MES. B o MACH een
O iteadey

The New Yorlser

P22nd Febhruary 1S3D



DEATH OF MISS LANDON. ‘

It is wih feelings of sincere regret we have 1o announce to
our readers the death of Mrs, MacrEay, wife w the Gov
ernor of Cape Coast Castle, which most suddenly and unex-|

'y occurred in that settlement on the 15th of October. |
Courier of Tuesday says: |

#7Jhe feeling with which we record this mournful intelli-
gence at the commencement of a new year, wili be respected
whea we state that only y morning we received from
‘Mo, Maclean » most ing und interesting Jetter, which
‘sets forth st once with the animating assertion, ‘[ am very
'well, and very happy.’ * The only regret,’ she o
say, * tho only regret (the em ing that I fling into the
dark ses of lifo to propitiate Fate) is tho constant sorrow I
foel whenever [ think of those wbonki-dnuinoodaplyl"
treasured.” She says that her residence at the castle of Cape.
Coast is * like living in the Arabian Ni looking out upon
'palm and cocon-nut trees.”  And she enters into o light-|

and pleasant review of her bousekeeping troublos,
touching yams and plantains—and not less interestiog aecount.
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The following is copied from & periodical paper called the |
‘ Watchman,' of Wednosday, and adds to the regrets which
the loss of one so gifted, in the prime of life, must under any |
circumetances excite : {

We have been furnished with the following extract from a
letter of the Rev. Thomas Froeman, Wesleyan missionary at.
Cape Co;}:mnim‘:“”l:‘o mpmioom of.‘thio calamitous
event. sym a large the public, as
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“Care Coanr Towx, Oct. 16, 1538, |

d:..;;.ln‘m ; Swy sooond | -ﬁ:nbuxzi
t— it my pai uty o a y n
dehﬁmmr—mwmdbymd&mﬂ
peculiar to this climate, her | health baving been very |
good from the day she until ‘yuhldly morning, when
she was found dead in her room, lying to the door, kav-
ing in her hand & bottle which mludpnnicuid.n}
on of which she bad taken, (as was propared by the sur
being spilt on the floor. She been

a short time before, in » t good health and spirits.

A letter was found, which she written to a friend in Scot-
land, dated the same morning, in which she expresses l-nelfi
satiefied and pleased with Capo Coast and its ivhabitants, '
and as finding every thing here much better than she bad ex-
pected.  (She told mo the same cight or ten days ago, or

mediately summaoned, composed of the merchanta
of tho town, (I was not among them,) and the nature of the |
evidence given was such as they considered would authorise
them to give a vendict to the following effoct i It is thought |
that she was seized with spasms in the stomach, (with which
she was often troubled, being sulject to them,) and took an
overdose of prussic acid, na she was found dead on the 8oor
of ber bed-room, close to the door, with the small bottle in
her hand. It issu that she took an over-dose, which
killed her.' Mr. M. bad been very ill with the same com-
plaint, (the spasms,) while she only felt them for a short
time at once, not to make herill. Indeed, whenover
I have seen ber, which was often, she dn{;:;:g?nd in
high health and spirits. We all deeply dep event.
She was a person of an amiable disposition.  To me she was
very kind, especially during my late ilincss, in sending me
any little thing (such s dried fruit, &e.) which T swod in
noed of. 1 fondly hoped she would have been spared ; for
mh ber literary pursuits would most probably have hin-

her from paying much attention to our poor degraded
Fantee females, yet even the presence of an European Jady is

of vast noe in this place. 1 have dwelt longer than |
ought, , on this melancholy catastrophe, because 1
feared lest it should operate injors on the minds of any
missionaries, or their wives, whom the ttee may wtend



At an inquest beld at ConoCout Castle, the 15th day of
October, 1838, before me, James Swaracy, Faq. ove of her
Majesty's justices of the peace, and others, the jorors of oar
tady, Queen Victoria, upon view of the body of Letitia Eliza-
both Maclean, Emily Bailg, being duly swomn upon the Holy
Evangelists, and examined, de th und seith: That be.
tween the hours of eight and nine in the morning of the 15th

‘inst. the deponent having received a noto addressed to Mre.

| Maclean, from Mr. Swanzey, went to her room for the par
rooocfdollnﬂud\o same to her, and found some dificulty
n the door, in consequence of M. Maclean having
fallen against it; that deponent, on entering the room, dis-
covered Mrs. Maclean lying on the floor with an empty bortle
in her hand—{which bottle being produced, was labeled

* Acid Hydrocianicum Delatum, Pharm. Lond. 1836 : medium
;lo;e. five minims, bei ‘g:“ ol:e-tbiadrtho u;agth of tha
o former use prepared heele's proof,” y=—n e senie.
less; that, onp::oiug this, depooom':nm for her nd 10
call Mr. Muclean. She believed that Mrs. Maclean must
have been attempting to o‘-ea the door to call for assistance,
when she k:lo;d t :m";: stross ;:k subjeet to be um::’ked
by spasms, was in the habit ing occasionally o
or two of the medicine in the bottle in water; but {ml m
herself seen her do 80 more then two or three times, She
(Mrs. Maclean) had the spasms rather badly the previous

evening, and wisbed to take a liutle of the medicine contained
in the bottle, to give ber reliet; she did not eoug:in much
this mon% Domﬂ was not when mistress
was taken ill, but seen her ¢t hall an bour before,

hen abe appeared well, and made her o preeent, as the de-

t was sbout leaving the coast for England.  That Mes.
acloan then told deponent to retire, snd she would send for
her when she wished to dress.  Deponent had not seen her
| writing this morning, but she was so employed the previous
| evening, when she delivered to depooent two letters for
| friends in Eagland, and was affocted at the thooght of depo-
| neat leaving her. That when deponent saw ber last, she was
|in ber ususl spirits. The bottle found in Mrs. Mackeon's
| hand was uncorked, and she (deponient) afterwards corked it

' and put it aside, She could state nothing more which could

" throw any light on the subject. '

%




The next deposition is that of George Maclean, who de-
poseth and saith: That deponent saw notking parficular
about Mrs. Macicam this morning, czcepd she come
 plained of weariness; and after baving, as usual, given bim
 some tea and arrowroot, at six o'clock went to bed again for
‘about ooe hour and & half. Deposent attribated ber weari-
ness to attendance upon himself while sick, sud want of rest
for three provious nights; that she was very subject to spasma
and hysterical affections, and had been in tho cuatom of usivg
the medicine contained in the small bortde produced, as n
mﬂ or prevention, which she had told him had been pro-
seribed for ber by her medical mtendant in London, J‘Dr.
Thomson;) that on seeing her use it, deponent had threatened
to throw it away, and at one time toid ber that he lad
dove 80, when she appeared so much alarmed, ond
said it was so necossary for the preservation of Mer life, that
deponent was prevented from afterwards taking itawoy; that
he had been called by Bailey that moming, when he found
Mrs. Maclean oa the floor near the door, quite senscless]
that he immediately sont fur the doctor, aod assisted 10 carry
her to bed ; that the efforts of the doctor o restore life were
in vain, and that deponent connot assign any cavse for her
death. Mr. Maclesn added that an uskind word had never
between them.
At this period of the procoedings, Mr. Maclean submitted
a letter, dated 15th October, written by Mrs. Maclean, and
intended for immediate dispatch to a fumale fricnd in Eng-
land, in which there appears no depression of spirits.  The
| only passage which at all savory of discoutentis one cevtuinly
| of no great importance. The fallgpwing is the Jetter:

rd



-« My dearcst Marie:—I cannot but werite you s brief ac-
count how I enact the part of a feminine Robinson Crusee.
[ must say, in itself, the place is infinitely supenior to all |
over dreamed of. The castle is & fine butlding—the rooms
excellent. 1 do not suffer from heat ; insects there are few or
none; and I am in excellent health. Tho solitude, except an
| pecasional dinner, is absolute; from seven in the morning 1ill
| seven in the evening, when we dine, I never see Mr. Mac-
lean, and rarely any one else. Wo were welcomed by a s
ries of dianers, which I am glad are over—for it is very awh-
ward 10 be the oaly lady ; still, the great kindness with which
I have been treated, snd the very pleasant manners of mauy
of the gentlemen, made me foel it us litde as posnble.  Lost
woek we bad a visit from Copt. Castle, of the Pylades. His
story Is very melancholy. Ho married, six months before hio
|lv& England, to one of the beautiful Miss Hills, Sir John
Hill's daughter, and she died just o8 ho received orders 10
return home. We also had = visit from Colonel Bosch, the
Dutch Governor, a most gentleman-like man.  But fancy how
awkward the next moming: 1 cannot induce Mr. Maclcon
| to rise: and I have to make breakfast, nnd do the honors of
adion to him and his officers, white plumes, mustactoes and
{all, I think I never felt more embarrassed. 1 have not yet
| folt the want of society tha lsast. 1 .do not wish to form new
and never a day poss without thinking most

jonately of my old oncs. On three sides we are sur
Iﬂmddbylhom. I like the perpetusl dash on the rocks ;

1




one weve comes up alter another, and is for ever dashed in |

e human bopes, tat swell to be disappointed. We
advance—up springs lhmmg froth of love or hope, ‘a
momest white, and gm for ever.” The land view, with its

cocon and palm trees, wqm\lnng.uuhkoumu
the Arabian Ngbu. Of & night the beaoty is very remark-

able; the sea is of & sﬂvezputlendlhemooodemdl
:i.ub:ubouuxd I bave osly once been out
t

nby du‘l.?bt.ud then was delighted. The salt
a crimmson by the setting m.uduw
mrnod.tboym a faint vi uuhumh‘h
ken by a thousand stars: while before us was the de
Tho chance of sending this letter is a very sudden one,
oc I should have ventured w0 write to Generul Fagan, to
whom I beg the very Rindost re Damt,douotfw\
&:t. Pray write to me, *‘ Mrs. Georgo Maclean, Cape
Castie, care of Mewsrs. Forster and Smith, a.l\‘
Chambers, Bishopsgnte-stroet.”  Writo about yourself;
elso balf 50 much interests your affectionate
L. E. Macreax™ |

The verdict was ““that the death of Mrs. Maclean m'

Mby ber having nlwnumc-duwolpm-mmd,l

which, from cvidence, il appeared she had been in the hadit
of wring as a remedy for spasmodic qffections, to which |
she was subject,” ——

By & curious coincikdence, the following swect poem from |
ber pen was published in the ¢ \whloolhl\l ine' on
tbmdlboduyom wMthnwo .ﬁ
veached London :




 THE POLAR STAR.
Y L. L.

This star sizks below the horizon in certais latitudes. | watched
it alak Jower and lower every uight, till at last it disappeared. |
A s1an bas left the Kindling sky~—

A lovely northern Jight;
How muLploncu are oo bigh!
But that bas left the night.
I miss its bright familiar face;
It was a frend to me,
Associate with my asative place,
And those beyond the ses.

It rose upon our English sky,
Showe o'er our English land,
And brougbt back maay s Juviog eye,
And meny a gentle band,

It scemed to moswer to my thought:
It called the past to mind,

Axud with its welcome presence brought
All T bad Joft behind.

The voyage it lights no longer ends
Sooo.onutb“' n shore;
How ean I but recall the friends
Whom I mey see no mors?
Freah from the psio it was o
How could I bear the pain?
Yumg“mhn_\rmﬂ
That says—We meet aguin;
Meet with a deeper, dearor love:
For absence shows the worth
Of all from which we then removo=
Friends, home, and native enrth,
Thou lovely polar star '—mine oves
- ?d;:mm«ld:dﬁutmlm,
il ve felca '
Thlmlooktd‘:;mm

But 11;5:; ‘};;t sunk beneath the wave,
wnt place unknown ;

I seom 0 stand beside n grave,
And stond by it alove.

F.n:ell fee Ak, would :o me were given

woer thy light:

What ::nh u;!:‘uuwyll ish hoaven
Thy loving ruys write !

Kind messages of Jove and hope
Upoa thy rays should be;

Thy shining orbit would bave scope
Scarcely eacugh for me,

Oh.fu:?ninuhnﬁmd.
My And littte needed 1o !—

friends ! I noed not look beyond
My heart 1o look for you!




THE LATE MES. MACLEAN—L. E, L.
To the Kditor of the London Timer:

Str—As I find thore arosome painfol surmises in reference
to the nnhachdyc:?md Mre. Maclean, lp:;:.mlo re-
qmrnrm the secompanying letter. It is probably
one of the twao sho wrote the might before her docease; for,
though withon: dete, it cume to me as a *whip lewter,” and

not by private band, and | did cot roceive it until | had read
the mournful intelligence tn your . Tt is onnecessary to |
direct attention to its cheerful and healthy tone; to me it is |

} that for the first timeo during & life of labor, anxiety, |
for such hers undoubtedly was, her hopes of case |

wore strong and well grounded. A mysterioos
dispessation of Providence has deprived liverature and soci-

ety of ove of ita brightest orsaments. She vill be lamented |
by mullions, to whose enjoyments she »l‘rp‘l{i:ouuibnl«l;

!.is,

but to her privato friends the loss is one w h language |
can give no expression. i
I have the to be, sir, your obliged se~vant, |

Awws Moya Haze.
The Rosery, 12, Gloscester-road, Old Brompios.




“My dw{mh&o.;lm—l mm.d M‘Mpumof my mhl
ost epistios ropics, as o ship is jost ssiling,
vllle:do\,l it can only be a few burried lines. I can
tell you my voyage io three words—six weoks' sea-sick-
poss=but | am now as well as possible, and have been ever
since [ londed. The castlo is a vory woble building, aad ail
the rooms and cool, while some wonid be pretty eveu
in Englacd ; that where I am writing is painted a deep slue,
'with some splendid engravings; {odeed, fine priots scem guite
a passion with the geatlemen here.  Mr. Maclean's library |
is Sitted up with bookeasos of African mahogany, and por- |
truits of distingui authors; I, however, never approach
it without due prepamtion and humility, so crowded is it with
 scientific instruments, tolescopes, chrunometers, lavameters,
 gasometers, &e., nose of which may be teuched by hands
profane. Oun threo sidos the batteries are dushed against by
ithonm;nthfwnhhcwbndvicw; the hills

very beautiful. The vatives seem both obliging and intelli-
gent, and look very picturesque, with their fine dark figures,
with picces of the country eloth flung round them ; they seem
12 have an excellont ear for music ; the band plays all the old

ing. The servants are very tolemble bat they take so many
to work. The prisonors do the scouring, and fancy threo men
clemning & room that an old woman in Eogland would do in
an hour! besides the soldier who stands by, his bayonet drawn
in bis hand. Al my troubles bave been of a house-keeping
kind, and no ove could begin on & more iful stock of igno-
| rance than myself; however, like Sin the sailor in the
cavern, I begin to see light. 1 have numbered and labelled
my keys, their name is Legion, snd every morning I take my
way to the store, give oot tour, sugar, sz, &e., sod am
learsing to scold if I sce any dust, or miss the customary pol-
ish on the tables: [ am actually gettiog the stewerd of the
ship, who is my right-hand, to teach mo how to make pastry
I will report progression in the ext; we live simost entirely
on duecks and chickens ; if u sheep be killed, it must be caten
for yeua, aed Y are an sacalont Sopatiate for. posaiore
{ for youst, and yams arc sn t sobatitute for

¢ The fruit generslly is too sweet for my liking, but the oranges
‘and pme applos are delicious. You cannot think the com-
Dplcwmhduhhbbhlm.htlh\mcwmiu
¢ writing, and 1 am very well and very buppy; I think even
: more than I ex , if that bo possible, of my Eoglish friends.
" It was almost like seeing something alive when I saw * The
. Bucanier’ and ‘ The Outlaw’ side by side in Mr. Maclcan's
i ; I connot 1ell you the pleasure it gave me. Do toll
, Mr. Hall that every day I Bud the books of gems greater
[ treasures, I refer to them perpetually: I have boen busy with
what I hope you will like—essays from Sir Walter s
works, to illustrato a set of Heath's portraits; 1 believe they
amwwmqfﬂdghtmtynr. Give my kindest
love w Mry. Fielding and Mr. Hall, and believe ever,




“Yoar truly aflectionate,
“1 shall not forget the shells.”

[ The vame had been written * L. E. Landon ;* bat the word
‘ Landon' was erased, and that of * Maclean’ substituted.)

* “You see how diflicwlt it is to leave off an old custom.”

Yl E (Laxpox*) MucrLeax,

nmmu.mmmwmmmn«m
lamsested Mrs. Moclean :
Ebhe Poctrp of ml English Vijou SAlmanac,
fer 1530.—BY L.E.L.

THE DUCHESS OF KENT.
A wivow with an only child,
The mother of our gueen;
A stranger in & foreign land,
Thy lot has varions heen.
How many claims attend with thee

Upon a nations sympathy !
How aaxious watchisng hours
Thy Mother’s beart has known,
Belore tbe blossom was a flower—
The orpban oa u throne!
Ab! may a glorious farure wait
On thee—thy child~and Eogland’s fate!

MD\'MO‘I’OR.
Yet on the haunted canvass dwells
wm‘l;bmyidm&ee.w
srt’s departod master
His sweetest task to trace;
Nooo see it but are held
In lte strong toil of grace,



Nature, thy fairy godmother,
Hu*lzt%lhym

Aprodtph’ it
Toack’uhoowhucboo-n:

The lovely face, the gifted mind,
The and generous beart.

FASTA.
I w0 thee, with thy ni?bzoblu.k hair
Slmvddu&’lt;:n n thy despair;

praised are ploring

To hesven, which yet thy proyor withstands;
Arnd in thy deep and Sashing eye
Is passion's utter agony.
A Grecian statue dost thou seem,
Wrought up in some tumultuous dream;
While in the music of thy tone
Is evory thrill wo soerow
Queen art thou—and still must be queen,
While ove heart kocps thy bacniiog scene.

WELLINGTON.
The conqueror of a thousand felds !

And conquest was & crimo=—
But in & universal war
For every right sublime.
The laurel that bo wears should have
In Evglish hearts its bicth;
His victories kept inviolate
Our island’s sacred varth;
They were the glorious masom given
For every English hearth.



SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE.
Thy haod is cold *==thy colors wenve
Their graceful lines no more!
Yer, 'Bim" of each lovely faco
wt lit our island shore,
These faces from the ennvass shine,
And haunt us still with thee and thine.

Hero and beauty—all who fung
Their spell around their day—
Owe to 1hy peacil memories
That will not pass away;
The ~—the present seems to be,
Thanks to thy art and thee!

BEETHOVEN.
A stately and a solemn song,
Sach as the ovening winds
) luhxmcuh;ddnlbabb,
When y thougbt,
Fmdlou:’l?:hep recesses brought,
Attend the hymn the while,
There mingle with thy glorious strain
No common fancies light and vain;
Thy spirit was eoshrined--
Thy chords were thoughts—thy notes were given
To wll that links this earth with heaven,
Musicien of the mind !

FAREWELL.
My little fairy chironicle,
The prettiest of my tasks, farewell !
Ere other eyes shall meet this line,
Far other records will be mine;
How many miles of tmekless sen
Will roll between my land and me!

I said thive elfin aimansc

Should call all pleasast bours back ;
Amid theso pleasant hours, will nove
Thiok kindly oo what I have doue !
Then, fairy page, 1 leave with thee
Some memory of my songs and me,




