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ADVERTISEMENT.
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Tue “Crayon Miscellany™ will appear
numbers, from timec to time, as circumstances
may permit 3 and  will contain scencs and
shetches of life in Awmerica and Europe; to-
gether with such other themes, both real
and imaginary, as may present themselves to
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INTRODUCTION.

=i I

“ As | saw the last blue line of my native Jand fade away,
like a cloud in the horizon, X seemed &g if T had elosed
one volume of the world and its concerng, and had time
for meditation, before 1 opened ancther,  That land, too,
naw vanishing from my view, which coniained all that was
most dear fo me in life; what vicizsitodes might ocour in
it—what changes might take place in me, before 1 should
vigit itagain!  Who can Lell, when e seiz forth to wan-
der, whither he may be deiven by the uncertain eurrents
of existence ; or when he pay return ; er whether it may
gver be hia Iot to revisit the scenes of his childhood I"'#*

Buch were the dubious thouglts that pasgeed like a shado
neross my mind many vears since, as I lost sight of my
native lind, on my voyage to Burope.  Yel, | had every
reason for bright wnticipations, T was boeoyant with
herlth, had encugh of the wworld's geer” for all my
wants, wis o my wiy to visit the fairest scenes of Eo-
rope, with the prospect of returning home in a couple of

* Binteh Book, Vol, L
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vears, stored with recellections for the remainder of my
life,

The boding doubts, however, which had beclouded my
miml at the mottent of departure, threstened Lo prove
prophetic.  Years and years elapsed, yet 1 remained o
voluntary exile from my home. Why did I s0?'—The
gitestion has often been asked ; for once 1 will make a
briel reply.

It was my lot, almaost oo landing in Europe, to experience
a reverse of fortune, which cast me down in spirt, and
altered the whela temor of my life, Tn the midst of per-
plexities and humibiations, I tumed to my pen for solice
and support. 1 bhod hitherto exerciged it for amusement ;
I now looked to it as my main dependence, resolving, if
successful, never te abandon it for any prospect of worldly
prin, nor fo return to my friends, antdl, by my likerary
exertions, | had placed myself above their pity, or asajst-
Race.

Soch are the moin reasons that unexpectedly beguiled
e into a long protracied abeence. How and why that
absence was thos protracted, would involve o story of baf
fled plang and deferred hopes, which led me on from
month to month, and vear to year, and left me where they
found me ; would invalve, in short, the cheequerad story of
my humble concerns and precarious feelings—and 1 have
a shrinking repugnance to such an expesure,

Huflice it to say, thet my path, which many are apt to
think was a flowery one, was too oflen beset by thorns ;
and that et times when 1 owas supposed boguiled by the



