on, to make a second
attempt -to. escape. - He accordingly
passed once more through the jaws of.
the  monster, and - repaired to the
stable, but found the horse gone.
Upon opening the door at which Na-~
koonar had knocked on a former, oeca~
sion, he found it led into another suite
of apartments, which probably served
Nakoonar as a workshop for carrying
on the different branches of his art.
They were. full of very extraordinary,
articles. In the last room, Shakrak
found . the gentleman with  the six
horns pounding at a huge mortar, and
venting, from time to time, lament-
able groans and complaints against
the . absent magician ; for, by. means
of spells, he had been: forced to be-
come Nakoonar’s servant, .and was
kept very closely at work. Hi

No sooner did he perceive Shakrak,
than,  throwing down his pestle, he
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ran to detain him. My dear friend,”
said the evil genius, ¢ you see how I
am used. Whatever may be Nakoonar’s
politeness to me before company, I can
assure you, that in private he treats
me no better than a dog. I have
worked to him for twenty years, and
would fain escape from my bondage ;
which, if I had some assistance from
others, I could easily accomplish. I
know several of his talismanic secrets.
I am an evil genius myself, no doubt,
and many things therefore lie out of
my reach ; butif some holy and pious
person could be introduced  into this
palace, and persuaded to act according
to my directions, Nakoonar might be
destroyed, much for the good of Con-
stantinople.”

¢ Perhaps,” replied Shakrak, ¢ my
help might be somewhat in 'this mat-
ter ; but how can I be sure of your
sincerity #” -

¢ Never doubt that,” said the ge-
nius, striking his palm upon that of
Shakrak with a loud noise.  “ Come
along with me into a neighbouring
apartment, and I shall give you con-
vincing proofs.”

They proceeded into a fair chamber,
spread with the richest carpets, and
scented - by orange trees and other
plants, which grew in vases. It like-
wise contained many sofas and musical
instruments, and was altogether a de-
lightful place, but had no windows,
and was lighted only by globular
lamps, finely painted.

«How do you:like this?” asked
the genius.

¢ Exceedingly well,” replied Shak-
rak.
¢ Oh, the magician! the magician !
I hear him coming !’ cried the gentle-
man with the six horns, and was off*
in an instant, leaving poor Shakrak to
creep under a sofa.

Nakoonar entered, bearing the fair
Safie in his arms;, and placed her upon
aseat. Her eyes were full of tears,
and she seemed quite exhausted with
terror and astonishment at her journey
through the air, insomuch that she
did not even attempt to speak or in-
quire where she was, The magician
thought it would be best to leave her
to repose for some time ; and accord~
ingly, having laid her gently upon a
sofa, he went away, locking the door
after him. Y i5¢0 ‘

Shakrak now peeped out. He saw
his sweet mistress lying languidly,
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with her dark hair shaken out of her
turban, and her silken robes disor=
dered. The small ribbons which tied
her sandals were half unloosed, and
shewed that, before she made the fatal
step out of the window, she had just .
been preparing to retire to sleep. Now
drooping with her tulip cheek over the
sofa, she seemed slowly to recover the
regularity of her breathing, and ut-
tered from time to time heavy sighs.

1t would be unnecessary to describe
her astonishment, when the faithful
Shakrak presented himself before her
view. “ Ah, my dear mistress!” said
he, ¢ you know not what terrible
things I have gone through since we
parted. This is a magician’s house ;
but do not despair, for I am here to
guard you, and hope soon to accom=
plish our escape. The magician carried
me off as I was going to Haslan with
your letter.”

¢ Now I begin: to understand my
situation,” said Safie. ¢ What a
frightful looking man that is, with his
shaggy hair! Oh, Shakrak, you must
certainly have been loitering, or doing
something wrong, when you was car-
ried off.”

¢ No, no,” replied Shakrak, ¢ I
protest that I was doing nothing
wrong. ~But where did the magician
get hold of you, madam ?”

“ We shall speak of that after-
wards,” replied Safie, blushing ; and
they entered into a conversation, in
the course of which Shakrak related
all that he knew, disclosing also what
prospects had been held out to him by
the gentleman with the six horns.
< But, alas!” cried Shakrak, ‘¢ al-
though this room is beautifully deco-
rated, I. perceive it is a prison, from
which there is no other outlet except
the door, of which the magician has
the key ; -and I can do nothing while
I remain here.” So saying, he knocked
loudly at the door, and then hid him-
self under a sofa.

Safie did not perceive the meaning
of this ; but presently Nakoonar en-
tered, and came up- to her with as
sweet an expression of countenance as
he could assume, saying, < Fair lady,
behold - your -humblest_slave.  This
palace is yours, with all its delights ;
and you-seebefore: you one who would
rather follow your stepson. all fours,
and kiss the floor where you have been
walkingy than be admitted-at once te
the third:heaven.” -
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¢ Impious and abominable man !”
cried Safie, ¢ how dare you come near
me ? Are you not ashamed to use this
language to her whom you have so
cruelly snatched away from her
friends ?  Your appearance = testifies
that you cannot be far from sixty, an
age at which there is no longer any
excuse for wanton outrages: never-
theless, you conduct yourself like a
green and giddy reprobate. I am sure
your head exhibits gray hairs enough
to make you pass for a dervis or a phi-
lesopher.”

 Ah, madam!” cried Nakoonar,
kneeling, “you see what a philosopher
I am.”

‘¢ Begone, for I wish to repose my-
self,” cried Safie, who now perceived
that Shakrak had crept out of the room
unobserved.

¢ For what purpose did you make
such a noise lately ?” asked Nakoonar.

“ I know nothing about these
noises,” replied Safie. ““ It must have
been some of your own wicked genii ;
from whom, as well as yourself, I trust
that our holy Prophet will defend me.
In the mean time, you would oblige
me very much by retiring, and locking
the door after you.”

¢ Sweet lady,” replied Nakoonar,
I will obey; but you must ulti-
mately have pity on me.” And ac-
cordingly he withdrew.

Cuar. V.—Nakoonar prepares an
Ezhibition for Safie.

NAKOONAR, in coming away, heard
some stir in the stable of the wooden
horse, and was proceeding in that di-
rection, when he was stopped by the
six-horned genius, who wished to have
his directions about mixing certain
preparations in the workshop. Na-
koonar went to look at the mortar,
Finding that very little had been
pounded, he turned furiously round
upon the genius, and asked him what
he had been doing for two hours. The
genius veplied, sheepishly, that he
had been working as hard as he could ;
whereupon Nakoonar, taking the pestle
out of his hands, belaboured him dread-
fully, and concluded by knocking off
three of his horns. This was teo much
to be endured ; and the spirit sternly
folded his arms, muttering threats of
revenge.

“ Let me have no sulkiness,” cried
Nakoonar, “ else you shall fare worse
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than you have done. Bestir yourself,
and decorate the banqueting-room as
superbly as possible. Spread forth my
talismans upon the table, and prepare
my books ; for there is a fair lady be-
fore whom I wish to make a grand
display of my art. I shall grudge no
pains to please her. As for you, make
your outside as decent as possible, and
be ready to execcute whatever I may
command. To improve my appear-
ance, I think I shall lay ‘aside my
usual safeground of the enchanted
doublet, and shall content myself with
the staff of cedar which I received
from that old magician who now lives
in retirement among the ruins of Den-
dera.”

So saying, he retired. The genius,
still smarting with his wounds, went
immediately to the wardrobe, where
the staff of cedar was kept, and depo- '
sited another in its place.

Cuar. VI.—Shakralk gets the Assisi-
ance of @ Dervis.—Safie is rescued.

Ix the mean time, Shakrak, having
mounted the wooden horse, shot boldly
down into Constantinople. It was now
day-light; and his first care was to
find Haslan, the lover of Safie, who,
after a short explanation with the
panting and perspiring slave, mounted
before him. Such persons as were
abroad at that early hour stood gazing
at the strange macﬁ’ine; and when it
rose again, they saluted it with loud
huzzas.  The "two riders, however,
were” determined to have a third,
namely, the holy dervis Noodlegander,
who had placed an amulet in Safie’s
apartment. Upon repairing to the
street where he lived, they found the
venerable old man seated before his
door, reading the Alcoran. He was
extremely thick-sighted, and also ob-
tuse in his hearing, so that they could
not make him understand what they
wanted. Nevertheless, at their soli=
citations, the venerable old man, who
was so completely sacred that nothing
could come amiss to him, tucked his
Koran under his arm, and mounted
without hesitation. He felt quite at
home everywhere, because he knew
himself to be incapable of receiving
any hurt ; and accordingly the wooden
horse ascended with its three riders,
When they were about half way
from Nakoonar’s house, the venerable
old man put his hand gently upon
1 7
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Haslan’s shoulder, and said, ¢ My
good friend, what is the meaning of
this haste? Beware of the left side of
the road, for I think I perceive a ditch
there.”

¢ Never fear,” replied Haslan ; ¢ we
are far above every thing of that sort.
We want you to assist us against a
great magician.”

¢ Music is a lascivious art,” replied
the dervis, shaking his head. T never
assist in these things.”

1 do not say musician,” replied
Haslan. ¢ Heis a great necromancer.”

¢ Romances are worse,” said the
dervis, shaking his head a second time.

¢ Reverend father, you mistake me,”
said Haslan. ¢ I mean a great sorcerer.”

“ Oh ho! a sorcerer!” cried the
dervis. “° My eyes have much failed
me of late; but you shall see presently
what an old man can do.. To me a
sorcerer is as pleasant as a hare to a
greyhound.”

They landed on the platform, and
passedthrough the stable, where the
wooden grooms fell prostrate, as the
dervis hobbled past with his Koran.
According to the directions which
Shakrak had received, they proceeded
forthwith to the banquetting-room,
where they beheld the utmost splen-
dour of decoration. 1In one corner sat
the evil genius, burning with rage and
shame for the loss of his horns. He
could scarcely look Shakrak in the
face, but seemed rejoiced at their ar-
rival. In the middle of the room stood
a table covered with fine velvet,. upon
which were spread various jewels and
curiosities. ¢ Oh ho!” cried the der-
vis, ¢ I perceive there are talismans
here : we must secure these in the first
place.” And he accordingly put the
whole in his pocket.

At this juncture Nakoonar rushed
into the room, flashing fire from his
eyes, and uttering frightful impreca-
tions. He lifted up what he supposed
to be his cedar staff, and made 2 tre-
mendous blow at the dervis, who very
coolly warded it off with an old pair
of spectacles. The staff flew in pieces.

Nakoonar being thus deprived of all
personal power, was running to open a
great iron door, and let loose his mon-
ster upon them, when the evil genius
took hold of him, and threw him
headlong from a window. His revenge
was accomplished, and he disappeared.

They now repaired joyfully to the
orange-tree apartment, where Safie
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was confined. They found her asleep,
with the roses mantling in her cheeks.
She was muttering something about
stepping out from a window by moon-
light ; and whenever Haslan touched
her, she screamed and awoke. The
utmost congratulations passed among
all the parties ; and the good-natured
dervis promised to give a hint to the
parents of the young people.

Shakrak would fain have been al-
lowed to carry away the wooden horse
for his own use ; but to this the dervis
would by no means consent, quoting
a certain adage, which it is unneces-
sary here to repeat.

They left Nakoonar’s house by a
great staircase which led down to the
street ; and next morning the dervis
having revisited it, with the cadis of
the district, had all the unlawful im-
plements and monsters consumed and
killed, which was a dreadful business
for those who were engaged in it. But
after these things were accomplished,
there remained some very pretty apart-
ments, ready for the reception of Safie
and her husband. = :

g

ON THE STATE OF MUSIC IN SCOT=
LAND.

It is only of late that music has be-
come a subject of great or general in-
terest in Scotland. It is not, however,
because we are not a musical people
that this is the case. On the contrary,
there is hardly any nation which pos-
sesses more sensibility to music, or a=
mong whom a greater variety of beau-~
tiful national melodies is to be found.
The delicacy, grace, and expression of
our slow pastoral airs,—the energy
and boldness of those of a martial
kind,—the sportiveness and vivacity
of the airs of our humorous songs,—
and the bounding gaiety of our dances,
—render our music not only our own
pride, but the admiration of the most
cultivated taste in every other coun-~
try. In thisrespect, we will venture to
say, that Italy alone surpasses us, and
that no other country can be compar=
ed tous. The national music of the
English hardly deserves the name. of
the few airs that seem to belong to
them, the greater part are clumsy and
monotonous ; and they seem at all
times to have been glad to import, for
their own use, the songs of Scotland
2L
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and Ireland. The Fren¢h music, in
so far as it is national, is in a most
wretched taste. It is true, that we
hear, now-a-days, a great many pretty
French airs, which pass for the na-
tional music of that country; but
these airs may, in general, be traced
to the opera, and are many of them
Ttalian. Theattachment of the French,
of all classes and degrees, to the a-
musements of the stage,: makes every
body acquainted with the music of
the opera. . Of late years, many com-
posers of great merit, both native and
foreign, have employed their talents
in writing for the French opera ; and
the consequence is, that the most
pleasing airs of Guetry, Piccini, and
Gluck, are to be heard over all France
—in the streets, the villages; and the
fields. ‘We have witnessed the mor-
tification of a-Frenchman, who, with
the usual vanity of his countrymen,
was declaiming on the exquisite music
of his nation, when he was assured,
that the beautifel air of ¢ Awec les
Jeuz dans le village,”—which he gave;
with great triumph, as a specimen,—
was the composition of an Italian
named Sacchini. This air is just as
common, and as popular in France,
and is as firmly believed to be a na-
tional air, as the: Bush aboon T'raquair
in Scotland ; and yet there is no doubt
of its having been written by that
celebrated composer, who died only
within these very few years—so rapidly
does a good opera air become national
in: France, and so speedily is its origin
forgotten. /Those who wish to see the
French tunes, in all their old deform-
ity, may do so, and procure at the
same time a great deal of amusement,
by looking into .the Thédtre de la
Foire of Le Sage, in the fine edition
of that author’s works lately publish-
ed at Paris, where the airs of all the
songs in his dramatic pieces are given.
These pieces (which are full of hu-
mour) are chiefly harlequinades, con-
sisting almost entirely of songs and
action ; and, the songs and dances be-
ing set to the most common and popu-
lar airs of the time, this book affords
a very distinet view of the French na-
tional music as it existed before the
introduction of the novelties we have
been speaking of. It is really curious
to observe how utterly destitute these
airs, with hardly an exception, are of
every spark of melody, grace, or ex-
pression. They have all one character
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of lugubrious monotony ; and on read-
ing the songs, which are admirable,
resembling, in their gaiety, wit, and
humour, the songs in the Beggar’s
Opera, it is hardly credible that they
could have been coupled to such dole-
ful ditties. A comparison between
them, and the exquisitely characteris-
tic Scottish airs with which Gay em-
bellished the songs of his opera, af-
fords an excellent contrast between
the genuine national music of the two
countries.

The state of music in Germany
seems t0 be such as to render it im-
practicable now to distinguish the old
and traditional airs of the country
from. the regular productions of art.
It is hardly too much to say, that the
whole population of Germany are mu-
sicians. Every body performs on: some
instrument, with greater or less skill
of course ; but all are acquainted with
the rudiments of music, and the works
of the principal composers. Persons
of this description do not amuse thema
selves much with national airs. They
are in the habit of meeting together,
and performing, in concert, the works
of the best authors—it being no un«
usual thing to hear, in a village ale~
house, a symphony or quartetto, exe=
cuted by blacksmiths and weavers,
that would put to shame the perform«
ances of most of the amateurs, and
many of the professors, of this coun=
try ; and their solitary recreations con~
sist in the repetition of the most pleas=
ing airs of their favourite composers.
It would be out of place here, to in=
quire into the causes of this singular
diffusion of musical knowledge and
skill ; but its ineviteble consequence
is, that the old natiomal airs are ne-
glected and almost forgotten. Of what
are called German airs, therefore, the
greatest number are, doubtless; the
productions of the innumerable com~
posers whose works are played or sung
over Germany ; and those which pos=
sess the wildness of character peculiar
to national music; are known, in most
cases, to belong to the Tyrol, or other
remote districts, where the people re~
tain their primitive rudeness and sim-
plicity. That the national music of
Germany, however, in the sense in
which we have been using the term,
is not: remarkably good, may, we
think, be inferred from the well known
circumstance, that the pure German
school of composition, though learned
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