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OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

From the onginal painting by Sir Joshua Reynolds, P.R.A., at Knole,
the property of Lord Sackville.
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MADAME D'ARBLAY. (JANUARY, 1843.)

Diayy’ami Letlers of Madame D'Arélay. 5 vols. 8vo.
ndon : 1842,

THOUGH the world saw and heard little of Madame
D’Arblay during the last forty years of her life, and
though that little did not add to her fame, there
were thousands, we believe, who felt a singular
emotion when they learned that she was no longer
among us. The news of her death carried the minds
of men back at one leap over two generations, to the
time when her first literary triumphs were won. All
those whom we had been accustomed to revere as in-
tellectual patriarchs seem children when compared
with her ;. for Burke had sate up all night to read her
writings, and Johnson had pronounced her superior
to Fielding, when Rogers was still a schoolboy, and
Southey still in petticoats. Yet more strange did it
seem that we should just have lost one whose name
had been widely celebrated before any body had
heard of some illustrious men who, twenty, thirty,
VOL. X - ‘ B



2 Diary and Letters of

or forty years ago, were, after a long and sp]end.ld
career, borne with honour to the grave. Yet so i
awas.  Frances Burney was at the height of e
and popularity before Cowper had published his first
volume, before Porson had gone up to college, before
Pitt had taken his seat in the House of Commons,
before the voice of Erskine had been once heard in
‘Westminster Hall. Since the appearance of her first
work, sixty-two yecars had passed ; and this interval
had been crowded, not only with political, but also
with i T of repyf 1-
tions had, during that period, sprung up, bloonf 1,
withered, and disappeared. New kinds of compgsi-
tion had come into gcshlon, had gone out of fashion,
had been derided, had been forgotten. The fooleries
of Della Crusca, and the fooleries of Kotzebue, had
for a time bewitched the multitude, but had left no
trace bebind them ; nor had misdirected genius been
able to save from decﬂy the once flourishing schools of
Godwin, of Darwin,and of iffe. Many books,writ:
ten for temporary effect, had run through six or seven )
editions, and had then been gathered to the novels of
Afra Behn, and the epic poems of Sir Richard Black-(
more. Vet the carly works of Madame D'Arblay, in |
spite of the lapse of years, in spite of the change of -
manners, in spite of the popularity descrvedly ob- '
tained by some of her rivals, continucd to hold a high
qlace in the public esteem. She lived to be a classic.
ime sct on her fame, before she went hence, that
seal which is seldom set except on the fame of the
departed, Like Sir Condy Rackrent in the tale, she
survived her own wake, and overheard the judgment
of posterity,
Having always felt a warm and sincere, though
not a bling admiration for her talents, we rejoiced to
learn that her Diary was about to be made public.
Our hopes, it is true, were not unmixed with fears.
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We could not forget the fate of the Memoirs of Dr.
Burney, which were published ten years ago. That
unfortunate book contained much that was curious:
and intercsting. Yet it was received with a cry of
disgust, and was specdily consigned to oblivion. The
truth is, that it deserved its doom. It was written in
Madame D’Arblay’s later style, the worst style that
has ever been known among men. No genius, no
information, could save from proscription a book so
written. \We, therefore, opened the Diary with no
small anxiety, trembling lest we should light upon
some of that peculiar rhetoric which deforms almost
every page of the Memoirs, and which it is impossible
to read without a sensation made up of mirth, shame,
and loathing. We soon, however, discovered to our
great delight that this Diary was kept before Madame
D'’Arblay became eloquent. It is, for the most part,
written in her earliest and best manner, in true
woman’s English, clear, natural, and lively. The two
works are lying side by side before us; and we never
turn from the Memoirs to the Diary without a sense
of relief. The difference is as great as the difference
between the atmosphere of a perfumer’s shop, fetid
with lavender water and jasmine soap, and the air
of a heath on a fine morning in May. Both works
ought to be consulted by every person who wishes to
be well acquainted with the history of our literature
and our manners. But to read the Diary is-a plea-
sure; to read the Memoirs will always be a task.

‘We may, perhaps, afford some harmless amuse-
ment to -eur_readers if we attempt, with the help of
these two books, to give them an account of the most
important years of Madame D’Arblay’s life.

he was descended from a family which bore the
name of Macbumey, and which, though probably of
Irish origin, had been long settled in Shropshire, and
was p of ble estates in that county
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Unhappily, many ycars before her birth, the Mac-
burneys began, as if of set purpose and in a spirit of
determined rivalry, to expose and ruin themsclves.
The heir apparent, Mr. James Macburney, offended
his father by making a runaway match with an actress
from Goodman’s Ficlds. The old gentleman could
devise no more judicious mode of wreaking vengeance
on bis undutiful boy than by marrying the cook. The
cook give birth to a son named Joseph, who suc-
cceded to all the lands of the family, while James
was cut off with a shilling. The favourite son, how-
ever, was so extravagant, that he soon became as poor
as his disinherited brother. Both were forced to earn
their bread by their labour. Joseph turned dancing
master, and settled in Norfolk. James struck off the
Mac from the beginning of his name, and set up as
a portrait painter at Chester. Here he had a son
named Charles, well known as the author of the
History of Music, and as the father of two remark-
able children, of a son distinguishcd by learning, and
of a daughter still more honourably distinguished by
genius.

Charles early- showed a taste for that art, of which,
at a later period, he became the historian. He was
apprenticed to a celebrated musician in London, and
applied himself to study with vigour and success.
He soon found a kind and munificent patron in Fulk
Greville, a highborn and highbred man, who seems to
have had in large mecasure all the accomplishments
and all the follics, all the virtues and all the vices,
which, a hundred yecars ago, were considered as
making up the character of a fine gentleman. Un-
der such protection, the young artist had every pro-
spect of a brilliant carcer in the capital. But his
health failed. It became necessary for him to retreat
from the smoke and river fog of London, to the pure
air of the coast. He accepted the place of organist,



Mademe I)'Arblay 5

at Lynn, and settled at that town with a young lady
. who had recently become his wife.

At Lynn, in June 1752, Frances Burney was born.
Nothing in her childhood indicated that she would,
while still a young woman, have secured for hersell
an honourable and permanent place among English
writers, She was shy and silent. Her brothers and
sisters called her a dunce, and not without some show
of reason ; for at eight years old she did not know
her letters.

In 1760, Mr. Burney quitted Lynn for London,
and took a house in Poland Street ; a situation which
had been fashionable in the reign of Queen Anne,
but which, since that time, had been deserted by most
of its lthy and noble inhabi He afterwards
resided in Saint Martin’s Strcet, on the south side
of Leicester Square, His house there is still well

- known, and will continue to bewell known as long as
our island retains any trace of civilisation ; for it was
the dwelling of Newton, and the square turret which
distinguishes it from all the surrounding buildings

* was Newton's observatory.

Mr. Burney at once obtained as many pupils of
the 'most respectable description as he hadp time to
attend, and was thus enabled to support his family,
modestly indeed, and fruga"y, but in comfort and

is 1 merit obtained for
him the degree of Doctor of Music from the Uni-
versity of Oxford ; and his works on subjects con-
nected with his art gained for him a place, respect-
able, though certainly not eminent, among men of
letters.

‘The progress of the mind of Frances Burney, from
her ninth to her twenty-fifth year, well deserves to be
recorded. When her education had proceeded no
further than the hombook, she lost her mother, and

forward she d herself. Her father
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appcars to have been as bad a father as a very
honest, affectionate, and sweet tempered man can
well be. He loved his daughter dearly ; but it never
scems to have occurred to him that a parent had
other dutics to perform to children than that of fond-
ling them. It would indced have been impossible
for hlm to superintend thclr cducatlon himself. His
pr 1 engag pied him all day. At
seven in the morning he bcgnn to attend his pupils,
and, when London was full, was somctimes employed
in teaching till cleven at night. He was often forced
to carry in his pocket a tin box of sandwiches, and
a bottle of wine and water, on which he dined in a
hackney coach, while hurrying from one scholar to
another. Two of his daughters he sent to a seminary
at Paris; but he imagined that Frances would run
some risk of being perverted from the Protestant
faith if she were educated in a Catholic country, and
he therefore kept her at home. No %overness, no
teacher of any art or of any language, was provided
for her. But one of her sisters showed her how to
write ; and, before she was fourteen, she began to
find pleasure in reading.

It was not, however, by reading that her intellcct
was formed. Indeced, when her best novels were
produced, her knowledge of books was very small.
When at the hecight of her fame, she was un-
acquainted with the most celebrated works of Vol-
taire and Moliére ; and, what scems still more extra-
ordinary, had never heard or seen a line of Churchill,
who, when she was a girl, was the most popular of
living poets. It is particularly deserving of observa-
tion that she appears to have been by no means a
novel reader. Her father’s library was large ; and he
had admitted into it so many books which rigid
moralists generally exclude that he felt uneasy, as
he afterwards owned, when Johuson began to examine




Madame D’Arblay 7

the shelves. But in the whole collection there was
only a single novel, Ficlding’s Amelia.

An education, however, which to most girls would
have been uscless, but which suited Fanny’s mind
better than elaborate culture, was in constant pro-
gress during her from childhood to

hood. The grcat book of human nature was turned
over before her. Her father's social position was
very peculiar. He belonged in fortune and station
to the middle class. His daughters seemed to have
been suffered to mix freely with those whom butlers
and waiting maids call vulgar. We are told that
they were in the habit of playing with the children of
a wigmaker who lived in the adjoining house. Yet
few nobles could assemble in the most stately man-
sions of Grosvenor Square or Saint James’s Square, a
society so various and so brilliant as was sometimes
to be found in Dr. Burney's cabin. His mind, though
not very powerful or capacious, was restlessly active ;
and, in the intervals of his professional pursuits, he
had contrived to lay up much miscellaneous informa-
tion. His attainments, the suavity of his temper, and

the gentle plicity of his had obtained
for him ready admission to the first literary circles.
While he was still at Lynn, he had won Johnson’s
heart by sounding with honest zeal the praises of
the English Dictionary. In London the two friends
met frequently, and agrecd most harmoniously. One
tie, indeed, was wanting to their mutual attachment.
Burney loved his own art it and J

just knew the bell of Saint Clement’s church from the
organ. They had, however, many topics in common ;
and on winter nights their conversations were some-
times prolonged till the fire had gone out, and the
candles ‘had burned away to the wicks. Burney's
admiration of the powers which had produced Ras-
selas and The Rambler bordered on idolatry. Johnson,
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on the other hand, condescended to growl out that
Burney was an honest fellow, a man whom it was
impossible not to like.

Garrick, too, was a frequent visitor in Poland
Strect and Saint DMartin's Street. That wonderful
actor loved the society of children, partly from good
nature, and partly from vanity. The cecstasics of
mirth and terror, which his gestures and play of
countenance never failed to produce in a nursery,
flattered him quite as much as the applausc of mature
critics. He often exhibited all his powers of mimicry
for lhc amuscment of the little Burncys, awed them

ing and cr hing as if he saw a ghost,
scared them by raving like a maniac in Saint Luke’s,
and then at once became an auctioncer, a chimney-
sweeper, or an old woman, and made them laugh till
the tears ran down lhcxr checks.

But it would be tor the of
all the men of lctters and artists whom Frances
Burncy had an opportunity of sccing and hearing.
Colman, Twining, HMarris, Barctti, ITawkesworth,.
Reynolds, Barry, were among those who occasionally
surrounded the tea table and supper tray at her
father's modest dwelling. This was not all. The
distinction which Dr. Burney had acquired as a
musician, and as the historian of music, attracted to
his house the most eminent musical performers of
that age. The greatest Italian singers whoe visited
England regarded him as the dispenser of fame in
their art, and excrted themselves to obtain his
suffrage. Pachicrotti became his intimate friend.
The rapacious Agujari, who sang for nobody clse
under fifty pounds an air, sang her best for Dr.
Burney without a fec; and in the company of
Dr. Burney cven the haughty and eccentric Gabrielli
constrained herself to behave with civility., It was
thus in his power to give, with scarcely any expense,
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concerts equal to those of-the aristocracy. On such
accasions the quiet street in which he lived was
blocked up by coroneted chariots, and his little
drawingroom ‘was crowded with peers, peeresses,
and or: On one evening, of
which we happen to have a full account, there were
present Lord Mulgrave, Lord Bruce, Lord and Lady
Edgeeumbe, Lord Barrington from the War Office,
Lord Sandwich from the Admi , Lord Ashb:
ham, with his gold key da.nglmg from his pocket, and
the French Amb De Gui;
for his fine person and for ‘his success in gallantry,
But the great show of the night was the Russxan
Ambassador, Count Crloff, whose gigantic figure was
all in a blaze with jewels, and in whose demeanour
the untamed ferocity of the Scythian might be dis-
cerned through a thin varnish of French politeness.
As he stalked about the small parlour, brushing the
ceiling with his toupee, the girls whispered to each
other, with mingled admiration and horror, that he
was the favoured lover of his august mistress ; that
he had borne the chief part in the revolution to which
she owed her throne ; and that his I:uge hands, now
glittering with diamond rings, had given the last
squeeze to the windpipe of her unfortunate husband.
‘With such illustrious guests as these were mingled
all the most remarkable specimens of the race of
lions, a kind of game which is hunted in London
every spring with more than Meltonian ardour and
perseverance. Bruce, who had washed down steaks
cut from living oxen with water from the fountains
of the Nile, came to swagger and talk about his
travels. Omai lisped broken English, and made all
the assembled musicians hold their ears by howling
Otaheitean love songs, such as those with which
. Oberea charmed her Opano.
Wu:h the literary and fa.shinnable society, which
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occasionally mct under Dr. Burney's roof, Frances
can scarcely be said to have mingled. She was not
a musiciar, and could therefore bear no part in the
concerts. She was shy almost to awlwardness, and
scarcely ever joinced in the conversation.  The slightest
remark from a stranger disconcerted her ; and even
the old fricnds of her father who tried to draw her out
could scldom extract more than a Yes or a No. Her
figure was emall, her face not distinguished by beauty.
Shc was therefore suffered to withdraw quictly to the
d, and, bserved hersclf, to observe all
that pnsscd. Her nearest relations were aware that
she had grood cense, but scem not to have suspected
that. under Ler d and b 1 de t, were
concealed a ferzile invention and a keen sense af the
s, She had not, it is true, an cye for the fine
character.  But cvery marked peculiarity
ugrht her notice -'md remained engraven on
I ill a yir], she had laid
sricls for fiction as few of those
who mlx n~nc‘1 in the w -..d arc able to accumulate
during; 2 loag life.  She had watched and listened to
p.vp!u of cvery class, from princes and great ofiicers
of state drwn to artists Hving ln rarrets, nnd posts
familiar with subler 35 ds of
remarkable persons had passed in review hercvrc her,
English, I‘-cnch G:-_—m'm. Italian, lm-ds and fiddlers,
deans of b and of travel-
lers leadings abaut newly c'\u;l\t savages, and singing
women ercorted by deputy husbands.

So strong was the impression made on the mind
of Frances by the socicty which she was in the habit
of secing and hearing, that she began to write little
fictitious narratives as soon as she could use her pen
with cas=c, which, as we have s:ud was not very early.
Her sisters were amused by her stories: t Dr.
Burney knew nothing of r existence; and in
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another quarter her literary propensities met with
serious discouragement. When she was fifteen, her
father took a second wife. The new Mrs. Burney
soon found out that her stepdaughter was fond of
scribbling, and delivered several goodnatured lectures
on the subject. The advice no doubt was well meant,
and might have been” given by the most judicious
friend ; for at that time, from causes to which we
may hereafter advert, nothing could be more dis-
advantageous to a young lady than to be known as
a novelwriter. Frances yiclded, relinquished her
favourite pursuit, and made a bonfire of all her
manuscripts.!

She now hemmed and stitched from breakfast to
dinner with scrupulous regularity. But the dinners
of that time were carly; and the afternoon was her
own. Though she had given up novelwriting she
was still fond of using her pen. She began to keep a
diary, and she corresponded largely with a person
who seems to have had the chief share in the forma-
tion of her mind. This was Samuel Crisp, an old
friend of her father. His name, well known, near a
century ago, in the most splendid circles of London,
has long been forgotten. His history is, however, so
interesting and instructive, that it tempts us to venture
on a digression.

Long before Frances Burney was born, Mr. Crisp
had made his entrance into the world, with every ad-
vantage. He was well d and well edi d.
His face and figure were conspicuously handsome;
his manners were polished; his fortune was easy;
his character was without stain; he lived in the

! There is some difficulty here as to the chronology. ¢ This sacri-
fice,” says the editor of the Diary, ** was made in the young authoress’s
fifteenth year.” This could not be; for the sacrifice was the effect,
according to the editor’s own showing, of the remonstrances of the

sccond Mrs. Burney ; and Frances was in her sixteenth year when her
father’s second marriage took place.
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best society; he had read much ; he talked well;
his taste in lllt:r'lturc, music, painting, nrclulccl.urc.
sculpture, was held in high estecm.  Nothing that
the world can give scemed to be wanting to his
happiness and respectability, except that he should
understand the limits of his powers, and should
not throw away distinctions which were within his
reach in the pursuit of distinctions which were un-
attainable.

“ It is an uncontrolled truth,” says Swift, * that no
man ever made an ill figure who understood his own
talents, nor a_good one who mistook them.” Ivery
day brings with it fresh illustrations of this “cigh(y
saying ; Dut the best ary that we r
is the hwlury of Samuecl Crisp. Men like him h‘l\‘
their proper place, and it is a most important one, in
the Commonwealth of I.etters. It is by the judg-
ment of such men that the rank of authors is finally
determined. It is neither to the multitude, nor to
the few who are gifted with great creative genius,
that we are to look for sound critical decisions. The
multitude, unacquainted with the best models, are
captivated by whatever stuns and dazzles them.
They deserted Mrs. Siddons to run after Master
Betty ; and they now prefer, we have no doubt, Jack
bhcpp‘\rd to Von Artevelde. A man of great original
genius, on the other hand, a man who has ntt:\incd to
mastery in some high walk of art, is by no means to
be implicitly trusted as a judge of the performances
of others. The crroncous decisions pronounced by
such men arc without ber. It is nly sup-
poscd that jealousy makes them unjust. But a more
creditable cxplanation may easily’ be found. The
very excellence of a work shows that some of the
faculties of the author have been developed: at the
cxpense of the rest ; for it is not given to the human
intcllect to expand itself widely in all directions at
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once, and to be at the same time gigantic and well
proportioned. Whoever becomes preeminent in any
art, nay, in any style of art, generally does so by
f with i and enthu-
siasm to the pursuit of one klnd of excellence. His
perception of other kinds of excellence is therefore
too often impaired. Out of his own department he
praises and blames at ra.ndom, and is far less to be
trusted than the mere connotsscur. who produces
nothing, and whose business is only to judge and
cnjoy. One painter is distil i by his
finishing. He toils day after day to bring the veins
of a cabbage leaf, the folds of a lace veil, the wrinkles
of an old woman’s face, nearer and nearer to perfec-
tion. In the time which he employs on a square foot
of canvass, a master of a different order covers the
walls of a palace with gods burying giants under
mountains, or makes the cupola of a church alive
with seraphim and martyrs. The more fervent the
passion of each of these artists for his art, the higher
thc merit of each in his own line, the more unlikely it
is that they will justly appreciate each other. Many
persons who never handled a pencil probably do far
more justice to Michael Angelo than would have
been done by Gerard Douw, and far more justice to
Gerard Douw than would have been done by Michael
Angelo.

It is the same with literature. Thousands, who
have no spark of the genius of Dryden or Words-
worth, do to Dryden the justice which has never been
done by Wordsworth, and to Wordsworth the justice
which, we suspect, would never have been done by

ryden. Gray, Johnson, Richardson, Fielding, are
all highly estcemed by the great body of intelligent
and well informed men. But Gray could sec no merit
in Rasselas; and Johnson could see no merit in the
Bard. Fielding thought Richardson a solemn prig;
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and Richardson perpetually expressed contempt and
disgust for Ficlding's lownecss.

Mr. Crisp scems, as far as we can judge, to have
been a man eminently qualified for the useful office of
a connoisscur. His talents and knowledge fitted him
to appreciate justly almost every species of intellee-
tual supcriority. As an adviser he was incstimable.
Nay, he might probably have held a respectable rank
as a writer, if he would have confined himself to some
department of literature in which nothing more than
sense, taste, and reading was required. Unhappily he
set his heart on being a great poet, wrote a tragedy
in five acts on the death of Virginia, and oficred it to
Garrick, who was his personal friend. Garrick read,
shook his head, and expressed a doubt whether it
would be wise in Mr. Crisp to stake a reputation,
which stood high, on the success of such a piece.
But the author, blinded by ambition, set in motion a
machinery such as none could long resist. His inter-
cessors were the most cloquent man and the most
lovely woman of that generation. Pitt was induced
to rcad Virginia, and to pronounce it excellent.
Lady Coventry, with fingers which might have fur-
nished a model to sculptors, forced the manuscript
into the reluctant hand of the manager; and, in the
year 175.4. the play was brought forward.

Nothing that skill or friendship could do was
omitted. Garrick wrote both prologue and cpilogue.
The zealous fricnds of the author filled every box;
and by their strenuous exertions, the life of the play
was prolonged during ten nights. But, though there
was no clamorous reprobation, it was universally felt
that the attempt had failed. When Virginia was
printed, the public disappointment was cven greater
than at the representation. The critics, the Monthly
Reviewers in particular, fell on plot, characters, and
diction without mercy, but, we fear, not without
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justice,. We have never met with a copy of the
play ; but, if we may judge from the scene which is
extracted in the Gentleman’s Magazine, and which
does not appear to have been malevolently selected,
we should say that nothing but the acting of Garrick,
and the partiality of the audience, could have saved
so feeble and unnatural a drama from instant damna-
tion.

The ambition of the poet was still unsubdued.
When the London season closed, he applied him-
self vigorously to the work of removing blemishes,
He does not seem to have suspected, what we are
strongly inclined to suspect, that the whole piece was
one blemish, and that the passages which were meant
to be fine, were, in truth, bursts of that tame extrava-
gance into which writers fall, when they set them-
selves to be sublime and pathetic in spite of nature.
He omitted, added, hed, and fl d himself
with hopes of a pl in the following
year; but in the following year, Garrick showed no
disposition to bring the amended tragedy on the
stage. Solicitation and were tried in
vain, Lady Coventry, drooping under that malady
which seems ever to select what is loveliest for its
prey, could render no assistance. The manager’s
language was civilly evasive; but his resolution was
inflexible.

Crisp had committed a great error; but he had
escaped with a very slight penance. His play had
not been hooted from the boards. It had, on the
contrary, been better received than many very esti-

* mable performances have been, than Johnson's Irene,
for ple, or Goldsmith’s Goodnatured Man. Had
Crisp been wise, he would have thought himself
happy in having purchased sclfknowledge so cheap.
He would have relinquished, without vain repinings,
the hope of poetical distinction, and would have
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turncd to the many sources of happiness which he
still possessed. Had he been, on the other hand, an
unfecling and unblushing dunce, he would have gonc
on writing scores of bad tragedies in defiance of
censure and derision.  But he had too much scnse to
risk a second defeat, yet too little sense to bzar his
first defeat like 2 man. The fatal delusion that he
was a great dramatist. had taken firm possession of
his mind. His failure he attributed to cvery cause
cxcept the true one. He complained of the il will of
Garrick, who appears to have done for the play cvery
thinz that ability and zeal could do, and who, from
selfish motives, would, of course, have been well
pleased if Virginin had been as succes<ful as the
Beggar's O{:cr:u N Crisp complained of the
languor of the friends whese partiality had given him
cnefit nights to which he had no claim. He
I @ of the injustice of the sf when,
in truth. ke ought to have been grateful for their un-
examyplued patience.  He iost his temper and spirits,
and became & cynic and a hater of mankind. From
I.ondon he retired to Hampton, and from Hamipton
1o a solitany and long deserted mansion, built on a
common in une of the wildest tracts of Surrey. No
road, not cven a sheepwalk, connecied his lonely
dwelling with the ab:des of men. The place of his
retreat was strictly concealed from his old associates.
In the sprin:s he sumetimes emerged, and was scen at
exhibitions and cencerts in London.  But he sonn
disappeared, and hid himself, with no society but his
books. in his dreary hermitage. e survived his
failure about thirty years. A new gencration sprang
up around him. No memory of his bad verses re-
mained among men.  Ilis very name was forgotten.
How completely the world hns lost sight of him, will
appear from a single ci We looked for
him in a i Dicti y of D i
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published while he was still alive, and we found only
that Mr. Henry Crisp, of the Custom House, had
written a play called Virginia, acted in 1754. To the
last, however, the unhappy man continued to brood
over the injustice of the manager and the pit, and
tried to convince himself and others that he had
missed the highest literary honours, only because he
had omitted some fine passages in compliance with
Garrick’s judgment. Alas, for human nature, that
- the wounds of vanity should smart and bleed so much
longer than the wounds of affection! Few people,
we believe, whose nearest friends and relations died
in 1754, had any acute fecling of the loss in 1782.
Dear sisters, and favourite daughters, and .brides
snatched away before the honeymoon was passed,
had been forgotten, or were remembered only with a
tranquil regret. But Samuel Crisp was still mourn-
ing for his tragedy, like Rachel weeping for her
children, and would not be comforted. ¢ Never,”
such was his language twenty-eight years after his
disaster, “ never give up or alter a _tittle unless it per-
fectly coincides with your own inward feelings. I
can say this to my sorrow and my cost. But mum!”
Soon after these words were written, his life, a life
which might have been eminently useful and happy,
ended in the same gloom in which, during more than
a quarter of a century, it had been passed. We have
thought it worth while to rescue from oblivion this
curious fragment of literary history. It seems to us
at once ludicrous, melancholy, and full of instruction.
Crisp was an old and very intimate friend of the
Burneys. To them alone was confided the name of
the desolate old hall in which he hid himself like a
wild beast in a den. For them were reserved such
remains of his humanity as had survived the failure -
of his play. Frances Burney he regarded as his
daughter. He called her his Fannikin; and she in
VOL. X c
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return called him her dear Daddy. In truth, he
scems to have done much more than her real parents
for the development of her intellect; for though he
was a bad poet, he was a scholar, a thinker, and an
excellent counsellor.  He was particularly fond of
the concerts in Poland Street.  They had, indeed,
been commenced at his suggestion, and when he
visited l.ondon he constantly attended them. But
when he grew old, and when gout, brought on partly
by mental irritation, confined him to his retreat, he
was desirous of having a glimpse of that gay and
brilliant world from which he was exiled, and he
pressed Fannikin to send him full accounts of her
father's cvening parties. A few of her letters to him
have been published ; and it is impossible to read
them without discerning in them all the powers which
afterwards produced Evelina and Cecilia, the quick-
ness in catching every odd peculiarity of character
and manner, the skill in grouping, the humour, often
richly comic, sometimes even farcical.

Fanny's propensity to novelwriting had for a time
been kept down. It now rose up stronger than ever.
The herees and heroines of the tales which had
perished in the flames, were still present to the cye
of her mind. One favourite story, in particular,
haunted her imagination. It was about a certain
Caraline Lvelyn, a beautiful damsel who made an
unfortunate love match, and dicd. leaving an infant
daughter.  Frances bogan to image to hersclf the
various scenes, tragic and comic, through which
the poor motherless girl, highly connected on one
side, meanly connected on the other, might have to
pass. A crond of wunreal beings, good and bad,
grave and ludicrous, surrounded the pretty, timid,
young orphan ; a coarse sea captain, an ugly insolent
fop, blazing in a superb court dress; another fop, as
ugly and as insolent, but lodged on Snow Hill, and
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tricked out in secondhand finery for the Hampstead
ball ; an old woman, all wrinkles and rouge, flirting
her fan with the air of a miss of seventeen, and
screaming in a dialect made up of vulgar French and
vulgar English; a poet lean and ragged, with a broad
Scotch accent. By degrees these shadows acquired
stronger and stronger consistence ; the impulse
which urged Frances to write became irresistible ;
and the result was the history of Evelina.

Then came, naturally enough, a wish, mingled
with many fears, to appear before the public; for,
timid as Frances was, and bashful, and altogether
unaccustomed to hear her own praises, it is clear that
she wanted neither a strong passion for distinction,
nor a just confidence in her own powers. Her scheme
was to become, if possible, a candidate for fame with-
out running any risk of disgrace. She had not
money to bear the expensc of printing. It was there-
fore necessary that some bookseller should be induced
to take the risk; and such a bookseller was not
readily found. Dodsley refused even to look at the
manuscript unless he were entrusted with the name
of the author. A pubhsher in Fleet Street, named
Lowrfdes, was more Some correspond-
ence took place between “this person and Miss Burney,
who took the name of Grafton, and desired that the
letters addressed to her might be left at the Orange
Coffechouse. But, before the bargain was finally
struck, Fanny thought it her duty to obtain her
father's consent. She told him that she had written
a bock, that she wished to have his permission to pub-
lish it anonymously, but that she hoped that he would
not insist upon secing it. What followed may serve
to illustrate what we meant when we said that Dr.
Burney was as bad a father as so goodhearted a man
could possibly be. It never seems to have crossed
his mind that Fanny was about to take a step on

cz
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which the wholc happiness of her life might depend,
a step which might raise her to an honourable emi-
nence, or cover her with ridicule and contempt.
Sevcral pcople had alrcady been trusted, and strict
concealment was therefore not to be expected. On
so grave an occasion, it was surcly his duty to give
his best 1 to his d 1 to win her confi-
dence, to prevent her from exposing herself if her
book were a bad one, and, if it were a good one, to
sce that the terms which she made with the publisher
were likely to be beneficial to her. Instead of this,
he only stared, burst out a laughing, kissed her, gave
her leave to do as she liked, and never even asked
the name of her work. The contract with Lowndes
was speedily concluded. Twenty pounds were given
for the copyright, and were accepted by Fanny with
delight. Her father's inexcusable neglect of his duty
happily caused her no worse evil than the loss of
twelve or fiftcen hundred pounds.

After many delays Evelina appeared in January
1778. Poor Fanny was sick with terror, and durst
hardly stir out of doors. Some days passed before
any thing was heard of the book. It had, indeed,
nothing but its own merits to push it into public
favour. Its author was unknown. The house by
which it was published was not, we believe, held in
high estimation. No body of partisans had been
engaged to applaud. The better class of readers
expected little from a novel about a young lady’s
entrance into the world. There was, indecd, at that
time a disposition g the most resp ble peopl
to condemn novels generally ; nor was this disposi-
tion by any mecans without excuse ; for works of that
sort were then almost always silly, and very fre-
quently wicked.

Soon,however, the first faint accents of praise began
to be heard. The keepers of the circulating libraries
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reported that every body was asking for Evelina,
and that some person had guessed Anstey to be the
author. Then came a favourable notice in the Lon-
don Review ; then another still more favourable in
the Monthly. And now the book found its way to
tables -which had seldom been polluted by marble
covered vol Scholars and who con-
- temptuously abandoned the crowd of romances to
Miss Lydia Languish and Miss Sukey Saunter, were
not ashamed to own that they could not tear them-
selves away from Evelina. Fine carriages and rich
liveries, not often seen east of Temple Bar, were
attracted to the publisher’s shop in Fleet Street.
Lowndes was daily questioned about the author, but
was himself as much in the dark as any of the ques-
tioners, The mystery, however, could not remain a
mystery long. It was known to brothers and sisters,
aunts and cousins : and they were far too proud and
too happy to be discreet. Dr. Burney wept over the
book in rapture. Daddy Crisp shook his fist at his
Fa.mukm in aﬂ'ecuonate anger at not having been
admitted to her The truth was whispered
to Mrs. Thrale ; and then it began to spread fast.
The book had been admired while it was ascribed
to men of letters long conversant with the world, and
accustomed to composition. But when it was known
that a reserved, silent young woman had produced
the best work of fiction that had appeared smce the
death of Smollett, the ions were
. What she had done was, indeed, extraordinary. But,
- as usual, various reports improved the story till it
becdme miraculous. Evelina, it was said, was the
work of a girl of seventeen. Incredible as this tale
was, it continued to be repeated down to our own
time. Frances was too honest to confirm it. Pro-
bably she was too much a woman to contradict it;
and it was long before any of her detractors thought
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of this mode of annoyance. Yet there was no want
of low minds and bad hearts in the generation which
witnessed her first appcarance. There was the envious
Kenrick and the savage Wolcot, the asp George
Stcevens, and the polecat John Williams. It did not,
however, occur to them to scarch the parish register
of Lynn, in order that they might be able to twit a
lady with having concealed her age. That truly
chivalrous exploit was reserved for a bad writer of
our own time, whose spitec she had provoked by not
furnishing him with materials for a worthless edition
of Boswell’s Life of Johnson, some sheets of which
our readers have doubtless seen round parcels of
better books.

But we must return to our story. The triumph
was complete. The timid and obscure girl found
herself on the highest pinnacle of fame. reat men,
on whom she had gazed at a distance with humble
reverence, addressed her with admiration, tempered
by the tenderness due to her sex and age. Burke,
Windham, Gibbon, Reynolds, Sheridan, were among
her most ardent eulogists,. Cumberland acknow-
ledged her merit, after his fashion, by biting his lips
and wriggling in his chair whenever her name was
mentioned.  But it was at Streatham that she tasted,
in thc highest perfection, the sweets of flattery,
mingled with the sweets of friendship. Mrs. Thrale,
then at the height of prosperity and popularity, with
gay spirits, quick wit, showy though superficial ac-
quirements, pleasing though not refined manners, a
singularly amiable temper, and a loving hcart, felt
towards Fanny as towards a younger sister. With
the Thrales Johnson was domesticated. He was an
old friend of Dr. Burney ; but he had probably taken
little notice of Dr. Burney's daughters, and Fanny, we
imagine, had never in her life dared to speak to him,
unless to ask whether he wanted a nineteenth or a
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twentieth cup of tea. He was charmed by her tale,
and preferred it to the novels of Fielding, to whom,
indeed, he had always been grossly unjust. He did
not, indeed, carry his partiality so far as to place
Evelina by the side of Clarissa and Sir Charles
Grandison ; yet he said that his little favourite had
done enough to have made even Richardson feel
uneasy. With Johnsons cordlal approbatxon of the
book was ming] half galt half
paternal, for the wnter and this fondness his age
and character entitled him to show without restraint.
He began by putting her hand to his lips. But he
soon clasped her in his huge arms, and implored her
to be a good girl. She was his pet, his dear love, his
dear little Burney, his little charactermonger. At
one time, he broke forth in praise of the good taste
of her caps. At another time he insisted on teaching
her Latin. That, with all his coarseness and irri-
tability, he was a man of sterling benevolence, has
long been acknowledged. But how gentle and en-
dearing his deportment could be, was not known till
the Recollections of Madame D’Arblay were pub-
lished.

We have mentioned a few of the most eminent of
those who paid their homage to the author of Evelina.
The crowd of inferior admirers would require a cata-
logue as long as that in the second book of the Iliad.
In that catalogue would be Mrs. Cholmondeley, the
sayer of odd things, and Seward, much given to
yawning, and Baretti, who slew the man in the
Haymarket, and Paoli, talking broken English, and
Langton, taller by the head than any other mem-
ber of the club, and Lady Millar, who kept a vase
wherein fools were wont to put bad verses, and
Jerningham, who wrote verses fit to be put into
the vase of Lady Millar, and Dr. Franklin, not, as
some have dreamed, the great Pennsylvanian Dr.
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Franklin, who could not then have paid his re-
spects to Miss Burney without much risk of being
hanged, drawn, and quartered, but Dr. Franklin the
less,

Afas
pewar, ofre Tdoos ye Soos TAAapdios Alas,
A& oA grelwr.

It would not have been suprising if such success
had turned even a strong head, and corrupted even
a generous and affectionate nature.  But, in the
Diary, we can find no tracc of any feeling incon-
sistent with a truly modest and amiable disposition.
There is, indeed, abundant proof that Frances en-
joyed with an intense, though a troubled, joy, the
honours which her genius had won ; but it is equally
clear that her happiness sprang from the happiness
of her father, her sister, and her dear Daddy Crisp.
While flattered by the great, the opulent, and the
learned, while followed along the Steyne at Brighton,
and the Pantiles at Tunbridge Wells, by the gaze of
admiring crowds, her heart scems to have been still
with the little domestic circle in Saint Martin’s Street.
If she recorded with minute diligence all the compli-
ments, dclicate and coarse, which she heard wherever
she turned, she recorded them for the cyces of two or
three persons who had loved her from infancy, who
had loved her in obscurity, and to whom her fame
gave the purest and most cxquisite delight. Nothing
can be more unjust than to confound these outpour-
ings of a kind heart, surc of perfect sympathy, with
the cgotism of a bluestocking, who prates to all who
come ncar her about her own novel or her own
volume of sonnets.

It was natural that the triumphant issue of Miss
Burney’s first venture should tempt her to try a
second. Evelina, though it had raised her fame,
had added nothing to her fortunc. Some of her
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friends urged her to write for the stage. Johnson
promised to give her his advice as to the composi-
tion. Murphy, who was supposed to understand the
temper of the pit as well as any man of his time,
undertook to instruct her as to stage effect. Sheri-
dan declared that he would accept a play from her
without even reading it. Thus encouraged, she wrote
a comedy named The Witlings, Fortunately it was
never acted or printed. We can, we think, easily
perceive, from the little which is said on the subject
in the Diary, that The Witlings would have been
damned, and that Murphy and Sheridan thought so,
though they were too polite to say so. Happily
Frances had a friend who was not afraid to give
her pain. Crisp, wiser for her than he had beer
for himself, read the manuscript in his lonely re-
treat, and manfully told her that she had failed,
that to remove blemishes here and there would be
useless, that the piece had abundance of wit but no
interest, that it was bad as a whole, that it would
remind every reader of the Femmes Savantes, which,
strange to say, she had never read, and that she could
not sustain so close a comparison with Moli¢re. This
opinion, in which Dr. Burney concurred, was sent to
Frances, in what she called “ a hissing, groaning, cat-
calling epistle”” But she had too much sense not to
know that it was better to be hissed and catcalled by
her Daddy, than by a whole sea of heads in the pit
of Drury Lane Theatre: and she had too good a
heart not to be grateful for so rare an act of friend-
ship. She returned an answer, which shows how well
she deserved to have a judicious, faithful, and affec-
tionate adviser. “I intend,” she wrote, “to console
myself for your censure by this greatest proof I have
ever received of the sincerity, candour, and, let me
add, esteem, of my dear daddy. And as I happen
to love myself more than my play, this consolation
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is not a very trifling one. This, however, seriously
I do believe, that when my two daddies put their
heads together to concert that hissing, groaning, cat-
calling epistle they sent me, they felt as sorry for
poor little Miss Bayes as she could possibly do for
herself. VYou sece I do not attempt to repay your
frankness with an air of pretended carclessness. But,
though somewhat disconcerted just now, I will pro-
mise not to let my vexation live out another day.
Adieu, my dear daddy, 1 won’t be mortified, and I
won’t be downed ; but 1 will be proud to find I have,
out of my own family, as well as in it, a friend who
loves me well enough to speak plain truth to me.”
Frances now turned from her dramatic schemes
to an undertaking far better suited to her talents.
She determined to write a new tale, on a plan ex-
cellently contrived for the display of the powers in
which her superiority to other writers lay. It was in
truth a grand and various picture gallery, which pre-
sented to the eye a long series of men and women,
each marked by some strong peculiar feature. There
were avarice and prodigality, the pride of blood and
the pride of money, morbid restlessness and morbid
apathy, frivolous garrulity, supercilious silence, a De-
mocritus to laugh at every thing, and a Heraclitus to
lament over every thing. The work proceeded fast,
and in twelve months was completed. It wanted
something of the simplicity which had been among
the most attractive charms of Evelina; but it fur-
nished ample proof that the four years, which had
clapsed since Evelina appeared, had not been un-
profitably spent. Those who saw Cecilia in manu-
script pronounced it the best novel of the age. Mrs.
Thrale laughed and wept over it. Crisp was even
vehement in applause, and offered to insure the
rapid and complete success of the book for half a
crown. What Miss Burney received for the copy-



Madame D’Arblay 27

right is not mentioned in the Diary ; but we have
observed several expressions from which we infer
that the sum was considerable. That the sale would
be great nobody could doubt; and Frances now had
shrewd and experienced advisers, who would not suf-
fer her to wrong herself. \We have been told that the
publishers gave her two thousand pounds, and we
have no doubt that they might have given a still
larger sum without being losers.

Cecilia was published in the summer of 1782,
The curiosity of the town was intense. We have
been informed by persons who remember those days
that no romance of Sir Walter Scott was more im-
patiently awaited, or more cagerly snatched from the

of the booksell High as public expec-
tation was, it was amply satisfied ; and Cecilia was
placed, by general acclamation, among the classical
novels of England.

Miss Burney was now thirty. Her youth had
been singularly prosperous; but clouds soon began
to gather over that clear and radiant dawn. Events
decply painful to a heart so kind as that of Frances
followed ecach other in rapid succession. She was
first called upon to attend the deathbed of her best
friend, Samuel Crisp. \When she rcturned to Saint
Martin's Street, after performing this melancholy
duty, she was appalled by hearing that Johnson
had been struck with paralysis; and, not many
months later, she parted from him for the last time
with solemn tenderness. He wished to ook on her
once more; and on the day before his death she
long remained in tears on the stairs leading to his
bedroom, in the hope that she might be called in to
receive his blessing. He was then sinking fast, and
though he sent her an affectionate message, was un-
able to sec her. But this was not the worst. There
are separations far more crucl than thosec which are
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made by death. She might weep with proud affec-
tion for Crisp and Johnson. She had to blush as
well as to weep for Mrs. Thrale.

ife, however, still smiled upon Frances. Do-
mestic .happiness, fricndship, independence, leisure,
letters, all these things were hers; and she flung them
all away.

Among the distinguished persons to whom she
had been introduced, none appears to have stood
higher in her regard than Mrs. Delany. This lady
was an interesting and vencrable relic of a past age.
She was the nicce of George Granville, Lord Lans-
downe, who, in his youth, exchanged verses and com-
pliments with Edmund Waller, and who was among
the first to applaud the opening genius of Pope. She
had marricd Dr. Dc]any, a man known to his con-
temporarics as a prof lar and an clog
preacher, but remembered in our time chicfly as one
of that small circle in which the fierce spirit of Swift,
tortured by disappointed ambition, by remorse, and
by the approaches of madness, sought for amuse-
ment and repose. Dr. Delany had long been
dead. His widow, nobly descended, eminently ac-
complished, and retaining, in spite of the infirmitics
of advanced age, the vigour of her faculties and the
serenity of her temper, cnjoyed and descrved the
favour of the royal family. She had a pension of
threc hundred a year; and a house at \Windsor,
belonging to the crown, had been fitted up for her
accommodation. At this house the King and Qucen
somctimes called, and found a very natural pleasure
in thus catching an occasional glimpse of the private
life of English families.

In December 1785, Miss Burney was on a visit to
Mrs. Delany at Windsor. The dinner was over. The
old lady was taking a nap. Her grandnicce, a little
girl of seven, was playing at some Christmas game
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with the visitors, when the door opened, and a stout
gentleman entered unannounced, with a star on his
breast, and “What? what? what?” in his mouth.
A cry of “The King!” was set up. A general
scampering followed. Miss Burney owns that she
could not have been more terrified if she had seen
a ghost. But Mrs. Delany came forward to pay her
duty to her royal friend, and the disturbance was
quieted. Frances was then presented, and underwent
a long and ion about all
that she had written and all that she meant to write.
The Queen soon made her appearance, and his
Majesty repeated, for the benefit of his consort, the
information which he had extracted from Miss Bur-
ney. The good nature of the royal pair might have
softened even the authors of the Probationary Odes,
and could not but be delightful to a young lady who
had been brought up a Tory. In a few days the visit
was repeated. Miss Burney was more at ease than
before. His Majesty, instead of seeking for informa-
tion, condescended to impart it, and passed sentence .
on many grat wnters, Enghsh and foreign, Voltaire
he p he liked rather
bctter “ But was there ever,” he cried, “such stuff
as great part of Shakspeare? Only one must not
-say so. But what think you? What? Is there not
sad stuff? What? What?”

The next day Frances enjoyed the privilege of
listening to some equally valuable criticism uttered
by the Queen touching Goethe and Klopstock, and |
might have learned an important lesson of economy
from the mode in which her Majesty’s library had
been formed. “I picked the book up on 2 stall,”
said the Queen. “Obh, it is amazing what good books
there are on stalls!” Mrs. Delany, who seems to
have understood from these words that her Majesty
was in the habit of exploring the booths of Moor-
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fields and Holywell Street in person, could not sup-
press an exclamation of surprise. “Why,” said the
Queen, “I don’t pick them up myself. But I have a
servant very clever ; and, if they are not to be had at
the booksellers, they are not for me more than for
another.” Miss Burney describes this conversation as
delightful ; and, indeed, we cannot wonder that, with
her literary tastes, she should be delighted at hearing
in how magnificent a manner the greatest lady in the
land encouraged literature.

The truth is, that Frances was fascinated by the
condescending kindness of the two great personages
to whom she had been presented. Her father was
even more infatuated than herself. The result was
a step of which we cannot think with patience, but
which, recorded as it is, with all its consequences, in
these volumes, deserves at least this praise, that it has
furnished a most impressive warning.

A German lady of the name of Haggerdorn, one
of the keepers of the Queen’s robes, retired about this
time ; and her Majesty offered the vacant post to
Miss Burney. When we consider that Miss Burney
was decidedly the most popular writer of fictitious
narrative then living, that P ce, if not opul
was within her rcach, and that she was more than
usually happy in her domestic circle, and when we
compare the sacrifice which she was invited to make
with the remuneration which was held out to her, we
are divided between laughter and indignation.

What was demanded of her was that she should
conscnt to be almost as completely separated from
her family and friends as if she had gone to Calcutta,
and almost as close a prisoner as if she had been sent
to gaol for a libel ; that with talents which had in-
structed and delighted the highest living minds, she
should now be employed only in mixing snuff and
sticking pins; that she should be summoned by a




. Madame D’Arblay 31

waiting woman’s bell to a waiting woman’s duties;
that she should pass her whole life under the re-
straints "of a paltry eti should ti fast
till she was ready to swoon with hunger, should
sometimes stand till her knees gave way with fatigue;
that she should not dare to speak or move without
considering how her mistress might like her words
and gestures. Instead of those distinguished men
and women, the flower of all political parties, with
whom she had been in the habit of mixing on terms
of equal friendship, she was to have for her perpetual
companion the chief keeper of the robes, an old hag
from Germany, of mean understanding, of insolent
manners, and of temper which, naturally savage, had
now been exasperated by disease. Now and then,
indeed, poor Frances might console herself for the
Joss of Burke’s and Windham’s somety, by joining
in the “celestial collog » of his Majesty’s
Equerries.

And what was the consideration for which she
was to sell herself to this slavery? A peerage in her
own right? A pension of two thousand a year for
life? A seventy-four for her brother in the navy?
A deanery for her brother in the church? Not so.
The price at which she was valued was her board,
her lodging, the attendance of a manservant, and two
hundred pounds a year.

The man who, even when hard pressed by hunger,
sells his birthright for a mess of pottage, is unwise,
But what shall we say of him who parts with his
birthright, and does not get even the pottage in
return? It is not Yy to ther opu-
lence be an adequate :ompensatlon for the sacrifice
of bodily and mental freedom ; for Frances Burney
paid for leave to be a prisoner and a menial. It was
evidently understood as one of the terms of her
engagement, that, while she was a member of the
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royal household, she was not to appear before the
public as an author: and, even had there been no
such understanding, her avocations were such as left
her no leisure for any considerable intellectual effort.
‘That her place was incompatible with her literary
pursuits was indeed frankly acknowledged by the
King when she resigned. “She has given up,” he
said, “five years of her pen.” That during those five
yéars she might, without painful exertion, without
any exertion that would not have been a pleasure,
have earned enough to buy an annuity for life much
larger than the precarious salary which she reccived
at Court, is quite certain. The same income, too,
which in Saint Martin’s Street would have afforded
her every comfort, must have been found scanty at
Saint James's. We cannot venture to speak con-
fidently of the price of millinery and jewellery ; but
we are greatly deceived if a lady, who had to attend
Queen Charlotte on many public occasions, could
possibly save a farthing out of a salary of two hundred
a year. The principle of the ar t was, in
short, simply this, that Frances Burney should be-
come a slave, and should be rewarded by being made
a beggar.

With what object their Majesties brought her to
their palace, we must own ourselves unable to con-
ceive. Their object could not be to encourage her
literary exertions ; for they took her from a situation
in which it was almost certain that she would write,
and put her into a situation in which it was im-
possible for her to write. Their object could not be
to promote her pecuniary interest; for they took_her
from a situation where she was likely to become rich,
and put her into a situation in which she could not
but continue poor. Their object could not be to
obtain an eminently useful waiting maid; for it is
clear that, though Miss Burney was the only woman
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of her time who could have described the death of
Harre), thousands might have been found more ex-
pert in tying ribands and filling suufl boxes. To
grant her a pension on the civil list would have been
an act of judicious liberality, h ble to the Court.
If this was impracticable, the next best thing was to
Iet her alone. That the King and Queen meant her
nothing but kindness, we do not in the least doubt.

But their kind was the kind of f raised
high above the mass of mankind, accustomed to be
dd d with profound defc d to sce

all who approach them mortified by their coldness
and eclated by their smiles. They fancied that to be
noticed by them, to be near them, to serve them, was
in itself a kind of happiness; and that Frances
Burney ought to be full of gratitude for being per-
mitted to purchase, by the surrender of health, wealth,
frcedom, domestic affection, and literary fame, the
privilege of standing behind a royal chair, and hold-
ing a pair of royal gloves.

And who can blame them? Who can wonder
that princes should be under such a delusion, when
they are cncouraged in it by the very persens who
suffer from it most cruclly? Was it to be expected
that George the Third and Qucen Charlotte should
understand the interest of Frances Burney better, or
promote it with more zcal, than herself and her
father? No deception was practised. The condi-
tions of the house of bondage were set forth with all
simplicity. The hook was presented without a bait ;
the nect was spread in sight of the bird: and the
naked hook was greedily swallowed; and the silly
bird made haste to cntangle herself in the nct.

It is not strange indced that an invitation to Court
should have caused a fluttering in the bosom of an
inexperienced young woman. But it was the duty of
the parent to watch over the child, and to show her

VOL. X D
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that on onc side werc only infantine vanities and
chimerical hopes, on the other liberty, peace of mind,
afflucnce, social enjoyments, honourable distinctions.
Strange to say, the only hesitation was on the part
of Frances. Dr. Burncy was transported out of him-
sclf with delight. Not such are the raptures of a Cir-
cassian father who has sold his pretty daughter well
to a Turkish slavemerchant. Yet Dr. Burney was
an amiable man, a man of good abilities, a man who
had seen much of the world. But he seems to have
thought that going to court was like going to heaven;
that to sce princes and princesses was a kind of
bealtific vision ; that the exquisite felicity enjoyed by
royal persons was not confined to themselves, but was
communicated by some mysterious efflux or reflection
to all who were suffered to stand at their toilcttes, or
to bear their trains. He overruled all his daughter’s
objections, and himself escorted her to her prison.
“The door closed. The key was turned. She, looking
back with tender regret on all that she had left, and
forward with anxiecty and terror to the new life on
which she was entering, was unable to spcak or
stand ; and he went on his way homeward rejoicing
in her marvellous prosperity.

And now began a slavery of five years, of five ycars
taken from the best part of life, and wasted in menial
drudgery or in rccreations duller than even menial
drudgery, under galling restraints and amidst un-
friendly or uninteresting companions. The history
of an ordinary day was this. DMiss Burney had to
rise and dress herself carly, that she might be ready
to answer the royal bell, which rang at half after
seven.  Till about eight she attended in the Queen’s
dressing room, and had the honour of lacing her
august mistress’s stays, and of putting on the hoop,
gown, and ncckhandkerchief. The morning was
chiefly spent in rummaging drawers and laying fine
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clothes in their proper places. Then the Queen was
to be powdered and dressed for the day. Twice a
week her Ma;esty's hair was curled and craped ; and
this opcratxon appears to have added a full hour to
the b of the toils It was lly three
before Miss Burney was at liberty. “Then she had
two hours at her own disposal. To these hours we
owe great part of her Diary. At five she had to at-
tend her colleague, Madame Schwellenberg, a hateful
old toadeater, as illiterate as a chambermaid, as proud
as a whole German Chapter, rude, peevish, unable to
bear solitude, unable to conduct herself with common
decency in society. With this delightful associate,
Frances Burney had to dine, and pass the evening.
The pair generally remained together from five to
eleven, and often had no other company the whole
time, except during the hour from eight to nine, when
the equerries came to tea. If poor Frances attempted
to escape to her own apartment, and to forget het
wretchedness over a book, the execrable old woman
railed and stormed, and complained that she was
neglected. Yet, when Frances stayed, she was con-
stantly iled with i 1 Literary
fame was, in the eyesof the German crone, 2 blemish,
a proof that the person who enjoyed it was rneanly
born, and out of the pale of good society. All her
scanty stock of broken English was employed to
express the contempt with which she regarded .the
author of Evelina and Cecilia. Frances detested
cards, and indeed knew nothing about them ; but she
soon found that the least miserable way of passing
an evening with Madame Schwellenberg was at the
cardtable, and consented, with patient sadness, to give
hours, which might have called forth the laughter and
the tears of many generations, to the king of clubs
and the knave of spades. Between eleven and twelve
the bell rang again. Miss Burney had to pass twenty
N D2
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minutes or half an hour in undressing the Queen, and
was then at liberty to retire and to dream that she
was chatting with her brother by the quiet hearth in
Saint Martin’s Street, that she was the centre of an
admiring assemblage at Mrs. Crewe’s, that Burke was
calling her the first woman of the age, or that Dilly
was giving her a cl for two th d gui:

Men, we must suppose, are less patient than
women ; for we are utterly at a loss to conceive how
any human being could endure such a life, while there
remained a vacant garret in Grub Street, a crossing
in want of a sweeper, a parish workhouse, or a parish
vault. And it was for such a life that Frances Bur-
ney had given up liberty and peace, a happy fireside,
attached friends, a wide and splendid circle of ac-
quai intell 1 p its in which she was
qualified to excel, and the sure hope of what to her
would have been affluence.

There is nothing new under the sun. The last
great master of Attic eloquence and Attic wit has
left us a forcible and touching description of the
misery of a man of letters, who, lured by hopes
similar to those of Frances, had entered the service
of one of the magnates of Rome. *“ Unhappy that
1 am,” cries the victim of his own childish ambition :
“would nothing content me but that I must leave
mine old pursuits ana mine old companions, and the
life which was without care, and the sleep which had
no limit save mine own pleasure, and the walks which
I was free to take where I listed, and fling myself
into the lowest pit of a dungeon like this? And, O
God! for what? Was there no way by which I
might have enjoyed in freedom comforts even greater
than those which I now earn by servitude? Like a
lion which has been made so tame that men may
lead him about by a thread, I am dragged up and
down, with broken and humbled spirit, at the heels
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of those to whom, in mine own domain, I should
have been an object of awe and wonder. And, worst
of all, I feel that here I gain no credit, that here I
- give no pleasure. The talents and accomplishments
which charmed a far different circle, are here out of
place. I am rude in the arts of palaces, and can ill
bear comparison with those whose calling, from their
youth- up, has been to flatter and to sue. Have I,
then, two lives, that, after I have wasted one in the
service of others, there may yet remain to me a
second, which I may live unto myself?”

Now and then, indeed, events occurred which dis-

- turbed the wretched monotony of Frances Burney’s
life. The Court moved from Kew to Windsor, and
from Windsor back to Kew. One dull colonel went
out of waiting, and another dull colonel came into
waiting. An impertinent servant made a blunder
about tea, and caused a misunderstanding between
the gentlemen and the ladies. A half witted French
Protestant minister talked oddly about conjugal
fidelity. An unlucky member of the household men-
tioned a passage in the Morning Herald, reflecting on
the Queen; and. forthwith Madame Schwelleu%erg
began to storm in bad English, and told him that he
made her * what you call perspire!”

A more important occurrence was the King's visit
to Oxford. Miss Burney went in the royal train to
Nuneham, was utterly neglected there in the crowd,
and could with difficulty find a servant to show the
way to her bedroom, or a hairdresser to arrange her
curls, She had the honour of entering Oxford in the
last of a long string of carriages which formed the
foyal procession, of walking after the Queen all day
throuigh refectories and chapels, and of standing, half
dead with fatigue and hunger, while her august mis-
tress was seated at an excellent cold collation. At
Magdalene College, Frances was left for 2 moment in




38 Diary and Letters of

a parlour, where she sank down on a chair. A good-
natured equerry saw that she was exhausted, and
shared with her some apricots and bread, which he
had wisely put into his pockets. At that moment
the door opened ; the Queen entered ; the wearied
attendants sprang up; the bread and fruit were
hastily concealed. “ I found,” says poor Miss Burney,
“that our appetites were to be supposed annihilated,
at the same moment that our strength was to be
invincible.”

Yet Oxford, scen even under such disadvantages,
“ revived in her,” to use her own words, “ a conscious-
ness to pleasure which had long lain nearly dormant.”
She forgot, during one moment, that she was a wait-
ing maid, and fclt as a woman of truc genius might
be expected to feel idst v ble r ins of
antiquity, beautiful works of art, vast repositories of
knowledge, and memorials of the illustrious dead.
Had she still been what she was before her father
induced her to take the most fatal step of her life,
we can easily imagine what pleasure she would have
derived from a visit to the noblest of English cities.
She might, indeed, have been forced to travel in a
hack chaise. and might not have worn so finc a gown
of Chambery gauze as that in which she tottered
after the royal party ; but with what delight would
she have then paced the cloisters of Magdalene, com-
parcd the antique gloom of Merton with the splendour
of Christ Church, and looked down from the dome of
the Radcliffe Library on the magnificent sea of turrets
and battlements below! How gladly would learned
men have laid aside for a few hours Pindar’s Odes
and Aristotle’s Ethics, to cscort the author of Cccilia
from college to college! What ncat little banquets
would she have found set out in their monastic cells |
With what cagerness would pictures, medals, and
illuminated missals have been brought forth from the
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most mysterjous cabi for her ! How
much she would have had to hear and to tell about
Johnson, as she walked over Pembroke, and about
Reynolds, in the antechapel of New College! But
these indulgences were not for one who had sold her-
sclf into bondage.

About eighteen months after the visit to Oxford,
another event diversified the wearisome life which
Frances led at Court. Warren Hastings was brought
to the bar of the House of Peers. The Queen and
Princesses were present when the trial commenced,
and Miss Burney was permitted to attend. During
the subsequent proceedings a day rule for the same
purpose was occasionally granted to her; for the
Queen took the strongest interest in the trial, and
when she could not go herself to Westminster Hall,
liked to receive a report of what had passed from a
person who had singular powers of observation, and
who was, moreover, acquainted with some of the most
distinguished managers. The portion of the Diary
which relates to this celebrated proceeding is lively
and picturesque. Yet we read it, we own, with pain;
for it seems to us to prove that the fine understand-
ing of Frances Burney was beginning to feel the
pernicious influence of a mode of life which is as

" incompatible with health of mind as the air of the
Pontine marshes with health of body. From the first
day she espouses the cause of Hastings with a pre-
sumptuous vehemence and acrimony quite inconsis-
tent with the modesty and suavity of her ordinary
deportment. She shudders when Burke enters the
Hall at the head of the C he p :
him the cruel oppressor of an innocent man. She is
at a loss to ive how the gers can look at
the defendant, and not blush. Windham comes to
her from the manager’s box, to offer her refreshment.
“But,” says she, “I could not break bread with him.”
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Then, again, she exclaims, “ Ah, Mr. Windham, how
came you ever engaged in so cruel, so unjust ‘a
cause?” “Mr. Burke saw me,” she says, “and he
bowed with the most marked civility of manner.”
This, be it observed, was just after his opening
speech, a speech which had produced a mighty effect,
and which, certainly, no other orator that ever lived
could have made. “My curtsy,” she continues, “was
the most ungrateful, distant, and cold ; I could not
do otherwise; so hurt I felt to see him the head of
such a cause.” Now, not only had Burke treated her
with constant kindness, but the very last act which he:
performed on the day on which he was turned out of
the Pay Office, about four years before this trial, was
to make Dr. Burney organist of Chelsea Hospital.
When, at the Westminster election, Dr. Burney was
divided between his gratitude for this favour and
his Tory opinions, Burke in the noblest manner dis-
claimed all right to exact a sacrifice of principle. -
“You have little or no obligations to me,” he wrote :
“but if you had as many as I really wish it were
in my power, as it is certainly in my d’;sire, to lay on
you, I hope you do not think me capable of con-
ferring them, in order to subject your mind or your
affairs to a painful and mischievous servitude.” Was
this a man to be uncivilly treated by a daughter of
Dr. Burney, because she chose to differ from him
respecting a vast and most complicated question,
which he had studied deeply during many years,
and which she had never studied at all? It is clear,
from Miss Burney’s own narrative, that, when she
behaved so unkindly to Mr. Burke, she did not even
know of what Hastings was accused. One thing,
however, she must have known, that Burke had been
able to convince a House of Commons, bitterly pre-
judiced against himself, that the charges were well
founded, and that Pitt and Dundas had concurred
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with Fox and Sheridan, in supporting the impeach-
ment.  Surcly a woman of far inferior abilitics to
Miss Burncy might have been expected to sce that
this never could have happened unless there had been
a strong casc against the late Governor General.
And there was, as all rcasonable men now admit,.
a strong case against him. That there were great
public services to be sct off against his great crimes is
perfectly true.  But his services and his crimes were
cqually unknown to the lady who so confidently
asserted his perfect innocence, and imputed to his
accusers, that is to say, to ali the greatest men of all
partics in the state, not mercly error, but gross in-
Justice and barbarity,

She had, it is true, occasionally scen Mr. Hastings,
and had found his manners and conversation agree-
able. But surcly she could not be so weak as to
infer from the gentleness of his deportment in a
drawingroom, that he was incapable of committing
a great state crime, under the influcnce of ambition
and revenge. A silly Miss, fresh from a boarding
school, might fall into such a mistake; but the woman
who had drawn the character of Mr, Monckton should
have known better.

The truth is that she had been too long at Court.
She was sinking into a slavery worse than that of the
body. The iron was beginning to enter into the soul.
Accustomed during many months to watch the cye
of a mistress, to receive with boundless gratitude the
slightest mark of royal condescension, to feel wretched
at every symy of royal displ , 1O i
only with spirits long tamed and broken in, she was’
degencrating into something fit for her place. Qucen
Charlotte was a violent partisan of Hastings, had
received presents from him, and had so far departed
from the scverity of her virtue as to lend her counten-
ance to his wife, whosc conduct had certainly been as
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reprchensible as that of any of the frail beauties who
were then rigidly excluded from the English Court
The King, it was well known, took the same side. To
the King and Queen all the members of the house-
hold looked submissively for guidance. The im-
peachment, therefore, was an atrocious persccution ;
the managers were rascals; the defendant was the
most deserving and the worst used man in the king-
dom. This was the cant of the whole palace, from
Gold Stick in Waiting, down to the Table-Deckers
and Ycomen of the Silver Scullery; and Miss Burncy
canted like the rest, though in livelier tones, and with
less bitter feclings.

The account which she has given of the King's
illness contains much excellent narrative and descrip-
tion, and will, we think, be as much valued by the
historians of a future age as any cqual portion of
Pepys’ or Evelyn’s Diaries.  That account shows also
how afiectionate and compassionate her nature was.
But it shows alvo, we must say, that her way of life
was rapidly impairing her powers of rcasoning and
her sense of justice.  \We do not mean to discuss, in
this place, the question, whether the views of Mr.
Pitt or those of Mr. Fox respecting the regency were
the more correct. It is, indeed, quite needless to dis-
cuss that question : for the censure of Miss Burney
falls alike on Pitt and Fox, on majority and minority.
She is angry with the I{ouse of Commons for presum-
ing to enquire whether the King was mad or not, and
whether there was a chs of his r ring his
senses.  “ A melancholy day,” she writes; “news bad
both at home and abroad. At home the dear un-
happy king still worse; abroad new examinations
voted of the physicians. Good heavens! what an
insult does this secem from Parliamentary power, to
investigate and bring forth to the world every cir-
cumstance of such a malady as is ever held sacred to
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secrecy in the most private families ! How indignant
we all feel here, no words can say.” It is proper to
observe, that the motion which roused all this in-
dignation at Kew was made by Mr. Pitt himself
We see, therefore, that the loyalty of the minister,
who was then generally regarded as the most heroie
champion of his Prince, was lukewarm indeed when
oompared with the boiling zeal which filled the pages
of the backstairs and the women of the t
Of the Regency Bill, Pitt's own bill, Miss Burney
speaks with horror. “I shuddered,” she says, “to
hear it named.” And again, “ Oh, how dreadful will
be the day when that unhappy bill takes place! I
cannot approve the plan of it.” The truth is that
Mr. Pitt, whether a wise and upright statesman or
not, was a statesman ; and whatever motives he might
have for imposing restrictions on the regent, felt that
in some way or other there must be some provision
made for the execution of some part of the kingly
office, or that no government would be left in the
country. But this was a matter of which the house-
hold never thought. It never occurred, as far as we
can see, to the Exons and Keepers of the Robes, that
it was necessary that there should be somewhere or
other a power in the state to pass laws, to preserve
order, to pardon criminals, to fill up offices, to nego-
tiate with foreign governments, to command the army
and navy. Nay, these enlightened politicians, and
Miss Burney among the rest, seem to have thought
that any person who considered the subject with
reference to the public interest, showed himself to
be a badhearted man. Nobody wonders at this in
a gcntlcman usher: but it is melancholy to see genius
into such

During more than two years after the King’s re-
covery, Frances dragged on a miserable existence at
the palace. The consolations, which had for a time
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mitigated the wretchedness of servitude, were onc
by one withdrawn. DMrs. Declany, whose socicty had
been a great resource when the Court was at Windsor,
was now dead. Onec of the gentlemen of the royal
establishment, Colonel Digby, appcars to have been a
man of sense, of taste, of some rcnding. and of prepos-
scssing manners.  Agreeable associates were scarce
in the prison house, and he and Miss Burney there-
fore naturally became attached to cach other. She
owns that she valued him as a friend ; and it would
not have been strange if his attentions had led her to
entertain for him a sentiment warmer than friendship.
He quitted the Court, and married in a way which
astonished Miss Burney greatly, and which evidently
wounded her feclings, and lowered him in her esteem.
The palace grew duller and duller ; Madame Schwel-
lenberg became more and more savage and insolent
and now the health of poor Frances began to give
way ; and all who saw her pale face, her cmaciated
figure, and her fecble walk, predicted that her suffer-
ings would soon be over.

Frances uniformly speaks of her royal mistress,
and of the princesses, with respect and affection.
The princesses secem to have well deserved all the
praise which is bestowed on them in the Diary. They
were, we doubt not, most amiable women. But “the
sweet quccn, as shc is constantly called in these
volumes, is not by any mcans an object of 1dmu'a<
tion to us. She had loubtedly sense
know what kind of deportment suited her lugh
station, and selfcommand cnough to maintain that
dcportment invariably. She was, in her intercourse
with Miss Bllrncy gcncr'\]ly gracious and affable,

when cold and reserved, but
never, under any circumstances, rude, pccvnsh, or
violent. She knew how to dispense, gracefully and
skilfully, those little civilities which, when paid by a
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sovereign, are prized at many times their intrinsic
value ;- how to pay a compliment; how to lend .a
book ; how to ask after a relation. But she seems
to have been utterly regardless of the comfort, the
health, the life of her attendants, when her own con-
venience was concerned. Weak, feverish, hardly able
to stand, Frances had still to rise before seven, in
order to dress the sweet Queen, and to sit up till
midnight, in order to undress the sweet Queen. The
indisposition of the handmaid could not, and did not,
escape the notice of her royal mistress. But the
established doctrine of the Court was, that all sick-
ness was to be considered as a pretence until it
proved fatal. The only way in which the invalid
could clear herself from the suspicion of malingering,
as it is called in the army, was to go on lacing and
unlacmg, till she fell down dead at the royal feet.

“This,” Miss Burney wrote, when she was suffer-
ing cruelly from sickness, watching, and labour, “is
by no means from hardness of heart; far otherwise,
There is no hardness of heart in any one of them;
but it is prejudice, and want of personal experi-
ence.”

Many strangers sympathised with the bodily and
mental sufferings of this distinguished woman. All
who saw her saw that her frame was sinking, that her
heart was breaking. The last, it should seem, to ob-
serve the change was her father. At length, in spite
of himself, his eyes were opened. In May 1790, his
daughter had an interview of three hours with him,
the only long interview which they had had since he

* took her to Windsor in 1786. She told him that she

was miserable, that she was worn with attendance
_and want of sleep, that she had no comfort in life,
nothing to love, nothing to hope, that her family and
friends were to her as though they were not, and were
remembered by her as men remember the dead. From



46 Diary and Letters of

daybreak to midnight the same killing labour, the
same recreations, more hateful than labour itself, fol-
lowed cach other without variety, without any interval
of liberty and repose.

The Doctor was greatly dejected by this news;
but was too goodnatured a man not to say that, if she
wished to resign, his house and arms were open to
her.  Stil), however, he could not bear to remove her
from the Court. His veneration for royalty amounted
in truth to idolatry. It can be compared only to the
grovelling superstition of those Syrian devotees who
made their children pass through the fire to Moloch.
When he induced his daughter to accept the place of
keeper of the robes, he entertained, as she tells us, a
hope that some worldly advantage or other, not sct
down in the contract of service, would be the result
of her connection with the Court. \What advantage
he expected we do not know, nor did he probably
know himself. But, whatever he expected, he cer-
tainly got nothing. Miss Burncy had been hired for
board, lodging, and two hundred a year. Board,
lodging, and two hundred a yecar, she had duly re-
cecived. \We have looked carefully through the Diary,
in the hope of finding some trace of those extraordi-
nary benefactions on which the Doctor reckoned.
But we can discover only a promise, ncver performed,
of a gown: and for this promise Miss Burney was
expected to return thanks, such as might have suited
the beggar with whom Saint Martin, in the legend,
divided his clonk. The experience of four years was,
however, insufficient to dispel the illusion which had
taken possession of the Doctor’s mind ; and, between
the dear father and the sweet Queen, therc seemed
to be little doubt that some day or other Frances
would drop down a corpse. Six months had clapsed
since the interview between the parent and the
daughter. The resignation was not sent in. The
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sufferer grew worse and worse. She took bark; but
it soon ceased to produce a beneficial effect. She
was stimulated with wine; she was soothed with
opium ; but in vain. Her breath began to fail. The
whisper that she was in a decline spread through the
Court. The pains in her side became so severe that
she was forced to crawl from the cardtable of the old
Fury to whom she was tethered, three or four times
in an evening, for the purpose of taking hartshorn.
Had she been a negro slave, a humane planter would
have excused her from work. But her Majesty
showed no mercy. Thrice a day the accursed bell
still rang ; the Queen was still to be dressed for the
morning at seven, and to be dressed for the day at
noon, and to be undressed at midnight.

But there had arisen, in literary and fashionable
society, a general feeling of compassion for Miss
Burney, and of indignation against both her father
and the Queen. “Is it possible,” said a great French
lady to the Doctor, “that your daughter is in a situa-
tion where she is never allowed a holiday?” Horace
Walpole wrote to Frances, to express his sympathy.
Boswell, boiling over with goodnatured rage, almost
forced an entrance into the palace to see her. “My
dear ma’am, why do you stay? It won’t do, ma'am;
you must resign. We can put up with it no longer.
Some very violent measures, [ assure you, will be
taken. We shall address Dr. Burney in a body.”
Burke and Reynolds, though less noisy, were zealous
in the same cause. Windham spoke to Dr. Burney ;
but found him still irresolute. “1 will set the club
° upon him,” cried Windham ; “ Miss Burney has some
very truc admirers there, and I am sure they will
eagerly assist.” Indeed the Burney family seem to
have been apprehensive that some public affront, such
as the Doctor’s unpardonable folly, to use the mildest
term, had richly Jeserved, woild be put upon him.
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The medical men spoke out, and plainly told him that
his daughter must resign or die.

At last paternal affection, medical authority, and
the voice of all London crying shame, triumphed over
Dr.- Burney's love of courts. He determined that
Frances should write a letter of resignation. It was
with difficulty that, though her life was at stake, she
mustered spirit to put the paper into the Qucen’s
hands. “I could not,” so runs the Diary, “summon
courage to present my memorial : my heart always
failed me from secing the Queen's entire freedom
from such an expectation. For though I was fre-
quently so ill in her presence that I could hardly
stand, 1 saw she concluded me, while life remained,
incvi ltably hers.”

At last with a trembling hand the paper was
delivered. Then came the storm. Juno, as in the
/Eneid, delegated the work of vengeance to Alecto.
The Queen was calm and gentle; but Madame
Schwellenberg raved like a maniac in the incurable
ward of Bedlam ! Such insolence! Such ingratitude!
Such folly ! Would Miss Burney bring utter destruc-
tion on herself and her family ? \Would she throw
away the inestimable adva of royal pr
\Would she part with privileges which, once relin-
quished, could necver be regained? It was idle to
talk of health and life. If pcople could not live in
the palace, the best thing that could befall them was
to die in it. The resignation was not accepted. The
language of the medical men became stronger and
stronger. Dr. Burney's parental fears were fully
roused ; and he explicitly declared in a letter meant
to be shown to the Qucen that his daughter must
retire. The Schwellenberg raged like a wild cat. “A
scene almost horrible ensued,” says Miss Burney.
“ She was too much enraged for dlsgulse, and uttered
the most furious exp! of i
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.at our proceedings. I am sure she would gladly have

confined us both in the Bastille, had England such a
misery, as a fit place to bring us to ourselves, from a
daring so outrageous against imperial wishes.” This
passage deserves notice, as being the only one in the
Diary, so far as we have observed, which shows Miss
Burney to have been aware that she was the native
of a free country, that she could not be pressed for
a waiting maid against her will, and that she had
just as good a right to live, if she chose, in Saint
Martin’s Street, as Queen Charlotte had to live at
Saint James's.

The Queen promised that, after the next birthday,
Miss Burney should be set at liberty. But the promise
was ill kept; and her Maj showed displ at
being reminded of it. At length Frances was in-
formed that in a fortnight her attendance should
cease. “I heard this,” she says, “with a fearful pre-
sentiment I should surely never go through another
fortnight in so weak and languishing and painful a
state of health. . . . . As the time of separation ap-
proached, the Queen’s cordiality rather diminished,
and traces of internal displeasure appeared some-
times, arising from an opinion I ought rather to have
struggled on, live or die, than to quit her. Yet I am
sure she saw how poor was my own chance, except
by a change in the mode of life, and at least ceased
to wonder, though she could not approve.” Sweet
Queen ! What noble candour, t& admit that the un-
dutifulness of people, who did not think the honour
of adjusting her tuckers worth the sacrifice of their
own lives, was, though highly criminal, not altogether
unnatural ! .

We perfectly understand her Majesty’s contempt
for the lives of others where her own pleasure was
concerned. But what pleasure she can have found in
having Miss Burney about her, it is not so easy to

VOL. X E
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comprehend. That Miss Burncy was an cminently
skilful keeper of the robes is not very probable. Few
women, indeed, had paid less attention to dress. Now
and then, in the course of five years, she had becen
asked to read aloud or to write a copy of verses. But
better readers might casily have been found : and her
verses were worse than cven the Poet Laureate’s
Birthday Odes. Perhaps that cconomy, which was
among her Majesty's most conspicuous virtues, had
something to do with her conduct on this occasion.
DMliss Burney had never hinted that she expected a
retiring pension; and indced would gladly have given
the little that she had for frcedom. But her Majesty
knew what the public thought, and what became her
own dignity. She could not for very shame suffer a
woman of distinguished genius, who had quitted a
lucrative career to wait on her, who had served her
faithfully for a pittance during five years, and whose
constitution had been impaired by labour and watch-
ing, to leave the Court without some mark of royal
liberality. George the Third, who, on all occasions,
where Miss Burnecy was concerned, secems to have
bechaved like an honest, goodnatured gentleman, felt
this, and said plainly that she was entitled to a pro-
vision. At length, in return for all the misery which
she had undergone, and for the health which she had
sacrificed, an annuity of one hundred pounds was
d to her, depend on the Queen’s pleasure.

Then the prison was opened, and Frances was
free once more. Johnson, as Burke observed, might
have added a striking pagc to his poecm on the Vanity
of Human Wishes, if he had lived to seec his little
Burney as she went into the palace and as she came
out of it.

The pleasures, so long untasted, of liberty, of
friendship, of domestic affection, were almost too
acute for her shattered frame. But happy days and
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tranquil nights soon restorcd the health whu:h the
Queen’s toil angd M g’s card-
table had impaired. Kind and anxious faces sur-
- rounded the invalid. Co! the most polished
and brilliant revived her spirits. Travelling was re-
commended to her ; and she rambled by easy journeys
from cathedral to cathedral, and from watering place

° to watering place. She crossed the New Forest, and

visited Stonehenge and Wilton, the cliffs of Lyme,
and the beautiful valley of Sidmouth. Thence she
journeyed by Powderham Castle, and by the ruins of
‘Glastonbury Abbey to Bath, and from Bath, when
- the winter was approaching, returned well and cheer-
ful to London. There she visited her old dungeon, and
found her successor already far on the way to the
grave, and kept to strict duty, from morning till
midnight, with a sprained ankle and a nervous fever.
At this time England swarmed with French exiles,
driven from their country by the Revolution. A
colony of these refugees settled at Juniper Hall, in
Surrey, not far from Norbury Park, where Mr. Lock,
an_intimate friend of the Burney family, resided.
Frances visited Norbury, and was introduced to the
strangers. She had strong prejudices against them ;
for her Toryism was far beyond, we do not say that
of Mr. Pitt, but that of Mr. Reeves; and the inmates
of Juniper "Hall were all attached to the constitution
of 1791, and were therefote more detested by the
royalists of the first emigration than Petion or Marat,
But such a woman as Miss Burney could not long
resist the fascination of that remarkable society. She
had lived with Johnson and Windham, with Mrs.
Montague and Mrs. Thrale. Yet she was forced to
own that she had | never heard conversatlon before.
The most ani the } observa-
tion, the most sparklmg wit, the most courtly grace,
were united to charm her. For Madame de Staél
E 2
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was there, and M. de Talleyrand. There too was M.

de Narbonne, a noble representative of French aristo-

cracy ; and with M. de Narbonne was his friend and

follower General D’Arblay, an honourable and amiable

man, with a handsome person, frank soldierlike man-
_ ners, and some taste for letters.

The prejudices which Frances had conceived
against the constitutional royalists of France rapidly
vanished. She listened with rapture to Talleyrand
and Madame de Staél, joined with M. D'Arblay in
execrating the Jacobins and in weeping for the un-
happy Bourbons, took French lessons from him, fell
in love with him, and married him on no better pro-
vision than a precarious annuity of one hundred
pounds.

Here the Diary stops for the present. We will,
therefore, bring our narrative to a speedy close, by
rapidly recounting the most important events which
we know to have befallen Madame D’Arblay during
the latter part of her life. -

M. D’Arblay’s fortune had perished in the general
wreck of the French Revolution; and in a foreign
country his talents, whatever they may have been,
could scarcely make him rich. The task of providing
for the family devolved on his wife. In the year
1796, she published by subscription her third novel,
Camilla. It was impatiently expected by the public;
and the sum which she obtained for it was, we believe,
greater than had ever at that time been received for
a novel. We have heard that she cleared more than
three thousand guineas. But we give this merely as
a rumour. Camilla, however, never attained -popu-
larity like that which Evelina and Cecilia had en-
joyed : and it must be allowed that there was a per-
ceptible falling off, not indeed in humour or in power
of portraying character, but in grace and in purity of

style.
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We have heard that, about this time, a tragedy by
Madame D'Arblay was performed without success.
We do not know whether it was ever printed : nor
indeed have we had time to make any researches into
its history or merits,

During the short truce which followed the treaty
of Amiens, M. D’'Arblay visited France. Lauriston
and La Fayette represented his claims to the French
government, and obtained a promise that he should
be reinstated in his military rank. M. D’Arblay,
however, insisted that he should never be required to
serve against the countrymen of his wife. The First
Consul, of course, would not hear of such a condmon,
and ordered the g I's e ission to be i y
revoked.

Madame D’Arblay joined her husband at Paris,
a short time before the war of 1803 broke out, and
remained in France ten years, cut off from almost
all intercourse with the land of her birth. At length,
when Napoleon was on his march to Moscow, she

“with great difficulty obtained from his mini. per-
mission to visit her own country, in company with
her son, who was a native of England. She returned
in time to receive the last blessing of her father, who
died in his eighty-seventh year. In 1814 she.pub-
lished her last novel, The Wanderer, a book which no
judicious friend to her memory will attempt to draw
from the oblivion into which it has justly fallen. In
the same year her son Alexander was sent to Cam-
bridge. He obtained an honourable place among the
wranglers of his year, and was elected a fellow of
Christ’s College. But his rep ion at the Uni
was higher than might be inferred from his success in
academical contests. His French education had not
fitted him for the examinations of the Senate House;
but, in pure mathematics, we have been assured by
some aof his competitors that he had very few equals.
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He went into the church, and it was thought likely
that he would attain high eminence as a preacher;
but he died before his mother. All that we have
heard of him leads us to believe that he was a son as
such a mother deserved to have. In 1832, Madame
D’Arblay published the memoirs of her father: and
on the 6th of January, 1840, she died in her eighty-
cighth ycar.

Ve now turn from the life of Madame D’Arblay
to her writings. There can, we apprehend, be little
diffcrence of opinion as to the nature of her merit,
whatever differences may exist as to its degrce. She
was emphatically what Johnson called her, a charac-
termonger. It was in the exhibition of human pas-
sions and whims that her strength lay; and in this
dcpartment of art she had, we think, very distinguished
skill.

But in order that we may, according to our duty
as kings at arms, versed in the laws of literary pre-
cedence, marshal lier to the exact scat to which she
is entitled, we must carry our examination somewhat
further.

There is, in one respect, a remarkable analogy
between the faces and the minds of men. No two
faces are alike ; and yet very few faces deviate very
widely from the common standard. Among the
cighteen hundred thousand human beings who in-
habit London, there is not one who could be taken
by his acquaintance for another; yet we may walk
from Paddington to Mile End without sccing one
person in whom any feature is so overcharged that
we turn round to stare at it. An infinite number of
varietics lies between limits which are not very far

d The speci which pass those limits on
cither side, form a very small minority.

It is the same with the characters of men. Here,
too, the variety passes all enumeration. But the
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cases in which the deviation from the common stan-
dard is striking and grotesque, are very few. In one
ming avarice 3 in her, pride; in a
third, love of pleasure; just as in one countenance
the nose is the most marked feature, while in others
the chief expression lies in the brow, or in the lines
of the mouth. But there are very few countenances
in which nose, brow, and mouth do not contribute,
though in 1 deg: to the g 1 effect; and
so there are very few characters in which one over-
‘girown propensity makes all others utterly insigni-
icant.

It is evident that a portrait painter, who was able
only to represent faces and figures such as those
which we pay money to see at fairs, would not, how-
ever spirited his execution might be, take rank among
the highest artists. He must always be placed below
those who have skill to seize peculiarities which do
not amount to deformity. The slighter those pecu-
liarities, the greater is the merit of the limner who
can catch them and transfer them to his canvass. To
paint Daniel Lambert or the living skeleton, the pig
faced lady or the Siamese twins, so that nobody can
mistake them, is an exploit within the reach of a
signpainter. A thirdrate artist might give us the
squint of Wilkes, and the depressed nose and pro-
tuberant cheeks of Gibbon. It would require a much
higher degree of skill to paint two such men as Mr.
Canning and Sir Thomas Lawrence, so that nobody
who had ever seen them could for a moment hesitate
to assign each picture to its original. Here the mere
caricaturist would be quite at fault. He would find
in neither face any thing on which he could lay hold
for the purpose of making a distinction. Two ample
bald foreheads, two regular profiles, two full faces of
the same oval form, would baffle his art; and he
would be reduced to the miserable shift of writing
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their names at the foot of his picture. Yet there was
a great difference ; and a person who had seen them
once would no more have mistaken one of them for
the other than he would have mistaken Mr. Pitt for
Mr. Fox. But the difference lay in delicate linea-
ments and shades, reserved for pencils of a rare
order.

This distinction runs through all the imitative
arts. TFoote's mimicry was exquisitely ludicrous, but
it was all caricature. He could take off only some
strange peculiarity, a stammer or a lisp, a Northum-
brian burr or an Irish broguc,a stoop or a shuffle.
* If a man,” said Johnson, * hops on one leg, Foote can
hop on one leg.” Garrick, on the other hand, could
scize those differences of manner and pronunciation,
which, though highly characteristic, are yct too slight
to be described. Foote, we have no doubt, could
have made the Haymarket thcatre shake with
laughter by imitating a conversation between a
Scotchman and a Somcrscslureman. But Garrick
could have i a conv between two
fashionable men, both modecls of the best brecding,
Lord Chesterfield, for example, and Lord Albemarle,
so that no person could doubt which was which,
although no person could say that, in any point,
either Lord Chesterficld or Lord Albemarle spoke or
moved otherwise than in conformity with the usages
of the best socicty.

The same distinction is found in the drama and
in fictitious narrative. Highest among thosc who
have exhibited human nature by mecans of dialogue,
stands Shakspeare. His varicty is like the variety of
nature, endless diversity, scarcely any monstrosity.
The characters of which he has given us an impres-
sion, as vivid as that which we receive from the
characters of our own associates, are to be reckoned
by scores. Yet in all these scores hardly one
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character is to be found which deviates widely from
the common standard, and which we should call very
eccentric if we met it in real life. The silly notion
that every man has one ruling passion, and that this
clue, once known, unravels all the mysteries of his
duct, finds no in the plays of Shak-
speare. " There man appears as he is, made up of a
crowd of passions, which contend for the mastery
over him, and govern him in turn. What is Hamlet’s
ywuling passion? Or Othello’s? Or Harry the
Fifth’s? Or Wolsey’s? Or Lear’s? Or Shylock’s?
Or Benedick’s? Or Macbeth’s? Or that of Cas-
sius ? Or that of Falconbridge? But we might go
on for ever. Take a single example, Shylock. Is
he so eager for money as to be indifferent to re-
venge? Or so eager for revenge as to be indifferent
to money? Or so bent on both together as to be
indifferent to the honour of his nation and the law
of Moses? All his propensities are mingled with
each other, so that, in trying to apportion to each
its proper part, we find the same difficulty which
constantly meets us in real life. A superficial
critic may say, that hatred is Shylock’s ruling
passion. But how many passions have amalgamated
to form that hatred? It is partly the result-of
wounded pride: Antonio has called him dog. Itis
partly the result of covetousness: Antonio has
hindered him of half a million ; and, when Antonio
is gone, there will be no limit to the gains of usury.
It is partly .the result of national and religious
feeling : Antonio has spit on the Jewish gaberdine ;
and the oath of revenge has been sworn by the
Jewish Sabbath. We might go through all the
characters which we have mentioned, and through
fifty more in the same way ; for it is the constant
Sh the human mind

as lying, not under the absolute dominion of one
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despotic propensity, but under a mixed government,
in which a hundred powers balance each other.
Admirable as he was in all parts of his art, we most
admire him for this, that while he has left us a
greater number of striking portraits than all other
dramatists put together, he has scarcely left us a
single caricature.

Shakspeare has had neither equal nor second.
But among the writers who, in the point which we
have noticed, have approached nearest to the manner
of the great master, we have no hesitation in placing
Jane Austen, 2 woman of whom England is justly
proud. She has given us a multitude of characters,
all, in a certain sense, commonplace, all such as we
meet every day. Yet they are all as perfectly dis-
criminated from each other as if they were the most
eccentric of human beings. There are, for example,
four clergymen, none of whom we should be surprised
to find in any parsonage in the kingdom, Mr. Edward
Ferrars, Mr. Henry Tilney, Mr. Edmund Bertram, and
Mr. Elton. They are all specimens of the upper

© part of the middle class. They have all been
liberally educated. They all lie under the restraints
of the same sacred profession. They are all young.
They are all in love. Not one of them has any hobby-
horse, to use the phrase of Sterne. Not one has a
ruling passion, such as we read of in Pope. Who
would not have expected them to be insipid like- .
nesses of each other? No such thing. Harpagon is
not more unlike to Jourdain, Joseph Surface is not
more unlike to Sir Lucius O’Trigger, than every one
of Miss Austen’s young divines to all his reverend
brethren. And almost all this is done by touches so
delicate, that they elude analysis, that they defy the
powers of description, and that we know them to
exist only by the general effect to which they have
contributed.
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A line must be drawn, we conceive, between
. artists of this class, and those poets and novelists
whose skill lies in the exhibiting of what Ben Jonson
called humours. The words of Ben are so much to
the purpose that we will quote them :

“When some one peculiar quality
Doth so possess a man, that it doth draw
All his affects, his spirits, and his powers,
In their confluxions all to run one way,
‘This may be truly said to be a humour.”

There are undoubtedly persons, in whom hu-
mours such as Ben describes have attained a com-
plete ascendency. The avarice of Elwes, the insane
desire of Sir Egerton Brydges for a barony to which
he had no more right than to the crown of Spain,
the malevolence which long meditation on imaginary
wrongs generated in the gloomy mind of Bellingham,
are instances. The feeling which animated Clarkson
and other virtuous men agamst the slavetrade and
slavery, is an of a more h kind.

Seeing that such humours exist, we cannot deny
that they are proper subjects for the imitations of art.

But we conceive that the imitation of such bumours,

however skilful and g,is not an
of the highest order ; and, as such humours are rare
in real life, they ought, we conceive, to be sparingly
introduced into works which profess to be pictures of
real life. Nevertheless, a writer may show so much
genius in the exhibition of these humours as to be
fairly entitled to a di and per rank
among classics. The chief seats of all however, the
places on the dais and under the canopy, are reserved
for the few who have excelled in the difficult art of
portraying characters in which no single feature is
extravagantly overcharged.

If we have expounded the law soundly, we can
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have no difficulty in applying it to the particular
case before us. Madame D’Arblay has left us
scarccly any thing but humours. Almost every
one of her men and women has some one propensity
developed to a morbid degree. In Cecilia, for ex-
ample, Mr. Delvile never opens his lips without some
allusion to his own birth and station ; or Mr. Briggs,
without some allusion to the hoarding of money ; or
Mr. Hobson, without betraying the self-indulgence
and self-importance of a purseproud upstart; or Mr.
Simkins, without uttering some sneaking remark for
the purpose of currying favour with his customers;
or MNr. Meadows, without expressing apathy and
weariness of life; or Mr. Albany, without declaiming
about the vices of the rich and the misery of the
poor; or Mrs. Belfield, without some indelicate
culogy on her son; or Lady Margaret, without
indicating jealousy of her husband. Morrice is all
skipping, officious impertinence, Mr. Gosport all
sarcasm, Lady Honoria all lively prattle, Miss
Larolles all silly prattle. If ever Madame D’Arblay
air{ll]cd at more, we do not think that she succecded
well.

\We are, therefore, forced to refuse to Madame
D’'Arblay a place in the highest rank of art; but we
cannot deny that in the rank to which she belonged,
she had few equals, and scarcely any superior. The
varicty of humours which is to be found in her
novels is 1mmcnse- and though the talk of each

is bus, the g 1 cffect
is not rnonotony, but a very lively and agreeable
diversity. Her plots are rudely constructed and im-
probable, if we consider them in themselves. But
they are admirably framed for the purpose of ex-
hibiting striking groups of eccentric characters, cach
governed by his own peculiar whim, each talking his
own peculiar jargon, and each bringing out by oppo-
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sition the oddities of all the rest. We will give
one example out of many which occur to us. All
probability is violated in order to bring Mr, Delvile,
Mr. Briggs, Mr. Hobson, and Mr. Albany into a
room together. But when we have them there, we
~-soon forget probability in the exquisitely ludicrous
effect which is produced by the conflict of four old
fools, each raging with a monomania of his own,
each talking a dialect of his own, and each inflaming
all the others anew every time he opens his mouth.

Madame D’Arblay was most successful in
comedy, and indeed in comedy which bordered on
farce. But we are inclined to infer from some pas-
sages, both in Cecilia and Camilla, that she might
have attained equal distinction in the pathetic. We

. have formed this judgment, less from those ambitious
scenes of distress which lie near the catastrophe of
each of those novels, than from some exquisite

of natural d which take us here and

there by surprise. We would mention as examples,

Mrs. Hill's account of her little boy’s death in

Cecilia, and the parting of Sir Hugh Tyrold and

ga._milla., when the honest baronet thinks himself
lying.

I% is melancholy to think that the whole fame of
Madarme D’Arblay rests on what she did during the
earlier half of her life, and that every thing which she
gublished during the forty-three years which preceded

er death, lowered her reputation. Yet we have no
reason to think that at the time when her faculties
ought to have been in their maturity, they were
smitten with any blight. In The Wanderer, we catch
now and then a gleam of her genius. Even in the
Memoirs of her father, there is no trace of dotage.
They are very bad ; but they are so, as it seems to
us, not from a decay of power, but from a total per-

- version of power,
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The truth is, that Madame D’Arblay’s style under-
went a gradual and most pernici h ach
which, in degree at least, we believe to be unexampled
in literary history, and of which it may be useful to
trace the progress.

When she wrote her letters to Mr. Crisp, her early
journals, and her first novel, her style was not indeed
brilliant or energetic; but it was easy, clear, and free
from all offensive faults. When she wrote Cecilia she
aimed higher. She had then lived much in a circle
of which Johnson was the centre ; and she was her-
self one of his most submissive worshippers. It seems
never to have crossed her mind that the style even of
his best writings was by no means faultless, and that
even had it been faultless, it might not be wise in her
to imitate it. Phraseology which is proper in a dis-
quisition on the Unities, or in a preface to a Dic-
tionary, may be quite out of place in a tale of fashion-
able life. Old gentlemen do not criticise the reigning
modes, nor do young gentlemen make love, with the .
balanced epithets and sonorous cadences which, on

ions of great dignity, a skilful writer may use
with happy effect.

In an evil hour the author of Evelina took The
Rambler for her model. This would not have been
wise even if she could have imitated her pattern as
well as Hawkesworth did. But such imitation was
beyond her power. She had her own style. It was
a tolerably good one ; and might, without any violent
change, have been improved into a very good one,
She determined to throw it away, and to adopt a
style in which she could attain excellence only by
achieving an almost miraculous victory over nature
and over habit. She could cease to be Fanny Burney;
it was not so easy to become Samuel Johnson. .

In Cecilia the change of manner began to appear.
But in Cecilia the imitation of Johnson, though not
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always in the best taste, is sometimes eminently
happy ; and the passages which are so verbose as to
be positively oﬂ'enswe, are few. There were people
who whi d that Jol ad isted his young
friend, and that the novel owed all its finest passages
to his hand. This was merely the fabrication of envy.
Miss Burney’s real excellences were as much beyond
the reach of Johnson, as his real excellences were
beyond her reach. He could no more have written
the Masquerade scene, or the Vauxhall scene, than
she could have written the Life of Cowley or the
Review of Soame Jenyns. But we have not the
smallest doubt that he revised Cecilia, and that he
retouched the style of many passages. We know
‘that he was in the habit of giving assistance of this
kind most freely. Goldsmith, Hawkesworth, Boswell,
Lord Hailes, Mrs. Williams, were among those who
obtained his help. Nay, he even corrected the poetry
of Mr. Crabbe, whom, we believe, he had never seen.
‘When Miss Burney thought of writing a comedy, he
promised to give her his best counsel, though he
- owned that he was not particularly well qualified to
advise on matters relating to the stage. We there-
fore think it in the highest degree improbable that
his little Fanny, when living in habits of the most
affectionate intercourse with him, would have brought
out an important work without consuiting him ; and,
when we look into Cecilia, we see such traces of his
hand in the grave and elevated passages as it is im-
possible to mistake. Before we conclude this articlé,
we will give two or three examples.

When next Madame D’Arblay appeared before
the world as a writer, she was in a very different
situation. She would not content herself with the
simple English in which Evelina had been written.
She had no longer the friend who, we are confident,

° had polished and strengthened the style of Cecilia.
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She had to write in Johnson’s manner without John-
son’s aid. The consequence was, that in Camilla
every passage which she meant to be fine is detest-
able; and that the book has been saved from con-
demnation only by the admirable spirit and force
of those scenes in which she was content to be
familiar.

But there was to be a still deeper descent.  After
the publication of Camilla, Madame D'Arblay resided
ten yecars at Paris. During those years there was
scarccly any intercourse between France and England.
It was with difficulty that a short letter could oc-

1y be tr itted. All Mad D’Arblay’s
comp'\mons were IFrench. She must have written,
spoken, thought, in French. Ovid expressed his fear
that a shorter exile might have affected the purity of
his Latin. During a shorter exile, Gibbon unlearned
his native English, Madame D’Arblay had carried a
bad style to France. She brought back a style which
we are really at a loss to describe. It is a sort of
broken Johnsonese, a barbarous patois, bearing the
same relation to the language of Rasselas, which the
gibberish of the Negroes of Jamaica bears to the
English of the House of Lords. Sometimes it re-
minds us of the finest, that is to say, the vilest parts,
of Mr. Galt’s novels ; sometimes of the perorations of
Exeter 11all; sometimes of the leading articles of the
Morning Post. But it most resembles the puffs of
Mr. Rowland and Dr. Goss. It matters not what
ideas are clothed in such a style. The genius of
Shakspearc and Bacon united, would not save a work
so written from general derision.

It is only by means of spccimens that we can
enable our readers to judge how widely Madame
D’Arblay’s three styles differed from each other.

The following passage was written before she
became intimate with Johnson. It is from Evelina.
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* His son seems weaker in his understanding, and more
gay in his temper; but his gaiety is that of a foolish over-
grown schoolboy, whose mirth ‘consists in noise and dis-
turbance. He disdains his father for his close attention to
business and love of money, though he seems himself to
have no talents, sﬁirit, or_generosity to make him superior
to either. His chief delight appears to be in tormenting
and ridiculing his sisters, who in return most cordially
despise him. = Miss Branghton, the eldest daughter, is by
no means ugly ; but looks proud, ill-tempered, and con-
ceited.  She hates the city, though without knowing why ;
for it is easy to discover she has lived nowhere else. Miss
Polly Branghton is rather pretty, foolish, very ignorant,
very giddy, and, I believe, very goodnatured.”

This is not a fine style, but simple, perspicuous,
and agreeable. We now come to Cecilia, written
during Miss B 's inti with Joh ; an
we leave it to our readers to judge whether the fol-
lowi;g passage was not at least corrected by his
hand.

“Tt is rather an imaginary than an actual evil, and
though a deep wound to pride, no offence to morality.
‘Thus have I laid open to’ you my w!xol‘e heart, canfesset.’!

my perpl ged my vainglory, and exp
with equal sincerity the sources of my doubts and the
motives of my decision. But now, indeed, how to proceed
I know not. ~ The difficulties which are yet to encounter I
fear to enumerate, and the petition I have to urge I have
scarce ge to i My family, mistakis biti
for honour, and rank for dignity, have long planned a
splendid connection for me, to which, though my invariable
2 as d any es, their wishes and
their views immoveably adhere. I am but too certain they
will now listen to no other. I dread, therefore, to make a
trial where I despair of success. I know not how to risk a
prayer with those who may silence me by a command.”

Take now a specimen of Madame D’Arblay’s later
style. This is the way in which she tells us that her
VOL. X F



66 Diary and Letters of

father. on his journey back from the Continent, caught
the rheumatism.

“He was assaulted, during his precipitated return, by.
the yudest fiercencss of wintry elemental strife ; through
which, with bad d; and i ble acci-
dents, he became a prey to the merciless pangs of the
acutest spasmodic rheumatism, which barcly suffered him
to reach his home, ere, long and piteously, it confined him,
a torturcd prisoner, to his bed. "Such was the check that
almost instantly curbed, though it could not subdue, the
rising pleasure of his hopes of entering upon anew species of
existence—that of an approved man of letters ; for it was on
the bed of sickness, exchanging the light wines of France,
Ttaly, and Germany, for the black and loathsome potions
of the Apothccaries’ Hall, writhed by darting stitches, and
burning with ﬁery fever, that he felt the full force of that
sublunary cquipoise that seems evermore to hang suspended
over the i of long-sought and ur felicity,
just as it is ripening to burst forth with enjoyment 1”

Here is a second passage from Evelina.

“Mrs. Sclwyn is very kind and attentive to me. She
is extremely clever. Her understanding, indeed, may be
called 1 5 but fc sly r deserve
the same cpithet ; for, in studying to acquire the knowledge
of the other sex, she has lost all the softness of her own.
In regard to myself, however, as I have neither courage nor
inclination to argue with her, I have never been personally
bust at her want of gentlencss, a virtue which ncvertheless
scems so essential a part of the female character, that I find
myself more awkward and less at ease with a woman whe
wants it than I do with a man.”

This is a good style of its kind ; and the following
passage from Cecilia is also in a good style, though
not in a faultless one. \Ve say with confidence, either
Sam Johnson or the Devil.

“ Joven the imperious Mr. Delvile was more supportable
here than in London. Scecure in his own castle, he looked
round him with a pride of power and possession which
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softened while it swelled him. His superiority was un-
disputed : his will was mthont control. He was not, as in
the great capital of thek itors.
No rivalry disturbed his peace; no equality mortified his

tness. All he saw were elther vassals of his power, or
guests bending to his pleasure, He abated, therefore, con-
siderably the stern gloom of his haughtiness, and soothed
his proud mind by the courtesy of condescension.”

‘We will stake our reputation for critical sagacity

on this, that no such paragraph as that which we

. have last quoted, can be found in any of Madame

D’Arblay’s works except Cecilia. Compare with it
the following sample of her later style.

“If beneficence be judged by the happiness which it
diffuses, whose claim, that proof; shall stand hxgher than
that of Mrs. m the with which she
celebrated her annual [esuva.l for those hapless artificers who

erform the most abject offices of any authorised calling, in
eing the active guardians of our blazing hearths? Not to
vainglory, then, but to kindness of heart, should be a.djudge
the publicity of that superb charity which made its Jelty
objects, for one bright ing, cease to
as degraded outcasts from all society.”

We add one or two shorter samples. Sheridan
refused to permit his lovely wife to sing in public,
and was warmly praised on this account by Johnson.
“The last of men,” says Madame D'Arblay, *was
Doctor Johnson to have abetted squandering the
dehcacy of integrity by nullifying the labours of

The Club, Johnsons Club, did itself no honour by

on ds two distinguished men,

one a Tory, the other a Whig. Madame D’Arblay

tells the story thus: “ A similar ebullition of political

rancour with that which so difficultly had been con-

quered for Mr. Canning foamed over the ballot box
to the exclusion of Mr. Rogers.”

F2
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An offence punishable with impri is, in
this language, an offence *which produces incarccra-
tion.” To be starved to death is “to sink from
inanition into nonentity.” Sir Isaac Newton is “ the
developer of the skies in theirembodicd movements ;
and Mrs. Thrale, when a party of clever people sat
silent. is said to have been “ provoked by the dulness
of a taciturnity that, in the midst of such renowncd
interlocutors, produced as narcotic a torpor as could
have been caused by a dearth the most barren of all
human faculties.” In truth, it is impossible to look
at any page of Madame D’Arblay’s Jater works with-
out finding flowers of rhetoric c these. Nothing
in the langruage of those jargonists at whom Mr. Gos-
port laughed, nothing in the language of Sir Sedley
Clarendel, approaches this new IKuphuism.

It is from no unfriendly fecling to Madame
D’Arblay’s memory that we have expressed ourselves
so strongly on the subject of her style.  On the con-
trary, we conceive that we have really rendered a ser-
vice to her reputation. That her later works were
complete failures, is a fact too notorious to be dis-
sembled : and some persons, we believe, have conse-
quently taken up a notion that she was from the first
an overrated writer, and that she had not the powers
which were 'y to mail her on the emi:
on which good luck and fashion had placed her. We
belicve, on the contrary, that her carly popularity was
no morc than the just reward of distinguished merit,
and would never have undergone an cclipse, if she
had only been content to go on writing in her mother
tongue. If she failed when she quitted her own
province, and attempted to occupy one in which she
had neither part nor lot, this reproach is common to
her with a crowd of distinguished men. Newton
failed when he turncd from the courses of the stars,
and the cbb and flow of the ocean, to apocalyptic
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scals and vials. Bentley failed when he turned from
Homer and Aristophanes, to cdite the Paradise Lost.
Inigo failed when he attempted to rival the Gothic
churches of the fourteenth century. Wilkic failed
when he took it into his head that the Blind Fiddler
and the Rent Day were unworthy of his powers, and
challenged competition with Lawrence as a portrait
painter. Such failures should be noted for the in-
struction of posterity ; but they detract little from the
permanent reputation of those who have really done
great things. .

Yet one word more. It is not only on account of
the intrinsic merit of Madame D’Arblay’s carly works
that she is entitled to honourable mention. Her ap-
pearance is an important epoch in our literary history.
Evelina was the first tale written by a woman, and
purporting to be a picture of life and manners, that
lived or deserved to live. The Female Quixote is no
exception. That work has undoubtedly great merit,
when considered as a wild satirical harlequinade ;
bat, if we consider it as a picture of life and manners,
we must pronounce it more absurd than any of the
romances which it was designed to ridicule.

Indced, most of the popular novels which pre-
ceded Evelina were such as no lady would have
written ; and many of them were such as no lady
could without confusion own that she had rcad. The
very name of novel was hcld in horror among
religious people.  In decent families, which did not
profess extraordmary sanctity, there was a strong
feeling against all such works. Sir Anthony Absolute,
two or three years before Evelina appcared, spoke the
sense of the great body of sober fathers and husbands,
when he pr d the lating library an ever-
green tree of diabolical knowledge. Thxs feeling, on
the part of the grave and reflecting, increased the evil
from which it had sprung. The novelist, having little
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character to lose, and having few recaders among
serious people, took without scruple liberties which
in our generation scem almost incredible.

Miss Burncy did for the English novel what
Jeremy Collier did for the English drama; and she
did it in a better way. She first showed that a tale
might be written in which both the fashionable and
the vulgar life of Iondon might be exhibited with
great force, and with broad comic humour, and which
yet should not contain a single line inconsistent with
rigid morality, or even with virgin delicacy. She
took away the reproach which lay on a most useful
and delightful spccies of composition.  She vindicated
the right of her sex to an equal share in a fair and
noble province of letters.  Several accomplished
women have followed in her track. At present, the
novels which we owe to English ladies form no small
part of the literary glory of our country, No class of
works is more honourably distinguished by fine ob-
servation, by grace, by delicate wit, by pure moral
feeling.  Several among the successors of Madame
D'Arblay have equalled her; two, we think, have
surpassed her.  But the fact that she has been sur-
passed s her an additional claim to our respect
and gratitude ; for, in truth, we owe to her not only
IEvelina, Cecilia, and Camilla, but also Mansfield Park
and The Absentee.




THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF ADDISON,
(JuLy, 1843.)

The Life of. ﬁ,rqpb Addison. By Lucy AIKIN.
2 vols. 8vo. London : 1843.

SOME reviewers are of opinion that a lady who dares
to pub]ish a book renounces by that act the franchises
appertaining to her sex, and can claim no exemption
from the utmost rigour of critical procedure. From
that opinion we dissent. We admit, indeed, that
in a country which boasts of many female \vnters,
eminently qualified by their talents and acquirements
to influence the public mind, it would be of most
per that i history or un-
sound phllosophy should be suffered to pass uncen-
sured, merely because the offender chanced to be a
lady. But we conceive that, on such occasions, a
critic would do well to imitate the courteous Knight
who found himself compelled by duty to keep the
lists against Bradamante, He, we are told, defended
successfully the cause of which he was the champion ;
but, before the fight began, exchanged Balisarda for
a less deadly sword, of which he carefully blunted the
point and edge.!

Nor are the immunities of sex the only immuni-
ties which Miss Aikin may rightfully plead Several
of her works, and esp ly the very p Memoirs
of the Reign of James the First, have fu]ly entitled
her to the privileges enjoyed by good writers. Onc

? Orlando Furioso, xlv. 68,
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of those privileges we hold to be this, that such
writers, when, cither from the unlucky choice of a
subject, or from the indolence too often produced by
suceess, they happen to fail, shall not be subjected to
the severe discipline which it is sometimes nccessary
to inflict upon dunces and impostors, but shall merely
be reminded by a gentle touch, like that with which
the Laputan flapper roused his dreaming lord, that it
is high time to wake.

Our readers will probably infer from what we have
said that Miss Aikin’s book has disappointed us.
The truth is, that she is not well acquainted with her
subject. No person who is not familiar with the
political and literary history of England during the
reigns of William the Third, of Anne, and of George
the First, can possibly write a good life of Addison,
Now, we mean no reproach to Miss Aikin, and many
will think that we pay her a compliment, when we
say that her studies have taken a different direction,
She is better acquai 1 with Shaksg e and Raleigh,
than with Congreve and Prior; and is far more at
home among the ruffs and peaked beards of Theo-
balds, than among the Stcenkirks and flowing peri-
wigs which surrounded Quecen Anne’s tea table at
Hampton. She scems to have written about the
Elizabethan age, because she had read much about
it ; she scems, on the other hand, to have read a little
about the age of Addison, because she had deter-
mined to write about it. The consequence is that
she has had to describe men and things without
having ecither a correct or a vivid idea of them, and
that she has often fallen into crrors of a very scrious
kind. The reputation which Miss Aikin has justly
carncd stands so high, and the charm of Addison’s
letters is so great, that a sccond edition of this work
may probably be required. If so, we hope that every
paragraph will be revised, and that every date and
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fact about which there can be the smallest doubt will
be carefully verified.

‘To Addison himself we are bound by a sentiment -
as much like affection as any sentiment can be, which
is inspired by one who has been sleeping a hundred
and twenty years in Westminster Abbey. We trust,
however, that this feeling will not betray us into that
abject idolatry which we have often had occasion to
reprehend in others, and which seldom fails to make
both the idolater and the idol ridiculous. A man of
genius and virtue is but a man. All his powers can-
not be equally developed ; nor can we expect from
him perfect selfknowledge. We need not, therefore,
hesitate to admit that Addison has left us some
compositions which do not rise above mediocrity,
some heroic poems hardly equal to Parnell’s, some
criticism as superficial as Dr. Blair'’s, and a tragedy
not very much better than Dr. Johnson's. It is
praise enough to say of a writer that, in a high
department of -literature, in which many eminent
writers have distinguished themselves, he has had no
equal; and this may with strict justice be said of

ddison.

As a man, he may not have deserved the adora-
tion which he received from those who, bewitched
by his fascinating society, and indebted for all the
comforts of life to his generous and delicate friend-
ship, worshipped him nightly, in his favourite temple
at Button’s. But, after full enquiry and impartial
reflection, we have long been convinced that he de-
served as much love and esteem as can be justly
c!a:med by any of our. mﬁrm and | erring race. Some

hes may dly be c d in his cha-
racter but the more carefully it is examined, the
more will it appear, to use the phrase of the old
anatomists, sound in the noble parts, free from all
taint of perfidy, of cowardice, of cruelty, of ingratitude,
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of envy. Men may easily be named, in whom some
particular good disposition has been more conspicuous
than in Addison. But the just harmony of qualities,
the exact temper between the stern and the humane
virtues, the habitual observance of every law, not
only of moral rectitude, but of moral grace and
dignity, distinguish him from all men who have been
tried by equally strong temptations, and about whose
conduct we possess equally full information.

His father was the Reverend Lancelot Addison,
who, though eclipsed by his more celebrated son,
made some figure in the world, and occupies with
credit two folio pages in the Biographia Britannica.
Lancelot was sent up, as a poor scholar, from
Westmoreland to Queen’s College, Oxford, in the
time of the Commonwealth, made some progress in
learning, became, like most of his fellow students, a
violent Royalist, lampooned the heads of the Univer-
sity, and was forced to ask pardon on his bended
knees. When he had left college, he earned a
humble subsistence by reading the liturgy of the
fallen Church to the families of those sturdy squires
whose manor houses were scattered over the Wild
of Sussex, After the Restoration, his loyalty was
rewarded with the post of chaplain to the garrison of
Dunkirk. When Dunkirk was sold to France, he
lost his employment. But Tangier had been ceded
by Portugal to England as part of the marriage
portion of the Infanta Catharine; and to Tangier
Lancelot Addison was sent. A more miserable
situation can hardly be conceived. It was difficult
to say whether the unfortunate settlers were more
tormented by the heats or by the rains, by the
soldiers within the wall or by the Moors without it.
One advantage the chaplain had. He enjoyed an
excellent opportunity of studying the history and
manners of Jews and Mahometans; and of this
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opportunity he appears to have made excellent use.
On his return to England, after some years of banish-
ment, he published an interesting volume on the _
Polity and Religion of Barbary, and another on the
Hebrew Customs and the State of Rabbinical Learn-
ing. He rose to i in his profession, and
became one of the royal chaplains, a Doctor of
Divinity, Archdeacon of Salisbury, and Dean of
Lichfield. It is said that he would have been made
a bishop after the Revolution, if he bad not given
offence to the government by strenuously opposing,
in the Convocation of 1689, the liberal policy of
William and Tillotson.

In 1672, not long after Dr. Addison’s return from
Tangier, his son Joseph wasborn. Of Joseph's child-
hood we know little. He learned his rudiments at
schools in his father’s neighbourhood, and was then
sent to the Charter House. The anecdotes which are
popularly related about his boyish tricks do not har-
monise very well with what we know of his riper

. There remains a tradition that he was the
ringleader in a barring out, and another tradition that
he ran away from school and hid himself in a wood,
where he fed on berries and slept in a hollow tree, till
after a long search he was discovered and brought
home. If these stories be true, it would be curious
to know by what moral discipline so mutinous and
enterprising a lad was fc d into the 1
and most modest of men.

‘We have abundant proof that, whatever Joseph's
pranks may have been, he pursued his studies vigor-
ously and successfully. At fifteen he was-not only
fit for the university, but carried thither a classical
taste and a stock of learning which would have done
honour to a Master of Arts. He was entered at
Queen’s College, Oxford ; buthe had not been many
months there, when some of his Latin verses fell by
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accident into the hands of Dr. Lancaster, Dean of
Magdalene College. The young scholar’s diction and
versification were already such as veteran professors
might envy. Dr. Lancaster was desirous to serve a
boy of such promise ; nor was an opportunity long
wanting. The Revolution had just taken place; and
nowhere had it been hailed with more delight than at
Magdalene College. That great and opulent corpora-
tion had becen treated by James, and by his Chan-
cellor, with an insolence and injustice which, even in
such a Prince and in such a Minister, may justly
excite amazement, and which” had done more than
cven the pro ion of.the Bishops to ali the
Church of England from the throne. A president,
duly clected, had been violently expelled from his
dwelling : a Papist had been sct over the society by
a royal mandate: the Fellows who, in conformity
with their oaths, had refused to submit to this usurper,
had been driven forth from their quiet cloisters and
gardens, to dic of want or to live on charity. But
the day of redress and retribution speedily came.
The intruders were cjected : the venerable Housc
was again inhabited by its old inmates: learning
flourished under the rule of the wise and virtuous
Hough; and with learning was united a mild and
liberal spirit too often wanting in the princely colleges
of Oxford. In consequence of the troubles through
which the society had passed, there had been no valid
election of new members during the year 1688. In
1689, therefore, there was twice the ordinary number
of vacancies ; and thus Dr. Lancaster found it easy
to procure for his young friend admittance to the
advantages of a foundation then generally esteemed
the wealthiest in Europe.

At Magdalene Addison resided during ten years.
He was, at first, one of those scholars who are called
Demies, but was subsequently elected a fellow. His
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college is still proud of his name : his portrait still
hangs in the hall; and strangers are still told that
his favourite walk was under the elms which fringe
the meadow on the banks of the Cherwell. Itissaid, ~
. and is highly probable, that he was distinguished
among his fellow students by the delicacy of his feel-
ings, by the shyness of his manners, and by the as-
siduity with which he often prolonged his studies far
into the night. It is certain that his reputation for
ability and learning stood high. Many years later,
the ancient Doctors of Magdalene continued to talk in
their common room of his boyish compositions, and
expressed their sorrow that no copy of exercises so
remarkable had been preserved.
1t is proper, however, to remark that Miss Aikin
has committed the error, very pardonable in a lady,
of overrating Addison’s classical attainments. Inone
department of learning, indeed, his proficiency was
such as it is hardly possible to overrate. His know-
ledge of the Latin poets, from Lucret-.us and Catullus
down to Claudian and Pr 1y
exact and profound. He understood them thoroughly,
entered into-their spirit, and had the finest and most
discriminating perception of all their peculiarities of
t‘yle and melody ; nay, he copied their manner with
imirable skill, and surpassed, we think, all their
British imitators who had preceded him, Buchanan
and Milton alone excepted. This is high praise ; and
beyond this we cannot with justice go. It is clear
that Addison’s serious attention, during his residence
at the university, was almost entirely concentrated
on Latin poetry, and that, if he did not wholly neglect
other provinces of ancient literature, he vouchsafed to
them only a cursory glance. He does not appear to
have attained more than an ordma.ry acquaintance
with the political and moral writers of Rome ; nor
was his own Latin prose by any means equal to his
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Iatin verse. His knowledge of Greclk, though doubt-
less such as was, in his time, thought respectable at
Oxford, was cvidently less than that which many lads
now carry away cvery ycar from Eton and Rugby.
A minute examination of his works, if we had time
to make such an examination, would fully bear out
these remarks. \We will briefly advert to a fow of
the facts on which our judgment is grounded.

Great praise is due to the Notes which Addison
appended to his version of the second and third
books of the DMctamorphoses. Vet those notes,
while they show him to have been, in his own
domain, an accomplished scholar, show also how con-
fined that domain was. They are rich in apposite
references to Virgil, Statius, and Claudian ; but they
contain not a single illustration drawn from the
Greek pocts. Now, if, in the whole compass of
Latin literature, there be a passage which stands in
need of illustration drawn from the Greek poets,
it is the story of Pentheus in the third book of the
Metamorphoses.  Ovid was indebted for that story
to Euripides and Theocritus, both of whom he has
sometimes followed minutely. But necither to Euri-
pides nor to Theocritus does Addison make the
faintest allusion ; and we, therefore, believe that we
do not wrong him by supposing that he had little
or no knowledge of their works.

His travels in Italy, again, abound with classical
quotations, happily introduced ; but scarcely one of
those quotations is in prose. He draws more illus-
trations from Ausoniusand Manilius than from Cicero.
Iven his notions of the political and military affairs
of the Romans scem to be derived from poets and
poctasters.  Spots made memorable by events which
have changed the destinies of the world, and which
have been worthily recorded by great historians,
bring to his mind only scraps of somc ancient versi-
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fier. In the gorge of the Apennines he naturally
remembers the hardships which Hannibal’s army en-
dured, and proceeds to cite, not the authentic narra-
tive of Polybius, not the picturesque narrative of
Livy, but the languid hexameters of Silius Italicus.
On the banks of the Rubicon he never thinks of
Plutarch’s lively description, or of the stern concise-
ness of the Commentaries, or of those letters to
Atticus which so forcibly express the alternations of
hope and fear in a sensitive mind at a great crisis.
- His only authority for the events of the civil war is
Lucan.

All the best ancient works of art at Rome and
Florence are Greek. Addison saw them, however,
without recalling one single verse of Pindar, of Calli-
machus, or of the Attic dramatlsts but they brought
to his llection i s ges of Horace,
Juvenal, Statius, and Ovid.

The same may be said of the Treatise on Medals.
In that pleasing work we find about three hundred
passages extracted with great judgment from the
Roman poets; but we do not recollect a single pas-
sage taken from any Roman orator or historian ; and
we are confident that not a line is quoted from any
Greek writer, No person, who had derived all his

ion on the subject of medals from Addison,
would suspect that the "Greek coins were in historical
interest equal, and in beauty of execution far superior
to those of Rome.

If it were necessary to find any further proof
that Addison’s classical knowledge was confined
within narrow limits, that proof would be furnished
by his Essay on the Evidences of Christianity. The
Roman poets throw little or no light on the literary
and historical questions which he is under the neces-
sity of examining in that Esc - He is, therefore,
left completely in the dark ; ‘s melancholy to
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see how helplessly he gropes his way from blunder
to blunder. He assigns, as grounds for his religious
belief, stories as absurd as that of the Cock-Lane
ghost, and forgeries as rank as Ircland’s Vortigern,
puts faith in the lie about the Thundering Legion, is
convinced that Tiberius moved the senate to admit
Jesus among the gods, and pronounces the letter of
Agbarus King of Edessa to be a rccord of great
authority. Nor were these errors the effects of super-
stition ; for to superstition Addison was by no means
prone. The truth is that he was writing about what
he did not understand.

Miss Aikin has discovered a letter, from which it
appears that, while Addison resided at Oxford, he
was one of several writers whom the booksellers en-
gaged to make an English version of Herodotus ;
and she infers that he must have been a good Greck
scholar. We can allow very little weight to this
argument, when we consider that his fellow labourers
were to have been Boyle and Blackmore. Boyle is
remembered chiefly as the nominal author of the
worst book on Greck history and philology that ever
was printed ; and this book, bad as it is, Boyle was
unable to produce without help. Of Blackmore’s
attainments in the ancient tongues, it may be suffi-
cient to say that, in his prose, he has confounded an
aphorism with an apophthegm, and that when, in his
verse, he treats of classical subjects, his habit is to
regale his rcaders with four falsc quantitics to a page.

It is probable that the classical acquirements of
Addison were of as much service to him as if they
had been more extensive. The world generally
gives its admiration, not to the man who does what
nobody clse even attempts to do, but to the man who
does best what multitudes do well.  Bentley was so
immeasurably superior to all the other scholars of
his time that few among them could discover his
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superiority.  But the . accomplishment in which
Addison fled his- poraries was then, as it
is now, highly valued and assiduously cultivated at
all English seats of learning. Every body who had
been at a public school had written Latin verses;
many had written such verses with tolerable success,
and were quite able to appreciate, though by no
means able to rival, the skill with which Addison
imitated Virgil. His lines on the Barometer and
the Bowling Green were applauded by hundreds, to
whom the Dissertation on the Epistles of Phalaris
was as unintelligible as the hieroglyphics on an
obelisk.

Purity of style, and an easy flow of numbers, are
common to all Addison’s Latin poems. Our favourite
piece is the Battle of the Cranes and Pygmies; for
in that piece we discern a gleam of the fancy and
humour which many years later enlivened thousands
of breakfast tables. Swift boasted that he was never
known to steal a hint; and he certainly owed as
little to his predecessors as any modern writer, Yet
we cannot help suspecting that he borrowed, perhaps
unconsciously, one of the happiest touches in his

Voyage to Lilliput from Addison’s verses, Letour °

readers judge.
“The Emperor,” says Gulliver, “is taller by about
“the breadth of my nail than any of his court, which
alone is enough to strike an awe into the beholders.”
About thirty years before Guliliver's Travels ap-
peared Addison wrote these lines :

“Jamque acies inter medias sese arduus mfert
’Lygmeadum ductor, 'gui, majestate verendus,

gravis, reliqy p omnes
* Mole gigantea, mediamque exsurgit in ulnam.” )
The Latin poems of Addison were greatly and

justly admired both at Oxford and Cambridge,
VOL. X G
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before his name had ever been heard by the wits who
thronged the coffechouses round Drury Lanc theatre.
In his twenty-second ycar, he ventured to appear
before the public as a writer of JEnglish verse.  He
addressed some complimentary lines to Dryden, who,
after many triumphs and many reverses, had at
length reached a secure and lonely eminence among
the literary men of that age. Dryden appears to
have been much gratified by the young scholar's
praise; and an interchange of civilities and good
offices followed. Addison was probably introduced
by Dryden to Congreve, and was certainly presented
by Congreve to Charles Montague, who was then
Chancellor of the Exchequer, and leader of the Whig
party in the Housc of Commons.

At this time Addison scemed inclined to devote
himself to poetry. IHe published a translation of
part of the fourth Georgic, Lines to King William,
and other performances of equal value, that is to say,
of no valuc at all. But in those days, the public was
in the habit of receiving with applause picces which
would now have littlc chance of obtaining the
Newdigate prize or the Secatonian prize. And the
reason is obvious. The heroic couplet was then the
favourite measure. The art of arranging words in
that measure, so that the lines may flow smoothly,
that the accents may fall correctly, that the rhymes
may strike the ear strongly, and that therce may be
a pause at the end of cvery distich, is an art as
mechanical as that of mending a kettle, or shocing a
horse, and may be learned by any human being who
has sense enough to learn any thing. But, like other
mecchanical arts, it was gradually improved by mecans
of many experiments and many failures. It was
reserved for Pope to discover the trick, to make him-
sclf complete master of it, and to teach it to every
body else. From the time when his Pastorals
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appeared, heroic versification became matter of rule
and compass; and, before long, all artists were on a
level. Hundreds of dunces who never blundered on
one happy thought or expression were able to write
reams of couplets which, as far as euphony was
concerned, could not be distinguished from those of
Pope himself, and which very clever writers of the
reign of Charles the Second, Rochester, for example,
or Marvel, or Oldham, would have contemplated
with admiring despair. .

Ben Jonson was a great man, Hoole a very small
man, But Hoole, coming after Pope, had learned
how to manufacture decasyllable verses, and poured
them forth by thousands and tens of thousands, all
as well turned, as smooth, and as like each other as
the blocks which have passed through Mr. Brunel’s
mill, in the dockyard at Portsmouth. Ben’s heroic
couplets resemble blocks rudely hewn out by an un-
practised hand, with a blunt hatchet. Take as a
specimen his translation of a celebrated passage in
the /Eneid :

*This child our parent earth, stirr’d up with spite

Of all the gods, brought forth, and, as some write,

She vwas last sister of that giant race

That sought to scale Jove’s court, right swift of pace,

And swifter far of wing, a monster vast

And dreadful. Look, how many plumes are placed

On her huge corpse, so many waking eyes

Stick underneath, and, which may stranger rise

In the report, as many tongues she wears.”

Compare with these jagged misshapen distichs the
neat fabric which Hoole’s machine produces in un-
limited abundance. We take the first lines on which
we open in his version of Tasso. They are neither
better nor worse than the rest: )

“0 thou, whoe’er thou art, whose steps are Jed,
By choice or fate, these lonely shores to tread,
G2
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No greater wonders east or west can boast
‘Than yon small island on the pleasing coast.
If ¢’er thy sight would blissful scenes explore,
The current pass, and seek the further shore.”

Ever since the time of Pope there has been a glut
of lines of this sort ; and we are now as little disposed
to admire a man for being able to write them, as for
being able to write his name. But in the days of
William the Third such versification was rare ; and
a rhymer who had any skill in it passed for a great
poet, just as in the dark ages a person who could
write his name passed for agreat clerk. Accordingly,
Duke, Stepney, Granville, Walsh, and others whose
only title to fame was that they said in tolerable
metre what might have been as well said in prose, or
what was not worth saying at al), were honoured with
marks of distinction which ought to be reserved for
genius.  'With these Addison must have ranked, if he
had not carned true and lasting glory by performances
which very little resembled his juvenile poems.

Dryden was now busied with Virgil, and obtained
from Addison a critical prcface to the Georgics. In
return for this service, and for other services of the
same kind, the veteran poet, in the postscript to the
translation of the /Encid, complimented his young
friend with great liberality, and indeed with more
liberality than sincerity. He affected to be afraid
that his own performance would not sustain a com-
parison with the version of the fourth Georgic, by
‘ the most ingenious Mr. Addison of Oxford.” * After
his bees,” added Dryden, “ my latter swarm is scarcely
worth the hiving.”

The time had now arrived when it was necessary
for Addison tochoose a calling. Every thing seemed
to point his course towards the clerical profession.
His habits were regular, his opinions orthodox. His
college had large ecclesiastical preferment in its gift,
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and boasts that it has given at least one bishop to
almost every see in England. Dr. Lancelot Addison
held an honourable place in the Church, and had set
his heart on seeing his son a clergyman, It is clear,
from some expressions in the young man’s rhymes,:
that his intention was to take orders. DBut Charles
Montague interfered. Montague had first t
himself into notice by verses, well timed and not
contemptibly written, but never, we think, rising above
mediocrity. Fortunatcly for himself and for his
country, he carly quitted poetry, in which he could
never have attained a rank as high as that of Dorsct
or Rochester, and turned his mind to official and
parliamentary business. It is written that the in-
genious person who undertook to instruct Rasselas,
prince of Abyssinia, in the art of flying, ascended an
eminence, waved his wings, sprang into the air, and
instantly dropped into the lake. But it is added that
the wings, which were unable to support him through
the sky, bore him up effectually as soon as he was in
the water. This is no bad type of the fate of Charles
Montague, and of men likehim. When he attempted
to soar into the regions of poetical invention, he
altogethier failed; but, as soon as he had descended
from that cthercal clevation into a lower and grosser
clement, his talents in: tantly raxscd h:m nbove the
mass. He b a dist

courtier, and party leader. He still retained his
fondness for the pursuits of his carly days; but he
showed that fondness, not by wearying the public
with his own feeble perfor but by ing
and ing literary 1 in others. A
crowd of wits and poets, who would easily have van-
quished him as a competitor, revered him as a judge
and a patron. In his plans for the encouragement of
learning, he was cordlally supported by the ablest and
most virtuous of his colleag the Lord C
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Somers. Though both these great statesmen had a
sincere love of letters, it was not solely from a love
of letters that they were desirous to enlist youths
of high intellectual qualifications in the public ser-
vice. The Revolution had altered the whole system
of government. Before that event, the press had been
controlled by censors, and the Parliament had sat
only two months in cight ycars. Now the press was
free, and had begun to exercise unprecedented in-
fluence on the public mind. Parliament met annually
and sat long. The chief power in the State had
passed to the House of Commons. At such a con-
juncture, it was natural that literary and oratorical
talents should rise in value. There was danger that
a government which neglected such talents might be
subverted by them. It was, therefore, a profound
and enlightened policy which led Montague and
Somers to attach such talents to the Whig party, by
the strongest ties both of interest and of gratitude.

It is remarkable that, in a ncighbouring country,
we have recently scen similar effects follow from
similar causes. The Revolution of July 1830 esta-
blished representative government in France. The
men of letters instantly rose to the highest import-
ance in the state. At the present moment, most of
the persons whom we see at the head both of the
Administration and of the Opposition have been
Professors, Historians, Journalists, Poets. The
influence of the literary class in England, during
the gencration which followed the Revolution, was
great, but by no mecans so great as it has lately
been in France. For, in England, the aristocracy of
intellect had to contend with a powerful and deeply
rooted aristocracy of a very different kind. France
bhad no Somersets and Shrewsburies to keep down
her Addisons and Priors. )

It was in the ycar 1699, when Addison had just
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completed his twenty-scventh year, that the course
of his lifc was finally delermined. Both the great
chicfs of the Ministry were kindly disposcd towards
him. In political opinions he already was, what he
continucd to be through life, a firm, though a moderate
Whig. He had add d thc most polished and
vigorous of his early English lincs to Somers, and
had dedicated to Montague a Latin poem, truly
Virgilian, both in style and rhythm, on the peace of
Ryswick. The wish of the young poct's great friends
was, it should seem, to employ bim in the service of
the crown abroad. But an intimate knowledge of
the French language was a qualification indispens-
able to a diplomatist ; and this qualification Addison
had not acq ] It\\"m,l' forc, thought dcsnnblc
that he should pass some time on the Continent in
preparing himself for official employment.  His own
means were not such as would cnable him to travel;
but a pension of three hundred s a yecar was
procured for him by the i of the Lord Ch 5-
lor. It scems to have been apprehended that some
difficulty might be started by the rulers of Magdalene
College. But the Ci Nor of the Exchcquer wrote
in the strongest terms to Hough. The State—such
was the purport of Montague’s letter—could not, at
that time, sparc to the Church such a man as Addi-
son. Too many high civil pn,ts were already occu-
pied by ad , who, d of every liberal
art and sentiment, "at once pillaged and disgraced
the country which they pretended to serve. It had
become necessary to recruit for the public service
from a very different class, from that class of which
Addison was the representative, The close of the
Minister’s letter was remarkable. “I am called,” he
said, “an enemy of the Church. But I will never
d? it : any other injury than keeping Mr. Addison out
of it.”
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This interference was successful; and, in the
summer of-1699, Addlson, made a rich man by his
and still retai his fellowship, quitted his
beloved Oxford, and set out on his travels. He
crossed from Dovn:r to Calais, procceded to Paris,
a.nd was rccelved _there with great kindness and
y a of his friend Montague,
Charles Earl of Manchester who had just been
appointed Ambassador to the Court of France. The
Countess, a Whig and a toast, was probably as
gracious as her lord ; for Addison long retained an
agreeable recollection of the impression which she
at this time made on him, and, in some lively lines
written on the glasses of the Kit Cat club, described
the envy which her cheeks, glowmg with the genume
bloom of England, had d g the
beauties of Versailles.

Lewis the Fourtcenth was at this time expiating
the vices of his youth by a devotion which had no
root in reason, and bore no fruit of charity. The
servile literature of France had changed its character
to suit the changed character of the prince. No book
appeared that had not an air of sanctity. Racine,
who was just dead, had passed the close of his life in
writing sacred dramas ; and Dacier was seeking for
the Athanasian mysteries in Plato. Addison described
this state of things in a short but lively and graceful
letter to Montague. Another letter, written about
the same time to the Lord Chancellor, conveyed the
strongest assurances of gratitude and attachment.
“The only return I can make to your Lordship,”
said Addison, “ will be to apply myself entirely to
my business.” With this view he quitted Paris and
repaired to Blois, a place where it was supposed that
the French language was spoken in its highest purity,
and where not a single Enghshman could be found.

Here he passed some ths p 1y and profitably.
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Of his way of life at B]ois, one of his associates, an

Abbé named Philippeaux, gave an account to Joseph ..

Spence. If this account is to be trusted, Addison
studied much, mused much, talked little, had fits of
absence, and either had no love affairs, or was too
discreet to confide them to the Abbé. A man who,
even when surrounded by fellow countrymen and
fellow students, had always been remarkably shy
and silent, was not likely to be loquacious in a
foreign tongue, and among foreign companions. But
it is clear from Addison’s letters, some of which were
long after published in the Guardian, that, while he’
appeared to be absorbed in his own meditations, he
was really observing French society with that keen
and sly, yet not illnatured side glance, which was
peculiarly his own.

From Blois he returned to Paris ; and having now
mastered the French language, found great pleasure
1n the society of French philosophers and poets. He
gave an account, m a letter to Bishop Hough, of two
highly i i one with Mal
the other with Bollcau Malbranche expressed great
partiality for the English, and extolled the genius
of Newton, but shook his head when Hobbes was
mentioned, and was indeed so unjust as to call the
author of the Leviathan a poor silly creature. Addi-
son’s modesty restrained him from fully relating, in
his letter, the circumstances of his introduction to
Boilean. Boilean, having survived the friends and
rivals of his youth, old, deaf, and melancholy, lived in
retirement, seldom went either to Court or to the
Academy, and was almost” inaccessible to strangers.
Of the English and of English literature he knew
nothing. He had hardly heard the name of Dryden
Some of our countrymen, in the warmth of their
patriotism, have asserted that this ignorance must
have been affected. We own that we see no ground
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for such a supposition. English literature was to
the French of the age of Lewis the Fourteenth what
German literature was to our own grandfathers. Very
few, we suspect, of the accomplished men who, sixty
or seventy years ago, used to dine in Leicester Square
with Sir Joshua, or at Streatham with Mrs. Thrale,
had the slightest notion that Wieland was one of the
first wits and poets, and Lessing, beyond all dispute,
the first critic in Europe. Boileau knew just as little
about the Paradise Lost, and about Absalom and
Achitophel ; but he had read Addison’s Latin poems,
and admired them greatly. They had given him, he
said, quite a new notion of the state of learning and
taste among the English. Johnson will have it that
these praises were insincere. “ Nothing,” says he, “is
better known of Boileau than that he had an inju-
dicious and peevish contempt of modern Latin ; and
therefore his profession of regard was probably the
effect of his civility rather than approbation.” Now,
nothing is better known of Boileau than that he was
singularly sparing of compliments. We do not re-
member that either friendship or fear ever induced
him to bestow praise on any composition which he
did not approve. On literary questions, his caustic,
disdainful, and self-confident spirit rebelled against
that authority to which every thing else in France
bowed down. He had the spirit to tell Lewis the
Fourteenth firmly, and even rudely, that his Majesty
knew nothing about poetry, and admired verses which
were detestable.  \Vhat was there in Addison’s
position that could induce the satirist, whose stern
and fastidious temper had been the dread of two
generations, to turn sycophant for the first and last
time? Nor was Boileau’s contempt of modern Latin
either injudicious or peevish. He thought, indeed,
that no poem of the first order would ever be written
in a dcad language. And did he think amiss? Has
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not the experience of centuries confirmed his opinion ?
Boilean also thought it probable, that, in the best
modern Latin, a writer of the Augustan age would
have detected ludicrous improprieties, And who can
think otherwise? What modern scholar can honestly
declare that he sees the smallest impurity in the
style of Livy? Vet is it not certain that, in the
style of Livy, Pollio, whose taste had been formed on
the banks of the Tiber, detected the inelegant idiom
of the Po? Has any modern scholar understood
Latin better than Frederic the Great understood
French? Yetis it not notorious that Frederic the
Great, after reading, speaking, writing French, and
nothing but French, during more than half a century,
after unlearning his mother tongue in order to learn
French, after living familiarly during many years
with French associates, could not, to the last, compose
in French, without i inent risk of itting some
mistake which would have moved a smile in the
literary circles of Paris? Do we believe that Erasmus
and Fracastorius wrote Latin as well as Dr. Robert-
son and Sir Walter Scott wrote English? And are
there not in the Dissertation on India, the last of Dr.
Robertson’s works, in Waverley, in Marmion, Scotti-
cisms at which a London apprentice would laugh?
But does it follow, because we think thus, that we can
find nothing to admire in the noble alcaics of Gray,
or in the playful elegiacs of Vincent Bourne? Surely
not. Nor was Boileau so ignorant or tasteless as to
be incapable of appreciating good modern Latin. In
the very letter to which Johnson alludes, Boileau
says—* Ne croyez pas pourtant que je veuille par 13
blamer les vers Latins que vous m'avez envoyés d'un
de vos illustres académiciens. Je les ai trouvés fort
beausx, et dignes de Vida et de Sannazar, mais non
pas d’Horace et de Virgile” Several poems, in
modern Latin have been praised by Boileau quite as
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liberally as it was his habit to praisc any thing. He
says, for example, of the Pére Fraguier’s cpigrams, that
Catullus seccms to have come to life again. But the
best proof that Boilcau did not feel the undiscerning
contempt for modern Latin verses which has been
imputed to him, is, that he wrote and published Latin
verses in several metres.  Indeed it happens, curiously
enough, that the most scvere censure ever pronounced
by him on modern Latin is conveyed in Latin hexa-
meters.  We allude to the fragment which begins—
* Quid numeris iterum me balbutire Latinis,
Longe Alpes cn(m natum de patre Sicambro,
Musa, jubes? ”

For these reasons we fecl assured that the pruse
which Boil ved on the Alack G

and the Gerano-Pygmeacomackia, was sincere. He
certainly opened himself to Addison with a freedom
which was a sure indication of Li c
was the chief subject of conversation. The old man
talked on his favourite theme much and well, indced,
as his young hcarer thought, incomparably well.
Boileau had undoubtedly some of the qualities of a
great critic. He wanted imagination ; but he had
strong sense.  His literary code was formed on
narrow principles ; but in applying it, he showed
great judgment and penetration.  In mere style,
abstracted from the idcas of which style is the gard,
his taste was exccllent. He was well acquainted
with the great Greck writers; and, though unable
fully to appreciate their creative genius, admired the

majestic simplicity of their , and had learned
from them to despise bombast and tinsel. It is casy,
we think, to discover, in the Sy and the

Guardian, traces of the influence, in part salutary and
in part pernicious, which the mind of Boileau had on
the mind of Addison,
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While Addison was at Paris, an event took place
which made that capital a disagreeable residence for
an Englishman and a Whig. Charles, second of the
name, King of Spain, died; and bequeathed his
dominions to Philip, Duke of Anjou,a younger son
of the Dauphin. The King of France, in_direct
violation of his both with Great Britain
and with the States General, accepted the bequest
on behalf of his grandson, The House of Bourbon
was at the summit of human grandeur. England
had been outwitted, and found herself in a situation
at once degrading and perilous. The people of
France, not presaging the calamities by which they
were destined to expiate the perfidy of their sovereign,
went mad with pride and delight. ' Every man looked
as if a great cstate had just been left him. *“The
French conversation,” said Addison, “ begins to grow
insupportable ; that which was before the vainest
nation in the world is now worse than ever.” Sick
of the arrogant exultation of the Parisians, and pro-
bably foreseeing that the peace between France and
England could not be of long duration, he set off for

{n December 1700! he embarked at Marseilles.
As he glided along the Ligurian coast, he was
delighted by the sight of myrtles and olive trees,
which retained their verdure under the winter solstice.
Soon, however, he encountered one of the black
storms of the Mediterrancan. The in of the
ship gave up all for lost, and confessed ‘himself to a
capuchin who happened to be on board. The Enghsh
heretic, in the i fortified } inst the
terrors of death with devotions of a very » different

1 It is strange that Addison should, in the first line of his travels,
have misdated his departure from erscllles by a whole , and still
more strange that this slip of the which throws the whole narrative
into inextricable confusion, shoul Imvebcenn led ina succession of
editions, and never detected by Tickell or by
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kind. How strong an impression this perilous voyage
made on him, appears from the ode, “ How are thy
servants blest, O Lord!” which was long after
published in the Spectator. After some days of
discomfort and danger, Addison was glad to land at
Savona, and to make his way, over mountains where
no road had yet been hewn out by art, to the city of
Genoa.

At Genoa, still ruled by her own Doge, and by
the nobles whose names were inscribed on her Book
of Gold, Addison made a short stay. IHe admired
the narrow streets overhung by long lines of tower-
ing palaces, the walls rich with frescoes, the gorgeous
temple of the Annunciation, and the tapestries
whercon were recorded the long glorics of the house
of Doria. Thence he hastened to Milan, where he
contemplated the Gothic magnificence of the cathedral
with more wonder than pleasure. He passed Lake
Benacus while a gale was blowing, and saw the
waves raging as they raged when Virgil looked upon
them. At Venice, then the gaycst spot in Europe,
the traveller spent the Carnival, the gayest season
of the year, in the midst of masques, dances, and
screnades. Here he was at once diverted and pro-
voked, by the absurd dramatic pieces which then
disgraced the Italian stage. To one of those picces,
however, he was indcbted for a valuable hint. He
was present when a ridiculous play on the death of
Cato was performed. Cato, it scems, was in love
with a daughter of Scipio. The lady had given her
heart to Cwesar. The rejected lover determined to
destroy himself. He appeared seated in his library,
a dagger in his hand, a Plutarch and a Tasso before
him ; and, in this position, he pronounced a soliloquy
before he struck the blow. We are surprised that so
remarkable a circumstance as this should have es-

, caped the notice of all Addison's biographers. There
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cannot, we conceive, be the smallest doubt that this
scene, in spite of its absurdities and anachronisms,
struck the traveller’s imagination, and suggested to
him the thought of bringing Cato on the English
stage. It is well known that about this time he
began his tragedy, and that he finished the first four
acts before he returned to England.

On his way from Venice to Rome, he was drawn
some miles out of the beaten road, by a wish to see
the smallest independent state in Europe. On a
rock where the snow still lay, though the Italian
spring was now far advanced, was perched the little
fortress of San Marino. The roads which led to
the secluded town were so bad that few travellers
had ever visited it, and none had ever published an
account of it. Addison could not suppress a good-
natured smile at the simple manners and institutions
of this singular community. But he observed, with ~
the exultation of a Whig, that the rude mountain
tract which formed the territory of the republic
swarmed with an honest, healthy, and contented
peasantry, while the rich plain which surrounded the
metropolis of civil and spiritual tyranny was scarcely
less desolate than the uncleared wilds of America.

At Rome Addison remained on his first visit only
long enough to catch a glimpse of St. Peter’s and of
the Pantheon. His haste is the more extraordinary
because the Holy Week was close at hand. He has
given no hint which can enable us to pronounce why
he chose to fly from a spectacle which every year
allures from distant regions persons of far less taste
and sensibility than his. Possibly, travelling, as he
did, at the charge of a Government distinguished by
its enmity to the Church of Rome, he may have
thought that it would be imprudent in him to assist at
the most magnificent rite of that Church. Many
eyes would be upon him; and he might find it
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difficult to behave in such a manner as to give
offence neither to his patrons in England, nor to
those among whom heresided. Whatever his motives
may have been, he turned his back on the most
august and affecting ceremony which is known among
men, and posted along the Appian Way to Naples.
Naples was then destitute of what are now,
perhaps, its chief attractions. The lovely bay and
the awful mountain were indeed there. DBut a farm-
housec stood on the theatre of Herculaneum, and
rows of vines grew over the streets of Pompeii. The
temples of Pastum had not indeed been hidden from
the eye of man by any great convulsion of naturc;
but, strange to say, their existence was a sccret even
to artists and antiquaries. Though situated within a
few hours’ journecy of a great capital, where Salvator
had not long before painted, and where Vico was
then lecturing, those noble remains were as little
known to Europe as the ruined cities overgrown by
the forests of Yucatan. \What was to be scen at
Naples Addison saw. He climbed Vesuvius, ex-
plored the tunnel of Posilipo, and wandered among
the vines and almond treces of Caprex. But neither
the wonders of nature, nor those of art, could so
occupy his attention as to prevent him from noticing,
though cursorily, the abuses of the government and
the misery of the people. The great kingdom
which had just descended to Philip the Fifth was
in a state of paralytic dotngo_ Even Castile and
Aragon were sunk in wre Yet, ed
with the Italian dependencics of the Spanish crown,
Castile and Aragon might be called prosperous. It
is clear that all the obscrvations which Addison
made in Italy tended to confirm him in the political
opinions which he had adopted at home. To the
Jast he always spoke of foreign travel as the best
cure for Jacobitism., In his %.‘recho]dcr, the Tory
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foxhunter asks what travelling is good for, except
to teach a man to jabber French, and to talk against
passive obedience.

From Naples, Addison returned to Rome by sea,
along the coast which his favourite Virgil had celew
brated. The felucca passed the headland where the
oar and trumpet were placed by the Trojan ad-
venturers on the tomb of Misenus, and anchored at
night under the shelter of the fabled promontory of
Circe. The voyage ended in the Tiber, still over-
hung with dark verdure, and still turbid with yellow
sand, as when it met the-eyes of Aneas. From the
ruined port of Ostia, the stranger hurried to Rome;
and at Rome he remained during those hot and
sickly months when, even in the Augustan age, all
who could make their escape fled from mad dogs and
from streets black with funerals, to gather the first
figs of the season in the country. It is probable
that, when he, long after, poured forth in verse his
de to the Provid which had enabled him to

unburt in tainted air, he was thinking of the
August and September which he passed at Rome. )

It was not till the latter end 6f, October that he
tore himself away from the masterpieces of ancient
and modern art which are collected in the city so
long the mistress of the world. He then journeyed
northward, passed through Sienna, and for a moment
forgot his prejudices in favour of classic architecture
as he looked on the magnificent cathedral. At
Florence he spent some days with the Duke of
Shrewsbury, who, doyed with the pleasures of ambi-
tion, and impatient of its pains, fearing both parties,
and loving neither, had determined to hide in an
Italian retreat talents and accomplishments which, if
they had been united with fixed principles and civil
courage, might have made him the foremost man of
his age. These days, we are told, passed pleasantly H
VOL. X -
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and we can casily believe it. TFor Addison was a
delightful companion when he was at his ease ;, and
the Duke, though he seldom forgot that he was a
Talbot, had the invaluable art of putting at ease all
-who came near him.

Addison gave some time to Florence, and es-
pecially to the sculptures in the Muscum, which he
preferred even to those of the Vatican. He then
pursued his journey through a country in which the
ravages of the last war were still discernible, and in
which all men were looking forward with drecad to a
still fiercer conflict. Eugene had already descended
from the Rh:mtian Alps, to disy with Catinat the
rich plain of Lombardy. The faithless ruler of
Savoy was still reckoned among the allics of Lewis.
England had not yet actually declared war against
France: but Manchester had left Paris; and the
negotiations which produced the Grand Alliance
against the House of Bourbon were in progress.
Under such circumstances, it was desirable for an
English traveller to reach ncutral ground without
delay. Addison resolved to cross Mont Cenis. It
was December ; and the road was very different from
that which now reminds the stranger of the power
and genius of Napolcon. The winter, however, was
mild ; and the passage was, for those times, casy. To
this journey Addison alluded when, in the ode which
we have alrcady quoted, he said that for him the
Divine goodness had warmed the hoary Alpine hills.

It was in the midst of the cternal snow that he
composcd his Epistle to his friend Montague, now
Lord Halifax. That Epistle, once widely renowned,
is now known only to curious readers, and will hardly
be considered by those to whom it is known as in any
perceptible degree heightening Addison’s fame., It
is, however, decidedly superior to any English com-
position which he had previously published. ' Nay,
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we think it quite as good as any poem in heroic
metre which appeared during the interval between
the death of Dryden and the publication of the Essay
on Criticism. It contains passages as good as the
secondrate passages of Pope, and would have added
to the reputation of Parnell or Prior.

But, whatever be the literary merits or defects
of the Epistle, it undoubtedly does honour to the
principles and spirit of the author, Halifax had now
nothing to give. He had fallen from power, had

been held up to obl had been i hed by
the House of Commons, and, thougb his Peers had
d the d, as it d, little

chance of ever aga.m filling high office. The Ep:stle,
written at such a txme, is one among many proofs
that there was no mixture of cowardice or meanness
in the suavity and dy which di

Addison from all the other public men of’ those s stormy
times.

At Geneva, the traveller learned that a partial
change of ministry had taken place in England and
that the Earl of Manch had b
of State. Manchester exerted himself to serve hls
young friend. It was thought advisable that an
English agent should be near the person of Eugene
in Italy ; and Addison, whose diplomatic education
was now finished, was the man selected. He was
preparing to enter on his honourable functions, when
all his prospects were for a time darkened by ‘the
death of William the Third.

Anne had long felt a strong aversion, personal,
pohtwal, and rchgxous, to the Whig party, That

d in the first of her reign.

Manchester was deprived of the seals, after he had

held them only a few weeks. Neither Somers nor

Halifax was sworn of the Privy Council. Addison

shared the fate of his three patrons. His hopes of
H2
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employment in the public service were at an end;
his pension was stopped ; and it was necessary for
him to support himself by his own exertions. He
became tutor to a young English traveller, and
appears to have rambled with his pupil over great
part of Switzerland and Germany. At this time he
wrote his pleasing treatise on Medals. It was not
published till after his death; but several distin-
guished scholars saw the manuscript, and gave just
praise to the grace of the style, and to the learning
and ingenuity evinced by the quotations.

From Germany Addison repaired to Holland,
where he learned the melancholy news of his, father’s
death. After passing some months in the United
Provinces, he returned about the close of the year
1703 to England. He was there cordially received
by his friends, and introduced by them into the Kit
Cat club, a society in which were collected all the
various talents and accomplishments which then gave
lustre to the Whig party.

Addison was, during some months after his return
from the Continent, hard pressed by pecuniary diffi-
culties.  But it was soon in the power of his noble
patrons to serve him effectually. A political change,
silent and gradual, but of the highest importance,
was in daily progress. The accession of Anne had
been hailed by the Tories with transports of joy and
hope ; and for a time it seemed that the Whigs had
fallen never to rise again. The throne was surrounded
by men supposed to be attached to the prerogative
and to the Church ; and among these none stood so
high in the favour of the Sovereign as the Lord
Treasurer Godolphin and the Captain General Marl-
borough.

The country gentlemen and country clergymen
had fully expected that the policy of these ministers
would be directly opposed to that which had been
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almost constantly followed by William ; that the
landed interest would be favoured at the expense of
trade ; that no addition would be made to the funded
debt ; that the privileges conceded to Dissenters by
the late King would be curtailed, if not withdrawn;
that the war with France, if there must be such a war,
would, on our part, be almost entirely naval; and
that the Government would avoid close connexions
with foreign powers, and, above all, with Holland.

But the country gentlemen and country clergy-
men were fated to be deceived, not for the last time.
The prejudices and passions which raged without
control m v1carages, in cat.hedral closes, and in the

of fc ires, were not shared
by the chxefs of the ministry. “Those statesmen saw
that it was both for the public interest, and for their
own interest, to adopt a Whig policy, at least as re-
spected the alliances of the country and the conduct
of the war. But, if the forelg'n pchcy of the Whigs
were ad d, it was in from
adopting also their financial policy. The natural con-
sequences followed. The rigid Tories were alienated
from the Government. The votes of the Whigs be-
came necessary to it. The votes of the Whigs could
be secured only by further concessions ; and further
concessions the Queen was induced to make.

At the beginning of the year 1704, the state of
parties bore a close analogy to the state of parties in
1826. In 1826, as in 1704, there was a Tory ministry
divided into two hostile sections. The position of
Mr. Canning and his friends in 1826 corresponded to
that which Marlborough and Godolphin occupied in
1704. Nottingham and Jersey were, in 1704, what
Lord Eldon and Lord Westmoreland were in 1826.
The Whigs of 1704 were in a situation resembling
that in which the Whlgs of 1826 stood. In 1704,

Halifax, S land, Cowper, were not in




102 Life and Writings of Addison

office. There was no avowed coalition between them
and the moderate Torics. It is probable that no
dircct communication tending to such a coalition had
yet taken place; yet all men saw that such a coali-
tion was incvitable, nay, that it was already half
formed. Such, or ncarly such, was the state of
things when tidings arrived of the great battle fought
at Blenheim on the 13th August, 1704. By the Whigs
the news was hailed with transports of joy and pride.
No fault, no cause of quarrel, could be remembered
by them against the Commander whose genius had,
in onec day, changed the face of Europe, saved the
Imperial throne, humbled the House of Bourbon,
and sccured the Act of Secttlement against foreign
hostility. The feeling of the Tories was very dif-
ferent. They could not indeed, without imprudence,
openly express regret at an event so glorious to their
country ; but their congratulations were so cold and
sullen as to give deep disgust to the victorious general
and his friends.

Godolphin was not a reading man. Whatever
time he could spare from business he was in the habit
of spending at Newmarket or at the cardtable. But
he was not absolutcly indifferent to poctry ; and he
was too intelligent an observer not to perceive that
literature was a formidable engine of political warfare,
and that the great \Whig leaders had strengthened
their party, and raised their character, by extending
a liberal and judicious patronage to good writers.
He was mortified, and not without reason, by the
excceding badness of the poems which appeared in
honour of the battle of Blenheim. One of those
pocms has been rescued from oblivion by the exqui-
site absurdity of three lines.

“ Think of two thousand gentlemen at least,

And cach man mounted on his capering beast ;
Into the Danube they were pushed by shoals.”
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‘Where to procure better verses the Treasurer did
not know. He understood how to negotiate a loan,
or remit a subsidy: he was also well versed in the
history of running horses and fighting cocks : but his
acquaintance among the poets was very small. He
consulted Halifax ; but Halifax affected to decline
the office of adviser. He had, he said, done his best,
when he had power, to encourage men whose abilities
and acquirements might do honour to their country.
Those times wereover. Other maxims had prevailed.
Merit was suffered to pine in obscurity; and the
public money was squandered on the undeserving.
“I do know,” he added, “a gentleman who would
celebrate the battle in a manner worthy of the subject :
but I will not name him.” Godolphin, who was expert
at the soft answer which turneth away wrath, and
who was under the necessity of paying court to the
Whigs, gently replied that there was too much
ground for Halifax’s complaints, but that what was
amiss should in time be rectified, and that in the
meantime the services of a man such as Halifax had
described should be liberally rewarded. Halifax
then mentioned Addison, but, mindful of the dignity
as well as of the pecuniary interest of his friend,
insisted that the Minister should apply in the most
courteous manner to Addison himself; and this
Godolphin promised to do.

Addison then occupied a garret up three pair of
stairs, over a small shop in the Haymarket. In this
humble lodging he was surprised, on the morning
which followed the conversation between Godolphin
and Halifax, by a visit from no less a person than
the Right Honourable Henry Boyle, then Chancellor
of the Exchequer, and afterwards Lord Carleton.
This highborn Minister had been sent by the Lord
‘Treasurer as ambassador to the needy poet. Addison
_readily undertook the proposed task, a task which, to
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so good a Whig, was probably a pleasure. 'When the
poem was little more than half finished, he showed it
to Godolphin, who was delighted with it, and par-
ticularly with the famons s:rmhtude of the Angel.
Addison was d to a Ci -
ship worth about t\vo hundred pounds a year, and
was assured that this appointment was only an earnest
of greater favours.

The Campaign camec forth, and was as much
admired by the public as by the Minister. Itpleases
us less on the whole than the Epistle to Halifax.
Yet it undoubtedly ranks high among the pocms
which appeared during the interval between the death
of Dryden and the dawn of Pope’s genius. The chief
merit of the Campaign, we think, is that which was
noticed by Johnson, the manly and rational rejection
of fiction. The first grcat poet whose works have
come down to us sang of war long before war became
a science or a trade. If, in his time, there was enmity
between two little Greek towns, cach poured forth its
crowd of citizens, ignorant of discipline, and armed
with implements of lJabour rudely turned into weapons.
On cach side appeared conspicuous a few chiefs,
whose wealth had enabled them to procure good
armour, horses, and chariot.s, and whose leisure had
enabled them to practise military exercises. One
such chief, if he were a man of great strength, agility,
and courage, would probably be more formidable than
twenty common men ; and the force and dexterity
with which he flung his spear might have no incon-
siderable share in dcciding the cvent of the day.
Such were probably the battles with which Homer
was familiar. But Homer related the actions of men
of a former generation, of men who sprang from the
Gods, and communed with the Gods face to face, of
men, one of whom could with ease hurl rocks which
two sturdy hinds of a later period would be unable
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even to lift. He therefore naturally represented their
martial exploits as resembling in kind, but far sur-
passing in magnitude, those of the stoutest and most
expert combatants of his own age. Achilles, clad in
celestial armour, drawn by celestial coursers, grasp-
ing the spear which none but himself could raise,
driving all Troy and Lycia before him, and choking
" Scamander with dead, was only a magnificent ex-
aggeration of the real hero, who, strong, fearless,
accustomed to the use of weapons, guarded by a
shield and helmet of the best Sidonian fabric, and
whirled along by horses of Thessalian breed, struck
down with his own right arm foe after foe. In all
rude societies similar notions are found. There are
at this day countries where the Lifeguardsman Shaw
would be considered as a much greater warrior than
the Duke of Wellington. Buonaparte loved to de-
scribe the astonishment with which the Mamelukes
looked at his diminutive figure. Mourad Bey, dis-
tinguished above all his fellows by his bodily strength,
and by the skill with which he managed his horse
and his sabre, could not believe that a man who was
scarcely five feet high, and rode like a butcher, could
be the greatest soldier in Europe.

Homer’s descriptions of war had therefore as
much truth as poetry requires. But truth was
altogether wanting to the performances of those who,
writing about battles which had scarcely any thing
in common with the battles of his times, servilely
imitated his manner. The folly of Silius Italicus, in
particular, is positively nauseous. He undertook to
record in verse the vicissitudes of a great struggle
between generals of the first order: and his narrative
is made up of the hideous wounds which these
-generals inflicted with their own hands. Asdrubal
flings a spear which es the shoulder of the consul
Nero ; but Nero sends his spear into Asdrubal’s side.
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Fabius slays Thuris and Butes and Maris and Arses,
and the longhaired Adherbes, and the gigantic Thy-
lis, and Sapharus and Monmsus, and the trumpeter
Morinus. Hannibal runs Perusinus through the
groin with a stake, and breaks the backbone of
Telesinus with a huge stone. This detestable fashion
was copiced in modern times, and continued to prevail
down to the age of Addison. Several versifiers had
described William turning thousands to flight by his
single prowess, and dyecing the Boync with Irish
blood. Nay, so estimable a writer as John Philips,
the author of the Splendid Shilling, represented
Marlborough as having won the battle of Blenheim
merely by strength of muscle and skill in fence. The
following lines may serve as an example:

“ Churchill, viewing where
The violence of Tallard most prevailed,
Came to oppose his slaughtering arm. ~ With speed
Precipitate he rode, urging his way -
Q'er {:I": of gasping heroes, and fallen steeds
Rolling in death.  Destruction, grim with blood,
Attends his furious course.  Around his head
The glowing balls play innocent, while he
With dirc impctuous sway deals fatal blows
Among the flying Gauls. " In Gallic blood
He dyes his reeking sword, and strews the ground
With headless ranks.  What can they do? Or how
Withstand his wide-destroying sword ? ”

Addison, with cxcellent sensc and taste, departed
from this ridiculous fashion. He reserved his praise
for the qualities which made Marlborough truly
great, cnergy, sagacity, military scicnce, but, above
all, the poet extolled the firmness of that mind which,
in thc midst of confusion, uproar, and slaughter, ex-
amined and disposcd every thing with the serene
wisdom of a higher intelligence.

Here it was that he introduced the famous com-
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parison of Marlborough to an Angel guiding the
whirlwind. “We will not dispute the general justice
of Johnson's remarks on this passage. But we must
point out one circumstance which appears to have es-
caped all the critics. The extraordma.ry effect which
this smule produced when it first appeared, and which
to the ion d inexplicable,
is doubtless to be d'neﬂy attributed to a line which
most readers now regard as a feeble parenthesis,

“Such as, of late, o’er pale Britannia pass'd.”

Addison spoke, not of a storm, but of the storm.
The great tempest of November 1703, the only
tempest which in our latitude has equalled the rage
of a tropical hurricane, had left a dreadful recollection
in the minds of all men. No other tempest was ever
in this country the ion of a parli

address or of a public fast. Whole fleets had been
cast away. Large mansions had been blown down.
One Prelate had been buried beneath the ruins of
his Palace. London and Bristol had presented the
appearance of cities just sacked. Hundreds of
families were still in mourning. The prostrate
trunks of large trees, and the ruins of houses, still
attested, in all the southern counties, the fury of the
blast. The popularity which the simile of the Angel
enjoyed among Addison’s contemporaries, has always
seemed to us to be a remarkable instance of the
advantage which, in rhetoric and poetry, the par-
ticular has over the general.

Soon after the Campaign, was pnbllshed Addison’s
Narrative of his Travels in Italy. The first effect
produced by this Narrative was disappointment.
The crowd of readers who expected politics and

ions on the proj of Victor
Amadeus, and anecdotes about the jollities of con-
vents and the amours of cardinals and nuns, were
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confounded by finding that the writer's mind was
much more occupied by the war between the Trojans
and Rutulians than by the war between France and
Austria; and that he secemed to have heard no
scandal of later date than the gallantrics of the
Empress Faustina. In time, however, the judgment
of the many was overruled by that of the few; and,
before the book was reprinted, it was so cagerly sought
that it sold for five times the original price. It is still
rcad with pleasure: the style is purc and flowing ;
the classical quotations and allusions are numerous
and happy ; and we arec now and then charmed by
that singularly humane and delicate humour in which
Addison excelled all men. Yet this agreecable work,
cven when considered merely as the history of a
literary tour, may justly be censured on account of
its faults of omission. We have alrcady said that,
though rich in extracts from the Latin pocts, it con-
tains scarcely any references to the Latin orators and
historians. \We must add that it contains little, or
rather no information, respecting the history and
literature of modern Italy. To the best of our re-
membrance, Addison does not mention Dante,
Petrarch, Boccaccio, Boiardo, Berni, Lorcnzo d¢’
Medici, or Machiavelli. He coldly tells us, that at
Yerrara he saw the tomb of Ariosto, and that at
Venice he heard the gondoliers sing verses of Tasso.
But for Tasso and Ariosto he cared far less than for
Valerius Flaccus and Sidonius Apollinaris. The
gentle flow of the Ticin brings a line of Silius to his
mind. The sulphurous steam of Albula suggests to
him scveral passages of Martial. But he has not a
word to say of the illustrious dead of Santa Croce ;
he crosses the wood of Ravenna without recollecting
the Spectre Huntsman, and wanders up and down
Rimini without one thought of Francesca. At Paris,

he had cagerly ght an introd to Boil ;
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but he seems not to have been at all aware that at
Tlorence he was in the vicinity of a poet with whom
Boileau could not sustain a comparison, of the great-
est lyric poet of modern times, Vincenzio Filicaja.
This is the more remarkable, because Filicaja was
the favourite poet of the accomplished Somers, under
whose protection Addison travelled, and to whom the
account of the Travels is dedicated. The truth is,
that Addison knew little, and cared less, about the
literature of modern Italy. His favourite models
were Latin, His favourite critics were French. Half
the Tuscan poetry that he had read seemed to him
monstrous, and the other half tawdry.

His Travels were followed by the lively Opera
of Rosamond. This piece was ill set to music, and
therefore failed on the stage ; but it completely suc-
cceded in print, and is indeed excellent in its kind.
The smoothness with which the verses glide, and the
elasticity with which they bound, is, to our ears at
least, very pleasing. We are inclined to think that if
Addison had left heroic couplets to Pope, and blank
verse to Rowe, and had employed himself in writing
airy and spirited songs, his reputation as a poet would
have stood far higher than it now does. Some years
after his death, Rosamond was set to new music by
Doctor Arne; and was performed with complete

11 long ined their popu-
larity, and were daily sung during the latter part of
George the Second’s reign, at all the harpsichords in
England.

‘While Addison thus amused himself, his prospects,
and the prospects of his party, .were constantly be-
coming brighter and brighter. In the spring of 1705,
the ministers were freed from the restraint imposed
by a House of Commons, in which Tories of the
most perverse class had the ascendency. The elec-
tions were favourable to the Whigs. e coalition
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which had been tacitly and gradually formed was
now openly avowed. The Great Seal was given to
Cowper. Somers and Halifax were sworn of the
Council. Halifax was sent in the following ycar to
carry the decorations of the order of the Garter to
the Electoral Prince of Hanover, and was accom-
panied on this honourable mission by Addison, who
had just been made Undersccretary of State. The
Secretary of State under whom Addison first served
was Sir Charles Hedges, a Tory. But Hedges was
soon dismissed to make room for the most vchement
of Whigs, Charles, Earl of Sunderland. In every de-
partment of the state, indeed, the High Churchmen
were compelled to give place to their opponents. At
the close of 1707, the Tories who still remained in
office strove to rally, with Harley at their head. But
the attempt, though favoured by the Queen, who had
always been a Tory at heart, and who had now
quarrelled with the Duchess of Marlborough, was
unsuccessful. The time was not yet. The Captain
General was at the height of popularity and glory.
The Low Church party had a majority in Parliament.
The country squircs and rectors, though occasionally
uttering a savage growl, were for the most part in a
state of torpor, which lasted till they were roused
into activity, and indeed into madness, by the prose-
cution of Sacheverell. Harley and his adherents
were compelled to retire.  The victory of the Whigs
was complete. At the general election of 1708, their
strength in the House of Commons became irresis-
tible ; and, before the end of that year, Somecrs was
made Lord President of the Council, and Wharton
Lord Lieutenant of Ireland.

Addison sat for Malmsbury in the House of Com-
moas which was elected in 1708. But the House of
Commons was not the ficld for him. The bashful-
ness of his nature made his wit and eloquence uscless
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in debate. He once rose, but could not overcome his
diffidence, and ever after remained silent. Nobody
can think it strange that a great writer should fail as
a speaker. But many, probably, will think it strange
that Addison’s failure as a speaker should have had no
unfavourable effect on his success as a politician. In
our time, a man of high rank and great fortune might,
though speaking very little and very ill, hold a con-
siderable post. But it would now be inconceivable
that a mere adventurer, a man who, when out of office,
must live by hxs pen, should in a few years become
ly Us y of State, chief Secretary
for Iteland and Secretary of State, without some
oratorical talent. Addison, without high birth, and
with little property, rose to a post which- Dukes, the
heads of the great houses of Talbot, Russell, and
Bentinck, have thought it an honour to fill. With-
out opening his lips in debate, he rose to a post, the
highest that Chatham or Fox ever reached. And
this he did before-he had been nine years in Parlia-
‘ment. We must look for the explanation of this
iracle to the liar cir in
which that generation was placed. During the
interval which elapsed between the time when the
Censorship of the Press ceased, and the time when
parliamentary proceedings began to be freely reported, -
literary talents were, to a public man, of much moare
importance, and oratorical talents of much less impor-
tance, than in our time. At present, the best way of
giving rapid and wide publicity to a fact or an argu-
ment, is to introduce that fact or argument into a
speech made in Parliament. If a political tract were
to appear superior to the Conduct of the Allies, or to
the best numbers of the Freeholder, the circul
such a tract would be languid indeed when compared
with the circulation of every remarkable word uttered
in the deliberations of the legislature. A speech made
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in the House of Commons at four in the morning
is on thirty thousand tables before ten. A speech
made on the Monday is rcad on the Wednesday by
mutltitudes in Antrim and Aberdeenshire. The orator,
by the help of the shorthand writer, has to a gréat
extent sur ded the r hl It was not so
in the reign of Anne. The best speech could then
produce no effect except on those who heard it. It
was only by means of the press that the opinion of
the public without doors could be influenced ; and the
opinion of the public without doors could not but be
of the highest importance in a country governed by
parliaments, and indeced at that time governed by
tricnnial parliaments. The pen was therefore a more
formidable political engine than the tongue. Mr. Pitt
and Mr. Fox ded only in Parli: .  But
\Walpole and Pultency, the Pitt and Fox of an earlier
period, had not done half of what was necessary,
when they sat down amidst the acclamations of the
Housc of Commons. They had still to plead their
cause before the country, and this they could do
only by mecans of the press. Their works are now
forgotten, but it is certain that there were in Grub
Street few more assiduous scribblers of Thoughts,
Letters, Answers, Remarks, than these two great
chiefs of parties. Pultency, when leader of the Op-
position, and possessed of thirty thousand a year,
edited the Craftsman. Walpole, though not 2 man
of literary habits, was the author of at least ten pam-
phlets, and rctouched and corrccted many more.
These facts sufficiently show of how great importance
literary assistance then was to the contending parties.
St. John was, certainly, in Anne’s reign, the best
Tory speaker ; Cowper was probably the best Whig
speaker. But it may well be doubted whether St.
John did so much for the Tories as Swift, and
whether Cowper did so much for the Whigs as
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Addison. When these things are duly considered, it
will not be thought strange that Addison should
have climbed higher in the state than any other Eng-
lishman has ever, by means merely of literary talents,
been able to climb. Swift would, in all probability,
have climbed as high, if he had not been encumbered
by his cassock and his pudding sleeves, As faras the
homage of the great went, Swift had as much of it as
if he had been Lord Treasurer.

To the influence which Addison derived from his
literary talents was added all the influence which arises
from character. The world, always ready to think
the worst of needy political adventurers, was forced to
make one pti Restl ol dacity,
laxity of principle, are the vices ordinarily attributed

" to that class of men. But faction itself could not

deny that Addison had, through all changes of for-
tune, been strictly faithful to his early opinions, and to
his early friends ; that his integrity was without stain ;
that his whole deportment indicated a fine sense of the
becoming ; that, in the utmost heat of controversy, his
zeal was tempered by a regard for truth, humanity,
and social decorum ; that no outrage could ever pro-
voke him to retaliation unworthy of a Christian and
a gentleman ; and that his only faults were a too sen-
sitive deli , and a d which ted to
bashfulness,

He was undoubtedly one of the most popular men
of his time ; and much of his popularity he owed,
we believe, to that very timidity which his friends
lamented, That timidity often prevented him from
exhibiting his talents to the best advantage. But it
propitiated Nemesis. It averted that envy which
would otherwise have been excited by fame so
splendid, and by so rapid an elevation. No man is
so great a favourite with the public as he who is at
once an object of admiration, of respect, and of pity ;

VOL. X T
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and such were the feelings which Addison inspired.
Those who enjoyed the privilege of hearing his
familiar conversation, declared with one voice that it
was superior cven to his writings. The brilliant Mary
Montague said, that she had known all the wits, and
that Addison was the best company in the world.
The malignant Pope was forced to own, that there
was a charm in Addison’s talk, which could be found
nowhere else. Swift, when burning with animosity
against the Whigs, could not but confess to Stella that,
after all, he had never known any associate so agree-
able as Addison. Stecle, an excellent judge of lively
conversation, said, that the conversation of Addison
was at once the most polite, and the most mirthful,
that could be imagined; that it was Terence and
Catullus in one, heightened by an exquisite something
which was neither Terence nor Catullus, but Addison
alone. Young, an excellent judge of scrious conver-
sation, said, that when Addison was at his ease, he
went on in a noble strain of thought and language,
so as to chain the attention of every hearer. Nor
were Addison’s great colloquial powers more admir-
able than the courtesy and softness of heart which
peared in his conversation. At the same time, it
would be too much to say that he was wholly devoid
of the malice which is, perhaps, inscparable from a
keen sense of the ludicrous. He had one habit which
both Swift and Stella applauded, and which we hardly
know how to blame. If his first attempts to set a pre-
suming dunce right were ijll received, he changed his
tone, *“ assented with civil leer,” and lured the flattered
coxcomb deeper and deeper into absurdity. That such
was his practice we should, we think,have guessed from
his works. The Tatler’s criticisms on Mr. Softly’s
3 and the S or's dialogue with the politician
who is so zealous for the honour of Lady Q-—p—t—s,
are ex P of this
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Such were Addison’s talents for conversation.
- But his rare gifts were not exhibited to crowds or to

strangers. As soon as he entered a large company,
as soon as he saw an unknown face, his ]|ps were
sealed, and his [ None
who met him only in great assemblies would have
been able to believe that he was the same man who
had often kept a few friends listening and laughing
round a table, from the time when the play ended,
till the clock of St. Paul’s in Covent Garden struck
four. Yet, even at such a ta.ble, he was not seen to
the best advantage. To enjoy his conversation in
the h erfection, it was y to be alone
with hlm, and to hear him, in his own phrase, think
aloud. « There is no such thing,” he used to say, “as
real conversation, but between two persons.”

‘This timidity, a timidity surely neither ungraceful
nor unamiable, led Addison into the two most serious
faults which can with justice be imputed to him. He
found that wine broke the spell which lay on his fine
intellect, and was therefore too easily seduced into
convivial excess. Such excess was in that age re-
garded, even by grave men, as the most venial of all
peccadilloes, and was so far from being a mark of ill-
breeding that lt was almost essential to the character
of a fine But the 11 speck is seen
on a white ground ; and almost all the biographers of
Addison have said something about this failing. Of
any other statesman or writer of Queen Anne's reign,
we should no more think of saying that he sometimes
took too much wine, than that he wore a long wig and
a sword.

To the excessive modesty of Addison’s nature,
we must ascribe another fault which generally arises
from a very different cause. He became a little too
fond of seeing himself surrounded by a small circle of
admirers, to whom he was as a King or rather as a

- . 12
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God. All these men were far inferior to him in ability,
and some of them had~very serious faults. Nor did
those faults escape his observation ; for, if ever there
was an eye which saw through and through men, it
was the eyecof Addison. But,with the keenest obser-
vation, and the finest sense of the ridiculous, he had
a large charity. The fecling with which he looked
on most of his humble companions was one of bene-
volence, slightly tinctured with contempt. He was at
perfect ease in their pany ; he was ful for
their devoted attachment ; and he loaded them with
benefits.  Their veneration for him appears to have

- exceeded that with which Johnson was regarded by
Boswell, or Warburton by Hurd. It was not in the
power of adulation to turn such a head, or deprave
such a heart, as Addison’s. But it must in candour
be admitted that he contracted some of the faults
which can scarcely be avoided by any person who is
so unfortunate as to be the oracle of a small literary
coterie.

One member of this little society was Eustace
Budgell, a young Templar of some literature, and a
distant relation of Addison. There was at this time
no stain on the character of Budgell, and it is not
improbable that his carcer would have been prosperous
and honourable, if the life of his cousin had been pro-
longed. But, when the master was laid in the grave,
the disciple broke loose from all restraint, descended
rapidly from one degree of vice and misery 1o another,
ruined his fortunc by follies, attempted to repair it by
crimes, and at length closed a wicked and unhappy
life by sclfmurder. Yet, to the last, the wretched
man, gambler, lampooner, cheat, forger, as he was,
retained his affection and veneration for Addison,
and recorded those feclings in the last lines which he
traced before he hid himself from infamy under
London Bridge.
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Another of Addison’s favourite i was
Ambrose Phillipps, a good Whlg and a middling
poet, who had the honour of bringing into fashion a
species of composition which has been called, after
his name, Namby Pamby. But the most remarkable
members of the little senate, as Pope long afterwards
called it, were Richard Steele and Thomas Tickell.

Steele had known Addison from childhood.
They had been together at the Charter House and
at Oxford; but circumstances had then, for a time,
separated them widely. Steele had left college with-
out taking a degree, had been disinherited by a rich
relation, had led a vagrant life, had served in the
army, had tried to find the philosopher’s stone, and
had written a religious treatise and several comedies.
He was one of those people whom it is impossible
cither to hate or to respect. His temper was sweet,
his affections warm, his spirits lively, his passions
strong, and his principles weak. His life was spent
in sinning and repenting ; in inculcating what was
right, and doing what was wrong. In spcculation, he
was a man of piety and honour; in practice, he was
much of the rake and a little of the swindler. He
was, however, so goodnatured that it was not easy to
be secriously angry with him, and that even rigid
moralists felt more inclined to pity than to blame him,
when he diced himsclf into a spunging house, or drank
himself into a fever. Addison regarded Steele with
kindness not unmingled with scorn, tried, with little,
success, to keep him out of scrapes, introduced him to
the great, procured a good place for him, corrected
his plays, and, though by no means rich, lent him
large sums of money. One of these loans appears,
from a letter dated in August 1708, to havc amounted

0 2 t] These p
prohably led to frequent blckenngs, It 15 said that,
on one Steele’s or dist
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. ptovoked Addison to repay himself by the help of a
bailiff. We cannot join with Miss Aikin in rejecting

this'story. Johnson heard it from Savage, who heard _

it from Steele. Few private transactions which took
place a hundred and twenty years ago, are proved
by stronger evidence than this. But we can by no
means agree with those who condemn Addison’s
severity. The most amiable of mankind may well
be moved to indignation, when what he has earned
hardly, and lent with great inconvenience to himself,
for the purpose of relieving a friend in distress, is
squandered with insane profusion. We will illustrate
our meaning by an example, which is not the less
striking because it is taken from fiction. Dr. Harrison,
in Fielding’s Ameliz, is represented as the most bene~
volent of human beings ; yet he takes in execution,
not only the goods, but the person of his friend Booth.
Dr. Harrison resorts to this strong measure because
he has been informed that Booth, while pleading
poverty as an excuse for not paying just debts, has
been buying fine jewellery, and setting up a coach.
No person who is well acquainted with Steele’s life
and correspondence can doubt that he behaved quite
as ill to Addison as Booth was accused of behaving
to Dr. Harrison. The real history, we have little

doubt, was something like this:—A letter comes to .

Addison, imploring help in pathetic terms, and pro-
mising reformation and speedy repayment. Poor
Dick declares that he has not an inch of candle, or
a bushel of coals, or credit with the butcher for a
shoulder of mutton. Addison is moved. He deter-
mines to deny himself some medals which are wanting
to his series of the Twelve Caesars; to put off buying
the new edition of Bayle’s Dictionary ; and to wear
his old sword and buckles another year. In this way
he manages to send a hundred pounds to his friend.
The next day he calls on Steele, and finds scores of
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gentlemen and ladies assembled. The fiddles are
playing. The table is g ing under Champag
Burgundy,and py ids of swi Is it strange
that a man whose kindness is thus abused, should
send sheriff’s officers to reclaim what is due to him ?

Tickell was a young man, fresh from Oxford, who
had introduced himself to public notice by writing a
most ingenious and graceful little poem in praise of
the opera of Rosamond. He deserved, and at length
attained, the first place in Addison’s friendship. For
a time- Steele and Tickell were on good terms. But
they loved Addison too much to love each other, and
at length became as bitter enemies as the rival bulls
in Virgil. N

At the close of 1708 Wharton became Lord
Lieutenant of Ireland, and appointed Addison Chief
Secretary. Addison was consequently under the
necessity of quitting London for Dublin. Besides the
chief secretaryship, which was then worth about two
thousand pounds a year, he obtained a patent ap-
pointing him keeper of the Irish Records for life, with
a salary of three or four hundred a year. Budgell
accompanied his cousin in the capacity of private
Secretary.

‘Wharton and Addison had nothing in common but
‘Whiggism. The Lord Lieutenant was not only licen-
tious and corrupt, but was distinguished from other
libertines and jobbers by a callous impudence which
F d the strong to the S y's
gentleness and delicacy. Many parts of the Irish
administration at this time appear to have deserved
serious blame., But against Addison there was not
a murmur. He long afterwards asserted, whatall the
evidence which we have ever seen tends to prove, that
his diligence and integrity gained the friengship of all
the most considerable persons in Ireland.

‘The parliamentary career of Addison in Ireland
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has, we think, wholly escaped the notice of all his
biographers. He was elected member for the borough
of Cavan in the summer of 1709 ; and in the journals
of two i his name freq 1y occurs. Some of
the entries appear to indicate that he so far overcame
his timidity as to make speeches. Nor is this by any
means improbable ; for the Irish House of Commons
was a far less formidable audience than the English
House ; and many tongues which were tied by fear
in the greater assembly became fluent in the smaller.
Gerard Hamilton, for example, who, from fear of losing
the fame gained by his single speech, sat mute at
‘Westminster during forty years, spoke with great
effect at Dublin when he was Secrctary to Lord
Halifax.

While Addison was in Ireland, an event occurred
to which he owes his high and permanent rank among
British writers. As yet his fame rested on perform-
ances which, though highly respectable, were not
built for duration, and which would, if he had pro-
duced nothing clse, have now been almost forgotten,
on some excellent Latin verses, on some English
verses which occasionally rose above mediocrity, and
on a book of travels, agreeably written, but not indi-
cating any extraordinary powers of mind. These
works showed him to be a man of taste, sense, and
learning. The time had come when he was to prove
himself a man of genius, and to enrich our literature
with compositions which will live as long as the
English language.

In the spring of 1709 Steele formed a literary
project, of which he was far indeed from foreseeing

he q; Periodical papers had during
many years been published in London. Most of
these were political ; but in some of them questions
of morality, taste, and love casuistry had been dis-
cussed. The literary merit of these works was small
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inideed ; and even their names are now known only to
the curious.

Steele had been inted Gi by Sunder-
land, at the request, it is said, of Addison, and thus
had access to foreign mtelhgenoe earlier and more
authentic than was in those times within the reach of
an ordi iter. This seems to
have suggested to him the scheme of publishing a
periodical paper on a new plan. It was to appear
on the days on which the post left London for the
country, which were, in that generation, the Tuesdays,
‘Thursdays, and Saturdays. It was to contain the
foreign news, accounts of theatrical representations,
and the literary gossip of Will's and of the Grecxan.
It was also to ks on the fz
topics of the day, compliments to beauties, pasqui-
nades on noted sharpers, and criticisms on popular
preachers. The aim of Steele does not appear to
have been at first higher than this. He was not ill
qualified to conduct the work which he had planned.
His public intelligence he drew from the best sources.
He knew the town, and had paid dear for his know-
ledge. He had read much more than the dissipated
men of that time were in the habit of reading. He
was a rake among scholars, and a scholar among rakes.
His style was easy and not incorrect; and, though
his wit and humour were of no high order, his gay
animal spirits imparted to his compositions an air of
vivacity which ordinary readers could hardly distin-
guish from comic genius. His writings have been
well compared to those light wines which, though
deficient in body and flavour, are yet a pleasant small
drink, if not kept too long, or carried too far. .

Isaac Bickerstaff, Esquire, Astrolog!:r, was an
imaginary person, almost as well known in that age
as Mr. Paul Pry or Mr. Samuel Pickwick in ours.
Swift had assumed the name of Bickerstaff ina satirical
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pamphlet against Partridge, the maker of almanacks.
Partridge had been fool enough to publish a furious
reply. Bickerstaff had rejoined in a second pamphlet
still more diverting than the first. All the wits had
combined to keep up the joke, and the town was
long in convulsions of laughter. Stcele determined to
cmploy the name which this controversy had made
popular; and, in April 1709, it was announced that
Isaac Bickerstaff, Esquire, Astrologer, was about to
publish a paper called the Tatler.

Addison had not been consulted about this scheme;
but as soon as he heard of it, he determined to give
his assistance. The effect of that assistance cannot
be better described than in Stecle’s own words, “1
fared,” he said, “like a distressed prince who calls in
a powerful neighbour to his aid. I was undone by
my auxiliary.  When I had once called him in, 1
could not subsist without dependence on him.” “The
paper,” he says clsewhere, “was advanced indeed. It
was raised to a greater thing than I intended it.”

It is probable that Addison, when he sent across
St. George's Channel his first contributions to the
Tatler, had no notion of the extent and varicty of his
own powers. He was the possessor of a vast mine
rich with a hundred ores. But he had been acquainted
only with the least precious part of his treasures, and
had hitherto contented himsclf with producing some-
times copper and sometimes lead, intermingled with
a little silver. All at once, and by mere accident, he
had lighted on an inexhaustible vein of the finest gold.

The mere choice and arrangement of his words
would have sufficed to make his essays classical. For
never, not even by Dryden, not even by Temple, had the
English language been written with such sweetness,
grace, and facility. But this was the smallest part of
Addison’s praise. Had he clothed his thoughts in
the half French style of Horace Walpole, or in the
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half Latin style of Dr. Johnson, or in the half German
jargon of the present day, his genius would have
triumphed over all faults of manner. As a moral
satirist he stands unrivalled. If ever the best Tatlers
and Spectators were equalled in their own kind, we
should be inclined to guess that it must have beenby
the lost comedies of Menander.

In wit, properly so called, Addison was not in-
ferior to Cowley or Butler. No single ode of Cowley
contains so many happy analogies as are crowded
into the lines to Sir Godfrey Kneller ; and we would
undertake to collect from the Spectators as great a
number of ingenious illustrations as can be found in
Hudibras. The still higher faculty of invention
Addison possessed in stnll larger measure. The nu-

fictions, g ], often wild and
grotesque, but always smgularly graceful and happy,
which are found in his essays, fully entitle him to the
rank of a great poet, a rank to which his metrical
compositions give him no claim. As an observer of
life, of manners, of all the shades of human character,
he stands in the first class. And what he observed
he had the art of communicating in two widely
different ways. He could describe virtues, vices,
habits, whims, as well as Clarendon. But he could
do something better. He could call human beings
into existence, and make them exhibit themselves.
If we wish to find any thing more vivid than Addison’s
best portraits, we must go either to Shakspeare or to
Cervantes.

But what shall we say of Addison’s humour, of lus
sense of the ludicrous, of his power of awakening that
sense in others, and of drawing mirth from incidents
which occur every day, and from little peculiarities of
“temper and manner, such as may be found in every
man? We feel the charm : we give ourselves up to
lt but we strive in vain to analyse it.
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Pcrhaps the bcst way of describing Addison’s

s to e it with the plea-

santry of some olhcr gre'\t satirists. The three most

emincnt masters of the art of ridicule, during the

eighteenth century, were, we conceive, Addison, Swift,

and Voltaire. Which of the three had the greatest

power of moving laughter may be questioned. But
each of them, within his own domain, was supreme.

Voltaire is the prince of buffoons. His merriment
is without disguisc or restraint. He gambols; he
grins ; he shakes his sides; he points the finger ; he
turns up the nosc; he shoots out the tongue. The
manner of Swift is the very opposite to this. He
moves laughter, but never joins in it. He appearsin
his works such as he appeared in society. All the
company are convulsed with merriment, while the
Dean, the author of all the mirth, preserves an
invincible gravity, and even sourness of aspect, and
gives utterance to the most eccentric and ludicrous
fancies, with the air of a man reading the commination
service.

The of Addi: is as from that of
Swift as from that of Voltaire. He necither laughs out
like the French wit, nor, like the Irish wit, throws a
double portion of severity into his countenance while
laughing inwardly ; but prescerves a look peculiarly
his own, a look of demure serenity, disturbed only by
an arch sparkle of the eye, an almost imperceptible
elevation of the brow, an almost imperceptible curl of
the lip. His tone is never that either of a Jack Pud-
ding or of a Cynic. It is that of a gentleman, in
whom the quickest sense of the ridiculous is con-
stantly tempered by good nature and good breeding.

‘We own that the humour of Addison is, in our

ini of a more delici flavour than the humour
of either Swift or Voltaire. Thus much, at least, is
certain, that both Swift and Voltaire have been suc-
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cessfully mimicked, and that no man has yet been
able to mimic Addison. The letter of the Abbé
Coyer to Pansophe is Voltaire all over, and imposed,
during a long time, on the Academicians of Paris.
‘There are passages in Arbuthnot’s satirical works
which we, at least, cannot distinguish from Swift’s
best writing. But of the many eminent men who
have made Addison their model, though several have
copied his mere diction with happy effect, none has
been able to catch the tone of his pleasantry. In
the World, in the Connoisseur, in the Mirror, in
the Lounger, there are humerous papers written
in obvious imitation of his Tatlers and Spectators,
Most of those papers have some merit; many are
very lively and amusing ; but there is not a single one
which could be passed off as Addison's on a critic of
the smallest perspicacity.

But that which chiefly distinguishes Addison from
Swift, from Voltaire, from almost all the other great
masters of ridicule, is the grace, the nobleness, the
moral purity, which we find even in his merriment.
Severity, gradually hardening and darkening into
misanthropy, characterises the works of Swift. The
nature of Voltaire was, indeed, not inhuman : but he
venerated nothing. Neither in the masterpieces of
art nor in the purest examples of virtue, neither in
the Great First Cause nor in the awful enigma of the
grave, could he see any thing but subjects for drollery.
The more solemn and august the theme, the more
monkeylike was his grimacing and chattering. The
mirth of Swift is the mirth of Mephistophiles ; the
mirth of Voltaire is the mirth of Puck. If, as Soame
Jenyns oddly imagined, a portion of the happiness of
Seraphim and just men made perfect be derived from
an isite perception of the Iudi , their mirth
must surely be none other than the mirth of Addison ;
a mirth consistent with tender compassion for all
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that is frail, and with profound reverence for all that
is sublime. Nothing great, nothing amiable, no moral
duty, no doctrine of natural or revealed religion, has
ever been associated by Addison with any degrading
idca. His humanity is without parallel in literary
history~. The highest proof of virtue is to possess
boundless power without abusing it. No kind of
power is more formidable than the power of making
men ridiculous ; and that power Addison possessed
in boundless measure. How grossly that power was
abuscd by Swift and by Voltaire is well known.
But of Addison it may be confidently affirmed that
he has blackened no man's character, nay, that it
would be difficult, if not impossible, to find in all
the volumes which he has left us a single taunt which
can be called ungencrous or unkind. Vet he had
detractors, whose malignity might have scemed to
justify as terrible a revenge as that which men not
superior to him in genius, wreaked on Bettesworth
and on Franc de Pompignan. He was a politician ;
he was the best writer of his party ; he lived in times
of fierce excitement, in times when persons of high
character and station stooped to scurrility such as is
now practised only by the basest of mankind. Yet
no provocation and no example could induce him
to return railing for railing.

Of the scrvice which his Essays rendered to
morality it is difficult to speak too highly. It is true
llnt when the Tatler appearced, that age of outrageous
pr and licent which followed the
Restoration had p’lsscd away. Jeremy Collier had
shamed the theatres into something which, compared
with the excesses of Etherege and Wycherley, might
be called decency.  Yet there still lingered in the
public mind a pernicious notion that there was some
connexion between genius and profligacy, between
the domestic virtues and the sullen formality of the
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Puritans. That error it is the glory of Addison to *
have dispelled. He taught the nation that the faith
and the morality of Hale and Tillotson might be
found in company with wit more sparkling than the'
wit of Congreve, and with humour richer than the
humour of Vanbrugh. So effectually, indeed, did he
retort on vice the mockery which had recently been
directed against virtue, that, since his time, the open
violation of decency has always been considered
among us as the mark of a fool. And this revolution,
the greatest and most salutary ever effected by any
satirist, he accomplished, be it- remembered, without
writing one personal lampoon.

In the early contributions of Addison to the
Tatler his peculiar powers were not fully exhibited.
Vet from the first, his superiority to all his coadjutors
was evident. Some of his later Tatlers are fully.
equal to any thing that he ever wrote. Among the
portraits, we most admire Tom Folio, Ned Softly,and
the Political Uphol The of the
Court of Honour, the Thermometer of Zeal, the story
of the Frozen Words, the Memoirs of the Shilling, are

of that ious and lively species
of fiction in which Addison excelled all men. There
is one still better paper of the same class. But
though that paper, a hundred and thirty-three years
ago, was probably thought as edifying as one of
Smallndges sermons, we dare not indicate it to the
of the ni h century.
Durmg the session of Parliament which com-
menced in November 1709, and which the impeach-
ment of Sacheverell has made memorable, Addison
“ appears to have resided in London. The Tatler was
now more popular than any pcnodxca.] paper had
ever been ; and his connexion with it was generally
known. It was not known, however, that almost
every thing good in the Tatler was his, The truth is
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that the fifty or sixty numbers which we owe to him
were not merely the best, but so decidedly the best
that any five of them are more valuable than all the
two hundred numbers in which he had no share.

He required, at this time, all the solace which he
could derive from literary success. The Queen had
always disliked the Whigs. She had during some
years disliked the Marlborough family. But, reigning
by a disputed title, she could not venture directly to
oppose herself to a majority of both Houses of Parlia-
ment ; and, engaged as she was in a war on the event
of which her own Crown was staked, she could not
venture to disgrace a great and successful general.
But at length, in the year 1710, the causes which had
restrained her from showing her aversion to the Low
Church party ceased to operate. The trial of Sache-
verell produced an outbreak of public feeling scarcely
less violent than the outbreaks which we can ourselves
remember in 1820,and in 1831. The country gentle-
men, the country clergymen, the rabble of the towns,
were all, for once, on the same side. It was clear that,
if a general election took place before the excitement
abated, the Tories would have a majority. The
services of Marlborough had been so splendid that
they were no longer necessary. The Queen’s throne
was secure from all attack on the part of Lewis.
Indeed, it seemed much more likely that the English
and German armies would divide the spoils of
Versailles and Marli than that a Marshal of France
would bring back the Pretender to St. Jamess, The
Queen, acting by the advice of Harley, determined to
dismiss her servants. In June the change commenced.
Sunderland was the first whofell. The Tories exulted
over his fall. The Whigs tried, during a few weeks,
to persuadethemselves that her Majesty had acted only
from personal dislike to the Secretary, and that she
meditated no further alteration. Bat, carly in August,
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Godolphin was surprised by a letter from Anne, which
directed him to break his whitestaff. Even after this
event, the i lution or di: lation of Harley kept
up the hopes of the Whigs during another month; and
then the ruin became rapid and violent. The Parlia-
ment was dissolved. The Ministers were turned out.
The Tories were called to office. The tide of popu-
larity ran violently in favour of the High Church party.
‘That party, feeble in the late House of Commons, was
now irresistible. The power which the Tories had -
thus suddenly acquired, they used with blind and
stupid ferocity. The howl which the whole pack set
up for prey and for blood appalled even him who
had roused and unchained them. When, at this
distance of time, we calmly review the conduct of the
discarded ministers, we cannot but feel a movement
of indignation at the injustice with which they were
treated. No body of men had ever administered the
government with more energy, ability, and modera-
tion ; and their success had been proportioned to their
wisdom. They had saved Holland and Germany.
They had humbled France. They had, as it seemed,
all but torn Spain from the house of Bourbon. They

"had made England the first power in Europe. At

home they had united England and Scotland. They
had respected the rights of conscience and the liberty
of the subject. They retired, leaving their country
at the height of prosperity and glory. And yet they
were pursued to their retreat by such a roar of obloquy
as was never raised against the government which *
threw away thirteen colonies, or against the govern-
ment which sent a gallant army to perish in the ditches
of Walcheren.

None of the Whigs suffered more in the general
wreck than Addison. He had just sustained some
heavy pecuma losses, of the nature of which we are
imperfectly informed, when his Secretaryshlp was

VOL. X
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taken from him. He had reason to believe that he
should also be deprived of the small Irish office which
he held by patent. He had just resigned his Fellow-
ship. It seems probable that he had already ventured
to raise his eyes to a great lady, and that, while his
.political friends were in power, and while his own
fortunes were rising, he had been, in the phrase of the
romances which were then fashionable, permitted to
hope. But Mr. Addison the ingenious writer, and
Mr. Addison the chief Secretary, were, in her lady-
ship’s opinion, two very different persons. All these
calamities united, however, could not disturb the
serene cheerfulness of a mind conscious of innocence,
and rich in its own wealth. He told his friends, with
smiling resignation, that they ought to admire his
philosophy, that he had lost at once his fortune, his
place, -his fellowship, and his mistress, that he must
think of turning tutor again, and yet that his spirits
were as good as ever.

He had one consolation. Of the unpopularity
which his friends had incurred, he had no share.
Such was the esteem with which he was regarded
that, while the most violent measures were taken for
the purpose of forcing Tory members on Whig cor-
porations, he was returned to Parliament without
even a contest. Swift, who was now in London, and
who had already determined on quitting the Whigs,
wrote to Stella in these remarkable words: “ The
‘Tories carry it among the new members six to one.
Mr. Addison’s election has passed easy and undis-
puted ; and I believe if he had a mind to be king, he
would hardly be refused.”

The good will with which the Tories regarded
Addison is the more honourable to him, because it
had not been purchased by any concession on his
part. During the general election he published a
political Journal, entitled the Whig Examiner. Of ~
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that Journal it may be sufficient to say that Johnson,
in spite of his strong political prejudices, pronounced
it to be superior in wit to any of Swift's writings on
the other side. When it ceased to appear, Swift, in
a letter fo Stella, expressed his exultation at the
death of so formidable an antagonist. “He might
well rejoice,” says Johnson, “at the death of that
which he could not have killed.” *“On no occasion,”
he adds, “was the genius of Addison more vigorously
exerted, and on none did the superiority of his powers
more evidently appear.”

The only use which Addison appears to have
made of the favour with which he was regarded by
the Torjes was to save some of his friends from the
general ruin of the Whig party. He felt himself to
be in a situation which made it his duty to take a
decided part in politics. But the case of Steele and
of Ambrose Phillipps was different. For Phillipps,

ddison even condescended to solicit, with what
success we have not ascertained. Steele held two
places. He was Gazetteer, and he was also a Com-
missioner of Stamps. The Gazette was taken from
him. But he was suffered to retain his place in the
Stamp Office, on an implied understanding that he
should not be active against the new government :
and he was, during more than two years, induced by
Addison to observe this armistice with tolerable
fidelity.

Isaac Bick ff di b silent upon
politics, and the article of news, which had once
formed about one third of his paper, altogether dis-
appeared. The Tatler had completely changed its
character. It was now nothing but a series of essays
on books, morals, and Steele therefc
resolved to bring it to a close, and to commence a
new work on an improved plan. It was announced
that this new work would be published daily. The

- K2
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undertaking was generally regarded as bold, or rather
rash ; but the event amply justified the confidence
with which Steele relied on the fertility of Addison’s
genius. On the second of January 1711, appeared
thelast Tatler. At the beginning of March following,
appeared the first of an incomparable series of papers,
containing observations on life and literature by an
ima%inary Spectator.

he Spectator himself was conceived and drawn
by Addison; and it is not easy to doubt that the
portrait was meant to be in some features a likeness
of the painter. The Spectator is a gentleman who,
after passing a studious youth at the University, has
travelled on classic ground, and has bestowed much
attention on curious points of antiquity. He has, on
his return, fixed his residence in London, and has
observed all the forms of life which are to be found
in that great city, has daily listened to the wits of
‘Will's, has smoked with the philosophers of the
Grecian, and has mingled with the parsons at Child’s,
and with the politicians at the St. James’s. In the
morning, he often listens to the hum of the Exchange ;
in the evening, his face is constantly to be seen in the
pit of Drury Lane theatre. But an insurmountable
bashfulness prevents him from opening his mouth,
except in a small circle of intimate friends,

These friends were first sketched by Steele. Four
of the club, the templar, the clergyman, the soldier,
and the merchant, were uninteresting figures, fit only
for a background. But the other two, an old country”
baronet and an old town rake, though not delineated
with a very delicate pencil, had some good strokes.
Addison took the rude outlines into his own hands,
retouched them, coloured them, and is in truth the
creator of the Sir Roger de Coverley and the Will
Honeycomb with whom we are all familiar.

‘The plan of the Spectator must be allowed to be
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both original and eminently happy. Every valuable
essay in the series may be read with pleasure sepa-
rately ; yet the five or six hundred essays form a
whole, and a whole which has the interest of a
novel. It must be remembered, too, that at that time
no novel, giving a lively and powerful picture of the
.common life and manners of England, had appeared.
Richardson was working as a compositor. Fielding
was robbing birds’ nests, Smollett was not yet born.
The narrative, therefore, which connects together the
Spectator’s Essays, gave to our ancestors their first
taste of an exquisite and untried pleasure. That nar-
rative was indeed constructed with no art or labour.
The events were such events as occur every day.
Sir Roger comes up to town to see Eugenio, as the
worthy baronet always calls Prince Eugene, goes with
the Spectator on the water to Spring Gardens, walks
among the tombs in the Abbey, and is frightened by
the Mohawks, but conquers his apprehension so far
as to go to the theatre when the Distressed Mother is
acted. The Spectator pays a visit in the summer to
Coverley Hall, is charmed with the old house, the old
butler, and the old chaplain, eats a jack caught by
‘Will Wimble, rides to the assizes, and hears a point
of law discussed by Tom Touchy. At last a letter
from the honest butler brings to the club the news
that Sir Roger is dead. Will Honeycomb marries
and reforms at sixty. The club breaks up; and the
Spectator resigns his functions. Such events can
hardly be said to form a plot; yet they are related
with such truth, such grace, such wit, such humour,
such pathos, such knowledge of the human heart, such
knowledge of the ways of the world, that they charm
us on the hundredth perusal. We have not the least
doubt that, if Addison had written a novel, on an ex-
tensive plan, it would have been superior to any that
we possess. As it is, he is entitled to be considered,
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not only as the greatest of the English essayists, but
as the forerunncr of the great English novelists.

We say this of Addison alone; for Addison is the
Spectator. About three sevenths of the work are his ;
and it is no cxngfi eration to say, that his worst essay
is as good as the best cssay of any of his coadjutors.
His best essays approach near to absolute perfection ;
nor is their excellence more wonderful than thclr
variety. His invention never seems to ﬂag, nor is
he ever under the y of rep f, or
of wearing out a subject. There are no dregs in his
wine. He regales us after the fashion of that pro-
digal nabob who held that there was only one good
glass in a bottle. As soon as we have tasted the first
sparkling foam of a jest, it is withdrawn, and a fresh
draught of nectar is at our lips. On the Monday we
have an allegory as lively and ingenious as Lucian’s
Auction of Lives; on the Tuesday an Eastern apo-
logue, as richly coloured as the Tales of Scherezade ;
on the Wednesday, a character described with the
skill of Labruyére; on the Thursday, a scene from
common life, equal to the best chapters in the Vicar
of Wakeficld ; on the Friday, some sly Horatian plea-
santry on fashionable follies, on hoops, patches, or
puppet shows ; and on the Saturday a religious medi-
tation, which will bear a comparison with the finest
passages in Massillon.

It is dangerous to select where there is so much
that deserves the highest praise. We will venture,
however, to say, that any person who wishes to form
a just notion of the extent and variety of Addison’s
powers, will do well to read at one sitting the follow-
ing papers, the two Visits to the Abbey, the Visit
to the Exchange, the Journal of the Retired Citizen,
the Vision of Mirza, the Transmigrations of Pug the
Monkey, and the Dcath of Sir Roger De Coverley.!

! Nos. 26, 329, 69, 317, 159, 343, 517. These papers are all in
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The lcast valuable of Addison’s contributions to
the Spectator are, in the judgment of our age, his
critical papers. Yet his critical papers are always
luminous, and often ingenious. The very worst of
them must be regarded as creditable to him, when
the character of the school in which he had been
trained is fairly considered. The best of them were
much too good for his readers. In truth, he was not
so far behind our generation as he was before
his own. No essays in the Spectator were more
censured and derided than those in which he
raised his voice against the contempt with which
our fine old ballads were regarded, and showed the
scoffers that the same gold which, burnished and
polished, gives lustre to the /Encid and the Odes
of Horace, is mingled with the rude dross of Chevy
Chace.

It is not that the of the Sg
should have been such as no similar work has cver
obtained. The number of copics daily distributed
was at first three thousand. It subsequently in-
creased, and had risen to ncar four thousand
‘when the stamp tax was imposed. That tax was
fatal to a crowd of journals. The Spectator, how-
ever, stood its ground, doubled its price, and,
though its circulation fell off, still yiclded a large
revenue both to the state and to the authors. For
particular papers, the demand was immense ; of some,
it is said, twenty thousand copics were required. Bt
this was not all. To have the Spectator served
up cvery morning with the bohea and rolls, was a
luxury for the few. The majority were content to
wait till essays gh had app d to form a vol
Ten thousand copies of each volume were immedi-
ately taken off, and new editions were called for. It
the 'l;u-st seven volumes. The cighth must be considered as a separate
work.
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must be remembered, that the population of England
was then hardly a third of what it now is. The num-
ber of Englishmen who were in the habit of reading,
was probably not a sixth of what it now is. A shop-
keeper or a farmer who found any pleasure in litera-
ture, was a rarity. Nay, therc was doubtless more
than one knight of the shire whose country seat did
not contain ten books, receipt books and books on
farriery included. In these circumstances, the sale
of the Sg must be idered as indicating a
popularity quite as great as that of the most success-
ful works of Sir Walter Scott and Mr. Dickens in our
own time.

At the close of 1712 the Spectator ceased to ap-
pear. It was probably felt that the shortfaced gentle-
man and his club had been long enough before the
town ; and that it was timc to withdraw them, and
to replace them by a new set of characters. In a few
wecks the first number of the Guardian was published.
But the Guardian was unfortunate both in its birth
and in its dcath. It began in dulness, and disap-
peared in a tempest of faction. The original plan
was bad. Addison contributed nothing till sixty-six
numbers had appeared ; and it was then impossible
to make the Guardian what the Spectator had been.
Nestor Ironside and the Miss Lizards were people to
whom even he could impart no interest. He could
only furnish some excellent little essays, both serious

comic; and this he did.

Why Addi: gave no i to the Guardian,
during the first two months of its existence, is a ques-
tion which has puzzled the editors and biographers,
but which scems to us to admit of a very easy solu-
tion. IHe was then engaged in bringing his Cato on
the stage.

The first four acts of this drama had been lying
in his desk since his return from Italy. His modest
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and sensitive nature shrank from the risk of a public
and shameful failure; ‘and, though all who saw the
manuscript were loud in praisc, some thought it pos-
sible that an audience might become impatient even
of very good rhetoric, and advised Addison to print
the play without I ding a repr i At
length, after many fits of apprchension, the poct
yiclded to the urgency of his political friends, who
hoped that the public would discover some analogy
between the followers of Caesar and the Tories, be-
tween Scmpronius and the apostate Whigs, between
Cato, struggling to the last for the libertics of Rome,
and the band of patriots who still stood firm round
Halifax and Wharton.

Addison gave the play to the managers of Drury
Lane theatre, without stipulating for any advantage to
himself. They, thercfore, thought themsclves bound
1o spare no cost in scenery and dresses.  The decora-
tions, it is true, would not have pleased the skilful eye
of Mr. M dy. Juba's wai: blazed with gold
lace ; Marcia's hoop was worthy of a Duchess on the
birthday ; and Cato wore a wig worth fifty guineas.
The prologuc was written by Pope, and is undoubt-
cdly a dignified and spirited composition. The part
of the hero was excellently played by Booth. Stecle
undertook to pack a house. The boxes were in a
blaze with the stars of the Peers in Opposition. The
pit was crowded with attentive and friendly listcners
from the Inns of Court and the literary coffechouses.
Sir Gilbert Heathcote, Governor of the Bank of Eng-
land, was at the head of a powerful body of auxi-
liarics from the city, warm men and true Whigs, but
better known at Jonathan'’s and Garraway's than in
the haunts of wits and critics.

These precautions were quite superfluous. The
Tories, as a body, regarded Addison with no unkind
feclings. Nor was it for their intcrest, professing, as
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they did, profound reverence for law and prescription,
and abhorrence both of popular insurrections and of
standing armics, to appropriate to themselves reflec-
tions thrown on the great military chicf and dema-
gogue, who, with the support of the legions and of the
common people, subverted all the ancient institutions
of his country. Accordingly, every shout that was
raised by the members of the Kit Cat was echoed by
the High Churchmen of the Octoher, and the cur-
tain at length fell idst th of

applause.

The delight and admiration of the town were
described by the Guardian in terms which we might
attribute to partiality, were it not that the Examiner,
the organ of the Ministry, held similar language.
The Tories, indced, found much to sncer at in the

d of their opr Steele had on this, as
on other occasions, shown more zeal than taste or
judgment. The honest citizens who marched under
the orders of Sir Gibby, as he was facetiously called,
probably knew better when to buy and when to sell
stock than when to clap and when. to hiss at a play,
and incurred some ridicule by making the hypocritical
Sempronius their favourite, and by giving to his
insincere rants louder plaudits than they bestowed on
the temperate eloquence of Cato. Wharton, too, who
had the incredible effrontery to applaud the lines
about flying from prosperous vice and from the
power of impious men to a private station, did not
escape the sarcasms of those who justly thought that
he could fly from nothing more vicious or impious
than himself. The epilogue, which was written by
Garth, a zealous Whig, was severely and not un-
reasonably censured as ignoble and out of place.
But Addison was described, even by the bitterest
Tory writers, as a gentleman of wit and virtue, in
whose friendship many persons of both parties were
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happy, and whose name ought not to be mixed up
with factious squabbles.

Of the jests by which the triumph of the Whig
party was disturbed, the most severe and happy was
Bolingbroke’s. Between two acts, he sent for Booth
to his box, and presented him, before the whole
theatre, with a purse of fifty guineas for defending
the cause of liberty so well against a perpetual
Dictator. This was a pungent allusion to the at-
tempt.which Marlborough had made, not long before
his fall, to obtain a patent creating him Captain
General for life.

It was April; and in April, a hundred and thirty
years ago, the London season was thought to be far
advanced. During a whole month, however, Cato
was performed to overflowing houses, and brought
into the treasury of the theatre twice the gains of an
ordinary spring. In the summer, the Drury Lane
company went down to the Act at Oxford, and
there, before an audience which retained an affec-
-tionate remembrance of Addison’s accomplishments
and virtues, his tragedy was acted during several days.

e go began to besil the theatre in the
forenoon, and by one in the afternoon all the seats
were filled.

About the merits of the piece which had so extra-
ordinary an effect, the public, we suppose, has made
up its mind. To compare it with the masterpieces of
the Attic stage, with the great English dramas of the
time of Elizabeth, or even with the productions of
Schiller’s manhood, would be absurd indeed. Yet it
contains excellent dialogue and declamation, and,
among plays fashioned on the French model, must
be allowed to rank high ; not indeed with Athalie, or
Saul; but, we think, not below Cinna, and certainly
above any other English tragedy of the same school,
above many of the plays of Corneille, above many of
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the plays of Voltaire and Alfieri, and above some
plays of Racine. Be this as it may, we have little
doubt that Cato did as much as the Tatlers, Specta-
tors, and Frecholders united, to raise Addison’s fame
among his contemporaries.

The modesty and good nature of the successful
dramatist had tamed even the malignity of faction.
But literary envy, it should seem, is a fiercer passion
than party spirit. It was by a zealous Whig that
the fiercest attack on the Whig tragedy was made.
-John Dennis published Remarks on Cato, which were
written with some acuteness and with much coarse-
ness and asperity. Addison neither defended himself
nor retaliated. On many points he had an excellent
defence ; and nothing would have been easier than
to retaliate ; for Dennis had written bad odes, bad
tragedies, bad comedies: he had, moreover, a larger
share than most men of those infirmities and eccentri-
cities which excite laughter ; and Addison’s power of
turning either an absurd book or an absurd man into
ridicule was unrivalled. Addison, however, serenely
conscious of his superiority, looked with pity on his
assailant, whose temper, naturally irritable and gloomy,
had been soured by want, by controversy, and by
literary failures.

But among the young candidates for Addison’s
favour there was one distinguished by talents from
the rest, and distinguished, we fear, not less by
malignity and insincerity. Pope was only twenty-
five. But his powers had expanded to their full
maturity ; and his best poem, the Rape of the Lock,
had recently been published. Of his genius, Addi-
son had always expressed high admiration. But
Addison had early discerned, what might indeed
have been discerned by an eye less penetrating than
his, that the diminutive, crooked, sickly boy was
eager to revenge himself on society for the unkind-
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ness of nature. In the Spectator, the Essay on
Criticism had been praised with cordial warmth; but
a gentle hint had been added, that the writer of so
excellent a poem would have done well to avoid ill
natured personalities. Pope, though evidently more
galled by the censure than gratified by the praise, re-
turned thanks for the admonition, and promised to
profit by it. The two writers continued to exchange
civilities, counsel, and small good offices. Addison
publicl, lled Pope’s miscell pieces ; and
Pope furnished Addison with a prologue. This did
not last long. Pope hated Dennis, whom he had
injured without provocation. The appearance of the
Remarks on Cato gave the irritable poet an opportu-
nity of venting his malice under the show of friend-
ship; and such an opportunity could not but be
welcome to a nature which was implacable in enmity,
and which always preferred the tortuous to the
straight path. He published, accordingly, the Narra-
tive of the Frenzy of John Dennis. But Pope had
mistaken his powers. He was a great master of °
invective and sarcasm : he could dissect a character
in terse and sonorous couplets, brilliant with anti-
thesis : but of dramatic talent he was altogether
destitute, If he had written a lampoon on Dennis,
such as that on Atticus, or that on Sporus, the old
grumbler would have been crushed. But Pope writing
dialogue resembled—to borrow Horace’s imagery
and his own—a wolf which, instead of biting, should
take to kicking, or a monkey which should try to
sting. - The Narrative is utterly contemptible. Of
argument there is not even the show; and the jests
are such as, if they were introduced into a farce,
would call forth the hisses of the shilling gallery.
Dennis raves about the drama ; and the nurse thinks
that he is calling for a dram. “There is,” he cries,
*no peripetia in the tragedy, no change of fortune, no
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change at all.” “Pray, good Sir, be not angry,” says
the old woman; “I’ll fetch change.” This is not
exactly the pleasantry of Addison.

‘There can be no doubt that Addison saw through
this officious zcal, and felt hlmse]f deeply aggrieved
by it. So fooli: h and spi hlet could do
him no good, and, if he were thought to have any
hand in it, must do him harm. Gifted with in-
comparable powers of ridicule, he had never, even in
self-defence, used those powers inhumanly or un-
courteously ; and he was not disposed to let others
make his fame and his interests a pretext under
whxch they might comrmt outrages from which he
had h cc ly ab d. He accordingly
declared that he had no concern in the Narrative,
that he disapproved of it, and that, if he answered
the Remarks, he would answer them like a gentle-
man; and he took care to communicate this to
Denms. Pope was bitterly mortified ; and to this

tion we are inclined to ascribe the hatred with
which he ever after regarded Addison.

In September 1713 the Guardian ceased to ap-
pear. Steele had gone mad about politics. A general
election had just taken place: he had been chosen
member for Stockbridge; and he fully expected to
play a first part in Parli: The
of the Tatler and Spectator had turned his head. He
had been the cditor of both those papers, and was
not aware how entirely they owed thceir influence and
popularity to the genius of his friend. His spirits,
always violent, were now excited by vanity, ambition,
and faction, to such a pitch that he every day com-
mitted some offence against good sense and good
taste. All the discreet and moderate members of
his own party regretted and condemned his folly.
“I am in a thousand troubles,” Addison wrote,
“about poor Dick, and wish that his zeal for the
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public may not be ruinous to himself. But he has

. sent me word that he is determined to go on, and
that any advice I may give him in this particular will
have no weight with him.”

Steele set up a political paper called the English-
man, which, as it was not supported by contributions
from Addison, completely failed. By this work, by
some other writings of the same kind, and by the airs
which he gave himself at the first meeting of the new
Parliament, he made the Tories so angry that they
determined to expel him. The Whigs stood by him
gallantly, but were unable to save him. The vote of
expulsion was regarded by all dispassil men as a
tyrannical exercise of the power of the majority. But

Steele’s violence and folly, though they by no means
justified the steps which his enemies took, had com-
pletely disgusted his friends ; nor did he ever regain
the place which he had held in the public estimation.

Addison about this time conceived the design of
adding an eighth volume to the Spectator. In June
1714 the first number of the new series appeared, and
during about six months three papers were published
weekly. Nothing can be more striking than the
contrast between the Englishman and the eighth
volume of the Spectator, between Steele without
Addison and Addison without Steele. The English-
man is forgotten ; the eighth volume of the Spectator
contains, perhaps, the finest essays, both serious and
playful, in the English language.

Before this volume was completed, the death of
Anne produced an entire change in the administra-
tion of public affairs. The blow fell suddenly. It
found the Tory party distracted by internal feuds,
and unprepared for any great effort. Harley had just
been disgraced. Bolingbroke, it was supposed, would -
be the chief minister. But the Queen was on her
deathbed before the white staff had been given, and
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her last public act was to deliver it with a feeble hand
to the Duke of Shrewsbury. The emergency pro-
duced a coalition between all sections of public men
who were attached to the Protestant succession.
George the First was proclaimed without opposition.
A Council, in which the leading Whigs had seats,
took the direction of affairs till the new King should
arrive. The first act of the Lords Justices was to
appoint Addison their secretary.

There is an idle tradition that he was directed to
prepare a letter to the King, that he could not satisfy
himself as to the style of this composition, and that
the Lords Justices called in a clerk who at once did
what was wanted. It is not strange that a story so
flattering to diocrity should be popular; and we
are sorry to deprive d of their lati: Baut
the truth must be told. It was well observed by Sir
James Mackintosh, whose knowledge of these times.
was unequalled, that Addison never, in_any official
document, affected wit or eloquence, and that his
despatches are, without exception, remarkable for
unpretending simplicity. Every body who knows
with what ease Addison’s finest essays were produced
must be convinced that, if well turned phrases had
been wanted, he would have had no difficulty in find-
ing them. We are, however, inclined to believe, that
the story is not absolutely without a foundation. It
may well be that Addison did not know, till he had
consulted experienced clerks who remembered the
times when William the Third was absent on the
Continent, in what form a letter from the Council of
Regency to the King ought to be drawn. We think~
it very likely that the ablest statesmen of our time,
Lord John Russell, Sir Robert Peel, Lord Palmerston,
for example, would, in similar circumstances, be found
quite as ignorant. Every office has some little
mysteries which the dullest man may learn with a




Lifc and Writings of Addison 145

little attention, and whxch the greatest man cannot
possibly know by i One paper must be
stgncd by the chicf of the department; another by
his deputy : to a third the royalsign manual is neces-
sary. One ion is to be i

another is not. Onc sentence must be in black ink
and another in red ink. If the ablest Sccretary for
Ireland were moved to the India Board, if the ablest
President of the India Board were moved to the War
Office, he would require instruction on points like
these; and we do not doubt that Addison requircd
such instruction when he became, for the first time,
Secretary to the Lords Justices.

George the First took possession of his kingdom
without opposition. A new ministry was formed,
and a new Parliament favoumble to the \Vhlgs
chosen. derland was app 1 Lord 1

Chiet Secretary.

At Dublin Swift resided ; and there was much
speculation about the way in which the Dean and the
Secretary would behave towards each other. The
relations which existed between these remarkable
men form an interesting and pleasing portion of
literary history. They had early attached themselves
to the same political party and to the same patrons.
While Anne’s Whig ministry was in power, the visits
of Swift to London and the official residence of
Addison in Ircland had given them opportunities of
knowing each other. They were the two shrewdest
observers of their age. But their observations on
each other had led them to favourable conclusions.
Swift did full justice to the rare powers of conver-
sation which were latent under the bashful deport-
ment of Addison. Addison, on the other hand,
discerned much good nature under the scvere look
and manner of Swift; and, indeed, the Swnl‘t of

VOL. X
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1708 and the Swift of 1738 were two very different

en.

But the paths of the two friends diverged widely.
The Whig statesmen loaded Addison with solid
benefits. They praised Swift, asked him to dinner,
and did nothing more for him. His profession laid
them under a difficulty. In the state they could not
promote him ; and they had reason to fear that, by
bestowing preferment in the church on the author of
the Tale of a Tub, they might give scandal to the
public, which had no high opinion of their orthodoxy.
He did not make fair allowance for the difficulties
which prevented Halifax and Somers from serving
hlm, thought lnmself an ill used man, sacrificed

and y tor ge, joined the Tories,
and became their most formidable champion. He
soon found, however, that his old friends were less to
‘blame than he had supposed. The dislike with which
the Queen and the heads of the Church regarded him
was insurmountable; and it was with the greatest
difficulty that he obtained an ecclesiastical dignity of
no great value, on condition of fixing his residence
in a country which he detested

Difference of p i had prod d, not
indeed a quarrel, “but a coolness between Swift and
Addison. They at length ceased altogether to see
each other. Yet there was between them a tacit
compact like that between the hereditary guests in
the l]iad.
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It is not strange that Addison, who calumniated
and insulted nobody, should not have calumniated or
insulted Swift. But it is remarkable that Swift, to
whom neither genius nor virtue was sacred, and who
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gem:rally seermed to find, like most other renegades,

in attacl old friends, should
have shown so much respect and tenderness to
Addison.

Fortune had now changed. The accession of
the House of Hanover had secured in England the
liberties of the people, and in Ireland the dominion
of the Protestant caste. To that caste Swift was
more odious than any other man. He was hooted
and even pelted in the streets of Dublin; and could
not venture to ride along the strand for his health
without the attendance of armed servants. Many
whom he had formerly served now libelled and in-
suited him. At this time Addison arrived. He had
been advised not to show the smallest civility to the
Dean of St. Patrick’s. He had answered, with admir-
able spirit, that it might be necessary for men whose
fidelity to their party was suspected to hold no inter-
course with political opponents; but that one who

ad been a steady Whig in the worst times might
venture, when the good cause was triumphant, to
shake hands with an old friend who was one of the
vanquished Tories. His kindness was soothing to
the proud and cruelly wounded spirit of Swift; and
the two great satirists resumed their habits of friendly
intercourse.

Those associates of Addison whose political
opinions agreed with his shared his good fortune.
He took Tickell with him to Ireland. He procured
for Budgell a lucrative place in the same kingdom.
Ambrose Phillipps was provided for in England.
Steele had injured himself so much by his eccen-
tricity and per that he obtained but a very
small part of what he thought his due. He was, how-
ever, knighted; he had a place in the household;
and he subsequently received other marks of favour
from the court.

L2
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Addison did not remain long in Ireland. In
1715 he quitted his secretaryship for a seat at the
Board of Trade. In the same year his comedy of the
Drummer was brought on the stage. The name of
the author was not announced ; the piece was coldly
received ; and some critics have expressed a doubt
whether it were really Addison’s. To us the evidence,
both external and internal, seems decisive. It is not
in Addison’s best manner ; but it contains numerous
passages which no other writer known to us could
have produced. It was again performed after Addi-
son’s death, and, being known to be his, was loudly
applauded.

Towards the close of the year 1715, while the
Rebellion was still raging in Scotland, Addison pub-
lished the first number of a paper called the Free-
holder. Among his political works the Freeholder is
entitled to the first place. Even in the Spectator
there are few serious papers nobler than the character
of his friend Lord Somers, and certainly no satirical
papers supermr to those in which the Tory foxhunter
is introd . This ct ter is the original of Squire
Western, and is drawn with all Fielding’s force, and
with a delicacy of which Fielding was altogether
destitute. As none of Addison’s works exhibits
stronger marks of his genius than the Freeholder, so
none does more honour to his moral character. Itis
difficult to extol too highly the candour and humanity
of a political writer, whom even the excitement of
civil war cannot hurry into unseemly violence. Ox-
ford, it is well known, was then the stronghold of
Toryism, The High Street had been repeatedly lined
with bayonets in order to keep down the disaffected
gownsmen ; and traitors pursued by the messengers
of the Government had been concealed in the garrets
of several colleges. Yet the admonition which, even
under such circumstances, Addison addressed to the
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University, is singularly gentle, respectful, and even
affectionate. Indeed, he could not find it in his heart
to deal harshly even with iffiaginary persons. His
fc though ig stupid, and violent, is at
heart a good fellow, and is at last reclaimed by the
clemency of the King. Steele was dissatisfied with
his friend’s moderation, and though he acknowledged
that the Freehold llently written, com-
plained that the rmmstry played on a lute when it
was necessary to blow the trumpet. He accordingly
determined to execute a flourish after his own fashion,
and tried to rouse the public spirit of the nation by
means of a paper called the Town Talk, which is
now as utterly forgotten as his Engl:shrnan, as his
Crisis, as his Letter to the Bailiff of Stockbridge, as
his Reader, in short, as every thing that he wrote
without the help of Addison.

In the same year in which the Drummer was
acted, and in which the first numbers of the Free-
holder appeared, the estrangement of Pope and Addi-
son became complete. Addison had from the first
seen that Pope was false and malevolent. Pope had
discovered that Addison was jealous. The discovery
was made in a strange manner. Pope had written the
Rape of the Lock, in two cantos, without supernatural
machinery. These two cantos had been loudly ap-
plauded, and by none more loudly than by Addison.
‘Then Pope thought of the Sylphs and Gnomes, Ariel,
Momentilla, Crispissa, and Umbriel, and resolved to
interweave the Rosicrucian mythology with the ori-
gindl fabric. He asked Addison’s advice. Addison
said that the poem as it stood was a delicious little
thing, and entreated Pope not to run the risk of
marring what was so excellent in trymg to mend lt.
Pope afterwards declared that this di
first opened his eyes to the baseness of him who
gave it
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Now there can be no doubt that Pope’s plan was
most ingeniousy;and that he afterwards executed it
with great skill and success. But does it necessarily
follow that Addison’s advice was bad? And if Addi-
son’s advice was bad, does it necessarily follow that it
was given from bad motives? If a friend were to ask
us whether we would advise him to risk his allin a
Jottery of which the chances were ten to one against
him, we should do our best to dissuade him from run-
ning such a risk. Even if he were so lucky as to get
the thirty thousand pound prize, we should not admit
that we had counselled him ill ; and we should cer-
tainly think it the height of injustice in him to accuse
us of having been actuated by malice. We think
Addison’s advice good advice. It rested on a sound
principle, the result of long and wide experience. The
general rule undoubtedly is that, when a successful
work of imagination has been produced, it should
not be recast. We cannot at this moment call to
mind a single instance in which this rule has been
transgressed with happy effect, except the instance
of the Rape of the Lock. Tasso recast his Jerusalem.
Akenside recast his Pleasures of the Imagination, and
his Epistle to Curio. Pope himself, emboldened no
doubt by the success with which he had expanded
and remodelled the Rape of the Lock, made the same
experiment on the Dunciad. All these attempts
failed. Who was to foresee that Pope would, once
in his life, be able to do what he could not himself
do twice, and what nobody else has ever done?

Addison’s advice was good. But had it been bad,
why should we pronounce it dishonest? Scott tells
us that one of his best friends predicted the failure of
Waverley. Herder adjured Goethe not to take so
unpromising a subject as Faust. Hume tried to dis-
suade Robertson from writing the History of Charles
the Fifth. Nay, Pope himself was one of those who
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prophesied that Cato would never succeed on the
stage, and advised Addison to print it without risk-
ing a representation. But Scott, Goethe, Robertson,
Addison, had the good sense and generosity to give
their advisers credit for the best intentions. Pope’s
heart was not of the same kind with theirs.

In 1715, while he was engaged in translating the
Iliad, he met Addison at a coffeechouse. Phillipps
and Budgell were there; but their sovereign got rid
of them, and asked Pope to dine with him alone.
After dinner, Addison said that he lay under a diffi-
culty which he wished to explain. “Tickell,” he said,
“translated some time ago the first book of the Iliad.
I have promised to look it over and correct it. I can-
not therefore ask to see yours; for that would
be double dealing.” Pope made a civil reply, and
begged that his second book might have the advan-
tage of Addison’s revision. Addison readily ,
looked over the second book, and sent it back with
warm commendations.

Tickell’s version of the first book appeared soon
after this conversation. In the preface, all rivalry
was earnestly disclaimed. Tickell declared that he
should not go on with the Iliad. That enterprise
he should leave to powers which he admitted to
be supenor to his own. His only view, he said, in
I this it was to b k the favour
of the public to a ) translation of the Odyssey, in which
he had made some progress.

Addlson and Addison’s devoted followers, pro-

the good, but d that
Tickell’s had more of the original. The town gave a
decided preference to Pope’s. We do not think it
worth while to settle such a question of precedence.
Neither of the rivals,can be said to have translated
the Iliad, unless, indeed, the word translation be used
in the sense which it bears in the Midsummer Night's

—
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Dream. When Bottom makes his appearance with
an ass's head instead of his own, Peter Quince ex-
claims, “ Bless thee! Bottom, bless thee! thou art
translated.” In this sense, undoubtedly, the readers
of cither Pope or Tickell may very properly exclaim,
“ Bless thee! Homer ; thou art translated indeed.”

Our readers will, we hope, agree with us in think-
ing that no man in Addison’s situation could have
acted more fairly and kindly, both towards Pope, and
towards Tickell, than he appears to have done. But
an odious suspicion had sprung up in the mind of
Pope. He fancied, and he soon firmly believed, that
there was a deep conspiracy against his fame and his
fortunes. The work on which he had staked his re-
putation was to be depreciated. The subscription, on
which rested his hopes of a competence, was to be
defeated. W ith this view Addison had made a rival
translation : Tickell had consented to father it; and
the wits of Button’s had united to puff it

Is there any external evidence to support this
grave accusation? The answer is short. There is
absolutely none.

Was there any internal evidence which proved
Addison to be the author of this version? Was it
a work which Tickell was incapable of producing?
Surely not. Tickell was a Fellow of a College at
Oxford, and must be supposed to have been able to
construe the Iliad ; and he was a better versifier than
his friend. We are not aware that Pope pretended to
have discovered any turns of expression peculiar to
Addison. Had such turns of expression been dis-
covered, they would be sufficicntly accounted for by
supposing Addison to have corrected his friend’s
lines, as he owned that he had done.

Is there any thing in the character of the accused
P which ! the ion probable? We
answer confidently—nothing. Tickell was long after
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this time described by Pope himsclf as a very fair and
worthy man. Addison had been, during many years,
before the public. Literary rivals, political opponents
had kept their eyes on him. But neither envy nor
faction, in their utmost rage, had ever imputed to
him a single deviation from the laws of honour and
of social morality. Had he been indeed a man
meanly jealous of fame, and capable of stooping to
base and wicked arts for the purpose of injuring his
competitors, would his vices have remained latent so
long? He was a writer of tragedy : had he ever in-
jured Rowe? He was a writer of comedy: had he
not done ample justice to Congreve, and given valu-
able help to Steele? He was a pamphleteer: have
not his good nature and generosity been acknow-
ledged by Swift, his rival in fame and his adversary
in politics ?

That Tickell should have been guilty of a villany
seems to us highly improbable. That Addison should
have been guilty of a villany seems to us highly im-
probable. But that these two men should bhave
conspired together to commit a villany scems to us
improbable in a tenfold degree. All that is known
to us of their intercourse tends to prove, that it was
not the i of t\\o in crime,
These are some of the lines in which Tickell poured
forth his sorrow over the coffin of Addison :

¢ Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behmd,
A task well suited to thy gentle mind ?
Oh, if sometimes thy spotless form descend,
To me thine aid, thou guardian genius, lend.
When mge misguides me, or when fear alarms,
When pain distresses, or when pleasure charms,
In silent whisperings purer thoughts im;

- And tum from ill a frail and feeble heart ;

Lead through the paths thy virtue trod bel'ore,
“Till bliss shall join, nor death can part us more.”
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In what words, we should like to know, did this
guardian genius invite his pupil to join in a plan such
as the Editor of the Satirist would hardly dare to pro-
pose to the Editor of the Age?

‘We do not accuse Pope of bringing an accusation
which he knew to be false. We have not the smallest
doubt that he believed it to be true; and the evidence
on which he believed it he found in his own bad heart.
His own life was one long series of tricks, as mean
and as malicious as that of which he suspected Addi-
son and Tickell. He was all stiletto and mask. To
injure, to insult, and to save himself from the conse-
quences of injury and insult by lying and equivocat-
ing,was the habit of his life. He published a lampoon
on the Duke of Chandos he was taxed with it; and
he lied and equi He dal
on Aaron Hill; he was taxed with it; and he lied
and equlvocated He published a still fouler lam-
poon on Lady Mary Wortley Montague ; he was
taxed with it; and he lied with more than usual
effrontery and vehemence. He puffed himself and
abused his enemies under feigned names. He robbed
himself of his own letters, and then raised the hue
and cry after them. Besides his frauds of malignity,
of fear, of interest, and of vanity, there were frauds
which he seems to have committed from love of fraud
alone. He had a habit of stratagem, a pleasure in
outwitting all who came near him. Whatever his
object might be, the indirect road to it was that which
he preferred. For Bolingbroke, Pope undoubtedly felt
as much love and veneration as it was in his nature
to feel for any human being. Yet Pope was scarcely
dead when it was discovered that, from no motive ex-
cept the mere love of artifice, he had been guilty of
an act of gross perfidy to Bolingbroke.

Nothing was more natural than that such a man
as this should attribute to others that which he felt
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within himself. A plain, probable, coherent expla-
nation is frankly given to him. He is certain that it
is all a romance. A line of conduct scrupulously
fair, and even friendly, is pursued towards him. He
is convinced that it is merely a cover for a vile in-
trigue by which he is to be disgraced and ruined. It
is vain to ask him for proofs. He has none, and
wants none, except those which he carries in his own
bosom.

Whether Pope’s malignity at length provoked
Addison to retaliate for the first and last time, cannot
now be known with certainty. We have only Pope's
story, which runs thus. A pamphlet appeared con-
taining some reflections which stung Pope to the
quick. What those reflections were, and whether
they were reflections of which he had a right to com-
‘plain, we have now no means of deciding. The Earl
of Warwick, a foolish and vicious lad, who regarded
Addison with the feelings with which such lads gene-
rally regard their best friends, told Pope, truly or
falsely, that this pamphlet had been written by
Addison’s direction. When we consider what a ten-
dency stories have to grow, in passing even from one
honest man to another honest man, and when we
consider that to the name of honest man neither Pope
nor the Earl of Warwick had a claim, we are not dis-
posed to attach much importance to this anecdote.

1t is certain, however, that Pope was furious. He
had already sketched the character of Atticus in
prose. In his anger he turned this prose into the
brilliant and energetic lines which every body knows
by heart, or ought to know by heart, and sent them
to Addison. One charge which Pope has enforced
with great skill is probably not without foundation.
Addison was, we are inclined to believe, too fond
of presiding over a circle of humble friends. Of
the other imputations which these famous lines are
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intended to convey, scarcely onc has ever been proved
to be just, and some are certainly false. That Ad-
dison was not in the habit of “ damning with faint
praise” app from i able [ in his
writings, and from none more than from those in
which he mentions Pope. And it is not merely un-
just, but ridiculous, to describe a man who made the
fortune of almost every one of his intimate friends, as
“ so obliging that he ne'er obliged.”

That Addison felt the sting of Pope’s satire
keenly, we cannot doubt. That he was conscious of
one of the weaknesses with which he was reproached,
is highly probable. But his heart, we firmly believe,
acquitted him of the gravest part of the accusation.
He acted like himself. As a satirist he was, at
his own weapons, more than Pope’s match; and he
would have been at no loss for topics. A distorted
and diseased body, tenanted by a yet more distorted
and disecased mind ; spite and envy thinly disguised
by sentiments as benevolent and noble as those which
Sir Peter Teazle admired in Mr. Joseph Surface; a
feeble sickly licentiousness; an odious love of filthy
and noisome images; these were things which a
genius less powerful than that to which we owe the
Spectator could easily have held up to the mirth and
hatred of mankind, Addison had, moreover, at his
command other means of vengeance which a bad man
would not have scrupled to use. He was powerful in
the state. Iope was a Catholic ; and, in those times,
a minister would have found it easy to harass the
most i Catholic by i ble petty vexa-
tions. Pope, near twenty years later, said that,
“through the lenity of the government alone he
could live with comfort.” *Consider,” he exclaimed,
“ the injury that a man of high rank and credit may
do to a private person, under penal laws and many
other disadvantages.” It is pleasing to reflect that
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the only revenge which Addison took was to insert
in the Fi a warm on the trans-
lation of the Iliad, and to exhort all lovers of learning
to put down their names as subscribers. There could
be no doubt, he said, from the specimens already
published, that the masterly hand of Pope would do
as much for Homer as Dryden had done for Virgil.
From that time to the end of his life, he always
treated Pope, by Pope's own acknowledgment, with
justice. Friendship was, of course, at an end.

One reason which induced the Earl of Warwick
to play the i i art of talet on this
occasion, may have been his dislike of the marriage
which was about to mkc place between hxs mother
and Addison. The C D
of the old and honourable family of the Myddletons
of Chirk, a family which, in any country but ours,
would be called noble, resided at Holland House.
Addison had, during some years, occupied at Chelsea
a small dwelling, once the abode of Neil Gwynn.
Chelsea is now a district of London, and Holland
House may be called a town residence. But, in the
days of Anne and George the First, milkmaids and
sportsmen wandered between green hedges and over
fields bright with daisies, from Kensington almost to
the shore of the Thama. Addison and Lady War-
wick were country nei and b
friends. The great wit and scholar tried to allure
the young Lord from the fashionable amusements
of beating watchmen, breaking windows, and rolling
women in hogsheads down Holborn Hill, to the study
of letters and the practice of virtue. These well
meant exertions did little good, however, either to
the disciple or to the master. Lord Warwick grew
up a rake; and Addison fell in love. The mature
beauty of the Countess has been celebrated by poets
in language which, after a very large allowance has
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been made for flattery, would lead us to belicve that
she was a finc woman; and her rank doubtless
hecightened her attractions. The courtship was long,
The hopes of the lover appear to have risen and
fallen with the fortunes of his party. His attachment
was at length matter of such notoricty that, when he
visited Ireland for the last time, Rowe addressed
some consolatory verses to the Chloe of Holland
House. It strikes us as a little strange that, in these
verses, Addison should be called Lycidas, a name of
singularly cvil omen for a swain just about to cross
St. George's Channel.

At length Chloe capitulated. Addison was indeed
able to treat with her on equal terms. He had reason
to expect preferment even higher than that which he
had attained. He had inherited the fortune of a
brother who died Governor of Madras. IHe had pur-
chased an estate in Warwickshire, and had been wel-
comed to his domain in very tolerable verse by one
of the necighbouring squires, the poctical foxhunter,
William Somervile. In August 1716, the newspapers
announced that Joseph Addison, Esquire, famous for
many excellent works both in verse and prose, had
espoused the Countess Dowager of Warwick.

He now fixed his abode at Holland House, a
house which can boast of a greater number of inmates
distinguished in political and literary history than
any other private dwelling in England. His portrait
still hangs there. The features are pleasing; the
complexion is remarkably fair ; but in the expression,
we trace rather the gentleness of his disposition than
the force and keenness of his intcllect.

Not long after his marriage he reached the height
of civil greatness. The Whig Government had, dur-
ing some time, been torn by internal dissensions.
Yord Townshend led one section of the Cabinct,
Lord Sunderland the other, At length, in the spring
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of 1717, Sunderland triumphed. Townshend retired
from office, and was accompanied by Walpole and
Cowper. Sunderland proceeded to reconstruct the
Ministry ; and Addison was appointed Secretary of
State. It is certain that the Seals were pressed upon
him, and were at first declined by him. Men equally
versed in official business might easily have been

- found ; and his colleagues knew that they could not
expect assistance from him in debate. He owed his
elevation to his popularity, to his stainless probity,
and to his literary fame.

But scarcely had Addison entered the Cabinet
when his health began to fail. From one serious
attack he recovered in the autumn ; and his recovery
was celebrated in Latin verses, worthy of his own
pen, by Vincent Bourne, who was then at Trinity
College, Cambridge, A relapse soon took place;
and, in the following spring, Addison was prevented
by a severe asthma from discharging the duties of his
post. He resigned it,and was succeeded by his friend
Craggs, a young man whose natural parts, though
little improved by cultivation, were quick and showy,
whose graceful person and winning manners had
made him generally acceptable in society, and who,
if he had lived, would probably have been the most
formidable of all the rivals of Walpole.

As yet there wasno Joseph Hume. The Ministers,
therefore, were able to bestow on Addison a retiring
pension of fifteen hundred pounds a year. In what
form this pension was given we are not told by the
biographers, and have not time to inquire. But it is
certain that Addison did not vacate his seat in the
House of Commons.

Rest of mind and body seemed to have reesta-
blished his health ; and he thanked God with cheerful
piety, for having set him free both from his office and
from his asthma. Many years seemed to be before
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him, and he meditated many works, a tragedy on the
death of Socrates, a translation of the Psalms, a trca-
tise on the cvidences of Christianity. Of this last
performance, a part, which we could well spare, has
come down to us,
But the fatal complaint soon returncd, and gradu-
ally g iled all the of
Itis mchncholy to thinlk that the last months of such
a life should have been overclouded both by domestic
and by political vexations. A tradition which began
early, which has been generally received, and to which
we have nothing to oppose, has represented his wife
as an arrogant and imperious woman. It is said that,
till his health failed him, he was glad to escapc from
the C t D ger and her ifi dining
room, blazing with the gilded devices of the House
of Rich, to some tavern where he could cnjoy a
Iaugh, a talk about Virgil and Boilcau, and a bottle
of claret, with the fricnds of his happier days. All
those friends, however, were not left to him. Sir
Richard Stecle had been gradually estranged by
various causes. He considered himself as onc who,
in evil tlmcs, lnd braved martyrdom for his political
ded, when the Whig party was
trmrnph'mt, a large compensation for what he had
suffered when it was militant.  The \Whig leaders
took a very different view of his claims. They
thought that he had, by his own petulance and folly,
brought them as wcll as himsclf into trouble, and
though they did not absolutely neglect him, doled
out favours to him with a sparing hand. It was
natural that he should be angry with them, and
especially angry with Addison. But what above all
scems to have disturbed Sir Richard, was the eleva-
tion of Tickell, who, at thirty, was made by Addison
Undersccretary of State; while the Editor of the
‘Tatler and Spectator, the author of the Crisis, the
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member for Stockbridge who had been persecuted
for firm adherence to the House of Hanover, was, at
near fifty, forced, after many solicitations and com-
plaints, to content himself “with a share in the patent
of Drury Lane theatre. Steele himself says in his
celebrated letter to Congreve, that Addison, by his
preference of Tickell, “incurred the warmest resent-
ment of other gentlemen ;” and every thing seems to
indicate that, of those resentful gentlemen, Steele
was himself one.

While poor Sir Richard was brooding over what
he considered as Addison’s unkindness, a new cause
of quarrel arose. The Whig party, already divided
against itself, was rent by a new schism. The cele-
brated Bill for limiting the number of Peers had been
brought in. The proud Duke of Somerset, first in
rank of all the nobles whose rehglon permxtted them
to sit in Parli; was the author of the
measure. But it was supported, and, in truth, devxsed
by the Prime Minister.

We are satisfied that the Bill was most pernicious;
and we fear that the motives which induced Sunder-
land to frame it were not honourable to him. But
we cannot deny that it was supported by many of
the best and wisest men of that age. Nor was
this strange. The royal prerogative had, within the
memory of the generation then in the vigour of life,
been so grossly abused, that it was still regarded
with a jealousy which, when the peculiar situation
of the House of Brunswick is considered, may
perhaps be called immoderate. The particular pre-
rogative of creating peers had, in the opinion of the
‘Whigs, been grossly abused by Queen Anne’s last
ministry ; and even the Tories admitted that her
‘Majesty, in swamping, as it has since been called, the
Upper House, had done what only an extreme case
could justify. The theory of the English const:tuhon, .

VOL. X
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according to many high authorities, was that three
independent p(mcrs. the sovere:gn, the nobility, and
the ought ly to act as checks on
cach other. If this theory were sound, it scemed
to follow that to put onec of these powers under the
absolute control of the other two, was absurd. But
if the number of peers were unlimited, it could not
well be denied that the Upper House was under the
absolute control of the Crown and the Commons, and
was indebtcd only to their moderation for any power
which it might be suffered to retain.

Steele took part with the Opposition, Addison
with the Ministers. Steele, in a paper called the
Plebeian, vehemently attacked the Bill. Sunderland
called for help on Addison, and Addison obcyed the
call. Ina paper called the Old Whig, he answered,
and indced refuted, Steele’s arguments. 1t scems to
us that the premiscs of both the controvcrsmhsts were
unsound, that, on those f Ad
wcll and Steele ill, and that conscquently Addlson

ht out a false concl while Stecle blundered
upon the truth. In style, in wit, and in politeness,
Addison maintained his superiority, though the Old
\Whig is by no means one of his happiest performances.

At first, both the anonymous opponents observed
the laws of propricty. But at length Stecle so far
forgot himself as to throw an odious imputation on
the morals of the chiefs of the administration. Addi-
son replied with severity, but, in our opinion, with
less severity than was duec to so grave an ofience
against morality and decorum; nor did he, in his just
anger, forget for 2 moment the laws of good taste and
good breeding. One calumny which has been often
repeated, and never yet contradicted, it is our duty to
expose. It is asserted in the Biographia Britannica,
that Addison designated Stecle as “little Dicky.”
This assertion was repeated by Johnson, who had
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never seen the Old Whig, and was therefore excusable.
It has also been repeated by .Miss Aikin, who has
seen the Old Whig, and for whom therefore there is
less excuse. Now, it is true that the words “little
Dicky ” occur in the Old Whig, and that Steele’s
name was Richard. It is equally true that the words
“little Isaac ” occur in the Duenna, and that Newton’s
name was Isaac. But we confidently affirm that
Addison’s little Dicky had no more to do with Steele,
than Sheridan’s little Isaac with Newton, If we
apply the words “little Dicky ” to Steele, we deprive
a very lively and ingenious passage, not only of all
its wit, but of all its meaning. Little Dicky was the
nickname of Henry Norris, an actor of remarkably
small stature, but of great humour, who played the
usurer Gomez, then a most popular part, in Dryden’s
Spanish Friar.!

The merited reproof which Steele had received,
though softened by some kind and courteous expres-
sions, galled him bitterly. He replied with little
force and great acrimony ; but no rejoinder appeared.
Addison was fast hastefiing to his grave; and had,
we may well suppose, little disposition to prosecute
a quarrel with an old friend. His complaint had
terminated in dropsy. He bore up long and man-

tnnscribe the whole pnngnph. How it can ever have
been nnsnnﬂ:mend
¢ But our author’s chufeonmmh fm- poor House of Commons,
whom he represents as naked and defenceless, when the men, by
losing 5 would be less able to

inado,
pxustnle, suffered wlth

a most Christian ca. menmpmb:bu-nﬁg of the fact never

to msaminh in the audsm; and one may venture to answer for a

British House of Commons, if we may guess from its conduct hitherto,

that it will scarce be either so tame or so weak as our author suppnse."
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fully. But at length he abandoned all hope, dis-
missed his physicians, and calmly prepared himself
to die.

His works he entrusted to the care of Tickell, and
dedicated them a very few days before his death to
Craggs, in a letter written with the sweet and grace-
ful cloquence of a Saturday’s Spectator. In this his

"last composition, he alluded to his approaching end
in words so manly, so cheerful, and so tender, that it
is difficult to rcad them without tears. At the same
time he ly ded the i of Tickell
to the care of Craggs.

‘Within a few hours of the time at which this
dedication was written, Addison sent to beg Gay,
who was then living by his wits about town, to come
to Holland House. Gay went and was received with
great kind To his his forgiveness
was implored by the dying man. Poor Gay, the
most goodnatured and simple of mankind, could not
imagine what he had to forgive. There was, how-
ever, some wrong, the remembrance of which weighed
on Addison’s mind, and which he decclared himself
anxious to rcpair. He was in a state of extreme
exhaustion ; and the parting was doubtless a friendly
one on both sides. Gay supposed that some plan to
serve him had been in agitation at Court, and had
been frustrated by Addison’s influence. Nor is this
improbable. Gay had paid assiduous court to the
royal family. But in the Queen’s days he had been
the culogist of Bolingbroke, and was still connected
with many Torics. It is not strange that Addison,
while heated by conflict, should have thought himself
justified in obstructing the preferment of one whom
he might regard as a political enemy. Neither is
it strange that when reviewing his whole life, and
earnestly scrutinising all his motives, he should think
that he had acted an unkind and ungenerous part, in
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using his power against a distressed man of letters,
who was as harmless and as helpless as a child.

One inference may be drawn from this anecdote.
It appears that Addison, on his deathbed, called him-
self to a strict account,and was not at case till he had
asked pardon for an injury which it was not even
suspected that he had committed, for an injury which
would have caused disquiet only to a very tender
conscience. Is it not then reasonable to infer that, if
he had really been guilty of forming a base conspiracy
against the fame and fortunes of a rival, he would
have expressed some remorse for so serious a crime?
But it is unnecessary to multiply arguments and evi-
dence for the defence, when there is neither argument
nor evid for the i

The Jast moments of Addison were perfectly
serene. His interview with his step-son is universally
known. “See,” he said, “ how a Christian can die.”
The piety of Addison was, in truth, of a singularly
cheerful character. The fcelmg which predominates
in all his devotional writings is gratitude. God was
to him the allwise and allpowerful friend who had
watched over his cradle with more than maternal
tenderness ; who had listened to his cries before they
could form themselves in prayer ; who had preserved
his youth from the snares of vice ; who had made his
cup run over with wor]dly gs ; who had
the value of those b by b thankful
heart to enjoy them, and dear friends to partake
them ; who had rebuked the waves of the Ligurian
gulf, had purified the autumnal air of the Campagna,
and had restrained the avalanches of Mont Cenis. Of
the Psalms, his favourite was that which represents,
the Ruler of all things under the endearing image
of a shepherd, whose crook guides the flock safe,
through gloomy and desolate glens, to meadows well
watered and rich with herbage. On that goodness
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to which he ascribed all the happiness of his life,
he relied in the hour of death with the love which
casteth out fear. IIe died on the scventeenth of June
1719. He had just entercd on his forty-eighth year.

His body lay in state in the Jerusalem Chamber,
and was borne thence to the Abbey at dead of night.
The choir sang a funeral hymn. Bishop Atterbury,
one of those Tories who had loved and honoured the
most accomplished of the Whigs, met the corpse, and
led the procession by torchlight, round the shrine of
Saint Edward and the graves of the Plantagenets, to
the Chapel of Henry the Scventh.  On the north side
of that Chapel, in the vault of the housc of Albemarle,
the coffin of Addison lics next to the coffin of Mon-
tague. Yet a few months, and the same mourners
passed again along the same aisle. The same sad
anthem was again chanted. The same vault was
again opened ; and the coffin of Craggs was placed
close to the coffin of Addison.

Many tributes were paid to the memory of Addi-
son : but onc alone is now remembered.  Tickell be-
wailed his friend in an clegy which would do honour
to the greatest name in our literature, and which
unites the energy and magnificence of Dryden to the
tenderness and purity of Cowper. This fine poem
was prefixed to a superb cdition of Addison’s works,
which was published, in 1721, by subscription. The
names of the subscribers proved how widely his fame
had been spread. That his countrymen should be
cager to possess his writings, even in a costly form,
is not wonderful. But it is wonderful that, though
Xnglish literature was then little studied on the con-
tinent, Spanish Grandees, Italian Prelates, Marshals
of France, should be found in the list. Among the
most remarkable names arc those of the Queen of
Sweden, of Prince Eugene, of the Grand Duke of
Tuscany, of the Dukes of Parma, Modena, and Guas-
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talla, of the Doge of Genoa, of the Regent Orleans,
and of Cardinal Dubois. We ought to add that this
edition, though eminently beautiful, is in some impor-
tant points defective ; nor, indeed, do we yet possess
a complete collection of Addison’s writings.

It is strange that neither his opulent and noble
widow, nor any of his powerful and attached friends,
should have thought of placing even a simple tablet,
inscribed with his name, on the walls of the -Abbey.
It was not till three generations had laughed and
wept over his pages that the omission was supplied
by the public veneration. At length, in our own
time, his image, skilfully graven, appeared in Poets’
Corner. It represents him, as we can conceive him,
clad in his dressing gown, and freed from his wig,
stepping from his parlour at Chelsea into his trim
little garden, with the account of the Everlasting
Club, or the Loves of Hilpa and Shalum, just finished
for the next day’s Spectator, in his hand. Such a
mark of national r&spect was due to the unsullied

to the lished scholar, to the master
of pure Engllsh log to the painter
of life and manners. It was due, above all, to the
great satirist, who alone knew how to use ridicule
without abusing it, who, without inflicting a wound,
effected a great social reform, and who reconciled wit
and virtue, after a long and disastrous separation,
‘dunng which wit had been led astray by profligacy
and virtue by fanaticism.




BARERE. (APRIL, 1844.)

Afémoives de Bertrand Bardre; publiés gn.r MM. Hirro-
LvTE CARNOT, Mcmbre de la Chambre des Députés,
et DAvID D’ANGERs, Membre de I'Institut : précédés
d'une Notice Historique par H. CARNOT. 4 tomes.
YParis: 1843.

Tius book has more than one title to our serious at-
tention. It is an appeal, solemnly made to posterity
by a man who played a conspicuous part in great
cvents, and who rcpresents himself as deeply ag-
gricved by the rash and malevolent censure of his
contemporaries. To such an appcal we shall always
give ready audience. We can perform no duty more
useful to socicty, or more agreeable to our own feel-
ings, than that of making, as far as our power ex-
tends, reparation to the slandered and
benefactors of mankind. We therefore promptly
took into our consideration this copious apology for
the life of Bertrand Barére. We have made up our
minds ; and we now purposc to do him, by the bless-
ing of God, full and signal justice.

It is to be observed that the appellant in this case
does not come into court alone. He is attended to
the bar of pubhc opinion by two compurgators who

highly 1 ble stations. One of these is
M. Davnd of Angiers, member of the Institute, an
eminent sculptor, and, if we have been rightly in-
formed, a favourite pupil, though not a kinsman, of
the painter who bore the same name. The other, to
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whont we owe the biographical preface, is M. Hip-
polyte Carnot, member of the Chamber of Deputies,
and son of the celebrated Director. In the judgment
of M. David and of M. Hippolyte Carnot, Barére was
a deserving and an ill-used man, a man who, though
by no means faultless, must yet, when due allow-
ance is made for the force of circumstances and the
infirmity of human nature, be considered as on the
whole entitled to our esteem. Itwill be for the public
to determine, after a full hearing, whether the editors
have, by thus connecting their names with that of
Barére, raised his character or lowered their own.

‘We are not conscious that, when we opened this
book, we were under the influence of any feeling
likely to pervert our judgment. Undoubtedly we
had long entertained a most unfavourable opinion of
Barére; but to this opinion we were not tied by
any passion or by any interest. Our dislike was a
reasonable dislike, and might have been removed by
reason. Indeed our expectation was, that these
Memoirs would in some measure clear Barére’s fame.
That he could vindicate himself from all the charges
which had been brought against him, we knew to be
impossible; and his editors admit that he has not
done so. But we thought it highly probable that
some grave accusations would be refuted, and that
many offences to which he would have been forced
to plead guilty would be greatly extenuated. We
were not disposed to be severe. We were fully aware

* that temptations such as those to which the members
of the Convention and of the Committee of Public
Safety were exposed must try severely the strength
of the firmest virtue. Indeed our inclination has
always been to regard with an indulgence, which to
some rigid 1i; p ive, those faults
into which gentle and noble spirits are sometimes hur-
ried by the excitement of conflict, by the maddening
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influence of sympathy, and by ill-rcgulated zeal for
a public cause.

‘With such feelings we rcad this book, and com-
parcd it with other accounts of the events in which
Barére bore a part. It is now our duty to express
the opinion to which this investigation has led us.

Our opinion then is this: that Barére approached
ncarer than any person mentioned in history or fiction,
whether man or devil, to the idea of consummate and
universal depravity. In him the qualities which are
the proper objects of hatred, and the qualities which
arc the proper objects of contempt, preserve an ex-
quisite and absolute harmony. In almost every par-
ticular sort of wickedness he has had rivals. His
sensuality was immoderate; but this was a failing
common to him with many great and amiable men.
There have been many men as cowardly as he, some
as cruel, a few as mean, a few as impudent. There
may also have been as great liars, though we never
met with them or read of them. Butwhen we put
every thing together, sensuality, poltroonery, baseness,
effrontery, mendacity, barbarity, the result is some-
thing which in a novel we should condemn as cari-
cature, and to which, we venture to say, no parallel
can be found in history.

It would be grossly unjust, we acknowledge, to
try a man situated as Barérc was by a scvere stan-
dard. Nor have we done so. We have formed our
opinion of him by comparing him, not with politicians
of stainless character, not with Chancellor D’Agues-
scau, or General Washington, or Mr. Wilberforce, or *
Earl Grey, but with his own collcagues of the Moun-
tain. That party Tuds able of
the worst men that ever hved ; but we see in it no-
thing like Barére. Compared with him Fouché seems
honest; Billaud sccms humane ; Hébert seems to
rise into dignity. Every other chicf of a party, says
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M. Hippolyte Carnot, has found apologists : one set of
men exalts the Girondists; another set justifies Danton;
a third deifies Robespierre: but Barére has remained
without a defender. We venture to suggest a very sim-
ple solution of this phaenc All the other chiefs
of parties had some good qualities ; and Barére had
none. The genius, courage, patriotism, and humanity
of the Girondist statesmen more than atoned for what
was culpable in their conduct, and should have pro-
tected them from the insult of being compared with
such a thing as Barére. - Danton and Robespierre
were indeed bad men ; but in both of them some im-
portant parts of the mind remained sound. Danton
was brave and resolute, fond of pleasure, of power,
and of distinction, with vehement passions, with lax
principles, but with some kind and manly feelings,
capable of great crimes, but egpable also of friendship

and of comg n. He, t fore, naturally finds
admirers among persons of bold and sanguine dis-
positions. Robespierre was a vain, envious, and sus-
picious man, with a hard heart, weak nerves, and a
gloomy temper. But we cannot with truth deny that
he was, in the vulgar sense of the word, disinterested,
that his private life was correct, or that he was
sincerely zealous for his own system of politics
and morals. He, therefore, naturally finds admirers
among honest but moody and bitter democrats. If
no class has taken the reputation of Barére under
its patronage, the reason is plain: Barére had not a
single virtue, nor even the semblance of one.

It is true that he was not, as far as we are able to
judge, originally of a_ savage disposition; but this
circumstance seems to us only to aggravate his guilt.
“There are some unhappy men constitutionally prone
to the darker passions, men all whose blood is gall,
and to whom bitter words and harsh actions are as
natural as snarling and biting to a ferocious dog
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To come into the world with this wretched mental
disease is a greater calamity than to be born blind or
deaf. A man who, having such a temper, keeps it in -
subjection, and constrains himself to behave habitu-
ally with justice and humanity towards those who are
in his power, seems to us worthy of the highest ad-
miration. There have been instances of this self-
command ; and they are among the most signal
triumphs of philosophy and religion. On the other
d, a man who, having been blessed by nature with
a bland disposition, gradually brings himself to inflict
misery on his fellow-creatures with indifference, with
satisfaction, and at length with a hideous rapture, de-
serves to be regarded as a portent of wickedness ;
and such a man was Barére. The history of his
downward progress is full of instruction. Weakness,
cowardice, and fickleness were born with him; the
best quality which he received from nature was a
good temper. These, it is true, are not very promis-
ing materials ; yet, out of materials as unpromising,
high sentiments of piety and of honour have some-
times made martyrs and heroes. Rigid principles
often do for feeble minds what stays do for feeble
bodies. But Barére had no principles at all. His
character was equally destitute of natural and of ac-
quired strength. Neither in the commerce of life, nor in
books, did we ever become acquainted with any mind
so unstable, so utterly destitute of tone, so incapable
of independent thought and earnest preference, so
ready to take impressions and so ready to lose them.
He resembled those creepers which must lean on
something, and which, as soon as their prop is re-
moved, fall down in utter helplessness. He could no
more stand up, erect and self-supported, in any cause,
than the ivy can rear itself like the oak, or the wild
vine shoot to heaven like the cedar of Lebanon. It
is barely possible that, under good guidance and in
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favourable circumstances, such a man might have
slipped through life without discredit. But the unsea-
worthy craft, which even in still water would have been
in danger of going down from its own rottenness, was
launched on a raging ocean, amidst a storm in which
a whole armada of gallant ships was cast away.
The weakest and most servile of human beings
found himself on a sudden an actor in a Revolu-
tion which convulsed the whole civilised world. At
first he fell under the influence of humane and mode-
rate men, and talked the language of humanity and
moderation. But he soon found himself surrounded
by fierce and resolute spirits, scared by no danger
and restrained by no scruple. He had to choose
whether he would be their victim or their accomplice.
His choice was soon made. He tasted blood, and
felt no loathing : he tasted it again, and liked it well.
Cruelty became with him, first a habit, then a passion,
at last a madness. So complete and rapid was the
degeneracy of his nature, that, within a very few
months after the time when he had passed for a
goodnatured man, he had brought himself to look on
the despair and misery of his fellow-creatures with a
glee resembling that of the fiends whom Dante saw
watching the pool of seething pitch in Malebolge.
He had many associates in guilt; but he distin-
guished himself from them all by the Bacchanalian
exultation which he seemed to feel in the work of
death. He was drunk with .innocent and noble
blood, laughed and sh d as he butchered, and
howled strange songs and reeled in strange dances
amidst the carnage. Then came a sudden and vio-
lent turn of fortune. The miserable man was hurled
down from the height of power to hopeless ruin and-
infamy. The shock sobered him at once. The fumes
of his horrible intoxication passed away. But hewas
now so irrecoverably depraved that the discipline of
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adversity only drove him further into wickedness.
Ferocious vices, of which he had never been sus-
pected, had been developed in him by power. Another
class of vices, less hateful perhaps, but more despic-
able, was now developed in him by poverty and
disgrace. Having appalled the whole world by great
crimes perpetrated under the pretence of zeal for
liberty, he became the meanest of all the tools of
despotism. [t is not casy to secttle the order of
precedence among his vices ; but we are inclined to
think that his bascness was, on the whole, a rarer and
more marvellous thing than his cruelty.

This is the view which we have long taken of
Barére's character ; but, till we read these Memoirs,
we held our opinion with the diffidence which be-
comes a judge who has only heard one side. The
case secemed strong, and in parls unanswerable: yet
we did not know what the accused party might have
to say for himself; and not being much inclined to
take our fellow-creatures either for angels of light or
for angels of darkness, we could not but fecel some
suspicion that his offences had been exaggerated.
That suspicion is now at an end. The vindication
is before us. It occupies four volumes. It was the
work of forty years. It would be absurd to supposec
that it does not refute every scrious charge which
admitted of refutation. How many serious charges,
then, are here refuted ? Not a single one. Most of
the imputations which have been thrown on Barére
he does not cven notice. In such cases, of course,
judgment must go against him by default. The fact
is, that nothing can be more meagre and uninterest-
ing than his account of the great public transactions
in which he was engaged. He gives us hardly a
word of new infor: ion pecting the pr ding
of the Committee of Public Safety ; and, by way of
compensation, tells us long stories about things which
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happened before he emerged from obscurity, and
after he had again sunk into it. Nor is this the
worst. As soon as he ceases to write trifles, he be-
gins to write lies; and such lies! A man who has
never been within the tropics does not know what a
thunderstorm means; a man who has never looked
on Niagara has but a faint idea of a cataract ; and he
who has not read Barére’s Memoirs may be said not
to know what it is to lie. Among the numerous
classes which make up the great genus Mendacium,
the Mendacium Vasconicum, or Gascon lie, has, during
some centuries, been highly esteemed as peculiarly

i ial and peculiarly impudent ; and, among
the Mendacia Vasconica, the Mendacium Barevianum
is, without doubt, the finest species. It is indeed a
superb variety, and quite throws into the shade some
Mendacia which we were used to regard with admira-
tion. The Mendacinm Wraxallianumn, for example,
though by no means to be despised, will not sustain
the comparison for a moment. Seriously, we think
that M. Hippolyte Carnot is much to blame in this
matter. We can hardly suppose him to be worse
read than ourselves in the history of the Convention,
a history which must interest him deeply, not only as
a Frenchman, but also as a son. He must, therefore,
be perfectly aware that many of the most important
statements which these volumes contain are false-
hoods, such as Corneille’s Dorante, or Moliére’s Sca-
pin, or Colin d’Harleville’s Monsieur de Crac would
have been ashamed to utter. We are far, indeed,
from holding M. Hippolyte Carnot answerable for
Barére’s want of veracity ; but M. Hippolyte Carnot
has arranged these Memoirs, has introduced them to
the world by a laudatory preface, has described them
as d of great hi ical value, and has illus-
trated them by nutes. We cannot but think that, by
acting thus, he contracted some obligations of which
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he does not seem to have been at all aware ; and that
he ought not to have suffered any monstrous fiction
to go forth under the sanction of his name, without
adding a line at the foot of the page for the purpose
of cauticning the reader.
- - We will content ourselves at present with pointing
out two instances of Barére’s wilful and deliberate
mendacity ; namely, his account of the death of Marie
Antoinette, and his account of the death of the
Girondists. His account of the death of Marie
Antoinette is as follows :—* Robespierre in his turn
proposed that the members of the Capet family
should be banished, and that Marie Antoinette should
be brought to trial before the Revolutionary Tribunal.
He would have been better employed in concerting
military measures which might have repaired our dis-~
asters in Belgium, and might ha.ve arrested the pro-
gress of the ies of the Revol in the west.”!
Now, it is notorious that Marie Antoinette was
sent before the Revolutionary Tribunal, not at
Robespierre’s instance, but in direct opposition to
Robespierre’s wishes. We will cite a single authority,
which is quite decisive. Bonaparte, who had no con-
ceivable motive to disguise the truth, who had the
best opportunities of knowing the truth, and who,
after his marriage with the Archduchess, naturally felt
an interest in the fate of his wife’s kinswoman, dis-
tinctly affirmed that Robespierre opposed the trying
of the Queen.? Who, then, was the person who
really did propose that the Capet family should
be banished, and that Marie Antoinette should be
tried? Full information will be found in the Moni-
texr.® From that valuable record it appears that, on
the first of August 1793, an orator, deputed by the
3 Vol. ji. 312,

3 O’Meara’s Voice from St. Helena, ii.
® Moniteur, 2nd, 7th, and gth ofAugnst, 1793.
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Commxttce of Public Safety, addressed the Conven-
tion in a long and elaborate discourse. He asked,
in how it happ d that the
enemies of the Republic still continued to hope for
success. “Is it,” he cried, “because we have too-
long forgotten the crimes of the Austrian woman?
Is it because we have shown so strange an indulgence
to the race of our ancient tyrants? It is time that
this unwise apathy should cease; it is time to ex-
tirpate from the soil of the Republic the last roots of
royalty. As for the children of Louis the conspirator,
they are hostages for the Repubhc. The chargc of
shall be reduced to what is neces-
sary for the food and keep of two individuals. The
public treasure shall no longer be lavished on creatures
who have too long been considered as privileged.
But behind them lurks a woman who has been the
cause of all the disasters of France, and whose share
in every project adverse to the Revolution has long
been known. National justice claims its rights over
her. Itis to the tribunal appointed for the trial of
conspirators that she ought to be sent. It is only
by striking the Austrian woman that you can make
Francis and George, Charles and William, sensible of
the crimes which their ministers and their armies
have committed.” The speaker concluded by moving °
that Marie Antoinette should be brought to judgment,
and should, for that end, be forthwith transferred to
the Conciergerie; and that all the members of the
- house of Capet, with the exception of those who
were under the sword of the law, and of the two
children of Louis, should be banished from the
French territory. The motion was carried without
debate.

Now, who was the person who made this speech
and this motion? It was Barére himself. It
clear, then, that Barére attributed his own mean

VOL. X N
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insolence and barbarity to one who, whatever his
crimes may have been, was in this matter innocent.
The only question remaining is, whether Barére was
misled by his memory, or wrote a deliberate false-
hood.

We are convinced that he wrote a deliberate
falschood. His mecmory is described by his editors
as remarkably good, and must have been bad indeed
if he could not remember such a fact as this. Itis
true that the number of murders in which he subse-
quently bore a part was so great that he might well
confound one with anolher, that he might well forget
what part of the daily 1 b was d to
death by himself, and what part by his collcagues.
But two circumstances make it quite incredible that
the share which he took in the death of Marie
Antoinette should have escaped his recollection.
She was one of his carliest victims. She was one *
of his most illustrious victims. The most hardened-
assassin remembers the first time that he shed blood ;
and the widow of Louis was no ordinary sufferer. If
the question had been about some milliner, butchered
for hiding in her garret her brother who had let drop
a word against the Jacobin club—if the question had
been about some old nun, dragged to death for
having mumbled what were called fanatical words
over her beads—Barére’s memory might well have
deceived him. It would be as unrcasonable to expect
him to remember all the wretches whom he slew as
all the pinches of snuff that he took. But, though
Barére murdered many hundreds of human bcings,
he murdered only one Quecen. That he, a small
country lawyer, who, a few yecars before, would have
thought himself honoured by a glance or a word
from the daughter of so many Cresars, should call
her the Austrian woman, should send her from jail
to jail, should deliver her over to the executioner,
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was surcly a great event in his life. Whether he had
reason to be proud of it or ashamed of it, is a question
on which we may perhaps differ from his editors ; but
they will admit, we think, that he could not have
forgotten it.

We, therefore. confidently charge Barére with
having written a deliberate falsehood ; and we have
no hesitation in saying that we never, in the course
of any historical researches that we have happened
to make, fell in with a falsehood so audacious, except
only the falsehood which we are about to expose.

Of the proceeding against the Girondists, Barére
speaks with just severity. He calls it an atrocious
mjushce pz;flpetrated agallr:st the legxslators of the

who ought to have been readmitted fo their seats in
the Convention, were sent to the scaffold as con-
spirators. The day, he exclaims, was a day of
moummg for France It mutilated the national

it weal d the sacred principle,
t.hat the delegates of the people were inviolable. He
protests that he had no share in the guilt. “I have
had,” he says, “the patience to go through the
Aloniteur, extracting all the charges brought against
deputies, and all the decrees for arresting and im-
peaching deputies. Nowhere will you find my name.
I never brought a charge against any of my col-
leagues, or made a report against any, or drew up
an impeachment against any.”*

Now, we affirm that this is a lie. We affirm that
Barére himself took the lead in the proccedings of
the Con: i the Girondi We affirm
that he, on the twenty-elghth of July 1793, proposed
a decree for bringing nine Girondist deputies to trial,
and for putting to death sixteen other Glrondxst
deputies without any trial at all. We affirm that,

' Vol. ii. 407.
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when the accused deputies had been brought to trial,
and when some apprehension arose that their elo-
quence might produce an cffect even on the Revolu-
tionary Tribunal, Barére did, on the 8th of Brumaire,
sccond a motion "for a decree authorising the tribunal
to decide without hecaring out the defence; and, for
the truth of every one of these things so nmrmcd by
us, we appeal to that very Afonitenr to which Barére
has dared to appeal.?

‘What M. Hippolyte Carnot, knowing, as he must
know, that this book contains such falschoods as
those which we have exposed, can have meant, when
he described it as a valuable addition to our stock
of historical information, passes our comprchension.
When a man is not ashamed to tell lies about events
which took place bcforc hundreds of witnesses, and
which are recorded in 1l-known and
books, what credit can we give to his account of
things done in corners? No historian who does not
wish to be laughed at will ever cite the unsupported
authority of Bardre as sufficient to prove any fact
whatever. The only thing, as far as we can see, on
which these volumes throw any light, is the exceed-
ing baseness of the author.

So much for the veracity of the Memoirs. In a
literary point of view, they arc beneath criticism.
They are as shallow, flippant, and affected, as Barére's
oratory in the Convention. They are also, what his
oratory in the Convention was not, utterly insipid.
In fact, they are the mere dregs and rinsings of a
bottle of which even the first froth was but of very
questionable flavour.

We will now try to present our readers with a
sketch of this man’s life. \We shall, of course, make
very sparing use indeed of his own Mcmoirs; and

N Monncm, 3rstof July 1793, and Nonidi, first Decade of Brumaire,
in the year a.
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never without distrust, except where they are con-
firmed by other evidence.
B:rtrand Barére was born in the year 1755, at
‘Tarbes in Gascony. His father was the proprietor
of a small estate at Vieuzac, in the beautiful vale of
Bertrand always loved to be called Barére
de Vieuzac, and flattered himself with the hope that,
by the help of this feudal addition to his name, he
might pass for a gentleman., He was educated for
the bar at Toulouse, the seat of one of the most cele-
bratcd parli of the k as an
with iderabl , and wrote some
small pieces, which he sent to the prmmpal literary
societies in the south of France. Among provincial
towns, Toulouse seems to have been remarkably rich
in indifferent versifiers and critics. It gloried espe-~
cially in one venerable institution, called the Academy
of the Floral Games. This body held every year a
grand meeting, which was a subject of intense interest
to the whole cnty, and at which flowers of gold and
silver were given as prizes for odes, for idyls, and for
something that was called eloquence. These bounties
produced of course the ordinary effect of bounties,
and turned people who might have been thriving
attorneys and useful apothecaries into small wits and
bad poets. Barére does not appear to have been so
lucky as to obta.m any of these prec:ous flowers ; but
one of his perfor was d with honour.
At Montauban he was more fortunate. The Academy
of that town bestowed on him several prizes, one for
a panegyric on Louis the Twelfth, in which the bless-
ings of monarchy and the loyalty of the French
nation were set forth; and another for a panegyric
on poor Franc de Pompxgnan, in Whlch, as may
easily be supposed, the of th
century was sharply assailed. Then Barére found
an old stone inscribed with three Latin words, and
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wrole a dissertation upon it, which procured him a
seat in a learncd Asscmbly, called the Toulouse
Academy of Sciences, Inscriptions, and Polite Litera-
ture. At length the doors of the Academy of the
Floral Games were opened to so much merit.  Barére,
in his thirty-third year, took his scat as onc of that
illustrious brotherhood, and made an inaugural oration
which was greatly admired. He apologises for re-
counting these triumphs of his youthful genius. We
own that we cannot blame him for dwelling long on
the least disgraceful portion of his cxistence. To
send in declamations for prizes offered by provincial
academics is indeed no very useful or dignified em-
ployment for a bearded man ; but it would have been
well if Barére had always been so employed.

In 1785 he married 2 young lady of considerable
fortune. Whether she was in other respects qualified
to make a home happy, is a point respecting which
we arc imperfectly informed. In a little work, en-
titled Afelancholy Pages, which was written in 1797,
Barére avers that his marriage was one of mere con-
venience, that at the altar his heart was heavy with
sorrowful forcbodings, that he turncd pale as he pro-
nounced the solemn “Yes,” that unbidden tears
rolled down his cheeks, that his mother shared his
presentiment, and that the evil omen was accom-
plished. “ My marriage,” he says, “was one of the
most unhappy of marriages.” So romantic a tale,
told by so noted a liar, did not commaund our belicf.
We were, therefore, not much surprised to discover
that, in his Mecmoirs, he calls his wife a most amiable
woman, and declares that, after he had been united
to her six years, he found her as amiable as ever.
ITc complains, indced, that she was too much attached
to royalty and to the old superstition ; but he assures
us that his respect for her virtues induced him to
tolerate her prejudices. Now Bardre, at the time of
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his marriage, was himself a Royalist and a Catholic.

He had gained one prize by flattering the Throne,

and anather by defendmg the Church. Itis hardly
tha

abouf
relxgxon should have ernblttered his domcstu: life txll
some time after he became a husband. Our own
guess is, that his wife was, as he says, a virtuous and
amiable woman, and that she did her best to make
him happy during some years. It seems clear that,
when circumstances developed the latent atrocity of
his character, she could no longer endure him, refused
to see him, and sent back his letters unopened.
Then it was, we imagine, that he invented the fable
about his distress on his wedding day.

In 1788 Barére paid his first visit to Paris,
attended reviews, heard Laharpe at the Lyc=um,
and Cond at the Acad sta
at the envoys of Tippoo Saib, saw t.he Royal Family
dine at Versailles, and kept a journal in which he
noted down adventures and speculations. Some
parts of this journal are printed in the first volume
of the work before us, and are certainly most charac-
teristic. The worst vices of the writer had not yet
shown themselves ; but the weakness which was the
parent of those vices appears in every line. His
levity, his inconsistency, his servility, were already
‘ what they were to the last. All his opinions, all his
feelings, spin round and round like a weathercock in
a whirlwind. Nay, the very impressions which he
receives through his senses are not the same two
days together. He sees Louis the Sixteenth, and is
so much blinded by loyalty as to find his Majesty
handsome. “I fixed my eyes,” he says, “with a
lively curiosity on his fine countenance, which I
thought open.and noble” The next time that the
King appears, 2all is altered. His Majesty’s eyes are
without the smallest expression; he has a
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laugh which seems like idiocy, an ignoble figure,
an awkward gait, and the look of a big boy ill
brought up. It is the samec with more important
questions. Barire is for the parliaments on the
Monday and against the parliaments on the Tuesday,
for feudality in the morning and against feudality in
the afiernoon. One day he admires the Xinglish
constitution : then he shudders to think that, in the
struggles by which that constitution had been ob-
tained, the barbarous islanders had murdered a king,
and gives the prefc to the itution of Bearn.
Bearn, he says, has a sublime constitution, a beautiful
constitution. There the nobility and clergy meet in
onc house and thc Commons in another. If the
houses differ, the King has the casting vote. A few
weeks later we find him raving against the principles
of this sublime and beautiful constitution. To admit
deputies of the nobility and clergy into the legisla-
ture is, he says, ncither more nor less than to admit
enemices of the nation into the legisiature.

In this state of mind, without one settled purpose
or opinion, the slave of the last word, royalist, aristo-
crat, democrat, according to the prevailing sentiment
of the coffechouse or drawing-room into which he
had just looked, did Barire enter into public life.
The States-General had been summoned. Barére
went down to his own province, was thcre clected
one of the representatives of the Third Estate, and
returned to Paris in May 1789.

A great crisis, often predicted, had at last arrived.
In no country, we conccive, have intellectual frcedom
and political servitude existed together so long as in
France, during the seventy or eighty ycars which pre-
ccded the last convocation of the Orders. Ancient
abuscs and new theorics flourished in equal vigour
side by side. The people, having no constitutional
méans of checking cven the most flagitious mis-
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government, were indemnified for oppressmn by
being d to in

and to deny or ridicule every principle on whlch the
institutions of the state reposed. Neither those who
attribute the downfall of the old French institutions
to the public grievances, nor those who attribute it to
the doctrines of the philosophers, appear to us to
have taken into their view more than one half of the
subject. Grievances as heavy have often been en-
dured without producing a revolution ; doctrines as
bold have often been p ded without produci

a revolution. The qushon, whether the French
nation was alienated from its old polity by the follies
and vices of the Viziers and Sultanas who pillaged
and disgraced it, or by the writings of Voltaire and
Rousseau, scems to us as idle as the question whether
it was fire or gunpowder that blew up the mills at
Hounslow. Neither cause would have sufficed alone.
Tyranny may last through ages where discussion is
suppressed. Discussion may safely be left free by
rulers who act on popular principles. But combine
a press like that of London with a government like
that of St. Petersburg; and the inevitable effect will
be an explosion that will shake the world. _So it was
in France. Despotism and License, mingling in un-
blessed umon, engendered that mighty Revolution i m
which the lis of both p were

blended. The long gestation was accomplished ; and
Europe saw, with mixed hopes and terror, that
agonising travail and that portentous birth.

Among ‘the crowd of legislators which at this
conjuncture poured from all the provinces of France
into Paris, Barére made no contemptible figure. The
opinions which he for the moment professed were
popular, yet not extreme. His character was fair;
his personal advantages are said to have been con-
siderable; and, from the portrait which is prefixed to
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these Memoirs, and which represents him as he ap-
Feared in the Convention, we should judge that his
tures must have been strikingly handsome, though
we think that we can read in them cowardice and
meanness very legibly written by the hand of God.
His conversation was lively and easy ; his manners
remarkably good for a country lawyer. Women of
rank and wit said that he was the only man who,
on his first arrival from a remote province, had that
indescribable air which it was supposed that Paris
alone could give. His eloquence, indeed, was by no
means so much adrmrcd in the capual as it had been
by the i ban and
Toulouse,  His style was thought very bad ; and
very bad, if a foreigner may venture to judge, ll con-
tinued to the last. It would, however, be unjust to
deny that he had some talents for speaking and
writing. His rhetoric, though deformed by cvery
imaginable fault of taste, from bombast down to
buﬂ'ouncry, was not wholly without force and viva-
city. He had also one quality which, in active life,
often gives fourth-rate men an advantage over first-
rate men. Whatever he could do he could do with-
out effort, at any moment, in any abundance, and on
any side of any question. There was, indeed, 2 per-
fect harmony between his moral character and his in-
tellectual character. His temper was that of a slave ;
his abilities were exactly those which qualified him
to be a useful slave. Of thinking to purpose, he was
utterly mmpnblc but he had wonder! ul readmﬁ
in
others.

In the National Assembly he had no opportunity
of displaying the full extent cither of his talents or
of his vices. He was indeed eclipsed by much abler
men. He went, as was his habit, with the strecam,
spoke occasionally with some success, and edited a
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journal called the Point du Jour, in which the debates
of the Assembly were reported.

He at first ranked by no means among the violent
reformers. He was not friendly to that new division
of the French territory which was among the most
important changes introduced by the Revolution, and
was especially unwilling to see his native province
dismembered. He was entrusted with the task of
framing Reports on the Woods and Forests. Louis
was exceedingly anxious about this matter; for his
Majesty was a keen sportsman, and would much
rather have gone without the Veto, or the prerogative
of making peace and war, than without his hunting
and shooting. Gentlemen of the royal household
were sent to Barére, in order to intercede for the
deer and pheasants. Nor was this intercession un-
successful. The reports were so drawn that Barére
was afterwards d of having disk ly sacri-
ficed the interests of the public to the tastes of the
court. To one of these reports he had the inconceiv-
able folly and bad taste to prefix a punning motto
from Virgil, fit only for such essays as he had been
in the habit of composing for the Floral Games—

*Si canimus sylvas, sylve sint Consule dignz.”

This literary foppery was one of the few things in
which he was consistent. Royalist or Girondist,
Jacobin or Imperialist, he was always a Trissotin.
As the hical party b weaker and
weaker, Barére duall hi f more and
more from it, and drew closer and closer to the
republicans. It would seem that, during this transi-
tion, he was for a time closely connected with the
family of Orleans. It is certain that he was entrusted
with the guardianship of the celebrated Pamela,
afterwards Lady Edward Fitzgerald; and it was
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asscrted that he received during some y-ears a pension
of twelve thousand francs from the Palais Royal.

At the end of September 1791, the labours of the
National Assembly terminated, and those of the first
and last Legislative Asscmbly commenced.

It had been enacted that no member of the
National Assembly should sit in the Legislative
Assembly ; a preg ous and mischi regula-
tion, to which the disasters which followed must
in part be ascribed.  In lingland, what would be
thought of a Parliament which did not contain onc
single person who had ever sat in parliament before?
Yet it may safely be affirmed that the number of
Englishmen who, never having taken any share in
public affairs, arc yct well qualified, by knowledge
and obsecrvation, to be members of the legislature is
at least a hundred times as great as the number of
Frenchmen who were so qualified in 1791, How,
indeed, should it have been otherwise? In England,
centuries of representative government have made
all educated people in some measure statesmen.  In
France the National Assembly had probably been
composed of as good materials as were then to be
found. It had undoubtedly removed a vast mass of
abuses ; some of its members had read and thought
much about theorics of government; and others had
shown great oratorical talents.  But that kind of skill
which is required for the constructing, launching and
steeringr of a polity was lamentably wanting ; for it
is a kind of skill to which practice contributes more
than books. Books are indeed useful to the poli-
tician, as they are useful to the navigator and to the
surgeon.  But the real navigator is formed on the
waves ; the real surgeon is formed at bedsides; and
the conflicts of free states arce the real school of con-
stitutional statesmen. The National Assembly had,
however, now served an apprenticeship of twa
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laborious and eventful years. It had, indeed, by no
means finished its education ; but it was no longer,
as on the day when it met, altogether rude to
political functions. Its later proceedings contain
abundant proof that the members had profited by
their experience. Beyond all doubt, there was not
in France any equal number of persons possessing
in an equal degree the qualities necessary for the
judicious direction of public affairs; and, just at
this moment, these legislators, misled by a childish
wish to display their own disinterestedness, deserted
the duties which they had half learned, and which
nobody else had learned at all, and left their hall to
a second crowd of novices, who had still to master
the first rudiments of political business. When
Barére wrote his Memoirs, the absurdity of this self-
denying ordinance had been proved by events, and
was, we believe, acknowledged by all parties. He
accordingly, with his usual mendacity, speaks of it
in terms implying that he had opposed it. There
was, he tells us, no good citizen who did not regret
this fatal vote. Nay, all wise men, he says, wished
the National Assembly to continue its sittings as the
first Legislative Assembly. But no attention was
paid to the wishes of the enlightened friends of
liberty ; and the generous but fatal suicide was perpe-
trated. Now the fact is, that Barére, far from opposing
this ill-advised measure, was one of those who most
eagerly supported it ; that he described it from the
tribune as wise and magnanimous ; that he assigned,
as his reasons for taking this view, some of those
phrases in which orators of his class delight, and
which, on all men who have the smallest insight into
politics, produce an effect very similar to that of
ipecacuanha. “Those,” he said, “who have framed
a constitution for their country are, so to speak, out
of the pale of that social state of which they are the



190 Barére

authors ; for creative power is not in the same sphere
with that which it has created.”

. Hippolyte Carnot has noticed this untruth,
and altributes it to mere forgetfulness. We leave it
to him to rcconcile his very charitable supposition
with what he clsewhere says of the remarkable ex-
cellence of Barcre’s memory.

Many members of the National Assembly were
indemnified for the sacrifice of legislative power, by
appointments in various departments of the public
service.  Of these fortunate persons Barére was onc.
A high Court of Appenal had just been instituted.
This court was to sit at Paris; but its jurisdiction was
to extend over thewhole rc:llm ; and the departments
were to ct the jud was nominated
by the de.lrtnlcnt of the Uppcr Pyrences, and took
his scat in the Palace of Justice. He asserts, and
our readers may, if they choose, believe, that it was
about this time in contcmpl:\tion to makc him
Minister of the Interior, and that, in order to avoid
so girave a rt:ﬁpontlbilit) , he obtained permission to
pay a visit to his native place. It is certain that he
left Paris early in the year 1792, and passed some
months in the south of IFrance.

In the meantime, it became clear that the con-
stitution of 1791 would not work. It was, indecd,
not to be expected that a constitution new both in
its principles s details would at first work casily.
Had the chief magistrate enjoyed the entire confidence
of the people, had he performed his part with the
utmost zeal, fidelity: and ability, had the representative
body included all the wisest statesmen of Fi rance, the
difficultics might still have been found insupcrable.
But, in fact, the cxperiment was made under every
dlsud\mnngc. The King, very naturally, hated the
constitution. In the Lc;:is'lnti\'c Assembly were men
of genius and men of good intentions, but not a
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single man of experience. Nevertheless, if France
had been sufiered to settle her own affairs without
foreign interfe it is possible that the calamiti
which followed might have been averted.  The King,
who, with many good qualities, was sluggish and
sensual, might have found compensation for his lost
prerogatives in his immense civil list, in his palaces
and hunting grounds, in soups, Périgord pies and
Champagne. The people, finding themselves secure
in the enjoyment of the valuable reforms which the
National Assembly had, in the midst of all its errors,
cffected, would not have been casily excited by
demagogues to acts of atrocity ; or, if acts of atrocity
had been committed, those acts would probably have
produced a speedy and violent reaction. Had toler-
able quiet been preserved during a few years, the
constitution of 1791 might perhaps have taken root,
might have gradually acquired the strength which
time alone can give, and might, with some modifica-
tions which were undoubtedly needed, have lasted
down to the present time. The Europecan coalition
against the Revolution extinguished all hope of such
a result. The deposition of Louis was, in our opinion,
the necessary conscquence of that coalition, The
question was now no longer, whether the King should
have an absol Veto or a 38 ive Veto, whether
there should be one chamber or two chamt
whether the b of the repr ive body
should be re-cligible or not; but whether France
should belong to the French. The independence of
the nation, the integrity of the territory, were at
stake; and we must say plainly that we cordially
approve of the d of those Fi h who, at
that conjuncture, resolved, like our own Blake, to
play the men for their country, under whatever form
of government their country might fall.

It scems to us clear that the war with the




192 Barére

Continental coalition was, on the side of France, at first
a defensive war, and therefore a just war. Itwasnot
a war for small objects, or against despicable encmies.
On the event were staked all the dearest interests of
the French people. Foremost among the threatening
powers appecared two great and martial monarchies,
cither of which, situated as France then was, might
be regarded as a formidable assailant. It is evident
that, under such circumstances, the French could not,
without extreme imprudence, entrust the supreme
administration of their affairs to any person whose
attachment to the national cause admitted of doubt.
Now, it is no reproach to the memory of Louis to
say that he was not attached to the national cause.
Iad he been so, he would have been something
more than man. He had held absolute power, not
by usurpation, but by the accident of birth and by
the ancient polity of the kingdom. That power he
had, on the whole, used with lenity. He had meant
well by his pcople. He had been willing to make to
them, of his own mere motion, concessions such as
scarcely any other sovercign has ever made except
under duress. He had paid the penalty of faults not
his own, of the haughtiness and ambition of some of
his pred of the dissol and b of
others.  He had been vanquished, taken captive, led
in triumph, put in ward. He had escaped ; he had
been caught ; he had been dragged back like a runaway
galley-slave to the oar. He was still a state prisoner.,
His quict was broken by daily affronts and lampoons.
Accustomed from the cradle to be trecated with pro-
found reverence, he was now forced to command his
feclings, while men who, a few months before, had
been hackney writers or country attorneys, sat in his
presence with covered heads, and addressed him in the
easy tone of equality. Conscious of fair intentions,
sensible of hard usage, he doubtless detested the
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Revolution ; and, while charged with the conduct of
the war against the confederates, pined in secret for.
the sight of the German eagles and the sound of the
German drums. We do not blame him for this.
But can we blame those who, being resolved to defend
the work of the National Assembly agamst the inter-

of were not d to have
him at their head in the fearful struggle which was
approaching? We have nothing to say in defence or
extenuation of the insolence, injustice, and cruelty
with which, after the victory of the republicans, he
and his family were treated. But this we say, that
the French had only one alternative, to deprive him
of the powers of first maglstrate, or to ground their
arms and sut ign dictation. The
events of the tenth of August sprang inevitably
from the league of Pilnitz. The King’s palace was
stormed ; his guards were slaughtered. He was
suspended from his regal functions ; and the Legisla-
tive Assembly invited the nation to elect an extra-
ordinary Convention, with the full powers which
the conjuncture reqmred To this Convent.mn tbe
members of the Nati bly were H
and Barére was chosen by hls own department.

The Convention met on the twenty-first of
September 1792. The first proceedings were unani-
mous. Royalty was abolished by acclamation. No
objections were made to this great change; and no
reasons were assigned forit. For certainly we cannot
honour with the name of reasons such apothegms, as
that kings are in the moral world what monsters are
in the physical world ; and that the history of kings
is the martyrology of nations. But, though the dis-
cussion was worthy only of a debatmg-club of school-
boys, the resolution to which the Convention came
seems to have been that which sound policy dictated.
In saying this, we do not mean to express an opmxon

VoL X
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that a republic is, cither in the abstract the best form
of government, or is, under ordinary circumstances,
the form of government best suited to the French
people. Our own opinion is, that the best govern-
ments which have ever existed in the world have been
limited monarchics; and that France, in particular,
has never cnjoycd so much prosperity and freedom
as under a limited monarchy. Nevertheless, we ap-
prove of the vote of the Convention which abolished
kingly government. The interference of foreign
powers had brought on a crisis which made extra-
ordinary measurcs necessary. Ilereditary monarchy
may be, and we belicve that it is, a very useful insti-
tution in a country like France. And masts are very
uscful parts of a ship. But, if the ship is on her
beam-ends, it may be nccessary to cut the masts
away. When once she has righted, she may come
safe into port under jury rigging, and there be com-
pletely repaired. But, in the meantime, she must be
hacked with unsparing hand, lest that which, under
ordinary circumstances, is an essential part of her
fabric, should, in her extremc distress, sink her to
the bottom, ven so there are political emergencies
in which it is sary that gover should be
mutilated of their fair proportions for a time, lest they
be cast away for cver ; and with such an cmergency
the Convention had to deal. The first object of a
good Frenchman should have been to save France
from the fate of Poland. The first requisite of a
government was entire devotion to the national cause.
That requisitc was wanting in Louis; and such a
want, at such a moment, could not be supplied by any
public or private virtues. If the King were set aside
the abolition of kingship necessarily followed. In
the state in which the public mind then was, it would
have been idle to think of doing what our ancestors
did in 1688, and what the Irench Chamber of
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Deputies did in 1830. Such an attempt would have
failed amidst universal derision and execration. It
would have disgusted all zealous men of all opinions;
and there were then few men who were not zealous.
Parties fatigued by long conflict, and instructed by the
severe discipline of that school in which alone mankind
will learn, are disposed to listen to the voice of a
mediator. Butwhen theyare in their first heady youth,
devoid of experience, fresh for exertion, flushed with
hope, burning with animosity, they agree only in
spurning out of their way the daysman who strives to
take his stand between them and to lay his hand upon
them both. Such was in 1792 the state of France.
On one side was the great name of the heir of Hugh
Capet, the thirty-third king of the third race ; on the
other side was the great name of the Republic. There
was no rallying point save these two, It was neces-
sary to make a choice; and those, in our opinion,
judged well who, waving for the moment all sub-
ordinate questions, preferred independence to sub-
jugation, and the natal soil to the emigrant camp.

As to the abolition of royalty, and as to the
vigorous prosecution of the war, the whole Conven-
tion seemed to be united as one man. But a deep
and broad gulf separated the representative body into
two great parties.

On one side were those statesmen who are called,
from the name of the department which some of them
represented, the Girondists, and, from the name of
one of their most conspicuous leaders, the Brissotines.
In activity and practical ability, Brissot and Gensonné
were the most conspicuous among them. In parlia-
mentary eloquence, no. Frenchman of that time can
be considered as equal to Vergniaud. In a foreign
country, and after the lapse of half a century, some
parts of his speeches are still read with mournful
admiration. No man, we are inclined to believe,

o2
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ever rose so_rapidly to such a height of oratorical
excellence. His whole public life lasted barely two
years. This is a circumstance which distinguishes
him from our own greatest speakers, Fox, Burke,
Pitt, Sheridan, Windham, Canning. Which of these
celebrated men would now be remembered as an
orator, if he had died two years after he first took his
seat in the House of Commons? Condorcet brought
to the Girondist party a different kind of strength.
The public regarded him with justice as an eminent
mathematician, and, with less reason, as a great master
of ethical and political science; the philosophers
considered him as their chief, as the rightful heir,
by mtcllecl:ual desccnt and by solemn adoption, of
their d so t. In the same
ranks were found Guadet Isnard Barbaroux, Buzot,
Louvet, too well known as the author of a very
ingenious and very licentious romance, and more
honourably distinguished by the generosity with
which he pleaded for the unfortunate, and by the
intrepidity with which he defied the wicked and
powerful. Two persons whose talents were not
brilliant, but who enjoyed a high reputation for
probity and public spirit, Pétion and Roland, lent
the whole weight of their names to the Girondist
connexion. The wife of Roland brought to the
deliberations of her husband’s friends

couragg and force of thought, tempered by womanly
grace and vivacity. Nor was the splendour of a
great military reputation wanting to this celebrated
party. Dumourier, then victorious over the foreign
invaders, and at the height of popular favour, must
be reckoned among the allies of the Gironde.

The errors of the Brissotines were undoubtedly
neither few nor small; but, when we fairly compare
their conduct with the conduct of any other party
which acted or suffered during the French Revolu-
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tion, we arc forced to admit their superiority in
cvery quality except that single quality which in
such times prevails over every other, decision. They
were zcalous for the great social reform which had
been effected by the National Assembly ; and they
were right. For, though that reform was, in some
respects, carried too far, it was a blessing well worth
even the fearful price which has been paid for it
They were resolved to maintain the indeg of
their country against foreign invaders ; and they were
right. For the heaviest of all yokes is the yoke of the
stranger. They thought that, if Louis remained at
their head, they could not carry on with the reqmstte
cnergy the conflict inst the Europ
They therefore concurred in establishing a republlwn
government ; and here, again, they were right. For, in
that strugg]c for life and death, it would have been
madness to trust a hostile or even a half-hearted leader.
Thus far they went along with the revolutionary
movement. At this point they stopped ; and, in our
judgment, they were right in stopping, as they had
been right in moving. For great ends, and under
ext 'y _cir they had concurred in
measures which, together with much good, had
necessarily produced much evil ; which had unsettled
the public mind ; which had taken away from go-
vernment the sanction of prescription ; which had
loosened the very foundations of property and law.
They thought that it was now their duty to prop
what it had recently been their duty to batter. They
loved liberty, but liberty associated with order, with
justice, with mercy, and with civilisation. They were
rcpublicans ; but they were desirous to adorn their
republic with all that had given grace and dignity to
the fallen monarchy. They hoped that the humanity,
the courtesy, the taste, which had done much in old
times to mitigate the slavery of France, would now
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lend additional charms to her freedom. They saw
with horror crimes, exceeding in atrocity those which
had disgraced the infuriated religious factions of the
sixteenth century, perpetrated in the name of reason
and philanthropy. They demanded, with eloquent
vehemence, that the authors of the lawless massacre,
which, just before the meeting of the Convention, had
been committed in the prisons of Paris, should be
brought to condign punishment. They treated with
just contempt the pleas which have been set up for
that great crime. They admitted that the public
danger was pressing ; but they denied that it justified
a violation of those principles of morality on which
all society rests. The independence and honour of
France were indeed to be vindicated, but to be vindi-
cated by triumphs and not by murders.

Opposed to the Girondists was a party which,
having been long execrated thiroughout the civilised
world, has of late—such is the ebb and flow of
opinion—found not only apologists, but even eulogists.
We are not disposed to deny that some members of the
Mountain were sincere and public-spirited men. But
cven the best of them, Carnot for example and Cambon,
were far too unscrupulous as to the means which they .
employed for the purpose of attaining great ends.
In the train of these enthusiasts followed a crowd,
composed of all who, from sensual, sordid, or malig-
nant motives, wished for a period of boundless license.

‘When the Convention met, the majority was with
the Girondists, and Barére was with the majority.
On the King's trial, indeed, he quitted the party with
which he ordinarily acted, voted with the Mountain,
and spoke against the prisoner with a violence such
as few members even of the Mountain showed.

The conduct of the leading Girondists on that
occasion was little to their honour. Of cruelty, in-
deed, we fully acquit them ; but it is impassible to
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acquit them of criminal irresolution and dising

ness. They were far, indeed, from thirsting for the
blood of Louis ; on the contrary, they were most de-
sirous to protect him. But they were afraid that, if
they went straightforward to their object, the sincerity
of their attachment to republican institutions would
be suspected. They wished to save the King’s life,
and yet to obtain all the credit of having been regi-
cides. Accordingly, they traced out for themselves a
crooked course, by which they hoped to attain both
their objects. They first voted the King guilty. They
then voted for referring the question respecting his
fate to the whole body of the people. Defeated in
this attempt to rescue him, they reluctantly, and with
ill suppressed shame and concern, voted for the
capital sentence. Then they made a last attempt in
his favour, and voted for respiting the execution.
These zigzag politics produced the effect which any
man conversant with public affairs might have fore-
seen. The Girondists, instead of attaining both their
ends, failed of both. The Mountain justly charged
them with having attempted to save the King by
underhand means. Their own consciences told them,
with equal justice, that their hands had been dipped
in the blood of the most inoffensive and most unfor-
tunate of men. The direct path was here, as usual,
the path not only of honour but of safety. The
principle on which the Girondists stood as a party
was, that the season for revolutionary violence was
over, and that the reign of law and order ought now
to commence. But the proceeding against the King
was clearly revolutionary in its nature. It was not in
conformity with the laws. The only plea for it was
that all ordinary rules of jurisprudence and morality
were suspended by the extreme public danger. This
was the very plea which the Mountain urged in de-
fence of the massacre of September, and to which,
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when so urged, the Girondists refused to listen. They
therefore, by voting for the death of the King, con-
ceded to the Mountain the chief point at issue be-
tween the two parties, Had they given a manful
vote against the capital sentence, the regicides would
have been in a minority. It is probable that there
would have been an immediate appeal to force. The
Girondists might have been victorious. In the worst
event, they would have fallen with unblemished
honour. Thus much is certain, that their boldness
and honesty could not possnbly have produced a worse
effect than was ly produced by their timidi )
and their stratagems.

Barére, as we have said, sided with the Mountain
on this occasion. He voted against the appeal to the
people and against the respite. ‘His demeanour and
his language also were widely different from those of
the Girondists. Their hearts were heavy, and their
deportment was that of men oppressedy by sorrow.
It was V. iaud’s duty to p im the result of the
roll-call, His face was pale, and he trembled with
emotion, as in a low and broken voice he announced
that Louis was condemned to death. Bardre had
not, it is true, yet attained to full perfection in the art
of mingling jests and conceits with words of death;
but he already gave promise of his future excellence
in this high department of Jacobin oratory. He con-
cluded his speech with a sentence worthy of his head
and heart. “The tree of liberty,” he said, “as an
ancient author remarks, flourishes when it is watered
with the blood of all classes of tyrants.” M. Hippo-
lyte Carnot has quoted this passage in order, as we
suppose, to do honour to his hero. We wish that a
note had been added to inform us from what ancient
author Barére quoted. In the course of our own
small reading among the Greek and Latin writers,
we have not happened to fall in with trees of liberty
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and watering-pots | full of blood ; nor can we, such is
our ig of cl , even gine an
Attic or Roman orator employing imagery of that
sort. In plain words, when Barére talked about an
ancient author, he was lying, as he generally was
when he asserted any fact, great or small. Why he
lied on this occasion we cannot guess, unless indeed
it was to keep his hand in.

It is not improbable that, but for one circumstance,
Barére would, like most of those with whom he ordi-
narily acted, have voted for the appeal to the people
and for the respite. But, just before the commence-
ment of the trial, papers had been discovered which
proved that, while a member of the National Assem-
bly, he had been in communication with the Court
respecting his Reports on the Woods and Forests.
He was acquitted of all criminality by the Conven-
tion ; but the fiercer Republicans considered him as
a tool of the fallen monarch ; and this reproach was
long repeated in the journal of Marat, and in the
speeches at the Jacobin club, It was natural that a
man like Barére should, under such circumstances,
try to distinguish himself among the crowd of regi-
cides by peculiar ferocity. It was because he had
been a royalist that he _was one of the foremost in
shedding blood.

The King was no more. The leadmg Glrondxsts
had, by their d thei
character in the eyes both of friends and foes. They
still, I the z the
Mountaln, called for g on the ins of

and p 1 inst the hical and
sangumary doctrines of Marat For a time they
seemed likely to prevail. As publicists and orators
they had no rivals in the Convention. They had
with them, beyond all doubt, the great majority both
of the deputxa and of tbe French nation. These
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advantages, it should secm, ought to have decided the
event of the struggle.- But the opposite party had
compensating advantages of a different kind. The
chiefs of the Mountain, though not eminently dis-
tinguished by eloquence or knowledge, had great
audacity, activity, and determination. The Conven-
tion and France werc against them ; but the mob of
Paris, the clubs of Paris, and the municipal govern-
ment of Paris, were on their side.

The policy of the Jacobins, in this situation, was
to subject France to an aristocracy infinitely worse
than that aristocracy which had emigrated with the
Count of Artois—to an aristocracy not of birth, not
of wealth, not of education, but of mere locality.
They would not hecar of privileged orders; but they
wished to have a privileged city. That twenty-five
millions of Frenchmen should be ruled by a hundred
thousand gentlemen and clergymen was insufferable ;
but that twenty-five millions of Frenchmen should be
ruled by a hundred thousand Parisians was as it
should be. The qualification of a member of the new
oligarchy was simply that he should live near the
hail where the Convention mect, and should be able
to squceze himsclf daily into the gallery during a
debate, and now and then to attend with a pike for
the purpose of blockading the doors. It was quite
agreeable to the maxims of the Mountain that a score
of draymen from Santerre’s brewery, or of devils from
Hébert's printing-house, should be permitted to drown
the voices of men commissioned to speak the sense
of such cities as Marscilles, Bordeaux, and Lyons;
and that a rabble of half-naked porters from the
Faubourg Saint Antoine should have power to annul
decrees for which the representatives of fifty or sixty
departments had voted. It was necessary to find
some pretext for so odious and absurd a tyranny.
Such a pretext was found. To the old phrases of
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words, unity and indivisibility. A new crime was
invented, and called by the name of federalism. The
object of the Girondists, it was asserted, was to break
up the great nation into little mdependent common-
wealths, bound together only by a league like that
which connects the Swiss Cantons or the United
States of America. The great obstacle in the way of
this pernicious design was the influence of Paris. To
strengthen the influence of Paris ought therefore to
be the chief object of every patriot.
The ion brought inst the leaders of the
erondlst _party was a rnere calumny. They were
ly the capital from
domineering over the rcpubhc, and would gladly have
seen the Convention removed for a time to some pro-
vincial town, or placed under the protection of a
trusty guard, which might have overawed the Parisian
mob ; but there is not the slightest reason to suspect
them of any design against the unity of the state.
Barére, however, really was a federalist, and, we are
inclined to believe, the only federalist in the Conven-
tion. As far as a man so unstable and servile can
be said to have felt any preference for any form of
government, he felt a preference for federal govern-
ment. He was born under the Pyrenees; he was a
Gascon of the Gascons, one of a people strongly dis-
tinguished by intellectual and moral character, by
manners, by modes of speech, by accent, and by phy-
siognomy, from the French of the Seine and of the
Loire: and he had many of the peculiarities of the
race to which he belonged. When he first left his
own province he had attained his thlrty-fourth year,
and had acquired a high local rep for
and literature. He had then visited Paris for the
first time. He had found himself in a new world.
His feelings were those of a banished man. It is
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clear also that he had been by no means without his
share of the small disappointinents and humiliations
so often experienced by men of letters who, clated by
provincial applause, venture to display their powers
before the fastidious critics of a ecapital. On the other
hand, whenever he revisited the mountains among
which he had been born, he found himself an object
of general admiration.  His dislike of Paris, and his
partiality to his native district, were therefore as
strong and durable s any sentiments of a_mind like
his could be. Ilc long continued to maintain that
the ascendency of one great city was the banc of
France ; that the superiority of taste and intelligence
which it was the fashion to ascribe to the inhabitants
of that city were wholly imaginary ; and that the
nation would never enjoy a really good government
till the Alsatian people, the Breton people, the people
of Bearn, the people of Provence, should have cach
an independent existence, and laws smtcd to its own
tastes and habits. These ics he pr

to unite by a tie similar to that which binds tor'clhcr
the grave Puritans of Connccticut and the “disso-
lute siave-drivers of New Orleans. To Paris he was
unwilling to grant even the rank which Washington
holds in the United States. e thought it desirable
that the congress of the French federation should
have no fixed place of meeting, but should sit some-
times at Rouen, sometimes at Bordeaux, sometimes
at his own Toulouse.

Animated by such feclings, he was, till the close
of May 17903, a Girondist, if not an ultra-Girondist.
He exclaimed against those impure and bloodthirsty
men who wished to make the public danger a pretext
for cruelty and rapine. *“ Peril,” he said, “ could be
no cxcuse for crime. It is when the wind blows
hard, and the waves run high, that the anchor is most
needed ; it is when a revolution is raging, that the
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great laws of morality are most necessary to the
safety of a state.” Of Marat he spoke with abhor-
rence a.d ipal authorities of
Paris with just seventy He loudly complained that
there were Frenchmen who paid to the Mountain
was due to the Convention alone.
of the Revol y Tri-

bunal was first proposed, he joined himself to Verg-
niaud and Buzot, who strongly objected to that
odious measure. « It cannot be,” exclaimed Barére,
“ that men really attached to liberty will imitate the
most frightful excesses of despotism!” He proved
to the Convention, after his fashion, out of Sallust,
that such arbitrary courts may indeed, for a time, be
severe only on real criminals, but must inevitably de-
generate into instruments of private cupidity and
revenge. When, on the tenth of March, the worst
part of the population of Paris made the first unsuc-
cessful attempt to destroy the Glrondxs(s Ba.rére
eagerly called for vig
and punishment. On the second of Apnl, “another
attempt of the Jacobins of Paris to usurp supreme
dominion over the Republic was brought to the
knowledge of the Convention; and again Bardre
spoke with warmth against the new tyranny which
afflicted France, and declared that the people of the
departments would never crouch beneath the tyranny
of one ambitious city. He even proposed a resolution
to the effect that the Convention would exert against
the demagogues of the capital the same energy which
had been exerted against the tyrant Louis. We are
assured that, in private as in public, he at this time
uniformly spoke with strong aversion of the Mountain.
His apparent zeal for the cause of humanity and
order had its reward. Early in April came the
tidings of Dumourier’s defection. This was a heavy
blow to the Girondists. Dumourier was their general.
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s victories had thrown a lustie on the whole party ;
his army, it had been hoped, would, in the worst
cvent, protect the deputies of the nation against the
ragged pikemen of the garrets of Paris.  Ie was now
a deserter and an exile ; and thnse who had lately
placed their chief reliance on hi support were com-
pelled to join with their deadlicst enemics in exe-
crating his trecason. At this perilous conjuncture, it
was resolved to appoint a Committee of Public Safety,
and to arm that Committee with powers, small indeed
when comparcd with those which it afterwards drew
to itself, but still great and formidable. The mode-
rate party, regarding Barlre as a representative of
their feeli and ¢ pi 1 him a member.
In his new situation he soon began to make himself
uscful.  He brought to the deliberations of the Com-
mittee, not indeed the knowledge or the ability of
a great statesman, but a tongue and a pen which, if
others would only supply ideas, never paused for
want of words. His mind was a mcre organ of com-
munication between other minds. It originated no-
thing ; it rctained nothing ; but it transmitted cvery-
thing. The post assigned to him by his collecagues
was not really of the highest impnrtance ; but it was
prominent, and drew the attention of all Europe.
When a great measure was to be brought forward,
when an account was to be rendered of an important
cvent, he was generally the mouthpicce of the ad-
ministration. le was therefore not unnaturally con-
sidered, by persons who lived at a distance from the
seat of government, and above all by foreigners who,
while the war raged, knew France only from journals,
as the head of that administration of which, in truth,
he was only the secretary and the spokesman. The
author of the History of Europe in our own Annual
Registers, appears to have been completely under this
delusion.
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The conflict between the hostile parties was
meanwhile fast approaching to a crisis. The temper
of Paris grew daily fiercer and fiercer. Delegates
appointed by thirty-five of the forty-eight wards of
the clty appeared at the bar of the Convention,

and ded that V ijaud, Brissot, Guadet,
Gensonne, Barbaroux, Buzot, Pétion, Louvet, and
many other deputies, should be expelled. This
demand was disapproved by at least three-fourths
of the Assembly, and, when known in the depart-
ments, called forth a 1 cry of i
Bordeaux declared that it would stand by its repre-
sentatives, and would, if necessary, defend them by
the sword against the tyranny of Paris. Lyons and
Marseilles were animated by a similar spirit. These
ife ions of public opinion gave courage to the
majority of the Convention. Thanks were voted to
the people of Bordeaux for their patriotic declara-
tion ; and a commission consisting of twelve mem-
bers was appointed for the purpose of investigating
the conduct of the municipal authorities of Paris, and
was empowered to place under arrest such persons
as should appear to have been concerned in any plot
against the. authority of the Convention. This
measure was adopted on the motion of Barére.

A few days of stormy excitement and profound
anxiety followed ; and then came the crash. On the
thirty-first of May the mob of Paris rose; the palace
of the Tuileries was besieged by a vast array of
pikes; the majority of the deputies, after vain
struggles and remonstrances, yielded to violence, and
suffered the Mountain to carry a decree for the sus-
pension and arrest of the deputies whom the wards:
of the capital had accused.

During this contest, Barére had heen tossed
backwards and forwards between the two raging
factions. His feelings, languid and unsteady as they
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always were, drew him to the Girondists; but he
was awed by the vigour and determination of the
Mountain. At one moment he held high and firm
language, complained that the Convention was not
free, and protested against the validity of any vote
passed under cocrcion. At another moment he
proposed to conciliate the Parisians by abolishing
that commission of twelve which he had himself
proposcd only a few days before ; and himself drew
up a paper d ing the very es which
had been adopted at his own instance, and culogising
the public spirit of the insurgents. To do him
justice, it was not without some symptoms of shame
that he read this document from the tribune, where
he had so often expressed very different sentiments.
It is said that, at some passages, he was even seen to
blush. It may have been so; he was still in his
novitiate of infamy.

Some days later he proposed that hostages for
the personal safety of the accused deputies should be
sent to the departments, and offered to be himself
onc of those hostages. Nor do we in the least doubt
that the offer was sincerc. He would, we firmly
believe, have thought himself far safer at Bordeaux
or Marscilles than at Paris. His proposition, how-
ever, was not carricd into effect ; and he remained in
the power of the victorious Mountain.

This was the great crisis of his life. Hitherto he
had done nothing inexpiable, nothing which marked
him out as a much worse man than most of his col-
leagues in the Convention. His voice had generally
been on the side of moderate measures. Had he
bravely cast in his lot with the Girondists, and suf-
fered with them, he would, like them, have had a not
dishonourable place in history. Had he like the
great body of deputics who meant well, but who had
not the courage to expose themsclves to martyrdom,
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crouched quietly under the dominion of the triumphant
minority, and suffered every motion of Robespierre
and Billaud to pass unopposed, he would have in-
curred no peculiar ignominy. But it is probable
that this course was not open to him. He had been
too prominent among the adversaries of the Moun-
tain to be admitted to quarter without making some

It was y that, if he hoped to
find pardon from his new lorcls, he should not be
merely a silent and passive slave. ‘What passed in
private between him and them cannot be accurately
related ; but the result was soon apparent. The
Committee of Public Safety was renewed. Several
of the fiercest of the dominant faction, Couthon for
example, and Saint Just, were substituted for more
moderate politicians ; but Barére was suffered to
retain his scat at the Board.

The indulgence with which he was treated ex-
cited the murmurs of some stern and ardent zealots.
DMarat, in the very last words that he wrote, words
not publlshed till the dagger oI‘ Charlotte Corday
hax d France and k lained that a
man who had no principles, who was al\vays on the
side of the strongest, who had been a royalist, and
who was ready, in case of a turn of fortune, to be
a royalist again, should be entrusted with an impor-
tant share in the administration.! But the chiefs of
the Mountain judged more correctly. They knew
indeed, as well as Marat, that Barére was a man
utterly without faith or. stadmss that, 1f he could
be said to have any p his ing was
not towards them; “that he felt for the Girondist

that faint and wavering sort of preference of
which alone his nature was susceptible; and that, if
he had been atliberty to make his chmcc, he would

! See the Publiciste of the 14th July, 1793. Marat was stabbed
on the mmng of the 13
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rather have murdered Robespierre and Danton than
Vergniaud and Gensonné. But they justly appre-
ciated that levity which made him incapable alike of
earnest love and of earnest hatred, and that mean-
ness which made it necessary to him to have a
master. In truth, what the planters of Carolina and
Louisiana say of black men with flat noses and
woolly hair was strictly true of Barére. The curse of
Canaan was upon him. He was born a slave. Base-
ness was an instinct in him. The impulse which
drove him from a party in adversity to a party in
prosperity was as irresistible as that which drives the
cuckoo and the swallow towards the sun when the
dark and cold months are approaching. The law
which doomed him to be the humble attendant of
stronger spirits resembled the law which binds the
pilot-fish to the shark. “Xen ye,” said a shrewd
Scotch lord, who was asked his opinion of James the
First,“Ken ye a John Ape? If I have Jacko by the
collar, I can make him bite you ; but, if you have Jacko,
you can make him bite me.” Just such a creature
was Barére. In the hands of the Girondists he would
have been eager to proscribe the Jacobins; he was
just as ready, in the gripe of the Jacobins, to pro-
scribe the Girondists. On the fidelity of such a
man the heads of the Mountain could not, of course,
reckon ; but they valued their conquest as the very
easy and not very delicate lover in Congreve’s lively
song valued the conquest of a prostitute of a different
kind. Barére was, like Chloe, false and common ;
but he was, like Chloe, constant while possessed ; and
they asked no more. They needed a service which
he was perfectly competent to perform. Destitute as
he was of all the talents both of an active and of a
speculatrve statesman, he could with great facility
draw up a report, or make a speech on any subjectand
on any side. If other people would furnish facts and
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thoughts, he could always furnish phrases; and this
talent was absolutely at the command of his owners for
the time being. Nor had he excited any angry passion
among those to whom he had hitherto been opposed.
‘They felt no more hatred to him than they felt to
the horses which dragged the cannon of the Duke of
Brunswick and of the Prince of Saxe-Coburg. The
horses had only done according to their kind, and
would, if they fell into the hands of the French, drag
with equal vigour and equal docility the guns of
the Republic, and therefore ought not merely to be
spared, but to be well fed and curried. So was it
with Barére. He was of a nature so low that it
might be doubted whether he could properly be an
object of the hostility of reasonable beings. He had
not been an enemy ; he was not now a friend. But
heh::lad been an annoyance; and he would now be
a help.

But, though the heads of the Mountain pardoned
this man, and admitted him into partnership with
themselves, it was not without exacting pledges such
as made it impossible for him, false and fickle as he
was, ever again to find admission into the ranks
which he had deserted. That was truly a terrible
sacrament by w}m:h they admitted the apostate into
their They d ded of him that he
should himself take the most prominent part in mur-
dering his old friends. To refuse was as much as
his life was worth. But what js life worth when it is
only one long agony of remorse and shame? These,
however, are feelings of which it is idle to talk,
when we are considering the conduct of such a man
as Barére. He undertook the task, mounted the
tribune, and told the Convention that the time was
come for taking the stern attitude of justice, and
for striking at all conspirators without distinction.
He then moved that Buzot, Barbaroux, Pétion, and

P2
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thirteen other deputies, should be placed out of the
pale of the law, or, in other words, behéaded without
a trial ; and that Vergmaud Guadet, Gensonné, and
six others, should be imp The tion was
carried without debate.

We have already seen with what effrontery
Barére has denied, in these Memoirs, that he took
any part against the Girondists. This denial, we
think, was the only thing wanting to make his infamy
complete. The most impudent of all lies was a fit
companion for the foulest of all murders.

Barére, however, had not yet earned his pardon
‘The Jacobin party contained one gang which, even
in that party, was preeminent in every mean and
every savage vice, a gang so low-minded and so in-
human that, compared with them, Robespierre might
be called magnanimous and merciful. —Of these
wretches Hébert was perhaps the best representative.
His favourite amusement was to torment and insult
the miserable remains of that great family which,
having ruled France during eight hundred years,
had now become an object of pity to the humblest
artisan or peasant. The influence of this man, and
of men like him, induced the Committee of Public
Safety to determine that Marie Antoinette should
be sent to the scaffold. Barére was again summoned
to his duty. Only four days after he had proposed
the decrees against the Girondist deputies he again
mounted the tribune, in order to move that the
Queen should be brought before the Revolutionary
‘Tribunal. He was improving fast in the society of
his new allies. When he asked for the heads of
Vergniaud and Pétion he had spoken like a man
who had some slight sense of his own guilt and
degradation : he had said little ; and that little had
not been violent. The office of expatiating on the
guilt of his old friends he had left to Saint just.
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Very diffierent was Barére's second appearance in the
character of an accuser.  He now cried out for blood
i the eager tones of the true and burning thirst, and
raved against the Austrian woman with the virulence
natural to a coward who finds himeclf at liberty to
outrage that which he has feared and envied. We
have already expo<ed the shameless mendacity with
which, in these Memoirs, he attempts to throw the
blame of his own guilt on the guiltless,

On the day on which the fallen Queen was
dragged, alrcady more than half dead, to her doom
Barcre regaled Robespierre and some other Jacobins
at a tavern. Robespierre’s acceptance of the invita-
tion caused some surprise to those who knew how
Iongz and how bitterly it was his naturc to hate
“Robeepierre of the party!"” muttered Saint Just.
“Barire is the only man whom Robespierre has
forgiven™  We have an account of this singular
sepast from once of the guests.  Robespierre con-
cdemnced the senseless brutality with which HMébert
had 3 d the pr dings against the Austrian
woman, and, in talking on that subject, became so
much excited that he broke his plate in the violence
of his gesticulation. Barére imed that the guil-
lotinc had cut a diplomatic knot which it might
have been dlﬂ'u:ult to untic. In the mlcr\'lls be-
tween the 1 and the Ct the
ragout of thrushes and the p‘mml;_c with truffles,
he fervently preached his new political creed.  *“ The
vessel of the Revolution,” he said, “can float into
port only on waves of blood. We must begin with
the s of the National A bly and of the
chxshurc Assembly. That rubbish must be swept
away."

As he talked at table he talked in the Convention.
His pcculmr style of oratory was now formed. Jt

1

was not Jud without i y and i
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placed some reliance on their innocence, and. some

on their elog They thought that shame
would suffice to restrain any man, however violent
and cruel, from publicly committing the flagrant
iniquity of condemning them to death. The Revolu-
tionary Tribunal was new to its functions. No mem-
ber of the Convention had yet been executed ; and it
was probable that the boldest Jacobin would shrink
from being the first to violate the sanctity which was
supposed to belong to the representatives of the
people.

The proceedings lasted some days. Gensonné
and Brissot defended themselves with great ability
and presence of mind against the vile Hébert and
Chaumette, who appeared as accusers. The eloquent
voice of Vergniaud was heard for the last time. He
pleaded his own cause and that of his friends, with
such force of reason and elevation of sentiment that
a murmur of pity and admiration rose from the
audience. Nay, the court itself, not yet accustomed
to riot in daily carnage, showed signs of emotion..
The sitting was adjourned ; and a rumour went forth
that there would be an acquxttal. The Jacobins met,
breathing vengeance. Rob e undertook to be
their organ. He rose on the following day in the
Convention, and proposed a decree of such atrocity
that even among the acts of that year it can hardly
be paralleled. By this decree the tribunal was em-
powered to cut short the defence of the prisoners, to
pronounce the case clear, and to pass immediate
judgment. One deputy made a faint opposition.
Barére instantly sprang up to support Robespierre—
Barére, the federalist; Barére, the author of that
Commission of Twelve which was among the chief
causes of the hatred borne by Paris to the Girondists ;
Barére, who in these Memoirs denies that he ever
took any part against the Girondists ; Bartre, who
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has the efirontery to declare that he greatly loved
and estcemed Vergniaud. The decree was passed ;
and the tribunal, without suffering the prisoners to
conclude what they had to say, pronounced them

ilty

e The following day was the saddest in the sad
history of the Revolution. The sufferers were so
innocent, so brave, so eloquent, so accomplished, so
young. Some of them were graceful and handsome
youths of six or seven and twenty. Vergniaud and
Gensonné were little more than thirty. They had
been only a few months engaged in public affairs.
In a few months the fame of their genius had filled
Europe: and they were to die for no crime but this,
that they had wished to combine order, justice, and
mercy with freedom. Their great fault was want of
courage. We mean want of political courage—of
that courage which is proof to clamour and obloquy,
and which meets great emergencies by daring and
decisive measures. Alas! they had but too good an
opportunity of proving that they did not want courage
to endure with manly cheerfulness the worst that could
be inflicted by such tyrants as Saint Just, and such
slaves as Barére.

They were not the only victims of the noble cause.
Madame Roland followed them to the scaffold with
a spirit as heroic as their own. Her husband was in
a safe hiding-place, but could not bear to survive her.
His body was found on the high-road near Rouen.
He had fallen on his sword. Condorcet swallowed
opium. At Bordeaux the steel fell on the necks of
the bold and quick-witted Guadet and of Barbaroux,
the chief of those enthusiasts from the Rhone whose
valour, in the great crisis of the tenth of August, had
turned back the tide of battle from the Louvre to the
Tuileries. In a field near the Garonne was found all
that the wolves had left of Pétion, once honoured,
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greatly indeed beyond his deserts, as the model of
rcpublican virtue. - We arc far from regarding even
the best of the Girondists with unmixed admiration ;
but history owes to them this honourable testimony,
that, being free to choose wwhether they would be
oppressors or victims, they deliberately and firmly
resolved rather to suffer injustice than to inflict it.

And now began that strange period known by
the name of the Reign of Terror. The Jacobins had
prevailed.  This was their hour, and the power of
darkness. The Convention was subjugated and re-
duced to profound silence on the highest questions of
state. The sovercignty passed to the Committee of
Public Safety. To the edicts framed by that Com-
tee the representative assembly- did not venture to
offer even the species of opposition which the ancient
parliament had frequently oficred to the mandates of
the ancient kings.  Six persons held the chief power
in the small cabinet which now domincered over
France—Robespierre, Saint Just, Couthon, Collot,
Billaud, and Barire.

To some of these men. and of those who adhered
to them, it is due to say that the fanaticism which had
emancipated them from the restraints of justice and

T ion had L d them also from the
dominion of vulgar cupidity and of vulgar fear; that,
while hardly knowing where to find an assignat of a
few francs to pay for a dinner, they expended with
strict integrity” the immense revenue which they col-
lected by every art of rapine; and that they were
ready, in support of their cause, to mount the scaffold
with as much indifiference as they showed when they
signed the death-warrants of aristocrats and priests.
But no great party ‘san be composcd of such materials
as these. It is the inevitable law that such zealots as
we have described shall collect around them a multi-
tude of slaves, of cowards, and of libertines, whose
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savage tempers and licentious appetites, withheld only
by the dread of law and magistracy from the worst
excesses, are called into full activity by the hope of
. impunity. -A faction which, from whatever motive,
relaxes the great laws of morality is certain to be
joined by the most immoral part of the l:crmmumty.
‘This has been dly proved in
The war of the Holy Sepulchre, the Albxgenslan war,
the Huguenot war, the Thirty Years’ war, all origi-
nated in pious zeal. That zeal inflamed the champions
of the church to such a pomt that they regarded all
y to the d as a sinful weakness.
The mﬁdcl, the heretlc, was to be run down like a
mad dog. No outrage committed by the Catholic
warrior on the miscreant enemy could deserve punish-
ment.” As soon as it was known that boundless license
was thus given to barbarity and dissoluteness, thou-
sands of hes who cared hing for the sacred
cause, but who were eager to be exempted from the
police of peaceful cities, and the discipline of well-
governed camps, flocked to the standard of the faith.
The men who had set up that standard were sincere,
chaste, regardless of lucre, and, perhaps, where only
themselves were concerned, not unforgiving; but
round that standard were assembled such gangs of
rogues, 2 d and fe
as were scarcely ever found under the flag of any
~state engaged in a mere temporal quarrel. In a very
similar way was the Jacobin party composed. There
was a small nucleus of enthusiasts ; round that nucleus
was gathered a vast mass of ignoble depravity ; and
in all that mass there was nothing so depraved and
so ignoble as Bartre. -
Then came those days when the most barbarous
of all codes was administered by the most barbarous
- of all tribunals ; when no man could greet his neigh-
bours, or say his prayers, or dress his hair, without




220 - - Barére

danger of commitling a capital crime; when spies
lurked in every corner; when the guillotine was long
and hard at work every morning ; when the jails were
filled as close as the hold of a slave-ship ; when the
gutters ran foaming with blood into the Seine; when
it was death to be great-nicce of a captain of the
royal guards, or half-brother of a doctor of the Sor-
bonne, to express a doubt whether assignats would
not fall, to hint that the English had been victorious
in thc action of the First of June, to have a copy of
one of Burke's pamphlets locked up in a desk, to_
faugh at a Jacobin for taking the name of Cassius or
Timoleon, or to call the Fifth Sans-culottide by its
old superstitious name of St. Matthew’s Day. While
the daily waggon-loads of victims were carried to
their doom through the streets of Paris, the Procon-
suls whom the sovercign Committee had sent forth to
the departments revelled in an extrav of cruelty
unknown even in the capital. The knife of the deadly
machine rose and fcll too slow for their work of
slaughter. I.ong rows of captives were mowed down
with grape shot. Holes were made in the bottom of
crowded barges. Lyons was turned into a desert.
At Arras cven the cruel mercy of a speedy death was
denied to the prisoners. All down the Loire, from
Saumur to the sea, great flocks of crows and kites
feasted on naked corpses, twined together in hidcous
embraces. No mercy was shown to sex or age. The
number of young lads and of girls of scventeen who
were murdered by that excerable government is to
be reckoned by hundreds. Babies torn from the
breast were tossed from pike to pike along the
Jacobin ranks. One champion of liberty had his
pockets well stuffed with cars. Another swaggered
about with the finger of a little child in his hat. A
few months had sufficed to degrade France below the
level of New Zealand.
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It is absurd to say that any amount of public
danger can justify a system like this, we do not say
on Christian principles, we do not say on the prin-
ciples of a high morality, but even on principles of
Machiavellian policy. It is true that great emergen-
cies call for activity and vigilance; it is true that
they justify severity which, in ordinary times, would
deserve the name of cruelty. But indiscriminate se-
verity can never, under any circumstances, be useful.
It is plain that the whole efficacy of punishment
depends on the care with which the guilty are distin-
guished. Punishment which strikes the guilty and
the innocent promiscuously operates merely like a
pestilence or a great convulsion of-nature,and has no
more tendency to prevent offences than the cholera,
or an earthquake like that of Lisbon, would have.
The energy for which the Jacobin administration is
praised was merely the energy of the Malay who
maddens himself with opium, draws his knife, and
runs a-muck through the streets, slashing right and
left at friends and foes. Such has never been the
energy of truly great rulers; of Elizabeth, for ex-
ample, of Oliver, or of Fredericc They were not,
indeed, scrupulous. But, had they been less scrupu-
lous than they were, the strength and amplitude of
their minds would have preserved them from crimes
such as those which the small men of the Committee
of Public Safety took for daring strokes of policy.
The great Queen who so long held her own against
foreign and d poral and
spiritual arms; the great Protector who governed
with more than regal power, in despite both of royal-
ists and republicans; the great King who, w:th a
beater army and an ted treasury, defe
his little dominions to the last against the united
efforts of Russia, Austria, and France; with what
scorn would they have heard that it was impossible
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for them to strike a salutary terror into the disaffected
without sending school-boys and school-girls to death
by cart-loads and boat-loads !

The popular notion is, we belicve, that the leading
Terrorists were wicked men, but, at the same time,
great men. We can sce nothing great about them
but their wickedness. That their policy was daringly
original is a vulgar crror. Their policy is as old as
the oldest accounts which we have of human mis-
government. It seemed new in France and in the
c:gl\tecnth ccnlury only because it had been long

d, for by the enligt d part
of mankind. But it hns nl\‘ays prcvzulcd and still
prevails, in savage and half-savage nations, and is the
chief cause which prevents such nations from making
advances towards civilisation. Thousands of deys, of
bcys, of pachas, of rajahs, of nabobs, have shown

lves as great s of aft as the mem-
bcrs of the Committee of Public Safety. Djezzar, we
imagine, was superior to any of them in their new
line. In fact, there is not a petty tyrant in Asia or
Africa so dull or so unlearned as not to be fully
qualified for the business of Jacobin policec and
Jacobin finance. To behead people by scores with-
out caring whether they are guilty or innocent; to
wring money out of the rich by the help of jailers and
executioner} ; to rob the public creditor, and to put
him to deat

if he remonstrates; to take loaves by
force out of the bakers' shops; to clothe and mount
soldiers by selging on one man’s wool and linen, and
on another man's horses and saddlcs, without com-
pensation ; is ok all modes of governing the simplest
and most obvious. Of its momhty we at present say
nothing. But si\rely it requires no capacity beyond
that of a barbariap or a child. By mecans like those
which we have d&scribed, the Committee of Public
Safety’ undoubtedlly succeeded, for a short time, in
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enforcing profound submission, and in ra:sing immense
funds. But to enfc by b v, and
to raise funds by spoliation, is not statesmanship.
The real statesman is he who, in troubled times, keeps
down the turbulent without unnecessarily harassing
the well-affected; and who, when great pecuniary
resources are needed, provides for the public exigen-
cies without vmlatmg the security of property and
drying up the of future p y. Such a

we are fid mlght in 1793, have
preserved the independence of France without shed-
ding a drop of innocent blood, without plundering
a single warehouse. Unhappily, the Republic was
subject to men who were mere demagogues and in
no sense statesmen. They could declaim at a club.
They could lead a rabble to mischief. But they had
no skill to conduct the affairs of an empire. The
want of skill they supplied for a time by atrocity and
blind violence. For legislative ability, fiscal abﬂxz
military ability, diplomatic ability, they had one su
stitute, the guillotine. Indeed their exceeding igno-
rance, and the barrenness of their invention, are the
best excuse for their murders and robberies, We
really believe that they would not have cut so many
throats, and picked so many pockets, if they had
known how to govern in any other way.

That under their admi ion the war i
the European Coalition was successfully conducted is
true. But that war had been successfully conducted
before their elevation, and continued to be successfully
conducted after their fall. Terror was not the order
of the day when Brussels opened its gates to Dumou-
rier. Terror had oeased to be the order of the _day
when Pi and Lombardy were d by
Bonaparte. The truth is, that France was saved not
. by the Committec of Public Safety, but by the energy,
patriotism, and valour of the French people. Those
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high qualities were victorious in spite of the incapacity
of rulers whosc administration was a tissue, not merely
of crimes, but of blunders.

We have not time to tell how the leaders of the
savage faction at length began to avenge mankind
on cach other: how the craven Hébert was dragged
wailing and trembling to his doom ; how the nobler
Danton, moved by a late repentance, strove in vain
10 repair the evil which he had wrought, and half re-
deemed the great crime of Scptember by manfully
encountering death in the cause of mercy.

Our business is with Barére.  In all those things
he was not only consenting, but cagerly and joyously
forward. Not merely was he onc of the guilty ad-
ministration. He was the man to whom was especially
assigned the office of proposing and defending out-
rages on justice and humanity, and of furnishing to
atrocious schemes an appropriate garb of atrocious
rodomontade. Barére first proclaimed from the tribune
of the Convention that terror must be the order of
the day. It was by Barére that the Revolutionary
Tribunal of Paris was provided with the aid of a
public accuser worthy of such a court, the infamous
“ouquier Tinville. It was Barére who, when one of
the old members of the National Assembly had been
absolved by the Revolutionary Tribunal, gave orders
that a fresh jury should be summoned. “ Acquit one
of the National Assembly {” he cried. * The Tribunal
is turning against the Revolution.” It is unnccessary
to say that the prisoner’s head was soon in the basket.
It was Barcére who moved that the city of Lyons
should be destroyed. *“l.et the plough,” he cried
from the tribune, “pass over her. ILet her name
cease to exist. The rebels are conquered ; but are
they all exterminated? No weakness. No mercy.
Lct every one be smitten.  Two words will suffice to
tcll the whole. ILyons made war on liberty ; Lyons
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is no more.” When Toulon was taken Barére came
forward to announce the event. “The conquest,”
said the apostate Brissotine, “ won by the Mountain
over the Brissotines must be commemorated by a
mark set on the place where Toulon once stood. The
national thunder must crush the house of every trader
in the town.” When Camille Desmoulins, long dis-
tinguished among the republicans by zeal and ability,
dared to raise his eloquent voice against the Reign
of Terror,and to point out the close analogy between
the gov which then d France and the
government of the worst of ‘the Ceesars, Barére rose
to complain of the weak compassion which tried to
revive the hopes of the aristocracy. * Whoever,” he
said, “ is nobly born is a man to be suspected. Every
priest, every frequenter of the old court, every lawyer,
every banker, is a man to be suspected. Every per-
son who grumbles at the course which the Revolution
takes is a man to be suspected. There are whole
castes already tried and condemned. There are call-
ings which carry their doom with them. There are
relations of blood which the law regards with an evil

eye. Republicans of France!” yelled the renegade
mendist, the old enemy of the Mountain—* Repub-
licans of France! the Brissotines led you by gentle
means to slavery. The Mountain leads you by strong
measures to freedom. Oh! who can count the evils
which a false compassion may produce?” When the
friends of Danton mustered courage to express a wish
that the Convention would at least hear him in his
own defence before it sent him to certain death, the
voice of Barére was the loudest in opposition to their
prayer. When the crimes of Lebon, one of the worst,
if not the very worst, of the vicegerents of the Com-
mittee of Public Safety, had so maddened the people
of the Department of the North that they resorted to
the desperate expedient of imploring the prol':ectlon
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of the Convention, Barére plecaded the cause of the
accused tyrant, and threatened the petitioners with
the utmost vengeance of the government. “These
charges,” he said, “have been suggested by wily
aristocrats. The man who crushes the enemies of
the people, though he may be hurried by his zeal
into some excesses, can never be a proper object of
censure. The proceedings of Lebon may have been
a little harsh as to form.” Onec of the small irregu-
laritics thus gently censured was this: Lebon kept a
wretched man a quarter of an hour under the knife of
the guillotine, in order to torment him, by rcading to
him, befure he was despatched, a letter, the contents
of which were supposed to be such as would aggra-
vate even the bitterness of death. * But what,” pro-
ceeded Barére, “is not permitted to the hatred of a
republican against aristocracy ? How many gencrous
sentiments atone for what may perhaps seem acrimo-
nious in the | ion of public ics? Revolu-
tionary measures are always to be spoken of with
respect.  Liberty is a virgin whose veil it is not lawful
to lift.”

After this, it would be idle to dwell on facts which
would indeed, of themselves, suffice to render a name
infamous, but which make no perceptible addition
to the great infamy of Bardre. It would be idle, for
example, to relate how he, a man of letters, a member
of an Academy of Inscriptions, was foremost in that
war against learning, art, and history which disgraced
the Jacobin government; how he recommended a
genceral conflagration of libraries ; how he proclaimed
that all records of events anterior to the Revolution
ought to be destroyed ; how he laid waste the Abbey
of Saint Denis, pulled down monuments consecrated
by the vencration of ages, and scattered on the wind
the dust of ancient kings. He was, in truth, seldom
so well employed as when he turned for a moment
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gor: making war on the living to make war on the
ead.

Equally idle would it be to dilate on his sensual
excesses. That in Barére, as in the whole breed of
Neros, Caligulas, and Domitians whom he resembled,
voluptuousness was mingled with cruelty ; that he
withdrew, twice in every decade, from the work of
blood to the smiling gardens of Clichy, and there
forgot public cares in the madness of wine and in
the arms of courtesans, has often been repeated.
M. Hippolyte Carnot does not altogether deny the
truth of these stories, but justly observes that Barére's
dissipation was not carried to such a point as to in-
terfere with his industry. Nothing can be more true.
Barére was by no means so much addicted to de-
bauchery as to neglect the work of murder. It was
his boast that, even during his hours of recreation, he
cut out \vork for the Revolutionary Tribunal. ~To
those who expressed a fear that his exertions would
hurt his health, he gaily answered that he was less
busy than they thought. “The gulllotme .’ he said,
“does all ; the guillotine govems For oursclves,
we are much more di to look indul,
the pleasures which he allowed to himself than on
the pain which he inflicted on his neighbours.

“Atque utinam his potius nugis tota illa dedisset

Tempora swvitiz, claras quibus abstulit urbi
Tlustresque animas, impune ac vindice nullo.”

An immoderate appetite for sensual gratifications
is undoubtedly a blemish on the fame of Henry the
Fourth, of Lord Somers, of Mr. Fox. But the vices
of honest men are the virtues of Barére.

And now Barére had become a really cruel man.
It was from mere pusillanimity that he had perpe-
trated his first great crimes. But the whole history
of our race proves that the taste for the misery of

Q2
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others is a taste which minds not naturally ferocious
may too easily acquire, and which, when once ac-
quired, is as strong as any of the propensitics with
which we are born. A very few months had sufficed
to bring this man into a state of mind in which images
of despair, wailing, and death had an exhilarating
effect on him, and inspired him as wine and love in-
spirc men of free and joyous naturcs. The cart
creaking under its daily freight of viclims, ancient
men and lads, and fair young girls, the binding of
the hands, the thrusting of the head out of the littie
national sash-window, the crash of the axe, the pool
of blood beneath the scaffold, the heads rolling by
scores in the panier—these things were to him what
Lalage and a cask of Falernian were to Horace, what
Rosette and a bottle of iced champagne are to De
Béranger. As soon as he began to speak of slaughter
his heart scemed to be enlarged, and his fancy to
b iy fertile of its and g d
Robespierre, Saint Just, and Billaud, whose barbarity
was the effect of carnest and gloomy hatred, were, in
his view, men who made a toil of a pleasure. Cruelty
was no such melancholy business, to be gone about
with an austere brow and a whining tone; it was a

i fitly a panied by singing and laugh-
ing. In truth, Robespierre and Barére might be well
compared to the two renowned hangmen of Louis
the Eleventh. They were alike inscnsible of pity,
alike bent on havock. But, while they murdered,
one of them frowned and canted, the other grinned
and joked. For our own part, we prefer Jean gui
Plenre to Jean qus rit.

In the midst of the funeral gloom which overhung
Paris, a gaicty stranger and more ghastly than the
horrors of the prison and the scaffold distinguished
the dwelling of Barére. Every morning a crowd of

1 to i
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suitors pl his prc i He
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came forth in his rich dressing-gown, went round the
antechamber, dispensed smiles and promises among
the obsequiots crowd, add d himself with peculi
i to every hand: woman who appeared
in the circle, and complimented her in the florid
style of Gascony on the bloom of her cheeks and the
lustre of her eyes. When he had enjoyed the fear
and anxiety of his suppliants he dismissed them, and
flung all their memorials unread into the fire. This
was the best way, he conceived, to prevent arrears of
busi from lating. Here he was only an
imitator. Cardinal Dubois had been in the habit of
clearing his table of papers in the same way. Nor
was this the only point in which we could point out
a resemblance between the worst statesman of the
monarchy and the worst statesman of the republic.
Of Barére’s peculiar vein of pl y a notion
may be formed from an anecdote which one of his
intimate associates, a juror of the revolutionary
tribunal, has related. A courtesan who bore a con-
spicuous part in the orgies of Clichy implored Barére
to use his power against a head-dress which did not
suit her style of face, and which a rival beauty was
trying to bring into fashion. One of the magistrates
of the capital was summoned and received the neces-
sary orders. Aristocracy, Barére said, was again
rearing its front. These new wigs were counter-
revolutionary. He had reason to know that they
_were made out of the long fair hair of handsomie aris-
tocrats who had died by the national chopper. Every
lady who adorned herself with the relics of criminals
might justly be suspected of incivism. This ridicu-
lous lie imposed on the authorities of Paris. Female
iti were solerfinly warned against the obnoxious
ringlets, and were left to choose between their head-
dresses and their heads. Barére’s delight at the
success of this facetious fiction was quite extravagant :
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he could not tell the story without going into such
convulsions of laughter as made his hearers hope that
he was about to choke. There was something pecu-
liarly tickling and exhilarating to his mind in this
grotesque combination of the frivolous with the hor-
rible, of false locks and curling-irons with spouting
arteries and recking hatchets.

But, though Bardre succeeded in earning the
honourable nicknames of the Witling of Terror, and
the Anacrcon of the Guillotine, there was one place
where it was long remembered to his disadvantage
that he had, for a time, talked the language of
humanity and moderation. That place was the Jaco-
bin club. Even after he had borne the chief part in
the massacre of the Girondists, in the murder of the
Qucen, in the destruction of Lyons, he durst not show
himself within that sacred precinct. At one meeting
of the socicty, a member complained that the com-
mittee to which the supreme direction of affairs was
entrusted, after all the changes which had been made,
su" contained onc man who was not trustworthy.

picrre, whose infl over the Jacobins was
boundlcss, undertook the defence of his colleague,
owned there was some ground for what had been
said, but spokc highly of Barére’s industry and ap-
ulude for This ble interposition
silenced thc accuser ; but it was long before the
neophyte could venture to appear at the club.

At length a masterpicce of wickedness, unique,
we think, cven among Barére’s great achievements,
obtained his full pardon even from that rigid con-
clave. The insupportable tyranny of the Committce
of Public Safety had at length brought the minds of
men, and even of women, into a fierce and, hard
temper, which defied or welcomed death. The lifewhich
might be any morning taken away, in consequence
of the whisper of a private enemy, scemed of little
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value. It was something to dle after smiting one of
the opp ; it was to h to the
surviving tyxam‘.s a terror not inferior to that which
they had themselves inspired. Human nature, hunted
and worried to the utmost, now turned furiously to
bay. Fouquier Tinville was afraid to walk the streets ;
a pistol was snapped at Collot D’Herbois ; a young
irl, animated apparently by the spirit of Charlotte
orda , attempted to obtain an interview with Robes-
pierre. Suspicions arose; she was searched; and
two knives were found about her. She was ques-
tioned, and spoke of the ]acobm dornmatlon wnth
resolute scorn and Itis
that she was sent to the guillotine, Barére decla:ed
from the tribune that the cause of these attempts was
evident. Pitt and his guineas had done the whole.
The English Government had organised a vast system
of murder, had armed the hand of Charlotte Corday,
and bad now, by similar means, attacked two of the
most eminent friends of liberty in France. It is need-
less to say that these imputations were, not only
false, but destitute of all show of truth. Nay, they
were demonstrably absurd : for the assassins to whom
Barére referred rushed on certain death, a sure proof
- that they were not hirelings. The whole wealth of
England would not have bribed any sane person to
do what Charlotte Corday did. But, when we con-
- sider her as an enthusiast, her conduct is perfectly
natural. Even those French writers who are childish
enough to believe that the English Govemment con-
trived the infernal hine and led the E
Paul have fully acq\ntted Mr. Pitt of all share in the
death of Marat and in the attempt on Robespierre.
Vet on calumnies so futile as those which we have
mentioned did Barére ground a motion at which ail
Christendom stood aghast. He proposed a decree
that no quarter should be given to any English or
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Hanoverian soldier.! His Carmagnole was worthy of
the proposition with which it concluded. *That one
Englishman should be spared, that for the slaves of
George, for the human machines of York, the vocabu-
lary of our armies should contain such a word as
generosity, this is what the National Convention
cannot endure. War to the death against every
English soldier. If last year, at Dunkirk, quarter
had been refused to them when they asked it on
their knees, if our troops had exterminated them all,
instead of suffering them to infest our fortresses by
their presence, the English Government would not
have renewed its attack on our fronticrs this year.
It is only thc dead man who never comes back.
‘What is this moral pestilence which has introduced
into our armies false ideas of humanity? That the
English were to be treated with indulgence was the
philanthropic notion of the Brissotines; it was the
patriotic practice of Dumouricr. But humanity con-
sists in exterminating our cnemies. No mercy to
the execrable Englishman. Such are the sentiments
of the true Frenchman ; for he knows that he belongs
to a nation revolutionary as nature, powerful as free-
dom, ardent as the saltpetre which she has just torn
from the entrails of the carth. Soldiers of liberty,

M. Hip#m!ylc Carnot does_his best to cxcuse this decrce. His
abuse of England is mercly taughable.  England has managed to dead
with encmies of a very different sort from cither himself or his hero.
Onc disgraceful blunder, however, we think it right to notice.

M. Hippolyte Carnot asserts that a motion similar to that of Bardre
was made in the English Parliament by the late Lord Fitzwilliam.
‘This assertion is false. We defy M. Hippolyte Carnot to state the
date and terms of the motion of which he speal We do not accuse
him of intentional inisrepresentation ; but we confidently accuse him
of extreme ignorance and temerity. = Our readers will be amused to
Iearn on what authority he has ventured to publish such a fable, He
quotes, not the Journals of the Lords, not the Parliamentary Debates,

it 2 ranting message of the Exccutive Directory to the Five Hundred,
n ’;nu:ﬁ. too, the whole mecaning of which he has utterly mis.
underst .
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when victory places Englishmen at your mercy,
strike! None of them must return to the servile soil
of Great Britain ; none must pollute the free soil of
France.”

The Convention, thoroughly tamed and silenced,
acquiesced in Barére's motion without debate. And
now at last the doors of the Jacobin club were thrown
open to the disciple who had surpassed his masters.
He was admitted a member by acclamation, and was
soon selected to preside.

For a time he was not without hope that his
decree would be carried into full effect. Intelligence
arrived from the seat of war of a sharp contest be-
tween some French and Engllsh troops, in which the

d the ad and in which no
pnsoners had been made. Such things happen oc-
casionally in all wars. Barére, however, attributed
the ferocity of this combat to his darling decree, and
entertained the Convention with another Carmagnole.

“The Republicans,” he said, “saw a division in
red uniform at a distance. The red-coats are attacked
with the bayonet. Not one of them escapes the
blows of the Republicans. All the red-coats have
been killed. No mercy, no indulgence, has been
shown towards the villains. Not an Englishman
whom the Republicans could reach is now living.
How many prisoners should you guess that we have
gna.df? One single prisoner is the result of this great

ay.

And now this bad man’s craving for blood had
become insatiable. The more he quaffed, the more
he thirsted. He had begun with the English; but
soon he came down with a proposition for new mas-
sacres. “All the troops,” he said, “of the coalesced
tyrants in garrison at Condé, Va]enc:ennes, Le Ques-
noy, and Landrecies, ought to be put to the sword _
unless they surrender at discretion in twenty-four
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hours. The English, of course, will be admitted to
no capitulation whatever. With the English we have
no treaty but death. As to the rest, surrender at
discretion in twenty-four hours, or death, these are
our conditions, If the slaves resist, let them feel the
edge of the sword.” And then he waxed facetious.
“ On these terms the Republic is willing to give them
a lesson in the art of war.” At that jest, some hearers,
worthy of such a speaker, set up a laugh. Then he
became serious again. “ Let the enemy perish,” he
cried ; “ I have already said it from this tribune. It
is only the dead man who never comes back. Kings
will not conspire against us in the grave. Armies
will not fight against us when they are annihilated. .
Let our war with them be a war of extermination.
What pity is due to slaves whom the Emperor leads
to war under the cane; whom the King of Prussia
beats to the shambles with the flat of the sword ; and
whom the Duke of York makes drunk with rum and
gin?” And at the rum and gin the Mountain and
the galleries laughed again.

If Barére had been able to effect his purpose, it is
difficult to estimate the extent of the calamity which
he would have brought on the human race. No
government, however averse to cruelty, could, in
justice to its own subjects, have given quarter to
enemies who gave none. Retaliation would have
been, not merely justifiable, but a sacred duty. It
would have been necessary for Howe and Nelson to
make every French sailor whom they took walk the
plank. England has no peculiar reason to dread the
introduction of such a system. On the contrary, the
operation of Barére’s new law of war would have
been more unfavourable to his countrymen than to
ours ; for we believe that, from the beginning to the-
end of the war, there never was a time at which the
number of French prisoners in England was not
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greater than the number of English prisoners in
France ; and so, we apprehend, it will be in all wars
while England retains her maritime superiority.
Had the murderous decree of the Convention been
in force from 1794 to 1815, we are satisfied that, for
every Englishman slain by the French, at least three
Frenchmen would have been put to the sword by
the English. 1t is, therefore, not as Englishmen, but
as members of the great society of mankind, that
we speak with indignation and horror of the change
which Barére attempted to introduce. The mere
slaughter would have been the smallest part of the
evil. The butchering of a single unarmed man in
cold blood, under an act of the legislature, would have
produced more evil than the carnage of ten such
fields as Albuera. Public law would have been sub-
verted from the foundations; national enmities
would have been inflamed to a degree of rage which
happily it is not easy for us to conceive; cordial
peace would have been impossible. The moral
character of the European nations would have been
rapidly and deeply corrupted ; for in all countries
those men whose calling is to put their lives in
jeopardy for the defence of the public weal enjoy
high consideration, and are considered as the best
arbitrators on points of honour and manly bearing.
With the standard of morality established in the
military profession the general standard of morality
must to a great extent sink or rise. It is, therefore,
a fortunate circumstance that, during a long course
of years, respect for the weak and clemency towards
the vanquished have been idered as qualities not
less essential to the accomplished soldier than per-
sonal courage. How long would this continue to be
the case, if the slaying of prisoners were a part of
the daily duty of the warrior? What man of kind
and generous nature would, under such a system,
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willingly bear arms? Who, that was compelled to
bear arms, would long continue kind and generous?
And is it not certain that, if barbarity towards the
helpless became the characteristic of military men,
the taint must rapidly spread to civil and to domestic
life, and must show itself in all the dealings of the
strong with the weak, of husbands with wives, of em-
ployers with workmen, of creditors with debtors?

But, thank God, Barére’s decree was a mere dead
letter. It was to be executed by men very different
from those who, in the interior of France, were the
instruments of the Committee of Public Safety, who
prated at Jacobin clubs, and ran to Fouquier Tinville
with charges of incivism against women whom they
could not seduce, and bankers from whom they could
not extort money. The warriors who, under Hoche,
had guarded the walls of Dunkirk, and who, under
Kliéber, had made good the defence of the wood of
Moncecaux, shrank with horror from an office more
degrading than that of the hangman. “The Con-
wention,” said an officer to his men, * has sent orders
that all the English prisoners shall be shot.” “Wec
will not shoot them,” answered a stout-hearted
sergeant. *“Send them to the Convention. If the
deputies take pleasure in killing a prisoner, they may
kill him themselves, and eat him too, like savages
as they are.” This was the sentiment of the whole
army. DBonaparte, who thoroughly understood war,
who at Jaffa and elsewhere gave ample proof that he
was not unwilling to strain the laws of war to their
utmost rigour, and whose hatred of England amounted
to a folly, always spoke of Barére’s decree with loath-
ing, and boasted that the army had refused to obey
the Convention.

Such disobedience on the part of any other class
of citizens would have been instantly punished by
wholesale massacre ; but the Committee of Public
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Safety was aware that the discipline which had
tamed the unwarlike population of the fields and
cities might not answer in camps. To fling people
by scores out of a boat, and, when they catch hold of
xt, to chop off their fingers with a hatchet, is un-
btedly a very ag ble pastime for a thorough-
bred Jacobin, when the sufferers are, as at Nantes,
old confessors, young girls, or women with child.
But such sport might prove a little dangerous if tried
upon grim ranks of grenadiers, marked with the
scars of Hondschoote, and “singed by the smoke of
Fleurus.
Barére, however, found some consolation. If he
. could not succeed in murdering the English and the
Hanoverians, he was amply indemnified by a new
and vast slaughter of his own countrymen and
countrywomen. If the defence which has been set
up for the bers of the C ittee of Public
Safety had been well founded, if it had been true
that they governed with extreme severity only be-
cause the Republic was in extreme peril, it is clear
that the severity would have diminished as the peril
diminished. But the fact is, that those cruelties for
which the public danger is made a plea became more
and more enormous as the danger became less and
less, and reached the full height when there was no
longer any danger at all. In the autumn of 1793,
there was undoubtedly reason to apprehend that
France might be unable to maintain the struggle
against the European coalition. The enemy was
triumphant on the frontiers. More than half the
departments disowned the authority of the Con-
vention. But at that time eight or ten necks a day
were thought an ample allowance for the guxllotme
of the capital. In the of 1794, B
Toulon, Caen, Lyons, Marseilles, had submitted to
the asoendcncy of Paris. The French arms were
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victorious under the Pyrenees and on the Sambre.
Brussels had fallen. Prussia had announced her
mlentmn of withdrawing from the contest. The

Republic, no longer with defending her own
indcpendence, was beginning to meditate conguest
beyond the Alps and lhc Rhine. She was now more
- formidable to her bours than ever Louis the
Fourteenth had been.  And now the Revolutionary
“Tribunal of Paris was not content with forty, fifty,
sixty heads in a morning. It was just after a serics
of victories, which destroyed the whole force of the
single argument which has been urged in defence of
the system of terror, that the Committee of Public
Safety resolved to infuse into that system an encrgy
hitherto unknown. It was proposed to reconstruct
the Revolutionary Tribunal, and to collect in the
space of two pages the whole revolutionary juris-
prudence.  Lists of twelve judges and fifty jurors
were made out from among the ficrcest Jacobins.
The substantive law was simply this, that whatever
the tribunal should think pernicious to the Republic
was a capital crime. The law of evidence was
simply this, that whatever satisfied the jurors was
sufficient proof. The law of procedure was of a
picce with every thing else. There was to be an
advocate against the prisoner, and no advocate for
him. It was expressly declarcd that, if the jurors
were in any manner convinced of the guilt of the
prisoner, they might convict him without hearing a
single witness. The only punishment which the
court could inflict was death.

Robespierre proposed this decree.  \When he had
read it, a murmur rosc from the Convention. The
fear which had long restrained the deputics from
opposing the Commn.lcc was overcome by a stronger
fear. Every man felt the knife at his throat. “The
decree,” said one, “is of grave importance. I move
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that it be printed, and that the debate be adjourned.
If such a measure were adopted without time for
consideration, I would blow my brains out at once.”
The ion for adj was ded. Then
Barére sprang up. “It is impossible,” he said, “ that
there can be any difference of opinion among us as
to a law like this, 2 law so favourable in all respects
to patriots ; a law which insures the speedy punish-
ment of conspirators, If there is to be an adjourn-
ment, I must insist that it shall not be for more than
three days.” The opposition was overawed; the
decree was passed ; and, during the six weeks which
followed, the havock was such as had never been
known before.

And now the evil was beyond endurance. That
timid majority which had for a time supported the
Girondists, and which had, after their fall, contented
itself with registering in silence the decrees of the
Committee of Public Safety, at length drew courage
from despair. Leaders of bold and firm character
were not wanting, men such as Fouché and Tallien,
who, having been long conspicuous among the chiefs
of the Mountain, now found that their own lives, or
lives still dearer to them than their own, iwere in
extreme peril. Nor could it be longer kept secret
that there was a schism in the despotic committee.
On one side were Robespierre, Saint Just, and Cou-
thon ; on the other Collot and Billaud. Barére leaned
towards these last, but only leaned towards them.
As was ever his fashion when a great crisis was at
hand, he fawned alternately on both parties, struck
alternately at both, and held himself in readiness to
chant the praises or to sign the death-warrant of
either. “In any event his Carmagnole was ready.
‘The tree of liberty, the blood of traitors, the dagger
of Brutus, the guineas of perfidious Albion, would do
equally well for Billaud and for Robespierre. |
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The' first attack which was made on Robespicrre
was indirecct. An old woman named Catherine
‘Théot, half maniac, half impostor, was protected by
him, and exercised a strange influence over his mind ;
for hc was naturally prone to superstition, and,
having abjured the faith in which he had been
brought up, was looking about for something to
belicve.  Barére drew up a report against Catherine,
which contained many facetious conceits, and ended,
as might be expected, with a motion for sending her
and some other wretched creatures of both sexes to
the Revolutionary Tribunal, or, in other words, to
decath. This report, however, he did not dare to read
to the Convention himself.  Another member, less
timid, was induced to father the cruel buffoonery ;
and the real author cnjoyed in security the dismay
and vexation of Robespierre.

Barédre now thought that he had done enough on
one side, and that it was time to make his peace
with the other. On the scventh of Thermidor,
he pronounced in the Convention a panegyric on
Robespierre. “ That representative of the pcople,”
he said, “enjoys a rcputation for patriotism, carned
by five years of cxertion, and by unalterable fidelity
to the principles of independence and liberty.” On
the cighth of Thermidor, it became clear that a de-
cisive struggle was at hand. Robespierre struck the
first blow. He mounted the tribune, and uttered a
long invective on his opponents. It was moved that
his discourse should be printed ; and Barére spoke
for the printing. The scnse of the Convention soon
appeared to be the other way : and Barére apolo-
gised for his former specch, and implored his col-
leagucs to abstain from disputes which could be
agreeable only to Pitt and York. On the next day,
the ever memorable ninth of Thermidor, came the
real tug of war. Tallien, bravely taking his life in
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his hand, led the onset.  Billaud followed ; and then
all that infinite hatred which had long been kept
down by terror burst forth, and swept cvery barrier
before it. \When at length the voice of Robespierre,
drowned by the President’s bell and by shouts of
“Down with the tyrant!” had died away in hoarse
gasping, Bartre rose. He began with timid and
doubtful phrases, watched the effect of every word
he uttered, and, when the fecling of the Assembly
had been unequivoc:\lly manifested, declared against
Robespierre.  But it was not till the pcople out of
doors, and especially the gunners of Paris, had
espoused the cause of the Convention that Barére
felt quite at case. Then he sprang to the tribune,
poured forth a Carmagnole about Pisistratus and
Caulme, and concluded by moving that thc heads of
re and R c's should
bc cut off without a trml. Thc mouon was c:nned
On the following LAY
of the Committec of Public S'nl'cly and their principal
adherents suffered death. It was exactly one year
since Barére had commenced his carcer of slaughter
by moving the proscription of his old allies the
Girondists. We greatly doubt whether any human
being has ever succceded in packing more wicked-
:;ess into the space of three hundred and sixty-five
ays.

y'l‘h(: ninth of Thermidor is onc of the great epochs
in the history of Europe. It is truc that the three
members of the Committece of Public Safety who
triumphed were by no means better men than the
three who fell.  Indeed, we are inclined to think that
of these six statesmen the least bad were Robes-
pierre and Saint Just, whose cruelty was the effect of
sincere fanaticism operating on narrow understand-
ings and acrimonious tempers. The worst of the six
was, beyond all doubt, Barére, who had no faith in
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any part of the system which he upheld by persecu-
tion ; who while he sent his fellow-creatures to death
for being the third cousins of royalists, had not in the
least made up his mind that a republic was better
than a monarchy ; who, while he slew his old friends
for federalism, was himself far more a f{cderalist than
any of them; who had become a murderer merely
for his safety, and who continued to be a murderer
merely for his pleasure.

The tendency of the vulgar is to embody every
thing. Some individual is selected, and often
sclected very injudiciously, as the representative of
cvery great movement of the public mind, of every
great revolution in human affairs; and on this
individual are concentrated all the love and all the
hatred, all the admiration and all the contempt,
which he ought rightfully to share with a whole
party, a whole sect, a whole nation, a whole gene-
ration. Pecrhaps, no human being has suffered so
much from this propensity of the multitude as Robes-
pierre.  He is regarded, not merely as what he was,
an cnvious, malevolent zealot, but as the incarnation
of Terror, as Jacobinism personified. The truth is,
that it was not by him that the system of terror was
carricd to the last extreme. The most horrible days
in the history of the Revolutionary Tribunal of Paris
were those which immediately preceded the ninth of
Thermidor. Robespicrre had then ceased to attend
the meetings of the sovercign Committee; and the
dircction of affairs was really in the hands of Billaud,
of Collot, and of Barére.

It had never occurred to those three tyrants that,
in overthrowing Robespicerre, they were overthrowing
that system of Terror to which they were more
attached than he had ever been. Their object was
to go on slaying even more mercilessly than before.
But thcy had misunderstood the nature of the great
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crisis which had at Jast arrived The yoke of the
Committee was broken for ever. The Convention
had regamed its llberty had trled its strength, had
ish i i A great
reactmn had commenced T\venty-fnur hours after
Robespierre had ceased to live, it was moved and
carried, amidst loud bursts of applause, that the
sittings of the Revolutionary Tribunal should be
suspended.  Billaud was not at that moment present.
He entered the hall soon after, learned with indig-
nation what had passed, and moved that the vote
should be rescinded. But loud cries of “ No, no!”
rose from those benches whtch had lately paid mute
to his Barére came forwai
on the same day, and adjured the Convention not
to relax the system of terror. *Beware, above all
things,” he cried, “of that fatal moderation which
talks of peace and of dl Let arist
know, that here she will find only enemies stemly
bent on vengeance, and judges who have no pity.”
But the day of the Carmagnoles was over: the
restraint of fear had been relaxed ; and the hatred
with which the nation regarded the Ja-:obm dominion
broke forth with ungovernable violence. Not more
strongly did the tide of public opinion run against
the old monarchy and aristocracy, at the time of the
taking of the Bastile, than it now ran against the
tyranny of the Mountain. From every dungeon the
prisoners came forth as they had gone in, by hundreds.
The decree which forbade the soldiers of the Repub-
lic to give quarter to the English was repealed by
an unanimous vote, amidst loud acclamations; nor
passéd as it was, disobeyed as it was, and rescinded as
it was, can it be with justice considered as a blemish
on the fame of the French nation. The Jacobin club
was refractory. It was suppressed without resistance.
The surviving Girondist deputies, who had concealed -
R2
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themselves from the veng, of their ies in
caverns and garrets, were readmitted to their scats in
the Convention. No day passed without some signal
reparation of injustice ; no strect in Paris was without
some trace of the recent change. In the theatre, the
bust of Marat was pulled down from its pedestal and
broken in pieces, amidst the appl of the audi

His carcass was cjected from the Panthcon. The
cclebrated picture of his death, which had hung in the
hall of the Convention, was removed. The savage
inscriptions with which the walls of the city had been
covered disappeared ; and, in place of death and terror,
humanity, the watchword of the new rulers, was every-
where to be seen.  In the meantime, the gay spirit
of France recently subdued by oppression, and now
clated by the joy of a great dcliverance, wantoned
in a thousand forms. Art, taste, luxury, revived.
Female beauty regained its empirc—an empire
strengthened by the remembrance of all the tender
and all the sublime virtues which women delicately
bred and reputed frivolous, had displayed during the
evil days. Refined manners, chivalrous sentiments,
followed in the train of love. The dawn of the Arctic
summer day after the Arctic winter night, the great
unscaling of the waters, the awakening of animal and
vegetable life, the sudden softening of the air, the
sudden blooming of the flowers, the sudden bursting
of old forests into verdure, is but a fecble type of
that happiest and most genial of revolutions, the
revolution of the ninth of Thermidor.,

But, in the midst of the revival of all kind and
gencrous sentiments, there was one portion of the
community against which merey itself seemed to cry
out for vengeance. The chiefs of the late government
and their tools were now never named but as the
men of blood, the drinkers of blood, the cannibals.
In some parts of France, where the creatures of the
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Mountain had acted with peculiar barbarity, the
populace took the law into its own hands and meted
out justice to the Jacobins with the true Jacobin
measure ; but at Paris the punishments were inflicted
with order and decency, and were few when compared
with the number, and lenient when compared with
the enormity, of the crimes. Soon after the ninth of
‘Thermidor, two of the vilest of mankind, Fouquier
Tinville, whom Barére had placed at the Revolutionary
Tribunal, and Lebon, whom Barére had defended in
the Convention, were placed under arrest. A third
miscreant soon shared their fate, Carrier, the tyrant of
Nantes. The trials of these men brought to light
horrors surpassing any thing that Suetonius and
Lampridius have related of the worst Casars. But
it was impossible to punish subordinate agents who,
bad as they were, had only acted in accordance with
the spirit of the government which they served, and,
at the same time, to grant impunity to the heads of
the wicked administration. A cry was raised, both
within and without the Convention, for justice on
Collot, Billaud, and Barére.

Collot and Billaud, with all their vices, appear to
have been men of resolute natures. They made no
submission ; but opposed to the hatred of mankind,
at first a fierce resistance, and afterwards a dogged
and sullen endurance. Barére, on the other hand, as
soon as he began to understand the real nature of the
revolution of Thermidor, attempted to abandon the
Mountain, and to obtain admission among his old
friends of the moderate party. He declared every-
where that he had never been in favour of severe
measures ; that he was a Girondist; that he had
always di d and 1 d the in which
the Brissotine deputies had been treated. He now
preached mercy from that tribune from which he had
recently preached extermination. “The time,” he
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said, “has come at which our clemency may be in-
dulged wlthoul danger. We may now safely consxder
temporary impr t as an adeq

for political misdemeanours.” Itwas only a fortnight
since, from the same place, he had declaimed against
the modcration which dared even to talk of clemency ;
it was only a fortnight sincc he had ccased to send
mcn and women to the guillotine of Paris,at the rate
of three hundred a weck. He now wished to make
his peace with the modcrate party at the expense of
the Terrorists, as he had, a year before, made his peace
-with the Terrorists at the expense of the moderate
party. But he was disappointed. He had left him-
self no retreat.  His face, his voice, his rants, his jokes,
had become hateful to the Convention. When he
spoke he was interrupted by murmurs.  Bitter reflec-
tions were daily cast on his cowardice and perfidy.
On one occasion Carnot rose to give an account of a
victory, and so far forgot the gravity of his character
as to indulge in the sort of oratory which Barére
had affected on similar occasions.  He was inter-
rupted by cries of “No more Carmagnoles!” “No
more of Bartre’s puns!”

At length, five months after the revolution of
Thermidor, the Convention resolved that a committee
of twenty-one members should be appointed to ex-
amine into the conduct of Billaud, Collot, and Barére.
In some weceks the report was ‘made.  From that
report we learn that a paper had been discovered,
signed by Bardre, and containing a proposition for

adding the last img to the system of terror.
France was to be divided into clrcmts' jtinerant
revolutionary trik 1 1 of trusty Jacobins,

were to move from dcpartmcnt to department; and
the guillotine was to tmvcl in their train.

Barére. in his d d that no or
motion which he had made in the Convention could,
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without a violation of the freedom of debate, be
treated as a crime. He was asked how he could
resort to such a mode of defence, after putting to
death so many deputies on account of opinions ex-
pressed in the Convention. He had nothing to say,
but that it was much to be regretted that the sound
principle had ever been violated.

He arrogated to himself a large share of the merit
of the revolution in Thermidor. The men who had
risked their lives to effect that revolution, and who
knew that, if they had failed, Barére would, in all
probability, have moved the decree for beheading
them without a trial, and have drawn up a proclama-
tion announcing their guilt and their punishment to
all France, were by no means disposed to acquiesce in
his claims. He was reminded that, only forty-eight
hours before the decisive confiict, he had, in the
tribune, been profuse of adulation to Robespierre,
His answer to this reproach is worthy of himself.
“It was necessary,” he said, “to dissemble. It was
necessary to flatter Robespierre’s vanity, and, by
panegyric, to impel him to the attack. This was the
motive which induced me to load him with those
praises of which you complain. Who ever blamed
Brutus for dissembling with Tarquin?”

‘The accused triumvirs had only one chance of
escaping punishment. There was severe distress at
that moment among the working people of the
capital. This distress the Jacobins attributed to the
reaction of Thermidor, to the lenity with which the
aristocrats were now treated, and to the measures
which had been adopted against the chiefs of the late
administration. Nothing is too absurd to be believed
by a populace which has not breakfasted, and which
does not know how it is to dine. The rabble of the
° Faubourg Saint Antoine rose, menaced the deputies,
and demanded with loud cries the liberation of the
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persccuted patriots.  But the Convention was no
. longer such as it had bcen, when similar means were
cmployed too ly i the Girondis! Its
spirit was roused. Its strength had been proved.
Military means werc at its command. The tumult
was suppressed : and it was decreed that same even-
ing that Collot, Billaud, and Barére should instantly
be removed to a distant place of confinement.

The next day the order of the Convention was
exccuted. The account which Barére has given of
his journey is the most interesting and the most
trustworthy part of thesec Memoirs. There is no
witness so infamous that a court of justice will not
take his word against himsclf ; and even Barére may
be believed when he tells us how much he was hated
and despised.

The carriage in which he was to travel passed,
surrounded by armed men, along the strcet of Saint
Honoré. A crowd soon gathcred round it and
increased cvery moment. On the long flight of
steps before the church of Saint Roch stood rows
of cager spectators. It was with difficulty that the
coach could male its way through thosc who hung
upon it, hooting, cursing, and striving to burst the
doors. Bartre thought his life in danger, and was
conducted at his own request to a public office,
where he hoped that he might find shelter till the
crowd should disperse. In the meantime, another
Qiscussion on his fate took place in the Convention.
It was proposed to deal with him as he had dealt
with better men, to put him out of the pale of the
law, and to dcliver him at oncec without any trial
to the headsman. But the humanity which, since
the ninth of Thermidor, had gencrally directed the
public counsels restrained the dcputies from taking
this coursc.

It was now night; and the strects gradually
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became quiet. The clock struck twelve ; and Barére,
under a strong guard, again set forth on his journey.
He was conducted over the river to the place where
the Orleans road branches off from the southern
boulevard. Two travelling carriages stood there.
In one of them was Billaud, attended by two
officers ; in the other two more officers were wait-
lngd to receive Barére. Collot was already on the
r0;

At Orleans, a city which had suffered cruelly
from the Jacobin tyranny, the three deputies were
surrounded by a mob bent on tearing them to pieces.
All the national guards of the neighbourhood were
assembled ; and thls force was not greater than the

quired ; for the 1 p d the
mrnaga far on the road to Blois.

At Amboise the prisoners learned that Tours
was ready to receive them. The stately bridge was
occupied by a throng of people, who swore that the
men under whose rule the Loire had been choked
with corpses should have full personal experience of
the nature of a nopade. In consequence of this news,
the officers who had charge of the criminals made

- such arrangements that the carriages reached Tours
at two in the morning, and drove straight to the
post-house. Fresh horses were instantly ordered ;
and the travellers started again at full gallop, They
had in truth not a moment to lose; for the alarm
had been given; lights were seen in motion; and
the yells of a great multitude, disa Fpointed of its
revenge, mingled with the sound of the departing
wheels.

At Poitiers there was another narrow escape.
As the prisoners quitted the post-house, they saw the
whole population pouring in fury down the steep
declivity on which the city is built. They passed
near Niort, but could not venture to enter it. The
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inhabitants came forth with threatening aspect, and

vehemently cried to the postillions to stop ; but the ~

postillions urged the horses to full speed, and soon
left the town Dbehind. Through such dangers the
men of blood were brought in safety to Rochelle.

Oléron was the place of their destination, a
dreary island beaten by the raging waves of the Bay
of Biscay. The prisoners were confined in the castle;
cach had a single chamber, at the door of which a
guard was placed ; and cach was allowed the ration
of a single soldier. They were not allowed to com-
municate either with the garrison or with the popula-
tion of the island ; and soon after their arrival they
were denied the indulgence of walking on the ram-
parts. The only place where they were suffered to
take exercise was the esplanade where the troops
were drilled.

They had not been long in this situation when
news came that the Jacobins of Paris had made a
last attempt to regain ascendency in the state, that
the hall of the Convention had been forced by a
furious crowd, that one of the deputies had been
murdered and his head fixed on a pike, that the life
of the President had been for a time in imminent
danger, and that some members of the legislature had
not been ashamed to join the rioters.  But troops had
arrived in time to prevent a massacre. The insur-
gents had been put to flight; the inhabitants of the
disaffected quarters of the capital had been disarmed ;
the guilty deputies had d the just puni
of their treason; and the power of the Mountain
was broken for cver. These events strengthened the
aversion with which the system of Terror and the
authors of that system were regarded. One member
of the Convention had moved that the three prisoners
of Oléron should be put to death ; another, that they
should be brought back to Paris, and tried by a
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council of war. These propositions were rejected.
But something was conceded to the party which
called for severity. A vessel which had been fitted
out with great expedition at Rochefort touched
at Oléron; and it was announced to Collot and
Billaud that they must instantly go on board. They
were forthwith conveyed to Guiana, where Collot
soon drank himself to death with brandy. Billaud
lived many years, sk ing his fellov and
shunned by them ; and diverted his lonely hours by
teaching parrots to talk. Why a distinction was
‘made between Barére and his companions in guilt,
neither he nor any other writer, as far as we know,
has explained. It does not appear that the distinc-
tion was meant to be at all in his favour ; for orders
soon arrived from Paris, that he should be brought
to trial for his crimes before the criminal court of the
department of the Upper Charente. He was accord-
ingly brought back to the continent, and confined
during some at Sai in an old

which had lately been turned into a Jaxl.

While he lingered here, the reaction which had
followed the great crisis of Thermidor met with a
tempora.ry check The fnends of the house of Bour-
bon, e with which they
had’ been treated after the fall of Robespierre, not
only ventured to avow their opinions with little dis-
guise, but at length took arms against the Convention,
and were not put down till much blood had been shed
in the streets at' Paris. The vtgﬂance of the public
authorities was therefore now di d chiefl;
the Royalists ; and the rigour with which the Jacobms
had lately been treated was somewhat relaxed. The
Convention, indeed, again resolved that Bartre should
be sent to Guiana. But this decree was not carried
into effect. The prisoner, probably with the conni-
vance of some powerful persons, made his escape from
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Saintes and fled to Bordeaux, where he remained
in concealment during some yecars. There scems to
have been a kind of understanding between him and
the government, that, as long as he hid himself, he
should not be found, but that, if hc obtruded himself
on the public eye, he must take the consequcnces of
his rashness.

While the constitution of 1795, with its Execcutive
Dircctory, its Council of XElders, and its Council
of Five Hundred, was in operation, he continued to
live under the ban of the law. It was in vain that he
solicited, even at moments when the politics of the
Mountain scemed to be again in the ascendant, a
remission of the ¢ pror 1 by the Conven-
tion. Even his fellow-regicides, even the authors of
the slaughter of Vendémiaire and of the arrests of
Fructidor, were ashamed of him.

About ecightcen months after his escape from
prison, his name was again brought before the world.
In his own province he still retained some of his
early popularity. He had, indeed, never been in that
province since the downfall of the monarchy. The
mountaineers of Gascony were far removed from
the seat of government, and were but imperfectly in-
formed of what passed there. They knew that their
countryman had played an important part, and that
he had on some occasions promoted their local in-
terests ; and they stood by him in his adversity and
in his disgrace with a constancy which presents a
singular contrast to his own abject fickleness. All
France was amazed to learn that the department
of the Upper Pyrences had chosen the proscribed
tyrant a member of the Council of Five Hundred.
‘Fhe council, which, like our House of Commons, was
the judge of the clection of its own members, refused
to admit him. When his namc was recad from the
roll, a cry of indignation rose from the benches.
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“Which of you,” exclaimed one of the members,
“would sit by the side of such a monster? ” “Not
I, not I!” answered a crowd of voices. One deputy
declared that he would vacate his seat if the hall
were polluted by ‘the presence of such a wretch.
The election was declared null on the ground that
the person elected was a criminal skulking from
justice ; and many severe reflections were thrown on
the lenity which suffered him to be still at large. -~

He tried to make his peace with the Directory,
by writing a bulky libel on England, entitled The
Liberty of the Seas. He seems to have confidently
expected that this work would produce a great effect.
He printed three thousand copies,and, in order to de-
fray the expense of publication, sold one of his farms
for the sum of ten thousand francs. The book came
out ; but nobody bought it, in consequence, if Barére
is to be believed, of the villany of Mr. Pitt, who
bribed the Directory to order the Reviewers not to
notice so formidable an attack on the maritime great-
ness of perfidious Albion.

Barére had been about three years at Bordeaux
when he received intelligence that the mob of the
town designed him the honour of a visit on the
ninth of Thermidor, and would probably administer
to him what he had, in his defence of his friend
Lebon, described as substantial justice under forms
a little harsh. It was necessary for him to disguise
himself in clothes such as were worn by the car-
penters of the dock. In this garb, with a bundle of
wood shavings under his arm, he made his escape
into the vineyards which surround the city, lurked
during some days in a peasant’s hut, and, when the
dreaded anniversary was over, stole back into the
city. A few months later he was again in danger. He
now thought that he should be nowhere so safe as in
the neighbourhood of Paris. He quitted Bordeaux,
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hastencd undctected through those towns where four
years before his life had been in extreme danger,
passed through the capital in the morning twilight,
when none were in the streets except shop-boys
taking down the shutters, and arrived safe at the
pleasant village of Saint Ouen on the Scine.  Here
he remained in scclusion during some months. In
the meantime Bonaparte returned from Egypt,
placed himself at the head of a coalition of discon-
tented partics, covered his designs with the authority
of the Elders, drove the Five Hundred out of their
hall at the point of the bayonet, and became abso-
lute monarch of France under the name of First
Consul.

Bartre assurcs us that these events almost broke
his hcart; that he could not bear to sec France
again subject to a master ; and that, if the repre-
sentatives had been worthy of that honourable name,
they would have arrested the ambitious general who
insulted them. These feelings, however, did not
prevent him from soliciting the protection of the
new government, and from sending to the TFirst
Consul a handsome copy of the essay on the Liberty
of the Seas.

The policy of Bonaparte was to cover all the
past with a general oblivion. He belonged half to
the Revolution and half to the reaction. He was an
upstart and a sovercign ; and had thereforc some-
thing in common with the Jacobin, and something
in common with the Royalist. All, whether Jaco-
bins or Royalists, who were disposed to support
his government, were readily received—all, whether
Jacobins or Royalists, who showed hostility to his
government, were put down and punished. Men
who had borne a part in the worst crimes of the
Reign of Terror, and men who had fought in the
army of Cond¢, were to be found close together,
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both in his antechambers and in his dungeons. He
decorated Fouché and Maury with the same cross.
He sent Aréna and Georges Cadoudal to the same
scaffold. From a government acting on such prin-
ciples Barére easily obmned the lndulgence which
the Di y had cc to grant. The
sentence passed by the Convention was remitted ;
and he was allowed to reside at Paris. His pardon,
it is true, was not granted in the most honourable
form ; and he remaincd, during some time, under
the special supervision of the police. He hastened,
however, to pay his court at the Luxemburg pa.la.ce,
where Bonaparte then resided, and was honoured
with a few dry and careless words by the master of
France.

Here begins a new chapter of Barére’s history.
‘What passed between him and the Consular govern-
ment cannot, of course, be so accurately known to
us as the speeches and reports which he made in
the Convention. It is, however, not difficult, from
notorious facts, and from the admissions scattered
over these lying M irs, to form a tolerably accu-
rate notion of what took place. Bonaparte wanted
to buy Barére: Barére wanted to sell himself to
Bonaparte. The only question was one of price;
and there was an immense interval between what
was ¢ offered and what was demanded.

Bonaparte, whose veh of will, ﬁxedn&ss of
purpose, and reliance on his own genius were not
only great but extravagant, looked with scorn on the
most effeminate and dependent of human minds.
He was quite capable of perpetrating crimes under
the influence either of ambition or of revenge: but
he had no touch of that accursed monomania, that
craving for blood and tears, which raged in some
of the Jacobin chiefs. To proscribe the Terrorists
would have been wholly inconsistent with his policy;




256 Barére

but, of all the classes of men whom his comprehensive
system included, he liked them the least ; and Barére
was the worst of them. This wretch had been
branded with infamy, first by the Convention, and
then by the Council of Five Hundred. The inhabi-
tants of four or five great cities had attempted to
tear him limb from limb. Nor were his vices re-
deemed by eminent talents for administration or
legislation. It would be unwise to place in any
honourable or important post a man so wicked, so
odious, and so little qualified to discharge high politi-
cal duties. At the same time, there was a way in
which it seemed likely that he might be of use to
the government. The First Consul, as he afterwards
acknowledged, greatly overrated Barére’s powers as a
writer. The effect which the Reports of the Com-
mittee of Public Safety had produced by the camp
fires of the Republican armies had been great.
Napoleon himself, when a young soldier, had been
delighted by those compositions, which had much in
common with the rhapsodies of his favourite poet,
Macpherson. The taste, indeed, of the great warrior
and statesman was never very pure. His bulletins,
his general orders, and his proclamations, are some-
times, it is true, masterpieces in their kind; but we
too often detect, even in his best writing, traces of
Fingal, and of the Carmagnoles. It is not strange,
therefore, that he should have been desirous to secure
the aid of Barére’s pen. Nor was this the only kind
of assistance which the old member of the Committee
of Public Safety might render to the Consular govern-
ment. He was likely to find admission into the
gloomy dens in which those Jacobins whose constancy
was to be overcome by no reverse, or whose crimes

dmitted of no expiati hid themselves from the
curses of mankind. No enterprise was too bold or
too atrocious for minds crazed by fanaticism, and




Bartre 257

familiar with misery and death. The government
was anxious to have information of what passed in
their secret councils ; and noman was better qualified
to furnish such information than Barére.

For these reasons the First Consul was disposed
to employ Barére as a writer and as a spy. But
Barére—was it possible that he would submit to such
a degradation? Bad ashe was, he had played a great
part. He had belonged to that class of criminals who
filled the world with the renown of their crimes; he
had been one of a cabinet which had ruled France
with absolute power, and made war on all Europe
with signal success. Nay, he had been, though not
the most powerful, yet, with the single exception of
Robespierre, the most picuou ber of that
cabinet. His name had been a household word at
Moscow and at Philadelphia, at Edinburgh and at
Cadiz. The blood of the Queen of France, the blood
of the greatest orators and philosophers of France,
was on his hands. He had spoken ; and it had been
decreed that the plough should pass over the great
city of Lyons. He had spoken again; and it had
been decreed, that the streets of Toulon should be
razed to the ground. When depravity is placed so
high as his, the hatred which it inspires is mingled
with awe. His place was with great tyrants, with
Critias and Sylla, with Eccelino and Borgia ; not witk
hireling scribblers and police runners.

“Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boast ;
But shall the dignity of vice be lost ? ”

So sang Pope ; and so felt Barére. When it was
proposed to him to publish a journal in defence of
the Consular government, rage and shame inspired
him for the first and last time with something like
courage. He had filled as large a space in the eyes
of mankind as Mr. Pitt or General Washington ; and

VOL. X S
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he was coolly invited to descend at once to the level
of Mr. Lewis Goldsmith. He saw, too, with agonics
of envy, that a widce distinction was madc between
himsclf and the other statesmen of the Revolution
who were summoned to the aid of the government.
“Those statesmen were required, indeed, to make large
sacrifices of principle ; but they were not called on
to sacrifice what, in (he opinion of the vulgar, consti-
tutes personal dignity. They were made tribuncs
and legislators, ambassadors and llors of state,
ministers, senators, and consuls.  They might reason-
ably expect to rise with the rising fortunes of their
master ; and, in truth, many of them were destined to
wear the badge of his Legion of Honour and of his
order of the Iron Crown ; to be arch-chancellors and
arch-treasurers, counts, dukes, and princes. Barére,
only six yecars before, had been far more powerful, far
more widely renowned, than any of them ; and now,
while they were thought worthy to represent the
majesty of France at forcign courts, while they
received crowds of suitors in gilded antechambers, he
was to pass his life in measuring paragraphs, and
scolding correctors of the press. It was too much.
Those lips which had never before been able to
fashion themsclves to a No, now murmured expostula-
tion and refusal.  “ 1 could not "—these are his own
words—* abasc myself to such a point as to serve the
First Consul merely in the capacity of a journalist,
while so many muumﬁc'ml. low, and servile people,
such as the 'lrcllh.nrds, the Ru,dcrcrs, the Iebruns,
the Marcets, and others, whom it is superfluous to
name, held the first place in this government of up-
starts.”

This outbreak of spirit was of short duration.
Napoleon was inexorable. It is said indced that he
was, for a moment, half inclined to admit Barire into
the Council of State; but the members of that body
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remonstrated in the strongest terms, and declared
that such a nomination would be a disgrace to them
all. This plan was therefore relinquished. Thence-
forth Barére’s only chance of obtaining the patronage
of the government was to subdue his pride, to forget
that there had been a time when, with three words, he
might have had the heads of the three consuls, and to
betake himself, humbly and industriously, to the task
of composing lampoons on England and panegyrics
on Bonaparte.

It has been often asserted, we know not on what
grounds, that Barére was employed by the govern-
ment not only as a writer, but as a censor of the
writings of other men. This imputation he vehe-
mently denies in his Memoirs ; but our readers will
probably agree with us in thinking that his denial
leaves the question exactly where it was.

Thus much is certain, that he was not restrained
from exercising the office of censor by any scruple
of conscience or honour; for he did accept an office,
compared with which that of censor, odious as it is,
may be called an august and beneficent magistracy.
He began to have what are delicately called relations
with the police. We are not sure that we have
formed, or that we can convey, an exact notion of the
nature of Barére's new calling. It is a calling un-
known in our country. It has indeed often happened
in England that a plot has been revealed to the
government by one of the conspirators. The in-
former has sometimes been directed to carry it fair
towards his accomplices, and to let the evil design
come to full maturity. As soon as his work is done,
he is generally snatched from the public gaze, and
sent to some obscure village or to some remote colony.
The use of spies, even to this extent, is in the highest
degree unpopular in England ; but a political spy by
profession is a creature from which our island is as

82
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free as it is from wolves. In France the race is well
known, and was ncver more numerous, more greedy,
more cunning, or more savage, than under the govern-
ment of Bonaparte.

Qur idea of a gentleman in relations with the
Consular and Imperial police may perhaps be in-
correct. Such as it is, we will try to convey it to
our readers.  We image to ourselves a well-dressed
person, with a soft voice and affable manncers. His
opinions are those of the society in which he finds
himeelf, but a little stronger. e often complains, in
the language of honest indignation, that what passes
in private conversation finds its way strangely to
the government, and cautions his associates to take
care what they say when they are not sure of their
company. As for himsclf, he owns that he is indis-
creet.  Ie can never refrain from speaking his mind ;
and that is the reason that he is not prefect of a
department.

In a gallery of the Palais Royal he overhears
two friends talking earnestly about the King and the
Count of Artoi He follows them into a coficchouse,
sits at the table next to them, ealls for his half-dish
and his small glass of cognac, takes up a journal, and
seems occupicd with the news.  His neighbours go
on talking without restraint, and in the style of
persons warmly attached to the exiled family.  They
depart ; and he follows them half round the boule-
vards till he fairly tracks them to their apartments,
and learns their names from the porters.  From that
day every letter addres<ed to either of them is sent
from the post-office to the police, and opened.  Their
correspondents become known to the government,
and are carcfully watched. Six or eight honest
familics, in different parts of France, find themselves
at once under the frown of power without being able
to guess what offence they have given. One person
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is dismisscd from a public office ; another learns with
dismay that his promising son has been turned out of
the Polytechnic school.

Next, the indefatigable servant of the state falls
in with an old republican, who has not changed with
the times, who regrets the red cap and the tree of
liberty, who has not unlearned the Thee and Thou,
and who still subscribes his letters with © Health and
Fraternity.” Into the ears of this sturdy politician
our friend pours forth a long secries of complaints.
What cvil times! What a change since the days
when the Mountain governed France! What is the
First Consul but a king under a new name? What
is this Legion of Honour but a new aristocracy?
The old superstition is reviving with the old tyranny.
There is a treaty with the Pope, and a provision for
the clergy. Emigrant nobles are returning in crowds,
and are better received at the Tuileries than the men
of the tenth of August. This cannot last. What is
life without liberty? What terrors has dcath to the
true patriot? The old Jacobin catches fire, bestows
and receives the fraternal hug, and hints that there will
soon be great news, and that the breed of Harmodius
and Brutus is not quite extinct. The next day he is
close prisoner, and all his papers are in the hands of
the government.

To this v i d with which
the life of a beggar, of a plckpocket, of a pimp, is
honourable, did Bardre now descend. It was his
constant practice, as often as he enrolled himself in a
new party, to pay his footing with the heads of old
friends. He was at first a Royalist ; and he made
atonement by watering the tree of llberty with the
blood of Louis. He was then a Girondist; and
he made atonement by murdering Vergmaud and
Gensonné. He fawned on Robespicrre up to the
eighth of Thermidor; and he made atonement by
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moving, on the ninth, that Robespierre should be be-
headed without a trial. He was now cnlisted in the
service of the new monarchy ; and he praceeded to
atone for his republi 1 ies by di pub:
lican throats to the guillotine.

Among his most intimate associates was a Gascon
named Decmerville, who had been employed in an
office of high trust under the Committec of Public
Safety. This man was fanatically attached to the
Jacobin system of politics, and, in conjunction with
other enthusiasts of the same class, formed a design
against the First Consul. A hint of this design
escaped him in conversation with Barére. Barcre
carried the intelligence to Lannes, who commanded
the Consular Guards. Demerville was arrested, tricd,
and beheaded ; and among the witnesses who ap-
peared against him was his friend Barére.

The account which Barére has given of these
transactions is studiously confused and grossly dis-
honest. We think, however, that we can discern,
through much falschood and much artful obscurity,
some truths which he labours to conccal. It is clear
to us that the government suspected him of what the
Italians call a double trcason. It was natural that
such a suspicion should attach to him. He had, in
times not very remote, zealously preached the Jacobin
doctrine, that he who smites a tyrant descrves higher
praise than he who saves a citizen. \Vas it possible
that the member of the Committee of Public Safety,
the king-killer, the queen-killer, could in earnest mean
to deliver his old confederates, his bosom friends, to
the i solely b they had planned
an act which, if there were any truth in his own
Carmagnoles, was in the highest degree virtuous and
glorious? Was it not more probable that he was
really concerned in the plot, and that the information
which he gave was merely intended to lull or to mis-
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lead the police? Accordingly spies were set on the
spy.  Hc was ordered to quit Paris, and not to come
within twenty leagues till he received further orders,
Nay, he ran no small risk of being sent, with some of
his old friends, to Madagascar.

He made his peace, however, with the government
so far, that he was not only permitted, during some
vears, to live unmolested, but was employed in the
lowest sort of political drudgery. In the summer of
1803, while he was preparing to visit the south of
France, he reccived a letter which deserves to be
inserted. It was from Duroc, who is well known to
have enjoyed a large share of Napoleon's confidence
and favour.

“The First Consul, having been informed that Citizen
Bartre is about to sct out for the country, desires that he
will stay at Paris.

“Citizen Bardre will every week draw up a report on
the state of public opinion on the proceedings of the
£o and 1y on ything wiuch, in his
juégment, it will_be interesting to the First Consul to learn.

“ He may write with perfect frecdom.

" He will deliver his reports under seal into General
Duroc’s own hand, and General Duroc will deliver them
to the First Consul.  But it is absolutely nccessary that
nobody should suspect that this species of communication
takes place ; and, should any such suspicion get abroad,
the First Consul will cease to receive the reports of Citizen
Barére.

“Tt will also be proper that Citizen Barére should fre-
quently insert in the journals articles tending to animate the
public 'mind, particularly against the English.”

During some years Barére continued to discharge
the functions assigned to him by his master. Sccret
reports, filled with the talk of coffechouses, were
carricd by him every week to the Tuileries. His
fricnds assure us that he took especial pains to do all
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the harm in his power to the returned emigrants. It
was not his fault if Napoleon was not apprised of
every murmur and every sarcasm which old mar-
quesses who had lost their cstates, and old l:lergy-
men who had lost their b t the
imperial system. M. Hippolyte Carnot, we | grieve to
say, is so much blinded by party spirit that he seems
to reckon this dirty wickedness among his hero s titles
to public estcem.

Barére was, at the same time, an indefatigable
journalist and pamphletcer. He set up a paper
dnrected against Engl:md and called the Méniorial

Anted: d a work entltled
“ France made great and illustrious by Napoleon.”
‘When the Imperial gover was establisl the

old regicide madc himseclf conspicuous even among
the crowd of flatterers by the peculiar fulsomeness of
his adulation. He translated into French a con-
temptible volume of Italian verses, entitled “The
Poetic Crown, composed on the glorious accession of
Napoleon the First, by the Shepherds of Arcadia.”
He commenced a new series of Carmagnoles very
different from those which had charmed the Mountain.
The title of Emperor of the French, he said, was
mean ; Napolecon ought to be Emperor of Europe.
King of Italy was too humble an appcllation;
Napoleon’s style ought to be King of Kings.

But Barére laboured to small purpose in both his
vocations. Neither as a writer nor as a spy was he
of much use. He complains bitterly that his paper
did not sell. While the Jowrnal des Débals, then
flourishing under the able management of Geoﬂ’roy,
had a circulation of at least twenty thousand copies,
the Mémorial Antibritannique never, in its most
prosperous times, had more than fiffeen hundred
subscrlhers and these subscribers were, with scarcely
an ption, persons residing far from Paris, probably
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Gascons, among whom the name of Barére had not
yet lost its influence.

A writer who cannot find readers generally attri-
butes the public neglect to any cause rather than to
the true one; and Barére was no exception to the
general rule. His old hatred to Paris revived in all
its fury. That city, he says, has no sympathy with
France. No Parisian cares to subscribe to a journal
which dwells on the real wants and interests of the
country. To a Parisian nothing is so ridiculous as
patriotism. The higher classes of the capital have
always been devoted to England. A corporal from
London is better received among them than a French
general. A journal, therefore, which attacks England
has no chance of their support.

A much better explanation of the failure of the
Alémorial was given by Bonaparte at St. Helena.
“ Barére,” said he to Barry O’Meara, “had the repu-
tation of being a man of talent: but I did not find
him so. I employed him to write; but he did not
display ability, he used many flowers of rhetoric, but
no solid argument ; nothing but coglionerie wrapped
up in high-sounding language.”

The truth is that, though Barére was a man of
quick parts, and could do with ease what he could do
at all, he had never been a good writer. In the day
of his power he had been in the habit of haranguing
an excitable audience on exciting topics. The faults
of his style passed uncensured ; for it was a time of
literary as well as of civil lawlessness, and a patriot
was licensed to violate the ordinary rules of composi-
tion aswell as the ordinary rules of jurisprudence and
of social morality. But there had now been a literary
as well as a civil reaction. As there was again a
throne and a court, a magistracy, a chivalry, and

- a hierarchy, so was there a revival of classical taste.
Honour was again paid to the prose of Pascal and
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Massillon, and to the versec of Racine and La Fon-
taine. The oratory which had delighted the gallerics
of the Convention was not only as much out of date
as the language of Villchardouin and Joinville, but
was associated in the public mind with images of
horror.  All the peculiaritics of the Anacrcon of the
Guillotine, his words unknown to the Dictionary of
the Academy, his conceits and his jokes, his Gascon
idioms and his Gascon hyperboles, had become as
odious as the cant of the Puritans was in England
after the Restoration.

Bonaparte, who had never loved the men of the
Reign of Terror, had now ceased to fear them. He
was all-powerful and at the height of glory; they
were weak and universally abhorred. Hec was a
sovercign ; and it is probable that he already medi-
tated a matrimonial alliance with sovereigns. He
was naturally unwilling, in his new position, to hold
any intercourse with the worst class of Jacobins.
Had Bardre's literary assistance been important to
the government, personal aversion might have yiclded
to considerations of policy ; but there was no motive
for keeping terms with a worthless man who had also
proved aworthless writer.  Bonaparte, therefore, gave
loose to his feclings. Barére was not gently dropped,
not sent into an honourable retirement, but spurned
and scourged away like a troublesome dog. He had
been in the habit of sending six copies of his journal
on fine paper daily to the Tuilerics. Instcad of
receiving the thanks and praises which he expected,
he was dryly told that the great man had ordered
five copies to be sent back. Still he toiled on ; still
he cherished a hope that at last Napolcon would
rclent, and that at last some share in the honours of
the state would reward so much assiduity and so
much obsequiousness. He was bitterly undeceived.
Under the Imperial constitution the clectoral colleges
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of the departments did not possess the right of
choosing senators or deputies, but merely that of
presenting candidates. From among these candidates
the Emperor named members of the senate, and the
senate named members of the legislative body. The
inhabitants of the Upper Pyrenees were still strangely
partial to Barére. In the year 1805, they were dis-
posed to present him as a candxdate for the senate.
On this Napoleon exp: d the I

and the president of the electoral college was dh-ected
to tell the voters, in plain terms, that such a choice
would be disgraceful to the department. All thought
of Barére a did for the senate was
consequently dropped. But the people of Argelés
ventured to name him a candidate for the legisla~
tive body. That body was altogether destitute of
weight and dignity ; it was not permitted to debate;
its only function was to vote in silence for whatever
the government proposed. It is not casy to under-
stand how any man, wwho had sat in frce and powerful
deliberative could d to bear
a part in such a mummery. Barére, however, was
desirous of a place even in this mock legislature;
and a place even in this mock legislature was refused
to him. In the whole senate he had not a single
vote,

Such treatment was sufficient, it might have been
thought, to move the most abject of mankind to re-
sentment. Still, however, Barére cringed and fawned
on. His Letters came weekly to the Tuileries till
the year 1807. At length, while he was actually
writing the two hundred and twenty-third of the
series, a note was put into his hands. It was from
Duroc, and was much more perspicuous than polite.
Barére was requested to send no more of his Reports
:g the palace, as the Emperor was too busy to read

em.
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Contempt, says the Indian proverb, pierces even
the shell of the tortoise; and the contempt of the
Court was felt to the quick even by the callous heart
of Barére. He had humbled himself to the dust;
and he had humbled himself in vain. Having been
eminent among the rulers of a great and victorious
state, he had stooped to serve a master in thc vilest
capacities ; and he had been told that, even in those
capacitics, he was not worthy of the pir.tancc which
had been disdainfully flung to him. He was now
degraded below the level cven of the hirelings whom
the government employed in the most infamous
offices. He stood idle in the market-place, not
because he thought any office too infamous, but
because none would hire him.

Yet he had reason to think himself fortunate ; for,
had all that is avowed in these Mcnioirs been known,
he would have received very different tokens of the
Imperial displeasure. We learn from himself that,
while publishing daily columns of flattery on Bona-
parte, and while carrying weckly budgets of calumny
to the Tuilerics, he was in close connexion with the
agents whom the Emperor Alexander, then by no
mcans favourably disposed towards FFrance, cmployed
to watch all that passed at Paris; was permitted to
read their secret despatches ; was consulted by them
as to the temper of the public mind and the character
of Napoleon ; and did his best to persuade them that
the government was in a tottering condition,and that
the new sovereign was not, as the world supposed, a
great statesman and soldier. Next, Barére, still the
flatterer and talebearer of the Imperial Court, con-
nected himself in the same with the
cnvoy. He owns that with that cnvoy he had rela-
tions which he took the greatest pains to conceal
from his own government; that they met twice a
day; and that their conversation chiefly turncd on
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the vices of Napoleon, on his designs against Spain,
and on the best mode of rendering those designs
abortive. In truth, Barére’s baseness was unfathom-
able. In the lowest deeps of shame he found out
lower deeps. It is bad to be a sycophant; it is bad
to be a spy. But even among sycophants and spies
there are degrees of meanness. The vilest sycophant
is he who privily slanders the master on whom he
fawns; the vilest spy is he who serves foreigners
against the government of his native land.

From 1807 to 1814 Barére lived in obscurity,
ra.llmg as bitterly as his craven cowardice would per-
mit against the Imperial ad and
sometimes unpleasantly across the police. When the
Bourbons returned, he, as might have been expected,
-became a royalist, and wrote a pamphlet setting forth
the horrors of the system from which the Restoration
had delivered France, and magnifying the wisdom and
goodness which had dictated the charter. He who
had voted for the death of Louis, he who had moved
the decree for the trial of Maric Antoinette, he whose
hatred of monarchy had led him to make war even
upon the sepulchres of ancient monarchs, assures us,
with great complacency, that “in this work monar-
chical principles and attachment to the House of
Bourbon are nobly expressed.” By this apostasy he
got nothing, not even any additional infamy; for his
character was already too black to be blackened.

During the hundred days he again emerged for
a very short time into public life; he was chosen
by his native district a member of the Chamber of
Representatives. But, though that assembly was
composed in a great measure of men who regarded

the of the J; with he
found hlmself an ob]ect of general aversmn. When
the Pre first . the ber that M.

Barére requested a hea.rmg, a deep and indignant
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murmur ran round the benches. After the battle of
Waterloo, Barére proposed that the Chamber should
save France from the viclorious encmy, by putting
forth a proclamation about the pass of Thermopylae
and the Lacedmemonian custom of wearing flowers in
times of extreme danger. Whether this composition,
if it had then appeared, would have stopped the
English and Prussian armics, is a question respecting
which we are left to conjecture. The Chamber re-
fused to adopt this last of the Carmagnoles.

The Emperor had abdicated. The Bourbons re-
turmed. The Chamber of Representatives, after bur-
lesquing during a few wecks the proceecdings of the
National Convention, retired with the well-carned
character of having been the sillicst political assembly
that had met in France. Those dreaming pedants
and praters never for a moment comprehended their
position. They could never understand that Europe
must be cither conciliated or vanquished ; that Europe
could be conciliated only by the restoration of Louis,
and vanquished only by means of a dictatorial power
cntrusted to Napolcon. They would not hear of
Louis ; yet they would not hear of the only measures
which could keep him out. They incurred the enmity
of all forcign powers by putting Napoleon at their
head ; yet they shackled him, thwarted him, quarrelled
with him about cvery trifle, abandoned him on the
first reverse. They then opposed declamations and
disquisitions to eight hundred thousand bayonets ;
played at making a constitution for their country,
when it depended on the indulgence of the victor
whether they should have a country ; and were at last
interrupted, in the midst of their babble about the
rights of man and the sovereignty of the pcople, by
the soldiers of Wellington and Blucher.

A new Chamber of Deputies was elected, so bit-
terly hostile to the Revolution that there was no
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small risk of a new reign of Terror. It is just,
hawever, to say that the King, his ministers, and his
allies exerted themselves to restrain the violence of
the fanatical royalists, and that the punishments
inflicted, though in our opinion unjustifiable, were few
and lenient when compared with those which were
demanded by M. de Labourdonnaye and M. Hyde de
Neuville. We have always heard, and are inclined
to believe, that the government was not disposed to
treat cven the regicides with severity, But on this
point the fecling of the Chamber of Deputics was
so strong that it was thought necessary to make
some fon. It was , therefore, that
whoever, having voted in J'\nu‘lry 1793 for the death
of Louis the Sl\tu.nth, had in 3 any manncr g:\'cn in
an adl o the gov of I ¢ during
the hundred d'ws should be banished for llﬁ_ from
France. Barire fell within this description.  He
had voted for the death of Louis; and he had sat in
the Chamber of Repr ives during the hundred
days.

He accordingly retired to Belgium, and resided
there, forgotten by all mankind, till the ycar 1830
After the revolution of July hewas at liberty to return
to France; and he fixed his residence in his native
province. But he was soon involved in a succession
of lawsuits with his necarest relations—* three fatal
sisters and an ungrateful brother,” to use his own
words. Who was in the right is a question about
which we have no means of judging, and certainly
shall not take Barire's word. The Courts appear to
have decided some points in his favour and some
against him. The natural inference is, that there
were faults on all sides. The result of this litigation
was that the old man was reduced to extreme poverty,
and was forced to sell his patemnal house.

As far as we can judge from the few facts which
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remain to be mentioned, Barére continued Bardre to
the last. After his exile he turned Jacobin again,
and, when he came back to France, joined the party
of the extreme left in railing at Louis Philippe, and
at all Louis Philippe’s ministers. M. Casimir Périer,
M. de Broglie, M. Guizot, and M. Thiers, in particular,
are honoured with his abuse; and the King -himself
is held up to execration as a hypocritical tyrant.
Nevertheless Barére had no scruple about accepting
a charitable donation of a thousand francs a year
from the privy purse of the sovereign whom he hated
and reviled. This pension, together with some small
sums occasionally doled out to him by the department
of the Interior, on the ground that he was a distressed
man of letters, and by the department of Justice, on
the ground that he had formerly held a high judicial
office, saved him from the necessity of begging his
bread. Having survived all his colleagues of the
renowned Committee of Public Safety, and almost all
his colleagues of the Convention, he died in January
1841. He had attained his eighty-sixth year.

‘We have now laid before our readers what we
believe to be a just account of this man’s life. Can
it be necessary for us to add any thing for the pur-
pose of assisting their judgment of his character? If
we were writing about any of his colleagues in the
Committee of Public Safety, about Carnot, about
Robespierre, or Saint Just, nay, even about Couthon,
Collot, or Billaud, we might feel it necessary to go
into a full examination of the arguments which have
been employed to vindicate or to excuse the system
of Terror. We could, we think, show that France
was saved from her foreign enemies, not by the
system of Terror, but in spite of it; and that the
perils which were made the plea of the violent policy
of the Mountain were to a great extent created by
that very policy. We could, we think, also show
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that the evils produced by the Jacobin administra-
tion did not terminate when it fell; that it be-
queathed a long scries of calamitics to France and
to Europe; that public opxmon, which had during
two been ing more and
more favourable to cml :md religious frecdom,
underwent, during thé days of Terror, a change of
which the traces are still to be distinctly perceived.
It was natural that there should besucha change,
when men saw that those who called themselves the
champions of popular rights had compressed into the
space of twelve months more crimes than the Kings
of France, Merovingian, Carlovingian, and Capetian,
had perpetrated in twelve centuries. Freedom was
regarded as a great delusion.  Men were willing to
submit to the government of hereditary princes, of
fortunate soldiers, of nobles, of pricsts; to any
government but that of philosophers and philan-
thropists. Hence the imperial despotism, with its
enslaved press and its silent tribune, its dungeons
stronger than the old Bastile, and its tribunals more
obsequious than the old parliaments. Hence the
restoration of the Bourbons and of the Jesuits,
the Chamber of 1815 with its catcgories of pro-
scription, the revival of the feudal spirit, the en-
croachments of the clergy, the persecution of the
Protestants, the appearance of a new breed of De
Montforts and Dominics in the full light of the nine-
teenth century.  Hence the admission of France
into the Holy Alliance, and the war waged by the
old soldiers of the tricolor against the libertics of
Spain. Hence, too, the apprchensions with which,
even at the present day, the most temperate plans
for widening the narrow basis of the French repre-
sentation are regarded by those who arc especially
interested in the security of property and the mainte-
nance of order. Half a century has not sufficed to
VOL. X T
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obliterate the stain which one year of depravity and
madness has left on the noblest of causes..

Nothing is more ridiculous than the manner in
which writers like M. Hippolyte Carnot defend or
excuse the Jacobin administration, while they de-
claim against the reaction which followed. That the
reaction has produced and is still producing much evil,
is perfectly true. But what produced the reaction?
‘The spring flies up with a force proportioned to that
with which it has been pressed down. The pendulum
which is drawn far in one direction swings as far in
the other. The joyous madness of intoxication in
the evening is followed by languor and nausea on
the morrow. And so, in politics, it is the sure law
that every shall g its ; nor
does he deserve the name of a statesman who strikes
a great blow without fully calculatmg the effect of
the rebound. But such cal
beyond the reach of the authors of the Reign of
Terror. Violence, and more violence, blood, and
more blood, made up their whole pohcy In a few
months these poor creatures succeeded in bringing
about a reaction, of which none of them saw, and of
which none of us may see, the close; and, havmg
brought it about, they marvelled atit; they bewailed it;
they execrated it ; they ascribed it to every thing but
the real cause—their own immorality and their own
profound incapacity for the conduct of great affairs.

These, however, are considerations to which, on
the present occasion, it is hardly necessary for us to
advert ; for, be the defence which has been set up for
the Jacobin policy good or bad, it is a defence which
cannot avail Barére. From his own life, from his
own pen, from his own mouth, we can prove that the
part which he took in the work of blood is to be

*. attributed, not even to sincere fanaticism, not even to
misdirected and ill-regulated patriotism, but either to
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cowardice, or to delight in human misery. Will it
be pretended that it was from public spirit that he
murdered the Girondists? In these very Memoirs
he tells us that he always regarded their death as the
greatest calamity that could befall France. Will it
be pretended that it was from public spirit that he
raved for the head of the Austrian woman? In
these very Memoirs he tells us that the time spent
in attacking her was ill spent, and ought to have
been employed in concerting measures of national
defence. Will it be pretended that he was induced
by sincere and earnest abhorrence of kingly govern-
ment to butcher the living and to outrage the dead ;
he who invited Napoleon to take the title of King of
Kings, he who assures us that after the Restoration
he expressed in noble language his attachment to
monarchy, and to the House of Bourbon? Had he
been less mean, something might have been said in
extenuation of his cruelty. Had he been less cruel,
something might have been said in extenuation of
his meanness. But for him, regicide and court-spy,
for him who patronised Lebon and betrayed Demer-
ville, for him who wantoned alternately in gasconades
of Jacobinism and g des of servility, what ex-
- cuse has the largest charity to offer ?

We cannot conclude without saying something
about two parts of his character, which his biographer
appears to consider as deserving of high admiration.
Barére, it is admitted, was somewhat fickle; but in two
things he was consistent, in his love of Christianity,
and in his hatred to England. If this were so, we
must say that England is much more beholden to
him than Christianity.

It is possible that our inclinations may bias our
judgment ; but we think that we do not flatter our-
selves when we say that Barére’s aversion to our
country was a sentiment as deep and constant as his

T2
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mind was capable of entertaining. The value of this
compliment is indeed somewhat diminished by the
circumstance that he knew very little about us. His
ignorance of our institutions, manners, and history is
the less excusable, because, according to his own
account, he consorted much, during the peace of
Anmiens, with Englishmen of note, such as that
eminent nobleman Lord Greaten, and that not less
eminent philosopher Mr. Mackenzie Coefhis. In
spite, however, of his connexion with these well-
known ornaments of our country, he was so ill-in-
formed about us as to fancy that our government
was always laying plans to torment him. If he was
hooted at Saintes, probably by people whose relations
he had murdered, it was because the cabinet of Saint
James’s had hired the mob. If nobody would read
his bad books, it was because the cabinet of Saint
James’s had secured the Reviewers. His accounts
of Mr. Fox, of Mr. Pitt, of the Duke of Wellington,
of Mr. Canning, swarm with blunders surpassing
even the ordinary blunders committed by French-
men who write about England. Mr. Fox and Mr.
Pitt, he tells us, were mini in two di reigns.
Mr. Pitt’s sinking fund was instituted in order to
enable England to pay subsidies to the powers allied
against the French republic. The Duke of Welling-
ton’s house in Hyde Park was built by the nation,
which twice voted the sum of 200,000/ for the pur-
pose. This, however, is exclusive of the cost of the
frescoes, which were also paid for out of the public
purse. Mr. Canning was the first Englishman whose
death Europe had reason to lament ; for the death of
Lord Ward, a relation, we presume, of Lord Greaten
and Mr. Ccefhis, had been an immense benefit to
mankind.

Ignorant, however, as Barére was, he knew
enough of us tc hate us; and we persuade ourselves
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that, had he known us better, he would have hated
us more. The nation which has combined, beyond”
all example and all hope, the blessings of liberty
with those of order, might well be an object of
aversion to one who had been false alike to the cause
of order and to the cause of liberty. We have had

gst us i T zeal for popular rights ; we
have had amongst us also the intemperance of loyalty.
But we have never been shocked by such a spectacle
as the Barére of 1794, or as the Barére of 1804.
Compared with him, our fiercest demagogues have
been gentle; compared with him, our meanest
courtiers have been manly. Mix together Thistle-
wood and Bubb Dodington; and you are still far
from having Barére. The antipathy between him
and us is such, that neither for the crimes of hi:
carlier nor for those of his later life does our lan-
guage, rich as it is, furnish us with adequate names.
Ve have found it difficult to relate his history with-
out having perpetual recourse to the French voca-
bulary of horror, and to the French vocabulary of
baseness. It is not easy to give a notion of his
conduct in the Convention, without using those em-
phatic terms, guillotinade, noyade, fusillade, mitrasl-
lade. It is not easy to give a notion of his conduct
under the Consulate and the Empire without bor-
rowing such words as mouchard and mosufton.

We therefore like his invectives against us much
better than any thing else that he has written ; and
dwell on them, not merely with complacency, but with
a fecling akin to gratitude. It was but little that he
could do to promote the honour of our country ; but
that little he did strenuously and constantly. Rene-
gade, traitor, slave, coward, liar, slanderer, murderer,
hack writer, police-spy—the one small service which
he could render to England was to hate her: and
such as he was may all who hate her be!
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We cannot say that we contemplate with equal
satisfaction that fervent and constant zeal for religion
which, according to M. Hippolyte Carnot, distin-
guished Barére; for, as we think that whatever
brings dishonour on religion is a serious evil, we had,
we own, indulged a hope that Barére was an atheist.
We now learn, however, that he was at no time even
a sceptic, that he adhered to his faith through the
whole Revolution, and that he has left several manu-
script works on divinity. One of these is a pious
treatise, entitled “ Of Christianity, and of its Influence.”
Another consists of meditations on the Psalms, which
will doubtless greatly console and edify the Church.

This makes the character complete, Whatsoever
things are false, whatsoever things are dishonest, what-
soever things are unjust, whatsoever things are impure,
whatsoever things are hateful, whatsoever things are
of evil report, if there be any vice, and if there be any
infamy, all these things, we knew, were blended in
Baré¢re. But one thing was still wanting ; and that
M. Hippolyte Carnot has supplied. When to such
an assemblage of qualities a high profession of piety
is added, the effect becomes overpowering. We sink
under the contemplation of such exquisite and mani-
fold perfection ; and feel, with deep humility, how
presumptuous it was in us to think of composing
the legend of this beatified athlete of the faith, Saint
Bertrand of the Carmagnoles.

Something more we had to say about him. But
Iet him go. We did not seek him out, and will not keep
him longer. If those who call themselves his friends
had not forced him on our notice we should never
have vouchsafed to him more than a passing word of
scorn and abhorrence, such as we might fling at his
brethren, Hébert and Fouquier Tinville, and Carrier
and Lebon. We have no pleasure in seeing human
nature thus degraded. We tnrn with disgust from
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the filthy and spiteful Yahoos of the fiction; and
the filthiest and most spiteful YVahoo of the fiction
was a noble creaturc when compared with the Barére
of history. But what is no pleasure M. Hippolyte
Carnot has made a duty. It is no light thing that
a man in high and honourable public trust, a man
who, from his connexions and position, may not un-
naturally be supposed to speak the sentiments of a
large class of his countrymen, should come forward to
demand approbation for a life black with every sort
of wicked and d d by a single virtue.
This M. Hippolyte Carnot has done. By attempting
to enshrine this Jacobin carrion, he has forced us to
gibbet it ; and we venture to say that, from the emi-
nence of infamy on which we have placed it, he will
not easily take it down.
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DMORE than ten ycars ago we commenced a sketch of
the political life of the great Lord Chatham. We
then stopped at the death of George the Second,
with the intention of speedily resuming our task.
Circumstances, which it would be tedious to explain,
long prevented us from carrying this intention into
cffect. Nor can we regret the delay. For the
materials which were within our rcach in 1834 were
scanty and unsatisfactory, when compared with those
which we at present possess. IEven now, though we
have had access to some valuable sources of informa-
tion which have not yet been opened to the public, we
cannot but feel that the history of the first ten years
of the reign of George the Third is but imperfectly
known to us. Nevertheless, we are inclined to think
that we are in a condition to lay before our readers a
narrative ncith i uctive nor uni ing. We
therefore return with pleasure to our long interrupted
labour.

We left Pitt in the zenith of prosperity and glory,
the idol of England, the terror of France, the ad-
miration of the whole civilised world. The wind,
from whatever quarter it blew, carried to England
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tidings of battles won, fortresses taken, provinces
added to the empire. At home, factions had sunk
into a lethargy, such as had never been known since
the great religious schism of the sixteenth century
had roused the public mind from repose.

In order that the events wlnch we have to relate
may be clearly unds , it m: that
we should adveft to the causes thCh had for a time
suspended the animation of both the great English
parties.

If, rejecting all that is merely accidental, we look
at the essential characteristics of the Whig and the
Tory, we may consider each of them as the repre-
sentative of a great principle, essential to the welfare
of nations. One is, in an especial manner, the
guardian of liberty, and the other, of order. One
is the moving power, and the other the steadying
power of the state. One is the sail, without which
society would make no progress, the other the ballast,
without which there would be small safety in a
tempest. But, during the forty-six years which fol-
lowed the accession of the house of Hanover, these
distinctive peculiarities seemed to be effaced. The
Whig conceived that he could not better serve the
cause of civil and religi d than by st
ously supporting the Protestant dynasty. The Tory
conceived that he could not better prove his hatred
. of revolutions than by’ attacking a government to
which a revolution had given birth. Both came by
degrees to attach more importance to the means
than to the end. Both were thrown into unnatural
situations.; and both, ll:ke anig)als tra;\sgortcd to an

v el ished an q

The Tory, removed from the sunshine of the court,
was as a camel in the snows of Lapland. The Whig,
baskmg in the rays of royal favouf, was as a reindeer
in the sands of Arabia.
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Dante tclls us that he saw, in Malebolge, a
strange encounter between a human form and a
serpent. The enemies, after cruel wounds inflicted,
stood for a time glaring on each other. A great
cloud surrounded them, and then a wonderful meta-
morphosis began. IEach creature was transfigured
into the likencss of its antagonist. The serpent's
tail divided itsclf into two legs; the man’s legs inter-
twined themsclves into a tail. - The body of the
scerpent put forth arms; the arms of the man shrank
into his body. At length the serpent stood up a
man and spake; the man sank down a serpent, and
glided hissing away. Somcthing like this was the
transformation which, during the reign of George
the First, befell the two English parties. Each
gradually took the shape and colour of its foe, till
at length the Tory rosc up erect the zealot of free-
dom, and the Whig crawled and licked the dust
at the feet of power.

It is true that, when these degenerate politicians
discussed questions merely speculative, and, above
all, when they discussed questions relating to the
conduct of their own grandfathers, they still seemed
to differ as their grandfathers had differed. The
‘Whig who, during threc Parliaments, had never given
one vote against the Court, and who was ready to
scll his soul for the Comptroller’s staff or for the
Great Wardrobe, still professed to draw his political
doctrines from Locke and Milton, still worshipped
the memory of Pym and Hampden, and would still,
on the thirticth of January, take his glass, first to
the man in the mask, and then to the man who
would do it without a mask. The Tory, on the
other hand, while he reviled the mild and temperate
Walpole as a deadly enemy of liberty, could see
nothing to reprobate in the iron tyranny of Strafford
and Laud. But, whatever judgment the Whig or
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the Tory of that age might pronounce on trans-
actions long past, there can be no doubt that, as
respected the practical questions then pending, the
Tory was a reformer, and indeed an intemperate
and indiscreet reformer, while the Whig was con-
servative even to bigotry. We have ourselves seen
similar effects produced in a neighbouring country
by similar causes. Who would have believed, fifteen
years ago, that M. Guizot and M. Villemain would
- have to defend property and social order against the

ttacks of such as M. G de and M. de la
Roche Jaquelin?

Thus the successors of the old Cavaliers had
turned d : the of the old Round-

heads had turned courtiers. Yet was it long before
their mutual animosity began to abate; for it is the
nature of parties to retain their original enmities far
more firmly than their original principles. During
many years, a generation of Whigs, whom Sidney
would have spurned as slaves, continued to wage
deadly war with a generation of Tories whom Jeffreys
would have hanged for republicans.
hrough the whole reign of George the First,
and through nearly half of the reign of George the
Second, a Tory was regarded as an enemy of the
reigning house, and was excluded from all the fz
of the crown. Though most of the country gentle-
men were Tories, none but Whigs were created
peers and baronets. Though most of the clergy
were Tories, none but Whigs were appointed deans
and blshops. In every county, opulent and well
d Tory ined that their names
were left out of the commission of the peace, while
men of small estate and mean birth, who were for
toleration and excise, septennial parliaments and
standmg armies, presided at quarter sessions, and
deputy li
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By degrees some approaches were made towards
a reconciliation. While Walpole was at the head of
affairs, enmity to his power induced a large and
powerful body of Whigs, headed by the heir apparent
of the throne, to make an alliance with the Tories,
and a truce even with the Jacobites. After Sir
Robert’s fall, the ban which lay on the Tory party
was taken off. The chief places in the administra-
tion continued to be filled by Whigs, and, indeed,
* ~could scarcely have been filled otherwise; for the
‘Tory nobility and gentry, though strong in numbers
and in property, had among them scarcely a single
man distinguished by talents, either for business or
for debate. A few of them, however, were admitted
to subordinate offices ; and this indulgence produced
a softening effect on the temper of the whole body.
. The first levee of George the Second after Walpole's
resignation was a remarkable spectacle. Mingled
with the constant supporters of the house of Bruns-
wick, with the Russells, the Cavendishes, and the
Pelbams, appeared a crowd of faces utterly unknown
to the pages and gentlemen ushers, lords of rural
manors, whose ale and foxhounds were renowned in
the neighbourhood of the Mendip hills, or round the
‘Wrekin, but who had never crossed the threshold of
the palace since the days when Oxford, with the
white staff in his hand, stood behind Queen Anne.

During the eighteen years which followed this
day, both factions were gradually sinking deeper and
deeper into repose. The apathy of the public mind
is partly to be ascribed to the unjust violence with
which the administration of Walpole had been as-
sailed. In the body politic, as in the natural body,
morbid langtor generally succeeds morbid excite-
ment. The people had been maddened by sophistry,
by calumny, by, rhetoric, by stimulants applied to
the national prid In the fulness of bread, they had

1}
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raved as if faminc had been in the land.  While
cnjoying such a measure of civil and religious free-
dom as, till then, no great socicty had ever known,
they had cried out for a Timoleon or a Brutus to
stab their oppres<or to the heart.  They were in this
frame of mind when the change of administration took
place; and they soon found that there was to be no
change whatever in the system of government. The
natural consequences followed. To frantic zeal suc-
cceded sullen indifierence.  The cant of patriotism
had not merely ceased to charm the public car, but
had become as nauscous as the cant of Puritanism
after the downfall of the Rump. The hot fit was
over: the cold fit had begun @ and it was long before
«editious arts, or even real grievances, could bring
back the fier xysm which had run its course
and reached its termination.

Two attempts were made to disturb this tran-
quillity. The banished heir of the house of Stuart
headed a rebellion ; the discontented heir of the
housc of Brunswick headed an opposition.  Both the
rebellion :md lhc opposition came to nothing. The
battle of Ci ilated the Jacobi arty.
‘The death of*Prince Frederic dissolved the faction
which, under his guidance, bad feebly striven to
annoy his father’s government.  is chief followers
hastened to make lhclr peace \\'uh the ministry ; and
the political torpor L

Five years after the death of Prince Frederic, the
public mind was for a time violently excited. But
this excitement had nothing to do with the old dis-
putes between Whigs and Tories. England was at
war with France. The war had been feebly con-
ducted. Minorca had been torn from us.  Qur flect
had retired before the white flag of the house of
Bourbon. A bitter sensc of humiliation, new to the
proudest and bravest of nations, superseded cvery
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other feeling. The cry of all the counties and great
towns of the realm was for a government which would
retrieve the honour of the English arms. The two
most powerful men in the country were the Duke of
Newcastle and Pitt. Alternate victories and defeats
had made them sensible that neither of them could
stand alone. The interest of the state, and the
interest of their own ambition impelled them to
coalesce. By their coalition was formed the ministry
which was in power when George the Third ascended
the throne.

‘The more carefully the structure of this celebrated
ministry is examined, the more shall we sce reason
to marvel at the skill or theluck which had combined
in one harmomous who]e such various and, as it

ible of force. The in-
fluence which is derived from stainless integrity, the
influence which is derived from the vilest arts of
corruption, the strength of aristocratical connexion,
the strength of democratical enthusiasm, all these
things were for the first time found together. New-
castle brought to the coalition a vast mass of
power, which had descended to him from Walpole
and Pelham. The public offices, the church, the
courts of law, the army, the navy, the diplomatic
service, swarmed with his creatures. The boroughs,
which long afterwards made up the memorable
schedules A and B, were represented by his nomi-
nees. The great Whig families, which, during several
generations, had been trained in the discipline of
party warfare, and were accustomed to stand to-
gether in a firm phalanx, acknowledged him as their
captain. Pitt, on the other hand, had what Newcastle
wanted, an eloquence which stirred the passions and
charmed the imagination, a high reputation for purity,
and the confidence and ardent love of millions.

The partition which the two ministers made of
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the powers of government was siugularly happy.
Each occupied a province for which he was well
qualified ; and neither had any inclination to intrude
himsclf into the province of the other. Newcastle
took the trcasury, the civil and ccclesiastical patron-
age, and the disposal of that part of the sccret service
money which was then employed in bribing members
of Parliament.  Pitt was Sccretary of State, with the
direction of the war and of forcign affairs. Thus the
filth of all the noisome and pestilential sewers of
government was poured into onc channel. Through
the other passed only what was bright and smm!ess.
Mean and sclfish politici pining for

ships, gold sucks, and ribands, flocked to the great
house at the corner of Lincoln’s Inn Ficlds. There,
at every levee, appeared cightcen or twenty pair of
lawn sleeves ; for there was not, it was said, a single
Prelate who had not owed either his first elevation
or some subscquent translation to Newcastle. There
appeared those members of the House of Commons
in whose silent votes the main strength of the govern-
ment Jay. One wanted a place in the excise for his
butler, Another came about a prebend for his son.
A third whispered that he had always stood by his
Grace and the Protestant succession; that his last
clection had been very expensive ; that potwallopers
had now no conscicnce ; that he had been forced to
take up money on mortgage; and that he hardly
knew where to turn for five hundred pounds. The
Duke pressed all their hands, passed his arms round
all their shoulders, patted all their backs, and sent
away some with wages, and some with promiscs.
From this traffic Pitt stood haughtily aloof. Not
only was he himself incorruptible, but he shrank
from the loathsome drudgery of corrupting others.
He had not, however, been twenty years in Parlia-
ment, and ten in oﬁicc, without discovering how the
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government was carried on. He was perfectly aware
that bribery was practised on a large scale by his
colleagues. Hating the practice, yet despairing of
putting it down, and doubting whether, in those
times, any ministry could stand without -it, he deter-
mined to be blind to it. He would see nothing, know
nothing, believe nothing. People who came to talk
to him about shares in lucrative contracts, or about
the means of securing a Cornish corporation, were
soon put out of countenance by his arrogant humility.
They did him too much honour. Such matters were
beyond his capacity. It was true that his poor advice
about expeditions and treaties was listened to with
indulgence by a gracious sovereign. If the question
were, who should command in North America, or
who should be ambassador at Berlin, his colleagues
would probably condescend to take his opinion. But
he had not the smallest influence with the Secretary
of the Treasury, and could not venture to ask even
for a tidewaiter’s place.

It may be doubted whether he did not owe as
much of his popularity to his ostentatious purity as to
his eloquence, or to his talents for the administration
of war. It was everywhere said with delight and
admiration that the great Commoner, without any
advantages of birth or fortune, had, in spite of the
dislike of the Court and of the aristocracy, made
himself the first man in England, and made England
the first country in the world ; that his name was
mentioned with awe in every palace from Lisbon to
Moscow ; that his trophies were in all the four
quarters of the globe; yet that he was still plain
William Pitt, without title or riband, without pension
or sinecure place. Whenever he should retire, after
saving the state, he must sell his coach horses and his
silver candlesticks. Widely as the taint of corruption-
had spread, his hands were clean. They had never
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received, they had never given, the price of infamy.
Thus the coalition gathered to itself support from all
the high and all the low parts of human nature, and
was strong with the whole united strength of virtue
and of Mammon.

Pitt and Newcastle were co-ordinate chief minis-
ters. The subordinate places had been filled on the
principle of including in the government every party
and shade of party, the avowed Jacobites alone ex-
cepted, nay, every public man who, from his abilities
or from his situation, seemed likely to be either useful
in office or formidable in opposition.

The Whigs, according to what was then considered
as their prescriptive right, held by far the largest
share of power. The main support of the administra-
tion was what may be called the great Whig con-
nexion, a connexion which, during near half a century,
had generally had the chief sway in the country, and
which derived an immense authority from rank,

“wealth, borough interest, and firm union. To this
connexion, of which Newcastle was the head, belonged
the houses of Cavendish, Lennox, Fitzroy, Bentinck,
Manners, Conway, Wentworth, and many others of
high note.

‘There were two other powerful Whig connexions,
either of which might have been a nucleus for a strong
opposition. But room had been found in the govern-
ment for both. They were known as the Grenvilles
and the Bedfords.

The head of the Grenvilles was Richard Earl
Temple. His talents for administration and debate
were of no high order. But his great possessions,
his turbulent and unscrupulous character, his restless
activity, and his skill in the most ignoble tactics of
faction, made him one of the most formidable ene-
mies that a ministry could have. He was keeper of
the privy seal. His brother George was treasurer

VOL. X u
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of the navy. They were supposed to be on terms
of close friendship with Pitt, who had married their
sister, and was the most uxorious of husbands.

The Bedfords, or, as they were called by their
enemices, the Bloomsbury gang, professed to be led by
John Duke of Bedford, but in truth led him wherever
they chose, and very often led him where he never
would have gone of his own accord. He had many
good qualities of head and heart, and would have
been certainly a respectable, and possibly a distin-
guished man, if he had been less under the influence
of his friends, or more fortunate in choosing them.
Some of them were indced, to do them justice, men
of parts. But here, we are afraid, eulogy must end.
Sandwich and Rigby were able debaters, pleasant
boon companions, dexterous intriguers, masters of all
the arts of jobbing and electioncering, and, both in
public and private life, shamelessly immoral. Wey-
mouth had a natural eloquence, which sometimes
astonished those who knew how little he owed to
study. But he was indolent and dissolute, and had
early impaircd a fine estate with the dice-box, and a
fine constitution with the bottle. The wealth and
power of the Duke, and the talents and audacity of
some of his retainers, might have seriously annoyed
the strongest ministry. But his assistance had been
secured. Hewas Lord Licutenant of Ireland. Rigby
was his secretary ; and the whole party dutifully sup-
ported the es of the gover

Two men had, a short time before, been thought
likely to contest with Pitt the lcad of the House of
Commons, William Murray and Henry Fox. But
Murray had been removed to the Lords, and was
Chicf Justice of the King's Bench. Fox was indeed
still in the Commons : but means had been found to
secure, if not his strenuous support, at least his silent
acquiescence. He was a poor man ; he was a doting
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father. The office of Paymaster-General during an
expensive war was, in that age, perhaps the most
lucrative situation in the gift of the government.
This office was bestowed on Fox. The prospect of
making a noble fortune in a few years, and of pro-
viding amply for his darling boy Charles, was irre-
sistibly tempting. To hold a subordinate place,
however profitable, after having led the House of
Commons, and having been entrusted with the busi-
ness of forming a ministry, was indeed a great descent.
But a punctilious sense of personal dignity was no
part of the character of Henry Fox.

‘We have not time to enumerate all the other men
of weight who were, by some tie or other, attached to
the government. We may mention Hardwicke, re-
puted the first lawyer of the age; Legge, reputed the
first financier of the age ; the acute and ready Oswald ;
the bold and humorous Nugent ; Charles Townshend,
the most brilliant and versatile of mankind ; Elliot,
Barrington, North, Pratt. Indeed, as far as we re-
collect, there were in the whole House of Commons
only two men of distinguished abilities who were
not connected with the government; and those two
men stood so low in public estimation, that the
only service which they could have rendered to any
government would have been to oppose it. We
speak of Lord George Sackville and Bubb Dodington.

Though most of the official men, and all the

b of the cabi were reputed Whigs, the
Tories were by no means excluded from employment.
Pitt had gratified many of them with commands in
the militia, which increased both their income and
their importance in their own counties; and they
were therefore in better humour than at any time
since the death of Anne. Some of the party still
continued to grumble over their punch at the Cocoa
‘Tree; butin the House of Commons not a single one

v 2
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of the malccontents durst lift his eyes above the
buckle of P’itt’s shoe.

Thus there was absolutely no opposition. Nay,
there was no sign from which it could be guessed in
what quarter opposition was likely to arise. Several
years passed during which Parliament scemed to
have abdi 1 its chicf fi s, The Journals of
the House of (_ommons, during four scssions, contain
no trace of a division on a party question. The
supplics, though beyond precedent great, were voted
without discussion. The most animated debates of
that period were on road bills and inclosure bills.

The old King was content ; and it mattered little
whether he were content or not. It would have been
impossible for him to emancipate himself from a
ministry so powerful, even if he had been inclined to
do so. But he had no such inclination. He had
once, indced, been strongly prejudiced against Pitt,
and had repeatedly been ill used by Newecastle ; but
the vigour and success with which the war had been
waged in Germany, and the smoothness with which
all public business was carriced on, had produced a
favourable change in the royal mind.

Such was the posture of affairs when, on the
twenty-fifth of October 1760, George the Second
suddenly died, and George the Third, then twenty-
two y-ears old, ‘became King. The situation of George
the Third differed widely from that of his grandfather
and that of his greatgrandfather. Many years had
clapsed since a sovercign of England had been an
object of affection to any part of his people. The
first two Kings of the house of Ilanover had neither
those hereditary rights which have often supplied the
defect of merit, nor those personal qualitics which
have often supplu.d the defect of title. A prince may
be popular with little virtue or capacity, if he reigns
by birthright derived from a long line of illustrious
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predecessors. An usurper may be popular, if his
genius has saved or aggrandised the nation which he
governs. Perhaps no rulers have in our time had a
stronger hold on the affection of subjects than the
Emperor Francis, and his son in law the Emperor
Napoleon. But imagine a ruler with no better title
than Napoleon, and no better understanding than
Francis. Richard Cromwell was such a ruler; and,
as soon as an arm was lifted up against him, he fell
without a struggle, amidst universal derision. George
the First and George the S d were in a sif
which bore some resemblance to that of Richard
Cromwell. They were saved from the fate of Richard
Cromwell by the strenuous and able exertions of the
‘Whig party, and by the general conviction that the
nation had no choice but between the house of
Brunswick and Popery. But by no class were the
Guelphs regarded with that devoted affection, of
which Charles the First, Charles the Second, and
James the Second, in spite of the greatest faults, and
in the midst of the greatest misfortunes, received in-
numerable proofs. Those Whigs who stood by the
new dynasty so manfully with purse and sword did
so on pringiples mdependent of, and indeed almost
ible with, th iment of devoted loyalty.
The moderate Tories regarded the foreign dynasty as
a great evil, which must be endured for fear of a
greater cvil. In the eyes of the high Tories, the
Elector was the most hateful of robbers and tyrants.
The crown of another was on his head ; the blood of
the brave and loyal was on his hands. Thus, during
many years, the Kings of England were objects of
strong personal aversion to many of their subjects,
and of strong personal attachment to none. They
found, indeed, firm and cordial support against the
pretender to their throne ; but this support was given,
-not at all for their sake, but for the sake of a religious
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and political system which would have been en-
dangered by their fall. This support, too, they were
compelled to purchase by perpetually sacrificing their
private inclinations to the party which had sct them
on the throne, and which maintained them there.

At the close of the reign of George the Second,
the fecling of aversion with which the house of Bruns-
wick had long been regarded by half the nation had
died away-; but no fecling of affection to that house
had yet sprung up. There was little, indeed, in the
old King's character to mspirc estecem or tenderness.
He was not our countryman. He ncver set foot on
our soil till he was more than thirty years old. His
speech bewrayed his foreign origin and breeding. His
Jove for his native land, thongh the most amiable part
of his character, was not likely to endear him to his
British subjects. IHe was never so happy as when he
could exchange Saint James’s for Hernhausen. Year
after ycar our fleets were employed to convoy him to
the Continent, and the interests of his kingdom were
as nothing to him when compared with the interests
of his Elcctorate.  As to the rest, he had neither the
qualitics which make dulness respectable, nor the
qualities which make libertinism attractive. He had
been 2 bad son and a worse father, an unfaithful
husband and an ungraceful lover. Not one magnani-
meous or humane action is recorded of him ; but many
instances of and of a } 1 which, but
for the strong constitutional restraints under which he
was placed, might have made the misery of his people.

He died ; and at once a new world opened. The
young King was a born Englishman. All his tastes
and habits, good or bad, were English. No portion
of his subjects had any thing to reproach him with.
Lven the remaining adherents of the house of Stuart
could scarcely impute to him the guilt of usurpation.
He was not responsible for the Revolution, for the
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Act of Scttiement, for the suppression of the risings
of 1715 and of 1745. He was innocent of the blood
of Derwentwater and Kilmarnock, of Balmerino and
Cameron. Born fifty years after the old line had been
expelled, fourth in descent and third in succession of
the Hanoverian dynasty, he might plead some show
of hereditary right. His age, his appcarance, and alt
that was known of his character, conciliated public
favour. He was in the bloom of youth hxs person
and address were pl i to him
no vice; and flattery might, thhout any glaring
absurdlty, ascribe to him many princely virtues.

It is not strange, therefore, that the sentiment of
loyalty, a sentiment which had lately secmed to be
as much out of date as the belief in witches or the
practice of pilgrimage, should, from the day of his
accession, have begun to revive. The Tories in par-
ticular, who had always been inclined to King-
worship, and who bhad long felt with pain the want
of an idol before whom they could bow themsclves
down, were as joyful as the priests of Apis, when,
after a long interval, they had found a new calf to
adore. It was soon clear that George the Third was

rded by a portion of the nation with a very
different feeling from that which his two predecessors
had inspired. They had been merely First Magis-
trates, Doges, Stadtholders; he was cmphatically
a King, the anointed of heaven, the breath of his
people’s nostrils. The years of the widowhood and
mourning of the Tory party were over. Dido had
kept faith long enough to the cold ashes of a former
lord ; she had at last found a comforter, and recog-
nised the vestiges of the old flame. The golden days
of Harley would return. The Somersets, the Lcees,
and the Wyndhams would again surround the thronc,
The latitudinarian prelates, who had not been
ashamed to correspond with Doddridge and to shake
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hands with Whiston, would be succeeded by divines
of the temper of South and Atterbury. The devo-
tion which had becen so signally shown to the house
of Stuart, which had bcen proof against defeats,
confiscations, and proscriptions, which perfidy, op-
pression, ingratitude, could not weary out, was now
transferred entire to the house of Brunswick. If
George the Third would but accept the homage of
the Cavalicrs and High Churchmen, he should be to
them all that Charles the First and Charles the
Sccond had been.

The Prince, whose accession was thus hailed by
a great party long cstranged from his house, had
reccived from nature a strong will, a firmness of
temper to which a harsher name might perhaps be
given, and an understanding not indeced acute
or cnlarged, but such as qualificd him to be a
good man of business. But his character had not
yet fully developed itself. He had been brought up
in strict seclusion. The detractors of the Princess
Dowager of Wales affirmed that she had kept her
children from commerce with socictly, in order that
she might hold an undivided empire over their minds.
She gave a very different explanation of her con-
duct. She would gladly, she said, see her sons and
daughters mix in the world, if they could do so
without risk to their morals. But the profligacy of
the people of quality alarmed her. The young men
were all rakes ; the young women made love, instead
of waiting till it was made to them. She could not
bear to exposc those whom she loved best to the con-
taminating influence of such society. The moral ad-
vantages of the system of education which formed the
Duke of York, the Duke of Cumberland, and the Queen
of Denmark, may perhaps be questioned. George
the Third was indeed no libertine ; but he brought to
the throne a mind only halfopened, and was for some



The Barl of Chatham 297

time entircly under the influence of his mother and
of his Groum of the Stole, John Stuart, Earl of Bute.
The Earl of Bute was scarcely known, even by
name, to the country which he was soon to govern.
He had indeed, a short time after he came of age,
been chosen to fill a vacancy which, in the middle of
a parliament, had taken place among the Scotch re-
presentative peers. e had disobliged the Whig
ministers by giving some silent votes with the
Tories, had consequently lost his seat at the next
dissolution, and had never been reclected. Near
s had clapsed since he had borne any
part in politics. e had passed some of those years
at his scat in onc of the Hebrides, and from that
reti he had 1 as one of the houschold
of Prince Frederic.  Lord Bute, excluded from public
life, had found out many ways of amusing his lcisure.
He was a tolcrable actor in private theatricals, and
was particularly successful in the part of Lothario.
A handsome leg, to which both painters and satirists
took carc to give prominence, was among his chiefl
ualifications for the stage. He devised quaint
resses for querad He dabbled in »
mechanics, and botany. He paid some attention to
antiquities and works of art, and was considered in
his own circle as a judge of painting, architecture,
and poetry. It is said that his spelling was incorrect.
But though, in our time, incorrect spelling is justly
considered as a proof of sordid ignorance, it would
be unjust to apply the same rule to people who lived
a century ago.  The novel of Sir Charles Grandison
was published about the time at which Lord Bute
made his appecarance at Leicester Iouse. Our
readers may perhaps remember the account which
Charlotte Grandison gives of her two lovers. Onec of
them, a fashionable baronet who talks French and
Ttalian fluently, cannot write a linc in his own language
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without some sin against orthography; the other,
who is represented as a most respectable specimen of
the young aristacracy, and somecthing of a virtuoso,
is deseribed as spelling pretty well for a lord. On
the whole, the Earl of Bute might fairly be called a
man of cultivated mind. IHe was also a man of un-
doubted honour.  But his understanding was narrow,
and his manners cold and haughty. Ilis qualifica-
tions for the part of a statesman were best described
by Fiederic, who often indulged in the unprincely
luxury of sncering at dependents. * Bute,” said
his Royal Ilighness, “you are the very man to be
envoy at same small proud German court where
there is nothing to do.”

Scandal represented the Groom of the Stole as
the favoured lover of the Princess Dowager. He
was undoubtedly her confidential friend.  The in-
fluence which the two united exercised over the mind
of the King was for a time unbounded. The Prin-
cess, a woman and a foreigner, was not likely to be
a judicious advi about affairs of state. The Earl
could scarcely be said to have served even a novi-
ciate in politics. 1lis notions of government had
been acquired in the society which had been in the
habit of assembling round Frederic at Kew and
I.cicester House. That socicty consisted principally
of Tories, who had been reconciled to the house of
Hanover by the civility with which the Prince had
treated them, and by the hope of obtaining high pre-
ferment when he should come to the throne.  Their
ical creed was a peculiar modification of Toryism.
the creed neither of the Tories of the seven-
teenth nor of the Tories of the nincteenth century.
It was the creed, not of Filmer and Sacheverell, not
of Perceval and Eldon, but of the scct of which
Bolingbroke may be considered as the chief doctor.
This sect deserves commendation for having pointed
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out and justly rcprobated some great abuses which
sprang up during the long domination of the Whigs.
But it is far casier to point out and reprobate abuses
than to propose beneficial reforms ; and the reforms
which Bolingbroke proposed would cither have been
utterly incflicient, or would have produced much
more mischief than they would have removed.

The Revolution had saved the nation from one
class of cvils, but had at the same time—such is the
imperfection of all things human—engendered or
aggravated another class of evils which required new
remedies.  Liberty and property were sccure from
the attacks of prerogative. Conscience was re-
spected. No government ventured to infringe any
of the rights solemnly recognised by the instrument
which had called William and Mary to the throne.
But it cannot be denied that, under the new system,
the public interests and the public morals were
seriously endangered by corruption and faction,
During the long struggle against the Stuarts, the
chief object of the most enlightened statesmen had
been to strengthen the House of Commons., The
struggle was over; the victory was won ; the House
of Commons was supreme in the state; and all the
vices which had till then been latent in the repre-
sentative system were rapidly devcloped by pros-
perity and power. Scarcely had the executive
government become really responsible to the House
of Commons, when it began to appear that the
House of Commons was not really responsible to the
nation. Many of the constitucnt bodies were under
the absolute control of individuals ; many were noto-
riously at the command of the highest bidder. The
debates were not published. It was very scldom
known out of doors how a gentleman had voted.
‘Thus, while the ministry was accountable to the
Parliament, the majority of the Parliament was
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accountable to nobody. In such circumstances,
nothing could be more natural than that the members
should mstsl: on being p;ud for their votes, should
form th lves into inations for the purpose of
raising the price of their votes, and should at critical
conjunctures extort large wages by threatening a
strike. Thus the Whig ministers of George the First
and Gceorge the Sccond were compelled to reduce
corruption to a system, and to practise it on a
gigantic scale.

If we are right as to the causc of these abuses,
we can scarcely be wrong as to the remedy. The
remedy was surely not to deprive the House of
Commons of its weight in the state. Such a course
would undoubtedly have put an end to parliamentary
corruption and to parliamentary factions : for, when
votes ceasc to be of importance, they will cease to be
bought ; and, when knaves can get nothing by com-
bining, they will cease to combine. But to destroy
corruption and faction by introducing despotism
would have been to cure bad by worse. The proper
remedy evidently was, to make the House of Com-
mons responsible to the nation ; and this was to be
effected in two ways ; ; first, by giving publicity to
parli ary pr and thus placing every
member on his trial before the tribunal of public
opinion ; and sccondly, by so reforming the consti-
tution of the IMouse that no man should be able to
sit in it who had not been returned by a respectable
and independent body of constituents.

Bolingbroke and Bolingbroke’s disciples recom-
mended a very different mode of treating the diseases
of the state. Their doctrine was that a vigorous use
of the prerogative by a patriot King would at once
break all factious combinations, and supersede the
pretended necessity of bribing members of Parlia-
ment. The King had only to resolve that he would
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be master, that he would not be held in thraldom by
any sct of men, that he would take for ministers any
persons in whom he had confidence, without dis-
tinction of party, and that he would restrain his
servants from influencing by immoral means cither
the constituent bodies or the representative body.
This childish scheme proved that those who pro-
posed it knew nothing of the nature of the evil with
which they pretended to deal. The real cause of
the prevalence of corruption and faction was that a
House of Commons, not accountable to the people,
was morc powerful than the King. Bolingbroke’s
remedy could be applied only by a King mare
powerful than the House of Commons. How was
the patriot Prince to govern in defiance of the body
without whosc consent he could not equip a sloop,
keep a battalion under arms, send an cmbassy, or
defray even the charges of his own houschold? Was
he to dissolve the Parliament? And what was he
likely to gain by appealing to Sudbury and Old
Sarum against the venality of their representatives?
Was he to send out privy scals? Was he to levy
ship-money ?  If so, this boasted reform must com-
mence in all probability by civil war, and, if consum-
mated, must be d by the blish
of absolute monarchy. Or was the patriot King to
carry the House of Commons with him in his up-
right designs? By what mecans? Interdicting him-
self from the use of corrupt influence, what motive
was he to address to the Dodingtons and Winning-
tons? Was cupidity, strengthened by habit, to be laid
asleep by a few finc sentences about virtue and union ?
Absurd as this theory was, it had many admirers,
particularly among men of letters. It was now to be
reduced to practice; and the result was, as any man
of sagacity must have forescen, the most piteous and
ridiculous of failures.
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On the very day of the young King’s accession,
appeared some signs which indicated the approacih
of a great change. The speech which he made to
his council was not submitted to the cabinet It was
drawn up by Bute, and contained some expressions
which might bc construed into refiections on the
conduct of affairs during the late reign. Pitt remon-
strated, and begged that these expressions might be
softened down in the printed copy; but it was not
till after some hours of altereation that Bute yiclded ;
and, even after Bute had yiclded, the King affected
to hold out till thc following afternoon. On the
same day on which this singular contest took place,
Bute was not only sworn of the privy council, but
introduced into the cabinct.

Soon after this, Lord Holdernesse, one of the
Secretarics of State, in pursuance of a plan concerted
with the court, resigned thescals, Bute was instantly
appointed to the vacant place. A general clection
speedily followed, and the new Sccretary entered
Parliament in the only way in which he then could
cnter it, as one of the sixteen representative peers of
Scotland.!

Had the ministers been firmly united, it can
scarcely be doubted that they would have been able
to withstand the court. The parliamentary influence
of the Whig aristocracy, combined with the genius,
the virtue, and the fame of Pitt, would have been
irresistible. But there had been in the cabinet of
George the Sccond latent jealousies and enmities,
which now began to show themsclves. Pitt had
been estranged from his old ally Legge, the Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer. Some of the ministers
were envious of Pitt's popularity. Others were, not

1 In the repn of Anne, the House of Lords had rcsolved that,
under the 23nd atticle of Union, no Scotch peer could be created a

pcgl; of Great Britain.  This resolution was not annulled till the year
1782,
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altogether without cause, disgusted by his imperious
and haughty demeanour. Others, again, were honestly
opposed to some parts of his policy. They admitted
that he had found the country in the depths of humilia-
tion, and had raised it to the height of glory : they
admitted that he had conducted the war with energy,
ability, and splendid success ; but they began to hint
that the drain on the resources of the state was un-
exampled, and that the public debt was increasing
with a speed at which Montague or Godolphin would
have stood aghast. Some of the acquisitions made
by our ficets and armies were, it was acknowledged,
profitable as well as honourable; but, now that
George the Second was dead, a courtier might ven-
ture to ask why England was to become a party in a
dispute between two German powers, What was it
to her whether the house of Hapsburg or the house
of Brandenburg ruled in Silesia? Why were the
best English regiments fighting on the Main? Why
were the Prussian battalions paid with English gold ?
The great minister seemed to think it beneath him
to calculate the price of victory. As long as the
Tower guns were fired, as the streets were illumi-
nated, as French banners were carried in triumph
through London, it was to him matter of indifference
to what extent the public burdens were augmented.
Nay, he seemed to glory in the magnitude of those
sacrifices which the people, fascinated by his elo-
quence and success, had too readily made, and would
long and bitterly regret. There was no check on
waste or embezzl Our issaries returned
from the camp of Prince Ferdinand to buy boroughs,
to rear palaces, to rival the magnificence of the old
aristocracy of the realm. Already had we borrowed,
in four years of war, more than the most skilful and
economical government would pay in forty years of
peace. But the prospect of peace was as remote as
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cver. It coukd not be doubted that France, smarting
and prostrate, would con<ent to fair terms of accom-
madation ; but this was not what Pitt wanted. War
had made’ him powerful and popular : with war, all
that was brightest in his life was associated : for war,
his talents were peculiarly fitted. He had at length
begun to love war for its own sake, and was morc
disposed to quarrel with neutrals than to make peace
with encmies.

Such were the views of the Duke of Bedford
and of the Earl of IMardwicke; but no member of
the government held these opinions so strongly as
George Grenville, the treasurer of the navy.  George
Grenville was brother in law of Pitt, and had always
been reckoned one of Pitt's personal and political
fricnds.  But it is difficult to conceive two men of
talents and integrity more utterly unlike cach other.
Pitt, as his sister often said, knew nothing accurately
except Spenser's Fairy Queen. He had never ap-
plicd himself steadily to any branch of knowledge.
s tched financier. He never became
r even with the rules of that House of which he
wits the brigzhtest ornament. e had never studied
public law as a system; and was, indeed, so igno-
rant of the whole subject, that George the Second,
on one occasion, complained bitterly that a man who
had never read Vattel should presume to undertake
the direction of forcign afirirs. But these defects
were more than redeemed by high and rare gifts, by
a strange power of inspiring great masses of men with
confidence and aficction, by an cloquence which not
only delighted the ear, but stirred the blood, and
brought tears into the eyces, by originality in devising
plans, by vigour in exccuting them. Grenville, on
the other hand, was by nature and habit a man of
details.  Ile had been bred a lawyer; and he had
brought the industry and acuteness of the Temple
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into official and parliamentary life. He was sup-
posed to be intimately acquainted with the whole
fiscal system of the country. He had paid especial
attention to the law of Parliament, and was so learned
in all things relating to the privileges and orders of
the House of Commons that those who loved him
least pronounced him the only person competent to
succeed Onslow in the Chair. His speeches were
generally instructive, and sometimes, from the gravity
and earnestness with which he spoke, even impres-
sive, but never brilliant, and generally tedious. In-
deed, even when he was at the head of affairs, he
sometimes found it difficult to obtain the ear of the
House. In disposition as well as in intellect, he
differed widely from his brother in law. Pitt was
utterly regardless of money. He would scarcely
stretch out his hand to take it; and, when it came,
he threw it away with childish profusion. Grenville,
though strictly upright, was grasping and parsimo-
nious. Pitt was a man of excitable nerves, sanguine
in hope, easily elated by success and popularity,
keenly sensible of injury, but prompt to forgwe'
Grenville’s ch was stern, , and pe;
tinacious. Nothing was more remarkable in hun
than his inclination always to look on the dark side
of things. He was the raven of the House of Com-
mons, always croaking ‘defeat in the midst of tri-
umphs, and bankruptcy WIf.b an ovcrﬂowmg ex-
chequer. Burke, with
him, in a time of quiet “and plenty, to the evil spmt
whom Ovid described looking down on the stately
temples and wealthy haven of Athens, and scarce
able to refrain from weeping because she could find
nothing at which to weep. Such a man was not
likely to be popul But to unpopularity Grenville
opposed a dogged determination, which sometimes
forced even those who hated him to respect him.
VOL. X X
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It was natural that Pitt and Grenville, being such
as they were, should take very different views of the
situation of affairs. Pitt could sce nothing but the
trophies ; Grenville could sec nothing but the bill.
Pitt boasted that IEngland was victorious at once in
America, in India, and in Germany, the umpire of
the Continent, the mistress of the sea. Grenville
cast up the subsidics, sighed over the army cxtraordi-
narics, and groaned in spirit to think that the nation
had borrowed cight millions in onc year.

With a ministry thus divided it was not difficult
for Bute to deal.  Legge was the first who fell. He
had given offence to the young King in the late reign,
by refusing to support a creature of Bute at a Hamp-
shirc clection. He was now not only turned out, but
in the closct, when he delivered up his seal of office,
was treated with gross incivility.

Pitt, who did not love Legge, saw this cvent with
indifference.  But the danger was now fast approach-
ing himsclf, Charles the Third of Spain had early
conceived a deadly hatred of England.  Twenty ycars
before, when he was King of the Tio Sicilies, he had
been eager to join the coalition against Maria Theresa.
But an English fleet had suddenly appeared in the
Bay of Naples. An IInglish captain had landed, had
proceeded to the palace, had laid a watch on the
table, and had told his majesty that, within an hour,
a treaty of ncutrality must be signed, or a bombard-
ment would commence. The treaty was signed ; the
squadron sailed out of the bay twenty-four hours
after it had sailed in; and from that day the ruling
passion of the humbled Prince was aversion to the
English name. He was at length in a situation in
which he might hope to gratify that passion. Ic had
rccently become King of Spain and the Indies. He
saw, with envy and apprchensi the triumphs of our
navy, and the rapid extension of our col

ial Empire,
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He was a Bourbon, and sympathised with the dis-
tress of the house from which he sprang. He was a
Spaniard ; and no Spamard could bear to see Gib-
raltar and Minorca in the possession of a foreign
power. I lled by such feeli Charles concluded

a secret treaty with France. By this treaty, known
as the Family Compact, the two powers bound them-
selves, not in express words, but by the clearest impli-
cation, to make war on England in common. Spain
postponed the declaration of hostilities only till her
fleet, laden with the treasures of America, should
have arrived.

The existence of the treaty could not be kept a
secret from Pitt. He acted as a man of his capacity
and energy might be expected to act. He at once

to declare war i Spain, and to inter-
oept the American fleet. He had determined, it is
said, to attack without delay bot.h Havanna and the
Philippines.

His wise and 1 1 was rejected. Bute
was foremost in opposing it, and was supported by
almost the whole cabinet. Some of the ministers
doubted, or affected to doubt, the correctness of Pitt’s
intelligence ; some shrank from the responsibility of
advising a course so bold and decided as that which

. he proposed ; some were weary of his ascendency,
and were glad to be rid of him on any pretext. One
only of his colleagues agreed with him, his brother in
law, Earl Temple.

Pitt and Temple resigned their offices. To Pitt
the young King behaved at parting in the most gra-
cious manner, Pitt, who, proud and fiery everywhere
else, was always meek and humble in the closet, was
moved even to tears. The King and the favourite
urged him to accept some substantial mark of royal
gratitade. Would he like to be appointed governor
of Canada? A salary of five thousand pounds a year

X2
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should be annexed to the office. Residence would
not be required. It was true that the governor of
Canada, as the law then stood, could not be a mem-
ber of the House of Commons. But a bill should be
brought in, authorising Pitt to hold his government
together with a seat in Parliament, and in the pre-
amble should be set forth his claims to the gratitude
of his country. Pitt answered, with all delicacy, that
his anxicties were rather for his wife and family than
for himself, and that nothing would be so acceptable
to him as a mark of royal goodness which might be
beneficial to those who were dearest to him. The
hint was taken. The same Gazette which announced
the retirement of the Sccretary of State announced
also that, in considecration of his great public services,
his wife had been created a peeress in her own right,
and that a pension of thrce thousand pounds a year,
for three lives, had been bestowed on himself. It was
doubtless thought that the rewards and honours con-
ferred on the great minister would have a conciliatory
effect on the public mind. Perhaps, too, it was
thought that his popularity, which had partly arisen
from the contempt which he had always shown for
money, would be damaged by a pension; and, in-
deed, a crowd of libels instantly appeared, in which
he accused of having sold his country. DMany of
his true friends thought that he would have best con-
sulted the dignity of his character by refusing to
accept any pecuniary reward from the court. Never-
theless, the general opinion of his talents, virtues, and
services, remained unaltered. Addresses were pre-
sented to him from scveral large towns. London
showed its admiration and affection in a still more
marked manner., Soon after his resignation came the
Lord Mayor’s day. The King and the royal family
dined at Guildhall. Pitt was onc of the guests. The
young Sovereign, scated by his bride in his state
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coach, received a remarkable lesson. He was scarcely
noticed. All eyes were fixed on the fallen minister;
all acclamations directed to him. The streets, the
balconies, the chimney tops, burst into a roar of
delight as his chariot passed by. The ladies waved
their handkerchiefs from the windows. The common
people clung to the wheels, shook hands with the
footmen, and even kissed the horses. Cries of “ No
Bute!" *“No Newcastle salmon!” were mingled
with the shouts of “ Pitt forever!” When Pitt entered
Guildhall, he was welcomed by loud huzzas and clap-
ping of hands, in which the very magistrates of the
city joined. Lord Bute, in the meantime, was hooted
and pelted through Cheapside, and would, it was
thought, have been in some danger, if he had not
taken the p ion of surr di his carriage
with a strong body guard of boxers. Many persons
blamed the conduct of Pitt on this occasion as dis-
respectful to the King. Indeed, Pitt himself after-
wards owned that he had done wrong. He was led
into this error, as he was afterwards led into more
serious errors, by the influence of his turbulent and
mischievous brother in law, Temple.

The events which immediately followed Pitt's
retirement raised his fame higher than ever. War
with Spain proved to be, as he had predicted, inevi-
table. News came from the West Indies that Mar-
tinique had been taken by an expedition which he

“had sent forth. Havanna fell; and it was known
that he had planned an attack on Havanna. Manilla
capitulated ; and it was believed that he had meditated
a blow against Manilla. The American fleet, which
he had proposed to intercept, had unloaded an im-
mense cargo of bullion in the haven of Cadiz, before
Bute could be convinced thaf the court of Madrid
really entertained hostile intentions.

The session of Parli which foll d Pitt’s
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retirement passed over without any violent storm.
Lord Bute took on himself the most prominent part
in the House of Lords. He had beccome Secretary
of State, and indced prime minister, without having
once opened his lips in public except as an actor.
‘There was, therefore, no small curiosity to know how
he would acquit himself. Members of the House of
Commons crowded the bar of the Lords, and covered
the steps of the throne. It was generally expected
that the orator would break down; but his most
malicious hearers were forced to own that he had
made a better figure than they expected. They,
indeed, ridiculed his action as theatrical, and his style
as tumid. They were especially amused by the long
pauses which, not from hesitation, but from affecta-
tion, he made at all the emphatic words, and Charles
Townshend cried out “ Minute guns!” The general
opinion however was, that, if Bute had been carly
practised in debate, he might have become an im-
pressive speaker.

In the Commons, George Grenville had been
entrusted with the lead. The task was not, as yet, a
very difficult onc: for Pitt did not think fit to raise
the standard of opposition. His specches at this
time were distinguished, not only by that cloquence
in which he excelled all his rivals, but also by a
temperance and a modesty which had too often been
wanting to his character. \When war was declared
against Spain, he justly laid claim to the merit of
having forescen what had at length become manifest
to all, but he carefully abstained from arrogant and
acrimonious cxpressions ; and this abstinence was
the more honourable to him, because his temper,
never very placid, was now severely tried, both by
gout and by calumny. The courtiers had ndopted a
mode of warfare, which was soon turned with far
more formidable effect th 1 Half the
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inhabitants of the Grub Street garrets paid their milk
scores, and got their shirts out of pawn, by abusing
Pitt. His German war, his subsidies, his pension, his
wife's peerage, were shin of beef and gin, blankets
and baskets of small coal, to_the starving poctasters
of the Fleet. Even in the House of Commons, he
was, on one occasion during this scssion, assailed with
an insolence and malice which called forth the indig-
nation of men of all parties ; but he endured the out-
rage with majestic patience. In his younger days he
had been but too prompt to retaliate on those who
attacked him ; but now, conscious of his great services,
atd of the space which he filled in the cyes of all
mankind, he would not stoop to personal squabbles.
*This is no season,” he said, in the debate on the
Spanish war, “for altercation and rccrimination, A
day has arrived when every Englishman should stand
forth for his country. Arm the whole; be one
pcop!c forgct every (hmg but lhc pubhc I'set you
the H 1 under
pain and dtscuc, for thc pubhc l forgct both my
wrongs and my infirmities!” On a general review
of his life, we are inclined to think that his genius
and virtue never shone \\'Ith so pure an effulgence as
during the scession of 17

The session drew to“ards the close; and Bute,

boldened by the of the Houscs, re-
solved to strike another great blow, and to become
first minister in name as well as in reality. That
coalition, which a few months before had seemed all
powerful, had been dissolved. The retreat of Pitt
had deprived the government of popularity. New-
castle had exulted in the fall of the illustrious colleague
whom he envied and dreaded, and had not foreseen
that his own doom was at hand. He still tried to
flatter himself that he was at the head of the go-
vernment; but insults heaped on insults at length
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undeccived him. Places which had always been con-
sidered as in his gift, were bestowed without any
reference to him.  His expostulations only called
forth significant hints that it was time for him to
retire.  One day he pressed on Bute the claims of
a Whig Prelate to the archbishopric of York., “If
vour grace thinks so highly of him,” answered Bute,
“ 1 wonder that you did not promote him when you
had the power.” Still the old man clung with a
desperate grasp to the wreck.  Seldom, indeed, have
Christinn meckness and Christian humility cqualled
the meckness and humility of his paticnt and abject
ambition. At length he was forced to understand
that all was over. He quitted that court where he
had held high office during forty-five years, and hid
his shame and regret among the cedars of Claremont.
Bute became first lord of the treasury.

‘The favourite had undoublcdl) committed a great
crror. It is impossible to imagine a tool better suited
10 his purposes than that which he thus threw away,
or rather put into the hands of his enemies. If New-
castle had been suffered to play at being first minister,
Bute might sccurely and quictly have enjoyed the
substance of power. The gradual introduction of
Tories into all the departments of the government
might have been effected without any violent clamour,
if the chief of the great \Whig connexion had been
ostensibly at the head of affairs.  This was strongly
represented to Bute by ILord Mansficld, a man who
may justly be called the father of modern Toryism,
of Toaryism modified to suit an order of things under
which the Ilouse of Commons is the most powerful
body in the state. The theories which had dazzled
Bute could not impose on the fine intellect of Mans-
field. The temerity with which Bute provoked the
hoshllty of powerful nnd deeply rooted intercsts, was

g to Mansficld’s cold and timid nature.
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E;postuhhon, however, was vain. Bute was impa-
tient of advice, drunk with success, cager to be, in
show as well as in reality, the head of the government.
He had cng\ged in an undertaking in which a screen
was ab y to his and cven to
his safety. He found an excellent screen ready in
the very placc where it was most nceded; and he
rudely pushed it away-.

And now the new system of government came
into full operation. For the first time sincc the
accession of the housc of Hanover, the Tory party
was in the ascendant. The prime minister hlmsclf
was & Tory, Lord Eg who had
Pitt as Sccret'lry of Smtc, was a Tory, and the son of
a Tory. Sir Francis Dashwood, a man of slender
parts, of small experience, and of notoriously immoral
character, was made Ct llor of the Exch
for no reason that could be imagined, except that he
was a Tory, and had been a Jacobite. The royal
houschold was filled with men whose favourite toast,
a few years before, had been the King over the water.
The relative posltmn of lhc two great national scats
of learning was sud. The Uni 'y
of Oxford had long bccn the chief seat of disaffection.
In troubled times, the High Strect had been lined
with bayonets; the colleges had been scarched by
the King's messengers. Grave doctors were in the
habit of lnlkmg\cry Ciceronian treason in the thcatrc H
-and the 1 drank t to ]
toasts, and chanted Jacobite airs. Of four succcsswe

11 of the Uni y, onc had ly
bccn in the Pretender’s service ; the other three were
fully believed to be in secret corrcspondencc with the
exiled family. Cambridge had therefore been cspe-
cially favoured by the Hanoverian Princes, and had
shown herself grateful for their patronage. George
the First had enriched her library; Gceorge the
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Second had contributed munificently to her Senate
House. Bishoprics and deancries were showered on
her children. Her Chancellor was Newcastle, the
chicf of the Whig aristocracy ; her High Steward was
Hardwicke, the Whig head of the law. Both her
burgesses had held office under the Whig ministry.
Times had now changed. The University of Cam-
bridge was received at Saint James's with comparative
coldness. The answers to the addresses of Oxford
were all graciousness and warmth.

The watchwords of the new government werc
prerogative and purity. The sovercign was no longer
fo be a puppet in the hands of any subject, or of any
combination of subjects. George the Third would
not be forced to take ministers whom he disliked, as
his grandfather had been forced to take Pitt. George
the Third would not be forced to part with any whom
he delighted to honour, as his grandfather had been
forced to part with Carteret. At the same time, the
system of bribery which had grown up during the
late reigns was to ccase. It was ostentatiously pro-
claimed that, since the accession of the young King,
neither constituents nor representatives had been
bought with the secret service money. To free
Britain from corruption and oligarchical cabals, to
detach her from continental connexions, to bring
the bloody and expensive war with France and Spain
to a close, such were the specious objects which Bute
professed to procure.

Some of these objects he attained, England with-
drew, at the cost of a deep stain on her faith, from
her German connexions. The war with France and
Spain was terminated by a peace, honourable indeed
and advantageous to our country, yet less honour-
able and less advantageous than might have been
expected from a long and almost unbroken series of
victories, by land and sca, in cvery part of the world.
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But the only cffect of Bute's domestic administra-
tion was to make faction wilder, and corruption fouler
than ever.

The mutual animosity of the Whig and Tory
parties had begun to languish after the fall of
Walpole, and had secemed to be almost extinct at
the close of the reign of George the Second. It now
revived in all its force. Many Whigs, it is true, were
still in officc. The Duke of Bedford had signed
the treaty with France. The Duke of Devonshire,
though much out of humour, still continued to be
Lord Chamberlain. Grenville, who led the House of
Commons, and Fox, who still enjoyed in silence the
immense gains of the Pay Office, had always been
regarded as strong Whigs. But the bulk of the
party throughout the country regarded the new
minister with abhorrence. There was, indced, no
want of popular themes for invective against his -
character. He was a favourite ; and favourites have
always been odious in this country. No merc
favourite had been at the head of the government
since the dagger of Felton had reached the heart of
the Duke of Buckingham. After that cvent, the
most arbitrary and the most frivolous of the Stuarts
had felt the necessity of confiding the chief direction
of affairs to men who had given some proof of par-
]xamentary or o{ﬁczal nlan Strafford, Falkland,

Clifford, Shaft , L il dale, D;mby,
Templc. Halifax, Rochester, Sundcrhnd whatever
their faults might be, were all men of acknowledged
ability. They did not owe their eminence merely to
the favour of the sovercign. On the contrary, they
owed the favour of the ign to their emi
Most of them, indeed, had first attracted the notice
of the court by the capacity and vigour which they
had shown in opposition. The Revolution seemed
to have for ever sccured the state against the
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domination of a Carror a Villiers. Now, however, the
personal regard of the King had at once raised a
man who had seen nothing of public business, who
had never opened his lips_in ‘Parliament, over the
heads of a crowd of 1t orators, fi
dlplomatlsts From a private gcntlcman, this fortu-
nate minion had at once been turned into a Secretary
of State. He had made his maiden speech when at
the head of the administration. The vulgar resorted
to a simple explanation of the phanomenon, and the
coarsest ribaldry against the Princess Mother was
scrawled on every wall and sung in cvery alley.

This was not all. The spirit of party, roused by
impolitic provocation from its long sleep, roused in
turn a still fiercer and more malignant Fury, the
spirit of national animosity. The grudge of Whig
against Tory was mingled with the grudge of
Englishman against Scot. The two sections of
the great British pecople had not yet been indis-
solubly blended together. The events of 1715 and
of 1745 had lcft painful and enduring traces. The
tradesmen of Cornhill had been in dread of seeing
their tills and warchouses plundered by barclegged
monntaineers from the Grampians. They still recol-
lected that Black Friday, when the news came that
the rebels were at Derby, when all the shops in the
city were closed, and when the Bank of England
began to pay in sixpences. The Scots, on the other
hand, remembered, with natural resentment, the
severity with which the insurgents had been chas-
tised, the military outrages, the humiliating laws, the
heads fixed on Temple Bar, the fires and quartering
blocks on Kennington Common. The favourite did
not suffer the English to forget from what part of
the island he camec. The cry of all the south was
that the pub]lc oﬁccs, the army, the navy, were filled
with high-ch Dr and Ersl , Mac-
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donalds and Macgillivrays, who could not talk a
Christian tongue, and some of whom had but lately
begun to wear Christian breeches. All the old jokes
on hills without trees, girls without stockings, men
eating the food of horses, pails cmptied from the
fourteenth story, were pointed against these lucky
adventurers. To the honour of the Scots it must be
said, that their prudence and their pride restrained
them from rctaliation. Like the princess in the
Arabian tale, they stopped their ears tight, and, un-
moved by the shrillest notes of abuse, walked on,
without once looking round, igh ds the
Golden Fountain. i

Bute, who had always been considered as a man
of taste and reading, affected, from the moment of
his elevation, the character of a Mzcenas., If he ex-
pected to conciliate the public by encouraging litera-
ture and art, he was grievously mistaken. Indeed,
none of the objects of his munificence, with the single
exception of Johnson, can be said to have been well
selected ; and the public, not unnaturally, ascribed
the selection of Johnson rather to the Doctor's
political prejudices than to his literary merits: for
a wretched scribbler named Shebbeare, who had
nothing in common with Johnson except violent
Jacobitism, and who had stood in the pillory for a
libel on the Revolution, was honoured with a mark
of royal approbation, similar to that which was be-
stowed on the author of the English Dictionary, and
of the Vanity of Human Wishes. It was remarked
that Adam, a Scotchman, was the court architect,
and that Ramsay, a Scotchman, was the court
painter, and was preferred to Reynolds, Mallet, a
Scotchman, of no high literary fame, and of infamous
character, partook largely of the liberality of the
government. John Home, a Scotchman, was re-
warded for the tragedy of Douglas, both with a
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pension and with a sinccure place. But, when the
author of the Bard, and of the Elegy in a Country
Churchyard, ventured to ask for a Professorship, the
cmoluments of which he much nceded, and for the
dutics of which he w: in many respects, better
qualified than any man living, he was refused ; and
the post was bestowed on the pedagogue under
whose care the favourite’s son in law, Sir James
TLowther, had made such signal proficiency in the
graces and in the humane vitlues.

Thus, the first lord of the treasury was detested
by many as a Tory, by many as a favourite, and by
many as a Scot.  All the hatred which flowed from
these various sources soon mingled, and was directed
in onc torrent of obloguy against the treaty of peace.
The Duke of Bedford, who had necgotiated that
treaty, was hooted through the streets. Bute was
attacked in his chair, and was with difficulty rescucd
by a troop of the guards. IHe could hardly walk
the streets in safety without disguising himself, A
gentleman who died not many years ago used to say
that he once recognised the favourite Earl in the
piazza of Covent Garden, muffled in a large coat, and
with a hat and wig drawn down over his brows. His
lordship’s established type with the mob was a jack
boot, a wretched pun on his Christian name and title.
A jack boot, generally accompanied by a petticoat,
was sometimes fastencd on a gallows, and sometimes
committed to the flames. Libels on the court, ex-
ceeding in audacity and rancour any that had been
published for many yecars, now appeared daily both
in prosc and verse. Wilkes, with lively insolence,
compared the mother of George the Third to the
mother of Edward the Third, and the Scotch minister
to thc gentle Mortimer.  Churchill, with all the
cnergy of hatred, deplored the fate of his country,
invaded by a new race of savages, more cruel and
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ravenous than the Picts or the Danes, the poor,
proud children of Leprosy and Hunger. It is a
slight circumstance, but deserves to be recorded, that
in this year pamphletcers first ventured {o print at
length the names of the great men whom they lam-
pooned. George the Sccond had always been the
K——. His ministers had been Sir R- .
Mr. P- , and the Duke of N——  But the
libellers of George the Third, of the Princess Mother,
and of Lord Bute did not give quarter to a single
vowel.

It was supposed that Lord Temple secretly en-
couraged the most scurrilous assailants of the govern-
ment. In truth, those who knew his habits tracked
him as men track a mole. It was his nature to grub
underground. \Whenever a heap of dirt was flung
up, it might well be suspected that he was at work
in some foul crooked labyrinth below. Pitt turned
away from the filthy work of opposition, with the
same scorn with which he had turned away from the
filthy work of government. Hec had the magnani-
mity to proclaim everywhere the disgust which he
felt at the insults offered by his own adherents to
the Scottish nation, and missed no opportunity of
extolling the courage and fidelity which the High-
land regiments had displayed through the whole war.
But, though he disdained to use any but lawful and
honourable weapons, it was well known that his fair
blows were likely to be far more formidable than the
privy thrusts of his brother in law’s stiletto.

Bute’s heart began to fail him. The Houses
were about to meet. The treaty would instantly be
the subject of discussion. It was probable that Pitt,
the great Whig connexion, and the multitude, would
all be on the same side. The favourite had pro-
fessed to hold in abhorrence those means by which
preceding ministers had kept the House of Commons
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in good humour. He now began to think that he
had been too scrupulous. His Utopian visions were
at an end. It was necessary, not only to bribe, but
to bribe more shamelessly and flagitiously than his
predecessors, in order to make up for lost time. A
majority must be secured, no matter by what means.
Could Grenville do this? Would he do it? His
firmness and ability had not yet been tried in any
perilous crisis. He had been generally regarded as
a humble follower of his brother Temple, and of his
brother in law Pitt, and was supposed, though with
little reason, to be still favourably inclined towards
them. Other aid must be called in, And where was
other aid to be found ?

There was one man, whose sharp and manly logic
had often in debate been found a match for the lofty
and impassioned rhetoric of Pitt, whose talents for
jobbing were not inferior to his talents for debate,
whose dauntless spirit shrank from no difficulty or
danger, and who was as little troubled with scruples
as with fears. Henry Fox, or nobody, could weather
the storm which was about to burst. Yet was he a
person to whom the court, even in that extremity, was
unwilling to have recourse. He had always been re-
garded as a Whig of the Whigs. He had been the
friend and disciple of Walpole. He had long been
connected by close ties with William Duke of Cum-
berland. By the Tories he was more hated than any
man living. So strong was their aversion to him that
when, in the late reign, he had attempted to form a
party against the Duke of Newecastle, they had thrown
all their weight into Newecastle’s scale. By the Scots,
Fox was abhorred as the confidential friend of the
conqueror of Culloden. He was, on personal grounds,
most obnoxious to the Princess Mother. For he had,
immediately after her husband’s death, advised the
late King to take the education of her son, the heir
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apparent, entirely out of her hands.  He had recently
given, if possible, still deeper offence; for he had in-
dulged, not without some ground, the ambitious hope
that his beautiful sister in law, the Lady Sarah
Lennox, might be Queen of England. It had been
observed that the King at onc time rode every
morning by the grounds of Holland House, and that,
on such occasions, Lady Sarah, dressed like a shep-
herdess at a gl de, was making hay close to the
road, which was then separated by no wall from the
lawn. On account of the part which Fox had taken
in this singular love affair, he was the only member
of the Privy Council who was not summoned to the
meeting at which his Majesty announced his intended
marriage with the Princess of Mecklenburg. Of ail
the statesmen of the age, therefore, it seemed that
Fox was the last with whom Bute, the Tory, the Scot,
the favourite of the Princess Mother, could, under
any circumstances, act. Yet to Fox Bute was now
compelled to apply.

Fox had many noble and amiable qualities, which
in private life shone forth in full lustre,and made him
dear to his child to his dependents, and to his
friends ; but as a public man he had no title to
csteem. In him the vices which were common to the
whole school of Walpole appeared, not perhaps in
their worst, but certainly in their most prominent
form ; for his parliamentary and official talents made
all his faults conspicuous. His courage, his vehement
temper, his pt for apg led him to
display much that others, quite as unscrupulous as
himself, covered with a decent veil. He was the
most unpopular of the of his time, not
because he sinned more than many of them, but
because he canted less.

He felt his unpopularity ; but he felt it after the
fashion of strong minds. "He became, not cautious,
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but reckless, and faced the rage of the whole nation
with a scowl of inflexible defiance. He was born with
a sweet and generous temper; but he had been
goaded and baited into a savageness which was not
natural to him, and which amazed and shocked those
who knew him best. Such was the man to whom
Bute, in extreme need, applied for succour.

That succour Fox was not unwilling to afford.
Though by no means of an envious temper, he had
undoubtedly contemplated the success and popu-
larity of Pitt with bitter mortification. He thought
himself Pitt’s match as a debater, and Pitt’s superior
as a man of business. They had long been regardcd
as well paired rivals. They had started fair in the
career of ambition. They had long run side by side.
At length Fox had taken the lead, and Pitt had fallen
behind. Then had come a sudden turn of fortune,
like that in Virgil’s foot-race.  Fox had stumbled in
the mire, and had not only been defeated, but be-
fouled. Pitt had reached the goal, and received the
prize. The cmoluments of the Pay Office might
induce the d d to submit in silence to
the ascendency of h:s competitor, but could not satisfy
a mind conscious of great powers, and sore from great
vexations. As soon, therefore, as a party arose ad-
verse to the war and to the supremacy of the great
war minister, the hopes of Fox began to revive. His
feuds with the Princess Mother, with the Scots, with
the Tories, he was ready to forget, if, by the help of
his old encmies, he could now regain "the importance
which he had lost, and conﬁ-ont tht on equal terms.

The alliance was, therefk d. Fox
was assured that, if he would pllot the government out
of its embarrassing situation, he should be rewarded
with a peerage, of which he had long been desirous.
He undertook on his side to obtain, by fair or foul
means, a votf in favour of the peace. In consequence
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'
of this arrangement, he became leader of the House of
Commons ; and Grcm'lllc, stlﬂmg his vexation as well
as he could, sull 1 in the chang

Fox had S d that his infl would secure
to the court the cordial support of some eminent
Whigs who were his personal friends, particularly of
the Duke of Cumberland and of the Duke of Devon-
shire. He was disappointed, and soon found that, in
addition to all his other difficultics, he must reckon
on the opposition of the ablest prince of the blood,
and of the great house of Cavendish.

But he had pledged himself to win the battle ; and
he was not a man to go back. It was no time for
squeamishness. Bute was made to comprchend that
the ministry could be saved only by practising the
tactics of \Walpole to an extent at which Walpole
himself would have stared. The Pay Office was
turned into a mart for votes. Hundreds of members
were closeted there with Fox, and, as there is too
much reason to believe, departed carrying with them
the wages of infamy. It was affirmed by persons who
had the best opportunities of obtaining information,
that twenty-five thousand pounds were thus paid away
in a single morning. The lowest bribe given, it was
said, was a bank-note for two hundred pounds.

Intimidation was joined with corruption. All ranks,
from the highest to the lowest, were to be taught that
the King would be obeyed. The Lords Licutenants
of several countics were dismissed. The Duke of
Devonshire was fally led out as the victim
by whose fate the magnates of England were to take
warning. His wealth, rank, and influence, his stam-
less private ch i and the at
his family to the house of Hanover, did not sccure
him from gross personal indignity. It was known
that he disapproved of the course which the govern-
ment had taken ; and it was accordingly dctcrmmcd




324 The Earl of Chatham

to humble the Prince of the Whigs, as he had been
nicknamed by the Princess Mother. He went to the
palace to pay his duty. * Tell him,” said the King to
a page, “ that I will notsee him.” The page hesitated.
“ Go to him,” said the King, “and tell him those very
words.” Thec message wasdclivered. The Duke tore
off his gold key, and went away boiling with anger.
His relations who were in office instantly resigned.
A few days later, the King called for the list of Privy
Councillors, and with his own hand struck out the
Duke'’s name.

In this step there was at least courage, though
little wisdom or goodnature. But, as nothing was too
high for the revenge of the court, so also was nothing
too low. A persecution, such as had never been
known beforc and has never been known since, raged
in cvery public department.  Great numbers of
humble and laborious clerks were deprived of their
bread, not becausc they had ncglected their duties,
not because they had taken an active part against the
ministry, but mecrely because they had owed their

situations to the r dation of some nobl
or gentleman who was against the peace. The pro-
scription ded to tidewai to to door-

keepers. One poor man to whom a pension had been
given for his gallantry in a fight with smugglers, was
deprived of it because he had been befriended by the
Duke of Grafton. An aged widow, who, on account
of her husband’s services in the navy, had, many ycars
before, been made housckeeper to a public office, was
dismissed from her situation, because it was imagined
that she was distantly connected by marriage with the
Cavendish family. The public clamour, as may well
be supposed, grew daily louder and louder.  But the
louder it grew, the more resolutely did Fox go on
with the work which he had begun. His old friends
could not conceive what had possessed him. “I
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could forgive,” said the Duke of Cumberland, * Fox’s
political vagaries ; but I am quite confounded by his
inhumanity. Surely he used to be the best natured
of men.” -

At last Fox went so far as to take a legal opinion
on the question, whether the patents granted by George
the Second were binding on George the Third. It is
said that, if his colleagues had not flinched, he would
at once have turned out the Tellers of the Exchequer
and Justices in Eyre.

Meanwhile the Parliament met. The ministers,

. more hated by the people than ever, were secure of a
majority, and they had also reason to hope that they
would have the advantage in the debates as well as
in the divisions ; for Pitt was confined to his chamber
by a severe attack of gout.  His friends moved to defer
‘the consideration of the treaty till he should be able
to attend : but the motion was rejected. The great day
arrived. The discussion had lasted some time, when a
loud huzza was heard in Palace Yard. The noise came
nearer and nearer, up the stairs, through the lobby.
The door opened, and from the midst of a shouting
maultitude came forth Pitt, borne in the arms of his
attendants. His face was thin and ghastly, his limbs
swathed in flannel, his crutch in his hand. The
bearers set him down within the bar. His friends
instantly surrounded him, and with their help he
crawled to his seat near the table. In this condition
he spoke three hours and a half against the peace.
During that time he was repeatedly forced to sit down
and to use cordials. It may well be supposed that
his voice was faint, that his action was languid, and
that his speech, though occasionally brilliant and im-
pressive, was feeble when compared with his best
oratorical performances. But those who remembered
what he had done, and who saw what he suffered,
listened to him with emotion stronger than any that



326 The Earl of Chatham

mere eloquence can produce. He was unable to stay
for the division, and was carried away from the House
arnidst shouts as loud as those which had announced
his arrival.  ~ .

A large majority approved the peace. The ex-
ultation of the court was boundless. “Now,” ex-
claimed the Princess Mother, “my son is really
King.” The young sovereign spoke of himself as
freed from the bondage in which his grandfather had
been held. On one point, it was announced, his
mind was unalterably made up. Under no circum-
stances whatever should those Whig grandees, who
had enslaved his predecessors and endeavoured to
enslave himself, be restored to power.

‘This vaunting was premature. The real strength
of the favourite was by nc means proportioned to the
number of votes which he had, on one particular
division, been able to command. He was soon again
in difficulties. The most important part of his budget
was a tax on cider. This measure was opposed, not
only by those who were generally hostile to his ad--
ministration, but also by many of his supporters.
The name of excise had always been hateful to the
Tories. One of the chief crimes of Walpole, in their
eyes, had been his partiality for this mode of raising
money. The Tory Johnson had in his Dictionary
given so scurrilous a definition of the word Excise,
that the Commissioners of Excise had seriously
thought of prosecuting him. The counties which
the new impost particularly affected had always been
Tory counties. It was the boast of John Philips, the
poet of the English vintage, that the Cider-land had
ever been faithful to the throne, and that all the
pruning-hooks of her thousand orchards had been
beaten into swords for the service of the ill-fated
Stuarts. The effect of Bute’s fiscal scheme was to
produce an union between the gentry and yeomanry
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of the deer-land and the Whigs of the capital.
and Wi were in a flame.
The city. of London, though not s0 directly mterested
was, if possible, still more The on
this questmn 1rreparab]y damaged the govemment
Dashwood’s fi had been fi
and absurd beyond behef, and had been received by
the House with roars of laughter. He had sense
enough to be conscious of his unfitness for the high
situation which he held, and exclaimed in a comical
fit of despair, *“ What shall I do? The boys will point
at me in the street, and cry, ‘ There goes the worst
Ch ilor of the Exchequer that ever was.” George
Grenville came to the rescue, and spoke strongly on
his favourite theme, the profusion with which the
late war bad been carried on. That profusion, he
said, had made taxes necessary. He called on the
gentlemen opposite to him to say where they would
have a tax laid, and dwelt on this topic with his
usual prolixity. *Let them tell me where,” he re-
ted in a and hat fretful tone.
“] say, sir, let them tell me where. I repeat it, sir;
I am entitled to say to them, Tell me where.” Un-
luckily for him, Pitt had come down to the House
that night, and had been bitterly provoked by the
reflections thrown on the war. He revenged himself
by murmuring, in a whine resembling Grenville’s, a
line of a well known song, “ Gentle shepherd, tell me
where.” “If” cried Grenville, “gentlemen are to be
treated in this way- Pitt, as was his fashion,
when he meant to mark extreme contempt, rose de-
liberately, made his bow, and walked out of the
House, leaving his brother in law in convulsions of
rage, and everybody else in convulsions of laughter.
It was long before Grenville lost the nickname of the
Gentle Shepherd.
But the ministry had vexations still more serious
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to endure. The hatred which the Tories and Scots
bore to Fox was implacable. In a moment of ex-
treme peril, they had consented to put themselves
under his guidance. But the aversion with which
they regarded him broke forth as soon as the crisis
seemed to be over. Some of them attacked him
about the accounts of the Pay Office. Some of them
rudely interrupted hinr” when speaking, by laughter
and ironical cheers. He was naturally desirous to
escape from so disagreeable a situation, and demanded
the peerage which had been promised as the reward
of his services.

It was clear that there must be some change in
the composition of the ministry. But scarcely any,
even of those who, from their sitnation, might be
supposed to be in all the secrets of the government,
anticipated what really took place. To the amaze-
ment of the Parliament and the nation, it was sud-
denly announced that Bute had resigned.

Twenty different explanations of this strange
step were suggested. Some attributed it to profound
design, and some to sudden panic. Some said that
the lampoons of the opposition had driven the Earl
from the field ; some that he had taken office only in
order to bring the war to a close, and had always
meant to retire when that object had been accom-
plished. He publicly assigned ill health as his reason
for quitting business, and privately complained that
he was not cordially seconded by his colleagues, and
that Lord Mansfield, in particular, whom he had
himself brought into the cabinet, gave him no sup-
port in the House of Peers. Mansfield was, indeed,
far too sagacious not to perceive that Bute’s situation
was one of great peril, and far too timorous to thrust
himself into peril for the sake of another. The proba-
bility, however, is that Bute’s conduct on this occa~
sion, like the conduct of most men on most occa-
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sions, was determined by mixed motives. We suspect
that he was sick of office ; for this is a feeling much
more amon; i than who
see public life from a distance are disposed to believe;
and nothing could be more natural than that this
feeling should take possession of the mind of Bute.
In general, a statesman climbs by slow degrees.
Many laborious years elapse before he reaches the
topmost pinnacle of preferment. In the earlier part
of his career, therefore, he is constantly lured on by
seeing something above him. During his ascent he
gradually becomes inured to the annoyances which
belong to a life of ambition. By the time that he
has attained the highest point, he has become patient
of labour and callous to abuse. He is kept constant
to his vocation, in spite of all its discomforts, at first
by hope, and at last by habit. It was not so with
Bute. His whole public life lasted little more than
two years. On the day on which he became a poli-
tician he b In a few
months he was, both in name and in show, chief of
the administration.  Greater than he had been he
conld not be. If what he already possessed was
vanity and vexation of spirit, no delusion remained
to entice him onward. He had been cloyed with the
pleasures of ambition before he had been seasoned to
its pains. His habits had not been such as were
likely to fortify his mind against obloguy and public
hatred. He had reached his forty-eighth year in
dignified ease, without knowing, by personal experi-
ence, what it was to be ridiculed and slandered. All
at once, without any previous initiation, he had found
himself exposed to such a storm of invective and
satire as had never burst on the head of any states-
man. Thé emoluments of office were now nothing
to'him ; for he had just succeeded to 2 princely pro-
perty by the death of his father in law. All the
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honours which could be bestowed on him he had
already sccured. He had obtained the Garter for
himsclf, and a British pcerage for his son. He scems
also to ]nvc imagined that by quitting the treasury
he should escape from danger and abuse without
rcally resigning power, and “should still be able to
excrcise in private supreme influence over the royal
mind.

\Whatever may have been his motives, he retired.
Fox at the same time took refuge in the House of
Lords; and George Grenville became First Lord of
the Trc'\sury and Chancellor of the Exchequer.

We believe that those who made this arrange-
ment fully intended that Grenville should be a mere
puppet in the hands of Bute; for Grenville was as
yet very imperfectly known even to those who had
observed him long. He passed for a mere official
drudge ; and he had all the industry, the minute
accuracy, the formality, the tediousness, which belong
to the character. But he bhad other qualities which
had not yet shown lhcmscl\'cs, devouring ambition,
dauntless a g lo pre-
sumption, and a u.mpz.-r which could not endure op-
position. He was not disposed to be anybody's tool ;
and he had no attachment, political or personal, to
Bute. The two men had, indced, nothing in com-
mon, except a strong propensity towards harsh and
unpopular courses. Their principles were funda-
mentally different. Bute was a Tory. Grenville
would have been very angry with any person who
should have denicd his claim to be a \Whig. He was
more prone to tyrannical measures than Butc; but
he loved tyranny only when disguised under the
forms of constitutional liberty. Ie mixed up, after
a l"nlnon then not very unusual, the theories of the

of the h century with the tech-
nical maxims of English law, and thus succeeded in
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bining anarchical sp ion with arbitrary prac-
tice. The voice of the people was the voice of God ;
but the only legitimate organ through which the
voice of the people could be uttered was the Parlia-
ment. All power was from the people ; but to the
Parliament the whole power of the people had been
delegated. No Oxonian divine had ever, even in the
years which immediately followed the R&:toration,
demanded for the King so abject, so unreasoning a
homage, as Grenvllle, on what he considered as the
purest Whig pr ded for the Parli
As he wished to see the Parliament despotic over the
nation, so he wished to see it also despotic over the
court. In his view the prime minister, possessed of
the confidence of the House of Commons, ought to
be Mayor of the Palace. The King was a mere
Childeric or Chilperic, who might well think him-
self lucky in being permitted to enjoy such handsome
apartments at Saint James’s, and so fine a park at
‘Windsor.

Thus the opinions of Bute and those of Grenville
were diametrically opposed. Nor was there any
pnvate friendship between the two statesmen. Gren-
ville’s nature was not forgiving ; and he well remem-
bered how, a few months before, he had been com-

. ];_elled to yield the lead of the House of Commons to
'0X.

We are inclined to think, on the whole, that the
worst administration which has governed England
since the Revolution was that of George Grenville,
His public acts may be classed under two heads, out-
rages on the liberty of the people, and outrages on
the dignity of the crown.

He began by making war on the press. John
‘Wilkes, member of Parliament for Aylesbury, was
singled out for persecution. Wilkes had, till very
lately, been known chiefly as one of the most profane,
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licentious, and agrecable rakes about town. He
was a man of taste, reading, and engaging manners.
His sprightly conversation was the delight of grecn
rooms and taverns, and pleased even grave hearcrs
when he was sufficiently under restraint to abstain
from detailing the particulars of his amours, and
from breaking jests on the New Testament. His
expensive debaucheries forced him to have recourse
to the Jews. He was soon a ruined man, and deter-
mined to try his chance as a political adventurer.
In Parliament he did not succeced. His speaking,
though pert, was feeble, and by no means interested
his hearers so much as to make them forget his face,
which was so hidecous that thc caricaturists were
forced, in their own despite, to flatter him. As a
writer, he made a better figure. He sct up a weckly
paper, called the North Briton. This journal, written
with some pleasantry, nnd great audncnty and xm-
pudence, had a of
Forty-four 1 had bee: when Bute
resigned ; and, though nlmost every number had
containcd matter grossly pr

had been instituted. The forty-fi ftll numbcr was
innocent when compared with the majority of those
which had preceded it, and indced contained nothing
so strong as may in our time be found daily in the
lcading articles of the Times and Morning Chronicle.
But Grenville was now at the hcad of affairs. A
new spirit had been infused into the administration.
Authority was to be upheld. The government was
no longer to be braved with impunity. Wilkes was
arrested under a general warrant, conveyed to the
Tower, and confined there with circumstances of
unusual severity. His papers were seized, and car~
ricd to the Secretary of State. These harsh and
illegal measnres produced a violent outbreak of
popular rage, which was soon changed to delight and
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exultation. The arrest was pronounced unlawful by
the Court of Common Pleas, in which Chief Justice
Pratt presided, and the prisoner was discharged.
This victory over the government was celebrated
with enthusiasm both in London and in the cider
counties.

While the ministers were daily becoming more
odious to the nation, they were doing their best to
make themselves also odious to the court. They
gave the King plainly to understand that they were
determined not to be Lord Bute's creatures, and
exacted a promise that no secret adviser should have
access to the royal ear. They soon found reason to
suspect that this promise had not been observed.
They remonstrated in terms less respectful than their
master had been accustomed to hear, and gave him
a fortnight to make his choice between his favourite
and his cabinet.

George the Third was greatly disturbed. He had
but a few weeks before exulted in his deliverance
from the yoke of the great Whig connexion. He
had even declared that his honour would not permit
him ever again to admit the members of that con-
nexion into his service. He now found that he had
only exchanged one set of masters for another set
still harsher and more imperi In his di he
thought on Pitt. From Pitt it was possible that
better terms might be obtained than either from
Grenville, or from the party of which Newcastle was
the head.

Grenville, on his return from an excursion into
the country, repaired to Buckingham House. He
was astonished to find at the entrance a chair, the
shape of which was well known to him, and indeed
to all London. It was distinguished by a large boot,
made for the purpose of accommodating the great
Commoner’s gouty leg. Grenville guessed the whole,
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His brother in law was closeted with the King. Bute,
provoked by what he considered as the unfriendly
and ungrateful conduct of his successors, had him-
self proposed that Pitt should be summoned to the
palace.

Pitt had two audicnces on two successive days.
‘What passed at the first interview led him to expect
that the ncgotiation would be brought to a satisfac-
tory closc; but on the morrow he found the King
less complying. The best account, indced the only
trustworthy account of the conference, is that which
was taken from Pitt’s own mouth by Lord Hard-
wicke. It appecars that Pitt strongly rcpresented the
importance of conciliating those chicfs of the Whig
party who had been so unhappy as to incur the royal
displeasure. They had, he said, been the most con-
stant friends of the house of Hanover. Their power
was great ; they had been long versed in public busi-
ness. If they were to be under sentence of exclusion,
a solid administration could not be formed. His
Majesty could not bear to think of putting himself
into the hands of those whom he had recently chased
from his court with the strongest marks of anger. “1I1
am sorry, Mr. Pitt,” he said, “ but I see this will not
do. My honour is concerned. I must support my
honour.” How his Majesty succeeded in supporting
his honour we shall soon sec.

Pitt retired, and the King was reduced to request
the ministers, whom he had been on the point of dis-
carding, to remain in office. During the two years
which followed, Grenville, now closely leagued with
the Bedfords, was the master of the court; and a
hard master he proved. He knew that he was kept
in place only because there was no choice except be-
tween himsclf and the Whigs. That under any cir-
cumstances the Whigs would be forgiven, he thought
impossible. The late attempt to get rid of him had
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roused his resentment ; the failure of that attempt
had liberated him from all fear. He had never been
very courtly, He now began to hold a language, to
which, since the days of Cornet Joyce and President
Bradshaw, no English King had been compelled to
listen.

In one matter, indeed, Grenville, at the expense
of justice and liberty, gratified the passions of the
court while gratifying his own. The persecution of
Wilkes was eagerly pressed. He had written a
parody on Pope’s Essay on Man, entitled the Essay
on Woman, and had appended to it notes, in ridicule
of Warburton’s f C tary. This posi-
tion was exceedingly profligate, but not more so, we
think, than some of Pope’s own works, the imita-
tion of the second satire of the first book of Horace,
for example ; and, to do Wilkes justice, he had not,
like Pope, given his ribaldry to the world. He had
merely printed at a private press a very small num-
ber of copies, which he meant to present to some of
his boon companions, whose morals were in no more _
danger of being corrupted by a loose book than a
negro of being tanned by a warm sun. A tool of
the government, by giving a bribe to the printer,
procured a copy of this trash, and placed it in
the hands of the ministers. The ministers resolved
to visit Wilkes's offence against decorum with the
utmost rigour of the law. What share piety and
respect for morals had in dictating this resolution, our
readers may judge from the fact that no person was
more eager for bringing the libertine poet to punish-
ment than Lord March, afterwards Duke of Queens-
berry. On the first day of the session of Parliament,
the book, thus disgracefully obtained, was laid on the
table of the Lords by the Earl of Sandwich, whom
the Duke of Bedford’s interest had made Secretary
of State. The unfortunate author had nat the
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slightest suspicion that his licentious poem had ever
been scen, except by his printer and by a few of his
dissipated companions, till it was produced in full
Parliament. Though he was a man of easy temper,
averse from danger, and not very susceptible of
shame, the surprise, the disgrace, the prospect of
utter ruin, put him beside himself. He picked a
quarrel with one of Lord Bute's dependents, fought
a ducl, was scriously wounded, and, when half re-
covered, fled to France. His encmies had now their
own way both in the Parliament and in the King's
Bench. He was censured, expelled from the House
of Commons, outlawed. His works were ordered to
be burned by the common hangman. Yet was the
multitude still true to him. In the minds even of
many moral and rcligious mecn, his crime scemed
light when compared with the crime of his accusers,
The conduct of Sandwich, in particular, cxcited
universal disgust. His own vices were notorious; and,
only a fortnight before he laid the Essay on Woman
before the House of Lords, he had been drinking
and singing loose catches with Wilkes at one of the
most dissolute clubs in London. Shortly after the
meecting of Parliament, the Beggar's Opera was acted
at Covent Garden theatre. \When Macheath uttered
the words—* That Jemmy Twitcher should peach
me 1 own surpriscd me,”—pit, boxcs, and gallerics,
burst into a roar which seemed likely to bring the
roof down. From that day Sandwich was universally
known by the nickname of Jemmy Twitcher. The
ceremony of burning the North Briton was inter-
rupted by a riot. The constables were beaten; the
paper was rescued ; and, instead of it, a jack boot
and a pctticoat were committed to the flames.
Wilkes had instituted an action for the seizure of
his papers, against the Undj:rs;:crclary of State. The
eh

jury gave a th dp But
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these nor any other indications of public feeling had
power to move Grenville. He had the Parliament
with him : and, according to his political creed, the
sense of the nation was to be collected from the Par-
liament alone.

Soon, however, he found reason to fear that even
the Parliament might fail him. On the question
of the legality of general warrants, the opposition,
having on its side all sound principles, all constitu-
tional authorities, and the voice of the whole nation,
mustered in great force, and was joined by many
who did not ordinarily vote against the government.
On one occasion the ministry, in a very full house,
had a majority of only fourteen votes. The storm,
however, blew over. The spirit of the opposition,
from whatever cause, began to flag at the moment
when success seemed almost certain. The session
ended without any change. Pitt, whose eloquence
had shone with its usual lustre in all the principal
debates, and whose popularity was greater than ever,
was still a private man. Grenville, detested alike by
the court and by the people, was still minister.

As soon as the Houses had risen, Grenville took
a step which proved, even more signally than any of
his past acts, how despotic, how acrimonious, and
how fearless his nature was. Among the gentlemen
not ordinarily opposed to the gover who, on
the great constitutional question of general warrants,
had voted with the minority, was Henry Conway,
brother of the Earl of Hertford, a brave soldier, a
tolerable speaker, and a well meaning, though not a
wise or vigorous politician. He was now deprived
of his regiment, the merited reward of faithful and
gallant service in two wars. It was confidently
asserted that in this violent measure the King heartily
concurred.

But whatever pleasure the persecution of Wilkes,
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or the dismissal of Conway, may have given to the
royal mind, it is certain that his Majesty’s aversion
to his ministers increased day by day. Grenville
was as frugal of the public money as of his own, and
moroscly refused to accede to the King's request,
that a few thousand pounds might be expended in
buying some open fields to the west of the gardens
of Buckingham House. In consequence of this
refusal, the ficlds were soon covered with buildings,
and the King and Queen werc overlooked in their
most private walks by the upper windows of a hun-
dred houses. Nor was this the worst. Grenville
was as liberal of words as he was sparing of guinecas.
Instead of explaining himself in that clear, concise,
and lively manner, which alone could win the atten-
tion of a young mind new to business, he spoke in
the closct just as he spoke in the House of Com-
mons. When he had harangued two hours, he
looked at his watch, as he had been in the habit of
looking at the clock oppositc the Speaker's chair,
apologised for the length of his discourse, and then
went on for an hour more. The members of the
House of Commons can cough an orator down, -or
can walk away to dinner; and they were by no
means sparing in the use of these privileges when
Grenville was on his legs. But the poor young King
had to cndurc all this cloquence with mournful
civility. To the end of his life he continued to talk
with horror of Grenville’s orations.

About this time took place one of the most
singular events in Pitt’s life. There was a certain
Sir William Pynsent, a Somersetshire baronet of
Whig politics, who had been a member of the House
of Commons in the days of Queen Anne, and had
retired to rural privacy when the Tory party, towards
the end of her reign, obtained the ascendency in her

1) His were ic. His morals
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lay under very odious imputations, But his fidelity
to his political opinions was unalterable. During
fifty years of seclusion he continued to brood over
the circumstances which had driven him from public
life, the dismissal of the Whigs, the peace of Utrecht,
the desertion of our allies. He now thought that he
perceived a close analogy between the well remem-
bered events of his youth and the events which he
had witnessed in extreme old age; between the
disgrace of Marlborough and the disgrace of Pitt;
between the elevation of Harley and the elevation of

" Bute; between the treaty negotiated by St. John
and the treaty negotiated by Bedford ; between the
wrongs of the house of Austria in 1712 and the
wrongs of the house of Brandenburg in 1762. This
fancy took such possession of the old man's mind
that he determined to leave his whole property to Pitt.
In this way Pitt unexp ily came into i
of near three thousand pounds a year. Nor could
all the malice of his encmies find any ground for
reproach in the transaction. Nobody could cali him
a legacy hunter. Nobody could accuse him of seizin;
that to which others had a better claim. For he hax
never in his life seen Sir William ; and Sir William
had left no relation so necar as to be entitled to form
any expectations respecting the estate.

‘The fortunes of Pitt seemed to flourish ; but his
health was worse than ever. We cannot find that,
during the session which began in January 1765, he
once appeared in Parli: He ined some
months in profound retirement at Hayes, his favourite
villa, scarcely moving except from his armchair to
his bed, and from his bed to his armchair, and often
cmploying his wife as his amanuensis in his most

fidential pond! Some of his detractors

whispered that his_invisibility was to be ascribed
quite as much to affectation as to gout. In truth his
- z
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character, high and splendid as it was, wanted sim-
plicity. With genius which did not need the aid of
stage tricks, and with a spirit which should have
been far above them, he had yet been, through life,
in the habit of practising them. It was, therefore,
now surmised that, having acquired all the idera-
tion which could be derived from eloquence and from
great scrvices to the state, he had determined not to
make himsclf cheap by often appearing in public,
but, under the pretext of ill health, to surround him-
self with mystery, to emerge only at long intervals
and on momentous occasions, and at other times to
deliver his oracles only to a few favoured votaries,
who were suffercd to make pilgrimages to his shrine,
If such were his object, it was for a time fully
attained. Never was the magic of his name so
powerful, never was he regarded by his country with
such superstitious veneration, as during this year of
silence and scclusion.

While Pitt was thus absent from Parliament,
Grenville proposed a measure destined to produce a
great revolution, the effects of which will long be
fclt by the whole human race. We speak of the Act
for imposing stamp dutics on the North American
colonies. The plan was eminently characteristic of
its author. Every feature of the parent was found
in the child. A timid statesman would have shrunk
from a step, of which Walpole, at a time when the
colonies were far less powerful, had said—* He who
shall propose it will be a much bolder man than 1.”
But the nature of Grenville was insensible to fear. A
statesman of large views would have felt that to lay
taxes at Woestminster on New England and New
York, was a course opposed, not indced to the letter
of the Statute Book, or to any decision contained
in the Term Reports, but to the principles of good
government, and to the spirit of the constitution. A
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statesman of large views would also have felt that
ten times the estimated produce of the American
stamps would have been dearly purchased by even a
transient quarrel betwcen the mother country and
the colonies. But Grenville knew of no spirit of the
constitution distinct from the letter of the law, and
of no national interests except those which are ex-
pressed by pounds, shillings, and pence. That his
policy might give birth to deep discontents in all the
provinces, from the shore of the Great Lakes to the
Mexican sea ; that France and Spain might scize the
opportunity of revenge; that the empire might be
dismembered ; that the debt, that debt with the
amount of which he perpetually reproached Pitt,
might, in consequence of his own policy, be doubled ;
these were possibilities which never occurred to that
small, sharp mind.

The Stamp Act will be remembered as long as
the globe lasts. But, at the time, it attracted much
less notice in this country than another Act which
is now almost utterly forgotten. The King fell ill,
and was thought to be in a dangerous state. His
complaint, we believe, was the same which, at a later
period, repeatedly incapacitated him for the per-
formanceé of his rcgal functions. The heir apparent
was only two years old. It was clearly proper to
make provision for the administration of the govern-
ment, in case of a minority, The discussions on this
point brought the quarrel between the court and the
ministry to a crisis. The King wished to be en-
trusted with the power of naming a regent by will.
The ministers feared, or affected to fear, that, if this
power were conceded to him, he would name the
Princess Mother, nay, possibly the Earl of Bute.
They, therefore, insisted on introducing into the bill
words confining the King’s choice to the royal family.
Having thus ex-luded Bute, they urged the King to
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let them, in the most marked manner, exclude the
Princess Dowager also. They assured him that the
House of Commons would undoubtedly strike her
name out, and by this threat they wrung from him a
rcluctant assent.  In a few days, it appeared that the
representations by which they had induced the King
to put this gross and public affront on his mother

. were unfounded. The friends of the Princess in the
House of Commons moved that her name should be
inserted. The ministers could not decently attack
the parcnt of their master. They hoped that the
opposition would come to their help, and put on
them a force to which they would gladly have
yiclded. But the majority of the opposition, though
hating the Princess, hated Grenville more, beheld his
embarrassment with delight, and would do nothing
to extricate him from it. The Princess’s name was
accordingly placed in the list of persons qualified to
hold the regency.

The King's rescntment was now at the height.
The present cvil scemed to him more intolcrable
than any other. Even the junta of Whig grandces
could not treat him worse than he had been treated
by his prescnt ministers. In his distress he poured
out his whole heart to his uncle, the Duke of Cum-
berland. The Duke was not a man to be loved;
but he was eminently a man to be trusted. He had
an intrepid temper, a strong understanding, and a
high sense of honour and duty. As a general, he
belonged to a remarkable class of captains, captains,
we mean, whose fate it has been to lose almost all
the battles which they have fought, and yct to be
reputed stout and skilful soldiers.  Such captains
were Coligni and William the Third. We might,
perhaps, add Marshal Soult to the list. The bravery
of the Duke of Cumberland was such as distinguished
him even among the princes of his brave house. The
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indifference with which he rode about amidst musket
balls and cannon balls was not the highest proof of
his fortitude. Hopeless maladies, horrible surgical

, far from him, did not even
dxscompose him. With courage, he had the virtues
which are akin to courage. He spoke the truth, was
open in enmity and friendship, and upright in all
his dealings. But his nature was hard ; and what
seemed to him justice was rarely tempered with
mercy. He was, therefore, during many years oné of
the most unpopular men in England. The severity
with which he had treated the rebels after the battle
of Culloden, had gained for him the name of the

His to di into the army
of Eng‘land thcn ina most disorderly state, the rigo-
rous 1] had d still stronger
disgust. Noﬂung was too bad to be believed of him.
Many honest people were so absurd as to fancy that,
if he were left Regent during the minority of his
nephews, there would be another smothering in the
Tower. These feelings, however, had passed away.
The Duke had been living, during some years, in
retirement. The English, full of animosity against
the Scots, now blamed his Royal nghness only for
having left so many C and M: to
be made. gaugers and customhouse officers. He was,
therefore, at present a favourite with his countrymen,
and especially with the inhabitants of London.

He had little reason to love the King, and had
shown clearly, though not obtrusively, his dislike of
the system which had lately been pursued. But he
had high and almost romantic notions of the duty
which, as a prince of the blood, he owed to the head
of his house. He determined to extricate his nephew
from bondage, and to effect a reconciliation between
thebWﬂl:-xg party and the throne, on terms honourable
to bof
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In this mind he sct off for Hayes, and was
admitted 1o Pitt’s sick room; for Pitt would not
leave his chamber, and would not communicate with
any messenger of inferior dignity. And now began
a long series of errors on the part of the illustrious
statesman, crrors which involved his country in diffi-
cultics and distresses more scrious even than those
from which his genius had formerly rescued her.
His language was haughty, unreasonable, almost
unintelligible. The only thing which could be dis-
cerned, through a cloud of vague and not very
gracious phrases, was that be would not at that
moment take office. The truth, we believe, was this.
Lord Temple, who was Pitt’s evil genius, had just
formed a new scheme of politics. Hatred of Bute
and of the Princess had, it should seem, taken entire
possession of Temple's soul.  He had quarrelled with
his brother George, because George had been con-
nected with Bute and the Princess. Now that
George appceared to be the encmy of Bute and of
the Princess, Temple was cager to bring about a
general family rcconciliation.  The three brothers, as
Temple, Grenville, and Pitt were popularly called,
might make a ministry, without leaning for aid cither
on Bute or on the \Whig connexion. With such views,
Temple used all his influence to dissuade Pitt from

ling to the propositions of the Duke of Cumber-
Jand. Pitt was not convinced. But Temple had an
influence over him such as no other person had ever
possessed. They were very old friends, very ncar
relations. If Pitt’s talents and fame had been useful
to Temple, Temple's pursé had formerly, in times of
great need, been useful to Pitt. They bad never
been parted in politics. Twice they had come into
the cabinet together ; twice they had left it together.
Pitt could not bear to think of taking office without
his chief ally. Yet he felt that he was doing wrong,
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that he was throwing away a great opportunity of
serving his country. The obscure and unconcilia-
tory style of the answers which he returned to the
overtures of the Duke of Cumberland, may be

ibed to the embar and vexation of a
mind not at peace with itself. It is said that he
mournfully explained to Temple,

“ Extinxti te meque, soror, populumque, patresque
Sidonios, urbemque tuam.”

The prediction was but too just.

Finding Pitt impracticable, the Duke of Cumber-
land advised the King to submit to necessity, and to
keep Grenville and the Bedfords. It was, indeed,
not a time at which offices could safely be left vacant.
‘The unsettled state of the government had produced
a general relaxation through all the departments of
the public service. Meetings, which at another time
would have been harmless, now turned to riots, and
rapidly rose almost to the dignity of rebellions. The
Houses of Parliament were blockaded by the Spital-
fields weavers. Bedford House was assailed on-a]l
sides by a furious rabble, and was strongly garri-
soned with horse and foot. Some people attributed
these disturbances to the friends of Bute, and some
to the friends of Wilkes. But, whatever might be the
cause, the effect was general insecurity. Under such
circumstances the King had no choice. With bitter
feelings of mortification, he informed the ministers
that he meant to retain them.

They answered by demanding from him a promise
on his royal word never more to consult Lord Bute.
The promise was given. They then demanded some-
thing more. Lord Bute's brother, Mr. Mackenzie,
held a lucrative office in Scotland. Mr. Mackenzie
must be dismissed. The King replied that the office
bad been given under very peculiar circumstances,
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and that he had promised never to take it away while
he lived. Grenville was obstinate; and the King,
with a very bad grace, yiclded.

The session of Parliament was over. The triumph
of the ministers was complete. The King was almost
as much a prisoner as Charles the First had been,
when in the Isle of Wight. Such were the fruits of
the policy which, only a few months before, was
represented as having for ever sccured the throne
against the dictation of insolent subjects.

His Majesty’s natural resentment showed itself in
cvery look and word. In his extremity, he looked
wistfully towards that Whig connexion, once the ob-
ject of his dread and hatred. The Duke of Devon-
shire, who had been treated with such unjustifiable
harshness, had lately died, and had been succeeded
by his son, who was still a boy. The King con-
descended to express his regret for what had passed,
and to invite the young Duke to court. The noble
youth came, attended by his uncles, and was received
with marked graciousness.

This and many other symptoms of the same kind
irritated the ministers. They had still in store for
their sovercign an insult which would have provoked
his grandfather to kick them out of the room. Gren-
ville and Bedford demanded an audience of him, and
read him a remonstrance of many pages, which they
had drawn up with great care. His Majesty was
accused of breaking his word, and of trcating his
advisers with gross unfairness. The Princess was
mentioned in language by no eulogistic.
Hints were thrown out that Bute’s head was in
danger. The King was plainly told that he must
not continue to show, as he had done, that he disliked
the situation in which he was placed, that he must
frown upon the opposition, that he must carry it fair
towards his ministers in public. He Several times
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interrupted the reading, by declaring that he had
ceased to hold any communication with Bute. But
the ministers, disregarding his denial, went on; and
the King listened in silence, almost choked hy rage.
‘When they ceased to read, he merely made a gesture
expressive of his wish to be left alone. He afterwards
owned that he thought he shonld have gone into a fit.

Driven to despair, he again had recourse to the
Duke of Cumberland ; and the Duke of Cumberland

in had recourse to Pitt. Pitt was really desirous
to undertake the direction’of affairs, and owned, with
man dutiful expresslons, that the terms oﬁ‘ered by

¥(mg were all that any subject could desire.
But Temple was impracticable; and, Pitt, with great
regret, declared that he could not, without the con-
currence of his brother in law, undertake the adminis-
tration.

The Duke now saw only one way of delivering
his neph An must be formed of
the Whigs in opposition, without Pitt's help. The
difficulties seemed almost insuperable. Death and
desertion had grievously thinned the ranks of the
party lately supreme in the state. Those among
whom the Duke’s choice lay might be divided into
two classes, men too old for important offices, and
men who had never been in any important office
before. The cabinet must be composed of broken
invalids or of raw recruits.

This was an evil, yet not an unmixed evil. Ifthe
new Whig statesmen had little experience in business
and debate, they were, on the other hand, pure from
the taint of that political immorality which had
deeply d their pr Long
had oorrupted that great party whlch had expelled
the Stuarts, limited the prerogatives of the Crown,
and curbed the intol of the Hi hy. Adver-
sity had already produced a salutary effect. On the




348 The Earl of Chatham

day of the accession of George the Third, the
ascendency of the Whig ‘party terminated ; and on
that day the purification of the Whig pa.rty began.
The rising chiefs of that party were men of a very
different sort from Sandys and Winnington, from Sir
William Yonge and Henry Fox. They were men
worthy to have charged by the side of Hampden at
Chalgrove, or to have exchanged the last embrace
with Russell on the scaffold in Lincoln’s Inn Fields.
They carried into politics the same high principles
of virtue which regulated their private dealings, nor
would they stoop to promote even the noblest and most
salutary ends by means which honour and probity
condemn. Such men were Lord John Cavendish, Sir
George Savile, and others whom we hold in honour as
the second founders of the ‘Whig party, as the restorers
of its pristine health and energy after half a century
of degeneracy.

The chief of this respectable band was the Mar-
quess of Rockingham, a man of splendid fortune,
excellent sense, and stainless character. He was in-
deed nervous to such a degree that, to the very close
of his life, he never rose without great reluctance and
embarrassment to address the House of Lords. But,
though not a great orator, he had in a high degree
some of the qualities of a statesman. He chose his
friends well ; and he had, in an extraordinary degree,
the art of attaching them to him by ties of the most
honourable kind. The cheerful fidelity with which
they adhered to him through many years of almost
hopeless opposxtxon was less admirable than the dis-

and del which they showed when
he rose to power.

We are inclined to think that the use and the
abuse of party cannot be better illustrated than by a
parallel between two powerful connexions of that
time, the Rockinghams and the Bedfords. The
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Rockingham party was, in our view, exactly what a
party should be. It consisted of men bound together
pinit by public objects,
mutual esteem. That they dcsired to obtain, by
honest and constitutional means, the direction of
affairs they openly avowed. But, though often in-
vited to accept the honours and emoluments of office,
they steadily refused to do so on any conditions in-
consistent with their principles. The Bedford party,
as a party, had, as far as we can discover, no prin-
ciple whatever. Rigby and Sandwich wanted public
money, and thought that they should fetch a higher
price jointly than singly. They therefore acted in
concert, and prevailed on a much more important and
:h much better man than themseclves to act with
em.

It was to Rockingham that the Duke of Cumber-
land now had recourse. The Marquess consented to
take the treasury., Newcastle, so long the recognised
chief of the Whigs, could not well be excluded from
the ministry. He was appointed keeper of the Privy
Seal. A very honest clear-headed country gentleman,
of the name of Dowdeswell, became Chancellor of the
Exchequer. Gencral Conway, who had served under
the Duke of Cumberland, and was strongly attached
to his Royal Highness, was made Sccretary of State,
with the lead in the House of Commons. A great
‘Whig nobleman, in the prime of manhood, from whom
much was at that time expected, Augustus Duke of
Grafton, was the other Secretary.

The oldest man living could remember no govern-
ment so weak in oratorical talents and in official
experience. The gencral opinion was, that the minis-
ters might hold office during the recess, but that the
first day of debate in Parliament would be the last
day of their power. Charles Townshend was asked
what he thought of the new administration, “It is,”
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said he, “mere lutestring; pretty summer wear. It
will never do for the winter.”

At this conjuncture Lord Rockingham had the
wisdom to discern the value, and secure the aid, of an
ally, who, to cloquence surpassing the eloquence of
Pitt, and to industry which shamed the industry of
Grenville, united an amplitude of comprehension to
which neither Pitt nor Grenville could lay claim. A
young Irishman had, some time before, come over to
push his fortune in London. He had written much
for the booksellers; but he was best known by a
little: treatise, in which the style and reasoning of
Bolingbroke were mxmxckcd with exquisite skill, and
by a theory, of more ing y than sound touch-
ing the pleasures which we recelve from the ob;ecls
of taste. He had also attained a high reputation as
a talker, and was regarded by the men of letters who
supped together at the Turk’s Head as the only
match in conversation for Dr. Johnson. He now
became private secretary to Lord Rockingham, and
was brought into Parliament by his patron’s influence.
These arrangements, indeed, were not made without
some difficulty. The Duke of Newcastle, who was
always meddling and chattering, adjured the first lord
of the treasury to be on his guard against this ad-
venturer, whose real name was O’Bourke, and whom
his Grace knew to be a-wild Irishman a Jacobite,
a Papist, a concealed Jesuit. ILord Rockingham
treated the calumny as it deserved; and the Whig
party was strengthened and adorned by the accession
of Edmund Burke.

The party, indeed, stood in need of accessions ;
for it sustained about this time an almost irreparable
loss. The Duke of Cumberland had formed the
government, and was its main support. His ex-
alted rank and great name in some degree balanced
the fame of Pitt. As mediator between the Whigs
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and the court, he held'a place which no other person
could fill. The strength of his character supplied
that which was the chief defect of the new ministry.
Conway, in particular, who, with excellent intentions
and respectable talents, was the most dependent and
irresolute ol' human bemgs, dre\v from the counsels of

t mind a not his own.
Before the ing of Parli: the Duke suddenl
died. His death was generally regarded as the signal
of greal bles, and on this as well as from

respect for his personal qua.lihes, was greatly lamented.

1 that g in London was
the most general ever known, and was both deeper
and longer than the Gazette had prescribed.

In the meantime, every mail from America brought
alarming tidings. The crop which Grenville had
sown his successors had now to reap. The colonies
were in a state bordering on rebellion. The stamps
were burnmed. The revenue officers were tarred and
feathered. All traffic between the discontented pro-
vinces and the mother country was interrupted. The
Exchange of London was in dismay. Half the firms
of Bristol and Liverpool were threatened with bank-
ruptcy. In Leeds, Manchester, Nottingham it was
said that three artisans out of every ten had been
turned adrift. Civil war seemed to be at hand ; and
it could not be doubted that, if once the British
nation were divided against itself, France and Spain
would soon take part in the quarrel.

Three courses were open to the ministers, The
first was to enforce the Stamp Act by the sword.
This was the course on which the King, and Gren-
ville, whom the King hated beyond all living men,
were alike bent. The natures of both were arbitrary
and stubborn. They resembled each other so much
that they could never be friends ; but they resembled
each other also so much that they saw almost all
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important practical questions in the same point of
view. Ncither of them would bear to be governcd
by the other ; but they were perfectly agreed as to
the best way of governing the people.

Another cotnse was that which Pitt recommended.
He held that the British Parliament was not consti-
tutionally competent to pass a law for taxing the
colonie: e therefore considered the Stamp Act
as a nullity, as a document of no more validity than
Charles’s writ of shipmoney, or James's proclamation
dispensing with the penal laws.  This doctrine scems
to us, we must own, to be altogether untenable.

Between these extreme courses hy a tlurd way
The opinion of the most judi
statesmen of those times was that thc Br)llsh con-
stitution had set no limit whatever to the legislative
power of the DBritish King, Iords, and Commons,
over the whole British Empire. Parliament, they
held, was legally competent to tax America, as Par-
liament was legally competent to commit any other
act of folly or wickedness, to confiscate the property
of all the merchants in Lombard Street, or to attaint
any man in the kingdom of high treason, without ex-

witnesses agai hlm, or hearing him in his

own defence. The most atrocious act of confiscation
or of attainder is just as valid an act as the Tolera-
tion Act or the Habeas Corpus Act. But from acts
of confiscation and acts of attainder lawgivers are
bound, by cvery obligation of morality, systemati-
cally to refrain. In the same manner ought the
RBritish legislature to refrain from taxing the Ameri-
can colonies. The Stamp Act was indefensible, not
because it was beyond the constitutional competence
of Parliament, but because it was unjust and im-
politic, sterile of revenue, and fertile of discontents.
These sonnd doctrines were adopted by Lord Rock-
ingham and his colleagues, and were, during a long
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course of years, inculcated by Burke, in orations,
some of which will last as long as the English lan-
age.

The winter came; the Parhament met ; and the
state of the col the of
fierce contention, Pitt, whose health had been some-
what restored by the waters of Bath, reappeared in
the House of Commons, and, with ardent and pathetic

q , not only d the Stamp Act, but
lauded the of M ts and Vn-
gm\a, and veh 1 ined, in defi

must say, of all reason and of all authority, that,
according to the British constitution, the supreme
legislative power does not include the power to tax.
The language of Grenville, on the other hand, was
such as Strafford might have used at the council table
of Charles the First, when news came of the resistance
to the liturgy at Edinburgh. The colonists were
traitors ; those who excused them were little better.
Frigates, mortars, bayonets, sabres, were the proper
dies for such di

The ministers occupled an intermediate position ;
they proposed to declare that the legislative authority
of the British Parliament over the whole Empire was -
in all cases supreme ; and they proposed, at the same
time, to repeal the Stamp Act. To the former mea-
sure Pitt objected ; but it was carried with scarcely a
dissentient voice. The repeal of the Stamp Act Pitt
strongly supported but agamst the government was
arrayed a fc Gren-
ville and the Bedfords were funous Temple, who
had now allied himself closely with his brother, and
separated himself from Pitt, was no despicable enemy.
This, however, was not the worst. The ministry was
without its natural strength. It had to struggle, not
“only agginst its avowed enemies, but against the in-
sidious hostility of the King, and of a set-of pemns

VOL. X
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who, about this time, began to be designated as the
King's fricnds.

The character of this faction has been drawn by
Burke with cven more than his usual force and
vivacity. Those who know how strongly, through
his whole life, his judgment was biassed by his passions,
may not unnaturally suspect that he has left us rather
a caricature than a likeness ; and yet there is scarcely,
in thewhole portrait,a single touch of which the fidelity
is not proved by facts of unquestionable authenticity.

The public gencrally regarded the King's friends
as a body of which Bute was the dirccting soul. It
was to no purpose that the Earl professed to have
done with politics, that he absented himself year
after ycar from the levee and the drawing-room, that
e went to the north, that he went to Rome. The
notion, that, in some inexplicable manner, he dictated
all the measures of the court, was fixed in the minds,
not only of the multitude, but of some who had good

opportunities of obtaining information, and who ought
to have been superior to vulgar prc)udlccs. Our own
belief is that these T ns were 3, and

that he ceased to have any communication with the
King on political matters some tirme before the dis-
missal of George Grenville.  The supposition of Bute’s
influence is, indced, by no means nccessary to explain
the phnomena. The King, in 1765, was no longer
the ignorant and inexpericnced boy who had, in 1760,
been managed by his mother and his Groom of the
Stole. He had, during several years, observed the
struggles of parties, and conferred daily on high
questions of state with able and expericnced politi-
cians. His way of life had developed his under-
standing and character. He was now no longer a
puppet, but had very decided opinions both of men
and things. Nothing could be more natural than
that he should have high notions of his own preroga-
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tives, should be impatient of opposition, and should
wish all public men to be detached from each other
and dependent on himself alone ; nor could any thing
be more natural than that, in the state in which the
political world then was, he should find instruments
fit for his purposes.

Thus sprang into existence and into note a reptile
species of politicians never before and never since
known in our country. These men disclaimed all
political ties, except those which bound them to the
throne. They were willing to coalesce with any party,
to abandon any party, to undermine any party, to
assault any party,at a moment’s notice. To them, all
administrations, and all oppositions were the same.
They regarded Bute, Grenville, Rockingham, Pitt,
without one sentiment either of predilection or of
aversion. They were the King’s friends. It is to be
observed that this friendship implied no personal
intimacy. These people had never lived with their
master, as Dodington at one time lived with his
father, or as Sheridan afterwards lived with his son.
They never hunted with him in the morning, or
played cards with him in the evening, never shared
his mutton or walked with him among his turnips,
Only one or two of them ever saw his face except on
public days. The whole band, however, always had
early and accurate information as to his personal
inclinations. These people were never high in the
administration. They were generally to be found in
.places of much emolument, little labour, and no respon-
sibility ; and these places they continued to occupy
securely while the cabinet was six or seven times

ucted. Their peculiar business was not to

support the ministry against the opposition, but to

support the King against the ministry. Whenever

his Majesty was induced to give a reluctant assent to

the introduction of some bill which his constitutional
AAZ
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advisers rcgarded as necessary, his friends in the
House of Commons were sure to speak against it,
to votc against it, to throw in its way every ob-
struction compatible with the forms of Parliament.
If his Majesty found it necessary to admit into his
closct a Sccretary of State or a First Lord of the
Treasury whom he disliked, his friends were sure to
miss no opportunity of thwarting and humbling the
obnoxious minister. In return for these services, the
King covered them with his protection. It was to no
purpose that his responsible servants complained to
him that they were daily betrayed and impeded by
men who were eating the bread of the government.
He sometimes justified the offenders, sometimes
excused them, sometimes owned that they were to
blame, but said that he must take time to consider
whether he could part with them. He never would
turn them out; and, while every thing clse in the
state was constantly cl i these sy 3}
secmed to have a life estate in their offices.

It was well known to the King’s fricnds that,
though his Majesty had consented to the repeal of
the Stamp Act, he had consented with a very bad
grace, and that, though he had cagerly vwelcomed the
\Whigs, when, in his extreme neced and at his earnest
entreaty, they had undertaken to freec him from an
insupportable yoke, he had by no means got over his
carly prejudices against his deliverers. The ministers
soon found that, while they were encountered in front
by the whole force of a strong opposition, their rear
was assailed by a large body of those whom they
had regarded as auxiliaries,

Nevertheless, Iord Rockingham and his adherents
went on resolutely with the bill for repealing the
Stamp Act. They had on their sidc all the manu-
facturing and commercial interests of the realm. In
the debates the government was powerfully supported.
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Two great orators and statesmern, belonging to two
different generations, repeatedly put forth all their
powers in defence of the bill. The House of Commons
heard Pitt for the last time, and Burke for the first
time, and was in doubt to which of them the palm
of eloquence should be assigned. It was indeed a’
splendid sunset and a splendid dawn.

For a time the event seemed doubtful. In several
divisions the ministers were hard pressed. On one
occasion not less than twelve of the King’s friends,
all men in office, voted against the government. It
was to no purpose that Lord Rockingham remon-
strated with the King. His Majesty confessed that
there was ground for complaint, but hoped that
gentle means would bring the mutineers to a better
mind. If they persisted in their mi d he
would dismiss them.

At length the decisive day arrived. The gallery,
the lobby, the Court of Requests, the staircases, were
crowded with merchants from all the great ports of

- the island. The debateé lasted till long after midnight.

On the division, the ministers had a great majority.

_ The dread of civil war, and the outcry of all the
_ trading towns of the kingdom, had been too strong

’

for the combined strength of the court and the
opposition.

It was in the first dim twilight of a February
morning that the doors were thrown open, and that

“the chiefs of the hostile parties showed themselves to

the multitude. Conway was received with loud ap-
plause. But, when Pitt appeared, all eyes were fixed

- on him alone. All hats were in the air. Loud and

long huzzas accompanied him to his chair, and a
train of admirers escorted him all the way to his
home. Then came forth Grenville., As soon as he
was recognised, a storm of hisses and curses broke
forth. He turned fiercely on the crowd, and caught
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onc man by the throat. The bystanders were in
great alarm.  If a scufile began, none could say how
it might end. Fortunately the person who had been
collared only said, “If I may not hiss, sir, I hope I
may laugh,” and l'mghcd in Grenville’s face.

The majority had been so decisive, that all the
opponents of the ministry, save onc, were dlsposcd to
let the bill pass without any further contention. But
solicitation and expostulation were thrown away on
Grenville. His indomitable spirit rose up stronger
and stronger under the load of public hatred. He
fought out the battle obstinately to the end. On the
last reading he had a sharp altercation with his
brother in law, the last of their many sharp alterca-
tions. Pitt thundered in his loftiest tones against the
man who had wished to dip the ermine of a British
King in the blood of the British people. Grenville
replicd with his wonted intrepidity and asperity. “If
the tax,” he said, “were still to be laid on, I would
Iay it on. For the cvils which it may produce my
accuser is answerable. His profusion made it neces-
sary. His declarations against the constitutional
powers of King, Lords, and Commons, have made it
doubly nccessary. I do not envy him the huzza.
I glory in the hiss. If it were to be done again,
1 would do it.”

The repeal of the Stamp Act was the chief

of Lord Rockingt 's government. But
that government is entitled to the praise of having
Put a stop to two oppressive practices, which, in
\Vilkes's case, had attracted the notice and excited
tlu_ just m(hgn'\llon of the pubhc The Housc of

s was d by the mi s to pass a
rcsoluuun condemning the use of gcncr'll warrants,
and another resolution, condemning the scizure of
papers in cases of libel.

It must be added, to the lasting honour of Lord
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Rockingham, that his administration was the first
which, during a long course of years, had the courage
and the virtue to refrain from bribing members of
Parli; His d him and his
friends of weakness, of haughtiness, of party spirit;
but calumny itself never dared to couple his name
with corruption.

Unhappily his government, though one of the
best that has ever existed in our country, was also
_one of the weakest. The King’s friends assailed and
obstructed the ministers at every turn. To appeal
to the King was only to draw forth new promises
and new evasions. Hls Ma,esty was sure that there
must be some anding. Lord Rocki
had better speak to the gentlemen. They should be
dismissed on the next fault. The next fault was
soon itted, and his Majt still inued to
shuffle. It was too bad. It was quite abominable;
but it mattered less as the prorogation was at hand.
He would give the delinquents one more chance. If
they did not alter their conduct next session, he
should not have one word to say for them. He had
already resolved that, long before the commencement
of ‘the next session, Lord Rockingham should cease
to be minister.

We have now come to a part of our story which,
admiring as we do the genius and the many noble
qualities of Pitt, we cannot relate without much pam.
We belleve that, at this conjuncture, he had it in his
power to give the victory either to the Whigs or to
the King’s friends. If he had allied himself closely
with Lord Rockingham, what could the court have
done? There would have been only one alternative,
the Whigs or Grenville ; and there could be no doubt
what the King’s choice would be. He still remem-
bered, as well he might, with the utmost bitterness,
the thraldom from which his uncle had freed him,
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and said about this time, with great vehemence, that
he would sooner see the Devil come into his closet
than Grenville.

And what was there to prevent Pitt from allying
himsclf with Lord Rockingham? On all the most
important questions their views were the same.
They had agreed in condemning the pcace, the
Stamp Act, the gencral warrants, the secizure of
papers. The points on which they differed were
few and unimportant. In integrity, in disinterested-
riess, in hatred of corruption, they r bled each
other. Their personal interests could not clash.
They sat in different Houses, and Pitt had always
declared that nothing should induce him to be First
I.ord of the Treasury.

If the opportunity of forming a coalition bene-
ficial to the state, and honourable to all concerned,
was suffered to cscape, the fault was not with the
‘Whig ministers. They behaved towards Pitt with
an obscquiousness which, had it not been the effect of
sincere admiration and of anxiety for the public in-
terests, might have been justly called servile. They
repeatedly gave him to understand that, if he chose
to join their ranks, thcy were ready to receive him,
not as an associate, but as a leader. They had
proved their respect for him by bestowing a peerage
on the person who, at that time, enjoyed the largest
share of his confidence, Chief Justice Pratt. \What
then was there to divide Pitt from the Whigs?
\What, on the other hand, was there in common
between him and the King's friends, that he should
lend himself to their purposcs, he who had never owed
any thing to flattery or intrigue, he whose eloquence
and independent spirit had overawed two generations
of slaves and jobbers, he who had twice been forced
by the enthusi of an admiring nation on a reluc-
tant Prince ?
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Unhappily the court had gained Pitt, not, it is
_true, by those ignoble means which were employed
when such men as Rigby and Wedderburn were to
be won, but by allurements suited to a nature noble
even in its aberrations. The King set himself to
seduce the one man who could turn the Whigs out
without letting Grenville in. Praise, caresses, pro-
mises, were lavished on the idol of the nation. He,
and he alone, could put an end to fantlon, could bid
defiance to all the powerful connexions in the land
united, Whigs and Tories, Rockmghams, Bedfords,
and G ill These bl
great effect. For though Pitt's spirit was high and
manly, though his eloquence was often exerted with
formidable effect against the court, and though his
theory of government had been learned in the school
of Locke and Sidney, he had always regarded the
person of the sovereign with profound veneration.
As soon as he was brought face to face with royalty,
his imagination and sensibility were too strong for
his principles, His Whiggism thawed and disap-
peared ; and he became, for the time, a Tory of the
old Ormond pattern. Nor was he by any means
unwilling to assist in the work of dissolving all
political connexlons. His own weight i in the stau:
was wholly i d of such
was therefore inclined to look on them with dxslike,
and made far too little distinction between gangs of
knaves associated for the _mere purpose of robbing

‘ the public, and confed of I men for
the promotion of great public objects. Nor had he
the sagacity to perceive that the strenuous efforts
which he made to annihilate all parties tended only
to establish the ascendency of one party, and that
the basest and most hateful of all.

It may be doubted whether he would have been
thus misled, if his mind had been in full health and
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vigour. But the truth is that he had for some time
been in an unnatural state of excitement. No sus-
picion of this sort had yct got abroad. His cloquence
had never shone with more splendour than during
the recent debates. But people afterwards called to
mind many things which ought to have roused their
apprchensions.  His habits were gradually becoming
more and more eccentric. A horror of all loud
sounds, such as is said to have been one of the many
oddities of Wallenstein, grew upon him. Though
the most affectionate of fathers, he could not at this
time bear to hear the voices of his own children, and
laid out great sums at Hayes in buying up houses
contiguous to his own, merely that he might have no
ncighbours to disturb him with their noise. He then
sold Hayes, and took possession of a villa at Hamp
stead, where he again began to purchasc houses to
right and left. In expense, indeed, he vied, during
this part of his life, with the wealthiest of the con-
querors of Bengal and Tanjore, At Burton Pynsent,
he ordered a great extent of ground to be planted
with cedars. Cecdars enough for the purposc were
not to be found in Somersctshire. They were there- .
fore collected in London, and send down by land
carriage. Reclays of labourers were hired ; and the
work went on all night by torchlight. No man could
be morec abstemious than Pitt; yet the profusion of
his kitchen was a wonder even to epicures. Several
dinners werc always dressing ; for his appetite was
capricious and fanciful ; and at whatever moment he
felt inclined to eat, he expected a meal to be instantly
on the table. Other circumstances might be men-
tioned, such as separately are of little moment, but
such as, when taken together, and when viewed in con-
nexion with the strange events which followed, justify
us in believing that his mind was already in a morbid
state.
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Soon after the close of the session of Parliament,
Lord Rockingham received his dismissal. He retired,
accompanied by a firm body of friends, whose con-
sistency and uprightness enmity itself was forced to
admit. None of them had asked or obtained any
pension orany si eitherinp ion or in rever-
sion. Such disinterestedness was then rare amo:
politicians. Their chief, though not a man of brilliant
talents, had won for himself an honourable fame,
which he kept pure to the last. He had, in spite of diffi-
culties which d almost insur bl d
great abuses and averted a civil war, Sixteen years
later, in a dark and terrible day, he was again called
upon to save the state, brought to the very brink of
ruin by the same perfidy and obstinacy which had
embarrassed, and at length overthrown, his first ad-
ministration.

Pitt was planting in Somersetshire when he was
summoned to court by a letter written by the royal
hand. He instantly hastened to London. The
irritability of his mind and body were increased by
the rapidity with which he travelled; and when he
reached his journey’s end he was suffering from
fever. Ill as he was, he saw the King at Richmond,
and undertook to form an administration.

. Pitt was scarcely in the state in which a man
should be who has to conduct delicate and arduous
negotiations. In his letters to his wife, he'complained
that the conferences in which it was necessary for
him to bear a part heated his blood and accelerated
his pulse. From other sources of information we
learn that his language, even to those whose coopera-
_ tion he wished to engage, was strangely peremptory

and despotic. Some of his notes written at this time

have been preserved, and are in a style which Lewis
the Fourteenth would have been too well bred to
employ in addressing any French gentleman.




364 The BEarl of Chatham

In the attempt to dissolve all parties, Pitt met
with some difficulties. Some Whigs, whom the court
would gladly have detached from Lord Rockingham,
rejected all offers.  The Bedfords were perfectly will-
ing to break with Grenville ; but Pitt would not come
up to their terms. Temple, whom Pitt at first meant
to place at the head of the treasury, proved intract-
able. A coldness indced had, during some months,
been fast growing between the brothers in law, so long
and so closely allied in politics. Pitt was angry with
Temple for opposing the repeal of the Stamp Act.
Temple was angry with Pitt for refusing to accede to
that family league which was now the favourite plan
at Stowe. At length the Earl proposed an cqual
partition of power and patronage, and offered, on
this condition, to give up his brother George. Pitt
thought the demand exorbitant, and positively re-
fused compliance. A bitter quarrel followed. Each
of the kinsmen was true to his character. Temple’s
soul festered with spite, and Pitt’s swelled into con-
tempt. Temple represented Pitt as the most odious
of hypocrites and traitors. Pitt held a different, and
perhaps a more provoking tone. Temple was a good
sort of man enough, whose single title to distinction
was, that he had a large garden, with a large piece of
water, and a great many pavilions and summer-
houses. To his fortunate connexion with a great
orator and st he was indebted for an import-
ance in the state which his own talents could never
have gained for him. That importance had turned
his head. He had begun to fancy that he could
form administrations, and govern empires. It was
piteous to see a well meaning man under such a
delusion.

In spite of all these difficulties, a ministry was
made such as the King wished to see, a ministry in
which all his Majesty’s friends were comfortably
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aocommodated and which, thh the exception of his

i ’s friends, ined no four who had
ever in their lives been in the habit of acting together.
Men who had never concurred in a single vote found
themselves seated at the same board. The office of
paymaster was divided between two persons who
had never exchanged a word. Most of the chief
posts were filled either by personal adherents of Pitt,
or by members of the late ministry, who had been
induced to remain in place after the dismissal of
Lord Rockingham. To the former class belonged
Pratt, now Lord Camden, who accepted the great
seal, and Lord Shelburne, who was made one of the
Secretaries of State. To the latter class belonged
the Duke of Grafton, who became First Lord of the
Treasury, and Conway, who kept his old position -
both in the government and in the House of Com-
mons. Charles Townshend, who had belonged to
every party, and cared for none, was Chancellor of
the Pitt hi; was d prime
minister, but refused to take any laborious office.
He was created Earl of Chatham, and the privy seal
was delivered to him.

It is scarcely necessary to say, that the failure,
the complete and disgraceful failure, of this arrange-
ment, is not to be ascribed to any want of capacity
in the persons whom we have named. None of them
was deficient in abilities; and four of them, Pitt
himself, Shelburne, Ca.mden, and Townshend, were
men of high intellectnal eminence. The fault was
not in the materials, but in the principle on which
the materials were put together. Pitt had mtxed up
these conflicting el ts, in the-full cor hat
he should be able to keep them all in perfect sub-
ordination to himself, and in perfect harmony with
each other. We shall soon see how the experiment

- succeeded.
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On the very day on which the new prime minister
kissed hands, three fourths of that popularity which
he had long enjoyed without a rival, and to which he
owed the greater part of his authority, departed from
him. A violent outcry was raised, not against that -
part of his conduct which really deserved severe con-
demnation, but against a step in which we can see
nothing to censure. His acceptance of a peerage
produced a general burst of indignation. Vet surely
no peerage had ever been better earned; nor was
there ever a statesman who more needed the repose
of the Upper House. Pitt was now growing old.
He was much older in constitution than in years. It
was with imminent risk to his life that he had, on
some important occasions, attended his duty in Par-
liament. During the session of 1764, he had not
been able to take part in a single debate. It was
impossible that he should go through the nightly
labour of conducting the business of the government
in the House of Commons. His wish to be trans-
ferred, under such circumstances, to a less busy
and a less turbulent assembly, was natural and
reasonable. The nation, however, overlooked all
these considerations. Those who had most loved
and honoured the great Commoner were loudest in
invective against the new made lord. London had
hitherto been true to him through every vicissitude.
When the citizens learned that he had been sent for
from Somersetshire, that he had been closeted with
the King at Richmond, and that he was to be first
minister, they had been in transports of joy. Pre-.
parations were made for a grand entertainment and
for a general illumination. The lamps had actually
been placed round the Monument, when the Gazette
announced that the object of all this enthusiasm was
an Earl. Instantly the feast was countermanded.
The lamps were taken down. The newspapers raised
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the roar of obloquy. P hlets, made up of cal
and scurrility, filled the shops of all the booksellers ; H
and of those pamphlets, the most galling were written
under the direction of the malignant Temple. It
was now the fashion to compare the two Williams,
William Pulteney and William Pitt. Both, it was
saxd had by eloquence and simulated patriotism,
da _great n the House of Com-
mons and in the country. Both had been entrusted
with the office of reforming the government. Both
had, when at the hclght of power and popularity,
been sed d by th of the Both
had been made car]s, and both had at once become
objects of aversion and scorn to the nation which-a
few hours before had regarded them with affection
and veneration.

‘The clamour against Pitt appears to have had a
serious effect on the foreign relations of the country.
His name had till now acted like a spell at Versailles
and Saint Ildefonso. English travellers on the Con-
tinent had remarked that nothing more was y
to silence a whole room full of boasting Frenchmen
than to drop a hint of the probability that Mr. Pitt
would return to power. In an instant there was
deep silence : all shoulders rose, and all faces were
lengthened. Now, unhappily, every foreign court, in
learning that he was recalled to office, learned also
that he no longer possessed the hearts of his country-
men. Cedsing to be loved at home, he ceased to be
feared abroad. The name of Pitt had been a charmed
name. Our envoys tried in vain to conjure with the
name of Chatham.

The d:fﬁcultles which beset Chatham were daily

the in which he treated
all around him. Lord Rockingham had, at the time
of the change of ministry, acted with great modera-
tion, had expressed a hope that the new government
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would act on the principles of the late government,
and had cven interfered to prevent many of his
friends from quitting office. Thus Saunders and
XKeppel, two naval nders of great i
had been induced to remain at the Admiralty, where
their services were much needed. The Duke o
Portland was still Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Bes-
borough Postmaster. But within a quarter of a year,
Lord Chatham had so deceply affronted these men,
that they all retired in disgust. In truth, his tone,
submissive in the closet, was at this time insupport-
ably ty ical in the cabinet. His colleagues were
merely his clerks for naval, financial, and diplomatic
business. Conway, mcek as he was, was on one
occasion provoked into declaring that such language
as Lord Chatham’s had ncver been hcard west of
Constantinople, and was with difficulty prevented by
Horace Walpole from resigning, and rejoining the
dard of Lord Rockingl

‘The breach which had been made in the govern-
ment by the defection of so many of the Rocking-
hams, Chatham hoped to supply by the help of the
Bedfords. But with the Bedfords he could not deal
as he had dealt with other parties. It was to no pur-
pose that he bade high for one or two members of
the faction, in the hope of detaching them from the
rest. They were to be had ; but they were to be
had only in the lot. There was indecd for a moment
some wavering and some disputing among them.
But at length the counsels of the shrewd and resolute
Rigby prevailed. They determined to stand firmly
together, and plainly intimated to Chatham that he
must take them all, or that he should get none of
them. The event proved that they were wiser in
their generation than any other connexion in the
state In a few months they were able to dictate
their own terms.
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The most important public measure of Lord
Chatham’s administration was his celebrated inter-
ference with the corn trade. The harvest had been
bad ; the price of food was high ; and he thought it
necessary to take on himself the responsibility of
laying an embargo on the exportation of grain.
When Parliament met, this proceeding was attacked
by the opposntxon as unconstltutlonal and defended

the y. At last
an Act was passed to mdemmfy all who had been
concerned in the embargo.

‘The first words uttered by Chatham, in the House
of Lords, were in defence of his conduct on this
occasion. He spoke with a calmness, sobriety, and
dlgmty, well smted to the audience which he was
speech whxch he made
on the same was less l. He bade
defi to ari i ions, with a supercili-
ousness to which the Peers were not accustomed, and
with tones and gestures better suited to a large and
stormy assembly than to the body of which he was
now a member. A short altercation followed, and
he was told very plainly that he should not be suf-
fered to browbeat the old nobility of England.

It gradually became clearer and clearer that he
was in a distempered state of mind. His attention
had been drawn to the territorial acquisitions of the
East India Company, and he determmed to bring
the whole of that great subje before Parli
He would not, however, confer on the subject with
any of his colleagues. It was in vain that Conway,
who was charged with the conduct of business in the
House of Commons, and Charles Townshend, who
was responsible for the direction of the ﬁnances,
begged for some glimpse of light as to what was in
contemplation. Chatham’s answers were sullen and
mysterious, He must decline any discussion with
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them ; he did not want their assistance; he had fixed
on a pcrson to take charge of his measure in the
House of C This p was a member
who was not connccted with the government, and
who neither had, nor deserved to have, the ear of the
House, a noisy, purseproud, illiterate demagogue,
whose Cockney English and scraps of mispronounced
Latin were the jest of the newspapers, Alderman
Beckford. It may well be supposed that these -
strange proccedings produced a ferment through the
whole political world. The city was in commotion.
The East India Comp:my invoked the faith of char-
ters. Burke thund the The
ministers looked at each other and knew not what to
say. In the midst of the confusion, Lord Chatham
proclaimed himself gouty, and retired to Bath., It
was announced, after some time, that he was better,
that he would shortly return, that he would soon put
every thing in order. A day was fixed for his arrival
in London. But when he reached the Castle inn at
Marlborough, he stopped, shut himself up in his room,
and remained there some wecks. Everybody who
travelled that road was amazed by the number of his
attendants. Footmen and grooms, dressed in his
family livery, filled the whole inn, though one of the
largest in England, and swarmed in the streets of ~
the little town. The truth was that the invalid had
insisted that, during his stay, all the waiters and
stable-boys of the Castle should wear his livery.

His colleagues were in despair.  The Duke of
Grafton proposed to go down to Marlborough in
order to consult the oracle. But he was informed
that Lord Chatham must decline all conversation on
business. In the mecantime, all the parties which
were out of office, Bedfords, Grenvilles, and Rocking-
hams, joined to oppose the distracted government on
the vote for the land tax. They were reinforced by
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almost all the county members, and had a consider-
able majority. This was the first time that a ministry
had been beaten on an important division in the
House of Commons since the fall of Sir Robert
Walpole. The administration, thus furiously assailed
from without, was torn by internal dissensions. It
had been formed on no principle whatever. From
the very first, nothing but Chatham’s authority had
prevented the hostile contingents which made up his
ranks from going to blows with each other. That
authority was now withdrawn, and every thing was in
commotion. Conway, a brave soldier, but in civil
affairs the most timid and irresolute of men, afraid
of disobliging the King, afraid of being abused in the
newspapers, afraid of being thought factious if he
went out, afraid of being thought interested if he
stayed in, afraid of every thing, and afraid of being
known to be afraid of any thing, was beaten back-
wards and forwards like a shuttlecock between
Horace Walpole who wished to make him prime
minister, and Lord John Cavendish who wished to
draw him mto opposmon. Charles Townshend, a
man of spl of lax p ip and
of boundless vamty and pr ion, would submit
to no control. The full extent of his parts, of his
ambition, and of his arrogance, had not yet been
made manifest ; for he had always quailed before the
genius and the lofty character of Pitt. But now that
Pitt had quitted the House of Commons, and seemed
to have abdicated the part of chief minister, Towns-
hend broke laose from all restraint.

While things were in this state, Chatham at
length returned to London. He might as well have
remained at Marlborough. He would see nobody.
He would give no opinion on any public matter.
The Duke of Grafton begged piteously for an inter-
view, for an hour, for half an hour, for five minutes.
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The answer was, that it was impossible. The King
himself repeatedly condescended to expostulate and
implore. “Your duty,” he wrote, “your own honour,
require you to make an effort.” The answers to these
appeals were commonly written in Lady Chatham’s
hand, from her lord’s dictation ; for he had not energy
even to use a pen. He flings himself at the King’s
feet. He is penetrated by the royal goodness, so
signally shown to the most unhappy of men. He
implores a little more indulgence. He cannot as yet
transact business. He cannot see his colleagues.
Least of all can he bear the excitement of an inter-
view with majesty.

Some were half inclined to suspect that he was,
to use a military phrase, malingering. He had made,
they said, a great blunder, and had found it out.
His immense popularity, his high reputation for
statesmanship, were gone for ever. Intoxicated by
pride, he had undertaken a task beyond his abilities.
He now saw nothing before him but distresses and
humiliations ; and he had therefore simulated illness,
in order to escape from vexations which he had not
fortitude to meet. This suspicion, though it derived
some colour from that weakness which was the most
striking blemish of his character, was certainly un-
founded. His mind, before he became first minister,
had been, as we have said, in an unsound state; and
physical and moral causes now concurred to make
the derangement of his faculties complete. The gout,
which had been the torment of his whole life, had
been suppressed by strong remedies. For the first
time since he was a boy at Oxford, he had passed
several months without a twinge. But his hand and
foot had been relieved at the expense of his nerves.
He became melancholy, fanciful, irritable. The
embarrassing state of public affairs, the grave re-
sponsibility which lay on him, the consciousness of
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his errors, the dxsﬁutes of his colleagues, the savage
clamours raised by his detractors, bewildered his
enfeebled mind. One thing alone, he said, could
save him. He must repurchase Hayes. The un-
willing consent of the new occupant was extorted
by Lady Chatham’s entreaties and tears; and her
lord was somewhat easier. But if business were
mentioned to him, he, once the proudest and boldest
of mankind, behaved like a hysterical girl, trembled
from head to foot, and burst into a flood of tears.

His colleagues for a time continued to entertain
the expectation that his health would soon be re-
stored, and that he would emerge from his retire-
ment. But month followed month, and still he
remained hidden in mysterious seclusion, and sunk,
as far as they could learn, in the deepest dejection
of spirits. They at length ceased to hope or to fear
any thing from him ; and, though he was still nomi-
nally Prime Minister, took without scruple steps
which they knew to be duametncally opposed to all
his opini and feeli allied t lves with those
whom he had pmscnbed disgraced those whom he most
esteemed, and laid taxes on the colonies, in the face
of the strong declarations which he had recently made.

When he had passed about a year and three
quarters in gloomy privacy, the King received a few
lines in Lady Chatham’s hand. They contained a
request, d:ctated by her lord, that he might be per-
mitted to resign the Privy Seal. After some Clvll
show of rel the ion was
Indeed Chatham was, bythrs time, almost as much -
forgotten as if he had already been lying in West-
minster Abbey.-

At length the clouds which had gathered over his
mind broke and passed away. His gout returned,

- and freed him from a more cruel malady. His nerves
were newly braced. His spirits became buoyant. He
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woke as from a sickly drecam. It was a strange
recovery. Men had been in the habit of talking of
him as of one dead, and, when he first showed himself
at the King's levee, started as if they had seen a ghost.
It was more than two years and a half since he had
appcared in public.

He, too, had cause for wonder. The world which
he now entered was not the world which he had
quitted. The administration which he bad formed
had never been, at any one moment, entirely changed.
‘But there had been so many losses and so many
accessions, that he could scarcely recognise his own
work., Charles Townshend was dead. Iord Shel-
burne had been dismissed. Conway had sunk into
utter insignificance. The Duke of Grafton had fallen
into the hands of the Bedfords. The Bedfords had
deserted Grenville, had made their peace with the
King and the King’s friends, and had been admitted
to office. Lord North was Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer, and was rising fast in importance. Corsica
had been given up to France without a struggle.
The disputes with the American colonies had been
revived. A gencral election had taken place. Wilkes
had returned from exile, and, outlaw as he was, had
been chosen knight of the shire for Middlesex. The
multitude was on his side. The court was obstinately
bent on ruining him, and was prepared to shake the
very foundations of the constitution for the sake of a
paltry revenge. The House of Commons, assuming
to itself an authority which of right belongs only to
the whole legislature, had declared Wilkes incapable
of sitting in Parliament. Nor had it been thought
sufficient to keep him out. Another must be brought
in. Since the frecholders of Middlesex had obsti-
nately refused to choose a member acceptable to the
court, the House had chosen a member for them.
This was not the only instance, perhaps not the most
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di ful i of the i lignity of the
court. Exasperated by the steady opposition of the
Rockingham party, the King’s friends had tried to
rob a distinguished Whig nobleman of his private
estate, and had persisted in their mean wickedness
till their own servile majority had revolted from mere
disgust and shame. Discontent had spread through-
out the nation, and was kept up by stimulants such
as had rarely been applied to the public mind.
Junius had taken the field, had trampled Sir William
Draper in the dust, had well nigh broken the heart
of Blackstone, and had so mangled the reputation of
the Duke of Grafton that his Grace had become sxck
of office, and was beginning to look wistfull

the shades of Euston. Every principle of foreign,
domestic, and colonial policy which was dear to the

heart of Chatham had, during the eclipse of his
genius, been violated hy the government which he
had formed.

The remaining years of his life were spent in
vainly struggling against that fatal policy which, at ~
the moment when he might have given it a death
blow, he had been induced to take under his protection.
His exertions redeemed his own fame, but they
effected little for his country.

He found two parties arrayed against the govern-
ment, the party of his own brothers in law, the
Grenvilles, and the party of Lord Rockingham. On
the question of the Middlesex election these parties
were . But on many other important questions
they differed widely ; and they were, in truth, not
less hostile to each other than to the court. The
Grenvxllos had, during several years, annoyed the
. with a of acrii pam-
phlets. It was long before the Rockinghams could
be induced to retaliate. But an ill natured tract,
written under Grenville’s direction, and entitled a
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State of the Nation, was too much for their patience

Burke undertook to defend and avenge his friends,
and executed the task with admirable skill. and
vigour. On every point he was victorious, and no-
where more completely victorious than when he joined
issue on those dry and minute questions of statistical
and financial detail in which the main strength of
Grenville lay. The official drudge, even on his own"
chosen ground, was utterly unable to maintain the.
fight against the great orator and philosopher. When
Chatham reappeared, Grenville was still writhing
with the recent shame and smart of this well merited

chastisement. Cordial cooperation between the two
sections of the opposition was impossible. Nor could

Chatham easily connect himself with either. His
feelings, in spite of many affronts given and received,-
drew him towards the Grenvilles. For he had strong
domestic affections; and his nature, which, though
haughty, was by no means obdurate, had been
softened by affliction. But from his kinsmen he was
separated by a wide difference of opinion on the
question of colonial taxation. A reconciliation, how-
ever, took place. He visited Stowe : he shook hands

with George Grenville; and the Whig freeholders of
Buckinghamshire, at their public dinners, drank many
bumpers to the union of the three brothers.

In opinions, Chatham was much nearer to the
Rockinghams than to his own relatives. But between
him and the Rockinghams there was a gulf not easily
to be passed. He had deeply injured them, and in.
injuring them, had deeply injured his country. When
the balance was trembling between them and the
court, he had thrown the whole weight of his genius,
of his renown, of his popularity, into the scale of mis-
government. It must be added, that many eminent
members of the party still retained a bitter recollection
of the asperity and disdain with which they had been
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treated by him at the time when he assumed the
direction of affairs. It is clear from Burke’s pam-
phlcts and speeches, and still more clear from his
private letters, and from the langnagc which he held
in con ion, that he rega Chatham with a
feeling not far removed from dislike.  Chatham was
undoubtedly conscious of his error, and desirous to
atone for it. But his overtures of friendship, though
made with carnestness, and cven with unwonted
humility, were at first reccived by Lord Rockingham
with cold and austerc reserve. Gradually the inter-
course of the two statesmen became courtcous and
even amicable. But the past was never wholly for-
tten.

Chatham did not, however, stand alone. Round
him gathercd a party, small in number, but strong in
great and various talents. Lord Camden, Lord Shel-
burne, Colonel Barré, and Dunning, afterwards Lord
Ashburton, were the principal members of this con-
nexion.

‘There is no reason to believe that, from this time
till within a few weeks of Chatham’s death, his intel-
lect suffered any decay. His cloqucncc was almost
to the last heard with delight. But it was not exactly
the eloq\mnc: of the Housc of Lords. That lofty and

ion, in
which he excelled all men, and w! lnch was sct off by
looks, tones, and gestures, worthy of Garrick or Talma,
was out of place in a small apartment where the
audience often consisted of threc or four drowsy
prelates, three or four old judges, accustomed during
many years to disregard rhetoric, and to look only at
facts and arguments, and three or four listless and
supercilious men of fashion, whom any thing like
enthusiasm moved to a sncer. In the House of
Commons, a flash of his eye, a wave of his arm, had
sometimes cowed Murray. But, in the Housc of




378 The Barl of Chatham

Pcers, his utmost vehemence and pathos produced
less effect than the moderation, the reasonableness,
the luminous order, and the serene dxgnxty, which
characterised the sr; of Lord Mansfi

On the question of the Middlesex election, all the
thrce divisions of the opposition acted in concert.
No orator in cither House dcfended what is now
universally admitted to have been the constitutional
cause with more ardour or eloquence than Chatham.
Before this subject had ceased to occupy the public
mind, George Grenville died. His party rapidly
melted away ; and in a short time most of his ad-
herents appeared on the ministerial benches.

Had George Grenville lived many months longer,
the friendly ties which, after ycars of estrangement
and hostility, had been renewed between him and his
brother in law, would, in all probability, have been a
second time violently dissolved. For now the quarrel
between IEngland and the North American colonics
took a gloomy and terrible aspect. Oppression pro-
voked resistance; resistance was made the pretext
for fresh oppression. The warnings of all the greatest
statesmen of the age were lost on an imperious court
and a deluded nation. Soon a colonial senate con-
fronted the British Parliament. Then the colonial
militia crossed bayonects with the British regiments.
At length the commonwealth was torn asunder. Two
millions of Englishmen who, fiftcen years before, had
been as loyal to their prince and as proud of their
country as the people of Kent or Yorkshire, separated
themselves by a solemn act from the Empire. For a
time it seemed that the insurgents would struggle to
small purposc agai the vast fi ial and military
means of the mother country. But disasters, following
one another in rapid succession, rapidly dispelled the
illusions of natlonal v’\nlty. At Iength a great British
force, ext isk d on cvery side by
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a hostile peasantry, was compelled to deliver up its
arms. Those governments which England had, in
the late war, so signally humbled, and which had
during many years been sullenly brooding over the
recollections of Quebec, of Minden, and of the Moro,
now saw with exultation that the day of revenge was
at hand. France of the
United States ; and there could be little doubt that
the example would soon be followed by Spa:

Chatham and Rockingham had cordmlly concurred
in opposing every part of the fatal policy which had
brought the state into this dangerous situation. But
their paths now diverged. Lord Rockingham thought,
and, as the event proved, thought most justly, that
the revoited colonies were separated from the Empire
for ever, and that the only effect of prolonging the
war on the American continent would be to divide
resources which it was des:rable to concentrate. If
the h to gate Pennsylvania and
Vlrgima were abandoned war against the house of
Bourbon might possibly be avoided, or, if inevitable,
might be carried on with success and glory. We
might even indemnify ourselves for part of what we
had lost, at the expense of those foreign enemies who
had hoped to profit by our domestic dissensions.
Lord Rockingham, therefore, and those who acted
with him, conceived that the wxsat course now open
to England was to acl the ind di of
the United States, and to turn her whole force against
her European enemies.

Chatham, it should seem, ought to have taken the
same side. Before France had taken any part in our
quarrel with the colonies, he had repeatedly, and with
great energy of language, declared that it was impos-
sible to conquer America ; and he could not without
absurdity maintain that it was easier to conquer
France and America together than America alone.
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But his passions overpowered his judgment, and made
him blind to his own inconsistency. The very circum-
stances which made the separation of the colonies
incvitable made it to him altogether insupportable.
‘The dismemberment of the Empire seemed to him
Icss ruinous and humiliating, when produced by
domestic disscnsions, than when produced by foreign
interference.  His blood boiled at the degradation of
his country. Whatever lowered her among the nations
of the carth, he felt as a personal outrage to himselfl
And the fecling was natural. He had made her so
great. He had been so proud of her: and she had
been so proud of him. He remembered how, more
than twenty yecars before, in a day of gloom and
dismay, when her possessions were torn from her,
when her flag was dishonoured, she had called on him
to save her. He remembered the sudden and glorious
change which his energy had wrought, the long series
of triumphs, the days of thanksgiving, the nights of
illumination. Fired by such recollections, he deter-
mined to sepamtc himself from those who advised
that the i of the colonies should be
acknowledgcd. That he was in error will scarcely,
we think, be disputed by his warmest admirers. In-
decd, the treaty, by which, a few years later, the
rcpublic of the United States was recognised, was
the work of his most attached adherents and of his .
favourite son.

The Duke of Richmond had given notice of an
address to the throne, against the further prosecution
of hostilities with Amenc‘t. Chatham had, dunng
some time, ab i 1If from Parli; in con-
sequence of his growing infirmitiecs. He determined
to appear in his place on this occasion, and to declare
that his opinions were decidedly at variance with
those of the Rockingham party. He was in a state
of great His dical attendants were
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uneasy, and strongly advised him to calm himself,
and to remain at home. But he was not to be con-
trolled. His son William, and his son in law Lord
Mahon, accompanied him to Westminster. He
rested himself in the Chancellor’s room till the debate
commenced, and then, leaning on his two young
relations, limped to his seat. The slightest particu-
lars of that day were remembered, and have been
carefully recorded. He bowed, it was remarked, with
great courtliness to those peers who rose to make way
for him and his supporters. His crutch was in his
hand. He wore, as was his fashion, a rich velvet
coat. His legs were swathed in flannel. His wig
was so large, and his face so emaciated, that none of
his features could be discerned, except the high curve
of his nose, and his eyes, which still refained a gleam
of the old fire.

When the Duke of Richmond had spoken,
Chatham rose. For some time his voice was in-
audible. At length his tones becime distinct and his
action animated. Here and there his hearers caught
a thought or an expression which inded them of
‘William Pitt. But it was clear that he was not him- ~
self. He lost the thread of his discourse, hesitated,
repeated the same words several times, and was so
confused that, in speaking of the Act of Settlement,
he could not recall the name of the Electress Sophia.
‘The House listened in solemn silence, and with the
aspect of profound respect and compassion. The
stillness was so deep that the dropping of a hand-
kerchief would have been heard. The Duke of
Richmond replied with great tenderness and courtesy ;
but, while he spoke, the old man was observed to be
restless and irritable. The Duke sat down. Chatham
stood up again, pressed his hand on his breast, and
sank down in an apoplectic fit. Three or four lords
who sat near him caught him in his fall. The House
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broke up in confusion. The dying man was carried
to the residence of one of the officers of Parliament,
and was so far restored as to be able to bear a
journey to Hayes. At Hayes, after lingering a few
weeks, he expired in his seventieth year. His bed
was watched to the last, with anxious tenderness, by
his wife and children; and he well deserved their
care. Too often haughty and wayward to others, to
them he had been almost effeminately kind. He had
through life been dreaded by his political opponents,
and regarded with more awe than love even by his
political associates. But no fear seems to have
mingled with the affection which his fondness, con-
stantly overﬂowmg in a thousand endearing forms,
had inspired in the htgle circle at Hayes.

Chatham, at the time of his decease, had not, in
both Houses of Parliament, ten personal adherents.
Half the public men of the age had been estranged
from him by his errors, and the other half by the
exertions which hé had made to repair his errors.
His last speech had been an attack at once on the
pohcy pursued by the government, and on the policy

d by the opp ion. But death restored
hxm to his old place in the affection of his country.
‘Who could hear unmoved of the fall of that which had
been so great, and which had stood so long? The
circumstances, too, seemed rather to belong to the
tragic stage than to real life. A great statesman, full
of years and honours, led forth to the Senate House
by a son of rare hopes, and stricken down in full
council while straining his feeble voice to rouse the
drooping spirit of his country, could not but be re-
membered with peculiar veneration and tenderness.
The few detractors who ventured to murmur were
silenced by the indignant clamours of a nation which
remembered only the lofty genius, the unsullied
probity, the undisputed services, of him who was no
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more. * For once, the chiefs of all parties were agreed.
A public funeral, a public monument, were eagerly
voted. The debts of the deceased were paid. A
provision was made for his family. The City of
London requested that the remains of the great man
whom she had so long loved and honoured might
rest under the dome of her magnificent cathedral
Bat the petition came too late. Every thing was
aAlr;:dy prepared for the interment in Westminster
ey.

Though men of all parties had concurred in de-
creeing posthumous honours to Chatham, his corpse
was attended to the grave almost exclusively by
opponents of the government. The banner of the
lordship of Chatham was borne by Colonel Barré,
attended by the Duke of Richmond and Lord Rock-
ingham. Burke, Savile, and Dunning upheld the
pall. Lord Camden was conspicuous in the pro-
cession. The chief mourner was young William Pitt.
After the lapse of more than twenty-seven years, in a
season as dark and perilous, his own shattered frame
and broken heart were laid, with the same pomp, in
the same consecrated mould.

Chatham sleeps near the northern door of the
Church, in a spot which has ever since been appro-
priated to statesmen, as the other end of the same
transept has long been to poets; Mansfield rests
there, and the second William Pitt, and Fox, and
Grattan, and Canning, and Wilberforce. In no other
cemetery do so many great citizens lie within so
narrow a space. High over those venerable graves
towers the stately monument of Chatham, and from
above, his effigy, graven by a cunning hand, seems
still, with eagle face and outstretched arm, to bid
England be of good cheer, and to hurl defiance at
her foes. The generation which reared that memorial
of him has disappeared. The time has come when
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the rash and indiscriminate judgments which his
contemporaries passed on his character may be
calmly revised by history. And history, while, for
the warning of vehement, high, and daring natures,
she notes his many errors, will yet deliberately pro-

, that, g the men whose bones
lie near his, scarccly one has left a more stainless, and
none a more splendid name.
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FRANCIS ATTERBURY. (DECEMBER 1853.)

FRANCIS ATTERBURY, a man who holds a conspic.
uous place in the political, ecclesiastical, and literary
history of England, was born in the year 1662,.at
Middleton in Buckinghamshire, a parish of which his
father was rector. Francis was educated at West-
minster School, and carried thence to Christ Church
a stock of learning which, though really scanty, he
through life exhibited with such judicious ostentation,
that superficial observers believed his attainments to
be immense. At Oxford, his parts, his taste, and his
bold, contemptuous, and imperious spirit, soon made
him } Here he published, at twenty, his
first work, a translation of the noble poem of Absalom
and Achitophel into Latin verse. Neither the style
nor the versification of the young scholar was that of
the Augustan age. In English composition he suc-
ceeded much better. In 1687 he distinguished him-
self among many able men who wrote in defence of
the Church of England, then persecuted by James the
Second, and calumniated by apostates who had for
lucre quitted her communion. Among these apos-
tates none was more active or malignant than Obadiah
‘Walker, who was master of University College, and
who had set up there, under the royal patronage, a
- cca
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press for printing tracts against the established re-
ligion. In onc of thesc tmcls, written apparently by
Walker himself, many aspersions were thrown on
Martin Luther.  Atterbury undertook to defend the
preat Saxon Reformer, and performed that task in a
manner singularly characteristic. \WWhoever examines
his reply to Walker will be struck by the contrast be-
tween the feebleness of those parts which are argu-
mentative and defensi and the vigour of those
parts which are rhetorical and aggres The
*apists were so much galled by the sarcasms and
invectives of the young polemic that they raised a
cry of treason, and accused him of having, by impli-
cation, called King James a Judas.

After the Revolution, Atterbury, though bred in
the doctrines of non-resistance and ssive obedicnce,
readily swore fealty to the new government. In no
lonr time he took holy orders. He occasionally
preached in Lomddon with an cloquence which raised
his reputation, and soon had xh honour of being ap-
pointed one of the royal s <. But he ordinarily
resided at Oxford, where he took an active part in
academical bu 'incs%, directed the classical studics of
the under-graduates of his collegze, and was the chief
advi~er and assistant of Dean Aldrich, a divine now
chicfly remembered by his catches, but renowned
among his contemporaries as a <chohr, a Tory, and
a high-churchman. It was the practice, not a very
judicious practice, of Aldrich to cmploy the most
promising youths of his collegge in editing Greek and
Latin books. Amonyg the studious and well-disposed
Jads who were, unfortunately for themselves, induced
to become teachers of philology when they should
have been content to be learners, was Charles Boyle,
son of the Earl of Orrery, and nephew of Robert
Boyle, the great experimental philosopher. The taslk
assiimed to Charles Boyle was to prepare a new

[d
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edition of one of the most worthless books in exist-
ence. It was a fashion, among those Greeks and
Romans who cultivated rhetoric as an art, to com-
pose epistles and harangues in the names of eminent
men. Some of these counterfeits are fabricated with
such exquisite taste and skill that it is the highest
achievement of criticism to distinguish them from
originals. Others are so feebly and rudely executed
that they can hardly impose on-an intelligent school-
boy. The best specimen which has come down to
us is perhaps the oration for Marcellus, such an imi-
tation of Tully’s eloguence as Tully would himself
have read with wonder and delight The worst
specimen is perhaps a collection of letters purporting
to have been written by that Phalaris who governed
Agn%_entum more than 500 years before the Christian
he evidence, both internal and external, against
the genuineness of these letters is overwhelming.
When, in the fifteenth century, they emerged, in
company with much that was far more valuable,
from their obscurity, they were pronounced spurious
by Politian, the greatest scholar of Italy, and by
Erasmus, the greatest scholar on our side of the
Alps. _In truth, it would be as easy to persuade an
educatéd Englishman that one of Johnson’s Ramblers
was the work of William Wallace as to persuade a
man like Erasmus that a pedantic exercise, com:
in the trim and artificial Attic of the time of Julian,
was a despatch written by a crafty and ferocious
Dorian, who roasted people alive many years before
there existed a volume of prose in the Greek lan-
guage. But, though Christ Church could boast of
many good Latinists, of many good English writers,
and of a greater number of clever and fashionable
men of the world than belonged to any other acade-
mic body, there was not then in the college a smgle
man capable of distinguishing the
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and the dotage of Greek literature. So superficial
indeed was the learning of the rulers of this ccle-
brated socicty that they were charmed by an cssay
which Sir William Temple published in praise of the
ancient writers. It now seems strange that even the
eminent public services, the deserved popularity, and
the graceful style of Temple should have saved so
silly a performance from universal contempt. Of
the books which he ‘most vehemently culogised his
culogies proved that he knew nothing. In fact, he
could not read a line of the language in which they
were written. . Among many other foolish things, he
said that the letters of Phalaris were the oldest letters
and also the best in the world. Whatever Temple
wrote attracted notice.  People who had never heard
of the Ipistles of Phalaris, began to inguire about
them.  Aldrich, who knew very little Greek, took
the word of Temple who knew none, and desired
Boyle to prepare a new cdition of these admirable
cnmpucilinne which, having long slept in obscurity,
had 1 on a sudden objeets of § al interest.
The cdition was prepared with the help of Atter-
bury, who was Boyle's tutor, and of some other mem-
bers of the college. It was an edition such as might
be expected from penple who would stoop to edite
such a book. The notes were worthy of the text;
the Latin version worthy of the Greek original. The
volume “ould h.lu. been forgotten in a month, had
not a mi: di about a ipt arisen
between the young cditor and the gr(.':lcst scholar
that had 1ppc:|ru! in LEurope since the revival of
lctters, Richard Bentley. The manuscript was in
Bentley's keeping. BO)lc wished it to be collated.
A ischi king L 11 informed him that
Bentley had refused to lend it, which was false, and
also that Bentley had spoken contemptuously of the
letters attributed to Phalaris, and of the critics who
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were taken in by such counterfeits, which was per-
fectly true. -Boyle, much provoked, paid, in_his pre-
face, a bitterly ironical compliment to Bentley’s
courtesy. Bentley revenged himself by a short dis-
sertation, in which he proved that the epistles were
spurious, and the new edition of them worthless: but
he treated Boyle personally with civility as a young
gentleman of great hopes, whose love of learning
was highly commendable, and who deserved to have
had better instructors.

Few things in literary history are more extraordi-
nary than the storm which this little dissertation
raised. Bentley had treated Boyle with forbearance;
but he had treated Christ Church with contempt;
and the Christ Church men, wherever dispersed, were
as much attached to their college as a Scotchman to
his country, or a Jesuit to his order. Their influence
was great. They were dominant at Oxford, powerful
in the Inns of Courtand in the College of Physicians,
conspicuous in Parliament and in the literary and
fashionable circles of London. Their unanimous cry
was, that the honour of the college must be vindi-
cated, that the, insolent Cambridge pedant must be

-put down. Poor Boyle was unequal to the task, and

disinclined to it. It was, therefore, assigned to his
tutor Atterbury.

The answer to Bentley, which bears the name of
Boyle, but which was, in truth, no more the work of
Boyle than the letters to which the controversy re-
lated were the work of Phalaris, is now read only by
the curious, and will in all probability never be re-

rinted again. But it had its day of noisy popularity.
t was to be found, not only in the studies of men
of letters, but on the tables of the most brilliant
drawing-rooms of Soho Square and Covent Garden.
Even the beaus and coquettes of that age, the Wild-
airs and the Lady Lurewells, the Mirabells and the
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Millamants, congratulated each other on the way in
which the gay young gentleman, whose erudition sate
so casily upon him, and who wrote with so much
pleasantry and good breeding about the Attic dialect
and the anapwmslic measure, Sicilian talents and The-
riclean cups, had bantered the queer prig of a doctor.
Nor was the applause of the muiltitude undescrved.
The book is, indeed, Atterbury’s masterpiece, and
gives a higher notion of his powers than any of those
works to which he put his name. That he was al-
together in the wrong on the main question, and on
all the collateral questions springing out of it, that
his knowledge of the language, the literature, and the
history of Greece was not equal to what many fresh-
men now bring up every ycar to Cambridge and
Oxford, and that some of his blunders seem rather
to descrve a flogging than a refutation, is true; and
therefore it is that his performancc is, in the highest
degree, interesting and valuable to a judicious reader.
It is good by reason of its excceding badness. It is
the most extraordinary instance that cxists of the
art of making much show with little substance.
There is no difficulty, says the steward of Moli¢re’s
miser, in giving a finc dinner with plenty of money :
the really great cook is he who can set out a banquet
with no money at all. That Bentley should have
written exccllently on ancient chronology and geo-
graphy, on the development of the Greek language,
and the origin of the Greck drama, is not strange.
But that Atterbury should, during some years, have
been thought to have trecated these subjects much
better than Bentley is strange indeed. It is truc that
the champion of Christ Church had all the help
which the most celebrated members of that socicty
could give him. Smalridge contributed some very
good wit ; Friend and others some very bad archa:-
ology and philology. But the greater part of the
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volume was entirely Atterbury’s: what was not his
own was revised and retouched by him; and the
whole bears the mark of his mind, a mind inex-
haustibly rich in all the resources of controversy, and
familiar with all the artifices which make falsehood
look like truth, and ignorance like knowledge. He
had little gold ; but he beat that little out to the very
thinnest leaf, and spread it over so vast a surface that
to those who judged by a glance, and who did not
resort to balances and tests, the glittering heap of
worthless matter which he produced seemed to be an
inestimable treasure of massy bullion. Such argu-
ments as he had he placed in the clearest light.
Where he had no arguments, he resorted to per-
sonalities, sometimes serious, generally ludicrous,
always clever and cutting. But, whether he was
grave or merry, whether he reasoned or sneered, his
style was always pure, polished, and easy.

Party spirit then ran high ; yet, though Bentley
ranked among Whigs, and Christ Church was a
stronghold of Toryism, Whigs joined with Tories
in applauding Atterbury’s volume. Garth insulted
Bentley, and extolled Boyle in lines which are now
never quoted except to be laughed at. Swift, in his
“ Battle of the Books,” introduced with much plea-
santry Boyle, clad in armour, the gift of all the gods,
and directed by Apollo in the form of a human
friend, for whose name a blank is left which may
easily be filled up. The youth, so accoutred, and so
assisted, gains an easy victory over his uncourteous
and boastful antagomst. Bentley, meanwhlle, was
supported by the of an able
superiority, and encouraged by the voices of the few
who were rea.lly competent to judge of the combat.
“No man,” he said, justly and nobly, “was ever
written down but by himself” He spent two years
in preparing a reply, which will never cease to be
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read and prized while the literature of ancient Greece
is studied in any part of the world.  This reply
proved, not only that the letters ascribed to Phalaris
were spurious, but that Atterbury, with all his wit,
his clogquence, his skill in controversial fence, was lhc
most audacious pretender that ever wrote about what
he did not understand. . But to Atterbury this ex-
postre w matter of indificrence.  Ile was now
engaged in a dispute about matters far more im-
partant and exciting: than the laws of Zaleucus and
the laws of Charondas. The rage of re pious fac-
tions was extreme,  Hipgh-church and l.ow-church
divided the nation.  The great majority of the clergy
were on the high-church side: the majority of King

m's bishops were inclined to latitudinarianism.
A dispute arore between the two parties touching
the extent of the powers of the Tower House of Con-
tion.  Attcrbusy thrust himeelf cagerly into the
front rank of the hizh-churchmen.  Those who take
a comprchensive and impartial view of his whole
carcer will not be disposed to give him credit for
relition . But it was his nature to be vehement
and pugnacious in the cause of cvery fraternity of
which he was a member. e had defended  the
penuineness of a sputious book simply because
Christ Church had put forth an edition of that boolk: ;
he now stond up for the clergy against the civil
power, simply because he was a clerpyman, and for
the priests against the episcopal order, simply be-
cause he was as yet only a priest.  He asserted the
pretensions of the class to which he belonged in several
treatises written with much wit, ingenuity, audacity,
and acrimony. In this, as in his first controversy, he
was opposed to antagronists whose knowledge of the
subject in dispute was far superior to his; but in
this, as in his first controversy, he imposed on the
multitude by bold a«<ertion, by sarcasm, by declama-
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tion, and, above all, by his peculiar knack of exhibit-
ing a little erudition in such a manner as to make it
look like a great deal. Having passed himself off on
the world as a greater master of classical learning
than Bentley, he now passed himself off as a greater
master of ecclesiastical learning than Wake or Gibson.
By the great body of the clergy he was regarded as
the ablest and most intrepid tribune that had ever
defended their rights against the oligarchy of pre-
lates. The Lower House of Convocation voted him
thanks for his services; the University of Oxford
created him a doctor of divinity ; and soon after the
accession of Anne, while the Tories still had the chief
weight in the government, he was promoted to the
deanery of Carlisle.

Soon after he had obtained this preferment, the
Whig party rose to ascendency in the state. From
that party he could expect no favour. Six years
elapsed before a change of fortune took place. At
length, in the year 1710, the prosecution of Sacheverell
produced a formidable explosion of high-charch -
fanaticism. At such a moment Atterbury could not
fail to be cc icuous. His i zeal for the
body to which ‘he belonged, his turbulent and aspir-
ing temper, his rare talents for agitation and for con-
troversy, were again signally displayed. He bore a
chief part in framing that artful and eloquent speech
which the d divine p: d at the bar of
the Lords, and which presents a singular contrast to
the absurd and seumlous sermon whu:h had very
unwisely been b d with i During
the troubled and anxious months which followed
the trial, Atterbury was ;mung the most active

s q

of those pamy w] i the nation
against the Wl-ng ministry and the Whig parlia~
ment., When the ministry had been changed and
the parliament dissolved, rewards were showered
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upon him. The Lower House of Convocation elected
him prolocutor. The Queen appointed him Dean of
Christ Church on the death of his old friend and
patron Aldrich. The college would have preferred a
gentler ruler. Nevertheless, the new head was re-
ceived with every mark of h - A congratul

oration in Latin was addressed to him in the magm-
ficent vestibule of the hall ; and he in reply professed
the warmest attachment fo the venerable house in
which he had been educated, and paid many gracious
compliments to those over whom he was to preside.
But it was not in his nature to be a mild or an equit-
able governor. He had left the chapter of Carlisle
distracted by quarrels. He found Christ Church at
peace; but in three months his despotic and con-
tentious temper did at Christ Church what it had
done at Carlisle. =~ He was succeeded m both his
deaneries by the I and d Smal-
ridge, who gently complained of the state in which
both had been left. “ Atterbury goes before, and sets
everythmg on fire. I come after him with a bucket
of water.” It was said by Atterbury’s enemies that
he was made a bishop because he was so bad a dean.
Under his administration Christ Church was in con-
fusion, scandalous altercations took place, opprobrious
words were exchanged ; and there was reason to fear
that the great Tory college would be ruined by the
tyranny of the great Tory doctor. He was soon
removed to the bishopric of Rochester, which was
then always united with the deanery of Westminster.
Still higher dignities seemed to be before him. For,
though there were many able men on the episcopal
bench, there was none who equalled or approached
him in parliamentary talents. Had his party con-
tinued in power, it is not improbable that he would
have been raised to the archbishopric of Canterbury.
The more splendid his prospects, the more reason he
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had to dread the accession of a family which was
well known to be partial to the Whigs. There is
cvery reason to belicve that he was one of those
politicians who hoped that they might be able, during
the life of Anne, to prepare matters in such a way
that at her decease there might be little difficulty in
setting aside the Act of Settlement and placing the
Pretender on the throne.  Her sudden death con-
founded the projects of thesc conspirators.  Atter-
bury, who wanted no kind of courage, implored his
confederates to proclaim James the Third, and offered
to accompany the heralds in lawn sleeves. But he
found cven the bravest soldiers of his party irresolute,
and exclaimed, not, it is said, without interjections
which ill became the mouth of a father of the church,
that the best of all causes, and the most precious of
all moments had been pusillanimously thrown away,
He acquiesced in what he could not prevent, took
the oaths to the House of Hanover, and at the
coronation officiated with the outward show of zeal,
and did his best to ingratiate himself with the royal
family. But his scrvility was requited with cold con-
tempt. No creature is so revengeful as a proud man
who has humbled himself in vain. Atterbury be-
came the most factious and pertinacious of all the
PE of the gov In the House of
Lords his oratory, lucid, pointed, lively, and sct off
with ecvery grace of pronunciation and of gesture,
extorted the attention and admiration even of a
hostile majority. Somec of the most remarkable pro-
tests which appear in the journals of the peers were
drawn up by him; and, in some of the bitterest of
those pamphlets which called on the English to stand
up for their country against the alicns who had come
from beyond the scas to oppress and plunder her,
critics casily detected his style,.  When the rebellion
of 1715 broke out, he refused to sign the paper in
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which the bishops of the province of Canterbury
declared their attachment to the Protestant succes-
sion. He busied himself in clectioncering, especially
at Westminster, where, as dean, he possessed great
influecnce; and was, indecd, strongly suspected of
having once sct on a riolous mob to prevent his
‘Whig fellow-citizens from polling.

After having been long in indirect communica-
tion with the cxiled family, he, in 1717, began to cor-
respond directly with the Pretender. The first letter
of the correspondence is extant. In that letter Atter-
bury boasts of having, during many years past, neg-
lected no opportunity of serving the Jacobite cause.
“ My daily prayer,” he says, “is that you may have
success. May T live to sec that day, and live no
longer than I do what is in my power to forward it.”
It is to be remembered that he who wrote thus was a
man bound to sct to the church of which he was an
overseer an example of strict probity ; that he had re-
peatedly sworn allegiance to the House of Brunswick ;
that he had assisted in placing the crown on the head
of George the First; and that he had abjured James
the Third, *“ without equivocation or mental rzserva-
tion, on the true faith of a Christian.”

It is agrccable to turn from his public to his
private life. His turbulent spirit, wearied with fac-
tion and treason, now and then required repose, and
found it in domestic endearments, and in the society
of the most illustrious of the living and of the dead.
Of his wife little is known : but between him and his
daughter there was an affection singularly close and
tender. The gentleness of his manners when he was
in the company of a few friends was such as scemed
hardly credible to those who knew him only by his
writings and spceches. The charm of his *softer
hour” has been commemorated by onc of those
friends in imperishable verse. Though Atterbury’s
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classical attainments were not great, his taste in
English literature was excellent; and his admiration
of genius was so strong that it overpowered even his
political and religi antipathies. His fondness for
Milton, the mortal enemy of the Stuarts and of the
church, was such as to many Tories seemed a crime.
On the sad night on which Addison was laid in the
chapel of Henry the Seventh, the Westminster boys
remarked that Atterbury read the funeral service with
a peculiar tenderness and solemnity. The favourite
companions, however, of the great Tory prelate were,
as might have been expected, men whose politics had
at least a tinge of Toryism. He lived on friendly
terms with Swift, Arbuthnot, and Gay. With Prior
he had a close intimacy, which some misunderstand-
ing about public affairs at last dissolved. Pope found
in Atterbury, not only a warm admirer, but a most
faithful, fearless, and judicious adviser. The poet
was a frequent guest at the episcopal palace among
the elms of Bromley, and entertained not the slightest
suspicion that his host, now declining in years, con-
fined to an easy chair by gout, and apparently de-
voted to literature, was deeply concerned in criminal
and perilous designs against the government.

. The spirit of the Jacobites had been cowed by the
events of 1715. It revived in 1721. The failure of
the South Sea project, the panic in the money mar-
ket, the d fall of t cial houses, the dis-
tress from which no part of the kingdom' was exempt,
had produced general di It seemed not im-
probable that at such a moment an insurrection might
be successful. An insurrection was planned. The
streets of London were to be barricaded ; the Tower
and the Bank were to be surprised ; King George,
his family, and his chief captains and councillors,
were to be arrested ; and King James was to be pro-
claimed. The design became known to the Duke of
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Orleans, regent of France, who was on terms of
friendship with the House of Hanover. He put the
English government on its guard. Some of the chief
malcontents were committed to prison; and among
them was Atterbury. No bishop of the Church of
England had been taken into custody since that
memorable day when the applausés and prayers of
all London had followed the seven bishops to the
gate of the Tower. The Opposition entertained some
hope that it might be possible to excite among the
people an enthusiasm resembling that of their fathers,
who rushed into the waters of the Thames to implore
the blessing of Sancroft. Pictures of the heroic con-
fessor in his cell were exhibited at the shop win-
dows. Verses in his praise were sung about the
streets. The restraints by which he was prevented
from icating with his accomg were repre-
sented as cruelties worthy of the dungeons of the In-
quisition. Strong appecals were made to the priest-
hood. Would they tamely permit so gross an insult
to be offered to their cloth? Would they suffer the
ablest, the most cloquent member of their profession,
the man who had so often stood up for their rights
against the civil power, to be treated like the vilest of
mankind ? There was considerable excitement ; but
it was allayed by a temperate and artful letter to the
clergy, the worl\, in all probability, of Bishop Gibson,
who stood high in the favour of ‘Walpole, and shortly
after L for iastical affairs.
Atterbury r ined in close confi t during
some months. He had carried on his correspondence
with the exiled family so cautiously that the circum-
stantial proofs of his guilt, though sufficient to produce
entire moral conviction, were not sufficient to justify
legal conviction. He could be reached only by a bill
of pains and penalties.  Such a bill the Whig party,
then decidedly predomi in both , was quite
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prepared to support.  Many hot-headed members of
that party were eager to follow the precedent which
had been set in the case of Sir John Fenwick, and to
" pass an act for cutting off the bishop’s head. Cadogan,
who commanded the army, a brave soldier, but a
headstrong politician, is said to have exclaimed with
great vehemence: “Fling him to the lions in the
Tower.” But the wiser and more humane Walpole
was always unwilling to shed blood ; and his influence
P ed en parli met, the evid gai
the bishop was laid before committees of both houses.
‘Those committees reported that his guilt was proved.
In the Commons a resolution, pronouncing him a
traitor, was carried by nearly two to one. A bill was
then introduced which provided that he should be
deprived of his spiritual dignities, that he should be
banished for life, and that no British subject should
hold any intercourse with him except by the royal
permission.

This bill passed the Commons with little difficulty.
For the bishop, though invited to defend himself,
chose to reserve his defence for the assembly of which
he was 2 member. In the Lords the contest was
sharp. The young Duke of Wharton, distinguished
by his parts, his dissoluteness, and his versatility,
spoke for Atterbury with great effect ; and Atterbury’s
own voice was heard for the last time by that un-
friendly audience which had so often listened to him
with mingled aversion and delight. He produced few
witnesses; nor did those witnesses say much that
could be of service to him. Among them was Pope.
He was called to prove that, while he was an inmate
of the palace at Bromley, the bishop’s time was
completely occupied by literary and domestic matters,
and that no leisure was left for plotting. But Pope,
who was quite unaccustomed to speak in public, lost
his head, and, as he afterwards owned, though he
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had only ten words to say, made two or three
blunders.

The bill finally passed the Lords by eighty-three
votes to forty-three. The bishops, with a single
exception, were in the majority. Their conduct drew
on them a sharp taunt from Lord Bathurst, a warm
friend of Atterbury and a zealous Tory. “The wild
Indians,” he said, “give no quarter, because they
believe that they shall inherit the skill and prowess
of every adversary whom they destroy. Perhaps the
animosity of the right reverend prelates to their
brother may be explained in the same way.” .

Atterbury took leave of those whom he loved
with a dignity and tenderness worthy of a better
man. Three fine lines of his favourite poet were
often in his mouth :(—

“ Some natural tears he dropped, but wiped them soon :

The world was all before him, where to chuse

His place of rest, and Providence his guide.”

At parting he presented Pope with a Bible, and
said, with a disingenuousness of which no man who
had studied the Bible to much purpose would have .
been guilty: “If ever you learn that I have any
dealings with the Pretender, I give you leave to say
that my punishment is just.” Pope at this time really
believed the bishop to be an injured man. Arbuthnot
seems to have been of the same opinion. Swift, a
few months later, ridiculed with great bitterness, in
the “Voyage to Laputa,” the evidence which had
satisfied the two Houses of Parliament. Soon, how-
ever, the most partial friends of the banished prelate
ceased to assert his innocence, and contented them-
selves with lamenting and excusing what they could
not defend. After a short stay at Brussels, he had
taken up his abode at Paris, and had become the
leading man among the Jacobite refugees who were
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assembled there. He was invited to Rome by the
Pretender, who then held his mock court under the
immediate protection of the Pope. But Atterbury
felt that-a bishop of the Church of England would be
strangely out of place at the Vatican, and declined
the invitation. During some months, however, he
might flatter himself that he stood high in the good
graces of James. The correspondence between the
master and the servant was constant, Atterbury’s
merits were warmly acknowledged ; his advice was
respectfully received; and he was, as Bolingbroke
had been before him, the prime minister of a kin;

without a kingdom. But the new favourite foun

as Bolingbroke had found before him, that it was
quite as hard to keep the shadow of power under a
vagrant and mendicant prince as to keep the reality
of power at Westminster. Though James had neither
territories nor revenues, neither army nor navy, there
was more faction and more intrigue among his cour-
tiers than among those of his successful rival. Atter-
bury soon perceived that his counsels were disregarded,
if not distrusted. His proud spirit was deeply wounded.
He quitted Paris, fixed his residence at Montpellier,
gave up politics, and devoted himself entirely to
letters. In the sixth year of his exile he had so
severe an illness that his daughter, herself in very
delicate health, determined to run all risk that she
might see him once more. Having obtained a license
from the English Government, she went by sea to
Bordeaux, but landed there in such a state that she
could travel only by boat or in a litter. Her father,
in spite of his infirmities, set out from Montpellier to
meet her ; and she, with the impatience which is often
the sign of approaching death, hastened towards him.
Those who were about her in vain implored her to
travel slowly. She said that every hour was precious,
that she only wished to see her papa and to die

pp2
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She met him at Toulouse, embraced him, received
from his hand the sacred bread and wine, and thanked
God that they had passed one day in each other’s
society before they parted for ever. She died that
night.

It was some time before even the strong mind of
Atterbury recovered from this cruel blow. As soon
as he was hil If again he t eager for action
and conflict ; for grief, which disposes gentle natures
to retirement, to inaction, and to meditation, only
makes restless spirits more restless. The Pretender,
dull and bigoted as he was, had found out that he
had not acted wisely in parting with one who, though
a heretic, was, in abilities and accomplishments, the
foremost man of the Jacobite party. The bishop
was courted back, and was without much difficulty
induced to return to Paris and to become once more
the phantom minister of a phantom monarchy. But
his long and troubled life was drawing to a close.
To the last, however, his intellect retained all its
keenness and vigour. He learned, in the ninth year
of his banishment, that he had been accused by Qlg-
mixon, as dishonest and malignant a scribbler aave .
that has been saved from oblivion by the Dunmy
of having, in concert with other Christ Church ia
garbled Clarendon’s History of the Rebellion. 1y
charge, as respected Atterbury, had not the slighost
foundation : for he was not onc of the editors of .a
H:story, and never saw it till it was printed. ‘nien

d a short vindication of himself, which is a
model in its kind, luminous, temperate, and dignified.
A copy of this little work he sent to the Pretender,
with a letter singularly eloquent and graceful. It
was impossible, the old man said, that he should
write anything on such a subject without being re-
minded of the resemblance between his own fate and
that of Clarendon. They were the only two English
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subjects that had ever been banished from their
country and debarred from all communication with
their friends by act of parliament. But here the re-
semblance ended. One of the exiles had been so
happy as to bear a chief part in the restoration of
the Royal house. All that the other could now do
was to die asserting the rights of that house to the
last. A few weeks after this letter was written
Atterbury died. He had just completed his seven-
tieth year.

His body was brought to England, and laid, with
great privacy, under the nave of Westminster Abbey.
Only three mourners followed the coffin. No inscrip-
tion marks the grave. That the epitaph with which
Pope honoured the memory of his friend does not
appear on the walls of the great national cemetery is
no subject of regret: for nothing worse was ever
. written by Colley Cibber.

Those who wish for more complete information
about Atterbury may easily collect it from his ser-
mons and his controversxal writings, from the report
of the parli; di him, which

! wnll be found in the State Trials, from the five
3. { volumes of his correspondence, edited by Mr. Nichols,
». and from the first volume of the Stuart papers, edited
e by Mr. Glover. A very indulgent but a very in-
tﬁ teresting account of the bishop’s political career will

}:e (i;nund in Lord Mahon’s valuable History of Eng-

an




. JOHN BUNYAN. (MAY 1854.)

JoHN BUNYAN, the most popular religious writer in
the English language, was born at Elstow, about a
mile from Bedford, in the year 1628. He may be
said to have been born a tinker. The tinkers then
formed an hereditary caste, which was held in no
high estimation. They were generally vagrants and
pilferers, and were often confounded with the gipsies,
whom in truth they nearly resembled. Bunyan's
father was more respectable than most of the tribe. -
He had a fixed residence, and was able to send his
son to a village school where reading and writing
were taught.

The years of John’s boyhood were those during-
which the puritan spirit was in the highest vigour all
over England ; and nowhere had that spirit more in-
fluence than in Bedfordshire. It is not wonderful,
therefore, that a lad to whom nature had given a
powerful i and ibility which
to a disease, should have been early haunted by re-
ligious terrors. Before he was ten, his sports were
interrupted by fits of remorse and despair; and his
sleep was disturbed by dreams of fiends trying to fly -
away with him. As he grew older, his mental con-.
flicts became still more violent. The strong language
in whu:h he descnbed them has strangely misled all
his Mr. . It has long
been an ordmary pracnce with pious writers to cite
Bunyan as an instance of the supernatural power of
divine grace to rescue the human soul from the lowest
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depths of wickedness. He is called in one book the
most notorious of profligates ; in another, the brand
plucked from the burning. He is designated in Mr.
Ivimey’s History of the Baptists as the depraved
Bunyan, the wicked tinker of Elstow. Mr. Ryland,
a man once of great note among the Dissenters,
breaks out into the following rhapsody :—*“ No man
of common sense and common integrity can deny
that Bunyan was a practical atheist, a worthless con-
temptible infidel, a vile rebel to God and goodness,
a common profligate, a soul-despising, a soul-murder-
ing, a soul-damning, thoughtless wretch as could
exist on the face of the earth. Now be astonished,
O heavens, to eternity! and wonder, O earth and
hell ! while time endures. Behold this very man be-
come a miracle of mercy, a mirror of wisdom, good-
ness, holiness, truth, and love.” But whoever takes
the trouble to examine the evidence will find that
the good men who wrote this had been deceived by
a phraseology which, as they had been hearing it and
using it all their lives, they ought to have understood
better. There cannot be a greater mistake than to
infer, from the strong expressions in which a devout
man bemoans his exceeding sinfulness, that he has
led a worse life than his neighbours. Many excel-
lent persons, whose moral character from boyhood to
old age has been free from any stain discernible to
their fellow creatures, have, in their autobiographies
and diaries, applied to tt lves, and doubtl
with sincerity, epithets as severe as could be applied
to Titus Oates or Mrs. Brownrigg. It is quite certain
that Bunyan was, at eighteen, what, in any but the
most austerely puritanical circles, would have been
considered as a young man of singular gravity and
innocence. Indeed, it may be remarked that he, like
many other penitents who, in general terms, acknow-
dge themselves to have been the worst of mankind,
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fired up and stood vigorously on his defence, when-
cver any particular charge was brought against him
by others. He dcc)ares, it is truc, that he had let
Joosc the reins on the neck of his lusts, that he had
dclighted in all transgressions against the divine law,
and that he had been the ringleader of the youth of
Elstow in all manner of vice. But, when those who
wished him ill accused him of licentious amours, he
called on God and the angels to attest his punty.
No woman, he said, in heaven, ecarth, or hell, could
charge him with having ever made any improper ad-
vances to her.  Not only had he been strictly faithful
to his wife; but he had, even before his marriage,
been perfectly spotless. It does not appear from his
own confessions, or from thc railings of his enemics,
that he ever was drunk in his life. Onc bad habit
he contracted, that of using profanc languagc ; but
he tells us that a single reproof cured him so effectu-
atly that he never offended again. The worst that
can be laid to the charge of this poor youth, whom it
bhas been the fashion to represent as the most despe-
rate of reprobates, as a village Rochester, is that he
had a great liking for some diversions, quite harmless
in th ves, but 3 d by the rigid precisians
among whom he lived, and for whosc opinion he had
a great respect. The four chief sins of which he was
guilty were dancing, ringing the bells of the parish
church, playing at tipcat, and reading the History of
Sir Bevis of Southampton. A rector of the school of
T.aud would have held such a young man up to the
whole parish as a modcl. But Bunyan’s notions of
good and evil had been learned in a very different
school ; and he was made miscrable by the conflict
between his tastes and his scruples.

\When he was about seventcen, the ordinary
course of his life was interrupted by an event which
gave a lasting colour to his thoughts, He enlisted in
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the parliamentary army, and served during the deci-
sive campaign of 1645. All that ‘'we know of his
military career is that, at the siege of Leicester, one
of his comrades, who had taken his post, was killed
by a shot from the town. Bunyan cver after con-
sidered himself as having been saved from death by
the special interference of Providence. It may be
observed that his imagination was strongly impressed
by the glimpse which he had caught of the pomp of
war. To the last he loved to draw his illustrations
of sacred things from camps and fortresses, from guns,
drums, trumpets, flags of truce, and regiments arrayed,
cach under its own banner. His Greatheart, his
Captain Boanerges, and his Captain Credence, are
evidently portraits, of which the originals were among
those martial saints who fought and expounded in
Fairfax’s army.

In a few months Bunyan returned home and
married. His wife had some pious relations, and
brought him as her only portion some pious books.
And now his mind, excitable by nature, very imper-
fectly disciplined by education, and exposed, without
any protection, to the infectious virulence of the
enthusiasm -which was then epidemic in England,
began to be fearfully disordered. In outward things
he soon became a strict Pharisce. He was constant
in attendance at prayers and sermons. His favourite
amusements were one after another relinquished,
though not without many painful struggles. In the
middle of a game at tipcat he paused, and stood
staring wildly upwards with his stick in his hand.
He had heard a voice asking him whether he would
leave his sins and go to heaven, or keep his sins and
go to hell; and he had seen an awful countenance
frowning on him from the sky. The odious vice of
bell-ringing he renounced; but he still for a time
ventured to go to the church tower and look on
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while others pulled the ropes. But soon the thought
struck him that, if he persisted in such wickedness,
the sleeple would fall on his head ; H :md he fled in
terror from the accursed place. To give up dancing
on the village green was still harder; and some
months clapsed before he had the fortitude to part
with this darling sin. \When this last sacrificc had
been made, he was, even when tried by the maxims
of that austerc time, faultless.  All Elstow talked of
him as an eminently pious youth. But his own mind
wis more unquict than ever. Having nothing more
to do in the way of visible reformation, yet finding
in religion no pleasures to supply the place of the
juvenile amusements which hie had relinquished, he
began to apprchend that he lay ||ndcr some special
malediction ; and he was tor ted

of fantasics which secemed likely to dru'c him to
suicide or to Bedlam,

At one time he took it into his head that all
persons of Israclite blood would be saved, and tried
to make out that he partook of that bloed ; but his
hopus were speedily destroyed by his father, who scems
to have had no ambition to be regarded as a Jew.

At another time Bunyan was disturbed by a
strange dilemma: “ If I have not faith, I am lost; if
1 have faith, I can work miracles.” 1dec was tempted
to cry to the puddies between Elstow and Bedford,
“ Be ye dry,"” and to stake his cternal hopes on the
event.

Then he took up a notion that the day of grace
for Bedford and the neighbouring villages was past;
that all who were to be saved in that part of England
were already converted ; and that he had begun to
pray and strive some months too late.

Then he was harassed by doubts whether the
Turks were not in the right, and the Christians in
the wrong. Then he was troubled by a maniacal
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impulse which prompted him to pray to the trecs, to
a broomstick, to the parish bull. As yet, however,
he was only entering the Valley of the Shadow
of Death. Soon the darkness grew thicker.
Hideous forms floated before him. Sounds of
cursing and wailing were in his ears. His way
ran through stench and fire, close to the mouth of
the bottomless pit. He began to be haunted by a
strange curiosity about the unpardenable sin, and by
a morbid longing to commit it. But the most fright-
ful of all the forms which his disease took was a
propensity to utter blasph , and especially to
renounce his share in the bencfits of the redemption
Night and day, in bed, at table, at work, cvil spirits,
as he imagined, were repeating close to his car the
words, “Sell him, sell him.” He struck at the
hobgoblins; he pushed them from him; but still
they were cver at his side. IHe cried out in answer
to them, hour after hour: “Never, never ; not for
thousands of worlds ; not for thousands.” At length,
worn out by this long agony, he suffered the fatal
words to escape him, * Let him go, if he will.” Then
his miscry became more fearful than ever. He had
done what could not be forgiven. He had forfeited
his part of the great sacrifice. Like Esau, he had
sold his birthright; and there was no longer any
place for repentance. “None,” he afterwards wrote,
“ knows the terrors of those days but myself.” He
has described his sufferings with singular energy,
simplicity, and pathos. He envied the brutes; he
envied the very stones in the street, and the tiles on
the houses. The sun seemed to withhold its light
and warmth from him. His body, though cast in a
sturdy mould, and though still in the highest vigour
of youth, trembled whole days together with the fear
of death and judgment. He fancied that this trem-
bling was the sign set on the worst reprobates, the
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sign which God had put on Cuin. The unhappy
man’s emotion destroyed his power of digestion. e
had such pains that he expected to burst asunder
like Judas, whom he regarded as his prototype.

Neither the books which Bunyan read, nor the
ers whom he consulted, were likely to do much
good in a case like his. His small library had
received a most unscasonable addition, the account
of the Iamentable end of Francis Spira.  One ancient
man of high repute for piety, whom the sufferer con-
sulted, gave an opinion which might well have pro
duced fatal consequences “ I am afraid,” said Bunyan,
“that I have ted the sin i the Holy
Ghost.” *“ Indced,” said the old fnn'mc. “I am afraid
that y-ou have.”

At length the clouds broke; the light became
clearer and clearer; and the enthusiast, who had
imagined that he was branded with the mark of « “
fi murcderer, and destined to the end of the af
traitor, enjoyed peiace and a cheerful confidence T
the merey of God. Years elapsed, however, before
his nerves, which had been so perilously overstrained,
recovered their tone,  When he had joined a Baptist
sociely at Bedford, and was for the first time admitted
to partake of the Eucharist, it was with difficulty that
he could refrain from imprecating destruction on his
brethren while the cup was passing from hand to
hand. After he had been some time a member of
the congregation, he began to preach ; and his sermons
produced a powerful effect.  Hewas indecd illiterate;;
but he spoke to illiterate men.  The se
through which he had passed had given hir
c\pcricnml knowledge of all the modes of religious
melancholy as he could never have gathered from
books ; and his igorous genius, animated by a fervent
spirit of devotion, > cnabled him, not only to exercise a
great influence over the vulgar, but even to extort the
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half-contemptuous admiration of scholars. Yet it was
long before he ccased to be tormented by an impulse
which urged hinf to utter words of horrible impiety in
the pulpit.

Counter-irritants are of as great use in moral as
in physical discases. It should seem that Bunyan
was finally relicved from the internal sufferings which
had embittercd his life by sharp persecution from
without. He had been five ycars a preacher, when
the Restoration put it in the power of the Cavalier
gentlemen and clergymen all over the country to
oppress the Dissenters; and, of all the Dissenters
whose history is known to us, he was perhaps the
most hardly treated. In November 1660, he was
flung into Bedford gaol ; and there he remained, with
some intervals of partial and precarious liberty, during
twelve years. His persccutors tried to extort from
him a promise that hewould abstain from preaching ;
but he was convinced that he was divinely set apart
and commissioned to be a teacher of rightecusness;
and he was fully determined to obey God rather than
man. He was brought before several tribunals,
laughed at, d, reviled, d, but in vain.
He was facetiously told that he was quite right in
thinking that he ought not to hide his gift ; but that
his real gift was skill in repairing old kettles. He
was compared to Al Jer the copp ith e
was told that, if he would give up preaching, he should
be instantly liberated. He was warned that, if he
persisted in disobeying the law, he would be liable to
banishment, and that, if he were found in England
after a certain time, his neck would be stretched.
His answer was, “If you let me out to-day, I will
preach again to-morrow.” VYear after year he lay
patiently in a dungeon, compared with which the
worst prison now to be found in the island is a palace.
His fortitude is the more extraordinary, because his
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domestic feelings were unusually strong. Indeed he
was considered by his stern brethren as somewhat too
fond and indulgent a parent. He had several small
children, and among them a daughter who was blind,
and whom he loved with peculiar tenderness. He
could not, he said, bear even to let the wind blow on
her ; and now she must suffer cold and hunger ; she
must beg ; she must be beaten ; “yet,” he added, “1
must, I must do it.” While he lay in prison he could
do nothing in the way of his old trade for the support
of his family. He determined, therefore, to take up
a new trade. He learned to make long tagged thread
laces; and many thousands of these articles were
furnished by him to the hawkers. While his hands
were thus busied, he had other employment for his
mind and his lips. He gave religious instruction to
his fellow-captives, and formed from among them a
little flock, of which he was himself the pastor. He
studied indefatigably the few books which he pos-
sessed. His two chief companions were the Bible
and Foxe’s Book of Martyrs. His knowledge of the
Bible was such that he might have been called a
living concordance; and on the margin of his copy
of the Book of Martyrs are still legible the ill-spelt
lines of doggerel in which he expressed his reverence
for the brave sufferers, and his implacable enmity to
the mystical Babylon.

At length he began to write ; and, though it was
some time before he discovered where his strength
lay, his writings were not unsuccessful. They were
coarse, indeed ; but they showed a keen mother wit,
a great command of the homely mother tongue, an
iritimate knowledge of the English Bible, and a vast
and dearly bought spiritual experience. They there-
fore, when the corrector of the press had improved
the syntax and the spelling, were well received by
the humbler class of Dissenters,
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Much of Bunyan’s time was spent in controversy.
He wrote sharply against the Quakers, whom he
seems always to have held in utter abhorrence. It
is, however, a remarkable fact that he adopted one of
their peculiar fashions; his practice was to write, not
November or December, but eleventh month and
twelfth month.

He wrote against the liturgy of the Church of
England. No two things, according to him, had less
affinity than the form of prayer and the spirit of
prayer. Those, he said with much point, who have
most of the spirit of prayer are all to be found in
gaol; and those who have most zeal for the form of
prayer are all to be found at the alehouse. The
doctrinal articles, on the other hand, he warmly
praised, and defended against some Arminian clergy-
men who had signed them. The most acrimonious
of all his works is his answer to Edward Fowler,
afterwards Bishop of Gloucester, an excellent man,
but not free from the taint of Pelagianism.

Bunyan had also a dispute with some of the
chiefs of the sect to which he belonged. He doubt-
less held with perfect sincerity the distinguishing
tenet of that sect; but he did not consider that tenet
as one of high importance, and willingly joined in
communion with quiet Presbyterians and Independ-
ents. The sterner Baptists, therefore, loudly pro-
nounced him a false brother. A controversy arose
which long survived the original combatants. In our
own time the cause which Bunyan had defended with
rude logic and rhetoric against Kiffin and Danvers
was pleaded by Robert Hall with an ingenuity and
eloqugnce such as no polemical writer has ever sur-
passed.

During the years which immediately followed the
Restoration, Bunyan’s confinement seems to have
been strict. But, as the passions of 1660 cooled, as
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the hatred with which the Puritans had been regarded
while their reign was recent gave place to pity, he
was less and less harshly treated. The distress of
his family, and his own patience, courage, and piety
softened the hearts of his persecutors. Like his own
Christian in the cage, he found protectors even among
the crowd of Vanity Fair. The bishop of the diocese,
Dr. Barlow, is said to have interceded for him. At
length the prisoner was suffered to pass most of his
time beyond the walls of the gaol, on condition, as it
should seem, that he remained within the town of
Bedford.

‘He owed his complete liberation to one of the
worst acts of one of the worst governments that
England has ever seen. In 1671 the Cabal was in
power. Charles II. had concluded the treaty by
which he bound himself to set up the Roman Catholic
religion in England. The first step which he took
towards that end was to annul, by an unconstitutional
exercise of his prerogative, all the penal statutes
against the Roman Catholics; and, in order to dis-
guise his real design, he annulled at the same time
the penal gai; Pro nc formists.
Bunyan was consequently set at large. In the first
warmth of his gratitude he published a tract in which
he compared Charles to that humane and generous
Persian king who, though not himself blessed with
the light of the true religion, favoured the chosen
people, and permitted them, after years of captivity,
to rebuild their beloved temple. To candid men,
who consider how much Bunyan had suffered, and
how little he could guess the secret designs of the
court, the unsuspicious thankfulness with which he
accepted the precious boon of freedom will not appear
to require any apology.

Before he left his prison he had begun the book
which has made his name immortal. The history
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of that book is remarkable. The author was, as he
tells us, writing a treatise, in which he had occasion
to speak of the stages of the Christian progress. He
compared that progress, as many others had com-
pared it, to a pilgrimage. Soon his quick wit dis-
covered innumerable points of similarity which had
escaped his predecessors. Images came crowding
on his mind faster than he could put them into
words, quagmires and pits, steep hills, dark and
horrible glens, soft vales, sunny pastures, a gloomy
castle of which the courtyard was strewn with the
skulls and bones of murdered prisoners, a town all
bustle and splendour, like London on the Lord
Mayor’s Day, and the narrow path, straight as a rule
could make it, running on up hill and down hill,
through city and through wilderness, to the Black
River and the Shining Gate. He had found out, as
most people would have said, by accident, as he
would doubtless have said, by the guidance of Pro-
vidence, where his powers lay. He had no suspicion,
indecd, that he was producing a masterpiece. He
could not guess what place his allegory would
occupy in English literature ; for of English literature
he knew nothing. Those who suppose him to have
studied the Fairy Queen might easily be confuted, if
this were the proper place for a detailed examination
of the passages in which the two allegories have been
thought to resemble each other. The only work of
fiction, in all probability, with which he could com-
pare his Pilgrim, was his old favourite, the legend
of Sir Bevis of Southampton. He would have
thought it a sin to borrow any time from the serious
business of his life, from his expositions, his contro-
versies, and his lace tags, for the purpose of amusing
himself with what he considercd merely as a trifle.
It was only, he assures us, at spare moments that
he returned to the House Beautiful, the Delectable
VOL. X EE
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Mountains, and the Enchanted Ground. He had no
assistance. Nobody but himself saw a line till the
whole was complete. He then consulted his pious
friends. Some were pleased. Others were much
scandalised. It was a vain story, a mere romance,
about giants, and lions, and goblins, and warriors,
sometimes fighting with monsters and sometimes
regaled by fair ladies in stately palaces. The loose
atheistical wits at Will’s might write such stuff to
divert the painted Jezebels of the court: but did it
become a minister of the gospel to copy the evil
fashions of the world? There had been a time when
the cant of such fools would have made Bunyan
miserable. But that time was past; and his mind
was now in a firm and healthy state. He saw that,
in employing fiction to make truth clear and good-
ness attractive, he was only following the example
which every Christian ought to propose to himself;
and he determined to print.

The Pilgrim’s Progress stole silently into the
world. Not a single copy of the first edition is
known to be in existence. The year of publication
has not been ascertained. It is probable that, during
some months, the little volume circulated only
among poor and obscure sectaries. But soon the
irresistible charm of a book which gratified the ima-
gination of the reader with all the action and scenery
of a fairy tale, which exercised his ingenuity by
setting him to discover a multitude of curious
analogies, which interested his feelings for human
beings, frail like himself, and struggling with temp-
tations from within and from without, which every
moment drew a smile from him by some stroke of
quaint yet simple pleasantry, and nevertheless left
on his mind a sentiment of reverence for God and of
sympathy for man, began to produce its effect. In
puritanical circles, from which plays and novels were
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strictly excluded, that effect was such as no work of
genius, though it were superior to the Iliad, to Don
Quixote, or to Othello, can cver produce on a mind
accustomed to indulge in literary luxury. In 1678
came forth a second edition with additions ; and then
the demand became immense. In the four following
years the book was reprinted six times. The cighth
edition, which contains the last improvements made
by the author, was published in 1682, the ninth in
1684, the tenth in 1685. The help of the engraver
had early been called in; and tens of thousands of
children looked with terror and delight on execrable
copper-plates, which represented Christian thrusting
his sword into Apollyon, or writhing in the grasp of
Giant Despair.  In Scotland, and in some of the
colonics, the Pilgrim was even more popular than
in his native country. Bunyan has told us, with
very pardonable vanity, that in New England his
drcam was the daily subject of the conversation of

and was tl ht worthy to appear in
the most superb bindji "Hehad s
in Holland, and among the Huguenots of France.
With the pleasurcs, however, he e-tpcncnccd some
of the pains of Knavish book put
forth volumes of trash under his name; and envious
scribblers maintained it to be |mpossnblc that the
poor ignorant tinker should really be the author of
the book which was called his.

He took the best way to confound both those who
counterfeited him and those who slandered him. He
continued to work the gold-field which he had dis-
covered, and to draw from it new treasures, not indeed
with quite such ease and in quite such abundance as
when the precious soil was still virgin, but yet with
success which left all competition far behind. In
1684 appeared the sccond part of the Pilgrim's
Progress. It was soon followed by the Holy War,

. EE 2
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which, if the Pilgrim’s Progress did not exist, would
be the best allegory that ever was written.

Bunyan’s place in society was now very different
from what it had been. There had been a time when
many Dissenting ministers, who could talk Latin and
read Greek, had affected to treat him with scorn.
But his fame and influence now far exceeded theirs.
He had so great an authority among the Baptists that
he was popularly called Bishop Bunyan. His epis-
copal visitations were annual. From Bedford he rode
every year to London, and precached there to large
and attentive congregations. From London he went
his circuit through the country, animating the zeal
of his brethren, collecting and distributing alms, and
making up quarrels. The magistrates scem in general
to have given him little trouble. But there is reason
to belicve that, in the year 1685, he was in some
danger of again occupying his old quarters in Bedford
gaol.  In that year the rash and wicked enterprise of
Monmouth gave the Government a pretext for prose-
cuting the Nonconformists ; and scarcely one eminent
divine of the Presbyterian, Independent, or Baptist
persuasion remained unmolested.  Baxter was in
prison: Howe was driven into exile: Henry was
arrested. Two eminent Baptists, with whom Bunyan
had been engaged in controversy, were in great peril
and distress. Danvers was in danger of being hanged ;
and Kiffin's grandsons were actually hanged. The
tradition is that, during those evil days, Bunyan was
forced to disguisc himself as a waggoner, and that he
preached to his congregation at Bedford in a smock-
frock, with a cart-whip in his hand. But soon a great
change took place. James the Second was at open
war with the church, and found it nccessary to court
the Dissenters. Some of the creatures of the govern-
ment tried to secure the aid of Bunyan. They probably
knew that he had written in praise of the indulgence
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of 1672, and therefore hoped that he might be equally

th the of 1687. But fifteen
years of thought, observatlon, and commerce with the
world had made him wiser. Nor were the cases
exactly parallel. Charles was a professed Protestant :
James was a professed Papist. The object of Charles’s
indulgence was disguised: the object of James’s indul-
gence was patent, Bunyan was not deceived. He
exhorted his h to p lves by fasting'
and prayer for the dangcr ‘which menaced theu' civil
and religious liberties, and refused even to speak to
the courtier who came down to remodel the corpora-
tion of Bedford, and who, as was supposed, had it in
charge to offer some municipal dignity to the Bishop
of the Baptists.

Bunyan did not live to see the Revolution. In
the summer of 1688 he undertook to plead the cause
of a son with an angry father, and at length prevailed
on the old man not to disinherit the young one.
‘This good work cost the benevolent intercessor his
life. He had to ride through heavy rain. He came
drenched to his lodgings on Snow Hill, was seized
with a violent fever, and died in a few days. He was
buried in Bunhill Fields ; and the spot where he lies
is still regarded by the N formists with a feeling
which seems scarcely in harmony with the stern spirit
of their theology. Many puritans, to whom the
respect paid by Roman Catholics to the reliques and
tombs of saints seemed childish or sinful, are said to
have begged with their dying breath that their
coffins might be placed as near as possible to the
coffin of the author of the Pilgrim’s Progress.

The fame of Bunyan during his life, and during
the century which followed his death, was indeed
great, but was almost entirely confined to religious
families of the middle and lower classes. Very seldom .
was he during that time mentioned with respect by
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Tod

any writer of great literary emi Young
his prose with the poetry of the wretched D’Urfey
In the Spiritual Quixote, the adventures of Christian
are ranked with those of Jack the Giant-Killer and
John Hickathrift. Cowper ventured to praise the
great allegorist, but did not venture to name him.
It is a significant circumstance that, till a recent pericd,
all the numecrous editions of the Pilgrim’s Progr-ss
were cvidently meant for the cottage and the servants’
hall. The paper, the printing, the plates, were all of
the meanest description.  In general, when the edu-
cated minority and the common people dlchr a.bout
the merit of a book, the opini of the

minority finally prcv:uls ‘The Pilgrim’s Progress
is perhaps the only book about which, after the Iapse
of a hundred years, the educated minority has come
over to the opinion of the common pcople.

The attempts which have been made to improve
and to imitate this book arec not to be numbered.
It has been done into verse : it has been done into
modern English. The Pilgrimage of Tender Con-
scicnce, The Pilgrimage of Good Intent, The Pilgrim-
age of Seck Truth, The Pilgrimage of Theophilus,
The Infant Pilgrim, The Hindoo Pilgrim, are among
the many feeble copies of the great original. But
the peculiar glory of Bunyan is that those who most
hated his doctrines have tried to borrow the help of
his genius. A Catholic version of his parable may
be seen with the head of the Virgin in the title
page. On the other hand, those Antinomians for
whom his Calvinism is not strong enough may study
the pilgrimage of Hephzibah, in which nothing will
be found which can be construcd into an admission
of free agency and universal redemption. But the
most extraordinary of all the acts of Vandalism
by which a fine work of art was cver defaced was
committed so late as the ycar 1853. It was de-
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termined to transform the Pilgrim’s Progress into
a Tractarian book. The task was not easy; for it
was necessary to make the two sacraments the most
promment objects in the allegory ; and of all Chnsua.n .
it avowed Q
the one in whose system the sacraments held the
least prominent place. However, the Wicket Gate
became a type of Baptism, and the House Beautiful
of the Eucharist. The effect of this change is such
as assuredly the ingenions person who made it never
contemplated. For, as not a single pilgrim passes
through the Wicket Gate in infancy, and as Faithful
hurries past the House Beautiful without stopping,
the lesson, which the fable in its altered shape teaches,
is that none but adults ought to be baptized, and that -
the Eucharist may safely be neglected. Nobody
would have discovered from the original Pilgrim’s
Progress that the author was not a Pzdobaptist. To
turn his book into a book against Pzdobaptism was
an achievement reserved for an Anglo-Catholic divine.
Such blunders must ily be itted by every
man who mutilates parts of a great work, withont
taking a comprehensive view of the whole.




OLIVER GOLDSMITH. (FEBRUARY 18356.)

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, one of the most pleasing
English writers of the cightcenth century.  He was of
a Protestant and Saxon family which had been long
settled in Ireland, and which had, like most other
Protestant and Saxon familics, been, in troubled times,
harassed and put in fear by the native population.
1lis father, Charles Goldsmith, studied in the reign of
Queen Anne at the diocesan school of Elphin, became
attached to the daughter of the schoolmaster, married
her, took orders, and settled at a placc called Pallas in
the county of ILongford. There he with difficulty
supported his wife and children on what he could carn,
partly as a curate and partly as a farmer.

At Pallas Oliver Goldsmith was born in November
1728. That spot was then, for all practical purposcs,
almost as remote from the busy and splendid capital in
which his later years were passed, as any clearing in
Upper Canada or any sheep-walk in Australasia now
is. Even at this day those enthusiasts who venturc
to make a pilgrimage to the birthplace of the poet are
forced to perform the latter part of their journcy on
foot. Thc hamlet lics far from any high road, on a
dreary plain which, in wet weather, is often a lake.
The Janes would break any jaunting car to pieces;
and there are ruts and sloughs through which the
most strongly built wheels cannot be dragged.

\While Oliver was still a child, his father was
presented to a living worth about 200/ a year, in the
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county of Westmeath. The family accordmgly quitted
their cottage in the wilderness for a spacious house
on a frequented road, near the village of Lissoy.
Here the boy was taught his letters by a maid-servant,
and was sent in his seventh year to a village school
* kept by an old quarter-master on half-pay, who pro- -
fessed to teach nothing but reading, writing and
arithmetic, but who had an inexhaustible fund of
stories about ghosts, banshees and fairies, about the
great Rapparee chiefs, Baldearg O'Donnell and gallop-
ing Hogan, and about the exploits of Peterborough
and Stanhope, the surprise of Monjuich, and the
glorious disaster of Brihuega. This man must have
been of the Protestant religion; but he was of the
aboriginal race, and not only spoke the Irish language,
but could pour forth unpremeditated Irish verses.
Oliver early became, and through life continued to
be, a passionate admirer of the Irish music, and
especially of the compositions of Carolan, some of
the last notes of whose harp he heard. It ought to
be added that Oliver, though by birth one of the
Englishry, and though connected by numerous ties
with the Established Church, never showed the least
sign of that contemptuous antipathy with which, in
his days, the ruling minority in Ireland too generally
regarded the subject majority. So far indeed was he
from sharing in the opinions and feelings of the caste
to which he belonged, that he conceived an aversion
to the Glorious and Immortal Memory, and, even
when George the Third was on the throne, main-
tained that nothing but the restoration of the banished
dynasty could save the country.

From the humble academy kept by the old soldier
Goldsmith was removed i in his ninth year. He went
to several g h , and ired some know-
ledge of the ancxent languages. His life at this time
seems to have been far from happy. He had, as
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appears from the admirable portrait of him at Knowle,
fcatures harsh even to ugliness. The small-pox had
set its mark on him with more than usual severity.
His stature was small, and his limbs ill put together.
,Among boys little tenderness is shown to personal
‘defects’; and the ridicule cxc:lcd by poor Oliver’s
appearance was heigt 1 by a peculiar simplicity
and a disposition to blunder which he retained to
the last.  Fe became the common butt of boys and
masters, was pointed at as a fright in the play-ground,
and flogged as a dunce in the school-room.  \When
he had risen to eminence, those who had once derided
him ransacked their memory for the events of his
carly ycars, and recited repartees and couplets which
had dropped from him, and which, though little
noticed at the time, were supposed, a quarter of a
century later, to indicate the powers which produced
the Vicar of \Wakeficld and the Deserted Village.

In his seventeenth year Oliver went up to Trinity
College, Dublin, as a sizar. The sizars paid nothing
for food and tuition, and very little for lodging; but
they had to perform some menial services from which
they have long been relieved.  They swept the court :
they carried up the dinner to the fellows' table, and
changed the plates and poured out the ale of the
rulers of the socicty. Goldsmith was quartered, not
alone, in a garret, on the window of which his name,
scrawled by himself, is still read with interest.) From
such garrcts many men of less parts than his have
madc their way to the wool or to the epi 1
bench. But Goldsmith, while he suffered all the
humiliations, threw away all the advantages, of his
situation. He neglected the studies of the place,

1 The glass on w lu:h the name is written has, ns we are informed
By a writer 1n Nefes and Queries (2nd S, ix. p. 0t), been inclosed in a
frame and depeted e Manuscript Room of the College Library,
where it i< stall to be seen.
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stood low at the examinations, was turned down to
the bottom of his class for playing the buffoon in the
lect: , was ly repri! ded for pumpi
on a constable, and was caned by a brutal tutor for
giving a ball in the attic story of the college to some
gay youths and damsels from the city.

While Oliver was leading at Dublin a life divided
between squalid distress and squalid dissipation, his
father died, leaving a mere pittance. The youth
obtained his bachelor’s degree, and left the University.
During some time the humble dwelling to which his
widowed mother had retired was his home. He was
now in his twenty-first year; it was necessary that
he should do thing ; and his ed i d
to have fitted him to do nothing but to dress himself
in gaudy colours, of which he was as fond as a magpie,
to take a hand at cards, to sing Irish airs, to play the
flute, to angle in summer, and to tell ghost stories by
the fire in winter. He tried five or six professions in
turn without He applied for ordination ;
but, as he applied in scarlet clothes, he was speedily
turned out of the episcopal palace. He then became
tutor in an opulent family, but soon quitted his situa-
tion in consequence of a dispute about play. Then
he determined to emigrate to America. His relations,
with much satisfaction, saw him set out for Cork on
a good horse, with thirty pounds in his pocket. But
in six weeks he came back on a miserable hack,
without a penny, and informed his mother that the
ship in which he had taken his passage, having got a
fair wind while he was at a party of pleasure, had
sailed without him. Then he resolved to study the
law. A g i 4 1 B 3
With this sum Goldsmith went to Dublin, was enticed
into a gaming house, and lost every shilling. He
then thought of medicine. A small purse was made
up: and in his twenty-fourth year he was sent to
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Ldinburgh. At Edinburgh h i cight months
in m:munl '\uund'\ncu on ]u:mrc <, and picked up
some superficial information about chemistry and
natural history. Thence he went to Leyden, still
pretending to study physic. He left that celebrated
univenity, the third university at which he had re-
sided, in his twenty-seventh year, without a degree,
with the merest smattering of medical knowledge, and
with no property but his clothes and his flute.  His
fiute, however, proved a useful friend. Ile rambled
on foot through Flanders, France, and Switzerland,
playing tunes which everywhere set the peasantry
dancing, and which often procured for him a supper
and a bed.  He wandered as far as Italy.,  Ilis musical
pt.rﬁ)rm.mcc-,. indced, were not to the taste of the
italinn< ; but he contrived to live on the alms which
he obtained at the gates of convents. It should, how-
, be ob~erved that the stories which he told about
this part of his life ought to be received with great
caution ; for strict veracity was never one of his
irtues; and a man who is ordinarily inaccurate in
narration is likely to be more than ordinarily inaccurate
when he tatks about his own travels.  Goldsmith,
indeed, was so regardless of truth as to assert in print
that he was present ata most interesting conversation
between Voltaire and Fontenelle, and that this con-
versation took place at Paris  Now it is certain that
Voltaire never was within a hundred leagues of Paris
during the whole time which Goldsmith passed on the
Contincent.

In 1756 the wanderer landed at Dover without
a shilling, without a friend, and without a calling. He
had, indeed, if his own unsupported evidence may be
trusted, obtained from the University of Padua a
doctor’s degree ; but this dignity proved utterly usc-
less to him. In England his flute was not in request :
there were no convents; and he was forced to have




N Oliver Goldsmith 429

" recourse to a series of desperate expedients. He
turned strolling player ; but his face and figure were
ill sunited to the boards even of the humblest theatre.
He pounded drugs and ran about London with phials
for charitable chemists, He joined a swarm of
beggars, which made its nest in Axe Yard. He was
for a time usher of a school, and felt the miseries and
humiliations of this situation so keenly that he thonght
it a promotion to be permitted to earn his bread as a
bookseller’s hack ; but he soon found the new yoke
more galling than the old one, and was glad to
become an usher again. He obtained a medical
appointment in the service of the East India Com-
pany; but the appointment was speedily revoked.
‘Why it was revoked we are not told. The subject
was one on which he never liked to talk. It is
probable that he was incompetent to perform the
duties of the place. Then he presented himself at
Surgeons’ Hall for examination, as mate to a
naval hospital. Even to so humble a post he was found
unequal. By this time the schoolmaster whom he
had served for a morsel of food and the third part of
a bed was no more. Nothing remained but to return
to the lowest drudgery of literature. Goldsmith took
a garret in a miserable court, to which he had to
climb from the brink of I"leet Ditch by a dizzy ladder
of flag called B k St teps. The Court and
the ascent have long d ; but old Lond
will remember both. Here, at thn'ty. the unlucky
adventurer sat down to toil like a galley slave.

In the succeeding six years he sent to the press
some things which have survived and many which
have perlshed He produoed artlcles for reviews,

ildren’s books which,
bound in gllt paper and adorned with hideous wood-
cuts, appeared in the window of the once far-famed
shop at the corner of Saint Paul’s Churchyard ; An
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Inquiry into the Statc of Polite 1'.(:1mmgr in Europe,
which, though of Ilulc or no valug, is still reprinted
among his works; a Lifc of Beau Nash, which is
not reprinted, tl\ongl\ it well deserves to be so; a
superficial and incorrect, but very readable, Hlstory
of England, in a series of letters purporting to be
addressed by a nobleman to his son; and some very
lively and amusing Sketches of London Society,
in a scries of letters purporting to be addressed by a
Chinese traveller to his friends.  All these works
were anonymous ; but some of them were well known
to be Goldsmith’s; and he gradually rose in the
estimation of the baokscllers for whom he drudged.
He was, indeed, emphatically a popular writer. For
accurate rescarch or grave disquisition he was not
well qualified by nature or by cducation. IMe knew
nothing accuratel his reading had been desultory ;
nor had he meditated deeply on what he had read.
He had scen much of the world ; but he had noticed
and retained little more of what he had scen than
some grotesque incidents and characters which had
happened to strike his fancy. But, though his mind
was very scantily stored with materials, he used what
materials hie had in such a way as to produce a wonder-
ful effect. There have been many greater writers ;
but perhaps no writer was ever moie uniformly agree-
able. Ilis style was always pure aud casy, and, on
proper occasions, pointed and energetic.  His narra-
tives were always amusing, his descriptions always
picturesque, his humour rich and joyous, yet not
without an occasional tinge of amiable sadness.
About everything that he wrote, scrious or sporti
there was a certain natural grace and decorum, hm-dly
to be expected from a man a great part of whose
life had been passed among thicves and beggars,
street-walkers and merry andrews, in those squalid
dens which are the reproach of great capitals.
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As his name gradually became known, the circle
of his acquaintance widened. He was introduced to
Johnson, who was then considered as the first of living
English writers; to Reynolds, the first of English
painters; and to Burke, who had not yet entered
parliament, but had distinguished himself greatly by
his writings and by tlxe ! of his conv

~With these emi) en Goldsmith b mtnmate.

In 1763 he was one of the nine origina.l members of
that celebrated fraternity which has sometimes been
called the Literary Club, but which has always dis-
claimed that epithet, and still glories in the simple
name of The Club.

By this time Goldsmith had quitted his miserable
dwelling at the top of Breakneck Steps, and had taken
chambers in the more civilised region of the Inns of
Court. But he was still often reduced to pitiable
shif&. Towards the close of 1764 his rent was so
long in arrear that his landlady one morning called
in the help of a shenﬂ’s officer. The debtor, in great
perplexity, despatch to ; and
Johnson, always fnendly, though often surly, sent
back the messenger with a guinea, and promised to
follow speedily. He came, and found that Goldsmith
had changed the guinea, and was railing at the land-
lady over a bottle of Madeira. Johnson put the cork
into the bottle, and entreated his friend to consider
calmly how money was to be procured. Goldsmith
said that he had a novel ready for the press. Johnson
glanced at the manuscript, saw that there were good
thingsin it, took it to a bookseller, sold it for 60Z,and
soon returned with the money. The rent was paid ;
and the sheriff’s officer withdrew. According to one
story, Goldsmith gave his landlady a sharp reprimand
for her treatment of him ; according to another, he in-
sisted on her joining him in a bowl of punch, Both
stories are probably true. The novel which was thus




432 Oliver Goldsmith ¢

ushered into the world was the Vicar of Wake-
field.
But, before the Vicar of Wakefield appeared in
print, came the great crisis of Goldsmith’s literary life.
In Christmas week, 1764, he published a poem, entitled
the Traveller. It was the first work to which he
had put his name; and it at once raised him to the
rank of a lcglllrn'ltc English classic. The opinion of
the most skilful critics was, that nothing finer had
appeared in verse since the fourth book of the Dun-
ciad. In one respect the Traveller differs from all
Goldsmith’s other writings. In gencral his designs
were bad, and his exccution good. In the Traveller,
the execcution, though descrving of much praise, is far
inferior to the design.  No philosophical poem, ancient
or modern, has a plan so noble, and at the same time
so simple. An linglish wanderer, scated on a crag
among the Alps, necar the point wherc three great
countrics meet, looks down on the boundless prospect,
reviews his long pilgrimage, recalls the v'mctlcs of
scenery, of of gover of , of

national character, which he has observed, and comes
to the conclusion, just or unjust, that our happiness
depends little on political institutions, and much on
the temper and regulation of our own minds.

While the fourth cdition of the Traveller was
on the counters of the bookscllers, the Vicar of
Wakeficld appeared, and rapidly obtained a popu-
larity which has lasted down to our own time, and
which is likely to last as long as our language. The
fable is indeed onc of the worst that ever was con-
structed. It wants, not merely that probability which
ought to be found in a tale of common English life,
but that consistency which ought to be found even
in the wildest fiction about witches, giants, and fairies.
But the carlier chapters have all the sweeiness of
pastoral poctry, together with all the vivacity of
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comedy. Moses and his spectacles, the vicar and his
monogamy, the sharper and his cosmogony, the squire
proving from Aristotle that relatives are related, Olivia
preparing herself for the arduous task of convethng
a rakish lover by studying the controversy between
Robinson Crusoe and Friday, the great ladies with
their scandal about Sir Tomkyn’s amours and Pr.-
Burdock’s verses, and Mr. Burchell with his “ Fudge,”
have caused as much harmless mirth as has ever been
caused by matter packed into so small a number of
pages. _The Iatter part of the tale is unworthy of
the t As we approach the , the
absurdities lie thicker and thicker; and the glenms
of pleasantry become rarer and rarer.,

The which had ded Gold 'Las
a novelist emboldened him to try his fortune as
a dramatist. He wrote the Goodnatured Man, a
piece which had a worse fate than it deserved.
Garrick refused to produce it at Drury Lane. It was
acted at Covent Garden in 1768, but was coldly
received. The author, however, cleared by his benefit
nights, and by the sale of the copyright, 1o less than
500/, five times as much as he had made by the
Traveller and the Vicar of Wakefield together.
The plot of the Goodnatured Man is, like almost
all Goldsmith’s plots, very ill constructed. Butsome

are ; much more ludi-
crous, mdeed than sulted the taste of the town at
that time. A canting, mawkish play, entitled False
Delicacy, had just had an immense run. Sentimen-
tality was all the mode. During some years, more
tears were shed at comedies than at tragedies; and
a pleasantry which moved the audience to anything
more than a grave smile was reprobated as low. Itis
not strange, therefore, that the very best scene in
the Goodnatured Man, that in which Miss Richland
finds her lover attended by the bailiff and the bailiff’s

VOL. X FF
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follower in full court dresses, should have becn mer-
cilessly hissed, and should have been omitted after
the first night.

In 1770 appcared the Deserted Village. In
mere diction and versification this celebrated poem
is fully equal, perhaps superior, to the Traveller;
and it is generally preferred to the Traveller by
that large class of readers who think, with Bayes in
the Rehearsal, that the only usc of a plan is to
bring in finc things. More discerning judges, how-
cver, while they admire the beauty of the details, are
shocked by onec unpardonable fault which pervades
the whole. The fault we mean is not that theory
about wealth and luxury which has so often been
censured by political cconomists, The theory is
indeed false; but the poem, considered merely as a
poem, is not nccessarily the worse on that account.
The finest poem in the Latin language, indced the
finest didactic poem in any language, was written in
defence of the silliest and meanest of all systems of
natural and moral philosophy. A poect may casily
be pardoned for reasoning ill; but he cannot be
pardoned for describing ill, for observing the
world in which he lives so carclessly that his portraits
bear no resemblance to the originals, for exhibiting
as copies from real life monstrous combinations of
things which never were and never could be found
together. \What would be thought of a painter who
should mix August and January in one landscape,
who should introduce a frozen river into a harvest
scene? Would it be a sufficient defence of such a
picture to say that every part was exquisitely coloured,
that the grcen hedges, the apple-trees loaded with
fruit, the waggons recling under the yellow sheaves,
and the sun-burncd reapers wiping their foreheads,
were very fine, and that the ice and the boys sliding
were also very fine? ‘To such a picture the Deserted
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Village bears a great resemblance. It is made up
of incongruous parts. The village in its happy days
is a true English village. The village in its decay is
an Irish village. The felicity and the misery which
Goldsmith has brought close together belong to two
different countries, and to two different stages in the
progress of society. He had assuredly never seen in
his native island such a rural paradise, such a seat of
plenty, content, and tranquillity, as his “ Auburn”
He had assuredly never seen in England all the
inhabitants of such a paradise turned out of their
homes in one day and forced to emigrate in a body to
America. The hamlet he had probably seen in Kent ;
the ejectment he had probably seen in Munster ; but, by
joining thetwo, he has produced something which never
was and never will be seen in any part of the world.

In 1773 Goldsmith tried his chance at Covent
Garden with a second play, She Stoops to Conquer.
The manager was not without great diffculty in-
duced to bring this piece out. The sentimental
comedy still reigned; and Goldsmith’s comedies
were not sentimental. The Goodnatured Man had
been too funny to succeed; yet the mirth of the
Goodnatured Man was sober when compared with
the rich drollery of She Stoops to Conquer, which
is, in truth, an incomparable farce in five acts. On
this occasion, however, genius triumphed. Pit, boxes,
and galleries, were in a constant roar of laughter. If
any bigoted admirer of Kelly and Cumberland
ventured to hiss or groan, he was speedily silenced
by a general cry of “turn him out,” or “throw him
over,” Two generations have since confirmed the
verdict which was pronounced on that night.

While Goldsmith was writing the Deserted
Village and She Stoops to Conquer, he was em-
ployed on works of a very different kind, works
from which he derived little reputation but much

Fr2
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profit. He compiled for the use of schools a His-
tory of Rome, by which he made 300/, a History
of England, by which he made 600/, a History
of Greece, for which he received 250/, a Natural
History, for which the booksellers covenanted to
pay him 8oco0 guineas. These works he produced
without any elaborate research, by merely selecting,
abridging, and translating into his own clear, pure,
and flowing language what he found in books well
known to the world, but too bulky or too dry for
boys and girls. He committed some strange blunders ;
for he knew nothing with accuracy. Thus in his
History of England he tells us that Naseby is in
Yorkshire; nor did he correct this mistake when-
the book was reprinted. He was very nearly hoaxed
into putting into the History of Greece an account
of a battle between Alexander the Great and Monte-
zuma. In his Animated Nature he relates, with
faith and with perfect gravity, all the most absurd
lies which he could find in books of travels about
gigantic Patagonians, monkeys that preach sermons,
nightingales that repeat long conversations. “If he
can tell a horse from a cow,” said Johnson, “that is
the extent of his knowledge of zoology.” How little
Goldsmith was qualified to write about the physical
sciences is sufficiently proved by two anecdotes. He
on one occasion denied that the sun is longer in the
northern than in the southern signs. It was vain to
cite the authority of Maupertuis. “Maupertuis!”
he cried, “I understand those matters better than
Maupertuis.” On h ion he, in defi of
the evidence of his own senses, maintained obstinately,
and even angrily, that he chewed his dinner by
moving his upper jaw.

Vet, ignorant as Goldsmith was, few writers have
done more to make the first steps in the laborious
road to knowledge easy and pleasant. His compila--
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tions are widely distinguished from the compilations
of ordinary bookmakers. He was a great, perhaps
an unequalled, master of the arts of selection and
condensation. In these respects his histories of
Rome and of England, and still more his own abridg-
ments of these histories, well deserve to be studied.
In general nothing is less attractive than an epitome :
but the epitomes of Goldsmith, even when most
concise, are always amusing; and to read them is
considered by intelligent children, not as a task, but
as a pleasure.

Goldsmith might now be considered as a pros-
perous man. He had the means of living in comfort,
and even in what to one who had so often slept in
barns and on bulks must have becn luxury. His
fame was great and was constantly rising. He lived
in what was intellectually far the best society of the
kingdom, in a society in which no talent or accom-
plishment was wanting, and in which the art of
conversation was cultivated with splendid success.
There probably were never four talkers more admirable
in four different ways than Johnson, Burke, Beauclerk,
and Garrick ; and Goldsmith was on terms of intimacy
with all the four. He aspired to share in their
colloquial renown; but never was ambition more
unfortunate. It may seem strange that a man who
wrote with so much perspicuity, vivacity, and grace,
should have been, whenever he took a part in con-
versation, an empty, noisy, blundering rattle. But
on this point the evidence is overwhelming. So
extraordinary was the contrast between Goldsmith’s
published works and thesilly things which he said,
that Horace Walpole described him as an inspired
idiot. “Noll,” said Garrick, “wrote like an angel,
and talked like poor Poll.” Chamier declared that it
was a hard exercise of faith to believe that so foolish
a chatterer could have really written the Traveller,
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Even Boswell could say, with contemptuous com-
passion, that -he liked very well to hear honest
Goldsmith run on. *“VYes, sir,” said Johnson ; “but
he should not like to hear himsclf” Minds differ as
rivers differ. Therc arc transparcnt and sparkling
rivers from which it is delightful to drink as they
flow ; to such rivers the minds of such men as Burke
and johnson may be compared. But there are rivers
of which the water when first drawn is turbid and
noisome, but becomes pellucid as crystal, and delicious
to the taste, if it be suffered to stand till it has
deposited a sediment ; and such a river is a type of
the mind of Goldsmith. His first thoughts on every
subject were confused even to absurdity ; but they
required only a little time to work themsclves clear.
When bhe wrote they had that time; and thercfore
his readers pronounced him a man of genius: but
when he talked he talked nonsense, and made himsclf
the laughing-stock of his hearers. He was painfully
sensible of his inferiority in conversation; he felt
every failure keenly ; yet he had not sufficient judg-
ment and self-command to hold his tongue. His
animal spirits and vanity were always impelling him
to try to do the one thing which he could not do.
After cvery attempt he felt that he had exposed
himself, and writhed with shame and vexation; yet
the next moment he began again,

His assaciates scem to have regarded him swith
kindness, which, in spite of thecir admiration of his
writings, was not unmixed with contempt. In truth,
there was in his character much to love, but very
little to respect. His heart was soft, even to weak-
ness ; he was so generous that he quite forgot to be
just; he forgave injuries so readily that he might be
said to invite them; and was so liberal to beggars
that he had nothing left for his tailor and his butcher.
He was vain, sensual, frivolous, profuse, improvident.
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One vice of a datker shade was imputed to him, envy.
But there is not the least reason to believe that this
bad passion, though it sometimes made him wince
and utter fretful 1 ions, ever impelled him to
injure by wicked arts the reputation of any of his
rivals. The truth probably is, that he was not more
envious, but merely less prudent, than his neighbours.
His heart was on his lips. All those small jealousies,
which are but too common among men of letters, but
which a man of letters who is also a man of the world
does his best to conceal, Goldsmith avowed with thé
simplicity of a child. When he was envious, instead
of affecting indifference, instead of damning with
faint praise, instead of doing injuries slily and in the
dark, he told everybody that he was envious. “Do

- not, pray, do not talk of Johnson in such terms,” he
said to Boswell; “you harrow up my very soul.”
George Steevens and Cumberland were men far too
cunning to say such a thing. They would have
echoed the praises of the man whom they envied,
and then have sent to the newspapers anonymous
libels upon him. Both what was good and what was
bad in Goldsmith’s character was to his associates a
perfect security that he would never commit such
villany. He was neither ill-natured enough nor long-
headed enough to be guilty of any malicious act which
required contrivance and disguise.

Goldsmith has sometimes been represented as a
man of genius, cruelly treated by the world, and
doomed to struggle with difficulties which at last
broke his heart. But no representation can be more .
remote from the truth. He did, indeed, go through
much sharp misery before he had done anything con-
siderable in literature, But, after his name had
appeared on the title-page of the Traveller, he had
none but himself to blame for his distresses. His
average income, during the last seven years of his life,
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certainly exceeded 400/ a year; and 400/ a ycar
ranked, among the incomes of that day, at least as
high as 800/, a year would rank at present. A single
man living in the Temple with 400/ a year might then
be called opulent.  Not one in ten of the young gentle-
men of good families who were studying the law there
had so much. But all the wealth which Lord Clive
had brought from Bengal, and Sir Lawrence Dundas
from Germany, joined together, would not have suf-
ficed for Goldsmith,  Tle spent twice as much as he
had. He wore fine clothes, gave dinners of scveral
courses, paid court to venal beauties. ITe had also,
it should be 1 bered, to the | of his hcart,
though not of his head, a guinea, or five, or ten, ac-
cording to the state of his purse, rcady for any tale
of distress, true or false. Dut it was not in dress or
feasting, in promi: us amours or promi: cha-
ritics, that his chicef expense lay. e had been from
boyhood a gambler, and at once the most sanguine
and the most unskiiful of gamblers. For a time he
put off the day of incvitable ruin by temporary ex-
pudients. e obtained advances from booksellers,
by promising to execute works which he never began.
But at length this source of supply failed. He owed
more than 2 /. ; and he saw no hope of extrication
from his embarrassments. Ilis spirits and health gave
way. He was attacked by a nervous fever, which
he thought himself competent to treat. It would
have been happy for him if his medical skill had been
appreciated as justly by himself as by others. Not-
withstanding the degree which he pretended to have
received at Padua, he could procure no patients.
*1 do not practise,” he once said ; “1 make it a rule
to prescribe only for my friends.” * Pray, dear Doctor,”
said Beauclerk, “alter your rule; and_ prescribe only
for your cnemies.” Goldsmith now, in spite of this
excellent advice, prescribed for himself.  The remedy
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aggravated the malady. The sick man was induced
to call in real physicians; and they at one time
imagined that they had cured the disease. Still his
weakness and restlessness continued. He could get
no sleep. He could take no food. “You are worse,”
said one of his medical attendants, “than you should
be from the degree of fever which you have. Isyour
mind at ease?” “No, it is not,” were the last re-
corded words of Oliver Goldsmith. He died on the
3rd of April 1774, in his forty-sixth year. He was
laid in the churchyard of the Temple; but the
spot was not marked by any inscription, and is
now forgotten. The coffin was followed by Burke
and Reynolds. Both these great men were sincere
mourners. Burke, when he heard of Goldsmith's
death, had burst into a flood of tears. Reynolds had
been so much moved by the news that he had flung
aside his brush and palette for the day.

A short time after Goldsmith’s death, a little poem
appeared, which will, as long as our language lasts,
associate the names of his two illustrious friends with
his own. It has already been mentioned that he
sometimes felt keenly the sarcasm which his wild
blundering talk brought upon him. He was, not
long before his last illness, provoked into retaliating.
He wisely betook himself to his pen; and at that
weapon he proved himself a match for all his assailants
together. Within a small compass he drew with a
singularly easy and vigorous pencil the characters of
nine or ten of his intimate associates. Though this
little work did not receive his last touches, it must
always be regarded as a masterpiece. Itis impossible,
however, not to wish that four or five likenesses which
_have no interest for posterity were wanting to that
noble gallery, and that their places were supplied by
sketches of Johnson and Gibbon, as happy and vivid
as the sketches of Burke and Garrick.
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Some  of Goldsmith's friends and admirers
honoured him with a cenotaph in Westminster Abbey.
llckens was the sculptor: and Johnson wrote the
inseription. It is much to be lamented that Johnson
did nat leave to posterity @ more durable and a more

caluable moemaorial of his fiicnd, A life of Goldsmith

wauld have been an inestimable addition to the Lives
of the Pocts.  No man appreciated Goldsmith's writ-
ingz. more justly than Johnson: no man was better
acquainted with Goldemitl's character and habits ;
and no man was more competent to dolineate with
truth and spirit the peculiarities of a mind in which
greal powers were found in company with great
But the list of poets to whose works
on was requested by the booksellers to furnish
prefaces ended with Lyttelton, who died in 1773,
‘The line scems to have been drawn expressly for the
pueposce of excluding the persan whose portrait would
have most fitly closed the serie Gold«mith, however,
has been fortunate in his biographers.  Within a few
»ears his life has been written by Mr. Prior, by Mr.
Washington Irving, and by Mr Forster. The dili-
nence of Mr. Prior deserves great prai the style of
Mr. Washington Irving i< always pleasingy ; but the
highest place mut, in justice, be assigned to the
vminently interesting work of Mr. Forster.




SAMUEL JOHNSON. (DECEMBER 1856.)

SAMUEL JOHNSON, one of the most eminent English
writers of the eighteenth century, was the son of
Michael Johnson, who was, at the beginning of that
century, a magistrate of Lichfield, and a booksell

of great note in the midland counties. Michael’s
abilities and attainments seem to have been con-
siderable. He was so well acquainted with the
contents of the volumes which he exposed to sale,
that the country rectors of Staffordshire and Wor-
cestershire thought him an oracle on points of learning.
Between him and the clergy, indeed, there was a
strong religious and political sympathy. He was a
zealous churchman, and, though he had qualified
himself for municipal office by taking the oaths to
the sovereigns in possession, was to the last a Jacobite
in heart. At his house, a house which is still pointed
out to every traveller who visits Lichfield, Samuel
was born on the 18th of September 1709. In the
child, the physical, intellectual, and moral peculiarities
which afterwards distinguished the man were plainly
discernible; great muscular strength accompanied
by much awkwardness and many infirmities ; great
quickness of parts, with a morbid propensity to sloth
and procrastination ; a kind and generous heart, with
a gloomy and irritable temper. He had inherited
from his ancestors a scrofulous taint, which it was
beyond the power of medicine to remove. His
parents were weak enough to believe that the royal
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touch was a specific for this malady. In his third
year he was taken up to London, inspected by the
court surgeon, prayed over by the court chaplains,
- and stroked and presented with a piece of gold by
Queen Anne. One of his earliest recollections was
that of a stately lady in a diamond stomacher and a
long black hood. Her hand was applied in vain.
The boy’s features, which were originally noble and
. not irregular, were distorted by his malady. His
cheeks were deeply scarred. He lost for a time the
sight of one eye; and he saw but very imperfectly
with the other. But the force of his mind overcame
every impediment. Indolent as he was, he acquired
knowledge with such ease and rapidity that at every
school to which he was sent he was soon the best
scholar. From sixteen to eighteen he resided at
home, and was left to his own devices. He learned
much at this time, though his studies were without
guidance and without plan. He ransacked his father’s
shelves, dipped into a multitude of books, read what
was interesting, and passed over what was dull. An
ordinary lad would have acquired little or no useful
knowledge in such a way : but much that was dull to
ordinary lads was interesting to Samuel. He read
little Greek ; for his proficiency in that lang was
not such that he could take much pleasure in the
masters of Attic poetry and eloquence. But he had
left school a good Latinist ; and he soon acquired, in
the large and miscellaneous library of which he now
had the command, an extensive knowledge of Latin
literature. That Augustan delicacy of taste which is
the boast of the great public schools of England
he never possessed. But he was early familiar with
some classical writers who were quite unknown to
the best scholars in the sixth form at Eton. He was
peculiarly attracted by the works of the great restorers
of learning. Once, while searching for some apples,




Samuel Johnson 445

he found 2 huge folio volume of Petrarch’s works. The
name excited his curiosity ; and he eagerly devoured
hundreds of pages. Indeed, the diction and versifi-
cation of his own Latin compositions show that he
had paid at least as much attention to modern copies
from the antique as to the original models.

While he was thus irregularly educating himself,
his family was sinking into hopeless poverty. Old
Michael Johnson was much better qualified to pore
upon books, and to talk about them, than to trade in
them. His business declined ; his debts increased ;
it was with difficulty that the daily expenses of his
household were defrayed. It was out of his power to
support his son at either university: but a wealthy
neighbour offered assistance; and, in reliance on
promises which proved to be of very little value,
Samuel was entered at Pembroke College, Oxford.
‘When the young scholar presented himself to the
rulers of that society, they were amazed not more by -
- his ungainly figure and eccentric manners than by
the quantity of extensive and curious information
which he had picked up during many months of
desultory but not unprofitable study. On the first
day of his residence he surprised his teachers by
quoting Macrobius; and one of the most learned
among them declared that he had never known a
freshman of equal attainments,

At Oxford, Johnson resided during about three
years. He was poor, even to raggedness; and his
appearance excited a mirth and a pity which were
equally intolerable to his haughty spirit. He was
driven from the quadrangle of Christ Church by the
sneering looks which the members of that aristo-
cratical society cast at the holes in his shoes. Some
charitable person placed a new pair at his door;
but he spurned them away in a fury. Distress made
him, not servile, but reckless and ungovernable. No
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opulent gentleman commoncr, panting for one-and-
twenty, could have treated the academical authorities
with more gross disrespect. The ncedy scholar was
gencrally to be seen under the gate of Pembroke, a
gate now adorned with his effigy, haranguing a circle
of lads, over whom, in spite of his tattered gown and
dirty linen, his wit and audacity gave him an undis-
puted ascendency. In every mutiny against the
discipline of the college he was the ringleader. Much
was pardoned, however, to a youth so highly dis-
tinguished by abilitics and acquirements. He had
carly made himself known by turning Pope’s Messiah
into Latin verse. The style and rhythm, indeed,
were not exactly Virgilian ; but the translation found
many admirers, and was read with pleasure by Pope
himseclf.

The time drew near at which Johnson would, in
the ordinary course of things, have become a Bachelor
of Arts: but he was at the end of his resources.
Those promises of support on which he had relied
had not been kept. His family could do nothing
for him. His debts to Oxford tradesmen were small
indeed, yet larger than he could pay. In the autumn
of 1731, he was undcer the nccessity of quitting the
university without a degree. In the following winter
his father died. The old man left but a pittance;
and of that pittance almost the whole was appropriated
to the support of his widow. The property to which
S 1 ded d to no more than twenty

pounds.

His life, during the thirty years which followed,
was one hard struggle with poverty. The misery of
that struggle nccded no aggravation, but was ag-
gravated by the sufferings of an unsound body and
an unsound mind. Before the young man left the
university, his hereditary malady had broken forth
in a singularly cruel form. He bhad become an in-
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curable hypochondriac. He said long after that he
had been mad all his life, or at lcast not perfectly
sane; and, in truth, eccentricitics less strange than
his have often been thought grounds sufficient for
absolving felons, and for setting aside wills. His
grimaces, his gestures, his mutterings, sometimes
diverted and sometimcs terrified people who did not
know him. At a dinner table he would, in a fit of
absence, stoop down and twitch off a lady's shoe.
He would amaze a drawing room by suddenly
cjaculating a clause of the Lord’s Prayer. He
would conceive an unintelligible aversion to a par-
ticular alley, and perform a great circuit rather than
see the hateful place. He would set his heart on
touching every post in the strects through which he
walked. If by any chance he missed a post, he
would go back a hundred yards and repair the
omission. Under the influence of his disease, his
senses became morbidly torpid, and his imagination
morbidly active. At one time he would stand poring
on the town clock without being able to telf the hour.
At another, he would distinctly hear his mother, who
was many miles off, calling him by his namc. But
this was not the worst. A deep meclancholy took
possession of him, and gave a dark tinge to all his
views of human nature and of human destiny. Such
wretchedness as he endured has driven many men to
shoot tt lves or drown tk lves. But he was
under no temptation to commit suicide. He was
sick of life; but he was afraid of death; and he
shuddered at every sight or sound which reminded
him of the inevitable hour. In religion he found but
little comfort during his long and frequent fits of
dejection ; for his religion partook of his own cha-
racter. The light from heaven shone on him indeed,
but not in a direct line, or with its own pure splendour.
The rays had to struggle through a disturbing
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medium; they reached him refracted, dulled and -
discoloured by the thick gloom which had settled on
his soul ; and, though they might be sufficiently clear
to guide him, were too dim to cheer him,

With such infirmities of body and of mind, this
cclebrated man was left, at two-and-twenty, to fight
his way through the world. He remained during
about five years in the midland counties. At Lichfield,
his birth-place and his early home, he had inherited
some friends and acquired others. He was kindly
noticed by Henry Hervey, a gay officer of noble
family, who happened to be quartered there. Gilbert
‘Walmesley, registrar of the ecclesiastical court of the
diocese, 2 man of distinguished parts, learning, and
knowledge of the world, did himseclf honour by
patronising the young adv y whose repul:
and squalid garb moved
rnzmy of the petty aristocracy of the neighbourhood
to laughter or to disgust. At Lichfield, however,
Johnson could find no way of earning a live]ihood.
He became usher of a grammar school in Leicester-
shire ; he resided as a humble companion in the
house of a country gentleman; but a life of de-
pendence was insupportable to his haughty spirit.
He repaired to Birmingham, and there earned a few
guineas by literary drudgery. In that town he
printed a translation, little noticed at the time, and
long forgotten, of a Latin book about Abyssinia.
He then put forth proposals for publishing by sub-
scription the poems of Politian, with notes containing
a history of modern Latin verse: but subscriptions
did not come in; and the volume never appeared.

While leadmg this vagrant and miserable life,
Johnson fell in love. The object of his passion was
Mrs. Elizabcth Portcr, a wxdo\v who had children
as old as To v , the lady
appeared to be a short, fat, coarse \voman, painted
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half an inch thick, dressed in gaudy colours, and fond
of exhibiting provincial airs and graces which were
not exactly those of the Queensberrys and Lepels.
To Johnson, however, whose passions were strong,
whose eyesight was too weak to distinguish ceruse
from natural bloom, and who had seldom or never
been in the same room with a woman of real fashion,
his Txtty as he called her, was the most beautiful,
[ and ."‘ofhersex That his
dmiration was igned cannot be doubted ; for
she was as poor as himself. She accepted, with a
readiness which did her little honour, the addresses
of a suitor who might have been her son. The
marriage, however, in spite of occasional wranglings,
proved happier than might have been expected. The
lover continued to be under the illusions of the
wedding-day till the Iady died in her sixty-fourth
year. On her monument he placed an inscription
extolling the charms of her person and of her manners;
and, when, Iong after her decease, he had occasion to
, he d, with a tenderness half

ludicrous, halt' pathetic, “ Pretty creature | ”

His marriage made it necessary for him to exert
himself more strenuously than he had hitherto done.
He took a house in the neighbourhood of his native
town, and advertised for pupils. But eighteen months
passed away; and only three pupils came to his
academy. Indeed, his appearance was so strange,
and his temper so violent, that his school-room must
have resembled an ogre’s den. Nor was the tawdry
painted grandmother whom he called his Titty well
qualified to make provision for the comfort of young
gentlemen. David Garrick, who was one of the pupils,
used, many years later, to throw the best company of
London into convulsions of laughter by mimicking
the endearments of this extraordinary pair.

At length Johnson, in the twenty-exghth ycar of

VOL. X
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his age, determined to scck his fortunc in the capital
as a literary adventurer. He sct out with a few
guineas, three acts of the tragedy of Irene in manu-
script, and two or three letters of introduction from
his fricnd Walmesley.

Never, since literature became a calling in Eng-
land, had it been a less gainful calling than at the
time when Johnson took up his residence in London.
In the preceding generation a writer of eminent merit
was sure to be munificently rewarded by the govern-
ment.  The least that he could expect was a pension
or a sinecure place; and, if he showed any aptitude
for politics, he might hope to be a member of parlia-
ment, a lord of the treasury, an ambassador, a secre-
tary of state. It would be casy, on the other hand,
to name several \vnters of the nmetcenth century of
whom the least 1 has ived forty t!
pounds from the bookscll But J
on his vocation in the most dreary part of the drcary
interval which separated two ages of prosperity.
Literature had ccased to flourish under the patronage
of the great, and had not begun to flourish under the
patronage of the public. One man of letters, indced,
Pope, had acquired by his pen what was then con-
sidered as a handsome fortunc, and lived on a footing
of equality with nobles and ministers of state. But
this was a solitary exception. Even an author whose
reputation was established, and whose works were
popular, such an author as Thomson, whose Seasons
were in every library, such an author as Fielding,
whose Pasquin had had a greater run than any drama
since The Beggar's Opecra, was somctimes glad to
obtain, by pawning his best coat, the means of dining
on tripc at a cookshop underground, where he could
wipe his hands, after his greasy meal, on the back of
a Newfoundland dog. It iseasy, thercfore, toi lmagme
what humiliations and pri must have

1 d
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the novice who had still to earn a name. One of the
publishers to whom Johnson applied for employment
measured with a scornful eye that athletic though
uncouth frame, and exclaimed, “ You had better get
a porter's knot, and carry trunks.” Nor was the
advice bad ; for a porter was likely to be as plentifully
fed, and as comfortably lodged, as a poet.

Some time appears to have elapsed before Johnson
was able to form any literary connexion from which
he could expect more than bread for the day which
was passing over him. He never forgot the generosity
with which Hervey, who was now residing in London,
relieved his wants during this time of trial. “ Harry
Hervey,” said the old philosopher many years later,
“was a vicious man; but he was very kind to me.
If you call a dog Hervey I shall love him.” At
Hervey's table Johnson sometimes enjoyed feasts
which were made more agreeable by contrast. But
in general he dined, and thought that he dined well,
on sixpennyworth of meat, and a pennyworth of
bread, at an alehouse near Drury Lane.

The effect of the privations and sufferings which
he endured at this time was discernible to the last
in his temper and his deportment. His manners
had never been courtly. They now became almost
savage. Being frequently under the necessity of
wearing shabby coats and dirty shirts, he became a
confirmed sloven. Being often very hungry when he
sat down to his meals, he contracted a habit of eating
with ravenous greediness. Even to the end of his
life, and even at the tables of the great, the sight of
food affected him as it affects wild beasts and birds
of prey. His taste in cookery, formed in subterranean

dinaries and al de beefshops, was far from deli-

cate. Whenever he was so fortunate as to have near

him a hare that had been kept too long, or a meat pie

made with rancid butter, he gorged himself with such
GG2
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violence that his veins swelled, and the moisture
broke out on his forehead. The affronts which his
poverty emboldened stupid and low-minded men to
offer to him would have broken a mean spirit into
sycophancy, but made him rude even to ferocity.
Unhappily the insolence which, while it was defen-
sive, was pardonable, and in some sense respectable,
accompanied him into societies where he was treated
with courtesy and kindness. He was repeatedly
provoked into striking those who had taken liberties
with him. All the sufferers, however, were wise
enongh to abstain from talking about their beatings,
except Osborne, the most rapacious and brutal of
booksellers, who proclaimed everywhere that he had
been knocked down by the huge fellow whom he had
hired to puff the Harleian Library.

About a year after Johnson had begun to reside
in London, he was fortunate enough to obtain regular
employment from Cave, an enterprising and intelli-
gent bookseller, who was %roprietor and editor of the
Gentleman’s Magazine. That journal, just entering
on the ninth year of its long existence, was the only
periodical work in the kingdom which then had what
would now be called a large circulation. It was,
indeed, the chief source of parliamentary intelligence.
It was not then safe, even during a recess, to publish
an account of the proceedings of either House with-
out some disguise. Cave, however, ventured to enter-
tain_his readers with what he called Reports of
the Debates of the Senate of Lilliput. France was
Blefuscu: London was Mildendo: pounds were
sprugs: the Duke of Newcastle was the Nardac
secretary of State: Lord Hardwicke was the Hurgo
Hickrad ; and William Pulteney was Wingul Puinub.
To write the speeches was, during several years, the
business of Johnson. He was generally furnished
with notes, meagre indeed, and inaccurate, of what
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had been said ; but sometimes he had to find argu-
ments and eloquence both for the ministry and for
the opp He was hi f a Tory, not from
rational conviction—for his serious opinion was that
one form of government was just as good or as bad
as another—but from mere passion, such as inflamed
the Capulets against the Montagues, or the Blues of
the Roman circus against the Greens. In his in-
fancy he had heard so much talk about the villanies
of the Whigs, and the dangers of the Church, that
he had become a furious partisan when he could
scarcely speak. Before he was three he had insisted
on being taken to hear Sach 1l preach at Lichfield
Cathedral, and had listened to the sermon with as
much respect, and probably with as much intelligence,
as any Staffordshire squire in the congregation. The
work which had been begun in the nursery had been
completed by the University. Oxford, when Johnson
resided there, was the most Jacobitical place in Eng-
land ; and Pembroke wa sone of the most Jacobitical
colleges in Oxford. The prejudices which he brought
up to London were scarcely less absurd than those
of his own Tom Tempest. Charles the Second and
James the Second were two of the best kings that
ever reigned. Laud, a poor creature who never did,
said, or wrote any thing indicating more than the
ordinary capacity of an old woman, was a prodigy of
parts and learning over whose tomb Art and Genius
still continued to weep. Hampden deserved no more
honourable name than that of “ the zealot of rebellion.””
Even the ship money, d not less decided};
by Falkland and Clarendon than by the bitterest
Roundheads, Johnson would not pronounce to have
been an unconstitutional impost. Under a govern-
ment, the mildest that had ever been known in the
world—under a government which allowed to the
people an unprecedented liberty of speech and action
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—he fancied that he was a slave; he assailed the
ministry with obloquy which refuted itself, and re-
gretted the lost freedom and happiness of those
golden days in which a writer who had taken but
one-tenth part of the license allowed to him would
have been pilloried, mangled with the shears, whipped
at the cart’s tail, and flung into a noisome dungeon
to die. He hated and stock-jobb
excise and the army, septennial parharnents, and
continental connexions. He long had an aversion
to (he Scotch, an aversion of which he could not
the but which, he owned,
had probably originated in his abhorrence of the
conduct of the nation during the Great Rebellion.
It is easy to guess in what manner debates on great
party questions were likely to be reported by a man
whose judgment was so much disordered by party
spirit. A show of fairness was indeed necessary to
the prosperity of the Magazine. But Johnson long
afterwards owned that, though he had saved appear-
ances, he had taken care that the Whig dogs should
not have the best of it; and, in fact, every passage
which has lived, every passage which bears the
marks of his higher faculties, is put into the mouth
of some member of the opposition.

A few weeks after Johnson had entered on these
obscure labours, he published a work which at once
placed him high among the writers of his age. It is
probable that what he had suffered during his first
year in London had often reminded him of some
parts of that noble poem in which Juvenal had
described the misery and degradation of a needy
man of letters, lodged among the pigeons’ nests in
the tottering garrets which overhung the streets of
Rome. Pope’s admirable imitations of Horace's
Satires and Epistles had recently appeared, were in
every hand, and were by many readers thought
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superior to the originals. What Pope had done for
Horace, Johnson aspired to do for Juvenal. The
enterprise was bold, and yet judicious. For between
Johnson and Juvenal there was much in common,
much more certainly than between Pope and Horace.

Johnson’s London appeared without his name in
May 1738. He received only ten guineas for this
stately and vigorous poem : but the sale was rapid,
and the success complete. A second edition was
required within a week. Those small critics who are
always desirous to lower established reputations ran
about proclaiming that the anonymous satirist was
superior to Pope in Pope’s own peculiar department
of literature. It ought to be remembered, to the
honour of Pope, that he joined heartily in the ap-
plause with which the appearance of a rival genius
was welcomed. He made inquiries about the author
of London. Such a man, he said, could not long be
concealed. The name was soon discovered; and
Pope, with great kindness, exerted himself to obtain
an academical degree and the mastership of a
grammar school for the poor young poet. The
:ttelznpt failed ; and Johnson remained a bookseller’s

ack.

It does not appear that these two men, the most
eminent writer of the generation which was going
out, and the most eminent writer of the generation
which was coming in, ever saw each other. They
lived in very different circles, one surrounded by
dukes and earls, the other by starving pamphleteers
and indexmakers Among Johnson’s associates at
this time may be mentioned Boyse, who, when his
shirts were pledged, scrawled Latin verses sitting up
in bed with his arms through two holes in his blanket ;
who composed very respectable sacred poetry when
he was sober; and who was at last run over by a
hackney coach when he was drunk : Hoole, surnamed
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the metaphysical tailor, who, instead of attending
to his measures, used to trace geometrical diagrams
‘on the board where he sate cross-legged : and the

or, George Psal who, after
pcmng all day, in a humble lodging, on the folios of
Jewish rabbis and Christian fathers, indulged himself
at night with literary and theological conversation at
an alehouse in the city. But the most remarkable of
the persons with whom at this time Johnson consorted
was Richard Savage, an earl’s son, a shoemaker's
apprentice, who had seen life in all its forms, who had
feasted among blue ribands in Saint ]amess Square,
and had lain with ﬁfty pounds’ we1ght of irons on his
legs in the cond d ward of Newg: This man
hag, after many vicissitudes of fortune, sunk at last
into abject and hopeless poverty. His pen had failed
him. His patrons had been taken away by death, or
estranged by the riotous profusion with which he
squandered their bounty, and the ungrateful insolence
with which he rejected their advice. He now lived
by begging. He dined on venison and champagne
whenever he had been so fortunate as to borrow a
guinea. If his questing had been unsuccessful, he
appeased the rage of hunger with some scraps of
broken meat, and lay down to rest under the Piazza
of Covent Garden in warm weather, and, in cold
weather, as near as he could get to the furnace of a
glass house. Yet, in his misery, he was still an
agreeable companion. He had an inexhaustible
store of anecdotes about that gay and brilliant world
from which he was now an outcast. He had observed
the great men of both parties in hours of careless
relaxation, had seen the leaders of opposition without
the mask of patriotism, and had heard the prime
minister roar with laughter and tell stories not over
decent. During some months Savage lived in the
closest familiarity with Johnson ; and then the friends
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parted, not without tears. Johnson remained in
London to drudge for Cave. Savage went to the
West of England, lived there as he had lived every-
where, and, in 1743, died, penniless and heart-broken,
in Bristol gaol.

Soon after his death, while the public curiosity
was strongly excited about his extraordinary charac-
ter, and his not less extraordinary adventures, a life
of him appeared widely different from the catchpenny
lives of eminent men which were then a staple article
of manufacture in Grub Street. The style was indeed
deficient in ease and variety; and the writer was
evidently too partial to the Latin element of our
language. But the little work, with all its faults, was
a masterpiece. No finer specimen of literary bio-
graphy existed in any language, living or dead ; and
a discerning critic might have confidently predicted
that the author was destined to be the founder of a
new school of English eloquence.

The Life of Savage was anonymous; but it was
well known in literary circles that Johnson was the
writer. During the three years which followed, he
produced no important work; but he was not, and
indeed could not be, idle. The fame of his abilities
and learning continued to grow. Warburton pro-
nounced him a man of parts and genius; and the
praise of Warburton was then no light thing. Such
was Johnson's reputation that, in 1747, several eminent
booksellers combined to employ him in the arduous
work of preparing a Dictionary of the English Lan-
guage, in two folio volumes. The sum which they
agreed to pay him was only fifteen bundred guineas;
and out of this sum he had to pay several poor men
;f lettti:s who assisted him in the humbler parts of

is task.

The prospectus of the Dicti y he d to
the Earl of Chesterfield. Chesterfield had long been
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celebrated for the politeness of his manners, the bril-
liancy of his wit, and the delicacy of his taste. He
was acknowledged to be the finest speaker in the
House of Lords. He had recently governed Ireland,
at a mc j with, emi firmness,
wisdom, and humanity ; and he had since become
Secretary of State. He received Johnson's homage
with the most winning affability, and requited it with
a few guineas, bestowed doubtless in a very graceful
manner, but was by no means desirous to see all his
carpets blackened with the London mud, and his
soups and wines thrown to right and left over the
gowns of fine ladies and the waistcoats of fine
gentlemen, by an absent, awkward scholar, who gave
strange starts and uttered strange growls, who dressed
like a scarecrow, and ate like a cormorant, During
some time Johnson continued to call on his patron,
but, after being repeatedly told by the porter that his
lordship was not at home, took the hint, and ceased
to present himself at the inhospitable door.

Johnson had flattered himself that he should have
completed his Dictionary by the end of 1750; but it
was not till 1755 that he at length gave his huge
volumes to the world. During the seven years which
he passed in the drudgery of penning definitions and

king q i for iption, he sought for
relaxation in literary labour of a more agreeable kind.
In 1749 he published the Vanity of Human Wishes,
an excellent imitation of the Tenth Satire of Juvenal.
It is in truth not casy to say whether the palm
belongs to the ancient or to the modern poet. The
couplets in which the fall of Wolsey is described,
though lofty and sonorous, are feeble when compared
with the wonderful lines which bring before us all
Rome in tumult on the day of the fall of Sejanus, the
laurels on the doorposts, the white bull stalking
towards the Capitol, the statues rolling down from
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their pedestals, the fl of the di: d mini
runmng to see him dragged with a hook through the
streets, and to have a kick at his carcase before it is
hurled into the Tiber. It must be owned too that
in the concluding passage the Christian moralist has
not made the most of his advantages, and has fallen
decidedly short of the sublimity of his Pagan model.
On the other hand, Juvenal's Hannibal must yield
to Johnson’s Charles; and Johnson’s vigorous and
pathetic enumeration of the miseries of a literary life
must be allowed to be superior to Juvenal’s lamenta-
tion over the fate of Demosthenes and Cicero.

For the copyright of the Vanity of Human
‘Wishes Jok ived only fifteen gui

A few days after the pubhc:mon of this poem,
his tragedy, begun many years before, was bmught
on thestage. His pupil, Dawd Garrick, had, in (74!,
made his app on a humble stage in Good
Fields, had at once risen to the first place among
actors, and was now, after several years of almost

upted of Drury Lanc

Theatre. Thc relation between him and his old
preceptor was of a very singular kind. They repelled
each other strongly, and yet attracted each other
strongly. Nature had madc them of very different
clay ; and circumstances had fully brought out the
natural peculiarities of both, Sudden prosperity had
turned Garrick’s head. Continued adversity had
soured Johnson’s temper. Johnson saw with more
envy than became so great a man, the villa, the
plate, the china, the Brussels carpet, which the little
mimic had got by repeating, with grimaces and
gesticulations, what wiser men had written ; and the
exquisitely sensitive vanity of Garrick was galled by
the thought that, while all the rest of the world was
ﬂpp]audmg him, he could obtain from one morose
cynic, whose opinion it was i ible to d

i3 P B
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scarcely any compliment not acidulated with scorn.
Vet the two Lichfield men had so many early recol-
lections in common, and sympathised with each other
on so many points on which they sympathised with
nobody else in the vast population of the capital, that,
though the master was often provoked by the monkey-
like impertinence of the pupil, and the pupil by the
bearish rudeness of the master, they remained friends
till they were parted by death. Garrick now brought
Irene out, with alterations sufficient to displease the
author, yet not sufficient to make the piece pleasing
to the audience. The public, however, listened with
little emotion, but with much civility, to five acts of
monotonous declamation. After nine representations
the play was withdrawn. It is, indeed, altogether
unsuited to the stage, and, even when perused in the
closet, will be found hardly worthy of the author. He
had not the slightest notion of what blank verse should
be. A change in the last syllable of every other line
would make the versification of the Vanity of Human
Wishes closely resemble the versification of Irene.
The poet, however, cleared by his benefit nights, and
by the sale of the copyright of his tragedy, about three
hundred pounds, then a great sum in his estimation.
About a year after the representation of Irene, he
began to publish a series of short essays on morals,
manners, and literature. This species of composition
had been brought into fashion by the success of the
Tatler, and by the still more brilliant success of the
Spectator. A crowd of small writers had vainly
attempted to rival Addison. The Lay Monastery,
the Censor, the Freethinker, the Plain Dealer, the
Champion, and other works of the same kind, had
had their short day. None of them had obtained a
permanent place in our literature ; and they are now to
be found only in the libraries of the curious. At length
Johnson undertook the adventure in which so many
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aspirants had failed. In the thirty-sixth year after
the appearance of the last number of the Spectator
appeared the first number of the Rambler. From
March 1750 to March 1752, this paper continued to
come out every Tuesday and Saturday.

From the first the Rambler was enthusiastically
admired by a few emi men. Richard: when
only five bers had ap d, pr d it equal, if

not superior, to the Spe::tator. Young and Hartley
expressed their approbation not less warmly. Bubb
Dodington, among whose many faults indifference to
the claims of genius and learning cannot be reckoned,
solicited the acquaintance of the writer. In conse-
quence probably of the good offices of Dodington,
who was then the confidential adviser of Prince
Frederic, two of his Royal Highness's gentlemen
carried a gracious message to the printing office, and
ordered seven copies for Leicester House. But these
overtures seem to have been very coldly received.
Johnson had had enough of the patronage of the
great to last him all his life, and was not disposed to
haunt any other door as he had haunted the door of
Chesterfield.

By the public the Rambler was at first very coldly
received. Though the price of a number was only
twopence, the sale did not amount to five hundred.
The profits were therefore very small. But as soon
as the flying leaves were collected and reprinted they
became popular. The author lived to see thirteen
thousand copies spread over England alone. Sepa-
rate editions were published for the Scotch and
Irish markets. A large party pronounced the style
perfect, so absolutely perfect that in some essays it
would be impossible for the writer himself to alter a
single word for the better. Another party, not less
numerous, vehemently accused him of having cor-
rupted the purity of the English tongue. The best
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critics admitted that his diction was too monotonous,
too obviously artificial, and now and then turgid even
to absurdity. But they did justice to the acuteness
of his observations on morals and manners, to the
constant precision and frequent brilliancy of his
language, to the weighty and magnificent eloquence
of many serious passages, and to the solemn yet
pleasing humour of some of the lighter papers. On
the question of precedence between Addison and
Johnson, a question which, seventy years ago, was
much disputed, posterity has pronounced a decision
from which there is no appeal. Sir Roger, his chap-
lain and his butler, Will Wimble and Will Honey-
comb, the Vision of Mirza, the Journal of the Retired
Citizen, the Everlasting Club, the Dunmow Flitch,
the Loves of Hilpah and Shalum, the Visit to the
Exchange, and the Visit to the Abbey, are known
to everybody. But many men and women, even of
hlghly cu]twated minds, are unacqumnted with Squlre
Bluster and Mrs. Busy, Quisq: and Vi ’
the Allegory of Wit and Learning, the Chronicle
of the Revolutions of a Garret, and the sad fate of
Aningait and Ajut.

The last Rambler was written in a sad and gloomy
hour. Mrs. Johnson had been given over by the
physicians. Three days later she died. She left her
husband almost broken-hearted. Many people had
been surpnscd to see a man of his genius and learning
stooping to every drudgery, and denying himself
almost every comfort, for the purpose of supplying a
silly, affected old woman with superfluities, which she
accepted with but little gratitude. But all his affec-
tion had been concentrated on her. He had neither
brother nor sister, neither son nor daughter. To him
she was beautiful as the Gunnings, and witty as Lady
Mary. Her opinion of his writings was more im-
portant to him than the voice of the pit of Drury
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Lane Theatre or the judgment of the Monthly Re-
view. The chief support which had sustained him
through the most arduous labour of his life was the
hope that she would enjoy the fame and the profit
which he anticipated from his Dictionary. She was
gone; and in that vast labyrinth of streets, peopled
by eight hundred thousand human beings, he was
alone. Yet it was necessary for him to set himself,
as he expressed it, doggedly to work. After three
more laborious years, the Dictionary was at length
complete.

It had been generally supposed that this great
work would be dedicated to the eloquent and accom-
plished nobleman to whom the prospectus had been
addressed. He well knew the value of such a compli-
ment ; and therefore, when the day of publication
drew near, he exerted himself to soothe, by a show
of zealous and at the same time of delicate and
judicious kindness, the pride which he had so cruelly
wounded. Since the Ramblers had ceased to appear,
the town had been entertained by a journal called
The World, to which many men of high rank and
fashion contributed. In two successive numbers of
‘The World the Dictionary was, to use the modern
phrase, puffed with wonderful skill. The writings of
Johnson were warmly praised. It was proposed that
he should be invested with the authority of a Dictator,
nay, of a Pope, over our language, and that his deci-
sions about the meaning and the spelling of words
should be received as final. His two folios, it was
said, would of course be bought by everybady who
could afford to buy them. It was soon known that
these papers were written by Chesterfield. But the
just resentment of Johnson was not to be so appeased.
In a letter written with singular energy andp dignity
of thought and I he repelled the tardy ad-
vances of his patron. The Dictionary came forth
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without a dedication. In the preface theauthor truly
declared that he owed nothing to the great, and
described the difficulties with which he had been left
to struggle so forcibly and pathetically that the ablest
and most malevolent of all the enemices of his fame,
Horne Tooke, never could read that passage without
tears,

The public, on this occasion, did Johnson full
justice, and something more than justice. The best
Iexicographer may well be content if his productions
are received by the world with cold esteem. But
Johnson’s Dictionary was hailed with an enthusiasm
such as no similar work has ever excited. It was
indeed the first dictionary which could be read with
plc‘\surc. The dcﬁmtlons show so much acutencss

of ght and of | and the pass-
ages quoted from pocts, divines and philosophers are
so skilfully sclected, that a leisure hour may always
be very agrecably spent in turning over the pages.
The faults of the book resolve themselves, for the
most part, into onc great fault. Johnson was a
wretched etymologist. He knew little or nothing of
any Teutonic language cxcept English, which indeed,
as he wrote it, was scarcely a Teutonic language ;
and thus he was absolutely at the mercy of Junius
and Skinner.

The Dictionary, though it raised Johnson’s fame,
added nothing to his pecuniary mecans. The fifteen
hundred gui; which the booksellers had agreed to
pay him had been advanced and spent before the last
sheets issucd from the press. It is painful to relate
that, twice in the course of the year which followed
the publication of this great work, he was arrested
and carricd to spunging-houscs, and that he was twice
indebted for his liberty to his excellent fricnd Richard-
son. It was still necessary for the man who had been
formally saluted by the highest authority as Dictator
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of the English language to supply his wants by con-
stant toil. He abridged his Dictionary. He pro-
posed to bring out an edition of Shakspeare by
subscription ; and many subscribers sent in their
names, and laid down their money; but he soon
found the task so little to his taste that he turned to
more attractive employments. He contributed many
papers to a new monthly journal, which was called
the Literary Magazine. Few of these papers have
much interest; but among them was the very best
thing that he ever wrote, a masterpiece both of reason-
ing and of satirical pleasantry, the review of Jenyns’s
Inquiry into the Nature and Origin of Evil,

In the spring of 1758 Johnson put forth the first
of a series of essays, entitled The Idler. During two
years these essays continued to appear weckly. They
were eagerly read, widely circulated, and, indeed,
impudently pirated, while they were still in the
original form, and had a large sale when collected
into volumes. The Idler may be described as a
second part of the Rambler, somewhat livelier and
somewhat weaker than the first part.

While Johnson was busied with his Idlers, his
mother, who had plished her ninetieth year,
died at Lichfield. It was long since he had seen
her ; but he had not failed to contribute largely, out
of his small means, to her comfort. In order to
defray the charges of her funeral, and to pay some
debts which she had left, he wrote a little book in a
single week, and sent off the sheets to the press without
reading them over. A hundred pounds were paid
him for the copyright ; and the purchasers had great
cause to be pleased with their bargain; for the book
was Rasselas.

. The success of Rasselas was great, though such
ladies as Miss Lydia Languish must have been
grievously disappointed when they found that the
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new volume from the circulating library was little
more than a disscrtation on the author’s favourite
theme, the Vanity of Human Wishes ; that the Prince
of Abyssinia was without a mistress, and the Princess
without a lover ; and that the story sct the hero and
heroine down exactly where it had taken them up.
The style was the subject of much cager controversy.
The Monthly Review and the Critical Review took
different sides.  Many rcaders pronounced the writer
a pompous pedant, who would never use a word of
two syllables where it was possible to usc a word of
six, and who could not make a waiting woman relate
her adventures without balancing every noun with
another noun, and every epithet with another epithet.
Another party, not less zealous, cited with delight
numerous passages in which weighty meaning was
expressed with accuracy and illustrated with splen-
dour. And both the censure and the praise were
merited.

About the plan of Rasselas little was said by the
critics ; and yet. the faults of the plan might scem to
invite severe criticism.  Jol has fre bl 1
Shakspeare for neglecting the propnctlcs of time and
place, and for ascribing to one age or nation the
manners and opinions of another.  Yet Shakspeare
has not sinned in this way more gricvously than John-
son. Rasselas and Imlac, Nckayah and Pckuah, are
cvidently meant to be Abyssinians of the eightcenth
century : for the Jurope which Imlac describes is
the Europe of the cightcenth century; and the in-
mates of the Happy Valley talk familiarly of that
law of gravitation which Newton discovered, and
which was not fully received even at Cambridge till
the cighteenth century. What a real company of
Abyssinians would have been may be learned from
Bruce's Travels. But Johnson, not content with
turning filthy savages, ignorant of their lctters, and
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gorged \uth raw steaLs cut:i from lnlng oows, mlo
quent an g

or his friend Burke, and into ladies as hxghly accom-
plished as Mrs. Lennox or Mrs, Sheridan, transferred
the whole domestic system of England to Egypt.
Into a land of h a land of polygamy, a land
where women are married without ever being seen,
he introduced the flirtations and jealousies of our ball-
rooms. In a land where there is boundless liberty
of divorce, wedlock is described as the mdlssolub]c
compact. “A youth and maid g by ch
or brought together by artifice, exchange glances,
reciprocate civilities, go home, and dream of each
other. Such,” says R las, “is the pro-
cess of marriage.” Such it may have been, and may
still be, in London, but assuredly not at Cairo. A
writer who was guilty of such improprieties had little
right to blame the poet who made Hector quote Aris-
totle, and represented Julio Romano as flourishing in
the days of the oracle of Delphi.

By such exertions as have been described, John-
son supported himself till the year 1762. In that

year a great ch in his took place.
He had from a child been an enemy of the relgnmg
dynasty. His Jacobite pre judices had been

with little disguise both in his works and in his con-
versation. Even in his massy and elaborate Dic-
tionary, he had, with a strange want of taste and
judgment, inserted bitter and contumelious reflec-
tions on the Whig party. The excise, which was
a favourite resource of Whig financiers, he had desig-
nated as a hateful tax. He had railed against the
commissioners of excise in language so coarse that
they had seriously thought of prosecuting him. He
~had with difficulty been prevented from holding up
the Lord Privy Seal by name as an example of the
meaning of the word “renegade.” A pension he had
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defined as pay given to a state hireling to betray his
country ; a pensioncr as a slave of state hired by a
stipend to obey a master. It seemed unlikely that
the author of these definitions would himself be pen-
sioned. But that was a time of wonders. George
the Third had ascended the throne; and had, in the
course of a few months, disgusted many of the old
friends and conciliated many of the old encmics
of his housc. The city was becoming mutinous.
Oxford was b ing loyal. Cavendishes and Ben-
tincks were murmuring. Somcrsets and Wyndhams
were hastening to kiss hands, The head of the trea-
sury was now Lord Bute, who was a Tory, and could
have no objection to Johnson’s Toryism. Bute wished
to be thought a patron of men of letters ; and John-
son was onc of the most eminent and one of the most
needy men of letters in Europe. A pension of three
hundred a ycar was graciously offcred, and with very
little hesitation accepted.

This event produced a change in Johnson’s whole
way of life. For the first time since his boyhood he
no longer felt the daily goad urging him to the daily
toil. He was at liberty, after thirty ycars of anxicty
and drudgery, to indulge his constitutional indolence,
to lie in bed till two in the afternoon, and to sit up
talking till four in the morning, without fearing cither
the printer’s devil or the sheriff’s officer.

One laborious task indeed he had bound himsclf
to perform.  He had reccived large subscriptions for
his promiscd cdition of Shakspeare ; he had lived on
thosc subscriptions during some ycars; and he could
not without disgracc omit to perform his part of the
contract. His friends repeatedly exhorted him to
malke an cffort ; and he repeatedly resolved to do so.
But, notwithstanding their exhortations and his reso-
lutions, month followed month, year followed year,
and nothing was done. He prayed fervently against
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his idleness ; he determined, as often as he received
the sacrament, that he would no longer doze away
and trifle away his time; but the spell under which
he lay resisted prayer and sacrament. His private
notes at this time are made up of self-reproaches.
“My indolence,” he wrote on Easter eve in 1764,
“has sunk into grosser sluggishness. A kind of
strange oblivion has overspread me, so that I know
not what has become of the last year.” Easter 1765
came, and found him still in the same state, “My
time,” he wrote, “has been unprofitably spent, and
seems as a dream that has left nothing behind. My
memory grows confused, and I know not how the
days pass over me.” Happily for his honour, the
charm which held him captive was at length broken
by no gentle or friendly hand. He had been weak
enough to pay serious attention to a story about a
ghost which haunted a house in Cock Lane, and had
actually gone himself, with some of his friends, at one
in the morning, to Saint John'’s Church, Clerkenwell,
in the hope of receiving a communication from the
perturbed spirit. But the spirit, though adjured with
all solemnity, remained obstinately silent; and it
soon appeared that a naughty girl of eleven had been
amusing herself by making fools of so many philo-
sophers. Churchill, who, confident in his powers,
drunk with popularity, and burning with party spirit,
was looking for some man of established fame and
Tory politics to insult, celebrated the Cock Lane
Ghost in three cantos, ni 1ied Johnson Pomp
asked where the book was which had been so long
promised and so liberally paid for, and directly
accused the great moralist of cheating. This terrible
word proved effectual; and in October 1765 ap-
peared, after a delay of nine years, the new edition
of Shakspeare.

This publication saved Johnson’s character for
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honesty, but added nothing to the fame of his
abilities and learning. The preface, though it con-
tains some good passages, is not in his best manner.
The most valuable notes arc those in which he had
an opportunity of showing how attentively he had
during many ycars observed human life and human
naturc. The best specimen is the note on the cha-
racter of Polonius, Nothing so good is to be found
even in Wilhelm Meister’s admirable examination of
Hamlet. But here praise must end. It would be
difficult to name a more slovenly, a more worthless,
edition of any great classic. The reader may turn
over play after play without finding one happy con-
jectural Jation, or one jous and satisfacts

explanation of a passage which had baffled preceding
commentators. Johnson had, in his prospectus, told
the world that he was peculiarly fitted for the task
which he had undertaken, because he had, as a lexico-
grapher, been under the necessity of lakmg a wider
view of the English language than any of his pre-
decessors.  That his knowledge of our literature was
extensive is indisputable. But, unfortunately, he had
altogether neglected that very part of our literature
with which it is especially desirable that an editor of
Shakspeare should be conversant. It is dangerous
to assert a negative. Vet little will be risked by the
asscrtion, that in the two folio volumes of the English
Dictionary there is not a single passage quoted from
any dramatist of the Elizabcthan age, except Shak-
speare and Ben. Even from Ben the quotations are
few. Johnson might easily, in a few months, have
made himsclf well acquainted with cvery old play
that was extant. But it never seems to have occurred
to him that this was a nccessary preparation for the
work which he had undertaken. He would doubt-
less have admitted that it would be the height of
absurdity in a man who was not familiar with the
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works of /Eschylus and Euripides to publish an
edition of Sophocles. Yet he ventured to publish
an edition of Shakspeare, without having ever in
his life, as far as can be discovered, read a single
scene of Massinger, Ford, Decker, Webster, Marlowe,
Beaumont, or Fletcher. His detractors were noisy
and scurrilous. Those who most loved and honoured
him had little to say in praise of the manner in which
he had discharged the duty of a commentator. He
had, however, acquitted himself of a debt which had
long lain heavy on his conscience ; and he sank back
into the repose from which the sting of satire had
roused him. He long continued to live upon the
fame which he had already won. He was honoured
by the University of Oxford with a Doctor’s degree,
by the Royal Academy with a professorship, and by
the King with an interview, in which his Majesty
most graciously expressed a hope that so excellent a
writer would not cease to write. In the interval,
however, between 1765 and 1775 Johnson published
only two or three political tracts, the longest of which
he could have produced in forty-eight hours, if he
had worked as he worked on the Life of Savage and
on Rasselas.

But, though his pen was now idle, his tongue was
active. The influence exercised by his conversation,
directly upon those with whom he lived, and indi-
rectly on the whole literary world, was altogether
without a parallel. His colloquial talents were indeed
of the highest order. He had strong sense, quick
discernment, wit, humour, immense knowledge of
literature and of life, and an infinite store of curious
anecdotes. As respected style, he spoke far better
than he wrote. Every sentence which dropped from
his lips was as correct in structure as the most nicely
balanced period of the Rambler. But in his talk
there were no pompous triads, and little more than a
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fair proportion of words in osity and ation. All was
snmphctly case, nnd vigour. He uttered his short,
Ly, a with a power of voice,
and a wslncs: and energy of emphasis, of which the
cffect was rather incrcased than diminished by the
rollings of his huge form, and by the asthmatic gasp-
ings and puffings in which the peals of his eloquence
generally ended.  Nor did the laziness which made
him unwilling to sit down to his desk prevent him from
giving instruction or enteriainment orally. To dis-
cuss questions of taste, of learning, of casuistry, in
language so exact and so forcible that it might have
been printed without the alteration of a word, was to
him no excrtion, but a pleasure. He loved, as he
said, to fold his legs and have his talk out. He was
ready to bestow the overflowings of his full mind
on anybody who would start a subject, on a fellow-
passenger in a stage coach, or on the person who sate
at the same table with him in an cating housc. But
his conversation was nowhere so brilliant and striking
as when he was surrounded by a few friends, whose
abilities and knowledge enabled them, as he once
expressed i, to send him back cvery ball that he
threw, Some of these, in 1764, formed themsclves
into a club, which gradually became a formidable
power in the commonwealth of letters.  The verdicts
pronounced by this conclave on new books were
speedily known over all T.ondon, and were sufficient
to scll off a whole edition in a day, or to condemn the
sheets to the service of the trunk-maker and the pastry-
cook. Nor shall we think this strange when we
consider what great and various talents and acquire-
ments met in the little fraternity.  Goldsmith was
the representative of poctry and light literature,
Reynolds of the arts, Burke of polluul cloguence
and political philosophy. There, too, were Gibbon,
the greatest historian,and Jones, the greatest linguist,
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of the age. Garrick brought to the meetings his
inexhaustible pl -y, his i parable mimicry,
and his consummate knowledge of stage effect.
Among the most constant attendants were two high-
born and high-bred gentlemen, closely bound together
by friendship, but of widely different characters and
habits ; B Langton, distinguished by his skill in
Greek literature, by the orthodoxy of his opinions,
and by the sanctity of his life; and Topham Beau-
clerk, renowned for his amours, his knowledge of the
gay world, his fastidious taste, and his sarcastic wit.
To predominate over such a society was not easy.
Yet even over such a society Johnson predominated.
Burke might indeed have disputed the supremacy to
which others were under the necessity of submitting.
But Burke, though not generally a very patient
listener, was content to take the second part when
Johnson was present ; and the club itself, consisting
of so many eminent men, is to this day popularly
designated as Johnson’s Club.

Among the members of this celebrated body was
one to whom it has owed the greater part of its
celebrity, yet who was regarded with little respect by
his brethren, and had not without difficulty obtained
a seat among them. This was James Boswell, a
young Scotch lawyer, heir to an honourable name
and a fair estate. That he was a coxcomb, and a
bore, weak, vain, pushing, curious, garrulous, was
obvious to all who were acquainted with him. That
he could not reason, that he had no wit, no humour,
no eloquence, is apparent from his writings. And
yet his writings are read beyond the Mississippi,
and under the Southern Cross, and are likely to be
read as long as the English exists, either as a living
or as a dead language. Nature had made him a slave
and an idolater. His mind resembled those creepers
which the botanists call parasites, and which can
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subsist only by clinging round the stems and im-
b:bmg the juices of stronger plants. He must have

tened himself on body. IHe might have fast-
ened himself on Wilkes, and have become the fiercest
patriot in the Bill of Rights Socicty. ¥c might
have fastened himsclf on Whitficld, and have become
the loudest ficld preacher among the Calvinistic
Methodists. In a happy hour he fastened himself on
Johnson.  The pair might scem ill matched. For
Johuson had early been prc]ud:ccd against Bm\ull'
country. To a man of ] ’s strong
ing and irritable temper, the silly cgotism and adula-
tion of Boswell must have been as tcasing as the
constant buzz of a fly. Johnson hated to be ques-
tioned ; and Boswell was eternally catechising him
on all kinds of subjects, and sometimes propounded
such questions as *“ What would you do, sir, if you
were locked up in a tower with a baby? " Johnson
was a water-drinker ; and Boswell was a wine-bibber,
and indced little better than a habitual sot. It was
impossible that there should be perfect  harmony
between two such companions.  Indeed, the great
man was sometimes provoked into fits of passion in
which he said things which the small man, during
a few hours, scriously resented.  Every quarrel, how-
ever, was soon made up.  During twenty years the
disciple continued to worship the master: the master
continued to scold the disciple, to sncer at him, and
to love him. The two fricnds ordinarily resided at a
great distance from each other.  Boswell practised in
the Parliament House of Edinburgh, and could pay
only occasional visits to London. During those visits
his chicf business was to watch Johnson, to discover
all Johnson's habits, to turn the conversation to sub-
jects about which Johnson was likely to say some-
thing remarkable, and to fill quarto note books with
minutes of what Johnson had said. In this way were
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gathered the materials out of which was afterwards
constructed the most interesting biographical work in
the world.

Soon after the club began to exist, Johnson
formed a connexion less important indecd to his
fame, but much more important to his happiness,
than his connexion with Boswell. Henry Thrale, one
of the most opulent brewers in the kingdom, a man
of sound and cultivated understanding, rigid prin-
ciples, and liberal spirit, was married to one of those
clever, kind-hearted, engaging, vain, pert young
women, who are perpetually doing or saying what
is not exactly right, but who, do or say what they
may, are always agreeable. In 1765 the Thrales
became acquainted with Johnson ; and the acquaint-
ance ripened fast into friendship. They were asto-
nished and delighted by the brilliancy of his conver-
sation. They were flattered by finding that a man
so widely celebrated preferred their house to any
other in London. Even the peculiarities which
seemed to unfit him for civilised society, his gesti-
culations, his rollings, his puffings, his mutterings, the
strange way in which he put on his clothes, the
ravenous eagerncss with which he devoured his din-
ner, his fits of melancholy, his fits of anger, his fre-
quent rud his ional ferocity, i d
the interest which his new associates took in him.
For these things were the crucl marks left behind
by a life which had been one long conflict with
disease and with adversity. In a vulgar hack writer
such oddities would have excited only disgust. But
in 2 man of genius, learning, and virtue their effect
was to add pity to admiration and esteem. Johnson
soon had an apartment at the brewery in Southwark,
and a still more pleasant apartment at the villa of his
friends on Streatham Common. A large part of
every year he passed in those abodes, abodes which
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must have seemed magnificent and luxurious indeed,
when compared with the dens in which he had gene-
rally been lodged. But his chief pleasures were
derived from what the astronomer of his Abyssinian
tale called “the endearing elegance of female friend-
ship.” Mrs. Thrale rallied him, soothed him, coaxed
him, and, if she sometimes provoked him by her
flippancy, made ample amends by listening to his
reproofs with angelic sweetness of temper. When
he was discased in bedy and in mind, she was the
most tender of nurses. No comfort that wealth
could purchase, no contrivance that womanly in-
genuity, set to work by womanly compassion, could
devise, was wanting to his sick room. He requited
her kindness by an affection pure as the affection
of a father, yet delicately tinged with a gallantry,
which, though awkward, must have been more flatter-
ing than the attentions of a crowd of the fools who
gloried in the names, now obsolete, of Buck and
Maccaroni. It should seem that a full half of John-
son’s life, during about sixteen years, was passed
under the roof of the Thrales. He accompanied the
family sometimes to Bath, and sometimes to Brighton,
once to Wales, and once to Paris. But he had at the
same time a house in one of the narrow and gloomy
courts on the north of Fleet Street. In the garrets
was his library, a large and miscellaneous collection
of books, falling to pieces and begrimed with dust.
On a lower floor he sometimes, but very rarely, re-
galed a friend with a plain dinner, a veal pie, or a leg
of lamb and spinage, and a rice pudding. Nor was
the dwelling uninhabited during his long absences.
It was the home of the most extraordinary assem-
blage of inmates that ever was brought together. At
the head of the establishment Johnson had placed an
old lady named Williams, whose chief recommenda-
tions were her blindness and her poverty. But, in
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spite of her murmurs and reproaches, he gave an
asvlum to another lady who was as poor as herself,
Mrs. Desmoulins, whose family he had known many
years before in Staffordshire. Room was found for
the daugt of Mrs. D lins, and for another
destitute damsel, who was generally addressed as
Miss Carmichacl, but whom her generous host called
Polly. An old quack doctor named Levett, who bled
and dosed coal-heavers and hackney coachmen, and
received for fees crusts of bread, bits of bacon, glasses
of gin, and sometimes a little copper, completed this
strange menagerie. All these poor creatures were at
constant war with each other, and with Johnson's
negro servant Frank. Sometimes, indeed, they trans-
ferred their hostilities from the servant to the master,
complained that a better table was not kept for them,
and railed or maundered till their benefactor was
glad to make his escape to Streatham, or to the Mitre
Tavern. And yet he, who was generally the haughti-
est and most irritable of mankind, who was but too
prompt to resent any thing which looked like a slight
on the part of a purscproud bookseller, or of a noble
and powerful patron, bore patiently from mendicants,
who, but for his bounty, must have gone to the work-
house, insults more provoking than those for which
he had knocked down Osborne and bidden defiance
to Chesterfield. VYear after year Mrs. Williams and
Mrs. Desmoulins, Polly and Levett, continued to tor-
ment him and to live upon him.

The course of life which has been described was
interrupted in Johnson’s sixty-fourth year by an im-
portant event. He had early read an account of the
Hebrides, and had been much interested by learning
that there was so near him a land pcopled by a race
which was still as rude and simple as in the middle
ages. A wish to b inti; 1 ‘| d with
a state of society so utterly unlike all that he had
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ever scen frequently crossed his mind. But it is not
probable that his curiosity would have overcome his
habitual sluggishness, and his love of the smoke, the
mud, and the crics of London, had not Boswell im-
portuned him to attempt the adventure, and offered
to be his squire. At length, in August 1773, Johnson
crossed the Highland linc, and plunged courageously
into what was then considered, by most Englishmen,
as a dreary and perilous wilderness. After wandering
about two months through the Celtic region, some-
times in rude boats which did not protect him from
the rain, and somectimes on small shaggy ponies
which could hardly bear his wecight, he returned to
his old haunts with a mind full of new images and
new theorics. During the following year he employed
himself in recording his adventures. About the be-
ginning of 1775, his Journey to the Hebrides was
published, and iwas, during some wecks, the chicf
subject of conversation in all circles in which any
attention was paid to literature. The book is still
rcad with pleasure. The narrative is cntertaining ;
the speculations, whether sound or unsound, are
always ingenious ; and the style, though too stiff and
pompous, is somewhat easier and more graceful than
that of his carly writings. [His prejudice against the
Scotch had at length become little more than matter
of jest ; and whatever remained of the old feeling had
been effectually removed by the kind and respect-
ful hospitality with which he had been received in
every part of Scotland. It was, of course, not to be
expected that an Oxonian Tory should praise the
Presbyterian polity and ritual, or that an eye accus-
tomed to the hedgerows and parks of England should
not be struck by the barcness of Berwickshire and
East Lothian. But even in censure Johnson's tone is
not unfriendly. The most enlightened Scotchmen,
with Lord Mansficld at their head, were well pleased.
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But some foolish and ignorant Scotchmen were moved
to anger by a little unpalatable truth which was
mingled with much eulogy, and assailed him whom
they s chose to consider as the enemy of their country
with libels much more dishonourable to their country
than any thing that he had ever said orwritten. They
pubhshed paragraphs in the newspapers, articles in
five shilling
books “One scribbler abused Johnson for being
blear-eyed ; another for being a pensioner; a third
informed the world that one of the Doctor’s uncles
had been convicted of felony in Scotland, and had
found that there was in that country one tree capable
of supporting the weight of an Englishman. Mac-
pherson, whose Fingal had been proved in the Journey
to be an impud forgery, tt d to take ven-
geance with a cane. The only effect of this threat
was that Johnson reiterated the charge of forgery in
the most contemptuous terms, and walked about,
during some time, with a cudgel, which, if the im-
postor had not been too wise to encounter it, would
assuredly have descended upon him, to borrow the
sublime language of his own epic poem, “like a
hammer on the red son of the furnace.”

Of other assailants Johnson took no notice what-
cver. He had early resolved never to be drawn into
controversy ; and he adhered to his resolution with a
steadfastness which is the more extraordinary, because
he was, both mtcllectually and morally, of the stuff of
which controversialists are made. In conversation, he
was a singularly cager, acute, and pertinacious dis-
putant. When at a loss for good reasons, he had
recourse to sophlstry, and, when heated by alterca-
tion, he made unsparing use of sarcasm and invective.
But, when he took his pen in his hand, his whole

d to be d. A hundred bad
writers misrepresented him and reviled him ; but not
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one of the hundrcd could boast of having been
thought by him worthy of a refutation, or even of
a retort. The Kenricks, Campbells, MacNicols, and
Hendersons, did their best to annoy him, in the hope
that he would give them importnncc by answering
them. But the reader will in vain search his works
for any allusion to Kenrick or Campbell, to MacNicol
or Hend One S b bent on vindicating
the fame of Scotch lcarmng, defied him to the combat
in a detestable Lati

“Maxime, si tu vis, cupio contendere tecum.”

But Johnson took no notice of thc challenge. He
had learncd, both from his own observation and from
literary history, in which he was deeply read, that the
placc of books in the public cstimation is fixed, not
by what is written about them, but by what is written
in them ; and that an author whose works are likely
to live is very unwisc if he stoops to wrangle with
detractors whose works are certain to die. He always
maintained that fame was a shuttlecock which could
be kept up only by being beaten back, as well as
beaten forward, and which would soon fall if there
were only onc battledore. No saying was oftencr in
his mouth than that finec apophthegm of Bentley,
that no man was cver written down but by himself.
Unhappily, a few months after the appearance of
the Journcy to the Hebrides, Johnson did what none
of his envious assailants could have done, and to a
certain extent ded in writing himsclf down.
The disputes between England and her American
co.onies had reached a point at which no amicable
adjustment was possible. Civil war was evidently
impending ; and the ministers secem to have thought
that the cloquence of Johnson might with advan-
tage be employed to inflime the nation against the
opposition here, and against the rebels beyond the
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Atlantic. He had already written two or three tracts
in defence of the foreign and domestic policy of the
government ; and those tracts, though hardly worthy
of him, were much superior to the crowd of pamphlets
which lay on the counters of Alman and Stockdale.
But his Taxation No Tyranny was a pitiable failure.
The very title was a silly phrase, which can have
been recommended to his choice by nothing but a
jingling alliteration which he ought to have despised.
The arguments were such as boys use in debating

icti The pl y was as awk d as the
gambols of a hippopotamus. Even Boswell was
forced to own that, in this unfortunate piece, he could
detect no trace of his master’s powers. The general
opinion was that the strong faculties which had pro-
duced the Dictionary and the Rambler were beginning
to feel the effect of time and of discase, and that the
old man wonld best consult his credit by writing no
more.

But thiswas a great mistake. Johnson had failed,
not because his mind was less vigorous than when he
wrote Rasselas in the evenings of a week, but because
he had foolishly chosen, or suffered others to choose
for him, a subjcct such as he would at no time have
been competent to treat. He was in no sense a
statesman. He never willingly read or thought ar
talked about affairs of state. He loved biography,
literary history, the history of manners; but political
history was positively distasteful to him. The question
at issue between the colonies and the mother country
was a question about which he had really nothing to
say. He failed, therefore, as the greatest men must
fail when they attempt to do that for which they are
unfit; as Burke would have failed if Burke had tried
to write comedies like those of Sheridan ; as Reynolds
would have failed if Reynolds had tried to paint
landscapes like those of Wilson. Happily, Johnson
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soon had an opportunity of proving most signally
that his failure was not to be ascribed to intellectual
decay.

On Easter Eve 1777, some persons, deputed by a
mecting which consisted of forty of the first book-
scllers in London, called upon him. Though he had
some scruples about doing business at that season,
he received his visitors with much civility. They
came to inform him that a new edition of the English
pocts, from Cowlcy downwards, was in contemplation,
and to ask him to furnish short biographical prefaces.
He readily undertook the task, a task for which he
was preeminently qualified. His knowledge of the
literary history of England since the Restoration was
unrivalled. That knowledge he had derived partly
{from books, and partly from sources which had long
been closed ; from old Grub Strcet traditions; from
the talk of forgotten poctasters and pamphleteers who
had long been lying in parish vaults; from the recol-
lections of such men as Gilbert Walmesley, who had
conversed with the wits of Button ; Cibber, who had
mutilated the plays of two generations of dramatists ;
Orrery, who had been admitted to the society of
Swift; and Savage, who had rendered services of
no very honourable kind to Pope. The biographer
therefore sate down to his task with a mind full of
matter. He had at first intended to give only a
paragraph to cvery minor poct, and only four or five
pages to the greatest name.  But the flood of ance-
dote and criticism overflowed the narrow channel.
The work, which was originally meant to consist only
of a few sheets, swelled into ten volumes, small
volumes, it is truc, and not closely printed. The
ﬁrsst four appeared in 1779, the remaining six in
1781

‘The Lives of the Poets are, on the whole, the best
of Johnson's works, The narratives are as entertain-
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ing as any novel. The remarks on life and on human
nature are i ly shrewd and profound. The
criticisms are often excellent, and, even when grossly
and provokingly unjust, well deserve to be studied.
For, however erroneous they may be, they are never
silly. They are the judgments of a mind trammelled
by prejudice and deficient in sensibility, but vigorous
and acute. They therefore generally contain a por-
tion of valuable truth which deserves to be separated
from the alloy; and, at the very worst, they mean
something, a praise to which much of what is called
criticism in our time has no pretensions.

- Savage’s Life Johnson reprinted nearly as it had
appeared in 1744. Whoever, after reading that life,
will turn to the other lives will be struck by the dif-
ference of style. Since Johnson had been at ease in
his circumstances he had written little and had talked
much. When, therefore, he, after the lapse of years,
resumed his pen, the mannerism which he had con-
tracted while he was in the constant habit of elaborate
composition was less perceptible than formerly ; and
his diction frequently had a colloquial ease which it
had formerly wanted. The improvement may be
discerned by a skilful critic in the Journey to the

- Hebrides, and in the Lives of the Poets is so obvious
that it cannot escape the notice of the most careless
reader.

Among the lives the best are perhaps those of
Cowley, Dryden, and Pope. The very worst is,
beyond all doubt, that of Gray.

This great work at once became popular. There
was, indeed, much just and much unjust censure:
but even those who were londest in blame were
attracted by the book in spite of themselves. Malone
computed the gains of the publishers at five or six
thousand pounds. But the writer was very poorly
remunerated. Intending at first to write very short

112
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he bhad stipulated for only two hundred
gumeas. The booksellers, when they saw how far
his performance had surpassed his promise, added
only another hundred. Indeed, Johnson, though he
did not despise, or affect to despise, money, and
though his strong sense and long experience ought
to have qualified him to protect his own interests,
seems to have been singularly unskilful and unlucky
in his literary bargains. He was generally reputed
the first English writer of his time. Vet several
writers of his time sold their copyrights for sums such
as he never ventured to ask. To give a single in-
stance, Robertson received four thousand five hundred
pounds for the History of Charles the Fifth; and it
is no disrespect to the memory of Robertson to say
that the History of Charles the Fifth is both a less
valuable and a less amusing book than the Lives of
the Poets.

Johnson was now in his seventy-second year. The
infirmities of age were coming fast upon him. That
inevitable event of which he never thought without
horror was brought near to him ; and his whole life
was darkened by the shadow of death. He had often
to pay the cruel price of longevity. Every year he
lost what could never be replaced. The strange de-
pendents to whom he had given shelter, and to whom,
in spite of their faults, he was strongly attached by
habit, dropped off one by one; and, in the silence of
his home, he regretted even the noise of their scolding
matches. The kind and generous Thrale was no
more ; and it would have been well if his wife had
been laid beside him. But she survived to be the
laughing-stock of those who had envied her, and to
draw from the eyes of the old man who had loved
her beyond any thing in the world tears far more
bitter than he would have shed over her grave. With
some cstimable and many agreeable qualities, she
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was not made to be independent.  The control of a
mind more steadfast than her own was necessary to
her respcctability. While she was restrained by her
husband, a man of sense and firmness, indulgent to
her taste in trifies, but always the undisputed master
of his house, her worst offences had been impertinent
jokes, white lies, and short fits of pettishness ending
in sunny good humour. But he was gone; and she
was left an opulent widow of forty, with strong sensi-
bility, volatile fancy, and slender judgment. She
soon fell in love with a music-master from Brescia,
in whom nobody but herself could discover any thing
to admire. Her pride, and perhaps some better
feclings, struggled hard against this degrading pas-
sion. But the struggle irritated her nerves, soured
her temper, and at length endangered her health.
Conscious that her choice was one which Johnson
could not approve, she became desirous to escape
from his inspection. Her ds  him
changed. She was sometimes cold and sometimes
petulant.  She did not conceal her joy when he left
Streatham ; she never pressed him to return ; and, if
he came unbidden, she received him in a manner
which convinced him that he was no longer a welcome
guest. He took the very intelligible hints which she
gave. He read, for the last time, a chapter of the
Greek Testament in the library which had been
formed by himself. In a solemn and tender prayer
he commended the house and its inmates to the
Divine pr ion, and, with i which choked
his voice and convulsed his powerful framc, left for
ever that beloved home for the gloomy and deso-
late house behind Fleet Street, where the few and
evil days which still remained to him were to run
out. Here, in June 1783, he had a paralytic stroke,
from which, however, he recovered, and which does
not appear to have at all impaired his intellectual
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faculties. But other maladics came thick upon him.
His asthma tormented him day and night. = Dropsi-
cal symp made their app ‘While sinking
under a complication of diseases, he heard that the
woman whose fricndship had been the chief happiness
of sixtecen ycars of his life had marricd an Italian
fiddler; that all London was crying shame upon her ;
and that the newspapers and magazines were filled
with allusions to the Ephesian matron, and the two
pictures in Hamlet. He vchemently said that he
would try to forget her existence. He never uttered
her name, Every memorial of her which met his eye
he flung into the fire.  She meanwhile fled from the
laughter and hisses of her countrymen and country-
women to a land where she was unknown, hastened
across Mount Cenis, and learned, while passing a
merry Christmas of concerts and lemonade parties at
Milan, that the great man with whose name hers is
inscparably associated had ceased to exist.

He had, in spite of much mental and much bodily
affliction, clung vchemently to lifee. The feeling
described in that fine but gloomy paper which closes
the series of his Idlers scemed to grow stronger in
him as his last hour drew near. He fancied that he
should be able to draw his brcath more casily in a
southern climate, and would probably have sct out
for Rome and Naples, but for his fear of the expense
of the journcy. That expense, indced, he had the
means of defraying; for he had laid up about two
thousand pounds, the fruit of labours which had made
the fortune of several publishers. But he was unwill-
ing to break in upon this hoard; and he scems to
have wished even to keep its existence a secret.
Snmc of hIS (nends hoped that the government might
be indi his ion to six hundred
pounds a year but this hopc was dls’nppomtcd and
he resolved to stand one English winter more. "That
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winter was his last. His legs grew weaker; his
breath grew shorter ; the fatal water gathered fast, in
spite of incisions which he, g i pain,
but timid against death, urged his surgcons to make
deeper and deeper.  Though the tender care which
had mitigated his sufferings during months of sickness
at Streatham was withdrawn, he was not left desolate.
The ablest physicians and surgeons atiended him,
and refused to accept fees from him.  Burke partied
from him with deep emotion. Windham sate much
in the sick-room, arranged the pillows, and sent his
own servant to watch at night by the bed. Frances
Burney, whom the old man had cherished with
fatherly kindness, stood weeping at the door; while
Langton, whose picty eminently qualificd him to be
an adviser and comforter at such a time, received the
last pressure of his friend’s hand within. When at
Iength the moment, dreaded through so many years,
came close, the dark cloud passed away from John-
son’s mind. His temper became unusually patient
and gentle; he ccased to think with terror of death,
and of that which lies beyond death; and he spoke
much of the mercy of God, and of the propitiation of
Christ. In this screne frame of mind he dicd on the
13th of December, 1784, He was laid, a week later,
in Westminster Abbey, among the eminent men of
whom he had been the historian,—Cowley and Den-
ham, Dryden and Congreve, Gay, Prior, and Addison.

Since his death the popularity of his works—the
Lives of the Poets, and, perhaps, the Vanity of Human
Wishes, excepted —has greatly diminished. His Dic-
tionary has been altered by editors till it can scarcely
be called his. An allusion to his Rambler or his
Idler is not readily apprehended in literary circles.
‘The fame cven of Rassclas has grown somewhat dim.
But, though the celebrity of the writings may have
declined, the celebrity of the writer, strange to say, is
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as great as cver. Boswell’s book has done for him
more than the best of his own books could do. The
memory of other authors is kept alive by their works.
But the memory of Johnson keeps many of his works
alive. The old philosopher is still among us in the
brown coat with the metal buttons and the shirt
which ought to be at wash, blinking, puffing, rolling
his head, drumming with his fingers, tearing his meat
like a tiger, and swallowing his tea in oceans. No
human being who has been more than seventy years
in the grave is so well known to us. And it is but
just to say that our intimate acquaintance with what
he would himself have called the anfractuositics of his
intellect and of his temper serves only to strengthen
our conviction that he was both a great and a good
man,



WILLIAM PITT. (JANUARY 1859)

WILLIAM PITT, the second son of William Pitt, Earl
of Chatham, and of Lady Hester Grenville, daughter
of Hester, Countess Temple, was born on the 28th of
May 1759. The child inherited 2 name which, at
the time of his birth, was the most illustrious in the
civilised world, and was pronounced by every English-
man with pride, and by every enemy of England with
mingled admiration and terror. During the fisst year
of his life, every month had its illuminations and bon<
fires, and every wind b ht some

with joyful tidings and hostile standards, In West-
phalia the English infantry won a great battle which
arrested the armies of Lewis t.he Fx&eenth m the
midst of a career of
one French fleet on the coast ol' Portugal ; Hawke
put to flight another in the Bay of Biscay ; Johnson
took Niagara; Amherst took Ticonderoga; Wolle
died by the most enviable of deaths under the walls
of Quebec; Clive destroyed a Dutch armament in
the Hooghly, and established the English supremacy
in Bengal ; Coote routed Lally at Wandewash, and
established the English supremacy in the Carnatic.
The naﬁon, while loudly applauding the successful
warriors, considered them all, on sea and on land, in
Europe, in America, and in Asia, merely as instru-
ments which received their direction from one superior
mind. It was thegreat Wﬂham Pitt, the great Com~
moner, who had d French hals in Ger-
many, and French admirals on the Atlantic ; who had
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conquered for his country one great empire on the
frozen shores of Ontario, and another under the tropi-
cal sun near the mouths of the Ganges. It was not
in the nature of things that popularity such as he at
this time enjoyed should be permanent. That popu-
larity had lost its gloss before his children were old
enough to understand that their father was a great
man. He was at length placed in situations in which
neither his talents for administration nor his talents
for decbate appeared to the best advantage. The
energy and decision which had eminently fitted him
for the direction of war were not needed in time of
peace.  The lofty and spirit-stirring eloquence which
had made him supreme in the House of Commons
often fell dead on the House of Lords. A cruel
malady racked his joints, and left his joints only to
fall on his nerves and on his brain. During the
closing years of his life, he was odious to the court,
and yet was not on cordial terms with the great body
of the opposition. Chatham was only the ruin of
Pitt, but an awful and majestic ruin, not to be con-
templated by any man of sense and feeling without
cmotions resembling those which are excited by the
remains of the Parthenon and of the Coliscum. In
one respect the old statesman was eminently happy.
‘Whatever might be the vicissitudes of his public life,
he never failed to find peace and love by his own
hearth. He loved all his children, and was loved by
them ; and, of all his children, the one of whom he
was fondest and proudest was his second son.

The child’s genius and ambition displayed them-
sclves with a rare and almost unnatural precocity.
At scven, the interest which he took in grave sub-
jects, the ardour with which he pursued his studies,
and the sense and vivacity of his remarks on books .
and on events, amazed his parents and instructors, *
One of his sayings of this date was reported to his
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mother by his tutor. In August 1766, when the
world was agitated by the news that Mr. Pitt had
become Earl of Chatham, little William exclaimed :
“1am glad that I am not the eldest son. I want to
speak in the House of Commons like papa.” A letter
is extant in which Lady Chatham, a woman of con-
siderable abilities, remarked to her lord, that their
younger son at twelve had left far behind him his
elder brother, who was fifteen. “The fineness,” she
wrote, “ of William’s mind makes him enjoy with the
greatest pleasure what would be above the reach of
any other creature of his small age.” At fourteen the
lad was in intellect a man. Hayley, who met him at
Lyme in the summer of 1773, was astonished, de-
lighted, and somewhat overawed, by hearing wit and
wisdom from so young a mouth. The poet, indeed,
was afterwards sorry that his shyness had prevented
him from submitting the plan of an extensive I:terary
work, which he was then di to the j
of thxs extraordinary boy. The boy, mdeed bad
already written a tragedy, bad of course, but not
worse than the tragedies of his friend. This piece is
still preserved at Chevemng, and is in some respects
highly curious. There is no love. The whole plot
is pohhca ; and it is remarkable that the interest,
such as it is, turns on a contest about a regency.
* On one side is a faithful servant of the Crown, on the
other an ambitious and unprincipled conspirator. At
length the King, who had been mlssmg, reappears,
resumes his power, and the
of his rights. A reader who should judge only by
internal evidence would have no hesitation in pro-
nouncing that the play was written by some Pittite
poetaster at the time of the rejoicings for the recovery
« of George the Third in 1780.
The pleasure with which William's parents ob-
served the rapid d of his
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powers was alloyed by apprehensions about his
health. He shot up alarmingly fast; he was often
ill, and always weak ; and it was feared that it would
be impossible to rear a stripling so tall, so slender,
and so feeble. Port wine was prescribed by his
medical advisers : and it is said that he was, at four-
teen, accustomed to take this agreeable physic in
quantities which would, in our abstemious age, be
thought much more than sufficient for any full-grown
man. This regimen, though it would probably have
killed ninety-nine boys out of a hundred, seems to
have been well suited to the peculiarities of William’s
constitution ; for at fifteen he ceased to be molested
by disease, and, though never a strong man, con-
tinued, during many years of labour and anxiety,
of nights passed in debate and of summers passed in
London, to be a tolerably healthy one. It was pro-
bably on account of the delicacy of his frame that he
was not educated like other boys of the same rank.
Almost all the eminent English statesmen and orators
to whom he was afterwards opposed or allied, North,
Fox, Shelburne, Windham, Grey, Wellesley, Gren-
ville, Sheridan, Canning, went through the training
of great public schools. Lord Chatham had himself
been a distinguished Etonian ; and it is seldom that
a distinguished Etonian forgets his obligations to
Eton. But William’s infirmities required a vigilance
and tenderness such as could be found only at home.
He was therefore bred under the paternal roof. His
studies were superintended by a clergyman named
Wilson ; and those studies, though often interrupted
by illness, were prosecuted with extraordinary suc-
cess. Before the lad had completed his fifteenth
year, his knowledge both of the ancient languages
and of mathematics was such as very few men of
eighteen then carried up to college. He was there-
fore sent, towards the close of the year 1773, to
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Pembroke Hall, in the University of Cambridge. So
young a student required much more than the ordi-
nary care which a college tutor bestows on under-
graduates. The governor, to whom the dircction of
WWilliam’s academical life was confided, was a bachelor
of arts named Pretyman, who had been senior wran-
gler in the preceding year, and who, though not a man
of prepossessing appearance or brilliant parts, was
eminently acute and laborious, a sound scholar, and
an excellent geometrician. At Cambridge, Pretyman
was, during more than two years, the inseparable
companion, and indced almost the only companion,
of his pupil. A close and lasting friendship sprang
up between the pair. The disciple was able, before
he completed his twenty-eighth year, to makehis pre-
ceptor Bishop of Lincoln and Dean of Saint Paul's;
and the preceptor showed his gratitude by writing a
life of the disciple, which enjoys the distinction of
bein%‘ the worst biographical work of its size in the
world.

Pitt, till he graduated, had scarcely one acquaint-
ance, attended chapel regularly moming and even-
ing, dined cvery day in hall, and never went to a
single ing party. At he was admitted,
after the bad fashion of those times, by right of birth,
without any examination, to the degrec of Master of
Arts. But he continued during some years to reside
at college, and to apply himself vigorously, under
Pretyman’s direction, to the studies of the place,
while mixing freely in the best academic society.

The stock of learning which Pitt laid in during
this part of his life was certainly very extraordinary.
In fact, it was all that he ever possessed ; for he very
early became too busy to have any spare time for
books. The work in which he took the greatest
delight was Newton’s Principia. His liking for
math ics, indeed, d to a passion, which,
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in the opinion of his instructors, themselves distin-
guished mathematlmans, reqmrcd to be checked
rather than and readi-
ness with which he solved problems was pronounced
by one of the ablest of the moderators, who in those
days presnded over the disp fons in the )!
and cc the inations of the Senate
House, to be unnvalled in the university. Nor was
the youth’s proficiency in classical learning less re-
markable. In one respect, indeed, he appeared to
disadvantage when compared with even second-rate
and third-rate men from public schools. He had
never, while under Wilson’s care, been in the habit
of composing in the ancient languages ; and he there-
fore never acquired that knack of versification which
is sometimes possessed by clever boys whose know-
ledge of the language and literature of Greece and
Rome is very superficial. It would have been utterly
out of his power to produce such charming elegiac
lines as those in which Wellesley bade farewell to
Eton, or such Virgilian hexameters as those in which
Canning described the pilgrimage to Mecca. But it
may be doubted whether any scholar has ever, at
twenty, had a more solid and profound knowledge
of the two great tongues of the old civilised world.
The facility with which he penetrated the meaning
of the most intricate sentences in the Attic writers
astonished veteran critics. He had set his heart on
being intimately acquainted with all the extant
poetry of Greece, and was not satisfied till he had
d Ly the most obscure
work in the ‘whole range of ancient literature. This
strange rhapsody, the difficulties of which have per-
plcxed and repelled many excellent scholars, “he
read,” says his preceptor, “ with an ease at first sight,
which, if I had not witnessed it, I should have
thought beyond the compass of human intellect.”
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To modern literature Pitt paid comparatively
little attention. He knew no living language ex-
cept French ; and French he knew very imperfectly.
With a few of the best English writers he was in-
timate, particularly with Shakspeare and Milton. The
debate in Pandemonium was, as it well deserved to
be, one of his favourite passages ; and his early friends
used to talk, long after his death, of the just emphasis
and the melodious cadence with which they had heard
him recite the incomparable speech of Belial. He
had indeed been carefully trained from infancy in the
art of managing his voice, a voice naturally clear and
deep-toned. His father, whose oratory owed no small
part of its effect to that art, had been a most skilful
and judicious instructor. At a later period, the wits
of Brooks’s, irritated by observing, night after night,
how powerfully Pitt's sonorous elocution fascinated
the rows of country gentlemen, reproached him with
having been “taught by his dad on a stool.”

His education, indeed, was well adapted to form
a great parliamentary speaker. One argument often
urged against those classical studies which occupy so
large a part of the early life of every gentleman bred
in the south of our island is, that they prevent him
from acquiring a command of his mother tongue, and
that it is not unusual to meet with a youth of excel-
lent parts, who writes Ciceronian Latin prose and
Horatian Latin Alcaics, but who would find it impos-
sible to express his thoughts in pure, perspicuous, and
forcible English, There may perhaps be some truth
in this observation. But the classical studies of Pitt
were carried on in a peculiar manner, and had the
effect of enriching his English vocabulary, and of
making him wonderfully expert in the art of con-
structing correct English sentences. His practice
was to look over a page or two of a Greek or Latin
author, to make himself master of the meaning, and
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then to read the passage straightforward into his own
language. This practice, begun under his first teacher
Wilson, was continued under Pretyman. It is not
strange that a young man of great abilities, who had
been exercised daily in this ‘way during ten years,
should have acquired an almost unrivalled power of
putting his t} hts, without ditation, into words
well selected and well arranged

Of all the remains of antiquity, the orations werc
those on which he bestowed the most minute exami-
nation. His favourite employment was to compare
harangues on opposite sides of the same question, to
analyse them, and to observe which of the arguments
of the first speaker were refuted by the second, which
were evaded, and which were left untouched. Nor
was it only in books that he at this time studied the
art of parliamentary fencing. When he was at home,
he had frequent opportunities of hearing important
debates at Westminster ; and he heard them, not only
with interest and enjoyment, but with a close scien-
tific_attention resembling that with which a diligent
pupil at Guy’s Hospital watches every turn of the
hand of a great surgeon through a difficult operation.
On one of these occasions, Pitt, a youth whose
abilities were as yet known only to his own family
and to a small knot of college friends, was introduced
on the steps of the throne in the House of Lords to
Fox, who was his senior by eleven years, and wha
was already the greatest debater, and one of the
greatest orators, that had appeared in England. Fox
used afterwards to relate that, as the discussion pro-
ceeded, Pitt repeatedly turned to him, and said, “ But
surely, Mr. Fox, that might be met thus ;” or, “Yes;
but he lays himself open to this retort.” What the
particular criticisms were Fox had forgotten ; but he
said that he was much struck at the time by the
precocity of a lad who, through the whole sitting,
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seemed to be thinking only how all the speeches on
both sides could be answered.

One of the young man'’s visits to the House of
Lords was a sad and memorable era in his life. He
had not quite completed his nineteenth year, when,
on the 7th of April 1778, he attended his father to
Westminster. A great debate was e'(pected It was
known that France had r d the ind
of the United States. The Duke of Richmond was
about to declare his opinion that all thought of subju-
gatmg those states ought to be relmqulshed Chatham

had ined that the of the
colonies to the mother country was justifiable. But
he co very errc ly, that on the day on

which their mdcpendence should be acknowledged
the greatness of England would be at an end.
Though sinking under the weight of years and in-
firmities, he determined, in spite of the entreaties of
his family, to be in his place. His son supported him
to a seat. The excitement and exertion were too
much for the old man. In the very act of addressing
the peers, he fell back in convulsions. A few weeks
later his corpse was borne, with gloomy pomp, from
the Painted Chamber to the Ab'bey ‘The favourite
child and ke of the d fol-
lowed the coffin as chief mourner, snd saw it deposited
in the transept where his own was destined to lie.

' His elder brother, now Earl of Chatham, had
means sufficient, and barely sufficient, to support the
dignity of the peerage. The other members of the
family weré poorly provided for. William had little
more than three hundred a year. It was necessary
for him to follow a profession. He had already begun
to eat his terms. In the spring of 1780 he came of
age. He then quitted Cambridge, was called to the
bar, took chambers in Lincoln’s Inn, and joined the
western circuit. In the autumn of that year a general
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election took place; and he offered himself as a can-
didate for the university ; but he was at the bottom
of the poll. It is said that the grave doctors, who
then sate, robed in scarlet, on the benches of Golgotha,
thought it great presumption in so young a man to
solicit so high a distinction. He was, however, at the
request of a hereditary friend, the Duke of Rutland,
brought into Parliament by Sir James Lowther for
the borough of Appleby.

The dangers of the country were at that time
such as might well have disturbed even a constant
mind. Army after army had been sent in vain
against the rebellious colonists of North America.
On pitched fields of battle the advantage had been
with the disciplined troops of the mother country.
But it was not on pitched fields of battle that the
event of such a contest could be decided. An armed
nation, with hunger and the Atlantic for auxiliaries,
was not to be subjugated. Meanwhile the House of
Bourbon, humbled to the dust a few years before by
the genius and vigour of Chatham, had seized the
opportunity of revenge. France and Spain were
united against us, and had recently been joined by
Holland. The d of the had
been for a time lost. The British flag had been
scarcely able to maintain itself in the British Channel.
The northern powers professed neutrality ; but their
neutrality had a menacing aspect. In the East,
Hyder had descended on the Carnatic, had destroyed
the little army of Baillie, and had spread terror even to
the ramparts of Fort Saint George. The discontents
of Ireland threatened nothing less than civil war, In
England the authority of the government had sunk
to the lowest point. The King and the House of
Commons were alike unpopular, The cry for parlia-
mentary reform was scarcely less loud and vehement
than in the autumn of 1830. Formidable associations,
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headed, not by ordinary demagogues but by men
of l-ugh ra.nk stamless t
ability, d a isi of l:he
system. The p 1 boldened by the imp

and irresolution of the government, had recently
broken loose from all restraint, besieged the chambers
of the legislature, hustled peers, hunted blshops at-
tacked thy id of i prisons,
burned and pulled down houses. London had pre-
sented during some days the aspect of a city taken
by storm ; and it had been necessary to form a camp.
among the trees of Saint James’s Park.

1In spite of dangers and difficulties abroad and at
home, George the Third, with a firmness which had
little affinity with virtue or with wisdom, persisted in
his determination to put down the American rebels
by force of arms; and his ministers submitted their
judgment to his. Some of them were probably actu-
ated merely by selfish cupidity ; but their chief, Lord
North, a man of high honour, amiable temper, win-
ning manners, lively wit, and excellent talents both
for business and for debate, must be acquitted of all
sordid motives. He remained at a post from which
he had long wished and had repeatedly tried to
escape, only because he had not sufficient fortitude
to resist the entreaties and reproaches of the King,
who sil d all arg Y F ly asking
whether any gentleman, any man of spmt could have
the heart to desert a kind master in the hour of
extremity.

‘The opposition consisted of two parties which had
once been hostile to each other, and which had been
very slowly, and, as it soon appeared, very imperfectly
reconciled, but which at this conjuncture seemed to
act together with cordiality. The larger of these
parties: consisted of the great body of the Whig
aristocracy. Its head was Charles, Marquess of

KXz
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Rockingham, a man of scnse and v:rtuc, and in
wealth and parl y st d by very
few of the Engllsh nobles, but afflicted with a nervous
timidity which prevented him from taking a promi-
nent part in debate.  In the House of Commons, the
adherents of Rockingham were led by Fox, whose
dissipated habits and ruined fortunes were the talk
of the whole town, but whose commanding genius,
and whose sweet, generous, and affectionate disposi-
tion, extorted the admiration and love of those who
most lamented the errors of his private life.  Burke,
superior to Fox in largeness of comprehension, in
extent of knowledge, and in splendour of imagina-
tion, but less skilled in that kind of logic and in that
kind of rhetoric which convince and persuade great
asscmblics, was willing to be the licutenant of a young
chicf who might have been his son.

A smaller section of the opposition was composed
of the old followers of Chatham. At their head was
William, Jarl of Shelburne, distinguished both as a
statesman and as a lover of scicnce and letters.  With
him were leagued Lord Camden, who had formerly
held the Great Seal, and whose integrity, ability, and
constitutional knowledge commanded the publlc re-
spect ; Barré, an el and acr
and Dunnmg who had long held the ﬁrst place at
the English bar. It was to this party that Pitt was
naturally attracted.

On the 26th of February 1781 he made his first
speech, in favour of Burke's plan of cconomical reform.
Fox stood up at the same moment, but instantly gave
way. The lofty yet animated deportment of the
young member, his perfect self-posscssion, the readi-
ness with which he replied to the orators who had
preceded him, the silver toncs of his voice, the pcrfcct
structure of his
and dclighted his hearers, Burke, moved even to
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tears, exclaimed, “It is not a chip of the old block;
it is the old block itself” ¢Pitt will be one of the
first men in Parli ” said a ber of the oppo-
sition to Fox. “ He is so already,” answered Fox, in
whose nature envy had no place. It is a curious fact,
well remembered by some who were very recently
living, that soon after this debate Pitt’s name was put
up by Fox at Brooks's.

gn two subsequent occasions during that session
Pitt addressed the House, and on both fully sustained
the reputation which he had acquired on his first ap-
h: In the after the prorogation, he
again went the western circuit, held several briefs,
and acquitted himself in such a manner that he was
highly complimented by Buller from the bench, and
by Dunning at the bar.

On the 27th of November the Parliament reas-
sembled. Only forty-eight hours before had arrived
tidings of the surrender of Cornwallis and his army ;
and it had q Iy been y to rewrite the
royal speech. Every man in the kingdom, except
the King, was now convinced that it was mere mad-
ness to think of conquering the United States. In
the debate on the report of the address, Pitt spoke
with even more energy and brilliancy than on any
former occasion. He was warmly applauded by his
allies ; but it was remarked that no person on his
own side of the House was so loud in eulogy as
Henry Dundas, the Lord Advocate of Scotland, who
spoke from the ministerial ranks. That able and
versatile politician distinctly foresaw the approaching
downfall of the government with which he was con-
nected, and was preparing to make his own escape
from the ruin. From that night dates his connexion
with Pitt, a connexion which soon became a close
i;tix;nhacy, and which lasted till it was dissolved by

eath.
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About a fortnight later, Pitt spoke in the com-
mittee of supply on the army estimates. Symptoms
of dissension had begun to appear on the Treasury
bench. Lord George Germaine, the Secretary of
State who was especially charged with the direction
of the war in America, had held language not casily
to be reconciled with declarations made by the First
Lord of the Treasury. Pitt noticed the discrepancy
with much force and keenness. Lord George and
Lord North began to whisper together ; and Welbore
Ellis, an ancient placeman who bad been drawing
salary almost every quarter since the days of Henry
Pclham, bent down between them to put in a word.
Such interruptions somectimes discompose veteran
speakers.  Pitt stopped, and, looking at the group,
said, with admirable readiness, “ 1 shall wait till Nes-
tor has composed the dispute between Agamemnon
and Achilles.”

After sceveral defeats, or victories hardly to be
distinguished from defeats, the ministry resigned.
The King, rcluclnnl]y and ungr’u:xously consented
to aceept R as first Fox and
Shelburne became Secretarics of State.  Lord John
Cavendish, one of the most upright and honourable
of men, was made Cl lor of the Exck
Thurlow, whose abilities and force of character “had
made him the dictator of the House of Lords, con-
tinucd to hold the Great Scal.

To Pitt was offered, through Shelburne, the Vice-
Treasurership of Ireland, one of the casiest and most
highly paid places in the gift of the Crown ; but the
offer was, without hesitation, declined. The young
statesman had resolved to accept no post which did
not entitle him to a seat in the cabinet : and, a few days
later, he announced that resolution in the House of .
Commons. It must be bered that the cabi
was then a much smaller and more select body than
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at present. We have seen cabinets of sixteen. In
the time of our grandfathers a cabinet of ten or
eleven was thought inconveniently large. Seven was
an usual number. Even Burke, who had taken the
lucrative office of paymaster, was not in the cabinet.
Many therefore tl ht Pitt's declaration ind "
He himself was sorry that he had made it. The
words, he said in private, had escaped him in the
heat of speaking; and he had no sooner uttered
them than he would have given the world to recall
them. They, however, did him no harm with the
public, The second William Pitt, it was said, had
shown that he had inherited the spirit, as well as the
genius, of the first. In the son, as in the father, there
might perhaps be too much pride; but there was
nothing low or sordid. It might be called arrogance
in a young barrister, living in chambers on three
hundred a year, to refuse a salary of five thousand
a year, merely because he did not choose to bind
himself to speak or vote for plans which he had no
share in framing ; but surely such arrogance was not
very far removed from virtue.

Pitt gave a general support to the administration
of Rockingham, but omitted, in the meantime, no
opportunity of courting that Ultra-Whig party which
the persecution of Wilkes and the Middlesex election
had called into existence, and which the disastrous
events of the war, and the triumph of republican
principles in America, had made formidable both in
numbers and in temper. He supported a motion for
shortening the duration of Parliaments. He made a
motion for a committee to examine into the state of
the representation, and, in the speech by which that
motion was introduced, avowed himself the enemy
of the close boroughs, the strongholds of that corrup-
tion to which he attributed all the calamities of the
nation, and which, as he phrased it in one of those
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exact and sonorous sentences of which he had a
boundless command, had grown with the growth of
England and slrcnglhencd with her strength, but had

not inished with her diminution or decayed with
hcr decay. On this occasion he was supported by
Fox. The motion was lost by only twenty votes in
a House of more than three hundred members. The
reformers never again had so good a division till the
year 1831,

The new administration was strong in abilitics,
and was more popular than any administration which
had held office since the first year of George the
‘Third, but was hated by the King, hesitatingly sup-
ported by the Parliament, and torn by internal dis-
sensions. The Chancellor was disliked and distrusted
by almost all his colleagues. The two Sccretaries of
State regarded cach other with no friendly feeling.
The line bclwccn their departments had not been
traccd wnth precision ; and there were conscquently

encroact and It was
all that Rockingham could do to Lcep the peace in
his cabinet ; and, before the cabinet had existed three
months, Rockingham died.

In an instant all was confusion. The adherents of
the deceased statesman looked on the Duke of Port-
land as their chief. The King placed Shelburneat the
head of the Treasury, Fox, Lord john Cavendish,
and Burke, immediately resigned their offices ; and
the new prime minister was left to constitute a govern-
ment out of very defective materials.  His own parlia-
mentary talents were great; but he could not be in
the place where parliamentary talents were most
needed. It was necessary to find some member of
the House of Commons who could confront the great
orators of the opposition; and Pitt alonc had the
cloguence and the courage which were required. He
was offered the great place of Chancellor of the
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Exchequer; and he accepted it. He had scarcely
completed his twenty-third year.
The Parliament was speedily prorogued. During
the recess, a negotmhon for peace whlch had 'been
d under R was
ful terminati England k ledged the
independ of her ; and she ceded
to her European enemies some places in the Medi-
terranean and in the Gulf of Mexico. But the terms
which she obtained were quite as advantageous and
honourable as the events of the war entitled her to
expect, or as she was likely to obtain by persevering
in a contest against immense odds. All her vital
parts, all the real sources of her power, remained
uninjured. She preserved even her dignity ; for she
ceded to the House of Bourbon onl. part of what
she had won from that House in previous wars. She
retained her Indian empire undiminished ; and, in
spite of the mightiest efforts of two great monarchies,
her flag still waved on the rock of Gibraltar, There
is not the slightest reason to believe that Fox, if he
had remained in office, would have hesitated one
about Iuding a treaty on such condi-
tions. Unhappily that great and most amxable man
was, at this crisis, hurried by his passions into an
error which made his genius and his virtues, during
a long course of years, almost useless to his country.
He saw that the great body of the House of Com-
mons was divided into three parties, his own, that of
North, and that of Shelburne ; that none of those three
parties was large enough to stand alone; that, there-
fore, unless two of them umted there must be a
feeble admini ion, or, more pmbably,
rapid of miserably feeble ad n:
and this at a time when a strong government was
essential to the prosperity and respectability of the
nation. It was then necessary and right that there
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should be a coalition. To every possible coalition
there were objections.  But, of all possible coalitions,
that to which there were the fewest objections was
undoubtedly a coalition between Shelburne and Fox.
It would have been generally applauded by the fol-
lowers of both. It might have been made without
any sacrifice of public principle on the part of ecither.
Unhappily, recent bickerings had left in the mind of
Fox a profound dislike and distrust of Shelburne.
Pitt attempted to mediate, and was authorised to
invite Fox to return to the service of the Crown.
“Is Lord Shclburne,” said Fox, “to remain prime
minister?”  Pitt answered in the affirmative. “Itis
impossible that I can act under him,” said Fox.
“Then negotiation is at an end,” said Pitt; “for I
cannot betray him.” Thus the two statesmen parted.
They were never again in a private room together.
As Fox and his friends would not treat with
Shelburne, nothing remained to them but to treat
with North. That fatal coalition which is emphati-
cally called “ The Coalition” was formed. Not three
quarters of a year had elapsed since Fox and Burke
had threatened North with impcachment, and had
described him, night after night, as the most arbitrary,
the must corrupt, the most incapable of ministers.
They now allied themselves with him for the purpose
of driving from officc a statesman with whom they
cannot be said to have differed as to any important
question. Nor had they cven the prudence and the
paticnce to wait for some occasion on which they
might, without i it y, have bined with
their old cnemics in opposition to the government.
That nothing might be wanting to the scandal, the
great orators, who had, during seven ycars, thundered
against the war, determined to join with the authors
of that war in passing a vote of censure on the peace.
The Parliament met before Christmas 1782, But
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it was not till January 1783 that the preliminary
treaties were signed. On the 17th of February they
were taken into consideration by the House of Com-
mons. There had been, during some days, floating
rumours that Fox and North had coalesced ; and the
debate indicated but too clearly that those rumours
were not unfounded. Pitt was suffering from indis-
position : he did not rise till his own strength and
that of his hearers were exhausted : and he was con-
sequently less successful than on any former occasion.
His admirers owned that his speech was feeble and
petulant. He so far forgot himself as to advise
Sheridan to confine himself to amusing theatrical
audiences. This ignoble sarcasm gave Sheridan an
opportunity of retorting with great felicity. * After
what I have seen and heard to-night,” he said, “I
really fecl strongly pted to ona

tion with so great an artist as Ben Jonsun, and tu
bring on the stage a second Angry Boy.” On a
division, the address proposed by the supporters of
the government was rejected by a majority of sixteen,

But Pitt was not a man to be dishecartened by a
single failure, or to be put down by the most lively
repartce. When, a few days later, the opposition
proposed a resolution directly censuring the treaties,
he spoke with an eloquence, energy, and dignity,
which raised his fame and popularity higher than
ever. To the coalition of Fox and North he alluded
in language which drew forth tumultuous applause
from his followers. " If,” he said, “this ill-omened
and unnatural marriage be not yet consummated, I
know of a just and lawful impediment; and, in the
name of the public weal, I forbid the banns.”

‘The ministers were again left in 2 minority ; and
Shelburne consequently tendered his resignation. It
was accepted ; but the King struggled long and hard
before he submitted to the terms dictated by Fox,
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whose faults he detested, and whose high spirit and
powerful intellect he detested still more. The first
place at the board of Treasury was repeatedly offered
to Pitt; but the offer, though tempting, was stead-
fastly ‘declined. The young man, whose judgment
was as precocious as his eloquence, saw that his time
was coming, but was not come, and was deaf to royal
importunitics and reproaches. His Majesty, bitterly
comy laini of Pitt’s faintl d: tried to break
the coalition. Every art of seduction was practised
on North, but in vain. During scveral weeks the
country remained without a government. It was not
till all devices had fzulcd and tlll the aspect of the
House of C ing, that the
King gave way. The Duke of Portland was declared
First Lord of the Treasury. Thurlow was dismissed.
Fox and North became Secretaries of State, with
power ostensibly equal. But Fox was the real prime
minister.

The year was far advanced before the new arrange-
ments were completed ; and nothing very important
was done during the remainder of the session. Pitt,
now scated on the opposition bench, brought the
question of parliamentary reform a second time under
the consideration of the Commons. He proposed to
add to the House at once a hundred county members
and several members for metropolitan districts, and
to enact that every borough of which an clection
committee should report that the majority of voters
appeared to be corrupt should losc the franchise.
The motion was rejected by 293 votes to 149.

After the prorogauon, Pitt visited the Contmcnt
for the first and last time. His travelling companion
was onc of his most intimate friends, a young man of
lns own age, who had already dxstmgulshed hlmself
in Parl by an ing natural
off by the swcctest and most exquisitely modulatcd
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of human voices, and whose affectionate hearst, caress-
ing manners, and brilliant wit, made him the most
delightful of companions, William Wilberforce. That
was the time of Anglomania in France; and at Paris
the son of the great Chatham was absolutely hunted
by men of lctters and women of fashion, and forced,
much against his will, into political disputation. One
remarkable saying which dropped from him during
this tour has been preserved. A French gentleman
expressed some surprise at the immense influence
which Fox, a man of plcasure, ruined by the dice-
box and the turf, excreised over the English nation.
“You have not,” said Pitt, “been under the wand of
the magician.”

In November 1783 the Parliament met again.
The government had irresistible strength in the House
of Commons, and seemed to be scarcely less strong in
the House of Lords, but was, in truth, surrounded on
cvery side by dangers. The King was impaticntly
waiting for the moment at which he could emancipate
himself from a yoke which galled him so severely that
he had more than once scriously thought of retiring
to Hanover ; and the King was scarcely more eager
for a change than the nation. Fox and North had
committed a fatal error,  They ought to have known
that coalitions between parties which have long been
hostile can succeed only when the wish for coalition
pervades the lower ranks of both, If the leaders
unite before there is any disposition to union among
the followers, the probability is that there will be
mutiny in both camps, and that the two revolted
armies will make a truce with cach other, in order to
be revenged on those by whom they think that they
have been betrayed. Thus it was in 1783, At the
beginning of that eventful ycar, North had been the
recognised head of the old Tory party, which, though
for a P d by the di issuc of
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the Amecrican war, was siill a great power in the
state. To him the clergy, the universities, and that
large body of country gentlemen whose rallying cry
was “ Church and King,” had long looked up with
respeet and confidence.  Fox had, on the other hand,
been the idol of the Whigs, and of the whole body of
Protestant dissenters. The coalition at once alienated
the most zealous Torics from North, and the most
zealous Whigs from Fox. The University of Ox-
ford, which had marked its approbation of North’s
orthodoxy by clecting him chancellor, the City of
London, which had bcen during two and twenty
years at war with the Court, were equally disgusted.
Squires and rectors, who had inherited the principles
of the cavaliers of the preceding century, could not
forgive their old leader for combining with disloyal
subjects in order to put a force on the sovereign.
The members of the Bill of Rights Society and of the
Reform Associations were cnraged by learning that
their favourite orator now called the great champion
of tyranny and corruption his noble friend. Two
great multitudes were at once left without any head,
and both at once turned their cyes on Pitt. One
party saw in him the only man who could rescue the
King ; the other saw in him the only man who could
purify the Parliament. He was supported on one
side by Archbishop Markham, the preacher of divine
right, and by Jenkinson, the captain of the Pretorian
band of the King's friends; on the other side by
Jebb and Priestley, Sawbridge and Cartwright, Jack
Wilkes and Horne Tooke. On the benches of the
House of Commons, however, the ranks of the
ministerial majority were unbroken; and that any
statesman would venture to brave such a majority
was thought impossible. No prince of the Hanoverian
linc had ever, under any provocation, ventured to ap-
peal from the representative body to the constituent
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body. ‘The mini: 1t fore, notwitl di: g the
sullen looks and muttered words of displeasure with
which their suggestions were received in the closet,
notwithstanding the roar of obloquy which was rising
louder and louder every day from every corner of the
island, thought themselves secure.

Such was their confidence in their strength that,
as soon as the Parliament had met, they brought for-
ward a singularly bold and original plan for the
government of the British territories in India. What
was proposed was that the whole authority, which till

. that time had been exercised over those territories by
the East India Company, should be transferred to
seven Commissioners who were to be named by Par-
liament, and were not to be removable at the pleasure
of the Crown. Earl Fitzwilliam, the most intimate
and personal friend of Fox, was to be chairman of
this board; and the eldest son of North was to be
one of the members.

As soon as the outlines of the scheme were known,
all the hatred which the coalition had excited burst
forth with an astounding explosion. The question
which ought undoubtedly to have been considered as
paramount to every other was, whether the proposed
change was likely to be beneficial or injurious to the
thirty millions of people who were subject to the
Company. But that question cannot be said to have
been even seriously discussed. Burke, who, whether
right or wrong in the conclusions to which he came,
had at least the merit of looking at the subject in the
right point of view, vainly reminded his hearers of
that mighty population whose daily rice might de-
pend on a vote of the British Parliament. He spoke,
with even more than his wonted power of thought
and language, about the desolation of Rohilcund,
about the spoliation of Benares, about the evil policy
which had suffered the tanks of the Carnatic to go to
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ruin ; but he could scarcely obtain a hearing. The
contending parties, to their shame it must be said,
would listen to none but English topics. Out of
doors the cry against the ministry was almost uni-
versal. Town and country were united. Corpora-
tions exclaimed against the violation of the charter
of the greatest corporation in the realm. Tories and
democrats joined in pronouncing the proposed board
an unconstitutional body. It was to consist of Fox's
nominees. The effect of his bill was to give, not to
the Crown, but to him personally, whether in office
or in opposition, an enormous power, a patronage
sufficient to counterbalance the patronage of the Trea-
sury and of the Admiralty, and to decide the elections
for fifty boroughs. He knew, it was said, that he
was hateful alike to King and people; and he had
devised a plan which would make him independent
of both. Some nicknamed him Cromwell, and some
Carlo Khan. Wilberforce, with his usual felicity of
expression, and with very unusual bitterness of feel-
ing, described the scheme as the genuine offspring of
the coalition, as marked with the features of both its
parents, the corruption of one and the violence of the
other. In spite of all opposition, however, the bill
was supported in every stage by great majorities, was
rapidly passed, and was sent up to the Lords. To
the general astonishment, when the second reading
was moved in the Upper House, the opposition pro-
posed an adjournment, and carried it by eighty-seven
votes to seventy-nine. The cause of this strange turn
of fortune was soon known. Pitt's cousin, Earl
Temple, had been in the royal closet, and had there
been authorised to let it be known that his Majesty
would consider all who voted for the bill as his

The was per-
formed; and msta.nt]y a troop of Lords of the Bed-
chamber, of Bishops who wished to be translated, and
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of Scotch peers who wished to be reelected, made
haste to change sides. On a later day the Lords
rejected the bill. Fox and North were immediately
directed to send their seals to the palace by their
Under Secretaries; and Pitt was appointed First
Lord of the Treasury and Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer.

The general opinion was, that there would be an
immediate dlssolutit}n hBut Pitt wnselérh:ctermmed
to give the public feeling time to gather strength.
Ongtlns point he differed from his kinsman Temple.
The consequence was, that Temple, who had been
appointed one of the Si ies of State, resig
his office forty-eight hours after he had accepted it,
and thus relieved the new government from a great
load of unpopularity; for all men of sense and
honour, however strong might be their dislike of the
India Bill, disapproved of the manner in which that .
bill had been thrown out. Temple carried away with
him the scandal which the best friends of the new
government could not but lament. The fame of the
young prime minister preserved its whiteness. He
could “declare with perfect truth that, if unconstitu-
tional machinations had been employed, he had been
no party to them,

He was, however, surrounded by difficulties and
dangers. In the House of Lords, indeed, he had a
majority, nor could any orator of the opposition in
that assembly be considered as a match for Thurlow,
who was now again Chancellor, or for Camden, who
cordially supported the son of his old friend Chatham.
But in the other House there was not a single eminent
speaker among the official men who sate round Pitt,
His most useful assistant was Dundas, who, though he
had not eloquence, had sense, knowledge, readiness,
and b On the op was a power-
ful majority, led by Fox, who was supported by

VOL. X
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Burke, North,and Sheridan. The heart of the young
minister, stout as it was, almost died within him. He
could not once close his eyes on the mght which

followed Temple’s resi ion. But, his
internal emotions might be, his Ianguage and deport-
ment indicated 1 but firmness

and haughty confidence in his own powers. His
contest against the House of Commons lasted from
the 17th of December, 1783, to the 8th of March,
1784. In sixteen divisions the opposition triumphed.
Again and again the King was requested to dismiss
his ministers. But he was determined to go to
Germany rather than yield. Pitt’s resolution never
wavered. The cry of the nation in his favour became
vehement and almost furious. Addresses assuring
him of public support came up daily from every part
of the kingdom. The freedom of the City of London
“was presented to him in a gold box. He went in
state to receive this mark of distinction. He was
sumptuously feasted in Grocers’ Hall ; and the shop-
keepers of the Strand and Fleet Street illuminated
their houses in his honour. These things could not
but produce an effect within the walls of Parliament.
The ranks of the majority began to waver; a few
passed over to the enemy; some skulked away ;
many were for capitulating while it was still possible
to capitulate with the honours of war. Negotiations
were opened with the view of forming an administra-
tion on a wide basis; but they had scarcely been
opened when they were closed. The opposition de-
manded, as a preliminary article of the treaty, that
Pitt should resign the Treasury; and with this de-
mand Pitt steadfastly refused to comply. While the
contest was raging, the Clerkship of the Pells, a
sinecure place for life, worth three thousand a year,
and tenable with a seat in the House of Commons,
became vacant. The appointment was with the
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Ch: llor of the hequer : nobody doubted that
he would int himself ; and nobody could have
blamed him if he had done so: for such sinecure
offices had always been defended on the ground that
they enabled a few men of eminent abilities and small
incomes to live without any profession, and to devote
themselves to the service of the state. Pitt, in spite
of the remonstrances of his friends, gave the Pelis to
his father’s old adherent, Colonel Barré, a man dis-
tinguished by talent and eloquence, but poor and
afflicted with blindness. By this arrangement a
pension which the Rockingham administration had
granted to Barré was saved to the public. Never
was there a happier stroke of policy. About treaties,
wars, expeditions, tariffs, budgets, there will always
be room for dispute. The policy which is applauded
by hdlf the nation may be condemned by the other
half. But p Y everybody
comprehends. It is a great thing for 2 man who has
only three hundred a year to be able to show that he
considers three thousand a year as mere dirt beneath
his feet, when compared with the public interest and
the public esteem. Pitt had his reward. No minister
was ever more rancorously libelled ; but, even when
he was known to be overwhelmed with debt, when
millions were passing through his hands, when the
wealthiest magnates of the realm were soliciting him
for marquisates and garters, his bitterest enemies did
not dare to accuse him of touching unlawful gain.

At length the hard fought fight ended. A final
remonstrance, drawn up by Burke with admirable
skill, was carried on the 8th of March by a single
vote in a full House. Had the experiment been
repeated, the supporters of the coalition would pro-
bably have been in a minority. But the supplies had
been voted ; the Mutiny Bill had been passed ; and
the Parliament was dissolved.

zLa
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‘The popular constituent bodies all over the country
were in general enthusiastic on the side of the new
government. A hundred and sixty of the supporters
of the coalition lost their seats. The First Lord of
the Treasury himself came in at the head of the poll
for the University of Cambridge. His young friend,
Wilberforce, was elected knight of the great shire of
York in opposition to the whole influence of the Fitz-
williams, Cavendishes, Dundases, and Saviles. In
the midst of such triumphs Pitt completed his twenty-
fifth year. He was now the greatest subject that
England had seen during many generations. He
domi ed absolutely over the cabi and was the
favourite at once of the Sovereign, of the Parliament,

and of the nation. His father had never been so
powerful, nor Walpole, nor Marlborough.

This narrative has now reached a point, beyond
which a full history of the life of Pitt would be a
history of England, or rather of the whole civilised
world ; and for such a history this is not the proper
place. Here a very slight sketch must suffice; and
in that sketch prominence will be given to such
points as may enable a reader who is already ac-
juainted with the 1 course of events to form
a just notion of the character of the man on whom so
much depended.

If we wish to arrive at a correct judgment of
Pitt’s merits and defects, we must never forget that
he belonged to a peculiar class of statesmen, and
that he must be tried by a peculiar standard. Itis

. not easy to compare him fairly with such men as
Ximenes and Sully, Richelieu and Oxenstiern, John
de Witt and Warren Hastings. The means by
which those politicians governed great communities
were of quite a different kind from those which Pitt
was under the necessity of employing. Some talents,
which they never had any opportunity of showing




’ William Pitt 517

that they possessed, were developed in him to an
extraordinary degree. In some qualities, on the
other hand, to which they owe a large part of their
fame, he was decidedly their inferior. They trans-
acted business in their closets, or at boards where a
few confidential councillors sate. It was his lot to be
born in an age and in a country in which parlia-
mentary government was completely established ; his
whole training from infancy was such as fitted him
to bear a part in parliamentary government; and,
from the prime of his manhood to his death, all
the powers of his vigorous mind were almost con-
stantly exerted in the work of patliamentary govern-
ment. He dingly b e g master
of the whole art of parliamentary government that
has ever existed, a greater than Montague or Wal-
pole, a greater than his father Chatham or his rival
Fox, a greater than either of his illustrious successors
Canning and Peel.

Parliamentary government, like every other con-
trivance of man, has its advantages and its disadvan-
tages. On the advantages there is no need to dilate.
The history of England during the hundred and
seventy years which have elapsed since the House of
Commons became the most powerful body in the state,
her immense and still growing prosperity, her free-
dom, her tranquillity, her g in arts, in scil y
and in arms, her maritime ascendency, the marvels
of her public credit, her American, her African, her
Australian, her Asiatic empires, sufficiently prove the
excellence of her institutions. But those institutions,
though excellent, are assuredly not perfect. Parlia-
mentary government is government by speaking. In
such a government, the power of speaking is the most
highly prized of all the qualities which a politician
can possess; and that power may exist, in the highest
degree, without judgment, without fortitude, without
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skill in reading the characters of men or the signs of
the times, without any knowledge of the principles
of legislation or of political economy, and without
any skill in diplomacy or in the administration of
war. Nay, it may well happen that those very in-
tellectual qualities which give a peculiar charm to the
speeches of a public man may be incompatible with
the qualities which would fit him to meet a pressing
emergency with promptitude and firmness. It was
thus with Charles Townshend. It was thus with
Windham. It was a privilege to listen to those ac-
complished and ingenious orators. But in a perilous
crisis they would have been found far inferior in all
the qualities of rulers to such a man as Oliver Crom-
well, who talked nonsense, or as William the Silent,
who did not talk at all. When parliamentary govern-
ment is blished, a Charles Townshend or a Wind-
ham will almost always exercise much greater in-
fluence than such men as the great Protector of
England, or as the founder of the Bi i -
wealth. In such a government, parliamentary talent,
though quite distinct from the talents of a good
executive or judicial officer, will be a chief quali-
fication for executive and judicial office. From the
Book of Dignities a curious list might be made out of
Chancellors ignorant of the principles of equity, and
First Lords of the Admiralty ignorant of the prin-
ciples of igation, of Colonial mini: who could
not repeat the names of the Colonies, of Lords of the
Treasury who did not know the difference between
funded and unfunded debt, and of Secretaries of the
India Board who did not know whether the Mahrattas
were Mahometans or Hindoos. On these grounds,
some persons, incapable of seeing more than one side
of a question, have pronounced parliamentary govern-
ment a positive evil, and have maintained that the
administration would be greatly improved if the
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power, now exercised by a large assembly, were
transferred to a single person. Men of sense will
probably think the remedy very much worse than
the disease, and will be of opinion that there would
be small gain in exchanging Charleés Townshend and
Windham for the Prince of the Peace, or the poor
slave and dog Steenie.

Pitt was emphatically the man of parliamentary
government, the type of his class, the minion, the
child, the spoded child, of the House of Commons.
For the House of Commons he had a hereditary,
an infantine love. Through his whole boyhocd, the
House of Commons was never out of his thoughts,
or out of the thoughts of his instructors. Reciting at
his father's knee, reading Thucydides and Cicero into
English, analysing the great Attic speeches on the
Embassy and on the Crown, he was constantly in
training for the conflicts of the House of Commons.
He was a distinguished member of the House of
Commons at twenty-one. The ability which he had
displayed in the House of Commons made him the
most powerful subject in Europe before he was
twenty-five. It would have been happy for himself
and for his country if his elevation had been deferred.
Eight or ten years, during which he would have had
leisure and opportunity for reading and reflection, for
foreign travel, for social intercourse and free exchange
of thought on equal terms with a great variety of
companions, would have supplied what, without any
fault on his part, was wanting to his powerful in-
tellect. He had all the knowledge that he could be
expected to have; that is to say, all the knowledge
that a man can acquire while he is a student at
Cambridge, and all the knowledge that a man can
acquire when he is First Lord of the Treasury and
Chancellor of the Exchequer. But the stock of
general information which he brought from college,
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extraordinary for a boy, was far inferior to what Fox
possessed, and beggarly when compared with the
massy, the splendid, the various treasures laid up in
the large mind of Burke. After Pitt became minister,
he had no leisure to learn morc than was necessary
for the purposes of the day which was passing over
him. What was necessary for those purposes such a
man could learn with little difficulty. He was sur-
rounded by experienced and able public servants.
He could at any moment command their best assist-
ance. From the stores which they produced, his
vigorous mind rapidly collected the materials for a
good parliamentary case: and that was enough.
Legislation and administration were with him secon-
dary matters. To the work of framing statutes, of
negotiating treaties, of organising ficets and armies,
of sending forth expeditions, he gave only the lcav-
ings of his time and the dregs of his finc intellect.
The strength and sap of his mind werc all drawn in
a different direction. It was when the House of
Commons was to be convinced and persuaded that
he put forth all his powers.

Of those powers we must form our estimate
chicfly from tradition; for of all the eminent speakers
of the last age Pitt has suffered most from the re-
porters. Even while he was still living, critics re-
marked that his cloquence could not be preserved,
that he must be heard to be appreciated. They more
than once applicd to him the sentence in which
Tacitus describes the fate of a senator whose rhetoric
was admired in the Augustan age: * Haterii canorum
illud et profluens cum ipso simul exstinctum est.”
There is, 1 , abund id that nature
had bestowed on Pitt the talents of a great orator ;
and those talents had becen developed in a very
peculiar manner, first by his education, and secondly
by the high official position to which he rose early,
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f-}‘d in which he passed the greater part of his public
ife.

At his first appearance in Parliament he showed
himself superior to all his contemporaries in com-
mand of language. He could pour forth a long suc-
cession of round and stately periods, without pre-
meditation, without ever pausing for a word, without
ever repeating a word, in a voice of silver clearness,
and with a pronunciation so articulate that not a
letter was slurred over. He had less amplitude of
mind and less richness of imagination than Burke,
less ingenuity than Windham, less wit than Sheridan,
less perfect mastery of dialectical fence, and less of
that highest sort of eloquence which consists of reason
and passion fused together, than Fox. Yet the
almost unanimous judgment of those who were in
the habit of listening to that remarkable race of men
placed Pitt, as a speaker, above Burke, above Wind-
ham, above Sheridan, and not below Fox. His
declamation was copious, polished, and splendid. In
power of sarcasm he was probably not surpassed b,
any speaker, ancient or modern ; and of this formid-
able weapon he made merciless use. In two parts of
the oratorical art which are of the highest value to a
minister of state he was singularly expert. No man
knew better how to be luminous or how to be
obscure, When he wished to be understood, he
never failed to make himself understood. He could
with ease present to his audience, not perhaps an
exact or profound, but a clear, popular, and plausxble
view of the most ive and compli
Nothmg was out of place; nothmg was forgotten ;
minute details, dates, sums of money, were all faith-
fully preserved in his memory. Even intricate ques-
tions of when ;s d by him,
clear to the plajnest man among his hmrers On
the other handp when he did not wish to be explicit,—
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and no man who is at the head of affairs always
wishes to be explicit,—he had a marvellous power of
saying nothing in language which left on his audi-
ence the impression that he had said a great deal
He was at once the only man who could open a
budget without notes, and the only man who, as
Windham said, could speak that most elaborately
evasive and unmeaning of human compositions, a
King’s speech, without premeditation.

The effect of oratory will always to a great extent
depend on the character of the orator. There per-
haps never were two speakers whose eloquence had
more of what may be called the race, more of the
flavour imparted by moral qualities, than Fox and
Pitt. The speeches of Fox owe a great part of their
charm to that warmth and softness of heart, that
sympathy with human suffering, that admiration for
every thing great and beautiful, and that hatred of
cruclty and injustice, which intcrest and delight us
even in the most defective reports. No person, on
the other hand, could hear Pitt without perceiving
him to be a man of high, intrepid, and commanding
spirit, proudly conscnous of lus own rectitude and of
his own intellectual it; ble of the low
vices of fear and envy,  but too pronc to fecl and-to
show disdain. Pride, indeed, pervaded the whole man,
was written in the harsh, rigid lines of his face, was
marked by the way in which he walked, in which he
sate, in which he stood, and, above all, in which he
bowed. Such pride, of course, inflicted many wounds.
It may confidently be affirmed that there cannot be
found, in all the ten thousand invectives written
against Fox, a word indicating that his
had cver made a single personal enemy. On the
other hand, several men of note who had been partial
to Pitt, and who to the last continued to approve his
public conduct and to support his administration,
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Cumberlang, for example, Boswell, and Mathias, were
so much irritated by thé contempt with which he
treated them, that they complained in print of their
wrongs. But his pride, though it made him bitterly
disllked by individuals, msplred the  great body of his

s in Parli and t t the country
with respect and confidence. They took him at his
own valuation. They saw that his self-esteem was
not that of an upstart, who was drunk with good luck
and with applause, and who, if fortune turned, would
sink from arrogance into abject humility. Itwas that
of the magnanimous man so finely described by Aris-
totle in the Ethics, of the man who thinks himself
worthy of great things, being in truth worthy. It
sprang from a consciousness of great powers and
great virtues, and was never so conspicuously dis-
played as in the midst of difficulties and dangers
which would have unnerved and bowed down any
ordinary mind. It was closely connected, too, with
an ambition which had no mixture of low cupidity.
There was something noble in the cynical disdain
with which the mighty minister scattered riches and
titles to right and left among those who valued them,
while he spurned them out of his own way. Poor

, he was sm-rounded by frxends on whom he

d three th d, six tt ten thou-
sand a year. l’lam Mlster hxmse]f he had made more
lords than any three that had ded him.

‘The garter, for which the first dukes in the kingdom
were contending, was repeatedly offered to him, and
offered in vain.

The correctness of his private life added much to
the dignity of his public character. In the relations
of son, brother, uncle, master, friend, his conduct was
exemplary. In the small circle of his intimate asso-
ciates, he was amiable, affectionate, even playful.
They loved him sincerely ; they regretted him long;
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Scarcely had Pitt obtaincd jon of unbounded
power when an aged writer of the hlghest eminence,
who had made very little by his writings, and who
was sinking into the grave under a load of infirmities
and sorrows, wanted five or six hundred pounds to
cnable him, during the winter or two which might
still remain to him, to draw his breath more ecasily in
the soft climate of Italy. Not a farthing was to be
obtained ; and before Christmas the author of the
English Dictionary and of the Lives of the Poects
had gasped his last in the river fog and coal smoke
of Flcet Street. A few months after the death of
Johnson appeared the Task, incomparably the best
poem that any Englishman then living had produced
—a poem, too, which could hardly fail to excite in a
well constituted mind a feeling of esteem and com-
passion for the poet, a man of genius and virtue,
whose means were scanty, and whom the most cruel
of all the calamities incident to humanity had made
incapable of supporting himself by vigorous and sus-
tained exertion. Nowhere had Chatham been praised
with more enthusiasm, or in verse more worthy of the
subject, than in the Task. The son of Chatham, how-
ever, contented himself with reading and admiring
the book, and left the author to starve. The pension
\vhu:h long after, enabled poor Cowper to close his

holy life, lested by duns and bailiffs, was
obtained for him by the strenuous kindness of Lord
Spencer. What a contrast between the way in which
Pitt acted towards Johnson and the way in which
Lord Grey acted towards his political enemy Scott,
when Scott, worn out by misfortune and disease, was
advised to try the effect of the Italian air! What a
contrast between the way in which Pitt acted towards
Cowper and the way in which Burke, a poor man and
out of place, acted towards Crabbe! Even Dundas,
who made no pretensions to literary taste, and was con-
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tent to be idered as a hard-headed and 1
coarse man of busmws. was, when compared with his
eloquent and cl d friend, a M

ora Leo. Dundas made Burns an exciseman, with
seventy pounds a year ; and this was more than Pitt,
during his long tenure of power, did for the encou-
ent of letters. Even those who may think that
it is, in general, no part of the duty of a government to
reward literary merit will hardly deny that a govern-
. ment, which has much lucrative church preferment
in its gift, is bound, in distributing that preferment,
not to overlook divines whose writings have rendered
great service to the cause of religion. But it seems
never to have occurred to Pitt that he lay under any
such obligation. All the theological works of all the
numerous bishops whom he made and translated are
not, when put together, worth fifty pages of the Hore
Paulinz, of the Natural Theology, or of the View
of the Evidences of Christianity. But on Paley the
all-powerful mini: never b ed the
benefice. Artists Pitt d as uously as
writers. For pamtmg he dld stmply nothing. Sculp:
tors, who had been
voted by Parliament, had to ha\mt the antechambers
of the Treasury during many years before they could
obtain a farthing from him. One of them, after vainly
soliciting the minister for payment during fourteen
years, had the courage to present a memorial to the
King, and thus obtained tardy and ungracious justice.
A it was absol v to employ ; and
the worst that could be found seem to have been em-
ployed. Not a single fine public building of any kind
or in any style was ere during his long adminis-
tration. It may be confidently affirmed that no ruler
whose abilities and attainments would bear any com-
parison with his has ever shown such cold disdain for
what is excellent in arts and letters.
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His first administration lasted seventeen years.
That Jong period is divided by a strongly marked
line into two almost exactly equal parts. The first
part ended and the second began in the autumn of
1792. Throughout both parts Pitt displayed in the
highest degree the talents of a parliamentary leader.
Duﬂng the first part he was a fortunate and, in many

skilful admi With the difficulties
whlch he had to encounter during the second part he
was of : but his elo-

quence and his perfect mastery of the tactics of the
House "of Commons concealed his incapacity from
the multitude. ]

The eight years which followed the general election
of 1784 were as tranquil and prosperous as any eight
years in the whole history of England. Neighbouring
nations which had lately been in arms against her,
and which had flattered themselves that, in losing
her American colonies, she had lost a chief source
of her wealth and of her power, saw, with wonder
and vexation, that she was more wealthy and more
powerful than ever. Her trade increased. Her manu-
factures flourished. Her exchequer was full to over-
flowing. Very idle apprehensions were generally
entertained, that the public debt, though much less
than a third of the debt which we now bear with
case, would be found too heavy for the strength of
the nation. Those apprehensions might not perhaps
have been easily quieted by reason. ut Pitt quieted
them by a juggle. He succeeded in persuading first
himself, and then the whole nation, his opponents
included, that a new sinking fund, which, so far as it
differed from former sinking funds, differed for the
worse, would, by virtue of some mysterious power of
propagation belongmg to money, put into the pocket
of the public creditor great sums not taken out of _
the pocket of the taxpayer. The country, terrified by
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a danger which was no danger, hailed with delight
and boundless confidence a remedy which was no
remedy. The minister was almost universaily ex-
tolled as the greatest of financiers. Meanwhile both
the branches of the House of Bourbon found that
England was as formidable an antagonist as she had
ever been. France had formed a plan for reducing
Holland to vassalage. But England interposed ; and
France receded. Spain interrupted by violence the
trade of our T with the regi near the
Oregon. But England armed ; and Spain receded.
Within the island there was profound tranquillity.
The King was, for the first time, popular. During
the twenty-three years which had followed his acces-
sion he had not been loved by his subjects. His
domestic virtues were acknowledged. But it was
generally thought that the good qualities by which
he was distmg’ulshed in private life were wanting to
his political ch As a S eign, he was re-
sentful, unforgiving, stubborn, Under his
rule the country had sustained cruel disgraces and
disasters; and every one of those disgraces and dis-
asters was imputed to his strong antipathies, and to
his perverse obstinacy in the wrong. One statesman
after another complained that he had been induced
by royal caresses, entreaties, and promises, to under~
take the direction of affairs at a difficult conjuncture,
and_that, as soon as he had, not without sullying
his fame and alienating his best friends, served the
turn for which he was wanted, his ungrateful master
bega.n to intrigue against him, and to
him. Grenville, Rockingham, Chatham, men of wxdely
different characters, but all three upright and high-
spirited, agreed in thinking that the Prince under
whom they had successively held the highest place
in the government was one of the most insincere
of kind. His confid was d, they said,

P
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not in those known and responsible counsellors to
whom he had delivered the seals of office, but in
sccret advisers who stole up the back stairs into his
closet. In Parli his mini: while defending
themselves against the attacks of the opposition in
front, were perpetually, at his instigation, assailed
on the flank or in the rear by 2 vile band of mer-
cenaries who called themselves his friends. These
men 1y, while in p ion of lucrative places
in his service, spoke and voted against bills which he
had authorised the First Lord of the Treasury or the
Sccretary of State to bring in.  But from the day on
which Pitt was placed at the head of affairs there was
an cnd of secret influence.  His haughty and aspiring
spirit was not to be satisfied with the mere show of
power. Any attempt to undermine him at Court,
any mutinous mo among his foll in the
House of Commons, was certain to be at once put
down, He had only to tender his resignation ; and
he could dictate his own terms. For he, and he alone,
stood between the King and the Coalition. He was
therefore little less than Mayor of the Palace. The-
nation loudly applauded the King for having the
wisdom to repose entire confidence in so excclient a
minister. His Majesty's private virtues now began
to produce their full effect. He was generally re-
garded as the model of a respectable country gentle-
man, honest, goodnatured, sober, religious. He rose
carly : he dined temperately : he was strictly faithful
to his wife: he never missed church; and at church
he never missed a response. His people heartily
prayed that he might Jong reign over them; and
they prayed the more heartily because his virtues
were sct off to the best advantage by the vices and
follies of the Prince of Wales, who lived in close
intimacy with the chicfs of the opposition.

How strong this fecling was in the public mind
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appeared singularly on one great occasion. In the
autumn of 1788 the King became insane. The
opposition, eager for office, committed the great in-
discretion of asserting that the heir apparent had,
by the fundamental laws of England, a right to be
Regent with the full powers of royalty. Pitt, on the
other hand, maintained it to be the constitutional
f]octrine that, whenLa Sovereign s, b¥ reason of
e or A ble o i

P
the regal functions, it belongs to the estates of the
realm to determine who shall be the vicegerent, and
with what portion of the executive authority such
vicegerent shall be entrusted. A long and violent
contest followed, in which Pitt was supported by the
great body of the people with as much enthusiasm
as during the first months of his administration.
‘Tories with one voice applauded him for defending
the sick-bed of a virtuous and unhappy Sovereg’gn
against a disloyal faction and an undutiful son. Not
a few Whigs applauded him for asserting the autho-
rity of Parliaments and the principles of the Revo-
lution, in opf to a doctrine which d
to have too much affinity with the servile theory
of indefeasible hereditary right. The middle class,
always zealous on the side of decency and the do-~
mestic virtues, looked forward with dismay to a reign
resembling that of Charles II. The palace, which
had now been, during thirty years, the pattern of an
English home, would be a public nuisance, a school
of profligacy. To the good King's repast of mutton
and lemonade, despatched at three o’clock, would

d midnight bang from which the guests
would be carried home speechless. To the back-~
gammon board at which the good King played for
a little silver with his equerries, would succeed faro
tables from which young patricians who had sate
down rich would rise up beggars, The drawing-room,

- wuz
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from which the frown of the Queen had repelled a

whole g of frail t ies, would now be
again what it had been in the days of Barbara Palmer
and Louisa de Querouaille. Nay, severely as the
public reprobated the Prince’s many illicit attach—

ments, his one virtuous attach was rep
more severely still. Even in grave and plous circles
his P ve less 1 than his

ga
Popish wife. That he must be Regent nobody ven-
tured to deny. But he and his friends were so
unpopular that Pitt could, with general approbation,
propose to limit the powers of the Regent by restric-
tions to which it would have been impossible to sub-
ject a Prince beloved and trusted by the country.
Some interested men, fully expecting a change of
administration, went over to the opposition. But the
majority, purified by these desertions, closed its ranks,
and presented a more firm array than ever to the
enemy. In every division Pitt was victorious. When
at length, after a stormy i g of three 1
it was announced, on the very eve of the inauguration
of the Regent, that the King was himself again, the
nation was wild with delight. On the evening of the
day on which his Majesty resumed his functions, a
spontaneous illumination, the most general that had
ever been seen in England, brightened the whole vast
space from Highgate to Tooting, and from Hammer-
smith to Greenwich. On the day on which he re-
turned thanks in the cathedral of his capital, all the
horses and carriages within a hundred miles of Lon-
don were too few for the multitudes which flocked to
see him pass through the streets. A second illumina-
tion followed, which was even superior to the first in
magmﬁcence. tht with diﬂ‘iculty escaped from the
us kil of an ble multitude
whlch insisted on drawing his coach from Saint
Paul’s Churchyard to Downing Street. This was the
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moment at which his fame and fortune may be said
to have reached the zenith. His influence in the
closet was as great as that of Carr or Villiers had
been. His d ion over the Parli was more
absolute than that of Walpole or Pelham had been.
He was at the same time as high in the favour of the
populace as ever Wilkes or Sacheverell had been,
Nothing did more to raise his character than his
noble poverty. It was well known that, if he had
been dismissed from office after more than five years
of boundless power, he would hardly have carried out
with him a sum sufficient to furnish the set of cham-
bers in which, as he cheerfully declared, he meant to
resume the practice of the law. His admirers, how-
ever, were by no means disposed to suffer him to
depend on daily toil for his daily bread. The volun-
tary contributions which were g his

in the City of London alone would have sufficed to
make him a rich man. But it may be doubted
whether his haughty spirit would have stooped to ac-
cept a provision so honourably earned and so honour-
ably bestowed.

To such a height ot power and glory had this
extraordinary man risen at twenty-nine years of age.
And now the tide was on the turn. Only ten da; s
after the triumphant procession to Saint Paul’s,
States-General of France, after an interval of a hun-
dred and seventy-four years, met at Versailles.

The nature of the great Revolution which followed
was long very imperfectly understood in this country.
Burke saw much further than any of his contem-
poranes but \vhatever hls sagacity descried was

his p and his
1magmahon More than three years elapsed before
the principles of the English administration under-
went any material change. Nothing could as yet
be milder or more strictly constitutional than the
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minister’s domestic policy. Not a single act indi-
cating an arbitrary temper or a jealousy of the people
could be imputed to him. He had never applied to

for any y powers. He had
never used with harshness the ordinary powers en-
trusted by the to the ve govern-

ment. Not a single state prosecution which would
even now be called oppressive had been instituted by
him. Indeed, the only oppressive state prosecution
instituted during the first eight years of his‘adminis-
tration was that of Stockdale, which is to be attri-
buted, not to the government, but to the chiefs of the
opposition. In office, Pitt had redeemed the pledges
which he had, at his entrance into public life, given to
the supporters of parliamentary reform. He had, in
1785, brought forward a judicious plan for the im-
pro of the rep ive system, and had
prevailed on the King, not only to refrain from talk-
ing against that plan, but to recommend it to the
Houses in a speech from the throne.! This attempt
failed; but there can be little doubt that, if the
French Revolution had not produced a violent re-
action of public feeling, Pitt would have performed,
with little difficulty and no danger, that great work
which, at a later period, Lord Grey could accomplish
only by means which for a time loosened the very
foundations of the commonwealth. When the atroci-
ties of the slave trade were first brought under the
consideration of Parliament, no abolitionist was more
zealous than Pitt. When sickness prevented Wilber-
force from appearing in.public, his place was most
cﬂicxently supplied by his friend the minister. A
ill, which mitigated the horrors of the middle
! The speech with which the Klnlg opencd the session of 1785,

concluded with an assurance that his Majesty would heartily concur
every ‘measure which could tend to secure the true principles

litution. These words were at the time understood to refer to
Pitt's Reform Bill
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passage, was, in 1788, carried by the eloquence and
determined spirit of Pitt, in spite of the opposition of
some of his own colleagues; and it ought always to
be remembered to his honour that, in order to carry
that bill, he kept the Houses sitting, in spite of many
murmurs, long after the business of the government
had been done, and the Appropriation Act passed.
In 1791 he cordially concurred with Fox in main-
tammg the sound constltutxona! doctrine, that an

is not termi i by a dissolution. In
the course of the same year the two great rivals con-
tended side by side in a far more important cause.
They are fairly entitled to divide the high honour of
having added to our statute-book the inestimable law
which p]aces the liberty of the press under the pro-
tection of juries. On one occasion, and one alone,
Pitt, during the first half of his long administration,
acted in 2 manner unworthy of an enlightened- Whig.
In the debate on the Test Act, he stooped to gratify
the master whom he served, the university which he
represented, and the great. body of clergymen and
country gentlemen on whose support he rested, by
talking, with little heartiness, indeed, and with no
asperity, the language of a Tory. With this single
exception, his conduct from the end of 1783 to the
middle of 1792 was that of an honest friend of civil
and religious liberty.

Nor did any thing, during that period, indicate
that he loved war, or harboured any malevolent feel-
ing against any neighbouring nation. Those French
writers who have represented him as a Hannibal
swomn in childhood by his father to bear eternal
hatred to France, as having, by mysterious intrigues
and lavish bribes, instigated the leading Jacobins to
commit those excesses which dishonoured the Revo-
lution, as having been the real author of the first
coalition, know nothing of his character or of his
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history. So far was he from being a deadly enemy
to France, that his laudable attempts to bring about
a closer connexion with that country by means of a
wise and liberal treaty of commerce brought on him
the severe censure of the opposition. He was told in
the House of Commons that he was a degenerate son,
and that his partiality for the hereditary foes of our
island was enough to make his great father’s bones
stir under the pavement of the Abbey.

And this man, whose name, if he had been so
fortunate as to die in 1792, would now have been
associated with peace, with freedom, with philan-
thropy, with temperate reform, with mlld and con-
stitutional admi ion, lived to iate his name
with arbitrary government, with harsh laws harshly
executed, with alien bills, with gagging bills, with
suspensions of the Habeas Corpus Act, with cruel
punishments inflicted on some pohtlcal agitators, with
unjustifiable p g others,
and with the most costly and most sanguinary wars
of modern times. He lived to be held up to obloquy
as the stern oppressor of England, and the inde-
fatigable disturber of Europe. Poets, contrasting his
earlier with his later years, likened him sometimes to
the apostle who kissed in order to betray, and some-
times to the evil angels who kept not their first
estate. A satirist of great genius_ introduced the
fiends of Fami Sk and Fxre, procl
that they had received their commission from One
whose name was formed of four letters, and promising
to give their employer ample proofs of gratitude.
Famine would gnaw the multitude till they should
rise up against him in madness. The demon of
Slaughter would impel them to tear him limb from
limb, But Fire boasted that she alone could reward
him as he deserved, and that she would cling round
him to all eternity. By the French press and the
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French tribune every crimie that disgraced and evéery
_calamity that afflicted France was ascribed to the
monster Pitt and his guineas. While the Jacobins
were dominant, it was he who had_ corrupted the
Gironde, who had raised Lyonsand Bordeaux against
the Convention, who had suborned Paris to assas-
sinate Lepelletier, and Cecilia R 1t to
Robespierre. When the Thermidorian reaction came,
all the atrocities of the Reign of Terror were imputed
to him. Collot D’Herbois and Fouquier Tinville had
bcen his penstoners. It was he who had hired the

of S ber, who had di d the pam-
phlets of Marat ‘and the Carmagnoles of Barére, who
had paid Lebon to deluge Arras with blood, and
Carrier to choke the Loire with corpses.

The truth is, that he liked neither war nor arbi-
trary government. He was a lover of peace and
freedom, driven, by a stress against which it was

» hardly possible for any will or any intellect to
struggle, out of the course to which his inclinations
pointed, and for which his abilities and acquirements
fitted him, and forced into a policy repugnant to his
feelings and unsuited to his talents.

The charge of apostasy is grossly unjust, A man
ought no more to be called an apostate because his
opinions alter with the opinions of the great body of
his contemporaries than he ought to be called an
oriental traveller because he is always going round
from west to east with the globe and every thing that
is upon it. Between the spring of 1789 and the close
of 1792, the public mind of England underwent a
great change. If the change of Pitt’s sentiments
attracted peculiar notice, it was not because he
changed more than his neighbours; for in fact he
changed less than most of them; but because his
position was far more consplcuaus than thelrs, be-
cause he was, till B

parte app: d,
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who filled the greatest space in the eyes of the in.
habitants of the civilised world. During a short time
the nation, and Pitt, as one of the nation, looked with
interest and approbation on the French Revolution.
But soon vast confiscations, the violent sweeping
away of ancient institutions, the domination of clubs,
the barbarities of mobs maddened by famine and
hatred, produced a rcaction here. The court, the
nobility, Lhc gentry, the clergy, the manufacturers,
the , in short, twentieths of those
who had good roofs over their heads and good coats
on their backs, became ecager and intolerant Anti-
Jacobins. This fecling was at least as strong among
the minister’s adversaries as among his supporters.
TFox in vain attempted to restrain his followers. All
his genius, all his vast personal influence, could not
prevent them from rising up against him in general
mutiny. Burke set the example of revolt; and Burke
was in no long time joined by Portland, Spencer,
Fitzwilliam, Loughborough, Carlisle, Malmesbury,
Windham, Elliot. In the House of Commons, the
followers of the great Whig statesman and orator
diminished from about a hundred and sixty to fifty.
In the House of Lords he had but ten or twelve
adherents left.  There can be no doubt that there
would have been a similar mutiny on the ministerial
benches if Pitt had obstinately resisted the general
wish. Pressed at once by his master and by his
colleagues, by old fricnds and by old opponents, he
abandoncd, slowly and rcluct'mtly, the policy which
was dear to his heart. He laboured hard to avert
the Europcan war. When the European war broke
out, he still flattered himself that it would not be
necessary for this country to take either side. In the
spring of 1792 he congratulated the Parliament on
the prospect of long and profound peace, and proved
his sincerity by proposing large remissions of taxa-
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-~ tion. Down to the end of that year he continued
to cherish the hope that England might be able to
preserve neutrality. But the passions which raged on
both sides of the Channel were not to be restrained.
‘The republicans who ruled France were inflamed by
a fanaticism resembling that of the Mussulmans who,
with the Koran in one hand and the sword in the
other, went forth, conquering and converting, east-
ward to the Bay of Bengal, and westward to the
Pillars of Hercules. The higher and middle classes
of England were animated by zeal not less fiery than
that of the Crusaders who raised the cry of Dews
wvult at Clermont. The impulse which drove the two
nations to a collision was not to be arrested by the
abilities or by the authority of any single man. As
Pitt was in front of his fellows, and towered high
above them, he seemed to lead them. But in fact he
was violently pushed on by them, and, had he held
back but a little more than he did, would have been
thrust out of their way or trampled under their feet.

He yielded to the current : and from that day his
misfortunes began. The truth is that there were only
two consistent courses before him. Since he did not
choose to oppose himself, side by side with Fox, to
the public feeling, he should have taken the advice of
Burke, and should have availed himself of that feeling
to the full extent. If it was impossible to preserve
peace, he should have adopted the only policy which
could lead to victory. He should bave proclaimed a
Holy War for religion, morality, property, order, public
law, and should have thus opposed to the Jacobins an
energy equal to their own. Unhappily he tried to finda
middle path; and he found onc which united all that
was worst in both extremes. He went to war: but he
would not und d the peculi h of that
war. He was obstinately blind to the plain fact, that
he was contending against a state which was also a
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sect, and that the new quarrel between England and <
France was of quite a different kind from the old
quarrels about colonies in America and fortresses in
the Netherlands. He had to combat frantic enthu-
siasm, boundless ambition, restless activity, the wild-
est and most audacious spirit of innovation; and he
dcted as if he had to deal with the harlots and fops
of the old Court of Versailles, with Madame de Pom-
padour and the Abbé de Bernis. It was pitiable to
hear him, year after year, proving to an admiring
audience that the wicked Republic was exhausted,
that she could not hold out, that her credit was gone,
and her assignats were not worth more than the
paper of which they were made; as if credit was
y to a gov of which the principle
was rapine, as if Alboin could not turn Italy into -
a desert till he had negotiated a loan at five per
cent., as if the exchequer bills of Attila had been at
par. It was impossible that a man who so com-
pletely mistook the nature of a contest could carry
on that contest successfully. Great as Pitt’s abilities
were, his military administration was that of a drivél-
ler. He was at the head of a nation engaged in'a
struggle for life and death, of a nation eminently dis-
tinguished by all the physical and all the moral quali-
ties which make excellent soldiers. The resources at
his cc d were imited. The Parli was
even more ready to grant him men and money than
he was to ask for them. In such an emergency, and
with such means, such a statesman as Richelieu,
as Louvois, as Chatham, as Wellesley, would have
created in a few months one of the finest armies in
the world, and would socon have discovered ahd
brought forward generals worthy to command such
an army. Germany might have been saved
another Blenheim; Flanders recovered by another
Ramilies ; another Poitiers might have delivered the
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Royalist and Catholic provinces of France from a
yoke which they abhorred, and might have spread
terror even to the barriers of Paris, But the fact is,
that, after cight years of war, after a vast destruction
of life, after an expenditure of wealth far exceeding
the expenditure of the American war, of the Seven
Years’ War, of the war of the Austrian Succession,
and of the war of the Spanish Succession, united, the
English army, under Pitt, was the laughing-stock of
all Europe. It could not boast of one single brilliant
exploit. It had never shown itself on the Continent
but to be beaten, chased, forced to re-cmbark, or
forced to capitulate. To take some sugar island in
the West Indics, to scatter some mob of half-naked
Irish peasants, such were the most splendid victories
won by the British troops under Pitt’s auspices.

The English navy no mismanagement could ruin.
But during a long period whatever mismanagement
could do was done. The Earl of Chatham, without
a single qualification for high public trust, was made,
by fraternal partiality, First Lord of the Admiralty,
and was kept in that great post during two years of
a war in which the very existence of the state de-
pended on the efficiency of the fleet. He continued
to doze away and trifle away the time which ought
to have been devoted to the public service, till the
whole mercantile body, though generally disposed to
support the government, complained bitterly that our
flag gave no protection to our trade. Fortunately he
was succeeded by George Earl Spencer, one of those
chiefs of the Whig party who, in the great schism
caused by the French Revolution, had followed Burke.
Lord Spencer, though inferior to many of his col-
leagues as an orator, was decidedly the best adminis-
trator among them. To him it was owing that a long
and gloomy succession of days of fasting, and, most
emphatically, of humiliation, was interrupted, twice in
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the short space of eleven months, by days of thanks-
giving for great victories.

It may seem paradoxical to say that the inca-
pacity which Pitt showed in all that related to the
conduct of the war is, in some sense, the most de-
cisive proof that he was a man of very extraordinary
abilities. Yet this is the simple truth. For assuredly
one-tenth part of his errors and disasters would have
been fatal to the power and influence of any minister
who had not possessed,.in the highest degree, the
talents of a parliamentary leader. While his schemes
were confounded, while his predictions were falsified,
while the coalitions which he had laboured to form
were falling to pieces, while the expeditions which he
had sent forth at enormous cost were ending in rout
and dlsgraoe, while the enemy ‘against whom he was
feebl, was Flanders and Bra-
bant, the Electorate of Mentz, and the Electorate of
Treves, Holland, Piedmont, Liguria, Lombardy, his
authority over the House of Commons was constantly
becoming more and more absolute. There was his
empire. There were his victories, his Lodi and his
Arcola, his Rivoli and his Marengo, If some great
misfortune, a pitched battle lost by the allies, the
anne}.atlon of a new dcpartment to the French

a jon in Ireland, a
mutmy in the fleet, a pamc in the city,a run on the
bank, had spread dismay through the ranks of his
majority, that dismay lasted only till he rose from
the Treasury bench, drew up his haughty head,
stretched his arm with commanding gesture, and
poured forth, in deep and sonorous tones, the lofty lan-
guage of inextinguishable hope and inflexible resolu-
tion. Thus, through a long and calamitous period,
every disaster that happened without the walls of
Parliament was regularly followed by a tnumph within
them. At length he had no longer an opposition to
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encounter. Of the great party which had contended
against him during the first eight years of his admi-
nistration more than one half now marched under his
standard, with his old competitor the Duke of Port-
land at their head ; and the rest had, after many vain
struggles, quitted the field in despair. Fox had retired
to the shades of Saint Anne’s Hill, and had there found,
in the society of friends whom no vicissitude could
estrange from him, of a woman whom he tenderly
loved, and of the illustrious dead of Athens, of Rome,
and of Florence, ample compensation for all the mis-
fortunes of his public life. Session followed session
with scarcely a single division. In the eventful year
1799, the largest minority that could be mustered
against the government was twenty-five.

In Pitt's domestic policy there was at this time
assuredly no want of vigour. Whilé he offered to
French Jacobinism a resistance so feeble that it only
encouraged the evil which he wished to suppress, he
put down English Jacobinism with a strong hand.
The Habeas Corpus Act was repeatedly suspended.
Public meetings were placed under severe restraints,
The government obtained from Parliament power to
send out of the country aliens who were suspected
of evil designs ; and that power was not suffered to
be idle. Writers who propounded doctrines adverse
to monarchy and aristocracy were proscribed and
punished without mercy. It was hardly safe for a
republican to avow his political creed over his beef-
steak and his bottle of port at a chophouse. The
old laws of Scotland against sedition, laws which were

idered by Eng as barb , and which a
succession of governments had suffered to rust, were
now furbished up and sharpened anew. Men of culti-
vated minds and polished manners were, for offences
which at Westminster would have been treated as
mere misdemeanours, sent to herd with felons at
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Botany Bay. Some reformets, whose opinjons were
extravagant, and whose lang was

but who had never dreamed of subvertmg the govern-
ment by physical force, were indicted for high treason,
and were saved from the gallows only by the righteous
verdicts of juries. This severity was at the time loudly
applauded by alarmists whom fear had made cruel,
but will be seen in a very different light by posterity.
The truth is, that the Englishmen who wished for a
revolution were, even in number, not formidable, and,
in every thing but number, a faction utterly contemp-
tible, without arms, or funds, or plans, or organisation,
or leader. There can be no doubt that Pitt, strong as
he was in the support of the great body of the nation,
might easily have repressed the turbulence of the dis-
contented minority by firmly yet temperately enfor-
cing the ordinary law. Whatever vigour he showed
during this unfortunate part of his life was vigour
out of place and season. He was all feebleness and
languor in his conflict with the foreign enemy who
was really to be dreaded, and reserved all his energy
and resolution for the domestic enemy who might
safely have been despised.

One part only of Pitt’s conduct during the last
eight years of the eightecnth century deserves high
praise. He was the first English minister who formed
great designs for the benefit of Ireland. The manner
in which the Roman Catholic population of that un-
fortunate country had been kept down during many
generations seemed to him unjust and cruel ; and it
was scarcely possible for a man of his abilities not to
perceive that, in a contest against the Jacobins, the
Roman Catholics were his natural allies. Had he
been able to do all that he wished, it is probable that
a wise and liberal policy would have averted the re-
bellion of 1798. But the difficulties which he en-
countercd were great, perhaps insurmountable ; and
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the Roman Catholics were, rather by his misfortune
than by his fault, thrown into the hands of the
Jacobins. There was a third great rising of the
Irishry against the Englishry, a rising not less for-
midable than the risings of 1641 and 1689. The
Englishry remained victorious ; and it was necessa
for Pitt, as it had been necessary for Oliver Cromwell
and William of Orange before him, to consider how
the victory should be used. It is only just to his
memory to say that he formed a scheme of policy, so
grand and so simple, so righteous and so humane,
that it would alone entitle him to a high place among
statesmen. He determined to make Ireland one
kingdom with England, and, at the same time, to
relieve the Roman Catholic laity from civil disabili-
ties,and to grant a public maintenance to the Roman
Catholic clergy. Had he been able to carry these
noble designs into effect, the Union would have been
an Union indeed. It would have been inseparably
associated in the minds of the great majority of
Irishmen with civil and religious freedom ; and the
old Parliament in College Green would have been
regretted only by a small knot of discarded jobbers
and oppressors, and would have been remembered by
the body of the nation with the loathing and con-
tempt due to the most tyrannical and the most
corrupt assembly that had ever sate in Europe. But
Pitt could execute only one half of what he had pro-
,ected He in the of
the Parli of both kingd to the Union; but
that reconciliation of races and sects, without whlch
the Union could exist only in name, was not ac-
com lished. He was well aware that he was likely
nd difficulties in the closet. But he flattered
hlmself that, by cantious and dexterons management,
those difficulties might be overcome. Unhappily,
there were traitors and sycophants in high place who
VOL. X NN
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did not suffer him to takc hxs own time and his own
way, but his to the
King, and disclosed nt in the manner most likely to
jrritate and alarm a weak and diseased mind. His
Majesty absurdly imagined that his Coronation oath
bound him to refuse his assent to any bill for relieving
Roman Catholics from civil disabilities,. To argue
with him was impossible. Dundas tricd to explain
the matter, but was told to kcep his Scotch meta-
physics to himself. Pitt, and Pitt's ablest colleagues,
resigned their offices, It was nccessary that the
King should make a new arrangement. But by this
time his anger and distress had brought back the
malady which had, many yecars before, incapacitated
him for the discharge of his functions. He actually
assembled his family, read the Coronation oath to
them, and told them that, if he broke it, the Crown
would immediately pass to the House of Savoy. It
was not until after an interregnum of several weeks
that he regained the full usc of his small faculties,
and that a ministry after his own heart was at length
formed.

The materials out of which he had to construct a
government were neither solid nor splendid. To
that party, weak in numbers, but strong in every
kind of talent, which was hostile to the domestic and
forcign policy of his late advisers, he could not have
recoursc. [For that party, while it differed from his
late advisers on every point on which they had been
honoured with his approbation, cordially agreed with
them as to the single matter which had brought on
them his displeasure. Al that was left to him was
to call up the rear ranks of the old ministry to form
the front rank of a new ministry, In an age pre-
eminently fruitful of parliamentary talents, a cabinet
was formed containing hardly a single man who, in
parliamentary talents, could be considered as even of
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the sccond rate. The most important offices in the
state were bestowed on decorous and laborious medio-
crity. Henry Addington was at the head of the
Treasury. He had been an carly, indeed a hereditary,
friend of Pitt, and had by Pitt’s influence been placed,
while still a young man, in the chair of the Housc
of Commons. He was universally admitted to have
been the best speaker that had sate in that chair
since the retirement of Onslow. But naturc had not
bestowed on him very vigorous faculties; and the
highly respectable situation which he had long occu-
pied with honour had rather unfitted than fitted him
for the discharge of his new dutics. His business
had been to bear himself evenly between contending
factions. He had taken no part in the war of words;
and he had always been addressed with marked
defercnce by the great orators who thundered against
cach other from his right and from his left. It was
not strange that, when, for the first time, he had to
encounter keen and vigorous antagonists, who dealt
hard blows without the smallest ccremony, he should
have been awkward and unready, or that the air of
dignity and authority which he had acquired in his
former post, and of which he had not divested him-
self, should have madc his hclplessness laughable
and pitiable. Nevertheless, during many months, his
power scemed to stand firm. He was a favourite
with the King, whom he resembled in narrowncss
of mind, and to whom he was more obsequious than
Pitt had ever been. The nation was put into high
good humour by a peace with France. The enthu-
siasm with which the upper and middle classes had
rushed into the war had spent itsclf. Jacobinism
was no longer formidable. Everywhere there was a
strong reaction against what was called the athcls-
tical and anarchical phil hy of the h
century. Bonaparte, now First Consul, was busied in
NN2
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constructing out of the ruins of old institutions a
new ccclesiastical establishment and a new order of
knighthood. That nothing less than the dominion of
the whole civilised world would satisfy his selfish am-
bition was not yct suspected ; nor did cven wise men
scc any rcason to doubt that he might be as safe a
neighbour as any prince of the House of Bourbon had
been. The treaty of Amicns was therefore hailed
by the great body of the English people with extrava-
gant joy. The popularity of the minister was for the
moment immense. His want of parliamentary ability
was, as yct, of little conscquence ; for he had scarcely
any adversary to cncounter. The old opposition,
delighted by the peace, regarded him with favour.
A new opposition had indeed been formed by some
of the late ministers, and was led by Grenville in the
House of Lords, and by Windham in the House of
Commons. But the ncw opposition could scarcely
muster ten votes, and was regarded with no favour
by the country. On Pitt the ministers relied as on
their firmest support. He had not, like some of his
colleagues, retired in anger. He had expressed the
greatest respect for the conscientious scruple which
had taken posscssion of the royal mind ; and he had
promised his successors all the help in his power. In
private his advice was at their service. In Parliament
he took his scat on the bench behind them ; and, in
more than one debate, defended them with powers
far superior to their own. The King perfectly under-
stood the value of such assi: On one ¢ ion,
at thc palace, he took the old minister and the new
minister aside. “If we three,” he said, “keep to-
gether, all will go well.”

But it was hardly possible, human nature being
what it is, and, more espccially, Pitt and Addington
being what they were, that this union should be
durable.  Pitt, conscious of superior powers, imagined
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that the place which he had quitted was now occu-
pied by a mere puppet which he had set up, which he
was to govern while he suffered it to remain, and
which he was to fling aside as soon as he wished to
resume his old position. Nor was it long before he
began to pine for the power which he had relin-
quished. He had been so carly raised to supreme
authority in the state, and had enjoyed that authority
so long, that it had become necessary to him, In re-
tirement his days passed heavily. He could not, like
Fox, forget the pleasures and cares of ambition in
the company of Euripides or Herodotus. Pride re-
strained him from intimating, even to his dearest
friends, that he wished to be again minister. But he
thought it strange, almost ungrateful, that his wish
had not been divined, that it had not been antici-
pated, by one whom he regarded as his deputy.

Addington, on the other hand, was by no mecans
inclined to descend from his high position. He was,
indeed, under a delusion much r bling that of
Abon Hassan in the Arabian tale. His brain was
turned by his short and unreal Caliphate. He took
his elevation quite seriously, attributed it to his own
merit, and considered himsclf as one of the great
triumvirate of English statesmen, as worthy to make
a third with Pitt and Fox.

Such being the feclings of the late minister and
of the present minister, a rupture was inevitable ; and
there was no want of persons bent on making that
rupture speedy and violent. Some of these persons
wounded Addington’s pride by rep ing him as a
lacquey, sent to keep a placc on the Treasury bench
till his master should find it convenient to come.
Others took every opportunity of praising him at
Pitt’s expense. Pitt had waged a long, a bloody, a
costly, an ful war. Addington had made
peace. Pitt had suspended the constitutional liberties
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of Englishmen. Under Addington those liberties
were again enjoyed. Pitt had .wasted the public
resources. Addington was carefully nursing them.
It was sometimes but too evident that these com-
pliments were not unpleasmg to Addington. Pitt
became cold and reserved. During many months
he remained at a distance from London. Meanwhile
his most intimate friends, in spite of his declarations
that he made no complaint, and that he had no wish
for office, exerted themselves to effect a change of
ministry. His favourite disciple, George Canning,
young, ardent, ambitious, with great powers and great
virtues, but with a tempcr too restless and a wit too
satirical for his own I i was i He
spoke ; he wrote; he intrigued ; he tried to induce a
large number of the supporters of the government
to sign a round robin desiring a change: he made
gamc of Addington and of Addmgtons relations i in
of lively The
partlsans retorted with equal acrimony, if not \vxth
cqual vivacity. Pitt could keep out of the affray only
by g outof p ; and this it soon
became xmposs:ble for him to do. Had Napoleon,
content with the first place among the sovereigns of
the Continent, and with a military reputation sur-
passing that of Marlborough or of Turenne, devoted
himself to the noble task of making France happy by
mild admini jon and wise legislation, our country
ht have long ! a gov

%a.u' intentions and feeble abilities. Unhappily, the
t.reaty of Amiens had scarcely been signed, when the
restless ambition and the insupportable insolence of the
First Consul convinced the great body of the English
people that the peace, 50 eagerly welcomed, was only
a precarious armistice. As it became clearer and
clearer that a war for the dignity, the independence,
the very existence of the nation was at hand, men
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looked with increasing uneasiness on the weak and
languid cabinet which would have to contend against
an enemy who united more than the power of Lewis
the Great to more than the genius of Frederic the
Great. It is true that Addington might easily have
been a better war minister than Pitt, and could not
possibly have been a worse. But Pitt had cast a speil
on the public mind. The cloquence, the judgment,
the calm and disdainful firmness, which he had,
during many years, displayed in Parliament, deluded
the world into the belief that he must be eminently
qualified to superintend every department of politics ;
and they imagined, even after the miserable failures
of Dunkirk, of Quiberon, and of the Helder, that he
was the only statesman who could cope with Bona-
parte. This feeling was nowhere stronger than among

’'s own coll The put on
hlm was so strong that he could not hclp yielding to
it; yet, even in yielding, he showed how far he was
from knowing his own place. His first proposition
was, that some insignificant nobleman should be
First Lord of the Treasury and nominal head of the
administration, and that the real power should be
divided between Pitt and himself, who were to be
secretaries of state. Pitt, as might have been ex-
pected, refused even to discuss such a scheme, and
talked of it with bitter mirth. “Which secretaryship
was offered to you?” his friend Wilberforce asked.
« Rca!ly," said Pitt, «1 had not. the l:uriosity to in-
quire” Addi: was frig] d into bidding higher.
He offered to rcsxgn the Treasury to Pitt, on condi-
tion that there should be no extensive change in the
government. But Pitt would listen to no such terms.
‘Then came a dispute such as often arises after nego-
tiations orally conducted, even when the negotiators
are men of strict honour. Pitt gave one account of
what had passed; Addington gave another: and,
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though the dsscrepancxes were not such as necasa,nly
of truth on either
snde, both were greatly exasperatcd

Meanwhile the quarrel with the First Consul had
come to a crisis. On the 16th of May, 1803, the
King sent a message calling on the House of Com-~
mons to support him in withstanding the ambitious
and encroaching policy of France ; and, on the 22nd
the House took the ge into cc id

Pitt had now been living many months in retire-
ment. There had been a general election since he
had spoken in Parliament; and there were two
hundred members who had never heard him. It was
known that on this occasion he would be in his place;
and curiosity was wound up to the highest point.
Unfortunately, the short-hand writers were, in con-
sequence of some mistake, shut out on that day from
the gallery, so that the newspapers contained only a
very meagre report of the proceedings. But several
accounts of what passed are extant; and of those
accounts the most interesting is contained in an
unpublished letter, written by a very young member,
John William Ward, afterwards Earl of Dudley.
When Pitt rose, he was received with loud cheering.
At every pause in his speech there was a burst of
applause. The peroration is said to have been one
of the most anii d and magnifi ever heard in
Parhamenr, “ Pitt’s speech,” Fox wrote a few days
later, “was admired very much, and very justly. I
think it was the best he ever made in that style.”
The debate was adjourned ; and on the second night
Fox replied in an oration whlch as the most zealous
Pittites were forced to acknowledge, left the palm
of eloquence doubtful. Addington made a pitiable
appearance between the two great rivals; and it was
observed that Pitt, while exhorting the Commons to
stand resolutely by the executive government against
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France, said not a word indicating esteem or friend-
ship for the Prime Minister.

War was speedily declared. The First Consul
threatened to invade England at the head of the
conquerors of Belgium and Italy, and formed a great
camp near the Straits of Dover. On the other side
of those Straits the whole population of our island
was ready to rise up as one man in defence of the
soil. At this conjuncture, as at some other great
conjunctures in our history, the conjuncture of 1660,
for le, and the conj of 1688, there was
a general disposition among honest and patriotic men
to forget old quarrels, and to regard as a friend every
person who was ready, in the existing emergency, to
do his part towards the saving of the state. A coali-
tion of all the first men in the country would, at that
moment, have been as popular as the coalition of
1783 had been unpopular. Alone in the kingdom
the King looked with perfect complacency on a
cabinet in which no man superior to himself in genius
was to be found, and was so far from being willing to
admit all his ablest subjects to office that he was bent
on excluding them all.

A few months passed before the different parties
which agreed in regarding the government with dis-
like and contempt came to an understanding with
each other. But in the spring of 1804 it became
evident that the weakest of ministries would have to
defend itself against the strongest of oppositions, an
opposition made up of three oppositions, each of
which would, separately, have been formidable from
ability, and whxch when united, were also formidable
from number. The party which had opposed the
peace, headed by Grenville and Windham, and the
party which had opposed the renewal of the war,
headed by Fox, concurred in thinking that the men
now in power were incapable of either making a good
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peace or waging a vigorous war. Pitt had, in 1802,
spoken for peace against the party of Grenville, and
had, in 1803, spoken for war against the party of
Fox. But of the capacity of the cabinet, and especi-
ally of its chicf, for the conduct of great affairs, he
thought as meanly as cither Fox or Grenville. Ques-
tions were ecasily found on which all the enemies of
the government could act cordially together. The
unfortunate First Lord of the Treasury, who had,
during the ecarlicr months of his administration, been
supported by Pitt on one side, and by FFox on the
other, now had to answer Pitt, and to be answered
by Fox. Two sharp debates, followed by close divi-
sions, made him weary of his post. It was known,
too, that the Upper House was even more hostile to
him than the Lower, that the Scotch representative
peers wavered, that there were signs of mutiny among
the bishops. In the cabinet itsclf there was discord,
and, worse than discord, treachery. It was necessary
to give way: the ministry was dissolved ; and the
task of forming a government was entrusted to Pitt.
Pitt was of opinion that there was now an oppor-
tunity, such as had never before offered itself, and
such as might never offer itself again, of uniting in
the public service, on honourable terms, all the emi-
nent talents of the kingdom. The passions to which
the French Revolution had given birth were extinct,
The mad of the i and the d of
the alarmist had alike had their day. Jacobinism
and Anti-Jacobinism had gonc out of fashion to-
gether. The most liberal statesman did not think
that season propitious for schemes of parliamentary
reform ; and the most conservative statesman could
not pretend that there was any occasion for gagging
bills and suspensions of thc Habeas Corpus Act. The
great struggle for and 1 honour
occupied all minds; and those who were agreed as
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to_the duty of maintaining that struggle with vigour
might well postpone to a more convenient time all
disputes about matters comparatively unimportant.
Strongly impressed by these considerations, Pitt
wished to form a ministry including all the first men
in the country. The Treasury he reserved for him-
self ; and to Fox he proposed to assign a share of
power little inferior to his own.

The plan was excellent; but the King would not
hear of it. Dull, obstinate, unforgiving, and, at that
time, half mad, he positively refused to admit Fox
into his service. Anybody else, even men who had
gone as far as Fox, or further than Fox. in what his
Majesty considered as Jacobini Sheridan, Grey,
Erskine, should be graciously received ; but Fox
never. During several hours Pitt laboured in vain
to reason down this senseless antipathy. That he
was perfectly sincere there can be no doubt: but it
was not enough to be sincere ; he should have been
resolute. Had he declared himself determined not
to take office without Fox, the royal obstinacy would
have given way, as it gave way, a few months later,
when opp to the i ble resolution of Lord
Grenville. In an evil hour Pitt yielded. He flattered
hifnself with the hope that, though he consented to
forego the aid of his ﬂlustrious rival, there would still
remain ample materials for the formation of an effi-
cient ministry. That hope was cruelly disappointed.
Fox entreated his friends to leave personal considera-
tions out of the question, and declared that he would
support, with the utmost cordiality, an efficient and
patriotic ministry from which he should be himself ex-
cluded. Not only his friends, however, but Grenville,
and Grenville’s adherents, answered, with one voice,
that the question was not personal, that a great con-
stitutional principle was at stake, and that they would
not take office while a man eminently qualified to
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render service to the commonwealth was placed under
a ban merely because he was disliked at Court. All
that was left to Pitt was to construct a government
out of the wreck of Addi ’s feeble admi

The small circle of his personal retainers furnished
him with a very few useful assistants, particularly
Dundas, who had been created Viscount Melville,
Lord Harrowby, and Canning.

Such was the inauspicious manner in which Pitt
entered on his second administration. The whole
history of that administration was of a piece with
the commencement. Almost every month brought
some new disaster or disgrace. To the war with
France was soon added a war with Spain. The op-
ponents of the minister were numerous, able, and
active. - His most useful coadjutors were soon lost.
Sickness deprived him of the help of Lord Harrowby.
It was discovered that Lord Melville had been guilty
of highly culpable laxity in transactions relating to
public money. He was censured by the House of
Commons, driven from office, ejected from the Privy
Council, and impeached of high crimes and misde-
meanours. The blow fell heavy on Pitt. It gave
him, he said in Parliament, a deep pang; and, asdgme
uttered the word pang, his lip quivered, his vdice
shook, he paused, and his hecarers thought that he
was about to burst into tears. Such tears shed by
Eldon would have moved nothing but laughter. Shed
by the warm-hearted and open-hearted Fox, they
would have moved sympathy, but would have caused
no surprise. But a tear from Pitt would have been
something portentous. He suppressed his emotion,
however, and proceeded with his usual majestic self-
possession.

His difficulties compelled him to resort to various
expedients. At one time Addington was persuaded
to accept office with a peerage ; but he brought no
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additional strength to the government. Though he
went through the form of reconciliation, it was impos-
sible for him to forget the past. While he remained
in place he was jealous and punctilious, and he soon
retired again. At another time Pitt renewed his
efforts to overcome his master's aversion to Fox;
and it was rumoured that the King’s obstinacy was
gradually giving’ way. But, meanwhile, it was im-
possible for the minister to conceal from the public
eye the decay of his health, and the constant anxiety
which gnawed at his heart. His sleep was broken.
His food ceased to nourish him. All who passed
him in the Park, all who had interviews with him
in Downing Street, saw misery written in his face.
The peculiar look which he wore during the last
months of his life was often pathetically described
:JykWi]berforce, who used to call it the Austerlitz
ook,

Still the vigour of Pitt’s intellectual faculties, and
the intrepid haughtiness of his spirit remained un-
altered. He had staked every thing on a great ven-
ture. He had succeeded in forming another mighty
coalition against the French ascendency. The united
forces of Austria, Russia, and England might, he
hoped, oppose an insurmountable barrier to the am-
bition of the common enemy. But the genius and
energy of Napoleon prevailed. While the English
troops were preparing to embark for Germany, while
the Russian troops were slowly coming up from
Poland, he, with rapidity unprecedented in modern
war, moved a hundred thousand men from the shores
of the Ocean to the Black Forest, and compelled a
great Austrian army to surrender at Ulm. To the
first faint rumours of this calamity Pitt would give
no credit. He was irritated by the alarms of those
around him. *“Do not believe a word of it,” he
said : “it is all a fiction.” The next day he received
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a Dutch ining the capitulati He
anw no Dutch. It was Sunday ; and the public
offices were shut. He carricd the paper to Lord
Malmesbury, who had been minister in Holland ; and
Lord Malmesbury translated it. Pitt tricd to bear
up; but the shock was too great; and he went away
with dcath in his face.

The news of the battle of Trafalgar arrived four
day's later, and scemed for a moment to revive him.
Forty-cight hours after that most glorious and most
mournful of victories had been announced to the
country came the Lord Mayor's day ; and Pitt dined

at Guil His popularity had declined. But on
this ion the Ititude, greatly ited by the
recent tidings, well i him enthusi; . took

off his horses in Cheapside, and drew his cnrrngc up
King Strect. When his health was drunk, he returned
thanks in two or three of those stately sentences of
which he had a boundless command. Several of
those who heard him laid up his words in their
hearts ; for they were the last words that he ever
uttered in public: “ Let us hope that England, having
saved herself by her energy, may save Europe by her
example.”

This was but a yrally. A litz soon
completed what Ulm had bcgun. I-_arly in December
Pitt had retired to Bath, in the hope that he might
there gather strength for the approaching session.
While he was languishing there on his sofa arrived
the news that a decisive battle had been fought and
lost in Moravia, that the coalition was dissolved, that
the Continent was at the feet of France. He sank
down under the blow. Ten days later he was so
cmaciated that his most intimate fricnds hardly knew
him. He came up from Bath by slow journeys, and
on the r1th of January, 180G, reached his villa at
Putney. Parliament was to meet on the 21st. On
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the 2oth was to be the parliamentary dinner at the
house of the First Lord of the Treasury in Downing
Street ; and the cards were already issued. But the
days of the great minister were numbered. The only
chance for his life, and that a very slight chance,
was, that he should resign his office, and pass
some months in profound repose. His colleagues
paid him very short visits, and carefully avoided
political conversation. But his spirit, long accus-
tomed to dominion, could not, even in that extremity,
relinquish hopes, which everybody but himself per-
ceived to be vain, On the day on which he was
carried into his bedroom at Putney, the Marquess
Wellesley, whom he had long loved, whom he had
sent to govern India, and whose administration had
been emi ly able, getic, and 1, arrived
in London after an absence of eight years. The
friends saw each other once more. There was an
affectionate meeting and a last parting. That it was
a last parting Pitt did not seem to be aware. He
fancied himself to be recovering, talked on various
subjects cheerfully, and with an unclouded mind, and
pronounced a warm and discerning eulogium on the
Marquess’s brother Arthur. “ I never,” he said, “ met
with any military man with whom it was so satis-
factory to " The i and exertion
of this interview were too much for the sick man.
He fainted away ; and Lord Wellesley left the house,
convinced that the close was fast approaching.

And now members of Parliament were fast coming
up to London. The chiefs of the opposition met for
the purpose of considering the course to be taken on
the first day of the session. It was easy to guess
what would be the language of the King’s speech,
and of the address which would be moved in answer
to that speech. An amendment condemning the
policy of the government had been prepared, and was
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to have been proposed in the House of Commons by
Lord Henry Petty, a young nobleman who had al-
ready won for himself that place in the esteem of his
country which, after the lapse of morc than half a
century, he still retains. He was unwilling, however,
to come forward as the accuser of one who was in-
capable of defending himself. Lord Grenville, who
had been informed of Pitt’s state by Lord Wellesley,
and had been deeply affected by it, earnestly recom-
mended forbearance; and Fox, with characteristic
generosity and goodnature, gave his voice against
attacking his now helpless rival. “Sunt lacrymz
rerum,” he said, “ ct mentem mortalia tangunt.” On
the first day, therefore, there was no debate. It was
rumoured that cvening that Pitt was better. But on
the following ing his physicians pr d that
there were no hopes. The commanding faculties of
which he had been too proud were beginning to fail.
His old tutor and friend, the Bishop of Lincoln, in-
formed him of his danger, and gave such religious
advice and consolation as a confused and obscured
mind could reccive. Storics were told of devout sen-
timents fervently uttered by the dying man. But
these stories found no credit with anybody who knew
him. Wilberforce pronounced it impossible that they
could be true. “Pitt,” he added, “was a man who
always said less than he thought on such topics.”
It was asserted in many after-dinner specches, Grub
Street clegies, and academic prize poems and prize
declamations, that the great minister died exclaiming,
“ Oh my country !” This is a fable; but it is true
that the last words which he uttered, while he knew
what he said, were broken exclamations about the
alarming state of public affairs, He ceased to breathe
on the morning of the 23rd of January, 1806, the
twenty-fifth anniversary of the day on which he first
took his seat in Parliament. He was in his forty~
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seventh year,and had been, during near nineteen years,
First Lord of the Treasury, and undisputed chief of
the admini i Since parli 'y gov

was established in England, no English statesman has
held supreme power so long. Walpole, it is true, was
First Lord of the Treasury during more than twenty
years: but it was not till Walpole had been some
time First Lord of the Treasury that he could be
properly called Prime Minister. -

It was moved in the House of Commons that
Pitt should be honoured with a public funeral and a
monument. The motion was opposed by Fox in a
speech which deserves to be studied as a model of
good taste and good feeling. The task was the most
invidious that ever an orator undertook : but it was
perfc d with a h ity and deli which were
warmly acknowledged by the mourning friends of
him who was gone, The motion was carried by 288
votes to 89.

The 22nd of February was fixed for the funeral.
The corpse, having lain in state during two days in
the Painted Chamber, was borne with great pomp
to the northern transept of the Abbey. A splendid
train of princes, nobles, bishops, and privy councillors
followed. The grave of Pitt had been made near to the
spot where his great father lay, near also to the spot
where his great rival was soon to lie. The sadness of
the assistants was beyond that of ordinary mourners.
For he whom they were committing to the dust
had died of sorrows and anxieties of which none of
the survivors could be altogether without a share.
Wilberforce, who carried the banner before the hearse,
described the awful ceremony with deep feeling. As
the coffin descended into the earth, he said, the eagle
face of Chatham from above seemed to look down
with consternation into the dark house which was re-
ceiving all that remained of so much power and glory
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All parties in the House of Commons readily
concurred in voting forty thousand pounds to satisfy
the demands of Pitt’s creditors. Some of his ad-
mirers d to ider the mag le of his em-
barr as a cir highly honourable
to him; but men of sense will probably be of a
different opinion. It is far better, no doubt, that a
great minister should carry his contempt of money
to excess than that he should contaminate his hands
with unlawful gain. But it is neither right nor be-
coming in a man to whom the public has given an
income more than sufficient for his comfort and
dignity to bequeath to that public a great debt, the
effect of mere negligence and profusion. As First
Lord of the Treasury and Chancellor of the Ex-
chequer, Pitt never had less than six thousand a year,
besides an excellent house. In 1792 he was forced
by his royal master’s friendly importunity to accept
for life the office of Warden of the Cinque Ports,
with near four thousand a year more. He had neither
wife nor child: he had no needy relations : he had
no expensive tastes: he had no long election bills.
Had he given but a quarter of an hour a week to the

1 of his | hold, he would have kept his
expendmxre within bounds. Or, if he could not spare
even a quarter of an hour a week for that purpose, he
had friends, 11 i

men of b who
would have been proud to act as his stewards. One
.of those friends, the chief of a great commercial house
in the city, made an attempt to put the establishment
in Downing Street to rights ; but in vain. He found
that the waste of the servants’ hall was almost fabu-
lous. The quantity of butcher’s meat charged in
the bills was nine hundredweight a week. The con-
sumption of poultry, of fish, and of tea was in pro-
portion. The character of Pitt would have stood
higher if, with the disinterestedness of Pericles and
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of De Witt, hz had united their dignified fruga-
lity.

" The memory of Pitt has been assailed, times in-
numcrable, often justly, often unjustly; but jt has
suffered much less from his assailants than from his
culogists. For, during many ycars, his name was the
rallying cry of a class of men with whom, at one of
those terrible 1j ures which found all ordi-
nary distincti he was accidentally and temporarily
connected, but to whom, on almost all great questions
of principle, he was diametrically opposcd. The
haters of parliamentary reform called themselves
Pittites, not choosing to remember that Pitt made
thrce motions for parliamentary reform, and that,
though he thought that such a reform could not
safely be made while the passions excited by the
French Revolutiont were raging, he never uttered a
word indicating that he should not be prepared at a
more convenient scason to bring the question forward
a fourth time. The toast of Protestant ascendency
was drunk on Pitt’s birthday by a set of Pittites who
could not but be aware that Pitt had rcsigned his
office because he could not carry Catholic emanci-
pation. The defenders of the Test Act called them-
selves Pittites, though they could not be ignorant that
Pitt had laid before George the Third unanswerable,/
reasons for abolishing the Test Act. The enemies ¢”
free trade called themselves Pittites, though Pitt v
far more deeply imbued with the doctrines of A
Smith than cither Fox or Grey. The very *
drivers invoked the name of Pitt, whose ¢
was never more conspicuously displaycd‘g‘ne
he spoke of the wrongs of the negro.  Ficate
Pitt, who resembles the genuine Pitt o the
Charlemagne of Ariosto resembles ¢*
of Eginhard, has had his day. Hir
the real man from calumny /"
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bl of adulation, and will exhibit him as what
he was, a minister of great talents, honest intentions,
and liberal opini i ly qualified, intell

tually and morally, for the part of a patliamentary
leader, and capable of administering, with. prudence
and deration, the gov of a prosperous and
tranquil country, but unequal to surprising and ter-
- rible emergencies, and liable, in such emergencies, to

err grievously both on the side of weakness and on
- the side of violence.
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