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PREFACE 
TO 

THE FIRST EDITION. 

As the principal part of the ensuing volume 
consists of critical disquisition, I have endea- 
voured to alleviate the dryness usually, in the 
opinion of a numerous class of readers, attend.!  
at on such discussion, not only ly the beauty 
and merit of the quotations selected for the 
purpose of elucidation, 	but likewise by the 
introduction 	of original talcs and pieces of 
poetry. 	These I have intertersed at nearly 
equal distances, with the view of breaking in 
upon that uniformity of diction and style which 
must necessarily be the result of ldng-continued 
attention to literary subjects; 'and I should lope 
they may contribute something towards acquirini 
popularity for the work, 	something towards 
mitigating the didactic and severer tone of the.  

'pages devoted to criticism. 

   
  



vi 	 PREFACE.. 

: In the present hour of difficulty and danger, 
,when politics and finance appear so entirely to 
occupy the public 'mind, it is • little to be ex-
pected that subjects of fancy and mere elegant 
literature should greatly excite attention,. or 
meet with adequate support. 	Long; however, 
as our eyes have been now turned on scenes.  of 
turbulence and anarchy, long as we have listened 
with horror to the storm which has swept over 
Europe with such ungovernable fury,' it must, 
I should imagine, prove highly grateful, highly 
soothing to .the wearied 	mind, 	occasionally 
to repose on such topics as 	literature 	aild 
imagination are willing to afford. 	. . 
• Happiness in this life certainly in a great 
measure depends on our facility in acquiring a 
taste for inuocult and easily irocurable plea- 
sures. 	He therefore who possesses a relish for 
literature and science, will seldom complain of 
the tediousntss and protraction of time, but 
may. in general affirm, with a celebrated writer, 
that, excluding pain and sickness, " with books, 
no day has been so dark as not to have its 
pleasure."* 
• To the composition of the following papers, 

,whatever may be their fate as to literary merit, 

6 

	

/tikin. 

   
  



rREPACE. 	 Vit 

the author, conscious that they contain no sen- 
timent inimical• to virtue or to religion, 	can, 
with sincerity, soy, that he is indebted for much 
consolatory employment; that he has found, in 
,their formation, a refuge from anxiety and dis-
appointment, and has. been -taught, by expe-
rience, to think that, surrounded as we all are 
with ever-varying accidents and calamities, hours 
thus spent should, be esteemed as 

' Sunny islands in a stormy main, 
As spots of azure in a cloudy sky. 

SCOTT. 

Hadleigh, Sip*, 
August, 1798. 

* Six of the following papers were published, about bight 
years ago, in a periodical,  paper. 	These however have now 
undergone very considerable additions and alterations. 

   
  



   
  



ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THE 

FOURTH EDITION. 

THE favour of the Public having con-
ducted a FOURTH edition of the LITERARY 

HOURS to the Press, the author has gladly 
Seized the opportunity, not only of cor-
recting the former impressions, but of 
introducing a few alterations and addi-
tional observations, which the lapse of 
nearly ' twenty years must unavoidably 
have rendered necessary. 

Hadlcigh, Wolk, 
April, 1820. 

   
  



   
  



TO THE 

REv. FRANCIS .DRAKE, D. D. 
RECTOR Oh LANGTON, NEAR RICHMOND, IN TORKSUIRS, AND LATE 

FELLOW OF MAUDLIN COLLEGE, OXFORD. 

DEAR SIR, 

I FEEL peculiar satisfac-
tion in dedicating this little work, the 
product of my, leisure hours, of hours 
devoted 	to 	elegant literature 	during 
the intervals of professional study and 
employment, to the companion of my 

• early years. 

Accept, 	dear 	Sir, this small 	testi- 
mony of my friendship, my respect, and 
esteem. . 	. 

NATHAN DRAKE, 
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LITERARY HOURS. 

No. I. 

Catmint% sublimis tune sunt peritura Lucreti 
Exitio Terms cum dabit una Dies.* 

Own. 

THIS prediction of Ovid, with regard to the 
durability of the Poems of Lucretius, was in 
imminent danger of being completely over- 
thrown through 	the barbarism 	of 	modern 
Europe. 	Lucretius had, for several centuries, 
disappeared, and had entirely escaped the re-
searches of the few who were interested in. the 
preservation of ancient 	literature, 	until the 
commencement of the fifteenth century, when 

s This second line of my motto is a verbal copy from Lu-
cretius ; and in thus using the very phraseology of the philoso-
phic poet, Ovid appears to have thooght that the intrinsic merit 
or this tribute of respect would be doubled. 	Lucretius, in lib. v. 93. 96., thus 'expresses himself: 

tiros 
Una dies debit ex itio. 

VOL. I, 	 n 
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the philosophic poet was restored to the admi-
ration of the world, through the indefatigable,  
perseverance of Poggio Bracciolini„ 	A history 
of the discovery of ancient manuscripts has 
been frequently mentioned as a work that would 
prove highly interesting to the scholar and 'the. 
man of taste; and, in such a volume, Poggio. 
would merit every, encomium which gratitude 
could furnish. 	li. is from the following lines 
in a Latin elegy by sChristoforo Landino, 	on. 
the death of this celebrated ornament of his' 
age, that we learn where to pay our acknow-: 
ledgments for the first of philosophic poems,. 
Landino recording the discoveries of his friend, • 
exclaims, 	• , 

Illius—mane nObis, docassime rhetor, 
Integer in Latium, Quintiliane, redis ; 

Illius atque maim, diyina poemata Sill 
Italic' redeunt, usque legenda Wig t 

Et ne nos lateat variorum cultus agrorum, 
Ipse Columellw grande reportat opus : 	. • - 

Et te, Lucnwri, longo post tempore, tandem'. 
1  Civibus et patrite reddit habere ttitc. 

l 
We are likewise indebted to Poggio for 1  

Plautus., parts of Statius, and Valerius .Ylaccus3, 
but in rescuing front oblivion the , sublime. 
disciple of Epicurus, he has conferred an obliT 
gation 9f incalculable extent., 	It ,is astonish7, 
ing how numerous have been the imitations, 
in almost every ' European language, , of this 
exquisit e  poet; 	and that Virgil possessed a - 
high relish of, and a desire to copy his beauties, 
every page of the Georgics affords proof. 

II 
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Whether Lucretius can lay claim to perfect • 
originality in the conception and. execution of 
his poem, is a subject of considerable uncer=t 
minty; little of the didactic poetry of the Greeks 
is left, and the Opera et Dies of Hesiod, though 
conveying' precepts in verse, can, with scarce' 
any probability, be considered as furnishing a 
model for the philosophic genius of the Roman. 
That verses, 	however, inculcating the tenets 
of the different schools of philosophy, existed' 
in Greece, wants not the fullest testimony ;' 
and the poem of Empedocles on the doctrines 
of Pythagoras, was so celebrated for its energy 
and harmony, that it was publicly recited, along 
with the works of Homer and Hesiod, at the 
Olympic Games. 	Many, indeed, have not 
hesitated to wow, that the Homan Bard found . 
his prototype' in this production of the §icilian : 
but the assertion is founded merely on con-
jecture, and, perhaps, the whole controversy 
may be now deemed beyond the limit of inquiry. 

We shall, therefore, consider this work of 
Lucretius as the earliest specimen which has 
descended to us of the philosophic poetry of 
the ancients; for though, in common with the'  
writings of -Hesiod, it may be included under 
the Genus Didactic, as endeavouring to teach 
and instruct through the medium of versifi-
cation, yet, as aspiring to develop the principles 1 
of natural and moral philosophy, it takes a 
higher station than any poem on Agriculture 
can ever hope to attain. 	To combine the inoSt i , 
exquisite poetry with the clashing and recondite ' 
dogmata of the Grecian schools, was an arduous 

a 2 
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task, and to which very few, even in the first. 
ranks of genius, could 	be 	supposed 	equal. 
However various and hostile may be the ideas 
with regard to the tenets of Lucretius, of his 
merit as a poet, I should imagine, there can be 
but one opinion. 	He who has acquired a just 
taste for sublime sentiment •and luminous de-
scription, will find his highest gratification in 
the perusal of, his pages, nor will he hesitate 
to place him at the head of Roman poetry. 
Even Virgil, deservedly celebrated as he is for 
picturesque 	delineation, 	has not 	surpassed, 
either in design or colouring, the glowing land- 
scapes of the elder bard. 	Ilow rapturous must 
have been the enjoyment of the poet of Mantua 
in contemplating and . dwelling upon the beau-
tiful and highly finished }pictures of his pre- 
decessor I 	What 	a 	study for 	intellect ,pay 
Congenial, so capable of epulating the excel- 
lence it delighted to admiOu! 	Numerous pas,- 
sages in the Georgics breatlu the very spirit of 
Lucretins,"and should the curious reader under-
take the tusk of comparison, he would soon 
perceive how conscious Virgil must have been 
that the very words of his Master were of worth 
too great to be superseded. 	In filet, not only 
the imagery, but almost every epithet, in the 
digressional and episotlio parts of this wonderful 
poem, is so'appropriattv so imbued with a tint 
essential to the kirittbny of the whole, that, to 
attempt its ch 	were to destroy the effect of" ati% 
the piece. 	The 	ne judgment which led Virgil 
to 'study and to include the works of Lucretius, 
as models for descriptive poetry, has influenced, 
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too, the poets of, England, and Spenser, Milton, 
Thomson, and Only, have frequently caught 
the manner, and copied the hues and grouping; 
of this enchanting artist. 	" The Persians," 
observes 1)r. Winton, 44 distinguish the differ-
ent degrees of the strength of fancy in dilferent 
jets, by calling them 	painters or sculptors. 
Lucretius, front the force of his images, should 
be ranked among the latter. 	He is, in truth, 
a Sculptor-Poet. 	His images have a bold 
relier* 	Dropping, however, the language of 
a sister-art, though frequently happily employed 
in illustrating the beauties and defects of poetry, 
it may be remarked, that the diction of Lucre-
tius is peculiarly adapted to the nature of his' 
theme ; when explaining the abstruse theories 
of philosophy, 	his phraseology is uniformly 
plain and perspicuous, yet often possessing due 
dignity from the subject, and, in many instances, 
exhibiting an admirable specimen of simple 
grandeur. 	In his similes and episodes, the 
richest ornaments of style, the boldest metaphors 
and figures, and a construction of verse that even 
Virgil has not exceeded, unite to develop and 
convey a fertility, accuracy, and amenity in 
destription, 	a sublimity of imagination and' 
sentiment, which no criticism can do justice to, 
which elicit the involuntary ' exclamations of 
rapture, and which can only be enjoyed by the 
enthusiasm of genus. 

It must, however, be confessed, that the nu-
merous pages devoted to the analysis of doctrines 

• Warton on eic Writings and Genius of Pope, vol. it. 
Patio AM. 

It 	ft 
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varied, and profound in the extreme, will, in a 
poetic view, often press heavy on the patience 
of the reader; hut, perhaps, these very passages, 
pure in their diction, and correctly expressed,' 
though rigidly chastised in style, and free from 
all intrusive ornament, add, by the charm of 
contrast and ,variety, new graces to those pats 
on which embellishment has been bestowed with 
a more liberal hand. 	After luxuriously enjoying 
scenes lighted up by all the blaze andsplendour 
of exalted fancy, the plain but not inelegant 
detail of philosophic.disquisition, gives a neces-
sary relief, and prepares the mind for the keener 
relish of succeeding beauties. 	When emerging 
.from the intricate and eccentric mazes of ela-
borate disputation, what a pleasing horror thrills 

'through the veins on the magnificent prosorio, 
peia of Nature*, who, with a majesty'. which • 
arrests the deepest attention, chides her ungrate-
ful children, and upbraids their impious discon-
tent; and with what exquisite delight we listen 
to the 'commencement and progiess of the Arts t, 
during which so many delicious scenes . are 
unfolded, so many striking and impressive! de-
scriptions occur. it 

After this encomium on the poetry of Ltz, 
cretius, it will probably be demanded, why his 
writings have not been more popular ? why, to. 
the generality of classical scholars, he is nearly ' 
unknown 't 

	

	whilst Virgil, Horace, and .why, 
Tibullus, are perused with avidity, the animated 
effusions of this sublimest of Roman bards, 

• See the conclusion of the thin: book. 
f Book the fifth, towards the end.. ' j I 
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should fie neglected on the shelf? 	It may be 
answered, I think, that a tide So undeserved; 
has been occasioned by a misrepresentation of 
his morals; and by 1  a puerile and injudicious 
dread of his philosophical tenets. 	Themorality 
of Epicurus, so far front favouring the indul-
gence of sensuality, holds out every incentive to 
temperance. 	It is true, that he maintained .all 
happiness to consist in pleasure,' but, at the 
.same time; taught, that genuine and durable 
pleasure could only arise from the cultivation of 
the mental powers, and do strictest attention to 
every social and domestic virtue. 	Diogenes and 
,Galen represent this much-injured Philosopher 
asa. person of consummate virtue, who despised 
the sordid cares and luxuries of life; and con-
temned every excess in eating, drinking, and 
apparel. 	Unfortunately for the,  pure fame of 
Epicurus, Horace, adopting the accusation which 
envy and calumny had conspired to broach, the 
very name of him who taught the purest moralg, 
,the most rigid chastity and sobriety, has becdme 
.an epithet to convey the idea of every sensual 
and voluptuous enjoyment. 

Lucretius, in conformity to the moral precepts 
of his Master, uses every dissuasive against vice, 
every incentive towards virtue. 	Prolnsiori, ava. 
rice, and ambition, cruelty, injustice, and revenge, 
the disordered passions of the mind;  the pam-
pered pleasures of the body, alike require and 
meet his severest reprobation. The sweetest pas-
sages in his poem are employed in the delineation 
of rural simpli7,ity, and domestic, happiness, of 
innocent and contented poverty ; and, in short, 

IV 4. 
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the moral purport of his system may .be conl-
prized in the two following lines of one of our 
most pathetic poets : 

Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long. * 

and which are, indeed, but a compressed trans-
lation of four beautiful ones in Lucretius : 

—Corpoream ad naturam pauca videmus 
Esse opus °mina, gum demant quemque dolorem, 
Delicias (imle uti multas substeruere possint, 
Gratius interdum neque Natura ipsa requirit. j 

That the philosophical mid religious principles 
of our Epicurean Bard are not so defensible as 
his moral, will be readily admitted. 	In these 
days, when contrasted with sound plillosoi4ly 
and pure religion, many of his doctrines appeal 
baseless and absurd, but assuredly not more st• 
than the gross mythology of Homer, Virgil, 
and Ovid, and why we still peruse these authors 
with rapture, carele.,...of their impious olilions, 
yet reluse td tact 	exquisite poetry O Lathy- 
tins because oven, 	illy tinged with metaphysic 
error, is an incons stency not easily accounted 
for. 	The idea of Epicurus, that it is the nature 
of the Gods, to enjoy an immortality in the 
bosom of perpetual peace, infinitely remote from 
all relation to this globe, free from care, from 
sorrow, and from pain, supremely happy in 

• Goldsmith's Edwin and Angelina. 
f Lib. ii. 1. 2O. 
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themselves, and neither rejoicing in the pleasures, 
nor concerned for the evils of humanity, though 
perfectly void of any rational foundation, yet 
possesses 'much moral charm, when compared 
with the popular religions of Greece and Rome; 
the felicity of their deities consisted in the vilest 
debauchery, nor was there a crime, , however 
deep its dye, that had not been committed, and 
gloried in, by some one of their numerous objects 
of worship. 	The Immortals of Epicurus, on. 
the other hand, • are virtuous and innocent, but 
he has, unfortunately, exempted them from the 
toil of creation, and snatched the universe from. 
their grasp. 	To. these tenets of the Grecian, 
Lucretius has added the Infinite of Anaximan-
der, and the Atomic theory of DemocrituS : 
doctrines such as these, which lead to the for-
tuitous formation of the world, are perfectly 
incapable of making any impression upon a mind 
either imbued with religion, or thmiliar with the 
progress of philosophy 	and 	science. 	He, 
therefore,• who should refrain from a perusal of 
the poet, under the apprehension of becoming 
a convert to his religious opinions, would, in 
the present period of scientific improvement, be 
considered as either natuttilly imbecile in intel.. 
lect, or, verging towards a state of' insanity. 

Futile, however, as the data, on which the 
peculiar system of Lucretius is built, may justly 
be deemed, his work abounds with a vast variety 
of philosophical doctrines, perhaps including 
every sect among the ancients. 	The subtile 
hypotheses of Epicurus, Horaclitus, Empedo-
cles, Anaxagoras and Democritus, of Anaxt- 
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lnander, Pythagoras, Anaximenes, Tholes, Plit-
'recydes, Aristotle; and Plato, pass in review 
.before him, and it affords some astonishment, 
. and much curious speculation to the reflecting 
mind, that, probably, not a System of philosophy 
exists among the moderns, which has not had 
'its foundation 'laid upon some one opinion br 
lather of these ancient theorists, and the ontlinek 
of which may not be found in the pages of 
• Lucretius. 	Even the Newtonian doctrine of, 
Gravitation was not unknown to our poet, fol., 
in his first book, he attempts to refute the idea, 

. that the universe has a centre to which all 
things tend by their natural gravity. 	That the 

, central spot had the strongest power of attrac= 
, tion wits 'equally an hypothesis of Sir Isaac 
' Newton and the ancient Stoics. 	. 	, 

It is not a little extraordinary; therefore, that 
an ancient composition, pregnant with such' ex-
quisite poetry, and unfolding such tit curiods 
mass of philosophical conception, should hot 
have been more generally studied. 	Men of 
poetic genius, indeed, have frequently had re-
course to these materials, and have drawn;  from 
the splendid creations of the Roman, many of 
their most brilliant told beautiful designs, and 
with the greater air of originality;  as the model 
from whence, they sketched, had, comparatively, 
attracted but a small portion of the attention a 
'the me% eitissicp1 scholar. 	It is only, indeed, 
within Iliese few years, that in our island, as a 
writer at once elegant, interesting, and sublime, 
Lucretius has been honoured with due notice. 
Dr. Walton, with Much taste, poihted out many 
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of the noble images so thickly sown throughout 
the poem, and the late magnificent edition by 
Gilbert Wakefield, who, to great critical acumen, 
adds all that sensibility and enthusiasm so essen- 
'tial to n just relish of the higher beauties of 
poetry, together with the elegant Translation we 
are about to give some specimens of, will ensure 
the reputation, and familiarise the excellencies 
of our hitherto neglected Bard. 

To translate with harmony and fidelity such 
an author ,as Lucretius, is an enterprise of no 
small difficulty, and requires the utmost com-
mand of language, not only to transfer the glow, 
ing scenery of the poem, but to transmit, with 
melody and precision, the diction of the schools. 
Few, therefore, 	have been the attempts, in 
England, to naturalise this poet, and of these 
few, the greater part has been pre-eminently 
unfortunate. 	Mr. Evelyn, with the utmost ad- 
miration of his original, and with every wish to 
excel, commenced thy arduous task, exclaiming, 

I saw a fruitful soil, by none yet trod, 
Reserv'd for heroes, or some demi-god, 
And urg'd my fortune on -* 

hut, after struggling through the first hook, 
he 	relinquished the 	undertaking in despair. 
Creech, however, had more perseverance, and 
has given us an entire version ; but so little hus 
he preserved of the dignity, of the sublimity, 
mid descriptive powers of the poet, that• it is 
impossible to form any idea of the beautiful 

Mates addressed to Mr. croech. 
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original from.  his coarse and ill-executed copy. 
Some couplets which have Merit, might be 
selected from the v'olnme, and a few passages 
which attempt the delineation of rural ease and 
Inippiness; but take it as a whole, it is utterly 
deficiont in one of the most striking character-
istics' of, the Roman, grandeur mid felicity of 
expression. 	Dryden has rather• paraphrased 
than translated, and though in the malt portion 
he has favoured us with, - his versification be, as 
usual, spirited and easy, it wants the majesty 
and solenm colouring of Lucretius; and towards 
the 'conclusion of the iburtli book he is more 
licentious, broad and open, than the text, fatuity 
as 	it 	undoubtedly is, 	in 	this 	respect, 	will 
warrant. 	Toward the middle of the last cen- 
tury, a version in Tirose was published, together 
with the' original, and with plates, engraved by 
Ouernier: it is evident that an attempt of this 
kind can have few pretensions to any other 
merit than that which arises from a literal ad-
herence to the' kense of the original i,, in this 
view, it appears not to be deficient, mid, as 
Lucretius, froill the nature of his sutiject, is, 
otiCasionly, 'meiotic., may have its use. 
..These bein 	the only efforts hitherto made 

to clothe 14 . British dress the ,first, perhaps, 
of Roman 	ets*, a translativn, which, to de- 

,. Since ihe period, however, in which this was asserted, not 
only has Mr. Good's Lucretius appeared, in 9 vols. 4(0., 1805, 
lint wo have also received a version of the lint hook of the poet 
from the pen of William Hamilton Drummond, 1). D. 1809, 
And an entire translation, in the couplel measure, by Dr. 
i  Thomas Busby, 2 vols. 4to. 1819. 
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gance and energy of diction, should add the 
charms of versification, and a fidelity as , well 
with regard to the manlier, as matter of the 
poet, has become a desideratum in English 
literature, and I feel peculiar pleasure in being 
able to inform the literary world that a version, 
which appears to me, as fir as I am able to 
estimate its merits, fully capable of supplying 
the deficiency, is in preparation for the public. 
Mr. Good, of London*, has, for some years, 
devoted 	his 	leisure 	hou►s to this elaborate 
undertaking, and, if friendship hath not biassed 
my judgment, with the happiest success. 	That 
my readers, however, may be enabled to form 
an opinion fin• themselves, I slum!! place before 
them sonic extracts from the different books, 
accompanied by'the original, mid as these have 
not been selected from any preference discover-
able in their translation, they may be considered 
as a fair specimen of the whole. 

The Sacrifice of Iphigenia is a picture of 
high rank in the gallery of the poet, and de- 
mands our notice. 	Lucretius, alter celebrating 
the genius of Epicurus, whose 	doctrine 	first. 
put to flight the terrors of superstition, thUs 
proceeds: 

Illutiin his rebus vereor, ne forte rearis 
Impia to ration's inire elemenia, vianapte 
Lndogredi seeleris: (,fund contra, smith's olio► 
Iteligio peperit seelerosa atque in►piu facta. 
Aulide quo pacto Trivial virginis aram 
Iphianassai turptirunt sanguine fiede 

Cnrolitiv Mart?. Guildford Street. 
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Ductores Danattm, delecti, prima virorum. 
Cui simul infula virgineos circumdata cotnptus • 
Ex utraque pari malarum parte profusa 'st, 
El mwstunt simul ante aras adstare parentent 
Sensit, et !tune propter ferrum celare ministros ; 
Aspectuque suo lacrymas effundere civeis ; 
Nuts metu terram genibus summissa petebat ; 
Nec miserte prodesse in tali tempore quibat, 
Quod patrio princeps donfirat nomine regem. 
Nam sublata virum manibus trenfebundaque ad ar.iS 
Deducts 'st, non ut, solenni more sacrorum 
Perfecto, posset claro comitari Hymenwo: 
Sed casta mceste nubendi tempore in ipso 
Hostia concideret mactatu mcesta parentis, 
Exitus ut classi felix, faustusque daretur . 	, 
Tantum Religlo potuit suadere malorum: 	1. 

'fib.'1. 	I. 81.. 

Nor deem, the truths Philosophy'reveals 
Corrupt the 'Mall, or prompt to impious deeds. 
No: Superstition may, and nought so soon, 
But Wisdom never. 	Superstition 'twas 
Urg'd the fell Grecian chiefs with virgin blood 
To stain the virgin altar :—barb'rous deed, 
And fatal to their.laurels! 	Aulis saw; 
For there Diana reigns, th' unholy rite. 
Around she look'd, the pride of Grecian maids, 
The lovely'lphigenia,—round she look'd, 
Her lavish tresses, spurning still the bond 
Of sacred fillet, flaunting o'er her cheeks,— 
And sought in vain protection. 	She survey' d ' I 
Near her, her iutl, sail' sire; th' officious priests 
Repentant half, and biding their keen steel; 	' 
And crowds 9 f gazfies sweeping as they viesed. 
Dumb with alartut with supplicating knee, 
And lifted eye t  Ate sought compassion still, 
BruitIcts and tihaVailing!—Vain her youth, 
Her innocence Mid beauty : vain the boast 
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Of regal birth; and vain that first herself 
Lisp'd the dear name of father, eldest born. 
Forc'd from her supplihnt posture, straiAbt she view'd 
The altar full prepar'd; ,not there to blend 
Connubial vows, and light the bridal torch ; 
But at the moment, when mature in charms, 
While Hymen call'd aloud, to fall, e'en then, 
A father's victim, and the price to pay 
Of Grecian navies favour'd thus with gales.— 	• 
Such are the crimes that Superstition prompts! 

The lines in Italics, both in the original and 
translation, are equally pathetic and strong. 

Some of the most pleasing passages in Lucre-
tius are those in which he commemorates his 
poetical and philosophical predecessors ; the two 
ensuing extracts have immortalized Ennius and 
Empedocles : they are written with all the en-
thusiasm of admiration, quid glow with warmth 
and beauty. 	I cannot forbear, too, expressing 
a high sense of the merits of the version which 
is given con amorr, with a felicity, indeed, that

little to wil for. 
• 

Ignoratur enim qua: sit natura animal, 
Nata sit, an, contra, nascentibus insinuetur, 
Et simul intereat nobiscum morte dirempta, 
An tendons Orci visat, vastasque lacunas, 
An pecudes alias tlivinitus insinuet se, 
Ennius ut foster cecinit, qui primes ammo 
Detulit ex Helicone perenni Fronde coronam, 
Per genteis Italas hominum qua; clara clueret, 
Et si prEeterea Lunen esse Acherusia templa 
Ennius wternis exponit versibus, cdoui: 
Quo nequepermanent animie, neque corpora nostril ; 
Set} qutedam simulacra modis pallentia minis 
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Unde sibi exortam semper-florentis Homeri 
Commemorat speciem, lacrumas et fundere salsas 
Oepisse, et eerum naturam expandere dictis. 

Lib. i. 113. 

Yet doubtful is the doctrine, and unknown 
Whether, coeval with th' external frame, 
The soul first lives when lives the body first, 
Or boasts a date anterior : whether doona'd 
To common ruin and one common grave,p  
Or thro' the gloomy shades, the lakes, the caves 
'Of Erebus to wander : or, perchance, 
As Enyius taught, immortal bard! whose brows 
Unfading laurels bound, and still whose verse 
All Rome recites entranc'd, perchance condemn'd 
The various tribes of brutes, with ray divine, 
To animate and quicken : though the hard, 
In deathless melody, has elsewhere sung 
Of Acheruslan temples, where nor soul--  
Nor body dwells, but images of men 
Mysterious shap'd, in wondrous measure wan. 
Here Homer's spectre roam'd, of endless fame 
Possest : his briny tears the bard sur/ey'd, 
And drank the dulcet precepts from his lips. 

Quorum Aeragantintis cum primis En/pa/odes est; 
Insults quern Triquetris terrarurn v,essit in oris : 
Quam Iluitans circum imignis miiiractibus aluor 
lonium glaucis nspergit virus ab undis : 
Angustoque fretu rapeilitin mare dividit undis 
Italia! terrai oral h 	ms ejus ; 
Mc est vasto Chat 	, et hie .7:tnatt minatitur 
Murmura Ilanimarinn 	Irwin se conligt. re  arils, 
Faucibus eruptos iteritpi ut vis evomat igneis : 
Ad ctelunique ferat tinnimai fulFurit riirsum ; 
Quay dm magna ma& multis iiiiranda videtur 
flentibus humanis regi6, visendaque fertur, 
Reburt apinia bonis, imitlta 'minim yiritni vi : 
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Nil t amen hoc habuisse virt prwclarius in se, 
Nec sanctum magis, et minim, carumque videtur. 
Carmine (pin etiam divini pectopis ejus 	. 
Vociferantur, et exponunt prie clara reperta; 
Ut vix humana videatur stirpe creutus. 

'Lib. i. 717. 

Thus sung EApedodess—in honest fame 
First of his sect ; whom Agrieentum bore 
In cloud-capt Sicily. 	Its sinuous shores 
Th' Ionian main, with hoarse, unwearied wave 
Surrounds, and sprinkles with its briny dew : 
And, from the fair Italian fields, divides 
With narrow frith that spurns th' impetuous surge. 
Here vast Charybdis raves ;• here Etna rears 
His infant thunders, his dread jaws unlocks, 
And• heaven, and earth, with fiery ruin threats. 
Here many a wonder, many a scene sublime, 
As on he journeys, checks the traveller's steps; 
And shews, at once, a land in harvests rich, 
And rich in sages of illustrious fame. 
But nought so wondrous, so illustrious nought, 
So fair, so pure, so lovely, can it boast, 
Empedocles, us thou! whose song divine, 
By all rehears'd, so clears each mystic lore, 
That scarce mankind believ'd thee born of man. 

So numerous are. the passages in which the 
descriptive powers of our, poet are called forth,, 

	

that the task of selection becomes difficult. 	I 
have chosen, however, a couple of Scenes whose 
leading features are perfectly opposed, the first 
displaying the utmost sweetness, amenity, and 
repose: the second, the turbulence, and fury of 
elemental war. 

inm'es, 	 /Ether percunt 	uhi cos pater 
ilit gtemium muftis Terrai prrecipitavit ; . 

VOL.. 	1. 	• 	(• 
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At nitithe surgunt frugdi, ramique virescunt 
Arboribus; crescunt ipste, fcetuque gravantur : 
Hinc alitur porro nostrum genus, atqueferarum : 
Hinc hews urbeiqueris florere ,videmus, 
Frondiferasque novis avibus canerc undique sylvan, 
Hinc fessee pecudes pingues per pabula 'feta 
Corpora deponunt, et candens lacteus humor 
Uberibus manat distentis ; hinc nova proles 
Artubus inflrmis ten&as lasciva per herbas 
Ludit, lacte mero tnenteis percussa novellas. 

Lib. i. 251. 

When on the bosom of maternal earth, 
His showers redundant genial Ether pours, 
The dulcet drops seem•lost : but harvests rise 
Jocund and lovely ; and with foliage•fresh, 
Smiles every tree, and bends beneath its fruit. 
Hence man, and beast, arc nourish'd: hence overflow 
Our joyous streets'with crowds of frolic youth, 
Andwith fresh songs th' umbrageous groves resound, 
Hence the herds fatten, and repose at ease, 
O'er the gay meadows, their unwieldy forms ; 
While from each full-distended udder drops 
The candid milk spontaneous ; and hence, too, 
With tottering footsteps, o'er the tender grass, 
Gambol their wanton young, each little heart 
Quivering beneath the genuine nectar quaff'd. 

The artribui iti firmis, in the above quotation, 
throw forcibly on the eye a minute but very 
natural and pleasing circumstance, and which 
has escaped the attention of evert preceding 
English translator. Mr. Good. has well preserved 
the beauty 	the image 	• 

With loitering footsteps print the tender grass. i 
In the nervous lines which follow, and which 
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breathe the inexbrable spirit of the storm they 
describe; the powers of the,poet have been ex- 
erted with peculiar.energy.. 	14. 

Venti vis'verberat incita pontum, 
Ingenteisque ruit navels, et nubila (Wert: 
Interdum rapido percurrens turbine eampos . 
Arboribus magnis sternit,•nionteisque supremos 
Silvifragis vexat flabris: ita perfurit acri 
Cum fremito, stevitque min:4 murmure pontuS. , 
Sunt igitur Venti nimiruin corpora caeca, 
Qum mare, qux terms, qute .denique nubila cceli 
Verrunt, ac subito vexantia turbine raptant. 
Nec ratione fluunt alia, stratagemque propagant, 
Ac cum mollis aqua: fertur natura repente 
Flumine abundanti, quod largis imbribus auget 
Montibus ex altis. inagnus decursus aqua: 
Fragmina conjiciens sylvaruni, arbustaque tota 
Nec validi possunt pontes venientes metal 
Vim subitam tolerare : ita magno turbidus imbri 
Molibus incurrens validis cum viribus mauls 
Dat sonitu magno stragem : volvitque sub midis 
Grandia sax°, mit (oh quidquid fluctibus obstnt. 
Sic igitur deben4 Venti quoque flamina ferri: 
Qua, veluti validuin flumen, cum procubuere 
Quamlibet in partem, trudunt res.ante, ruuntque 
Impetibus crebris ; interdum vertice torto 
Corripiunt, rapidoque rotantia turbine portant. 

. 	 Lib. i. 272. 
excited wind torments the Th' 	 deep, 

Wrelks she tough bark, and tears theshiv'ring clouds. 
Now, with wide whirlwind, prostrating alike, 
O'er the waste champain, trees, and bending blade s 
And now, perchance, with forest-rending force, 
Rocking the mighty mountains on their base: 
So vast its fury I — But that fury flows 
Alone from view less atoms, that, combin'd, 
Thai form the fierce tornado staging wild 

t' 2 
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O'er heaven, and earth, and ocean's dread domain;  
As when a river, down its verdant banks 	t 
Soft-gliding, sudden 'from the mountain round 
Swells with the rushing.  rain —the placid stream 
All limit loses ; and, with furious force, 
In its resistless tide, bears down, at once, 

shattered 	and Shrubs, 	trees, 	bridges 
Loud roars the raging flood, and triumphi still, 
O'er rocks, and mounds, and all that else contends. 
'So roars th' enraged 'mind : 'so, like a flood, 0 
Where'er it aims, before its mighty tide, 
Sweeps all created things : or, round, and round, 
In its vast vortex curls their tortur'd forms. 

It has ever been a custom, among the votaries 
of the Muses, to conceive themselves as under 
the influence of inspiration, and to address the 
supposed dispenser of their poetic energies, in . 
strains the most musical and choice. 	Lucretius 
has not deviated from the established form, but,-
in grateful and rapturous language, frequently 
acknowledges the powerful impulse, and boasts 
the, enjoyment of a theme untouched by any of 
the tuneful train. 	 . 
Nec me animi fault quam sint obscura, sed acri 
Percussit thyrso Landis spes magna meum cor, 
Et simul incussit suavest' ml in pectus amorem 
Musarum .: quo nunc instinctus, mente vigenti 
'Avia Pieridum peragro loca, nullius ante 
Trite solo : juvat integros accedere fonteis,_ 
Atcjue haurtre : juvatque novos decerpere Bores ; 
Insignenique mad tapiti petere inde coronani, 
Unde prius nulli velilrunt tempora.Musw. 

Libt i, 921- 
Obscure the subject, but the thirst 9f fame 	. 
Burns all my bosom ;sand thro' every nerve 
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Darts the proud love of letters, and the muse. 
I feel the inspiritb; power; and roam resolv'd 
Thro' paths PierTan never trod before. 
Sweet are the springiug founts with nectar new; 
Sweet the new flowers that 11loom ; but sweeter still 
Those flowers to pluck, and weave a roseate wreath 
The Muses yet to mortals never have deign'd. 

One of the most beautiful and pleasing features 
in the poetry of Lucretius is, the pure and self-
lienying morality, which pervades almost every 
page. 	The opening of the second book is,• in 
tact, a declamation on the vanity of all sublu-
nary things, and the lines immediately succeed-
ing, and which are taken from this introduction, 
place in the clearest point of view, the futility 
of luxury and wealth, and display the warmest 

'attachment and . sensibility to the charms .of 
simple and •unsophisticated nature. 	It is a 
`pasenge, among a multitude to be Ibund in the 
poem, which, combining the most exalted poetry, 
with the chastest precepts of virtue, has attract-
ed admirers and imitators in etery European 
nation. 	 . 

' 	 ' 	• 
Si non aurca sent juveaum simulacra per tedeis 
Lampadas igniferas manibus retinentia dextris, 
Lumina nocturnis epulis utsuppeditentur, 
Nec donuts argento fidget, auroque renidet; 
Nec citharis reboant laqueataaurataque templa: . 
Attamen inter se prostrati in gramine mai 
Propter mute rivum, sub rum is arboris hitt; 
Non magnis opibus jucunde corpora ourant: 
l'nesertim Cum tempestas arridet, et anni '. 
Tempom conspergunt viridanteis floribus beams. 
Nec calidie cities dccedunt corporo febres 

• 	 c 3 
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Textilibus'si in picturis, ostroque rubenti 
Jactaris, quam si plebeia in vesteoeubandu 'tit. 

Lib. ii. 24. 
What tho' the dome 4 wanting, whose proud walls 
A thousand lamps irradiate, propt sublime 
By frolic forms of youth, in massy gold, 
.Flinging their splendours o'er the midnight feast: 
Tho' gold and silver blaze not o'er the board, 
Nor music echo round the gaudy roof:— 
Yet, listless laid the verdant grass along 	, 
Near gliding streams, by shadowy trees o'er-arch'd, 
Such pomps we need not: such still less when spring 
Leads forth her laughing train; and the warm year 
Paints the greeri meads with roseate flowers profuse. 
On down reclin'd, or wrapt in purple robe, 
The thirsty fever burns with heat as fierce 	• As when its victim lingers in a cot. 

Virgil in his Georgics, and Thomson in his 
Seasons, have imitated this delightful piece of 
moral scenery. 	No attempt, however, to copy' 
the achpirable original has succeeded ,better, 
p:Inips, than the following itst,.,torenzo de 
Aft. tct: 
C 	i chi vuol, le pompe, e gli alti honori, 

piazze, e tempi:, c gli edificii magni, 
e delicic, it tenor, qual accompagni 

Mille dun pensier, mine dolor; : 
Un verde praticel pien di bei fiori  

Un rivolo, che rherba intorno bagni, 
Un augelletto, che d'amor si lagni, 
Acqueta.molto meglio i nostri ardori : 

L'ombrose selyc, i sassi, c gli alti monti, 
Gli antri alleuri e le fere fuggitive, 
. 	. 	• 	1“. 	; 	• 	  . 	 . Quivi veggo io con pensier vaghi ; 

•	  
, Qui me le toglie hor una, hor altra coma. 
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Seek he who will in grandeur to be blest, 
Place in proud halls, and splendid courts his joy ; 
For pleasure, or for gold, his arts employ, 	• 
Whilst all his hours unnumbered cares molest. 
A little field in native flo3v'rets drest, 
A rivulet in soft murmurs gliding by, 	. 
A bird, whose love-sick note salutes the sky, 
With sweeter magic lull my cares to rest: 

And shadowy woods, and rocks, and towering hills, 
And caves obscure, and nature's free-born train 

Each in my mind some gentle thought instils; 

Alt gentle thoughts! soon lost the city cares among. 
Roscos. 

The 

' Attamen inter se prostrati in.gramine molli 
Procter aquae rivum sub ramts arboris altae 

of the poet, bring strongly to recollectidt two 
exquisite morsels in Gray : 

• 
Where'er the oak's thick branches stretch 
A broader, browner shade, 	, • ' Where'er the rude and moss-grown beech 
O'er-canopies the glade, , 	• 
Beside some water's rushy brink, 	.  
With me the Muse shall sit and think 
At ease mailed 

• 
' There at the .foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 
His listless length at. noontide would be stretch, A 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
' 	c 4 . 
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Many passages which powerfully appeal to 
the heart, and which may, indeed, be esteemed 
very striking instances of the pathetic, Lucretius 
has interspersed through his poem : and with 
one or two of these I shalt decoiate my pages. 
The lines which follow have been mutated by 
Spenser in his Fairy Queen. 

Nec ratione alia Proles cognoscere Matrem, 
Nec Mater posset Prolem : quod posse videmus, 
Nec minus atque hominee inter se nota cluere. 
Nam stepe ante DeCiin vitulus delubra decora 
Turicremas propter mactatus concidit aras, 	, 
Sanguinis exspirans calidum (le pectore flumen 
At mater virideis saltus orbata peragruns,  
Linquit humi pedibus vestigia pressa bisulcis, 	, 
Omnia convisens oculis loca, si quent !totiluani 
Conspicere amissum Foetuni :• completque querelis 
Frondiferum nemus adsistens ; et crebra revisit 
Ad stabulum, desiderio perfixa Juvenei : 
Nec tenerce salices, atque herbed tore vigentes, ' 
flumineque ulla queunt summis labentia•ripis, 
Oblectare animuni, subitamque avertere curam : . 
Nec Vituloruin alga: species per pabula !feta 
Derivare queunt alit), curaque levare: 	• 
Usque adeo quiddam proprium, notunique requirit. 

Lib. ii. 349. 

*— 	4.--. 	Hence alone, 
Knims the fondtiother her appropriate young,. 
Tb' appropriate young their mother, 'mid the brutes 
As clepr discern'd, as man's sublimer race.— 
Thus oft, before the sacred shrine, perflun'd 
With breathing frankincense, th' affrighted calf 
Pouts, o'er the altar, from his breast profound, 
The pitrple5flood of life: but wand'ring wild 
n:cr the gredn sward; the dam, bereft of .ho pc, 

,3 
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Beats with her cloven hoof' th' indented dale, 
Each spot txploring, if, perchance, she still 
May trace her idol : thro' th umbrageous grove 	• 
With well-known voice she moans, and oft re-seeks, 
Urg'd by a mother's love, th' accustom'd stall. 
Nor shade for her, nor dew-distended glebe, 
Nor stream soft gliding down its bunks abrupt, 
Yield aught of solace, or the carking care 
Avert that preys within:. nor the gay young 
Of others soothe liec•o'cr the joyous green.— 
So deep she longs, so lingers for her own. 

Descriptions of this kind impress us with 
very favourable idea of the tenderness and 
humanity of the poet. 	What can more deli- 
ciously paint the ardours of domestic afkctioie 
than the ensuing lines ? 

, 
At jam non domus accipict to hem; neque uxor 
Optima, nee dukes occurrent oscula nati 	1 
Prteripdre, et tacita pectus dulcedine tangent. 	' 

' 	 Lib. iii. 907. 

They have not escaped the pathetic Virgil : 
• Interca dulces pendent circum oscula nati. 

Geo..ii. 523. 

and the elegiac Muse of Gray has imbibed the 
very spirit of the Roman 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care : 
N9 children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Thomson has thus depicted' circumstances oh 
congenial nature : 
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' In vain for him the officiou's wife prepares 
The fire fair-blazing and the vestmentewarm: 
In vain his little children peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demand their sire 
With tears of artless innocence. 	Alas! 
Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold, 
Nor friends, nor sacred home. 	41. 

Winter'  311. 
.. 
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No. II. 

Lucretius ---1— 
Doctrina solers ideal, clarusque Poeta, 
Antiqui yetis reparat solennia jure. 
Huic, simul ac rerum Primordia pandere tentat, 
Naturamque Defim, flammantia mcenia mundi 
Extra et procedit, Musarum captus amore, 
Ipsa Venus, votis blanda, arridere videtur, 
Nymeharumque Chorus ; tantus lepor insinuat se 
Ye:ins, tante vin est celebris vis msita menti. 

DYER. 

As a considerable portion of the poem De 
Rerum Natura is occupied in the detail of 
argument, and the display of various and con-
tending doctrines, it may be deemed necessary 
to adduce a specimen or two of the pure didactic 
style and manner of Lucretius, and of Abe suc-
cess which has attended his Translator in this, 
perhaps his most ,difficult and laborious depart- 
ment.* 	Independent of perspicuity of arrange- 
ment  and harmony of verse, Lucretius has 
rendered the most abstruse passages in his work 
pleasing, from the peculiar propriety of his 
expression, and the beauty of his metaphors : 

• The Monthly Reviewer, to whom I am indebted for an 
elaborate and candid critique on the first edition of the Literary 
!lours,. being of opinion that a specimen of the translation 
should have been drawn from the more abstruse parts of Lu-
cretius, I have, At this paper, carried his suggestion into exe-
cution. 
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. O. these excellencies have, in my opinion, been 
transferred' with singUlat feheity to the'English 
versidi4 and the 'extracts 1 have now to brring 
forward, will probably, iiOnce the reader to . 
con our' in 'the enco;iiiutn. „' 	0 

Some 'pliilosoiihers, of the present day, lave, 
with no little' extravagance, inferred the perfec-
tibility of , human nature ; they have even. pine 
So far as, to. assert,that the physical consequences 
of our existence, 'sleep and. death, are no neCes- 4  
sary result; but the effects of our own ignorance, 
and nf acquired imbecility; that ,as, teasen,  and' 
knowledge advance, the agency of volition will 
be unlimiteilu  and ,that ultimately. the corporeal 
functions wiltiie rendered completely subservient 
to the power 	of intellect, 	Lucretius baS Wisely 
rejected' dm,. 	day-dreant 	of. philbsoft 	for; 
though hell ipears, to believe that, man may by 
his 'oath .eff- its • 'appropcli' tewards perfection, 
and einulaiAl t14, gods" in happiness, yet' he bass

care to qualify this opinion by, affirming 
the seeds of vice and imperfectioniicanna 

'he altogether eradicated ;i that man, ilf ikfact, 'he 
ptinnot .shalte Off the imbecilities incident to 

,Suateriality, nor cnti he annihilate those passions 
which the Deity has, for wise yurpeses, attached 
to our, system), 
. 	. 
Sic Homin 	anus' est :quanwis Doctrina pplitos 
Constituat 	‘i quosdam, tamen illa ielinquit 
Mitotic cupid e Animin Vestigia prima. 
Nec radicitutouilelli mala posse putanduni 'St, 
Quin proclivius Hic kat; docurrat'ad ticveis ; 
Me inctii,citiiis paullo teptctur : at Illo 	1 	' 1 
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Tertius aecipiat qutedam clementi0s Eequo. 
Inque aliis rebus multis differre necesse 'st 
Naturas hominum varias, noresque sequaceis: 

' Quorum ego nunc nequeo cwcas exponere causal; 
Nec reurire figurarum. tot nomina, quot stint 
Principus, unde lime oritur variantia rerun). 
Illud in his rebus videor firmare potesse, 
Usque adeo Naturarum vestigia linqui 
Parvola,qute nequcat Ratio depellere dictis: 
Ut nihil impediat dignam Dili degere vitam. 

Lib. iii. 308. 

Thus varies man: tho' education oft 
Add its bland polish, frequent still we trace 
The first deep print of nature on the soul, 
Nor aught can all-erase it. 	Hence, thro' time, 
This yields to sudden rage, to terror that, 
While oft a third beyond all right betrays 
A heart of mercy. 	Thus, in various modes, 
The moral temper, and symphoneous life, . 
Must differ; thus from ninny a cause occult 
The sage can ne'er resolve, nor human speech 
Find phiase to explain ; so boundless, 80  complex 
The primal sources whence the variance flows! 
Yet this the Muse may dictate, that so few 
The native traces wisdom ne'er can rase, 
Man still may emulate the gods in bliss. 

The doctrine of Pyrrhb, which inculcates 
perfect scepticism, and discredits even the tes-
timony of the senses, Lucretius held in utter 
and deserved contempt; and in the following 
passage he has, id a striking manner, laid open 
the absurdity of his tenets., 	It is a lesson still 

.applicable at the commencementof the nineteenth 
century; and may, with equal propriety, be 
addressed to .the disciples of Berkeley and or 
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Flume; for he who denies the existence of 
matter, must in almost every instance disbelieve 
the evidence of sense. 	• 
Denique, nil sciri siquis putat, id quoque nescit, 
An sciri possit, quoniam nihil scire fhtetur : 

• Hum: igitur contra mittam contendere causam, 
Qui capite ipse silo in statuit vestigla sese. 

Et tamen hoc quoque uti concedam, scire, at id 
ipsum 

' Qumran), qtiom in rebus veri nil viderit ante, 
Undc sciat, quid sit scire, et nescire vicissim : 
Notitiam• yeti qute res, falsique creArit ; 
Et dubium certo qua res differre probiirit? 

Invenies primis ab sensibus esse crests:» 
Notitiam veri, neque sensus posse refelli: 
Nam majore tide debet reperirier illud, 
Sponte sun veris quod possit vincere falsa. 
Quid majore fide porro, gam menials hatte4 
Debet? 	An ab sensu falso ratio orta valebit 
Dicer° cos contra, gum tots al) sensibus ortu 'st? 
Qui nisi sint veri,•ratio quoque falsa fit omnis, 
An poterunt oculos acres reprehendere? au aureis 
Tuctus? an hunc porro tactual sapor arguct oris? 
Au confutabu»t nares, oculive revincen? 
Non (ut opinor) ita 'fit a Nam seorsum quoique 

• . potestas 
Dirsa 'st : sua.vis quoique 'lit: ideoque access 'st, 
Et (Nod molls sits  et•gelitlum, fervensque videri: 
Et seorsuns vurios rerum sentire colores, 
Et qua:cumpte colorihu' stmt. conjuncta, 'necesse 'st; 
Setrsus iten4sapor oils habet vim, seorausodores 
Nascuntur, seorsum sonitus: ideoque necesse 'st,,  
Non possint alios alii convincere sensus. 
Nec porro poterunt ipsi reprendere sese, 
lEqua• fides quoniam dcbebit semper }Isbell 
Pramde, quod in (vogue.  'st his visum .tempore, 

verum 'st. 	 . 	Lib. iv. 474. 
* 	; r 	I 
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Who holds that nought is known, denies he knows 
E'en this, thus owning that he nothing knows. 
With such I ne'er could reason, who, with face 
Retorted, treads the ground just trod before. 
Yet grant e'en this he knows, since nought exists • 
Of truth in things, whence learns he what to know, 
Or what not know ? what things can give him first 
The notion crude of what is false or true ? 
What prove aught doubtful, or of doubt devoid ? 
Search, and this earliest notion thou wilt find 
Of truth and falsehood, from the senses drawn: 	• 
Nor aught can e'er refute them; for what once, 

M
truths opposed, their falsehood can detect, 
st claim a trust far ampler than themselves. 

Yet what thin) these an ampler trust can claim ? 
Can reason, born for sooth of erring sense, 
Impeach those senses whence alone it springs, 
And which, if false, itself can ne'er be true ? 
Can sight correct the ears ? can ears the touch ? 
Or touch the tongue's fine flavour ? or, o'er all, 
Can smell triumphant rise? absurd the thought I 
For every sense a separatWunction boasts, 
A power prescribed ; and hence or soft, or bard, 
Or-hot or cold, to its appropriate sense 
Along  appeals. 	The gaudy train of hues, 	. . 
With their light shades, appropriate thus alike 
Perceive we : tastes appropriate powers possess; 
Appropriate, sounds and odours; and hence, too, 
One sense another ne'er can contravene, 
Nor e'en correct itself; since every hour, 
In every act, each claims an equal faith : 
So what the senses notice must he true. 

It keini my intention to quote from the sixth 
book some lines 'descriptive 'of a disease the 
most`dreadful that afflicts humanity, I have 
chosen, on on intervening page, and with a view 
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to gratify the mind by the charm of contrast, 
as well as to evince the exquisite beauty of the 
original and translation, to present a picture 
taken .from the conclusion of the fifth.  book, 
where the poet is expatiating on the origin of 
man, and, on the progress  of the u4eful and 
elegant arts. 	It is a design which has all that 
amenity of conception, harmony of colouring, 
and delicacy of finish, which distinguish the 
pencil of Albano. 

• 	• I+ 	• At specimen sationis, et insition 	ro 
Ipsa fait rerum primam Naturd at 	rix. 
Arboribus'quontam lama% glandesque caducei 
Tempestiva dabant pullorunt examine subter. . • 
Untie emitun libitum 'st stirpeis committere rands: 
Et nova defodere in terrum virgulta per agros; 
hale aliam, atque alien' culturatn dulcis agelli 
Tent:Alma, fructusque feros niansuescere terra' 
Cernebant indulgendo, blandeque colendo. 
Inque dies magic in moment succedere sylvas 
Cogebant, infrequ6 locum concedere cultis : 
Pratt', lacus, rivos, segetes, vinetaque late 	4  
Collibus, et campis ut !inherent, atque olearuut 
Cterula distinguens inter plum' currere posses' 
Per tutnulos, et convenes, camposque profuse: 
Ut nunc ease vides vario distinetti lepore 	, 
Omnia, time poinis intersita duleibus ornant : 
Arbustisquc whoa felicibus olfsita circuit'. 

At liquidas avium voces imitarier ore 
Anti: lint 'rialto, 'fawn lawie carmine cattail 
Coneelebrare !tontines possent, aureisque.juvare. 
Et Zephyri cava per calantortun sibila primum 
Agrestets docuere caves inflare eicutas, 
Indc minutatint dttleeis ditlicere qtwrelits, 
Tibia quits fundit digitis pulsate cunt:mum, 
Avis, per mantra, AC sylvas saltusque repertit, 
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Per loot pastorum deserta, atquc otia dia : 
Sic unum quicquid paullatim rotrahit rotas 
In medium, ratioque in !embus eruit ores. 

Lib. v. 1360. 

But Nature's self th' untutor'd race first taught.. 
To sow, to graft ; for acorns ripe they saw, 
And purple berries shattered from the trues, 
Soon yield a lineage like the trees themselves. 
Whence leaned they, curious, thro' the stem mature 
To thrust the tender slip, and o'er the soil 
Plant the fresh shoots that first disorder'd sprang. 
Then, too, new cultures tried they, and,, with joy, 
Maek'd the boon earth, by ceaseless care earess'd, 
Each vagrant fruitage sweeten, and subdue. 
So loftier still„and loftier up the hills, 
Drove they the woodlands daily, broadening' thus 
The cultur'd foreground, that the sight might trace 
Meads, corn-fields, rivers, lakes, and vineyards gay. 
O'er hills and mountains thrown ; while through 

the dales, 
The downs, the slopes, ran lavish and distinct 
The purple realm Of olives.; as with hues 
Distinct, though various still the landscape swells 
Where blooms the dulcet apple, mid the tufts 
Of trees diverse that blend their joyous shades. 

And from the liquid warblings of the birds 
Learn'd they their first rude notes, crc music yet 
To the rapt ear had tun'd the incased verse ; 
And Zephyr, whispering through the hollow reeds, 
Taught the first swains the hollow reeds to sound : 
Whence woke they soon those tender trembling 

tones 
Which the sweet pipe, when by the fingers prest, 
Pours o.'er the hills, the vales, and woodlands wild, 
Atoms of lone Shepherds and the rural gods. 
So growing time points, ceaseless, something new. 
And human skill evolves it into day. 

VOL. I. 	 I) 
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. 
The ravages of the plague, and the syn 	ours 

of fever, form subjevls little (.•,al ' 	ted  1. 2  the 
decorations of the Muse: ye  , I 	uciktius, 
by the magic of his poetry, re 	•ity 	'dellerip- 	• 
tion peculiarly susceptible of bort  Mold  disgust, 
productive of emotions the most sublime and 
pathetic. 	Thticydides had with great accuracy 
furnished 	the filets, being himself not only 	a 
siwenitor of, but a suflimer under this dreadful 
,,iiimo v. 	To the elegant and faithful] detail of 
llit. I lislorian, the Boman Bard has added all 
that was necessary to convert the 	description 
into pure poetry. 	Than the prosopopcda of 
Medicine, 

wassabat tacito Nlediata timore, 
idiot tan lie more.striking and terrific? and the 
1.7:Irma! .vmptoins of approaching dissolution, 
the 1:wics I lippocratica, are depicted with equal 
h„ r„„„iv, 	tilt) lily. 	anti spirit. 	A small portion 
of this :almirahlo description (for to insert the 
whole would occupy too much S ))lee in a work 
of th is kind) will convey no in 	equate idea of ii 

 

the gi.neral ta 	• 	of the episode: 

!Luc ratio i 	authorial), et mortiferre vin 
, 	Floilms i . 	fallow* retididit agrds, 

Vastuvittit 	, 	hush eivibus urhem. 
Nam ma.oitus 	cal 	lEg,ypti t) titan's ortus, 
Ai;ra periocustot u ultuin, camposque; natanteis, 
Involom tdmIum popolmo l'amlionig oilmen'. 
halt• Cali, 0.,it lia moth() maniple &antigun 	. 

Priacipio, cupid lampoon fur‘ore gerchunt: 
L 	Et duplicci, ocolos solhaat lace ralwriteim. 
Fr 	timlabant (limo limcvs, intrinmortim ors,. 
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Sanguine, et ulceribtis vocis via septa coibat ; 
Atque animi interpres nurnabut lingua cruore, 
bebilitata malis, motu gravis, aspera tactu. 

Nec requies erat ullu mall, defessajacebant 
Corpora, mussabat tacito Medicina timore, 
Qiiippe patentia quqm totiens, ardentia morbis, 
Lmiliva versarent oculorum expertia SOMI10, 
Multaquc pneterea mortis turn signa dabantur, 
Perturbata aniini mess in moerore, metuque, 
Triste supercilium, furiosus voltus, et acer, 
So1licitee porro plena:que sonoribus aures, 
Creher spiritus, nut ingens, raroque coortus, 
Sudorisque 'flattens per coilum, splendidus humos, 
Toutia sputa, minuta, croci contincta colore, 
Salsuque per sauceis, raucit vix edita tusse: 
In manibus verd nervi trahier, tremere ilrtus: 
A pedibusquc mintitatim succedere frigus 
Non dubitabatt, item ad suprennim denique tempos 
Compresste flares, nusi primoris acumen 
Tome, cavati oculi, cava tempera, frigida penis, 
Duraque, inhorrebat detain, Irons tents meabat, 
Nee monio rigid4.1 post art us mortejzfeebant : 
OCIUVOlille fer6 eaugenti lumine soils, 
Ant etiam none reddebant lampade vitatu. 

Lib. vi. 11%. 

A plague like this, a tempest big with fate, 
Once ravaged ATHENS, and her sad domains; 
Unpeopled- all her city, and her paths 
Swept with destruction. 	For amid the realms 
Begot of Boyer, many a mighty tract 
Of ether traverred, many a flood o'crpast, 
At length here fiat it ; o'er the hapless realm 
Of Cecrops hovering, and ill' astonish'd race 
Dooming by thousands to disease and death. 

The head first flam'd with inward heat, the eyes 
Itedden'd with lire suffus'd ; the purple jaws 
Sweated with bloody iehor ; ulcers foul 

, 	 » 2 
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Crept o'er the vocal path, obstructing close ; 
,: 	And the prompt tongue, expounder of the mind, 
' 	O'erthved with gore, enfeebled in its post. 

Hoarse in its accent, harsh beneath the to:n.11.—

1' 

. 	Nor e'er relax'd the sickness ; the rack'd Inane 
' Lay all-exhausted, and in silence dread, 
.-  Appall'd, and doubtful, inus'd the 14EALI xi: A wr.. 

For the broad eye-balls, burning with disease, 
Roll'(( in full stare, 	for ever void of sleep, 
And told the pressing danger ; nor alone 
1:01d it, for many u kindred symptom throng'd. 
The mind's pore spirit, all-despondent rasa; 
The brow severe; the visage tierce and wild; 
The cars distracted, MIA with ceaseless sounds; 
Frequent the breath ;  or ponderous oft and rare; 
Thu neck with pearls hedew'd of glistening sweat ; 
Scanty the spittle, thin, of saffron dye, 
Salt, mall hoarse cough, scarce labour'd fronj (,lie 

throat. 	 At 
The limbs each trembled ; every tendon witch'd 

.4 , 	Spread o'er the bands ; and from the feet extreme 
O'er all the frame a gradual colchiess crept. 
Then towards the last, the nostril:, close-collaps'd : 
The nose acute ; eyes hollow ; temples sem, : 
Frigid the 61d11, ITIF:Wit'd : o'vr the mouth 
.1 	glut,dly gtio ; 	We shrivell'd 	foreliclui 	ten:A.; 
The linib, outstretelid. for 	instant death prcpard. 

IIIIIL 	Till will' tall' eighth dusucniling son, for ft•t% 
ltvacit'd all, ninth lostrc, life for evcr cuas'il. 

	

Were it llot I 	it the duscription of the plague 
by Thuevilidei 	I occupy too onieli room, 
it., 	insertion 	he 	.4 on object 	of comparison 
with the Itoninn Bard, :night gratify the curious: 
the concluding lines, lunsi,‘,T, 	or tali,  last quo- 

	

P
tation 	front 	Liirritiii 	v, ill 	evall) 	prove 	the 

	

poet', 	faithlitl 	atiktitiou 	to 	nature 	and 	his 
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models; they.  are a transcript front the cele-
brated passage in Hippocrates, who has admir- 
ably 	thrown 	into 	one 	picture 	the 	various 
symptoms 	of dissolution, 	symptoms 	fl well 
known to those that tend the dying." 

Tic  acia, Z90aXpoi AXot, xpOraps EttlAterf7740aTic, 41T64 
tkzpd, xat EvytraXplivs, xat a xgos ,c, *3i 	dirtrpz,t4- 
11.60i. %CU TO Upt‘a TO lEir TO piTC01E0P, OlanpOY TE WEE 
ireptlaapfroy xat xast;talow by xat TO XpC!!p.a Tg Etiburay14 
irp4avere XXOTOY TI 4 xx, pacev lay, xat wasay 4 p.oxigacats. 

From the extracts now given, the reader will 
be able to appreciate the merits both of the 
original and translation. 	It is with peculiar 
propriety, unit blank verse has been chosen us 
the medium of the latter; for though the con-
troversy still exist with regard to the stiperiott 
aptitude or blank or rhymed verse for the 
Epopee, there can be little doubt that in a Ahi-
lostiphic poem, where much depends upon the 
fidelity of the representation, this species of 
metre, freed as it is from the shackles of similar 
termination, 	and 	possessing 	a 	dignity 	and 
variety unknown to the couplet, has very power- 
Gil claims to prelivence. 	It is impossible, on a 
subject so multilbrm and intricate as that of this 
poem, to employ rhyme, though even iii the 
hands of a master, without. great redundancy, 
and circumlocution, and imparting rather the 
air of a feeble paraphrase than of a spirited and 
familia version. 	In the translation by Creech, 
the couplet has led, in almost every page, 10 
ilic most ridiculous redundancies; a 	want of 

I) 	9 
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taste, however, in the selection of language, is 
as conspicuous in Creech, as a deficiency of 
skill and address in the management of his 
versification. 	One pleonasm, out of a thou-
sand, will be adequate to show the absurdities 
into which he has fallen, front the dire neces.sity 
of providing a rhyme. 	In the sixth book, Lu- 
cretius has observed, that " when an ardent 
fever pervades the frame, the odour of wine 	1, 

become, so intolerable as to 	occasion, 	for a 
time, the deprivation of sense." 

Cita, 	hominis 	ft!rvida febris, — 	meathra 	percepit 
Tim fit odor vini plagtc mactabilis instar. 

Lib. vi. 	tint. • 

which Creech has thus elegantly versified: 

To those whom lovurs hurl,, the smell 
4)1.  vigorous %%Me is grievous, Death and //e//. 

; 

In the construction of blank verse, however, 
the Inmost attention is required, and the tikes 
car mtu,t be exercised, it 	forming and arrang 
ing 	the 	style, 	in ''‘.4 	, 	and 	adjusting 	the 
0111S1.11. 	All: 	1111T1111111 	1 	of 	thyme, 	however 
polished, may lit acquired by practice, whereas 	. 
tit, 	harmony 	dentand,1 	blot; 	the 	1)1)01 	who 	1 
ill 	tot. IUII i, usualiv Ow 	result 	of a on"1"- 	i 
a iiim 	.,1' 	kiwy 	manv .lini.!., 	and 	not 	only 	inure 
dilliculi 	I 	,,Jit'1111...; 	11101 t: 	C111111111C:Ill'll, 	h1111 	1111151 I 
111.CVSS111ily 	Ill. 	111T01111111111rd 	111th 	0 	homily 	01.  

(1411011 MO R Vigiiiir 	411.  tiorm.00, 	Nt WWII, 	III 	OW  .I 

111 	I 	0111.1 1111,3t1 1 I 	1.1 1 1., 	ill 	I v01111101 	:11.1..‘111 	11111 	1 0 ,  
ilic 	01111111111 	111. 	Olt 	i;1111.1'.1111yirt21 A.11 . ; 11 	;1111 
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tours, by , the utouotonous jiugle, 4 yt, attends 
it. 	10,ew, therefore, have iattanted to, e.xelieitCe ' 
in this species ,of composition;, ,Shakskare,, 
Wfilton, and Dyer,; Akcosale, Mason, aild.Cow-
per, may he considered as furnshing.lithe best, 
models, and in their school itty. GOod s4. Y4 tei. 
have studied with success. 	kis biOid "verso  
strikes me es Meriting much praise for melody 
and variety of rythin, for that 'disposition of 
cadence and pause which gratifies a correct ear, 
and which even in the longestIcompositioulosei 
not the charm that first attracted. 

An undertaking so difficult, Asia 'poetic very 
sion of Lucretius 'must as.iiredly be i doeuted, 
cannot fail, I should hope, of meeting with,due 
encouragement from the literary world. 	Should 
• the observations • and quotatiots whieh,  have 
been given la; this paper, have the Anillest,tp07 
dency, to 'p 	i lace 	n a clearer pmitt Of *few' the 
merits of tlie %man and 'Ida trialrita, it'oilay, 
1 Oda)  with ,con(idonte ,4a 	 that the . 

i. public will be benefited by, the atteuipt. , 
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The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact. 

SIIAKSPEARE. 

IMAGINATION, that fruitful source or the beau- 
61111 	and sublime, when duly tempered and 
Chastised by the strict ratiocination of science, 
throws a fascinating charm over all the walks 
of life; 	unveils, 	its 	it 	were, 	scenes 	of 	fairy 
texture, and draws the mind, with salutary in-
fluence, from the sortlid cares, and selfish pur-
suits, the sanguinary tumult, and materialised 
ilkjoyments of the herd of mankind, to repose 
4111 	all 	that 	is 	good and fair, 	on 	till 	that 	the 
A Imighty Architect, 	in 	rite 	or 	inanimate 
"lure, has poured fo 	xcite the admir- 
ation, the love and gra 	f his intellectual 
tie:antes. 

11111 'Ladd 116, brilliant 	faculty be 	nurtured 
on lla, bo.ont 	f tattliusiasin or romantic expect- 
ation, 	or  I 	to 	revel 	in all its native wild- 
iii-.s of unit 	ion, 	and to plunge into all the 
v:,aonarr t( 	of supernatural 	agency, 	un- 
t hvertttl li,. the, 	•duLtions of t Filth, or die sober 
re11111ir\ of 	exiq 	ire, 	it fill too Olio prove the 
cause oi 	,iente till .cry, ol 	melaticho 	al even 
of disthiction. 	 4 
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In the spring of life, when reason and expe-
rience are necessarily confined, almost every 
object rises clothed in vivid hues; earth appears 
a paradise, and its inhabitants little short of 
perfection; alas ! as the ,man advances, as he 
becomes acquainted with his fellow man, how 
are all these splendid visions scattered on the 
winds ! he beholds passions the most baneful 
devastate this beauteous globe, and witnesses, 
with horror and dismay, its' wretched inlift-.  
bitants immolate each other on the altars of 
avarice, and ambition. 	Starting from the dream 
Pf youth, he turns disgusted from the loathsome 
scene; perhaps, retires tp commune with hitn-1 
sell; to pause upon the lot of mortality. 
' To this important crisis, many of the charac-
ters which adorn or bloi the records of htunanity, 
owe their origin. 	l Le, who can call religion 
And literature to his aid, will pass along the 
rood or iiit. intent on other worlds, and alma/ 
employed; in this, in aceolorating the powers of 
intellect, and in meliorating the condition or his 
species. 	From the crimes mid billies of man- 
kind, from the annals of blood, mid the orgies 
of voluptuousness, will this man fly to no un- 
Orolitable solitude; here will he trace the finger 
of the Deity, and here amid the pursuits of 
science, the charms of music, and the pleasures 
of poetry, with simplicity of heart, and energy 
Cif genius, will adore the God who gave them. 

Ellixts, however, such as these, are, unfor-
tunately, no common result; for that intensif 
of feeling am! ardour of expectation 	wide?,  
usually accompany our early years, 	meeting 
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with a sudden and unexpected check, sometimes 
lead to a train of idea the very reverse of all 
that pleased before, and misanthropy, and even 
scepticism, 	close the scene, and chill every 
social and benevolent exertion. 	But far more 
common is that character which, when once 
awakened from the delusion of inexperience, 
and become acquainted with the vices of mau-
kimj, passes 4‘11 with wily circumspection, intent 
only on mouldingAlie crimes and passions which 
surround it, torii struments of pecuniary gain, 
or desolating aniition. 	Many of this class ) 
there are, whose principal object being the amt• 
ululation of property, preserve, as 	a 	mean 
towards its attainment, an imposilag exterior, 
and travel through life with what is called a 
Air character, yet possessing no one benevolent 
feeling or liberal sentiment that can properly 
designate them for man, or rank them beyond 
the animal they consume.  

But some there are, gifted with .an imaginatton 
of the most brilliant kind; who are accustomed 
to expatiate in all the luxury of an ideal world, 
and who possess a heart glowing with the 
tenderest sensations. 	These men too frequently 
lidi st sacrifice ta the indulgence of a warm and 
vigorous fancy, and which is, unhappily, not 
sufficiently corrected by a knowledge of mankind, 
or the rigid deduction of scientific study. 	The 
lovely scenes jhey had so ralitittously drawn, 
and coloured, find oo archetype in dm busy. 
paths Of life, but fitile beneath the gloomy touch 
of reality, mid leans  to the aston.isited visionary, 
a cheerless and a barren view ; 	or. the mind, 
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tong and intensely employed in givinglOrm and 
place to the Iiiseinating fictions of fancy, or.the 
wikt delusions Of superstition, ' is , apt, on the 
first pressure of neglect and misfortune, to stiffer 
iterangeinent, and to assume for truth, 'the paint- 
ings of enthusiasm. 	Thus,' the clear current of 
exalted thdught, or generous feeling, driven 
koin its course. by sudden opposition; and,vexed 
witb unexpected tempests, not seldom spreads 
terror and mnaoement in its progress. 	' 

Many ihstances might he adduced,  of the fatal 
abets of giving up the reins to imagination, and 
of cherishing id morbid sensibility ; but I shall' 
eonfine myself, in this sketchy tt) three, and 
these Shall be taken from theelass of poets. 	, 

Pootry,.to attain its highest point Ofperfection;  
demands an invention fertile in the extreme, 
and practised in the art of 'combination, and 
which, seising hold of the superstitions and fistrs 
of mankind, pours. forth ,lotions 'of the most 
wild and horrible', grandeur.. 	The,  actiotefiand 
conceptions of superhuman BeingS preserve,_ ,  in 
the creations of Genius,' a certain verisimilitude, 
which rivets attention; and wins even upon in 

'credulity itself;,,  and he who wishes powerfUlly 
, ' to impress upon others the mingled emotions of 
' terror and. delight, must himself be tinctured 
• with some portion of belief in the interlbrence 
,of immaterial agency: 	The. metaphysic wonders 
'or oovkid superstition were in the sixteenth 
koitury absolutely a part of the ei.e.ed ,of all Audio 

'6r ioeiiity, 'mid the poetic productions ol.tha 
period;  becing deeply tinged with the poPillar 
ideas, operatexl an effect upon the mind nearly, 
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or, perhaps, altogether unfelt in our sceptical 
and philosophic age. 	The ideas, However, rela- 
tive to the reappearance of the departed, still 
linger among us, and are occasionally known 
to exert all their wonted influence; and he who 
has a true taste for poetry) yet dwells, with 
unsated rapture, on the dreadful and mysterious 
imagery of our elder bards. 

But it is greatly to be lamented, that in some 
instances, the noblest mind has been laid in 
ruins by suffering a train of ideas or this kind 
so far to intrude upon the common occurrences 
of life, as, in the end, to induce either profound 
melancholy, or absolute phreuzy. Thecelebrated 
TAsso flourished 'in an era when the Gothic 
mythology still retained its full influence; and 
possessing a vast and prolific imagination, to-
gether with an hypochondriacal temperament, 
811(1 greatly attached, at the same time, to the 
Platonic philosophy, whose beautiful, but vision-
ary doctrines, have misled the most superior 
mauls, he mingled the two superstitions, and 
cherished his partiality for all that was greatly.  
wonderful mud singular. 	The composition of 
his ;1111110mill epic, by giving scope to the boldest. 
flights, and calling into effect the energies of his 
exalted 	anti 	cud husinstic 	fancy, 	whilst, with 
equal ardour, it led him to entertain hopes of 
immediate and extensive fame, laid, most pro, 
batty, the foundation of Ins succeeding derange- 
molt. 	I Hs susceptibility, too, and tenderness 
of feeling, were great; and when 41160811bliMO 
work met with unexpected opposition, and was 
even treated with contempt and (tension)  the 
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fortitude of the poet was not proofagninst the keen 
„sense of disappointment. 	Ile' twice attempted 
to please his ignorant and malignant critics by 
recomposing the poem, and, during the hurry, 
the anguish, and irritation attending these &bills, 
the vigour of a great mind was entirely exhausted, 
and in two years after the publication (Allis OK- 
RUSALEM113IE LIBEHATA, the unhappy Bard be-
came an object or pity and of terror I 

According to Giovanni 13attista Manso, the 
rent Friend and Biographer of Tess°, and from 

whom the causes of his alienation of mind, we 
lave just assigned, are drawn, his madness was 
accompanied with the persuasion of his being' 
under the influence of witchcrall, and attended 
by an apparition ; and Tasso himself; in a letter 
to Mauritio Cntnneo, thus notices this very ex-
traordinary supernatural Being, whom he terms 
Follett°. 64  You must know that I was bewitched, 
and have uever been eared • and, perhaps, have 
More need of tin exorcist ;ban of a physician ; 
because my disordef• proceeds l'rom magical art. 
I would likewise write a few words respecting 
my themon : the rtn'_al bath lately robbed me of 
many crown pieces ; I know not the amount, as 
I ant' !I no means a Miser in reckoning In) 
money, but, I dare say, they, amount to twenty. 
lie hath likewise turned all my books topsy-
turvy ; opened my chests;  robbed are of my keys, 
which Leonid not keep front him. 	1 am at all 
t ue)) unhappy, but especially in IIIC nip;ht. 	I 
1 now trot whether my disease proceeds front 
1 litenzy, or no!." 	Mier he had left the I lospital 
iir St. Ann's at Ferrara, whither lie had been sent 
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by Duke Matzo, and where he had been at-
tended by the most eminent physicians, he again,, 
in a letter to Catanco, mentions this spiritual 
thief. 	" This clay, the last of the year, the bro- 
ther of the reverend Signior Licino has brought 
me two of your letters ; but one of them was 
taken from me, as soon as I had read it, and, I 
believe, the folletto must have carried it oil, be-
cause it is that in which he is mentioned : and 
this is one of the miracles which I have seen often 
in the IIospital. 	These things I am certain are 
done by some magician; and I have many argu-
ments of it r particularly of a loaf visibly stolen 
from me one afternoon, and a plate of fruit taken 
from belbre me the other day, when a Polish 
gentleman came to see me, worthy, indeed, to 
be a witness of such a wonder."* 

" AIanso afterwards tells us, that. 'lasso would 
frequently in company be quite abstracted in his 
plirenzy ; would talk to himself; and laugh pro-. 
fusely ; and would-  fix his eyes keetily upon va- 
Caney for a long time, and then say atat he saw 
his familiar spirit; and describe him as under 
the semblance Of an angelic youth, such as he 

M
pints him in his dialogue of Le Messagiero. 

ans° particularly mentions, that once 'lasso, 
angry at his incredulity, told him that lie should 
see the spirit with his own eyes. 	Accordingly 
next day, when they were talking together and 
sitting by the fire, Toss() suddenly darted his 
eyes to a whalow ill the room, and sat 50 intent, 
that, when Mims() spoke to him, he returned no 

. 
• 'mi. di Toileuito `Nom rwriita an (iio. lialtiqn ithismo. 
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sort of answer. 	At last he turned to him, and 
said, ' Behold the friendly spirit, who is courte-
ously come to converse with me; look at him, 
and perceive ihe truth of my words.' 	Manso 
immediately threw his eyes toward the spot; but 
with his keenest vision could see nothing, but 
the rays of the stn shining through the window 
into the chamber. 	.While he was thus staring, 
'lasso had entered into lofty discourse with the 
spirit, as he perceived from his share of the dia-
logue ; that of the spirit was not audible to him ; 
but he solemnly declares, that the discourse was 
so grand and marvellous, and contained such 
lofty things, expressed in a most unusual mode, 
that he remained in ecstacy, and did not dare to 
open his mouth so much as to tell Tasso that the 
spirit was not visible to him. 	In some time, the 
spirit being gone, as Manso could judge, Tasso 
turned to hint with a smile, and said, he hoped 
lie was 110W convinced. 	To which Maus° re- 
plied, 	that 	he laid, indeeil, 	heard wonderfid 
things ; 	but had seen nothing. 	Tasso said, 

Perhaps you have heard and seen more than 
he then 	 Manso seeing —,' 	paused ; and 

hint in silent meditation, did not care to perplex 
him with further questions." 

Had Tasso not formed extravagant schemes 
of happiness and fame, which are seldom, if ever 
realised, and had corrected the krvour of an ima-
gination too prone to admit the prreternatural 
and strange, by cultivating those sciences which 
depend upon demonstrative evidence, or Py 

. VW Lettem of Literal ow, p. 979. 
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mingling more with the world, and discrimiiu 
ing Its various.tharacters 	and Wiles, thelin- 
tegrity of his mind bad, most presbably, been 
preserved. 	Shakspeare possessed in a far su- 
perior degree, if I may be allowed the term, the 
powers of superhuman creation, and no poet 
ever enjoyed such, an unlimited dominion over 
the fears and superstitions of mankind. 	Yet the 
acuteness, the inexhaustible variety of his genius, 
his talents for humour, mid his almost intuitive 
penetration into the lollies:m(1 vices of his species, 
enabled him to avoid, in a great measure, that 
credulity which his will, terrific, yet delight fid 
and consistent fictions, 	almost rivetted upon 
others. 	Milton, too, had a peculiar predilection 
for traditionary tales, and legendary lore, mul, 
in his early youth, spent much time in reading 
romantive narratives; but the deep and varied 
erudition which distinguished his career, for no 
man ill Europe, at that time, possessed a wider 
field of intellect, sufficiently protecte4 hint from 
their delusive influence, 	though, to the latest 
period of life, he still retained much of his ori- 
ginal partiality. 	Ossian, however, that intim). 
choly.but sublime Bard of other times, seems to 
have given implicit credit to the superstitions of 
his country, and his poems are, therefore, replete 
with a variety of immaterial agents; but these 
are of a kind rather calculated to soothe and sup-
port The mind, than to shake and harrow it, us 
the Gothic, with malignant and mysterious po-
telleY• 

In this age, when science and literature have 
spout so extensively, the heavy clouds of super- 

1 2 
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stition have been dispersed, and haveassumOd a 
lighter and less ibrmidable hue; for though the 
tales Of Walpole, Reeve, and Raddillb, or the 
poetry of Wieland'", Burger, and Lewis, still 
powerfully arrest attention, and keep au ardent 
curiosity alive, yet is their machinery by no means 
au object of popular belief, nor can it, I should 
hope, now lead to dangerous credulity, as when 
in the times (Crass°, Shakspcare, and even Mil-
ton, witches and wizards, spectres 4md fifties, 
were nearly as important subjects of filth as the 
most serious doctrines of religion. 

Yet have we had one melanchloyinstance, and 
toward the middle or the eighteenth century; 
where disappointmebt, operating upon culla- 
siasin 	has induced effects somewhat similar to 
those recorded of the celebrated Italian. 	lu the 
year 1766 died oft lamented COI:LINN, one ()four 
most exquisite poets, and ofwhom, perl taps, with-
out exaggeration it may be asserted, that he par7 
took of the credulity and enthusiasm of 'rano, 
the magic wildness of 8148km-ware, the sublitnity 
Of Milton, and the pathos of OSS41114 	lie had 
early formed sanguine expectations of fame and 
applause, but reaped nothing but penury and 
neglect, and stupg with indignation at the unme-
rited treatment his productions had met with, he 
burnt the rent:titling copies with his own bands: 

a The Oberon or this exquisite poet, which, in Sportive ploy 
of fancy, may vie with the Muse of 811akaPeare, and which, 'in 
HO' coultud of its fable, is superior to any work extant, richly 
merits MI English drovii 	It hi said that the ire Mr. Sii or 
Centurion* left a tut:Alden or tido Itpic. 	-Int be well tin'. 
cured, it would he a highly valuable pretunt to the puhihn I 	, 

VOL. I. 	 I% 
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His ,Qdes to Fear, on the Poetical Character, to 
Evening, the Passions,n and on the Superstitions 
of the Highlands of Scotland, strongly intik the 
bias of, his mind to all that is aweiblly wild and 
terrible. 	His address to Fear, , 	• 

• Dark Power ! with shudd'ring meek submitted 
thought 

lii:*mine to read the visions old 
Which thy awakening bards hue told : 
And, lest thou meet my blasted view, 
Hold each strange tale devoutly true, 

was proMpted by what he actually felt, for, like 
Tasso, he was, in some measure, a convert to the 
imagery he drew; and the beautiful lines in which , 
he describes the Italian, might, with equal pro- 
priety, be applied to himself: . 	, 

Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind 
Peliev'd the magic, wonders which he sung. ' 

His powers, however, in exciting the tender 
emotions, were superior to Tasso's ; and, in pa-
thetic simplicity, nothing, perhaps, can exceed his 
Odes to Pity, on the Death of Colonel Ross, on 
the Death of Thomson, and his Dirget in Cyril- 

• Odeon the Popular Superstitions of the II ighlands. 
t  f The beautiful and tender imagery, in a stanza of lithe little 

'Urge -- 

	

	 • • 
The Iled-breast oft at evening hours 
• Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
With hoary moss and gathered flowers, 

To desk the ground where thou art laid 1.—. 
'has been an mark a favourite with the poets. that I ant tempted 
to throw n few of their' elegant description% into the form of it 
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belinc, which abound with passakes that irresist-
ibly make their way to the heart. 

He  who could feel, with so much sensibility, 
the sorrows and misfortunes of Others, and'could 
pour the plabit of woe with such harmonious 
skill, was soon himself to be an object of extreme 

..... 

note. 	In the Anthologia, a somewhat similar idea is thus ex- 
pressed in the Epitaph on 'Dimon : 

fit Eir' snot un S'opvts ev stupt impov epst8ot 
11 X1'&. 

Nor print the feather'd warbler in the spring 
His little thotsteps lightly on my grave. 

irVA  

Horace has a passage of still greater similitude with regard 
to the wood-pigeon : 

Me &bulimia Vulture in Appulo 	' 
Altrieis extra limos Apulian, 

Ludo fatigatuinquo a 	 
L. 	Frontlit Hort,  Pperuns palomino 	, 	, 1  

Caro. lib. iii. TV 	 i. ad. 4. SM. ......... 
1 	1  

And we all remember the ballad of our infancy, and witiCh 
perhaps, more immediately gave rise to %mewling imitations:  

And Robin Ited-breast carefully 
Did cover them with leaves.' 	. 

fhakspeare lets, in the following lines of his Cyinbeline, ten. 
derly alluded to this bird, and which certainly suggested to 
Collins the loam we have quoted : 

With Wrest flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live hare, Fidel°. 
I'll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
Thu flower that's like thy ilicc, pale primrose; nor 
The azur'd hare-hell, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander 

n 2 
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compassion. 	His anxiety and distress, ren- 
'dered doubly poignant by a very splendid ima-
gination, in the 'event produced unconquerable 
thelinicholy, and occasional fits of frenzy, and, 
under the pressure of these afflictions, which 
gradually increased, perished one of the sweet-
est of our poets, and who ever approached the 
lyre with a mind glowing with inspiration. 	1  

On the, monument lately erected to his ine,- 

. 
Out-sweeten'd not thy breath : the Benicia* would,, 
With charitable bill, bring thee all this 
Yea, and tiered moss besides, wisest &mei% are now. 
To 	 thy 	 , winter-gown 	cone. — 

Drayton also thus notices it : 

Covering With moss the Lad's unclosed eye, 
The little Redbreast teacheth charitie. 

Thu Muse of Gray, too, has honoured it with a tribute Ivor- 
. thy its tender assiduity: 

There scattered oft, the earliest of thu year, 
By hands unseen, arc showers of violets found c o 

The Red-breast loves to build and warble there, 
And little footsteps lightly print the ground. 

And lastly Mr. Dole, in his epic Mmance of Arthur, or the 
Northern Enchnottant, is not excelled by any of his medeees. 
sans in commemorating the ebaritoble offices of this liwourite : 

Now Cador's 	he cone 	view'''. 
With Wary muss and bided leaves bestrew'd, 
in days of old, suit yet did we invade 
Tlie ;aimless tenants of the woodland shade, 
The crimson-breasted warbler o'er the slain, 
While frequent rose his menorah* strain, 
With pious care, 'twos all he could, supplied 
The limeral rites, lty ruthless man denied. 

   
  



NO. ill. 	LITERARY HOURS. 	 53.  

• . 	 . 	lr .
on- moly, ilt • 	li iclie4er, silo/  executett, witti an  

'ilible  taitit by 4116:ingeniOilii,4 Flexinan; the pOef 
is 'I•ePreseittecl as just ' fecovered ,frOm. ,a ,  lit  # 

reclinfng:i  po4k4e, frenzy, iii,tul hi a calm 
his seeking ,Fitruke fromd  his misfoifunes ii  ilia  pie 

tifiiiiiAntions of ihe''Gh4spel, ;While f4f,yre, 'and 
bite of 'the 'first .of his poeins,)  lie negleted:0 

	

the ground. ' 	A.boire, are two  ben  utifilf' 'figures, 
of Love 'alid Pk; intivined in each other's 'arms ;• 
and beneath, the following elegant and impres-
sive i  epitaph from. the pen of Mr. Bayley 

„, 

	

. 	I 	. 	l 	,,
' the 17A, who tue merits' of 	cien revere, , 

Who hold misfortune sacred, genius dear; 
Regard this tomb, where COLLINS' hapless name 
Solicits kindness with a double. claim ; 	1 	I l 1  
Tho' Nature gave him

'
and tho' Science taught 

The Fire of Fancy,, and the reacbtof•Tlionght, 
Severely doomed to penury's extreme, 

. • littpassedpiti iniuld'iung pain, litii!ii feverisli'dvellin ;' 
While rays of genius only servtd TO slidw ” ." Pi' 
The. thickening horror and exult his woo. t,  

Ye walls that echotd to his frantic moan, , 
Guard the due teed)** of thiS giltiefill dstone ; 
Strangers to hiiiii; enainoni'd of hiklayS,', 
This fond memorial to his talents raise. 
'Fotriltis the Ales Of a hard roiiiiire; 

i 	11   :Mho ,touch'il the tenderest notes oaf P i y 6lyre; 
Who j?inItl pure Faith to strong poetic powers, 
Who, iii rnevviing,Reasim's lucid hours, 	' 
Sought on one book his troubled Mind to.re.iit, 
And rightly domed the book of God the'best. 

, 	l' 
The same warm and' eager ekpeetatrons of 

iinmortality ALIA fame, associated with:similar 
fervour, and creative energy of genius, and 
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'accompanied ' 'with 	still 	greater 1  ignorance'of 
mankind, lathe unhappy Chatterton to'Sitibitlee.. 
The fairy-  Visions he had dkawn were blasted by 
the,hand of poverty and neglect, and conscious 
of the pewerS'ivhicli4tiiinated his .bog6nr; /and 
despising, that 'World which had 'idled to9cherish' 
them and of *Nell he hind fooled •gó flattetihgl 
but ;16 ' dchisiv'e isati Idea', . hi eparokirse of 
woittided inid'ci Itild'kulignant 'Contenipt,. beheld' 
in the krai,e altniel  tithelter lioni aillietiolt.ii", i ,  
0 417stare.d) Youtk4whopn .Nattwe form'd in yain,, 
Wi,,l;  pe,vers o» ,l'Induesp)en4id heittlit to rsIgn,, 
0 dread ,example,of what pangs awaiti , 	, 	 , 
Young genius struggling with dialignitnelittet 

could the 'Muse,' who fir 'd thy infant frailue: 
W

hat 
ith 'the 'rich promise of poetic fame t 	' 	., 

Who taught tillhand.itS magic' art to hide, 1 
And mock the insolence of Critic pride 	0 
What could ber unavailing cares oppose,?, 	, 1 
To-nave her darling from ,his desperate foe* ;‘)1 
From pressing ,Want's calamitous ,contrdul, ,. t  
And rride,t the, fever of the ardent soul ?i i  , , 
Abr,see,, too conscious le her iliaing,pewcr, 
Sir, quits her nursling in his deatliftd hour! l, 
In 0 chi llsrooin, ivithin *hose wretched 0411' 
NO'cheeritievOice replica to Misery's tall; 	. 
I4e.ar a vileJbect tot; crass to sustain  
Misfortune's wasted limbs, convulsed with pain, 
On the bare floor,1With heaVen-dirocta eyes, p • 
The hapless youth in speechless,  horror lies; 	1 	1 
The poisonous vial, by distraction arain'd?  i 
Itolls,f5omthis hand, in wild,contortion stra'n'd, , 
l'alc With life-orting pangs, its dire effect, 
And.stung le madness by the world's neglect, I , 
He i'n ahhorrence'of, the damtereas nit,'" 
ghee the'dear idol or his° glowing heart; 
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Tears from his Flarp the vain, detested wires, 
And in the (mazy of i  despair expirep! 

HOMEY. 
. 	, 	e 	 , 	, 	. 	• 	I 

I „He, therefore, who erarly, possesses. the clia.,,, 
racteristics of genius, and is desirous4 of placing, 
before the public eye its more happy effusions, 
should be assiduously taught the probability of 
ridicule, or neglect. 	La not his wish to claun 
admiration be repressed, but let him be trained 
to expect it from a chosen few, and to despise 
the malignity, t or 	the apathy of .the inany 
The most beautiful works of imagination are 
the least understood i nor cam 'an author, until 
he 4peome fashionable from the recommend., 
ation of a few leading critics, meet v,vith gencral 
applause, nor, indeed, should be either' hope 
for, or value it, 	Of the multitudes who pro' 
tend to admire a Shakspeare, or a Milton, not' 
one in a thousand has any relish or propel' 
conception of the author, but" merely echo' the 
opinion that reaches themh though, by a 6>mb  
mop operation of vanity, they applaud didir 
own discernment and taste. ' In general', the 
most estimable compositions are written for 
posterity, and are little valued at the moment 
of their production. 	The Gerusalemme Libdo 
rata of Tasso0 the Paradise Lost of Milton,* 
and the. Poems of Collins, bear testimony to thd 
truth of die ussertion. 	 . I I 

It is, also, highly necessary to guaird against 
those delusions which an exclusive study 4 
works of unagmation itf  apt to generate in i4 
mind predisposed to poetic c,ombinationt 	Let 

it 	4 
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the young poet be properly initiated into lile, 
and led to mingle the severer studies With the 
vivid colourings of the muse, and neither dis-
appointment nor melancholy will then, pro-
bably, intrude upon his useful and rational 
enjoyments.  

To correct the sanguine expectations which 
young authors arc too apt to form, or to divest 
of their too enchanting lines, the dangerous and 
delusive pictures, sketched in early lite, 	may 
have its use; but it is little to be apprehended, 
in the present day, that the wild workings of 
poetic imagination should lead to that obliquity 
of idea, which may terminate in derangement. 
Philosophy and sciense have now taken too 
deep root for such credulity to recur, nor is the 
general character of our poetry that of enthu- 
siasm.* 	What we have said muy, however, 
Hecount for the mental irregularities of a 'l'asso 
and a Collins, though, perhaps, little applicable 
or essential to any modern bard. 	`Die •subject, 
nevertheless, is curious, 	and will, 	probably, 
lie thought not altogether destitute of enter-
tainmeikt• 

• Since the year 1798, however, when this observation was 
made,a new race of pout. bahasnrisvi, to retrieve the character 
of modern poetry ; nor will a want of energy and enthusiasni 
any longer be chargeable on it departincto of literature noity 
illumined by such names as Scot/, Southey, Coleridge, frort13‘) 
tearth, Moore, and Byron. 
I 
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Can musk's voice, can beauty's eye, 
Can painting's glowing hand supply 
A charm so suited to my mind, 
As blows this hollow gust of wind ; 
As,drops Atis little weeping rill, 
Solt trickling down the moss-grown hill; . 

While thro' the west where sinks the crimson day, 
Nide', twilight slowly sails and waves her banners 

' 	grey ? 	 * 	MASON. 

tira 
J. 0 	meliorate 	the 	sufferings 	of 	unmerited 
calamity, to unable us to bear up against the 
pressure of detraction, and• the wreak of ties 
the 	most 	endearing, knevolent Providence 	. bath wisely mingled, ill the cup of sorrow, ' 
drops of a sweet and soothing nature. 	If, when 
the burst of passion dies away; if, when the 
violence of grief 'abates, rectitude of conduct, 
and 	just 	feeling 	be 	possessed, 	recollection 
points not the arrow of misfortune, it adds 'not 
the horrors of guilt; 'no, it gives birth to sen-
sations the most pleasing, sweet, though full 
of sorrow, 	melancholy, yet delightful,. which 
soften and which calm the mind, which heal, 
and pour balm into the wounded spirit. 	The 
man, whose efforts have been liberal and balms- 
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trious, deserving, though unfortunate, 	wlimn, 
poverty and oppression, whom calumny and 
ingratitude have brought low, feels, whilst con-
scious innocence dilates his breast, that secret 
gratuiation, that self-approving and that honest 
pride which fits . him to 'sustain the Tangs of 
want and of neglect.; he finds, amid the bit- 
terest misfortune; that virtue still 	an whisper 
peace, can comftirt, and can bid the wretched 
smile. 	Thus even where penury and distress 
put on their sternest features, and where the 
necessaries of life are, with difficulty, procured, 
even here are. found those dear emotions which 
arise from purity of thought mid action; emo-
tions from whose influence no misery can take 
away, from whose claim to possession no tyrant 
can detract, which the guilty being deprived of; 
sicken and despair; and which he who holds 
flist, is comparatively blest. 

But where the mind has, been liberally and 
elegantly cultivated, where much sensibility and 

,strength of passion are resent, and the misfor-
times occurring, turn upon the lost of some 
tender and beloved connexion, in thisease, what 
may be called the luxury of grief is more fully 
and exquisitely displayed. That mild and gentle 
sorrow;  which; in the bosom of the good, and 
of the fi:cling, succeeds the strong energies of 
grief; is of a nature so soothing and grateful, so 
friendly to the soft emotions of the soul, that• 
those, whose friendship, or whose love, the baud 
of fate has severed, delight ill the indulgence of: 
reflections which lend to past endcerment, which, 
dwelling on the virtues, the perfections of Jim 
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dead; breathe the.  pure spirit of melancholy 
enthusiasm. 

_ 	. 
the faithful ask 	 youth 

Why the cold urn of her, whom long he loved, 
So often Ills his arms, so often draws 	, 
His lonely footsteps at the silent hour 
To pay the mournful tribute of his tears? 
Oh, he will tell thee, that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne'er seduce his bosom to forego 
That sacred hour, when, stealing from the it oist. 
Of care and envy, sweet remembrance soothes, 
With virtue's kindest looks, his aching breast, 
And turns his tears to rapture I 4.-- 	• 

ARENSIDE. 

Here, every thing which tends to soften and 
refine the mind, to introduce .a pensive train of 
thought, and call the starting tear, will bong 
taut ardently be cherished. 	Music, the solace , 
of the mourner, that ibod of tender passion, 
Which, while it sweetly melts the soul, corrects 
each harsh and painful tceling, will ever to the 
wretched be a source of, exquisite sensation., 
Those writers who have touched the finest 
chords of. pity, who, mingling the tenderest 
simplicity with the strongest emotions of the 
heart, speak the pure language of nature, have.  
elegantly drawn the effects of music on the 
mind; the Fonrose of Marmontelle, the Maria , 
of Sterile, and the Julia de Roubitme of Mac-
kenzie, but more especially the Minstrel of 
Beattie, sweetly evince this delightful and be-
witching melancholy which so blandly steals 
upon the children of sorrow. 
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That the contemplation of nature, of the 
various features of the Sublime and of the 
beautiful,•  often leitd .to  reflections of a solemn 
and serious cast, ' is a' circumstance well esta-
blished; and on this account, the possession of 
romantic and sequestered scenery is a requisite 
highly wished fbr by those who mourn the loss 
of a beloved object. 	The gloomy majesty of 
antique wood, the ttwefid grandeur of overhang!. 
ing rock, the frequent dashing of ' perturbed 
water, throw a Snail)* tint around, which stay 
the language of complaining grief, 	Perhaps 
to the wild and picturesque beauties , of Val-
chiusa we owe much of the poetry, much of 
the pathos of Petrarch, the perpetuity of whose 
passion for Laura was, without doubt, greatly 
strengthened by such a retreat; where, free from 
interruption, he could dwell upon the remem-
brance of her virtue and her beauty, could 
invoke her gentle spirit, and indulge die sorrows 
of his heart. 	How strongly its romantic sce- 
nary affected him,how vividly it brouilit to 
recollection those long-lost _pleasures when, in 
the company of his beloved Laura, he wandered 
amid its friendly shades, and hung upon' the 
'music dila lips, every reader of sensibility 
,will judge from the following, beautiful transla-
tion of the 4261st son4Nromktiibed. from ail 

,floboymilogr 	ssky on thd Lite and Character of 
Petrarch.— 
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, 
ON THE PROSPECT 01? VALCHILTSA. 

Thou lonely vale, where in the fleeting yews 
• Of tender youth I breatli'd my am'rpus pain ; 

Thou brook, whose silver stream reeeiv'd my tears, 
Thy Murmurs joining to my sorrowing strain, 

• I come, to visit all my former haunts again ! 

0 green-clad hills, familiar to my sight ! 
0 well-known paths where oft Iswont to rove, 

Musing the tender accents of my love! 
Long use and sad remembrance now invite, 	, 
Again to view the scenes which once could give 

, delight.  

Yes, ye arevstill the same — To md alone 	. 
Your charms decay; for she, who to these eyes 

,Gave nature beauty, now fo' ever gone, 
Deep in the silent grave a mould'ring victim lies! 

Pathetic, almost to pain,'mist have been the 
impression on the suSceptille mind of Penwell; 
mid, indeed, on every mind alive to pity Mid 
struggling with distress, such scenery will ever 
produce sensations of a similar kilo): how de- 
lightful to the bosom of sadness, am the still, 
sweet beauties of a moon-light evening ! and 
who, that' has a heart to fiiiil, h not struck by 
the soft and tender scenery of a Claude, whose 

,setting suns ditihse such an elcquisite melan- 
choly, and whose shadowy fore-grounds drop 
such a. grateful gloom, as are peculiarly copu- 
lating to the mind of taste and sensibility! 

But nothing will better prove how gustily 
avaricious the soul of Penwell was of this 
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mingled perception of pleasure and of pain; this 
luxury of grief, than presenting the reader with 
a note translated from the margin of a manu-
script of Virgil, preserved in the Ambrosia,' 
Library at. Milan, and formerly in Petrarch's 
possession. 	It is enriched with many Latin an- 
notations in the poet's hand-writing, and on the 
first page• is the following interesting passage: 

" Laura, illustrious by the virtues she pos-
sessed, and celebrated, during many years, by 
.my Vers.es, appeared to my eyes fbr the first 
time, our the sixth day of April, in the year 
thirteen hundred and twenty-seven, at Avignon, 
in the church of St. Claire, at six o'clock in the 
morning. • I was then in my early youth. 	In 
the same town, on the same day, and at the 
same hour, in the year thirteen hundred and 
forty-eight, this light, this sun, withdrew from 
the world. 	I was then at Verona, ignorant of 
the calamity that had befidlen me. 	A letter I 
received at Parma, from my Ludovico, on the 
nineteenth of the following month, brought me 
the cruel information. 	IIer body, so beautiful, 
so pure, was deposited on the day of her death, 
after vespers, in the church off' the ('ordeliers. 
lifer soul, as Sewn' has *hid Africanus, I am 
confident, retantutZ. to heaven, from • whence 

11 	, 
it. Caine*  

" For dot Imirpose of often dwelling on the 
sad rem . 14rance of so severe a loss, I have 
written 	. particulars in a book that comes 
frequent] 	Hier my inspection. 	I have thus 
prepared fi 	myself a pleasure mingled with tr  
pain. 	My iloss, ever present to my memory* 
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will tench me, that there is now nothing in this 
life' which can give me pleasure ; —that it is 
now time I should renounce the world, since the 
chain which bound me to it, with so tender an 
attachment, is broken. 	Nor will this, with the 
assistance of Almighty God, be difficult. 	My 
mind, turning to the past, will set before me all 
the superfluous cares that have engaged me ; 
all the deceitful hopes that I have entertained, 
and the unexpected and afflicting consequences 
of all my projects." 

But, independent of a train of thought pro-
duced by adverse circumstances, scenery of a 
stupendous and 'solitary cast will ever have, 
upon a person of acute feeling, somewhat of a, 
similar effect; it will dispose to contemplation, 
it will suggest a wish for seclusion, a romantic 
and visionary, idea of happiness abstracted from 
society. 	Those who possess a genius, ()I' which 
imagination is the strongest characteristic, are 
of all others the most susceptible of enthusiasm; 
and, if placed amid scenes of this description, 
and where civilization has made little progress, 
they will eventually be the sons of poetry, me-
lancholy, and superstition. •To these causes we 
may ascribe the peculiarities of Ossian, his deep 
and uninterrupted gloOm, his wild but impres- 
sive mythology. 	I do not, indeed, deny, that 
even in 'the most polished periods of society, 
much of this cast of mind may be observed ; 
it is ever, I think, attendant upon genius, but, 
at the same time, so tempered by the sober tints 
of science and philosophy, that it seldom breaks 
in upon , the province of judgment and right 
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ratiocination. 	The 	melancholy 	of 	Milton, 
Young, and. Gray, was so repressed by the 
chastening hand of reason and cducatiou, as 
never to infringe upon the duties of life ; the 
spirit, the energy • of Milton's comprehensive 
soul, the rational and sublime piety of Ypung, 
the learning and morality of Gray, powerfully 
withheld the accession of a state of mind so 
inimical to the rights of society. 	I speak here, 
as I have before hinted,. of a constitutional bias 
of Mind, not of that deep sorrow which arises 
from the loss of a beloved relative, or from the 
unmerited pressure of adversity. 

In addition to what has been observed con-
cerning the effect of scenery, let it be added, that 
those whom misfortune has bowed down, and 
who have fled into retirement to indulge the 
luxury of grief, that those take peculiar pleasure 
iii being witness to the decay and sad vicissi-
tudes of nature, that the commencement and 
decline of autumn, the ravages of winter, the 
fury of the mountain torrent, the howling of the 
midnight storm, the terrors of a sultry noon, 
the burst of thunder, and the flash of lightning, 
are to them sources of syinpathy and consola- 
tion. 	What sublime and pensive images may 
they not derive loin the melunelioly sighing of 
the gale, 	particularly 	11(1111 	'' that pause," 	ob- 
serves Mr. Gray, 'l  115 	the ,fist 	is recollecting 
itself, and rising upon the ear in a shrill and 
plaintive m. 	ike the swell of an .1,:olian harp. 
There is 1 	," adds he, " so like the voice 
of a  spirit 	nd, indeed, however inconsider- 
able, ill itse f, such a sound may be, yet, from 
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the association of ideas, and from the general'
knowledge of its being the presage • of a storm, 
it derives a degree of awful and impressive 
irrandeur, admirably adapted to the nurture of b 
reflection.. 	In such a situation as this, every• 
thing is in unison with their feelings; each 
object seems to suffer; and to a mind pregnant 
with images of Aistress, little is wanting to 
immediate perskinifleation; they may exclaim; 
in the beautiful 'and descriptive language of 
Ws Seward; . ' 

'T as here, e'en here! where now I siereclinsd, 
And' winter's sighi sound hollow in the wind ; 
Loud, and more loud, the blast of evening raves, 
And stripe' the ,oaks of their last ling'ring leaves, 
The eddying foliage in 'the tempest flies, 
And fills with duskier gletum the thiek'ning.skies. 
Red gInksAe sun b6hind the howling hill, 
And rushes with hoarse stream, thomountain rill, 
And now with tuillinR billows, cold and pale, 
Runs swab) and daolung down the lonely vide; 
Whileto these tearful eyes, Grief's hided form 
Sits on the cloud,, and' sighs amid' the Storm. 

Tliat this amiable anti tender sorrow, so fret 
quently the concomitant of the beSt disposition 
and principles, and the certain test of a gene-
rous and inseeptible heart, that' this,  Should he 
to often carried to an extreine, should so often 
militate against our sOpial and,dOmestic duties, 
is" u1 event which merits the mot serious at.' 
,tention. 	It isliot hoWever Uncommon ; he, tai 
WhoM these Sweet bat melancholy sensatioini 
have been once known, will' ,not easily be p61 
social ,to relinquish them; he chunk Aociety, 

Vol,. I. 	 I" 
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and, dwelling orf the deprivations he has suf-
fered, seeks to indulge what, when thus che- 
rished, 	is 	but childish imbecility. 	It is 	the 
more necessary, perhaps, that an error of this 
kind be corrected, as, from the fashionable rage 
of affected • sensibility,• many otherwise would 
suppose 	themselves evincing 	an 	undoubted 
claim to feelings " tremblingly alive," .bto a 
mode of conduct which convicts them of lolly 
and hypocrisy. 

At the wane time that the author reprobrites 
the excess of grief, as detracting from our pub-
lic and our private duties, he, by no means, 
wishes to restrain those pensive and those soft 
emotions which arise from just affection for 
departed excellence, or from the conscionsnt:ss 
of rectitude of conduce and unmerited adver.: 
sky: on the contrary, he is their advocate; 
they support us under our mistbrtunes, they 
afford us a luxury most soothing to the mind : 
but let us take care it degenerates 	not 	int? 
weakness, that it lends not to tniptolitable 'Aolil- 
ttitle: Mr, tis path been justly 'observed, 	" It Ilk 
hoi good tbr'man to be alone." 
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E'quanto a (lir qual era, e cosa Jura, 
Questa " voile' selvaggia.ed aspra c forte 	, 
Che nel pensicir yinnuova la paura. — 
Tante e amara, the pocco e pia mom : 
Ma per trattar dcl ben, ch'i vi trovai, 
Dire del altre core, ch'i v'ho scorte. 

DANTE. 

The place I know not, where I thaned to rove; 
It was a cf vale" so wild, it wounds me sore 
But to remember with whet ills I strove : 

Such still my dread, that death is little mores 
But I will tell the good which there I found : 	• 
High things 'twos there my tbrtone to crore. 

1 Axtaty. 
I 

IT was,cvening, when Wolkmar and his dog, 
almost spent with fatigue, descended one of the 
mountains in Switzerland ; the sun was dilated 
in the horizon, and threw a tint of rich crimson 
over the waters of a neighbouring lake ; on each 
side rocks of varied form, their green heads 
glowing in the beam, were swarded with shrubs 
that hung feathering from their summits, and, at 
intervals, was heard the rushing of a troubled 
stream. 

Amid this scenery, our traveller, far from any 
habitation, wearied, and uncertain of the road, 
sought for some excavation in the rock, wherein 

r 2 
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he might repose himself; and having at length 
discovered such a situation, fell fast asleep upon 
some withered leaves. 	His dog sat watching at 
his feet, a small bundle of linen and a staff were 
placed beside him, and the red rays of the de-
clining sun,. having pierced through the shrubs 
that concealed 	the retreat, 	gleamed on the 
languid features of li.is beloved master. 

And long be thy rest, 0 Wolkmar I may 
sleep sit pleasant on thy, soul ! Unhappy man ! 
war bath estranged thee from thy native village; 
war, unnatural war, snatched thee froth thy Fanny 
and her infant. 	Where art thou, best of wives ? 
thy Wolkmar 	lives I 	report deceived 	thee, 
daughter of affliction ! for the warrior rests not 
in the narrow house. 	Thou fled'st; thy beauty 
caught the eye of power ; thou fled'st with thy 
infant and thy aged father. 	Unhappy woman ! 
thy husband seeketh thee over the wilds of Swit- 
zerland. 	Long be thy rest, 0 Wolk-mar I may 
sleep sit pleasant on thy soul I 

Yet not long did Wolkmar rest ; starting, 
he beheld the clog, who, seizing his coat, had 
shook it with violence; and having thoroughly 
awakened him, 	whinin , 	licked . his face, and 
sprang through the thicket 	oll, mar, eagerly 
following, 	discerned at s 	thstance a man 
gently walking down the, 	ty of the opposite 
hill, and his own dog 	n g with full speed 
towards  him. 	The sun yet, threw athwart the 
vale rays of a blood-red hue, the sky was over- 
cast, and 1 	big round drops rustled through 
the droopl 	ayes. 	\Volknna• sat him down ; 
the dog no 

	

	awned upon the man, then bound- 
1 2 
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lag ran before WM.' The curiosity of Wolkmar 
was roused ; he rose to meet the stranger, who, 
ttsbedrew near, appeared old,' very old, h is steps 
scarce Mapporting with a stair; a blue mantle wa4 
Ivrapped around hint; and his hair and beard 
It4tite as snow, and waving to the breeze of the 
:hill, received from beneath A dark cloud, the 
last deep erhnsort of the setting sun. 
' ' The dog ndw ran wagging his tail, first to 
'his master, and then to the stranger, leaping 
.upon each with marks of the utmost rapture, 
'till' too rudely expressing his joy, the old matt 
tottering fell at the foot of a blasted beech, that 
stood at the bottom of the hill. 	Wolkmar bat-
tened to his relief; and had just reached the 
spot, when starting back, he exclaimed, " My 
father; 0 any father I" Gothre, fin. id the old 
'man was called, saw anti knew his son; a wale 
of -ecstasy lighted up his leattires, a momentary 
'colotie flushed 	his cheek ; 	his eyes 	beamed 
transport through 	the 	waters 	that 	snffitsed 
them'; and stretching forth his mins, he faintly 
'uttered, " My beloved son !" Nature' could no 
tit*: the bloont upon his withered cheek fled 
fast away ; the 'dewy lustre of his eye gretv dim; 
the 'throbbing of his heart oppressed him ; and, 
straining Wolkmar with convulsive energy, the 
last long breath bf aged Gothre fled told aeross 
}the check of his son. 	 . 
'II Ther night grew dark and unlovely ; the Mobn 
struggled to appear, and by fits her pale light 
'streamed across the lake ; a silence deep and 
' terrible prevailed, 	unbroken but ' by a wild 
shriek;' that' at interValS died along the valley. 

F 3 
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Wolkmar lay entranced upon the dead body 
of his father, the dog stood motionless by his 
side; hut, at last alarmed, he licked their faces, 
and pulled his master by the coat, till having in 
vain endeavoured to awaken 	them, 	he ran 
howling dreadfully along the valley ;—tlte demon 
of the night trembled on his hill of storms, and 
the rocks returned a deepening echo. 

Wolkmar at length awoke; a cold sweat 
trickled over his forehead ; every muscle shook 
with horror ; and, kneeling by the body of 
Gothre, 	he 	wept aloud. 	" Where 	is 	my 
Fanny !" he exclaimed : " Where shall I find 
her ! oh that thou hadst told me she yet lived, 
good old man ! if alive, my God ! she must be 
near: 	the night is dark; these mountains are 
unknown to nie." 	As he spoke, the illumined 
edge of a cloud shone on the face of Gothre, a 
smile yet dwelt upon 	his features; " Smilest 
thou, my father?" said Wolkmar; " I feel it at 
my heart; all shall yet be well." The nij again 

Clark, and Wolkmar, retiring a 	paces grew d 	
4  

from his father, threw himself on the ground. 
He had not continued many minutes in.this 

situation, 	before 	the distant sound of voices 
struck his ear ; they seemed to issue from dif-
ferent parts Of the valley; two or three evidently 
approach 	' 	' 	t where Gothre lay, and the 
name of 	was at length loudly and fre- 
quently n_ 	1. 	Wolkmar, starting from the 

round, sig 	with anxiety and expectation ; 
eaning kr 	a 	I, lie would have listened, but 

the beating of his heart al palled him. 	The 
dog who, at first alarmed, had crept to his mas- 
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.ci,os ffet, began ndo' do bark with vehemenct:; 
1 NiAddenly L the  Vatees, ceased,, and , Wolkmar 
thqiight he heard'' the soft and quick tread of 
,people fast approaching. 1  At thiS moment, the 
iimtooq burst from behind a dark cloud, and shone 
,full on the dead body s 'of Gothre'. ,' A shrill 

L. 	l 	 1 	, Muctek pierced 'the air, and a young woman 
rushing forward fell on the body of Gothre. 
" Oh, my Billy I." she exclaimed to a little boy, 

,who ran up to her out of breath, "see your be-
j ioved Gothre he is ,ffone for ever, gone to 
,Xieaven,.and lea us, 	0 thy poor child !" clasR- 
jjng the boy, 	who yried most'bitteclhi  44  what 
,fsihall we do without him, what 'will becotne of 
, 14s—we will, die also, my Billy ‘" 	'  
, 	Wolkmar, in the mean time, stood enVeloped 
!with shade, his arms stretched (nit, thotienless, 
, and ifixed in silent astonishment; 	111' totigtie 
clove to the roof of his month, and he faintly, 

had, with difficulty, uttered, " 'My 'Fanny,' my 
#1  child'!" 	1-4s ' accents reached 	her oar, 	ale 
. spng ` wildly from the ground;' 44  l

c, 
 h my 

W
ra
olkmar's spirit," she exclaimed. 	'I he sky 

iusiantly cleared all around, 	and Wolknaar 
, :burst upon her sight. 	They rushed together; 
.l ishe fuintel ' " God of mercies!" cried .  Wolk- 
,, outr, " if thou wilt not drive rile 'mad, restive 

,Bear' to life :—she breathes I I thank thee, 0 
my. God; 'she breathes l the wife of Wolkmar 
lives I" 	!Plumy, recovering, /felt O.; harm ein-
brace of her beloved husband i, " Dear,' dear 
Wolkmar," she faintly whispered, " thy Faimy 
—I cannot speak —my .Wolkmar, I am too happy_. see our Billy 1" 	Thb boy had crept 
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close to his" Wier; and was clasping' hityi round 
the knees. 	The tide of 'affection rushed im- 
petuously through the bosom of Wolkmar, '"it 
presses on my heart," he said, " I cannot bear 
it," 	The domestics, whom Fanny had brought* 
with her for protection, crowded round. 	" Let 
us kneel," said Wolkmar, " round the body of 
aged Gothre." 	They knelt around; the moon 
shone sweetly on the earth, and the Spirit of 
Gothre passed by—he saw his children and 
was happy. 	' 

OF the 'following little poems it is my in-
tention that simplicity and pathos should bp the 
characteristics; 1  how far these pave been ob-
tained it is not my province to decide, I will 
only say ,with , the poetic friends, Gray and 
Mason, 

Enough for mc, if to some feeling breast 
, 	My lines a secret sympathy impart ; 
And as.their pleasiig; influence flows contest, 

A sigh of soft rtiruction heave the heart. 4  

• 
THE TEMPEST. 

411 bloody sank the evening sun, 
And red the wild wave gleaned, 

And loud, and bellowing o'er the deep, 
The angry tempest screant'd. 

* This stanza, left incensplate by dray, was finished by 
Mason. 
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When Mary, weeping, kiss'd her babest,•( 
And laid them down to rest, 	: 1 

As slow the sad thought pal,'d her cheek, 
And I: lora her heaving breast. 

, 	i 
" Blon, blow," she cried, " thou wintry winffe 

Then east her streaming eyes, ' r 
Where roaming on the rocky cliff, 

The bursting breaker dies : 

" Ah me! to Mary's harass'd heart, 
" How welcome yon rude tone, 

" That swells on Sorrow's sadd'ning ear, 
'" And wailing seems to moan. 

" Tho' many a day be past and gone, 
4' Tho' many a month be fled, 

' 	" Since Henry left his tender wife, 
" And slier d her faithful bed, 

" I've siren his form, when still at eve, " The moon on ocean slept, 
" I've heard his voice when o'er the rock, 

" The dying breeze hath crept." 
• 

She scarce had said, when from the deep, 
Slow peal'd the sullen swell, 

Dark grew the heav'ns, and dark the wave, 
And fast the chill rain fell. 

Then Mary thought on Henry dear, 
And breath'd the tender sigh, ' 

When, wild as screams th' untimely ghost, 
Was heard the seaman's cry. 

She left her cot, and toward the cliff,, 
Where plain'd the dismal sound, 
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She flew, on hapless Henry call'tl, 
And wav'd her band around. 

That moment rush'd t14, billowy surge, 
And o'er the rough rock roll'd, 

And far through:opeark's vicylt;ss depths, 
The knell of Mary,tolfd- 

Her children slept till, morning's daaro, 
Then kiss'd each other's cheek, 

As pouring o'er their guileless heads, 1 , 
They heard the tempest break. 	ii 

They wept, and call d, alas l isia vaio,, 	, 
On dear Mamma for aid, 	' 

Then turn'd their dewy eyes to HeaVn, 
And claspt their hands and pray'd, 

The wild winds oens'd, the sun.hpant'd forth, 
Red shone the tinted ray, 

The children rose; and Edward smil',11 , 
His Charlotte's griefs awily,i 	'e r i 	• 

They went to seek their lost Mamma, 
They reach'd the craggy shore, 

When lo I to land poor ,Mary's camp, 
The title deep-heaving bore. 

111 	1 

When nought she answer'd,, their Rind hearts 
Did almost burst with grief: 

" And,won't Mamma then speak,to is, 
" And won't she bring relief ?" 

,They kiss'd her pale lips, kiss'd her hands, 
And lay down by her side; 

Theiriebeeks to her cold cheek thee plat;'d, 
And, weeping still, they died: 
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LUCY. ' 

Cold was the night, 'and wild, the storm, 
And dark o'er ocean sail'd, 	' 

And shrill upon the tleep'ning gloom 
Unearthly voices wail'd. ' r ' 

L 
Around the Abbey's ivy'd wall, 

The boding owlet flew, 
By fitS upon the moulder'd bone 

The moon-beam flash'd to View. 

When hapless Lucy left her cot, 
And wander'd forth unseen, 

Whilst gently on her throbbing breast 
Her sleeping babe did lean. 

I 
" Ali Cruel," cried she, " was the youth, 

" That could this bosom fly,' I I 	4 
" Ah cruel left these faithful arms, 

" Nor breatli'd one parting sigh !" 

Then ruslid she madd'ning o'er the heath, 
Deep heav'd the swelling storm, 	1 

The chill rain fell, the cold wind beat, 
And shrank her gentle form. 

" Where shall I fly !" she oft exclaim'd,, 
" Where shall I seek for aid? 

" Ah ! would that in the narrow9cell 
" This broken heart were laid. 

" Hark I hark I. thro' yonder cloistcr'd isle,' 
. 	" How shrieks the northern blast! 	'v  I 
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See, see !:h.loii saw ye not, my babe L-, 
" Thy ruthless father past !" 

' 	! Thus said she, and, with Sudden1  step,1 
 

Sprang forward to pursue, 
When, dreadfull front her heedless grasp 

Her little infant flew. 	I i 
i. 	• 

Ah me! upon the toeicY.giound, I 
See gor'd its tender breast ! 

It scream'd— it writh'd; then stretch'd its arms, 
And sigh'd its soul to rest. 

Ah Lucy, then how swell'd thine heart, 
How did thy breast heave high ! 

Pale grew thy features, pale thy lip, 
And pale thy sinking eye. 

" 'Tis past !" she cried, " anti I will go 
" To my eternal home; 

" To where thy little spirit's fled, 
" I come, my child, I come !" 

Then wildly to the sounding surge, 
And shrieking did she fly, 

Despair upon her pallid cheek, 
Distraction in her eye. ,„„ 

" I come, my child, my 144 child, 
" I come !" was heard Vice more, 

And loudly roar'd the tumbling tide, . 
And lash'd,the rocky shore. 

Then Lucy leapt from off the cliff, 
And bops her eye on Heaven: 

0 may the deed, of frenzy born, 
By Mary be forgiven ! 
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Now_darkeg gloonce,4 thelurid,sby,i ,  
.And louder groan'Al thg,oton% i, 

And white upon the turbid wave, 
Whit?, fioated !r.pcy'p form.„ 

. I, 
" Tnrgive tnyol,,oV,et,'

II 	I 	
,1)1 

 1' Il  r,.1 
, Iishp 	nt y cried, 

As wild the waters sweptt 	, 
And deep beneath the billows' rage, , 

In peace poor Lucy,slept. , 	f 
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No. VI. 

, La brevita del sonetto non comporta, the nun sofa 
parola sin vans, ed 11 veto subietto e materia del 
sonetto, debbe essere qualelie acuta e gentile lien- i  
tenza, narrata attamente, ed in poehi versi ristretta,' 
e fuggendo la oscuria e durez-za. i 

'Comment. di Lor. tie Med. sopra i suoi Soneiti: 
. 	I 

LORENZO DE MEDICI has thus, in few words, 
accurately defineti the true character of the 
Sennet; a species of composition which has 
lately been cultivated with considerable success 
in, England. 	 Italy, however, may boast the, 
honour of giving birth ,to this elegant and 
elaborate little poem, which, confined as it is 
to a frequent return of rhyme, and limited, to, 
a certain number of lines, imposes. no smallr 
difficulty on the poet. 	 ., 	, i/ 

, Among the Ancients, nothing ;mikes, so nor 
an 	approach to , the Sonnet', ms  the ,Greek, 
Epigram ;.. the siinplieitft sweetness, mid per7,' 
spicuity of these compoptions, which are, get 
nerally occupied in illustrating a single idea, 
want little but the Metrical arrangement and 
restriction of the Italians, to form the legiti- 
mate sOnti4. 	The praise of a picture, a #tatue, 
or a poem; 'will be fbund in the Anthologia to 
he a  coniutib, subject of these exquisite pieces,, 
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which, in many instances, 	display so much 
beauty of sentiment, and such a delicious vein 
of expression, that with all who possess great 
delicacy of taste, they must ever be favourites. 
Yet few touches of the picturesque, or of what 
has been termed still-life 'painting, so common 
in the effitsions of the modern writer of Sonnets, 
arg disetwerable b the Greek Epigram. 	Thee 
are, however, 'two short Greek poems that, in i 
this respect, have infinite merit, namely, the, 
fifth and seventh idyllia of, Moschus, which, as, 
wa, an' sentiment as in description, may ,be 
deemed indeed . unrivalled ; they are, in fact, 
mecum nectar.,* 

r 	)aiu6, thiiugh hot ihe' Inventail- ,or  the' 
sonnet, 	was 	the 'first' ills}strloit§ 	Italian 	whO' 
succeeded in the coMpasition of It' I 	The, Sac e' 
severe. and sublime spirit which PerVad6s .,hli t  
wonderful 	production, 'the • Co' mediei,, may ' be: 
pdrceiVed, in these smaller tioons, 'though it fekv' 
written in early life,' sparkle' with 'pleasurti and' 
Outhrul '4aiety. 	A strikiiii; 'similitude exist.4' 
betikeett"thi 	'great poet and 	our 	imindrtal 
Milton, whose sonnets partake 'much more of 
the genius t!ti Dante than of Petrarch: 	Both 
wleti fond Of the gloomy and the terrible," both, 
wern judgcs and lovers of music, 	both were 
deettly' bnindised in the politics of 'their .tillig; 
i both felt the 'vengeance bf irritated fitctiOn ' mit   	 1 	t 	' 	— !' 
‘ 

	

There is' a beautiful imitaiioil of tho seventh Itlyliiolto 
o 

ti 
Mti&hti in Dtmisley's Collection, is 	titi 	Ode to Cy'llthlo; h mt.,,, I; .4,... 	1 	I 	i 	I 	it 	1 	I 	t 	d il 	( 	If 	I 

t Ppittme 4'Aiezzo, whil4 iliitoisheil iabotti ',he ,year )2.10,1 
Oct used the weoliar met ire of the conster. 
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That Milton was familiar with the writings of 
his great 	Predecessor, the following beautiful 
passage 	in 	his 	Epistles 	will 	fully 	evince: 
" Ego certe: istis utrisque linguis non extrem 
tantum—mod6 labris madidus; std siquis aliu 
quantum per annos 	licuit, poculis 	majorib 
prolutus, possum tauten nonnunquam ad illu 
DANTE5J, et Petrarclnun, aliosque vestros con 
plusculos, libenter et cupitlit comessatum 	it 
Nee me tam ipsie Athenue Atticat cum illo su 
pellucido 	Ilisso, 	nee 	illy 	vetus 	Roma 	still 
Tiberis 	ripil 	retinue 	valuerunt, 	quilt 	sep 
Arnum vestrum, et Fteculanos illos‘Colles i 
visere ament." * 	 • 

The sonnets of Milton, like those of Dant 
are frequently deficient in sweetness of dictio 
and harmony of versification, yet they pusses 
what seldom is discernible in compositions 
this kind, energy and sublimity of sentimen 

sonnets to Cyrittc 	Skinner, 	to 	Fairt The 	 a 
Cromwell, and Vane, arc remarkable for flies 
qualities, 	and for vigour of expression, whil 
those 	addressed 	to the 	Nightingale and 
Mr. Laurence, can boast, 	I 	may venture 	t, 
assert, both of melody in language and elegant: 
in thought. 	It shout 	Ittio be observcd, 	dit 
Milton has altogethet 	Wed t6 quaint all .„ 
metaphysic concetti o 	ptrarch. 

The sonnets of this 	r..famed 	liana,'  hale 
met with 	more, applause 	perhaps 	than 	they 
deserve. 	Simplicity, that first of all 	:races 	in 
(Imposition, 	h 	n  e 	has 	,ually 	violated ; 	and, 

. 	Epi..i. 	,iii. 	it 
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considering,  the multitude of his productions 
in this species of poetry, it is astonishing how 
few can be selected which have any just• claim 
to novelty of illustration or variety in idea. 
Were twenty culled by the hand of taste, the , 

' residue would have little, 	except purity, and 
grace of style, 	to recommend it. 	In these, 
however, Petrarch is a model. 

One of the best and earliest attempts in 
England to naturalise the sonnet, is to be found 
in the pages Of the gallant Surrey, whose com- 
positions 	in 	this 	department, 	making 	due 
allowance for the imperfect state of the language 
in • which 	he wrote, 	have a simplicity and 
chastity in their style and thought, which merit 
every encomium. 	Our romantic Spenser, like- 
wise, has endeavoured to transfuse the ease pod 
amenity 	of the 	Petrarchian 'stanza. 	It 	is 
scarcely necessary to say that he has often failed 
in the attempt. 

These .0puscula of the gentle poet of the 
Folly Queen are, 	however, with 	some few 
exceptions, 	superior 	in harmony 	and ease 
to those of his friend and patron, the gallant 
and chivalric Sidney.; who, in conformity to the 
lhshion of the times, has, in his Astrophd and 
Stella, written not less -than one hundred and 
eight 	of these 	difficult little 	poems. 	The 
exceptions, however, to which I have alluded, 
are of great value, and remarkable' alike both 
for beauty of thought and grace of expression. 

Of the sonnets of the mighty father of the 
English drama, it will be sufficient in this place 
to say, that many of them exhibit great and 

VOL. I. 	 0 	 . 
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characteristic excellence, and possess, moreover, 
additional value, 	as 	throwing light upon the, 
,personal history of their poet. 	But for a full 
,enquiry into the object, merits, and defects of 
these minor productions of our immortal bard, I 

I
,  

must, refer to Part II. Chap. 5. of my " shak- 
'speare 	and 	his 	Times," where I have en- 
deavoured: 	to do full justice to the subject. 

The Author 	of our motto, 	the patriotic 
Lorenzo de Medici, 	has lately, 	through the 

II splendid eloquence and well-directed exertions 
• of Mr. Roscoe, attracted much of the attention 

of the literary world. 	' His poetry, 	hitherto 
'little noticed, either in his own or other countries, 

• has now been brought forward with merited 
applause; and numerous pieces, unknown even 
to the Literati of Italy, have, for the first time, 
been published in the elegant volumes of our 
countryman. Lorenzo has admirably exemplified 

if  the truth of his own definition, by writing a 
, 	number of beautiful sonnets in accordance to its 

precepts. 	If his language be not so pure as 
that of Petrarch, 	his 	sentim 	is 	are 	more 
natural, and his descriptions 	'pirited, and 
more faithfully drawn. 	,, IV 	rks his inge- 
'minus Biographer, " the prod 	ns of Dante re- 
semble the austere. 	linden 	)f Michael Angelo, 
or, if those o 	1 A • 	ca remind us of the ease 
and gracef 	of Rafinello

' 
 the works of 

Lorenzo m 	. compared to the less correct, 
but more a 	istted and splendid labours of the 
Venetian sc 	pl." *  

lit 	',f Y.,Irenzo 	1.. 	Medici the Magnificent. 

   
  



NO. VI. 	LITEltAltY 110U1ts. 	 83 
• 

Cambens, the Homer of Portugal, conde-
scended to the production 'of a vast number 
of these elegant morsels. 	Mr. Hayley has 
litvoured the public with a translation of three 
which 	certainly possess 	considerable 	merit. 
This small specimen, however, being the only 
one I have seen of the minor poems of this 
accomplished Bard, and which 'are so numerous 
as to occupy,. along with the Commentary of 
Manuel di Forma, two volumes in folio, I shall 
only add, 	that Hayley, when applauding the 
epic powers of the Portuguese poet, has re-
gretted that our country is still a stranger to 
the lighter graces and pathetic sweetness of his 
shorter compositions. 

Among the Spaniards, numerous have been 
the cultivators of Sdnnet-Writing, and several 
of their poets have attained great excellence in 
the composition of these beautiful and often 
spirited 	little 	pieces. 	That 	prolific 	versifier 
Lope , de Vega, 	has written 	some 	hundred, 
though few are entitled to much celebrity. 	An 
elder bard, Garcilaso de la Vega, has a claim 
to superior notice, several of his sonnets being 
truly elegant and interesting; but none of the 
Spanish poets, in this province of the muse, 
rival 	the efforts of Lupercio 	Leonardo de 
Argensoht and his brother Bartolotrie. 	These 
very amiable relations lived in the sixteenth 

4  h may be necessary in this place to • state, that Lord 
Strangford has, sinci, tins page was written, published a selection, 
in English verse, from the 'Madrigals, Canzoneta, and sonnets 
of Candiens, in which, though he has indulged a licence little 
compatible with the province of the translator, there is notwith-
standing much to admire. 

0 2 
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century, and their productions, though incorrect 
and inivtificial in design, possess many a pleas-
ing, many a brilliant and pathetic passage. 
Some of their sonnets have been well translated 
in a valuable monthly publication.'► 	Two, by 
Lupercio, 	beautiful for 	their 	reflection and 
sentiment, can require no apology for tlieir 
introduction into this essay. 

I.  
The sun has chas'd away the early shower,, 

And now upon the mountain's clearer height, 
Pours o'er the clouds, aslant, his growing light. 

The husbandman, loathing the idle hour, 
Starts from his rest, and to his daily toil, 

Light-hearted man, goes forth ; and patient now 
' As the slow ox drags on the heavy plough, 
With the young harvest fills the reeking soil. 
DomeStic love his due return awaits, 
With the clean board bespread with country cater ; 

And clust'ring round his knee his children press; 
His days are pleasant and his nights secure. 

0 cities! haunts of power and wretchedness! 
Who would'your busy vanities endure? 

II.  
Content pith Aat I am, the sounding names 
or glory tempt not me; nor is there aught . 
In glittering grandeur that provokes one wish 
BeY010 my peaceful state. 	What dm' I boast 

0  By u gentleman, in the Moonlit; Mumble, whose signa-
ture is T. Y., and to Whom I am indebted tbr the motto to my 
second volume, as trunslaksi.fron time Spanish or Francisco do 
Wok. 

10 	i 
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No trapping that the multitude adores 
In common with the great; enough for me 
That naked, like the mighty Of the earth, 
I came into the world, and that like them 
I must descend into the grave, the house 
For all appointed ; for the space between, 
What more of happiness have I to seek 
Than that dear woman's love, whose truth I know, 
And whose fond heart is satisfiedt 	with me? 

The 'first among the poets of Great Britain who 
attained to eirellence in the formation of the 
sonnet was Drummond of Hawthornden ; and it 
may, without hazard of contradiction, be assert-
ed, that many of his pieces equal, if not excel, 
the more celebrated ellbsions of the Italian 
school. 	" if any poems," observes Mrs Pinker- 
ton, " possess a very high degree of that ex-
quisite Doric delicacy which we so much admirO 
m Comus, Ste. those of Drummond do. Milton 
may often be traced in him; and he had certainly 
read and admired him. 	And if we had no 
Drummond, perhaps we should never have seen 
the delicacies of Comus, Lycidas, Il. Penseroso, 
L'Allegro."* 	To the charms of simplicity iii 
these little poems, is frequently added that 
atttactive tenderness in sentiment and expres-
sion which usually accompanies the man of 
genius, and which was in Drummond, from 
early disappointment in love, cherished with' 
more than common enthusiasm. 

Various have been the eflbrts since the time 
of Drummond to excel in these nug(c difficiles, 

• Ancient Scottish Poems, vol. i. p. 123. 
t: 	3 
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as they have been termed; Milton we. have 
already noticed. 	After his death, a long chasm 
intervened in this department of pobtry, but. 
within the last forty years numerous cultivators 
of sonnet-writing have sprung up. Among these, 
we marmention with peculiar distinction Char-
lotte Smith and Mr. Bowles. 

As the singular arrangement, and frequent. 
return of rhyme in the Italian sonnet, suit not 
well the genius of English poetry, the two 
authors last mentioned have, in general, dis- 
missed such restrictions, still, howeVer, 	con- 
fining themselves to the number of fourteen 
lines, but assuming the elegiac measure. 	They 
have, -on this plan, acquired for the sonnet. 
greater sweetness and harmony of versification;   
and, as their subjects are usually of the plaintive 
kind, the tender tones of the elegy have happily 
been chosen. 	In unaffected elegance of style, 
and in that pleasing melancholy which irre-
sistibly steals upon aml captivates the heart, 
they have excelled 	all other writers of the 
sonnet, and have slim') how erroneous are the 
opinions of those why det•nt this species of com-
position beneath thu :Mention of genius. '" 

The  feer  80,08 which are appended to 

* Since these pages were given to the world, Miss Seward has 
Prewnted the public v. ills a large and valuable collection of son- 
nets. 	A grant majority of these is composed after the Italian 
model, and this lady has certainly, ill many instances, overcome 
the dillicolties hither's, imposed inseparable from an imitation, 
in our language, of the peculiar laws of this poem. 	Several of 
tier sonnets are entitled to the appellations of stair 	, pathetic, 
and picturesque, and few are deficient, either in choice of dic-
tion, or harmony of %to-salivation. 
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these observations, are merely introduced here 
in. pursuance of the plan chalked out in the 
preface, and with no presumptuous idea of 
their challenging a comparison with the defi- 
nition of Lorenzo. 	. 

-.---- 

SONNET I. 

TO A FRIEND. 

All, cease to grievei what tho' thy lowly home 
Boast not the storied hall, or roof high-wrought, 
What tho' no Parian column richly fraught 
Rear her bold head beneath the swelling dome, 

This be thy lot--hard by yon aged oak, 
Nigh the green valley and the murm'ring rill, 
Where the cliff beetles and where towers the hill, 
Where the wood darkens—shall thy cottage 

smoke; 
There, tied to rapture, shalt though fold the fair, 

Shalt drink the breathings of her secret sigh, 
As flung on ether floats her golden hair, 
And wildly wanton rolls her azure eye : 

Ay, and thy hours of bliss shall friendship share, 
Nor shall the Muse thy modest mansion fly. 

SONNET II. 

TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 

Willa scenes of sorrow wake the soul to pain, 
What. floods of anguish cloud the sick'ning eye! 

0 sons of Pity ! pour• the melting strain, 
0 sons of Pity ! heave the plaintive sigh! 

as 	•1 
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For cold is he, the youth of graceful frame, 
Whose deed of mercy spoke the feeling mind, 

To whose warm breast were friendship's hallow'd 
flame,. 	,. 	. 	• 

The Bard's wild fancy and his fire assign'd : 

.. 	 1 	t ! l   Say, gentle Spiri 	whither art thou fled, 
To what pale region of 	silent dead? 	. 	• r ho 
Yet what' enquire? where some sweet season Mows, 
Sure Grief shall smile, 	and Friendship breathe 

her vows, 	1  ,,' 	r 	
• 	i ° 

Despair grovi mild, Distraction cease to rave, 	1 	. i 
And Love once more shall clasp the form lie gave. 

SONNET III. 
TO A LADY' WITH MUSIC. 

Yes, I have heard thee wake the trembling note, 
Yes, I have, heard thee pour the melting lay, 	, 

Warm as at eve along the vales. remote, 
The strains of fancy on the ear decay : 

But tho' thy voice, with magic power replete, i Thy thrilling voice can tall the gushing ted,, 
Yet is the cadence of thy soul more sweet, 
.,2  Yet is the concord of they life more dear : r1 

0. Lady I if to soothe the throbbing pain, 
'Co still the tumult of this anxious mind, 

Some gentle Maid, in tender pity, deign 
My wounds or tiorrow and of care to bind, 

Oh, be she !Oust, and I will ne'er repine, 
As thou art blest, her form and temper thine. 
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SONNBT IV. 

TO it FRIEND" RETIRING TO FRANCk IN !790., 

Go, gentle youth, to Gallia's patriot • shore, 
Go, drink the spirit of her balmy sky, 

All ! 'twill be long, alas ! ere thou once more 
Shalt soothe my sorrows with the mingling sigh ; 

Yet go — and with thee bear this parting strain 	' 
Whilst down my cheek warm flows the silent dew„ 

Be all that friendship's melting soul can feign, 
" And all thy virtue dictates dare to do r 

And now farewell ! — in what wild distant clime, 
In what lone waste I draw the vital breath, 

Be thou belov'd ! and when at length hoar time 
Shall plunge my spirit in the sleep of death, 

Say, where the long grass trentbles o'er thy poet's 
' 	head, 	 I 

Say, wilt thou drop the tear, by sorrowing friend- 
.8114) led? 

• This epithet has, unfortunately, since the year 1790, be 
come totally inapplicable. 	The friends of legal liberty were, 
at that period, high in expectation of seeing France the seat of 
constitutional freedom : she has now, dreadful reverse ! given 
birth to a Government, whose 'despotism and ambition know no 
bounds, nd which seems destined to carry terror and desola-
tion through the civilized world.... May, 1798. 
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Many 	Urn -- 	an 
There too had place, with votive lay inscrih'd 
To Freedom, Friendship, Solitude, or Love. 

MASON. 

TO.  commemorate a deceased or absent friend, 
to 	express 	the 	sensations 	and 	moral 	eflitct 
arising from the contemplation 	of beautiful 
scenery, to perpetuate the remembrance of some 
remarkable event, or inscribe the temple and 
the statue with appropriate address, appear to 
be the chief purposes of the Inscription. 	It is 
evident that no species of composition, when 
well written, can better answer the wishes of the 
friends to virtue and to goodness,  than this; 
and almost every polished nation;therefbre, has 
made use of it to impress the feeling mind)  and 
to excite it to emulation. 	Among the Greeks 
it was cultivated with success, and the Antbo-
logia abounds in pieces of ,dtis kind, written 
with the most elegant §0iplicity. 	The Grecian 
epigram, indeed, (as the word imports,) merely 
implies an inscription, and is of a nature alto-
gether different fronn the Epigram of Martial, 
or of modern days. , No point, or sparkling wit, 
was deemed essential, but a felicitous choice of 
words, a suavity of style, and a pathetic flow of 
sentiment were indispensable, and combined to, 
fohn some of the happiest productions of anti- 1 
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quity. 	Several of our English Poets, likewise, 
have exercised their talents in Inscriptive Writ-
ing, and many of the seats of our Nobility and 
Gentry are embellished with the characteristic 
effusions of their genius; the Leasowes and 
Hagley Park may be mentioned as well-known 
instances of taste, and beautiful effect in the use 
of this ornament. 

It will not be an employment altogether void 
of interest, perhaps, to trace, and give a few 
specimens of these elegant compositions, which 
are calculated to awaken the purest affections, 
to call forth the tear of friendship or of love, to 
rouse the patriot feelings, and to Soften and 
ameliorate the lean by giving a moral charm 
to the features of cultivated nature. 	 t  Nothing, 
however, requires more taste, more thscrimina- 

, don of character, circumstance, and place, than 
the attempt to decorate in this 1111111I1Or. 	'811001d 
the inscription be ill-chosen, or the scene ill-
adapted to the impression moult to be con-
veyed, contempt or disgust will intitllibly follow, 
and the disappointed contriver become an object 
or ridicule. 	The most delicate and correct 
feelings, therefore, and a taste for picturesque 
'beauty, must ever guide the experiment. 

The ostentatious display of sorrow is always 
offensive; 	in the scene,, therefore, sacred to 
departed genius, or friendship, the utmost sim- 
plicity should rei,m : sequestered and free from 0 
interruption, nothing should appear to attract 
the steps t)l• the stranger, nothing that, by excit-
big his curiosity, may lead him to Intrude. 
Should it be, for a moment, perceived that, by 
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ornament and singularity, care has • been taken 
to lead the wanderer to the-spot, nil the charm 
'arising from the accidental discovery of a place 
r hallowed in the estimation of 'the possessor, 
as, at once, precluded, and his vanity, not his 
sorrow, becomes apparent. 	The inscription 
itself, likewise; should breathe the very spirit 
of tender melancholy, and by exquisite touches 
of nature, elicit even the tear of the casual 
observer. 	The following little piece by Leo- 
nidas of Tarentum, a mother deploring the loss 
of her son,' is in the best style of the Greek 
epigram, and imbued with its peculiar Micky 
of sentiment. 	'We will suppose it inscribed 
upon an urn containing the ashes of the be-
loved youth. 

Ah ! dear hapless boy, art thou gone ? 
Sole support of my languishing years! 

Host thou left thy fond mother alone, 
To wear out life's evening in tears? 

To forsake me thus old and forlorn, 
Bre thy youth had attain'd its gay bloom? 

Thy sun was scarce risen at morn, 
When it set in the night of the tomb. 

Alas ! the fresh beans at' the day, 
Happy mortals With thankfulness see; 

But I sicken, 0 Sun,Lott thy ray : 	• 
It brings sadness mid wailing to me! 

Oh ! might the dear child but return, 
From despair his lost mother to save! 

Or might. I but shnru in his urn ! 
Migt I flee in his arms to the grave! 

WA K EFI ELD. 
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From our own store in this class; I shall select 
one of singular beauty, written by ShenStone, 
and, without I doubt, the most exquisite' pro- 
duction of his genius. 	Nothing Can exceed 
the tender sentiment which closes it. 	That full 
justice may be done to - these pathetic lines, the 
scenery surrounding theft should be described. 
" The path begins gradually to ascend beneath 
a depth of shade, by the side of which is a 
smell bubbling All, either forming little penin-
sulas, rolling over pebbles, or falling down small 
cascades, all under cover, and taught to murmur 
very agreeably. 	This., very soli and pensive 
scene is. terminated with an ornamented urn, 
inscribed to Miss Dolman, 	a beautiful and 
amiable relation of Mr. Shcnstonc's, who 'died 
of the small-pox about twenty-one years of 
age. * 	On one side are the following words : 

Peratuabili Sum Consubrinte 
M. D. 

On the other side : • 
Ah Maria 	• 

Puellartun Elegantissima,. 
Alt ! Fiore Venttstatis Abrepta, 

Vale I 
lieu Quante Minus , Est 	' 
Cum lteliquis Vorsari, 

Quinn 'Tui 
' 	Meminisse! 

It is no uncommon circumstance to met 
with inscriptions placed amid the most bealltilid 

• Uptkley's Account of the LellSOWC* 
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scenery ; if these are merely of the descriptive, 
kind, nothing can well be more impertinent; or, 
should they suggest only trite more or common- 
place sentiment; they will equal!),  offend. 	The 
attempt to describe' when the features of nature 
are before you, is, in general, absurd, and he 
who wishes to delight by moral insinuation, 
must proceed with the utmost delicacy and cau-
tion ; the thought should be natural, yet not 
obvious ; immediately drawn from the scene, 
but of a kind that would not occur, probably, 
to one person in a hundred ; yet the moment 
of perusal brings with it the conviction of its 
being the very dictate of nature, and, at the 
same time, no small surprize that it )iad not 
previously occurred. 

In the landscape, where all is of a character 
joyous and gay, to introduce a pensive train of 
thought forms a most pleasing contrast; the 
poet and the painter have alike availed them-
selves of the idea, and the, pathetic inscription 
has here an effect that appeals powerlidly to 
the heart. 	The most beautiful odes bf Horace 
owe their charm to this very circumstance, and 
the poet rioter interests our feelings so much as 
when, amid thu luxuriant colouring of spring, 
he hints ut.the shortness of life, and the fleet-,  
ing mature 1$ our pleasures. 	In the fourth ode 
of thi': first book, after describing the beauties 
,(if thb vernal season and the sprightly revels of 
the Graces and the Nymphs, he exclaims ; 	. 

0 beau Sexti, 
Vita: summa brevis spem nos vetat inchoare lomoun. 
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. 	, 
• Jam to premet nox, fabulteque•Manes, 

Et. &inns exilic Plutonia: quo simul mein-is, 
Nec regna vini sorticre talis, 	• 

Nec tenerum Lycidam mirabere, quo calet juventus 
Nunc omnis, et mox virgines tepebunt. 
Again, after painting in vivid tines the re- 

turn of Spring and the vicissitudes of the sea- 
sons, 	he pours 'forth the following pathetic 1 
complaint : 
' Damn tamen celeres reparant eeclestia Lunre: 

Nos ubi decidimus, 
Qua pius iEneas, quO Tullus dives, et Ancus i 

Pulvis et umbra sumus. 
scit ari adjiciant hodiernve crastina summa' .Quis 
Tempora 1)ii superi ? . 

Ci)m some! occideris, et de te splendida Minos 
• Fecerit arbitria; 

Non, Torquate, genus, non te fiwundia, ntm to 
Itestituct pietas. 	Lib. iv. Od. 7. 

And here I cannot avoid quoting a few lines 
from the Abbe De Lille as given - by his ele- 
gant Translator; they breathe the very spirit, 
of the plaintive Moschus. 	The Abbe having 
in vain attempted tile preservation of some 
venerable trees, for whose existence he thus 
sweetly pleads — 

Oh! by those shades, beneath whose evening' 
bow'rs 

The village dancers tripp'd the frolic hours: 	I 

By those deep tufts, that shroud your fildi'ers' 
tombs, 

Spare, ye profane, their venerable !;looms! 
subjoins the annexed apostrophe: 
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Ye saplins, rise, 'and crowd the empty space; 
Ye dying trees; forgive your dire disgrace! 
The fate -of short-liv'd, hapless man recall, 	• 
For you have seen the brave, the learned fall ; 
Corneille, Turenne,now sleep in dust ; on you 
A hundred sptings have shed their balmy dew; 
But man's best days, alai ! are soonest fled, 
And those once gone, to ev'ry joy he's dead ! 
Blest is the man whose trees ibr years have stood : 
More blest whose happier hands create a wood. 
He cries with Cyrus, us their shades disclose, 
41  'Twas I, .who planted all those stately rows." 

Tun GARDEN. 

There cannot be it better example of th4 
happy effect of Introducing amid gay and lti.1 
uriant landscape ft pensh,,e idea, than the cele- 
brated Arcadia of Ponssin. 	The Abb6 Dti 
Bos has been so peculiarly fortunate in du= 
scribing this beautiful 	picture, 	that 	I 	*shall 
Make no apology for transcribing his words. 
" Le tableau represente le impinge dune con- 
tree riante. 	Au milieu l'on von le monument 
d'une jeunc flue Atorte ft ht flour de son Age: 
lest ce qu'on connoit par .1t1 statue de cette 
tine conch1e sur In tinfibeau, A la manii:re des 
nucleus. 	'L'inselipion sepulcrale West quo de 
quatre mots patios; .le vivois cependant en 
Arcadie, El in Arcadia ego, 	Muis cette in- 
scription si courte fait faire les plus siwieuses 
refl.$,tctions fi deux . jeunes 	 ons et a deux 

'jeunes lilies par6es de guirlandes de fleurs, et 
qui paroissent avoir rencontr6 ce monument si 
taste en des licux oti l'on devine Nett qu'ils no 
cheirchoient pas un objet ailligeant. 	Un d'entre 
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eux fair remarquer aux autres cette inscription 
en la montrant clu doigt, et l'on ne volt plus 
sur leurs visages, A travers raffliction qui s'en 
empare que les restes d'une joie expirante. 	On 
s'imagine entendre les reflections de ces jeunes 
personnes sur la mort qui n'epargne ni l'age, ni 
la beaute, et contre impale les plus heureux 
climats n'ont point d'azile. 	On se figure ce 
qu'elles vont se dire. de touchant, lorsqu'elles 
seront revenues de la premiere surprise, et ron 
!'applique A soi-mique et A ceux ti qui l'on 
s'interesse."* 	 • 

It is evident that in the moral .inference to 
be drawn from surrounding scenery, the hand 
of a master is required, 	and that the poet 
should not attempt to say every thing that the 
view suggests, but rather lead the mind of ,the 
spectator to .a train of association, which, at 
the time, appears to be the ofttipring of his own 
intellect, yet, what would not have been con-
ceived without the original hint arising limn the 

• inscription. 	 . 
The little piece 1 am about to quote, seems 

to me a model for this species of inscriptive 
writing; in delineation beautiful, in moral ex-
quisite.  

FOR A TABLET ON THE BANKS OF A STREAM. 

Stranger! awhile upon this mossy bank 
Recline thee. 	If the sun ride high, the breeze, 

s 	11411exions Critiques sur la Pattie et stir In l'eiiltton% 
Section 6. 55.  

VOL. I. 	 H 
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That loves to ripple o'er the rivulet, 
Will play around thy brow, and the cool sound 
Of running waters soothe thee. 	Mark how clear 
It sparkles o'er the shallows, and behold 
Where o'er its surface wheels with restless speed , 
Yon glossy insect, on the sand below 
How the swift 'shadow Ries. 	The stream is pure 
In solitude, and many a healthful herb 
Bends o'er its course, and drinks the vital wave: 
But passing on amid the haunts of man 
It finds pollution there, and rolls from ;hence 
A tainted tide. 	Seek'st thou for 'Um:4ms? 
Go, Stranger, sojourn in the woodland cot 
Of INNocENcp, and thou shalt find her there. 

SOUTHEY. 

Many national advantages might be derived 
from the custom of erecting inscriptions to per-
petuate the memory of any remarkable event, 
or deed. 	Were the, eflbrts of the patriot thus 
cherished, fhe exertions of tyranny, cruelty, 
and oppression, thus held up to detestation 
and infinity; wore the spot on which any me-
morable struggle t,r the well* or liberty of 
mankind' had occurred, 	dills gratelblly con- 
secrated; were the birth-place or thriller resi-
dence of departed genius, the scene of renovated 
art or science, thus duly recorded; fresh motives 
to excel in all that is laudable, powerlia incen-
tives to virtue, to patriotism, to intolleetual per.. 
fection, would be acquired, and did national 
character, perhaps, 	ameliorated through the 
medium of emulation. 

The rustic and civic inscriptions of Akansitle 
are well 4cnowil, and possess considerable merit ; 
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his language is nervous, impressive, and chaste. 
Mr. Southey, however, seems to have rivalled 
him in these respects, while he evidently stir-- 
passes him in pathos. 	From his Letters on 
Spain and Portugal I have selected an Inscrip- ' 
tion for the Birth-place of Pizarro; in 	my ' 
opinion an excellent specimen of, what, among 
other moral purposes, pieces of this class should 
effect—the reprehension of cruelty and inor-
dinate ambition. 

• 
INSCRIPTION POR A COLUMN AT TRUXILLo. 

Pizarro here was born : a greater name 
The list of Glory boasts not. 	Toil and Want 
And Danger never from his course dcterr'd 
This daring soldier; many a fight he won; 
He slaughter'd thousands ;.he subdu'd a rich 
And ample realm ; such were Pizarro's deeds 
And Wealth, 	and Power, and Faroe, were his 

. 	rewards 	' 
Among mankind. 	There ill another World. 
0 Render I if you earn your dully brotul, 
By daily labour, if your lot be !owe... 
Be hard And wretched, thank the gracious God 
Who made you, that you arc not such as he.' 

i 
• I shall take the opportunity of adding here, in a note, an 

Inscription from the pen of a very young poet, who is now, 
alas ! no more; but who pnmihod, had he lived, ' from the fer-
tility and splendour of his Imagination, to have token a high 
sOntion among the sons of fiction and the muses. 

IN SC It I PT 10 N. 
Here lies fam'd Cirsar — end there tests his sieve, +••-• 

Tho ono, encumbeed with the spoils of greatness; 
Romes honors heined,in pond'rous marbly on him. 
Sleeps heavily, — sun oilier slumbers light, 

It 	2 
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When the ruins of the gothic castle and 
abbey are so situated as to be drawn within the 
range of the picturesque improver, nothing can 
more happily accord with the wishes of taste, 
and the  genius of the surrounding scenery; 
they are appropriate to the soil, and suggest the 
most .  interesting !retrospect 	of ,the religion, 
manners, and customs of our ancestors f but as 
these beautiful remains of antiquity can only be 
the lot of a fortunate few, and the attempt to 
imitate the 	is always difficifit,' and seldom, .if 
ever, successful, the' Grecian temple, 	of an 
order adapted to the scene, has been 'the usual 
decoration of embellisked ground. 	Ornaments 
of this kind, when under the control of' judg-
ment, and not too profusely scattered, have a 
pleasing effect, and though not productive of 
reflections so national as the Gothic style of 
architecture, yet to the elegant and cultivated 
mind recall the earliest and most fitscindting 
associations. 	'Within these beautiful and airy 
structures 	inscriptions 	are 	generally 	found, 
dedicatory of the &brie:, and not seldom replete 
with every poetic excellence. 	Many specimenS 

The turf his bed, and the rude Atone his pillow. 
When the last trump shall peal through. earth and heav'n, 
Ere it has dos's{ dm first dread note of warning, 
The slave shall HA* leap from hitt green sod, 
And, kneeling do 	exclaim.-- 44 Great God, I'm fl ref.' 
While Camay, wnittlig for the last shrill blast, 	1 
Shall lilt his hem! amid the crumbling pile, 	• 
And cry, with. eyes abashed and faltering tongue, 
.4 Oh, God of juntice ! let:mo sleep again !" 

Jour Wenn.. 
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might be selected, either original, or happily 
chosen front ancient or modern literature; but 
none can, perhaps, exceed the following admir-
able lines, translated by Mr. Bryant trom the 
Hippolytus of Euripides: they are inscribed in 
an elegant Ionic temple in Blenheim gardens, 
supposed to be dedicated to Diana: 

To thee, bright Goddess, these fair flowers I bring, 
A chaplet woven from th' untainted mead, 
Thy cool sequcster'd haunt : where never yet. 
Shepherd approacled, where the rude hind ne'er 

heav'd - 	 , 
Tit' unhallow'd axe; nor voice, nor,sound is heard, 
Save the low murmuring of the vernal bee :' 
The day-spring from above the dew distils, 
Genuine and mild, from the pure stream exited, 
On every fragrant herb and tior'rite flower. 

"iro him who seccdis exhausted front the busy 
world, li•oin die tumultuous cares and anxiety 
of public life, the inost secret retirement charms 
in proportion to the three of contrast; and the 
rustic shed, 	or the stream-wasted hermitage, 
have, for a season, irresistible attntctions: 	'1 he 
rocky glen, or deep-secluded valley, clothed 
with wood, and watered by the freshening rill, 
then soothe to peace the wearied spirit, disperse 
each angry and injurious thought, and melt the 
heart to all the tender offices of humanity. 	In 
situations such us these, the lover of sequestered 
nature has delighted to 	conceive 	the pious 
anchorite had formerly dwelt, and, cherishing a 
thought which opens new sources of refit:v.6(mi, 
and throws a more awful tint upon the scene, 

ci s 
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. he builds the rude dwelling of his fancied 
hermit, and 'gives ahhost the features of reality. 
Many such scenes, the offspring of a romantic 
imagination improving on the wild sketches of 
nature, are scattered through our island; 'and 
heightened by inscriptions more or less adapted 
to the occasion. 	One of these, valuable for its 
sweetness of style, but still more so for its moral • 
imagery, may with propriety be adduced here 
as an example. 

INSCRIPTION FOR AN HERMITAGE BELONGING TO 
SIR ROBERT BURDETT. 

0 Thou, who to this wild retreat 
Shalt lead by choke thy pilgrim feet 
To trace the dark wood waving o'er 
This rocky cell and sainted floor; 
Where thou bring a gentle mind 
That shuns by fits, yet loves mankind, 
That leaves the schools, and in this wood 
Learns the best science — to be good ; 
Then SA us on the deeps below 
Yon oaks their silent umbrage throw, 
Peace, to thy prayers by virtue brought, 
Pilgrbta, shall bless thy lmllnw'd thought. 

• , 	 BAOSII A W BT IOW ENS* 

Anxious to preserve the memory of departed 
friendship, or genius, Affection and Gratitude 
have eialenvoured to ellivtitate 	their wishes 
through the medium of sculpture; mai the bust, 
the metlallioo, or the statue, claim our notice, 
and give an interesting character to the scenery 
in which they are placed. 	Some of the mytho- 
logical figures of Greece. and Rome, and some 
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personifications of the virtues and passions, 
have also been adopted, but require much judg-
ment in the choice of scene, and much atten-' 
Lion to classical minutiae, to produce their due 
effect. 	Beneath sculpture of this kind, inscrip- 
tions are common, though seldom attaining the 
end proposed. 	A curious felicity of expresston, 
terse antt pointed, brevity and originality of 
conception, should unite, requisites not easily 
obtained, though assiduously sought for. Several 
excellent productions in this class may be found 
in the Anthologia, intended for either picture:: 
or statues; 	that 	beautiful 	ono commencing 
EXas Tea:MI, and which I have selected, for the 
motto of one of these sketches, is beyond all 
praise. 	The following lines, written by our late 
worthy poet latureat, are in the true spirit of 
the Greek epigram, and were meant to be placed 
beholds is tolsitilt3 of Sommrs, in the garden of 
the late learned Mr, Harris of Salisbury. 	The 
translation, which dota 	Meat justice to the 
original, is from the pen of the Celebrated Peter 
l'intlar, ami was produced, asserts Mr. Pot-
whele, in a few minutes. 

AD SOMNUM. 
I Samna levis, quaitultlithl eertissima mortis imago, 

Consortem cupid to, tamer, wow tori t 
Alma woks, opium veni ; num, sic, sine vital 

yievre, quam suave est ; sic, sine morte, mori. 0 • 

. 	hew seen it copy in which die ha end third limb aro 
.loved thus: 

&um', Veni, et titiamtittam ettlitsima *north inulgo el.... 
Jiuc nth*, hand abiture city : nant, be. 

11 	4. 
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TO SLEEP. 

Come, gentle Sleep, attend thy votary's prayer, 
And, tho' Death's image, to my couch repair ! 
How sweet, thus lifelest, yet with life to -lie, 
Thus, without dying, 0, how sweet to die ! 

WOLCOT. 

This cursory view of the Inscription, and its 
various classes, will not, I flatter myself, prove 
tinentertaining to the reader: the quotations 
are, certainly, of the most exquisite beauty, and 
will tend, I hope, to support my assertion, that, 
the cultivation of this species of poetry may 
produce the most pleasing, and even the most 
salutary and beneficial effects. 
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There would he dream of graves, and corses pale; 
And ghosts, that to the charnel-dungeon throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail 
Till silene'd by the owl's terrihc song, 

Or blasts that shriek by fits the shuddering isles 
along.— 

Anon in view a portal's blazon'd arch 
Arose ; . the trumpet bids the valves unfold; 
And forth an host of little warriors March, 
Grasping the diamond lance, and targe of gold : 
Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their helms, and green their silk attire ; 
And here and there, right venerably old, 
The long-rob'd minstrels wake the warbling wire, 

And some with mellow breath the martial pipe 
inspire. 

BEATTIE. 

Or the various kinds of superstition which 
have in any age influenced the human mind, 
none appear to have operated with so much 
effect as what has been termed the Gothic. Even 
in the present polished period of society, there 
are thousands who are yet alive to all the horrors 
of witchcraft, to all the solemn and terrible graces 
of the appalling spectre. 	The most enlightened 
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mind, the mind five from all taint of supergtition, 
involuntarily acknowledga the power of Gothic 
agency; and the late favourable reception which 
two or three publications in this style have met 
with, is a convincing proof of the assertion. 
The enchanted forest of Tasso, the spectre of 
Camoens, and the apparitions of Shakspeare, 
are to this day highly pleasing, striking, , and 
sublime' features in these 	delightful 	compo- 

1 sitions. ----- 
And although this kind of superstition be able 

to arrest every faculty of the human mind, and 
to shake, as it were, all nature with horror, yet 
does it also delight in the most sportive and 
elegant imagery. 	The traditionary tales of elves 
and fhiries still convey to a warm imagination 
an inexhau4sted source of invention, supplying 
all those wild, romantic, and varied ideas with 
which a wayward limey loves to sport. 	The 
Provençal bards, and the neglected ChaticAr 
and Spenser, are the originals from whence this 
exquisite species of fabling has been i drawn, 
improved, add applied with so much inventive 
elegance by Shakspeare. 	The Ifloweri and the 
leg of Chaii&r,. is 	replete with ithe 	most 
luxuriant 	desclgtiop. of these 	preternatural 
beings. --,--- 

The vulgar Gothic therefbre, an epithet here 
adopted to dirt inguish it from the regular mytho-
logy of thy. Edda, turns chiefly on the .awfid 
mintstratitin of the Spectre, or the innocent 
gambols of die Fairy,J the former, perhaps,. 

lartly derived from Plutonic Christianity 	the 
atter from the fictions of the East, as imported 
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into Europe during the period oldie crusades; 
•bat whatever be its derivation, it is certainly a 
mode of superstition so assimilated with the 
universal apprehension. of superior agency, that 
few minds have been altogether able to shake it 
off. 	Even to Philosophy, admitting of the 
,doctrine of immaterialism, it becomes no easy 
task consistently to deny the possibility of such 
an interference. 	Whilst it therefore gives con- 
siderable latitude to the imagination, it seems 
to possess more rationality than,  almost any, 
other species of fabling; for, confined by no 
adherence to any regular mythological system, 
but depending merely upon the possible, and to 
some highly probable, visitation of immaterial 
agents, it has even in the present metaphysical 
period still retained such a degree of credit as 
yet to render it an important and impressive 
miachine beneath the guidance of genuine poesy. 
If to those who have paid the Most subtile 
attention. to the existence and relative action of 
matter and spirit, it becomes a subject of doubt 
to'deny tbC visible operation of spirit, surely in 
the bosom of the Million it must still preserve 
some portion of influence; and as, if such an 
tigency,existi its laws and direction must be to 
us altogether unknown, it furnishes,' if not the 
probable, at least the possible, at all times a 
sufficient basis, for the airy structure of the 
Poet6 	' ------ 	 , 

It is, remote from every wish of the Author 
to encourage any superstition that may render 
his fellow-creatures alive to unnecessary-  and 
puerile terror; but allowing the existence and 
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occasionally, the 'visible exeition rof spirit upon 
matter, , with the wise and with the good no 
painful emotion can arise,. and' if one more pang 
be added to the struggles of conscious guilt, the 
world, he should imagine, would be no sufferer ;. 
but it is here only as furnishing fit materials for 
Poetical compositiowthat a WW1.  -for pre4erving 
such a source of imagery is expressed. 	When 
well conducted, 	a 	grateful 0 astonishment, 	a 
welcome 	sensation- of' fear, will alike creep 
through the bosom of the Sage and of the 
Savage, and it is, perhaps, to the introduction 
of such well-imagined agency, 1 or When not 
introduced upon the scene, to a very frequent 
allusion to it, that ' Shakspeare, beyond any 
other poet, owes the capability of raising the 
most awful, yet the most delightful species of 
terror., 	No poet; adopting 0• machinery of ,  a 
similar kind, hose wielded it with equal elect. 
Among the Italians it is too frequently addressed 
solely •to:  the imagination; Ariosto in general; 
and Tassn ,sometnnes, descending to all' the 
extravaganza of oriental fiction;,  condubted, Lis 
by Shakspeare, it powerfully moves the strongest . passions of the heart. ---.• 	 • ' I 

Next to the Gothic' ito point of sublimity and 
imagination, comes the Celtic, , which, if the 
Superstition of the Lowlands be esteemed a part 
of it, may, with equal propriety, be divided 
into the terrible and the sportive; the fOrmer, 
as displayed in the poems of Ossian ; the latter, 
in the songs and ballads of the Low Country. 
This superstition, like the Gothic, has the same 
happy facility of blending its ideas with 'the 
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common apprehensions of niankind ; it does not, 
like most mythological systems, involve every 
species of absurdity, but, floating loose upon 
the mind, founds its imagery ,upon a metaphy-
sical possibility, upon the appearance of superior, 
or departed 	being,s. 	Ossian 	has, 	however, 
opened a new field for invention, he has' given 
fresh eolonringto his supernatural agents, he has 
given them employments new to Gothic fiction : 
his ghosts are not the ghosts of Shakspeare, yet 
are they equally solemn, and striking. 	The 
abrupt and rapid fervour of imagination; the vivid 
touches of enthusiasm, Mark his• composition, 
and his spectres rush upon the eye with all the 
stupendous vigour of wild and 	momentary 
cpeation. 	So, deep and, uniform a melancholy 
pervades the poetry of this author, that, whether 
from natural disposition, or the pressure of 
mislbrtune, from the face of the country which 
be inhabited, or the insulated state of society, 
be seems ever to have avoided imagery of a 
light and airy kind; otherwise, from the origin-
ality of his genius, much in this, way might have 
been expected. 	As to the superstition of the 
Lowlands, it differs so little from the lighter 
Gothic, that I am not warranted in drawing any 
distinction between them, 	It is not, however, 
pectiliar to this .district of Scotland, the High-
landers iu many parts, especially in their beau-
tiful little vales, being still enthusiastic in their 
belief of it. — 

And here may I be pardoned; if I offer a few 
60'n:tures upon the dress which the 	British 
Ossian has assumed. 	.Greatly as I Admire the 
pathos and sublime imagery of this Bard of 
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,  other times, 	I cannot but regret the style in 
which Mr. Macpherson has chosen to clothe' 

'  him. 	A stiffness the most rigid, a monotony ' 
the most tedious, are but too often its character- 
istics,• 	and were it not for the very powerful op-
peals to the heart and imagination, few readers 

1

'  
would be tempted to a second perusal. 	That 
Dr. Blair, however; a Critic of acknowledged 
taste and judgment, that he should approve of 

• this mode of composition, nay, should prefer it 
to any species of versification, is, to me, still 
more extraordinary; nor can I any way account 
for such a remarkable, and as 1 should hope 
almost insulated, opinion, for in other instances, 

' the perfect judge of melody and rhythm in Eng- 
,  lisp poetry, is apparent. 	How had the pathos 
and sublimity of Ossian been heightened, how 
mingled with every variety of harmony and 
rhythmical cadence, 	had the versification of 
Cowper and Milton been adopted. 	Mr. Mac- 
pherson has termed his translation a literal one; 
but if really built upon oral tradition,  upon a 

(species of legendary poesy, sung and sot to 
must 	a manner calculated to assist the me- 
mory, 	ow. monstrously must it have deviated 
from 	, originals ! 	Find it been his wish to 
have 1., 	us a fitithful copy of these interesting 
fictions 	he ballad stanza would, perhaps, have.  
afforded the choicest vehicle; but if ambitious 
of founding a structure of his own on these 
tales, the boundless variety of blank verse would 

;sure] ' have done more justice to his concep- 
tion 	hey certainly merit a better style, and 
wit 	s desideratum is obtained, I shall not 

12 
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hesitate in placing-,Ossiau (whether of ancient 
or modern production is to me perfectly indif-
ferent) on the same shelf with Homer, Shak- 

and 	— speare, 	Milton. 
But to return. — These are 'then (the vulgar , 

Gothic and the Celtic) the only two species of 
superstition which are still likely to retail their 
ground ; founded chiefly on, the casual inter- 
ference of inmate/jai beings, 	and therefore i 
easily combining with the common feelings of, 
humanity, they may yet with propriety decorate 
the pages of the poet, when the full-formed , 
systbn of mythology will be rejected as involv- 
ing too much fiction. 	Some attempts, however, 
have been lately made to revive the?Scandina-
vim or Icelandic mythology, and the sublime 
effusions of Gray and .Sayers have thrown n 
magic lustre round the daring creations of the 
Edda. 	That they will ever become popular, 
must, I should imagine, bc a, matter of consider,  i 
able doubt, but these authors have written for. 
the few, for the lovers of genuine poetry, 411(1 1  
with their suffrage they will certainly be cowl  
tented. 	• 

1It has been however too much the &shim, 
among critical writers, to condemn the intro-1 
duction of any kind of supernatural agency, al- I 
though perfectly consonant with the common. 
feelings of mankind; and the simple yet power,, 
full superstitions, recommended to the poet in, 
this paper, seem to bid fair for sharing the fate i 
of more complex systems : but whilst they tire 
thus formed to influence the people, to surprise,. 
elevate, and delight, with a willing achnitation; j 
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every faculty of the human mind, how shall cri-
ticism with impunity dare to expunge them ? 
Genius has ever had a predilection for such 
imagery, and I may venture, I think, to predict, 
that if at any time these romantic legends be 
totally laid aside, 'our national poetry will dege-
nerate into mere morality, criticism, and satire; 
and that the sublime, the terrible, and the fanci- 
ful in poetry, will no longer exist. 	The recent 
publication of Mr. Hole's Arthur has, indeed, 
called the attention of the public to many of 
these fertile sources of invention, but although c  
the work has great merit, it is confessedly built 
too much upon the Italian mode of fabling; the 
machinery is not sufficiently awful to excite, 
eager attention, 	and throughout the whole 
poem, perhaps, the heart is too little engaged. 
Imagery of this kind should not only awaken 
surprise, but, to leave a lasting impression, both 
pity and terror. 	Should Arthur, however, in a 
future edition be enlarged, (anti what enlarge-
ment may not a work of pure imagination admit 
of?) a more frequent introduction of the pathe-
tic would, most probably, seal it for immorta-, 
lity ; for it is nevertheless 

In scenes like these, which daring to depart 
From sober truth, arwitill to :future true, 

And call forth fresh deified to Fancy's view, 
Th' heroic Muse emphied her Tusso's art ! 

Ilow have I sat, when pip d the pensive wind, 
To hear his harp, by British Fairfax strung, 

Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind 
Bcifev'd the magic wonders which he sung .: 
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Hence at each sound imagination glows ; 
Hence his warm, lay with softest sweetness flows ; 
Melting, it flows, pure, mun'rous, strong, and clear; 
And fills th' impassion'd heart, and wins th' har- 

monious ear. 	 CoLtaNs. 
. . 

Although so ;rent a disparity evidently ob.: 
tains between the two specks of Gothic super- 
stition, 	the terrible and the sportive, yet no 
authorAhat I ani acquainted with, has, for nar- 
rative machinery, availed,himself of this circum-
stance, and thrown them into immediate con- 
trast. 	In a beautiful fragment lately published 
by Mrs. Barbauld, under the title of Sir Berd 
trand, the transition is immediately from the 
deep Gothic to' tai 	Arabic or Saracenic super- 
gtition ; which, although calculated to Surprise, 
would have give.% more pleasure, perhaps, and 
would have rendered the preceding scenes of 
horror more strikine,er, had it been or a light and 
contrasted kind. 	Struck, therefbrt4 with the 
propriety of the attempt, and the exquisite 
beauty that would probably 'result from such an 
opposition of imagery, I have determined to 
devote a few papers to this design, and in the 
following Ode * and Tale, which are solely ame., 
sable to the tribunal of Fancy, 'much of both 
species of the vulgar Gothic superstition is intro- 
duced: 	Entirely itlinquished to the guidance 
of imagination, the author has not only em-
ployed the possibilitids of immaterial agency, 

• I have attended to the strictures of the British Critic ton 
this Otle, and its diction and imagery have, in three or four 
instances, been altered. 

VOL. I. 	' 
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but the more obsolete and preternatural terrors 
of witchcraft, and enchantment; the latter are, 
perhaps, except ,in 'some secluded parts of the 
country, nearly banished from 	the popular 
creed; but at the supposed period of our story, 
and for two centuries afterwards, Witches were 
thought really to exist, and Spenser most pro= 
bably drew from nature, having actually seen 
such a shed,• the reputed abode of 'a witch, 
when he penned the following descriptive lines: 

There in a gloomy hollowe glen she found 
A little cottage built of stickes and reedes, 
In homely wise; and wall'd with sods around, 
In which a witch did dwell, in loathly weeder, 
And wilfull want, all carelesse of her needes. 

B. iii. cant. 7. st. 6. 
0. 

At all events it was thought necessary to 
acquaint the reader with the machinery of the 
succeeding ode and tale, that, provided he 
choose not to venture among their horrors, he 
may pass fiFward to scenes of a more tranquil 
nature. 

ODE TO SUPERSTITION. 

Quid iste fed
. 
 tumultus?, Aut quid (minium 

Vultus in unum me truces? 	HORATIUS. 

Saw ye that dreadful shape? heard ye the scream 
• That shook my trembling soul? 	..10). 
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• E'en now, e'en now, where yon red lightningd gleam 
Wan forms of terror scowl— 

I know thee, Superstition! fiend, whose breath 
Poisons the passing hours, 

Pales the young cheek, and o'er the bed of death 
The gloom of horror pours! 

'Of ghastly Fear, and darkest Midnight born, 
Far in a blasted dale, 

Mid Lapland's woods, and noisome wastes forlorn, 
Where lurid hags the moon's pale orbit hail : 
There, in sonic vast, some wild and cavern'd cell, 

Where flits the dim blue flame, 
They drink warm blood, and act the deed of hell, 

The " deed without a name." 
With hollow shriek and boding cry, 
Round the wither'd witches hie, 
On their uncouth features dire, 
Gleams the pale and livid fire ; 
The charm begirt's, and now arise 
Shadows foul, and piercing cries, . 	. 
Storm and tempest loud assail, 
Beating wind and rattling hail ; 
'bus, within th' infernal wood, 
Is 	they round the bubbling blood, 
'I' dden from the wond'ring eye, 

	

Up orne on harpy wing 	ey fly, 

	

tWhefb, on the rude inhos 	wild, 
Fled by the lightning's 	stroke, 

Oft at the balmy close of e 	mild, • 
They're seen to.hurry rou 	e blasted oak: 

Then rise strange spectres to bad pilgrim's view, 
With horrid lifeless stare, 	• 	. 

And gliding float upon the noxious dew, 
And howling rend the air. 

Oft near y 'on leaf-clad solitary fane, 
A  i e morn yet clasps the night, 

Som 	St is heard to sound his clanking chain, 
Belie 	id moon-beam pale and dead to sight : 

ir 	 • 	1 	2 
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Nor less unfrequent the lone trav'ller hears 
The sullen-sounding bell, 

And.the dim-lighted tow'r awakes to fears 
Of haunted'm'ansion, brake, or darkling dell. 

Haste thee, Superstition! fly, 
Perish this thy sorcery! 

Why in these gorgon terrors clad, 
But to affright, afflict the bad, 
'Tis thee, 0 Goddess! thee I hail, 
Of Hesper born, and Cynthia pale, 
That wont the same rude name to bear, 
Yet gentle all, and void of fear; 
0, come, in Fancy's garb array'd, 
In all her lovely, forms display'd, 
And o'er the poet's melting soul, 
Bid the warm tide of rapture roll, 
To dying music, warbling gales, 
'Mid moon-light scenes, and woody vales, 
Where Elves, and Fays, and Sprites disport, 
And nightly keep their festive court; 	• 
There, 'mid the pearly flood of light, 
In tints cerulean richly dight, 
Light-sporting o'er the trembling green, 
Glance they quick thro' the magic seen 	'' •, 
And from the sparkling moss receive; i• 
Shed by the fragra 	and of Eve, 	i 
The silver dew, 	hless pow'r, 
To guard from , 	' 	midnight hour, 
The lonely ova, 	lost, from far, 
Views not on i. , 	•  y guiding star, 
Or one kind, 	j 	1 	ottage door, 
To point his 	c : across the moor ; 
Whilst the storm howling, prompts his mind 
Dark Demons ride the northern wind, 
And, plaining, mourn their cruel doom,. 
On tempest hurl'd, and wint'ry gloom: 
Oft too, along the vales at eve, 
Shall Sprites the songs of gladness wea ,,... 
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With many a sweet and varied flight, , 
Soft warbling hymn the setting light, 
Heard far tit' echoing hills among, 
'Whilst chanting wild their heav'nly song, 
Till lost in ether dies away, 
The last, long, faint and inurm'ring lay ; 
These on the lonely Bard attend, 	I 
With hiM the mountain's side ascend; 

. Or in the valley's lowly plain, - 
To Rapture breathe the melting straien; 
These lift his soul beyond her clime, • 
To daring flights of thonght sublime, 
Where, warm'd by Fancy's brightest fire, 
He boldly sweeps the sounding lyre 
Come then, with wild flow'rs, come array'd, 
0 Superstition, magic maid ! 	I 
And welcome then, suggesting pow'r ! 
At evening close, or midnight hour,* 

• The two species of Gothic superstition, the gloomy mid the 
sportive, are, in this Ode, represented as the offspring of (H&c-
ent parents; the former being produced by Fear and Midnight; 
the latter by Helper and the Moon. 	The idea is founded on a 
commonly received opinion, among the ancient mythologists, 
that there were two Cupids, one amiable and tender, the son of 
Jupiter and Venus, the other debauched and revengeful, the son 
of Nox and Erebus. 	Eros and Anteros, notwithstanding the 
derivation of the latter name, am. few, were both gods of mu-
tual love.    
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No. IX. 

Bui'when he reach'd his castle-gate, 
His gate was hung with black. 

PkacY's d  Retires, Vol. iii. 

IN the north of England, towards the com-
mencement of the reign of Edward the Fourth, 
lived Henry Fitzowen. 	He had lost his parents 
early in life, and had been ethicated with an 
only sister under the care of his guardian. Henry 
was the heir of considerable property which had 
been under his sole management for near four 
years, having arrived at that period of life when 
the character of the man fully unfolds itself, 
when at. five-and-twenty he had gratified the 
wishes and fulfilled the predictions of his friends. 
Possessed of an active and liberal mind, of a 
tender and grateft4 heart, he was equally an 
object of love and esteem to his companions and 
his tenants ; and conibined, likewise, the energies 
of youtlk, its vigour and vivacity, with, what were 
rare *attainments in' that age of anarchy and 
ignorance, the elegant accomplishments of the 
scholar and the poet. 	in his person he was 
rather athletic, yet was it gracefully formed, and 
had much of that chivalric air so highly prized 
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3it that time when warfare and 	civil 	discord 
still raged throughout the island. 	When rush- 
ing to the field, no hero in the army of the 
youthful Edward burnt with superior ardour, 
or managed his horse and arms with equal ease 
and spirit; when seated mid the circle of his 
peacefill friends, none could rival his powers of 
intellect and sweetness of manner, the courtesy 
of his demeanour to the men, the gallantry of 
his attentioip to the Ur. 	• 

With 	his 	sister, 	who superintended the 
economy of his household, and a few friends, 
lie spent the major part of the year at his 
paternal castle in Yorkshire, a piece of fine old 
Gothic architecture, and seated in the bosom of 
a romantic glen. 	Here, in his great ball, hung 
round with the arms and trophies of his, ances-
tors, and presiding at his ancient, oaken, and 
hospitable table, he delighted to accumulate his 
neighbours, and view the smile of satisfaction 
and pleasure play mid the charms of innocence 
and beauty, or, gladden the features of indus- 
trious dependence. 	Here, also, on a visit to 
his sister, and usually accompanied 	by her 
mother, would frequently appear Adeline De 
Montfort. , Adeline was the only daughter of 
an officer of great worth and bravely, and who 
fell contending for the Yorkists at the dreadful 
battle of Towton. 	Dying, however, in em- 
barrassed circumstances, his widow was unable 
to support the establishment they had hitherto 
maintained, and therefore took a small but 
elegant house on the skirts of the forest adjoin- 
ing to the Fitzowen. estate. 	A short time 

1 4 
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Stlfeeed to produce an intimacy between tli 
two fiunilies, and from similarity of disposition, 
and pursuits, Adeline and Clara Fitzowen soon 
Iecame almost inseparable companions. 	The.  

daughter of Montfort was in her twentieth year, 
and had ;been gifted hy nature with more than 
CO111111011 charms, 	her , person was 	elegantly 
formed, her eyes hitless the sky nisupmer, her  
hAir, of u nut brown, and her cheeks 	, 

J The roses white and red resembled well 
Whereon the hoary May-dew sprinkled lies, 

When the fair Morn first blusheth from her cell, 
i 	And breatheth balm from opened Paradise.* • 
',,Tbe most unaffected modesty, too, and a 

disposition peculiarly sweet, united to the graces 
of a mind polished by unusual taste, rendered 
her personal beauties doubly interesting; and 
there were few of the opposite sex who, having 
once witnessed her attractions, did not sigh to 
appropriate them. 	That Henry, therefore, who 
had such frequent opportunities of conversing 
with this amiable girl, should admire and love 
her, was an event to be expected; indeed, such 
was his affection for her, that, deprived of his 
beloved Adeline, axis ence would have lost all 
it.9 allurement. 

To love thus ardent and sincere, and pro-, 
fessed by.a youth of the most winning manners, 
and superkg accomplishments, no woman could 
long be insensible, and in the bosom of Adeline 
glowed the sweet emotions of reciprocal passion. 
Amid the wild k and picturesque 	beauties of 

Fairfax .5 T.ISSO. 
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-taydvellin, where the Vast solitude and repose 
of nature, or the hquriant and softened features 
of the secluded landscape, awoke the• mind. to 
awful or to tender feelings,' the sensations of 
mutual Attachment were for some time cherished 
Undisturbed, and an union that would, probably, 

. Ilk tot• life the felicity of the lovers, had been 
Projected and determined upon ; when an inci-
dent, accompanied with circumstances of the 
most singular kind, threw a bar in the way of 
its completion. 

At the distatice of about twelve miles front 
.the castle of Ruydvellin, resided Walleran Earl 
of Nleulant, a,• nobleman of Norman descent, 
and of great hauteur and family pride. 	He 
had reached. the age of forty, was unmarried, 
and though, from motives of ostentatkm, sup-
porting a considerable and even splendid estab-
lishment, his disposition was gloomy and un. 
social. 	In his person he was gigantic and 
disproportioned, and his features betrayed a 
• stern' anti unrelenting severity, whilst from his 
eyes usually darted so wild and malignant an 
expression, that the objects on which they fell, 
involuntarily shr.ank from their notice. 	His 
habits of life too were such as to excite much 
wonderland very horrid reports; be constantly 
inhabited one turret of his extensive castle, 
where, all night long, for many years, the glare 
of torches had been visible, yet his servants 
declared that, notwithstanding this perpetual , 
Illumination, 	his agitation 	and 	terror were, 
frequently, as the twilight dosed, so dreadful, 
that th©y fled his presence, and (Alen at mid- 
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night from his chamber, in which he, always 
locked himself up and forbade interruption,' 
half-stifled groans and wailing sounds 	were 
heard, as from a person ,under torture. 	At 
stated periods he visited a forest of very antique 
oak, which stood about a mile from the castle ; 
such wa.4 the massy size of these trees that they 
were generally esteemed coeval witli the druidic 
times, and the gloom of their foliage was so 
dense and impenetrable, that the country people 
feared to approach the wood, and believed it to 
be haunted by preternatural beings; for often 
at the dead noon of night, shrill and demoniacal 
shrieks, and appearances of the most ghastly 
and tremendous kind, had terrified the belated 
traveller, and once, it is said, when one of the 

• servants of Walleran, from motives of curiosity, 
had traced the footsteps of his master to this 
enchanted forest, he dared to enter its infernal 
shade, and since that hour no eye has witnessed 
his return. 

Though Walleran was thus an object of 
dread and awful surmise to all• around him, 
yet, from being possessed of very large property., 
and having numerous relations whose interest it 
was to pay him every respect, his castle was 
occasionally filled with lhe first ranks of society, 
who were banqueted hit a sumptuous manner, 
and amused with the most splendid diversions 
of the age, such as tournaments, mysteries, the 
chase, &c. On these occasions the neighbouring 
families were invited to the castle, and Henry 
Fitzowen, with his sister and Adeline, usually 
graced the festival. Henry was one of the most 
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.expert 	and 	elegant tilters in 	the school of 
chivalry; and when Adeline's Champion, and, 
according to etiquette, by her conducted into 
the lists, he performed prodigies of valour, and 
unhorsed almost every opponent. 	Adeline had 
then to bestow the envied prize on the object of 
her affections, and in these moments her features 
were lighted up with peculiar animation, and 
her form displayed the most fascinating allure- 
ments. 	None beheld her without emotion; but 
in the breast of Wallertm burnt the most intense 
desire, 	and, 	accustomed to overcome every 
opposition in his amours .by open force, or' 
insidious stratagem, he had long determined, 
and without the smallest scruple or compunction, 
to get possession of the person of Adeline, firr 
in, her heart, such was the brutality of his 
appetite, he had neither wish nor hope to find 
a place. 	indeed, he was well acquainted with 
the connection, and had heard of the typroach-
ing union between her and Iknry, and the 
latter, on this account, became an object of the 
most malignant hatred. 	Frequently had he 

Aimeditatett on the means of conveying her from 
her own villa, or the castle of Rnydvellin, and 
one attempt through the medium of his servants 
the vigilance of Fleury had already rendered 
abortive, who suspected though he could not 
prove, for the villains were disguised, the .,ma- 

r thinations of his 	inflations 	and 	too 	potent 
neighbour. 

Apprehensive, at•length, 'he should for .ever 
lose her, if the nuptials, the day for which was 
fixed, should take place, the Earl became re- 
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solved, whilst Adeline was now at Ruydvellin, 
to seize the earliest opportunity, and to employ 
all the resources of his art in effecting his dia- 
bolical purposes. 	It was not long ere the op- 
portunity he had so anxiously awaited was 
given ; for, in about a week after, Henry, with 
a large party. of his friends, the nobility and 
gentry of the neighbourhood, met, together for 
the stag-hunt, and were, as usual, joined by 
Walleran. 	The morning chase affbrded the 
finest diversion, but was very long, and carried 
them to such a distance from home, that they 
agreed to dine in the forest upon the provisions 
which 	they, 	had 	providently 	brought with 
them, and endeavour to start -fresh game after 
their meal. 	Walleran, it was observed, . had 
retired before dinner ; but as this was no extra-
ordinary occurrence, little attention was, paid 
to it, and, a stag being shortly after roused, the 
chase was resumed with fresh vigour and alit= 
crity. 	Nothing could exceed the spirit and 
swiftness of the animal, and Henry, who was 
generally foremost on these occasions, so fur out-
stript his companions, that, having pushed into. 
an intricate part of the forest with a view to 
reach the stag in a more direct line, and being, led 
fiirther into its rcresses than he was aware, at 
length neither th4sound of hounds, horses, nor 
men, any longer reached his ear, tind perceiving 
his path more difficult as he proceeded, he 
paused, and listened with deep attention,, taut 
nothing, save the sighing of the evening breeze, 
as it rustled, through the branches of the oak, 
was  , beard . 	The sun 

1
was now approaching the 
0 	 . 
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horizon, and had shot his fiery beams into the 
forest, when' Henry, reflecting on the distance 
he was, probably, from home, and on the im-
pending gloom of night, immediately determined 
to retrace• his steps, and regain, if possible, the 
open country. 	With this intention, thereibre, 
he turned his steed, and carefully pursuing the 
path he came, at length reached the plain, when, 
to his great surprise, he once more beheld, and 
in a direction directly contrary to what he could 
have expected, or thought possible, 'the very 
stag he had been chasing so long in vain. 	He 
appeared lightly bounding at a distance, -and as 
the sun shone upon his dappled sides made a 
pleasing and conspicuous figure. 	Neither dogs, 
uor horses, nor a single human. being, were in 
view, and Fitzowen, more front curiosity than 
any other motive, put spurs to his horse, and 
pursued him. 	The animal seemed perfectly at 
his ease, and went on gently, as if holding his 
'chaser in contempt, when, crossing the dale, he 
'turned into a narrow road, with Henry almost 
at his heels, who folloWed him in this manner, 
between three and four miles through a series 
of winding and intricate laneS, and had just 
reached him, as he conceived, when he suddenly. 

/atm& to the left, and, the lane closing, a vast. 
and apparently interminable heath rushed upon 
his view, but to his utter astonishment, for no 
shelter, or cover of any kind was present fiw 
'concealment, not the least vestige of the animal 
'he had so closely pursued could now be. seen. 
All was nearly silent and sunk in repose; twi-
light had spread her grey tint over the plain, 
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and scarce a breath of air moved the thistld 
• down.. 	Some clouds, however, gathered dark 
in the west, and were tinged with a dusky red, 
whilst a few large drops of rain were, now and 
then, heard, as they fell sullen and heavy on the 
heath, or shook the withered broom. 

Unable to ascertain the distance from Ruyd-
vellin, and unacquainted with the features of the, 
country, Henry now rode impatiently forward, 
in hopes of discovering some road or track which 
might lead him to a cottage, and give him a 
chance for enquiry. 	The strangeness of the 
preceding incident too, had occasioned some 
uneasiness in his bosom, and he more than once 
adverted to the arts and the designs of Mal-
leran ; • the night also was approaching, and 
threatened to be stormy, and he dwelt upon 
the anxiety of his female friends. 	Whilst thus 
meditating, he had reached a spot where several 
rugged paths seemed to stretch across the 
heath, and one appearing more beaten than the 
rest, he was about to enter upon it, when he 
thought he beheld, .at a distance, a human 
figure, as of a man wrapped in dark garments, 
and walking swiftly on.. 	 Highly pleased with 
the circumstance, mild anticipating ample inform-
ation, he immediately' quitted the track, and 
pushed after him. 	"As he drew near, the figure,, 
which appeared to dilate into more than . com-
mon proportion, had the garb and aspect of a 
monk, and glided on with such rapidity, that 
Henry found it necessary to quicken his' pace, 
when the plain gradually contracting, and some 
trees shooting up in the horizon,' afforded him 
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hopes of its termination. 	He now called loudly 
to the monk, requesting him to stop, but no an-
swer was returned, and his form, dimly seen 
through the increasing gloom, still glided noise-
less along the heath, till having reached its verge, 
where rose the skirts of a pine forest, he, for 
several minutes, hurried along its border, and 
then suddenly disappeared. 	Henry was, by this 
time, convinced that the being he had so long 
endeavoured to overtake, was nothing human, 
and resolving, if possible, to return to the track 
he had so rashly quitted, was wheeling round, 
when a light not tar distant glimmered among 
some trees, and though nearly in the same di-
rection the delusive monk had taken, yet once 
more animated with the hopes of obtaining a 
guide, he again ventured to trust his senses, and 
made immediately for the spot whence the rays 
appeared to stream. 

The light, as he advanced, glowed steady and 
brilliant, but required more time and effort to 
attain than he expected, for having left the coin-
mon, he was now amid cultivated land, which 
consequently opposed many an obstacle to his 
progress. 	At length, however, he approached 
within a few hundred yards of it, still flattering 
himself it issued from some neighbouring ham-
let, when, rising slowly from th&ground, it began 
to expand and yield a very vivid light, then 
diffusing itself, and melting into air, it gradually 
assumed a paler tint, awl disappeared. 

The night now became extremely dark, the 
thunder growled at a distance, and the rain fell 
heavy, whilst Henry, shocked at the delusions 
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he licl been subjecte to, and tormented with 
apprehension for the safety of his beloved Ade-
line, wandered from field to field, his imagina-
tion busy in suggestingothe most dreadful events, 
and filled with horror and .  resentment as be 
called to mind the wild and lawless character of 
Walleran, to whose infernal  machinations he 
could not avoid attributing the singular incidents 
which• bad lately befallen him. 

Whilst thus situated, and in little hope of re-
ccivingeitherinformation or shelter until break of 
day, his attention Was aroused by the barking of 
dogs, and making up to the sound with as much 
precision as the storm would permit, to his great 
joy he discovered a farm-house, whose inhabit-
ants welcomed him with the utmost prompti- 
tude and kindness. 	T lore he learnt that he was 
better than twenty miles from Ruydvellin; and 
that it wanted scarce an hour of midnight, but 
that the principal road, and which would soon, 
lead him into that which went direct for his 
castle, ran within two miles of their cottage. 
Highly delighted with this last piece of intelli-
ence, and extremely anxious to hasten forward, 

he engaged one of the farmer's sons to conduct 
bhn to the road, and then partaking of some 
refreshment, and heartily regaling his steed, he 
made many ackhowledgments to his host for his 
well-timed hospitality, and departed. 	• 	, 

The rain beat furiously on our travellers, 
and the lightning played strongly in the ho-
rizon, whilst the thunder continually mutter- 
ing, 	and pealinpi louder, as they advanced, 
gave token of a dreadful tempest. 	The road, 
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however, was now before them, and the young 
farmer parting on his return, Henry rapidly 
pursued his journey, and within two hours, 
notwithstanding the 	darkness of the 	night, 
reached the border of his own domain. 	With 
a boding mind and palpitating heart' he passed 
the well-known grounds, every now and then 
vividly 	illuminated by the glare • of intense 
lightning, 	whilst the thunder rolled awfully 
along the, vault of heaven, or burst over head 
in loud and repeated claps. 	He had now ap- 
proached 	within 	view of his castle, whose 
numerous towers . and turrets, as the lightning 
flashed, were distinctly seen, and made a beau- 
tiful appearance; 	but in the pitchy darkness 
which immediately succeeded, no lights could 
be distinguished in any part of its vast extent, 
a circumstance which occasioned him much 
surprise, and added not a little to his apprehen- 
sions. 	These, however, were increased to a 
painful degree, when, on his arrival at the fosse, . 
no wardens were perceived on the walls, nor 
was any porter at the barbacan*, will& being 

• 4s this and several other words descriptive of dothic archi- 
tecture, will occur in the course of the narrative, and which to 
some of my readers may prove unintelligible, or obscure, the 
following brief but accurate account of the common structure 
of a Gothic castle, in which these terms are explained, cannot 
fail of 'being acceptable. 	The whole site of the castle was sure 
rounded by. a deep and broad ditch, sometimes filled with water, i 
and sometimes dry, called the foste. 	Before the great gate was 
an outwork, called a barbacas, or eaterSuie/, which was a strong 
and high wall, with turrets upon it, designed for the defence of 
11w gate and draw-bridge. 	On the inside of the ditch shied the 
wall-of the castle, about eight or ten feet thick, and between 
twenty and t hirty fem. high, with a parapet, and a kind of em- 
twarares, cal led crowds, in the top. 	On this wall, at WONT 
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open, be hurried over the draw-bridge, and was 
about to strike upon' the great gate, 	when, 
starting back with horror, he observed, as the 
lightning glared, that it was hung with black. 
This, in the periods of chivalry, being a signal 
of misfortune 4', was sufficient to strike terror 

. 	 . 
diStances, square towers of two or three stories high were built, 
which served for lodging some of the principal officersmf the 
proprietor of the castle, and for other purposes ; and on the in-
side were erected lodgings for the common servants or retainers, 
granaries storehouses, and other necessary offices. 	On the top 
of this wall,' and on the flat roofs of these buildings, stood the 
defenders of the castle, when it was besieged, and from thence 
discharged arrows, darts, and stones, on the besiegers. 	The 
great gate of the castle stood in the course of this wall, and was 
strongly fortified with a tower on each side, and rooms over the 
passage, which was closed with thick folding doors of oak; 
often plated with iron, and with an iron portcullis or grate let 
down from above. 	Within this outward wall, was a large open 
space or court, called, in the largest and most perfect castles, 
the outer &rye or beim, in which stood commonly a church or 
chapel. 	On the inside of this outer bayle, was another ditch, 
wall, gate, and towers, inclosing the inner bayle or court, withip 
which, the chief tower or keep was built. 	This was a very large 
square fabric, four or five stories high, having small windows in 
prodigious thick walls, which rendered the apartments within it 
dark and gloomy. 	This great tower was the palace of the prince, 
prelate, or baron, to whom the castle belonged, and the residence 
of the constable or governor. 	Under ground were dismal dark 
vaults, for the confinement of prisoners, which made it some-
times be called the dungeon. In this building also, was the great 
ball, in which the owner displayed his hospitality,. by entertain-
ing his numerous friends and folloivers. 

Henry's History of England, vol. vi. svo. edit. 
• It waslormerly dig custom on any unfortunate accident, 

or event, to hang the'eastle gates with black ; and it was usual 
for the traveller, on ohsyrving this sign of misfortune, to inquire 
into its nature mid cause. 	The motto of this paper is taken 
from a ballad in the Reliques of Ancient English Poetry, which 
discovers a vary intimate acquaintance with the usages and rites 
of chivalry. 
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into the 'stoutest chief, when 'returning to his 
castle, he beheld the portentous monument of 
disaster; and Henry, whose fears had•been long 
alive, now felt that all his hopes were blasted; 
for that some dreadful event had taken place 
he well knew, and the uncertainty of the mo-
ment giving full scope to the powers of imagi-
nation, it came forward wrapt in the most 
tremendous colouring. 

When the agitation Of his frame, however, 
had somewhat subsided, he again drew near, 
and, lifting ' the massy knocker, was going to 
strike, when the gate yielded to the impulse, 
being left a little open, a circumstance which . 
its sable covering, and the momentary light of 
heaven, had not before given him an opportu- 
nity of perceiving. 	He now, therefore, entered 
the outer ballium, and was slowly and cau-
tiously proceeding, when a deep groan, as from 
one in acute pain, struck his car, and thel 	light- 
ning, at that instant, glancing across him, he 
beheld the ground moistened with blood, and 
two of his servants stretched dead at his feet. 
A sight so shocking, fixed him for some mo-
ments to the spot, but the groan being re- 

. peated, he started, and advanced to the place 
whence it issued, when a voice, whose tones he 
well recollected as those of an old and faithful 
domestici,  in tremulous accents implored his 
mercy. 	Henry, to the infinite joy of the poor 
man; immediately discovered himself, and,. im-
patient to learn the cause of events so horrible, 
urged him to an explanation. 	Faint, however, 
with the loss of blood, racked. with pain, and 
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. 	 . 
overwhelmed with the most tumultuous sen-
sations , on recognising his Beloved master, he 
was unable to articulate a word, but grasping 
Henry's hand, as he stooped td assist him, he 
pressed it with convulsive energy, and, uttering 
a, deep sigh, reclined upon his master, and 
expired. 	. 

The most 	acute anguish now seized the 
unhappy Henry, who called down the bitterest 
imprecations on the author of his misfortunes; . 
but conscious that all now depended upon his 
personal activity, and tortured with anxiety for 
those he held most dear he once more endea-
voured to proceed, for the darkness was so pro-
found, that, except when,  the lightning streamed, 
not a single object could be discerned. 	From 
his knowledge of .the place, however, he con-
trived to pass into the inner ballium, and then 
soon reaching the keep, entered his great hall, 
which he found completely deserted, not a single 
being returning his repeated calls; yet at inter-
vals he thought he could distinguish low groans, 
which seemed to issue ,front a considerable dis- 
tance. 	Crossing the hall he now ascended the 
winding staircase, and, 	having attained the 
winery, 	perceived a light which 	glimmered 	. 
through the crevice at the bottom of a door, 
and making *We 'castle again re-echo with the 
names. of Adane and Clara, was at last an-
swered by the shrill tones of the women, who, 
'with rapture almost too great for utterance, 
had now, for the first time, recollected his voice. 
Rushing to the door, therefore, he made every 
exertion to open it, but the lock being ystrong 
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and massy, it resisted, for some time, his utmost 
efforts,, though assisted by those within. 	'At 
length, however, it did yield, and, the next 
moment, Clara Fitzowen was 	in his arms; 
but in vain did .he look round for Adeline, 
and dreading even the result of inquiry, sank 
into a chair, silent, and racked with anxiety and 
disappointment; a few minutes, however, gave 
him the information 'he apprehended, for her 
mother:  in an agony of distress, which drew 
tears from all present, soon accounted for the 
loss of her beloved child, 

It appeared from her relation that, about the, 
dusk of the evening, a party of armed men, 
their features concealed in masks, had surprised 
the castle, a circumstance of easy occurrence 
when no hostile attempt was suspected, and 
entering the great hall, where the females were 
then assembled, seized upon Adeline, .and were 
forcin,,

t' 
 her away, 'when seine of the servants 

interfered, and a Severe struggle took place, 
but which, as the ruffians were prepared for 
opposition, soon, terminated in their favour. 
They then bound the men they had subdued, 
and threw them into the dungeon of the keep, 
and compelling the women, and their servants, 
to go up stairs, locked them in an inner room, 
,though with a light, and carried off Adeline in 
trimnpli. 	 1 

This event, though it had 'frequently occur-
red to the mind of Henry since his approach 
to the castle, yet now that it was fully ascer.. 
tained, occasioned him as much distress as if 
it had not been for a moment , apprehended. 

lc 3 
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As soon, however, as the violence of his emo-
tion had, in some degree, abated, he accused 
Walleran as the author of the atrocious deed, 
and proposed an immediate expedition to, and 
attack upon, his castle; then presently recol-
lecting the dreadful scenes he had witnessed at . 
the great gate, he requested an explanation of 
his sister; but Clara being totally ignorant of 
the circumstances he alluded to, be lighted a 
torch, and descended to release his servants 
from their dungeon, which he effected trough 
the medium of a private passage, the principal 
entrance being left too well secured for his 
efforts to overcome. 	He found several of them 
wounded, but so rejoiced at seeing their master 
again, that for some minutes they completely 
forgot their situation and sufferings. 	Many, 
however, were still absent; and he learnt that 
whilst those who had been confined were still 
contending with the villains, a party of their 
fellow-servants had gone round to secure the 
great gate, but of their fide they knew nothing. 
Henry now requesting those who were able to 
follow him, procured some more torches, and 
issued forth to search the outer ballium. k  Here 
weltering in their blood were finind slain the 
two, men whom he had seen by the glare of the 
lightning, and, a little fUrther, his old steward, 
whir had expired ii4Iiis arms. 	Close by the 
gate, also woundedr and on the ground, they 
discovered the porter and his assistant ; these, 
on receiving some refreshment, and due attention 
to their injuries, speedily revived, and had soon 
strength enough to infbrin Henry, that when 
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the struggle commenced in the great hall, they 
had flown to the support of. their friends, but 
perceiving it would be vain to continue the con-
test without better arm's, they, with three or 
four others, separated to procure them, and to 
secure the great gate' and barbacan, which, in 
their hurryand alarm, they had left open and 
unguarded. 	Hither, however, they had not 

. arrived many moments before the ruffians, having 
subdued 'opposition in the hall, approached with 
the unhappy Adeline, whose prayers and en-
treaties were in vain addressed to beings who 
knew no, touch of pity. 	A severe engagement 
now took place, but the numbers provihg very 
unequal, and themselves and their companions 
shortly either wounded or slain, the villains, 
with their helpless 	charge, 	passed on, 	nor 
could it be ascertained in what direction they 
travelled. 	The porter, however, it seems, had 
sufficient strength remaining to crawl to the 
lodge, where seizing the black mantle, the omen 
of disaster, he lead just power to suspend it on 
the gate, and then dropt exhausted by its side. 
This he did, with a view to alarm any passenger, 
or pilgrim, who might in the morning be jour-
neying that way, and induce him to inquiry, and 
the oiler of assistance.  

The thunder had by this time passed off; 
twilight began to dawn, and nenry, notwith-
standing the fatigues of the preceding, day, 
determined to push forward immediately to Om 
castle of Walleran, in hopes of taking him by 
surprise. 	Accordingly, arming those of his 
servants who had not been injured in the pre- 
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vious contest, and intrusting the wounded to 
the care of the women; he' clothed himself in 
mail, and mounting a fresh steed,. reached the 
magnificent halls of Walleran in little more 
than an hour. 	Here, however, to his great 
disappointment, he learnt, that Walleran had 
not returned from the chase, but that about two 
hours after noon, a man, who to them was a 
stranger, and mounted on a horse bathed in 
foam, had arrived to say, that the Earl would 
not revisit his castle for some weeks, but refused . 
to give them' any information with regard to his 
present place of residence. 

Henry, oppressed in body and mind, now . 
slowly returned to Ruydvellin, pondering on 
the plan he should pursue; and on his arrival 
at the castle, hastened to consult his sister, and 
the mother ot his Adeline. • 	 ' 

   
  



137 

No. X. 

What is this 
So wither'd, and so wild in its attire ; 	, 
That looks not like'an inhabitant *5' the earth, 
And 	is 	't? yet 	on 	----- 
• • SIIAKSPEARE. 

.„...  
THOUGH no present 	intelligence could . be 
obtained relative to the abode of \Valleran, 
yet as it was most probable that where he was, 
there Adeline tould be found, Henry deter-
mined, with the concurrence of his tinnily, to 
spare no effort in detecting his residence. 	After 
a few hours' rest, therefore, he armed himself 
completely, and bidding adieu to his discon-
solate friends, to whom, assuming a cheerful 
tone, he promised the speedy restoration of 
Adeline, lie mounted his favourite roan, and 
issued from the great gate, whilst the sun, now 
verging towards noon, smote full upon his 
plumed casque. 

Not willing, however, to alarm the neigh-
bouring country, where his person and accou-
trements would be known wherever he should 
stop for inquiry, and secrecy being likewise 
necessary toward the completion of• his views, 
he carefully concealed his features beneath his 
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visor, assumed unusual arms, took a different 
device, 	and 	no 	retinue. whatever, 	resolved, 
should he find Walleran surrounded by his 
myrmidons, to hasten' back to Ruydvellin, and 
collecting 	his faithful 'followers, 	return 	and 
attack him in full force, placing no confidence..  
in his honour, should a single combat ensue, 
when. thus supported by banditti. 	That no 
time might be lost in the pursuit, he dismissed 
two of his confidential servants on different 
routes, and under similar precautions. 	' . 

These measures being taken, Henry carried. 
his researches through the neighbouring seats, 
and made every inquiry that could lead to 
detection, but in 	vain ; 	striking further into, 
the country, therefore, he unexpectedly came 
into ve►y wild scenery, and it was with difficulty 
he could procure the most ho►nely provision in 
a tract so thinly inhabited, and where •a shep-
herd's hut, or the cottage of a peasant, proved 
his only places of rest. 	Some weeks had thus 
passed, when toward the sunset of a very fine 
day, after having traversed a lone and unfre-
quented part, he arrived at the edge of a thick 
and dark forest ; the' sky became suddenly 
overcast, and it began to rain; the thunder 
rolled at a distance, and sheets of livid light- 
ning flashed across the heath. 	Overcome with 
fatigue and hunger, he rode impatiently along 
the border of the fordt, in hopes of discovering 
an entrance, but none was to be found. 	At 
length, just as lie was about to dismount with 
an intent►on of breaking the fence, he dis, 
turned, as he thought, something moving upon 
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the heath, and upon advancing towards it, it 
proved to be an old woman gathering peat, 
and who, overtaken by the storm, was hurrying 
home as fast as her infirm limbs could carry 
her. 	The sight of a hdman creature filled the 
heart of Fitzowen with joy, and, hastily riding 
up, he• inquired how far he had deviated from 
the right road, and where he could procure a 
night's lodging. 	The old woman now slowly 
lifting up her palsied head, discovered a set of 
features which could scarcely be called human, 
her eyes were red, piercing and distorted, and 
rolling horribly, 	glanced upon every object 
but the person by whom she was addressed, 

'and, at intervals, they emitted a fiery disagree- 
able light; 	her hair, of a dirty gray, 	hung 
matted in large masses upon her shoulders, and 
a few thin portions rushed abrupt and horizon- 
tally from the, upper part of her 	forehead, 
which was much wrinkled, and of a parchment 
hue; her cheeks were hollow, withered, and 
red with a quantity of acrid rheum ; her nose 
was large, prominent,- and sharp; her lips thin, 
skinny, and livid; her few teeth black; and her 
chin long and peaked, with a number of bushy 
hairs depending from its extremity; her nails 
also were acute, crooked, and bent over her 
fingers; and her garments, ragged and fluttering 
in' the wind, displayed - every possible variety 
of colour. 	Henry was a little daunted: but, 
the old Woman having mentioned a dwelling at. 
some distance, and offering to lead the way, 
the pleasure received from this piece of haul- 
'brace effaced the former impression, 	and, 
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alighting from his horse, he laid hold of the 
bridle, and they slowly moved over the heath. 

The storm .had now ceased, and the moon 
rising gave presage of a fine night, just 	as 
this singular conductor, taking a sudden turn, 
plunged into the wood by a path, narrow and 
almost choked up with a quantity of brier and 
thorn. 	The trees were thick, and, save a few 
glimpses of the moon, which, now and then, 
poured light on the uncouth features of his 
companion, all was dark and dismal ; the heart 
of Fitzowen misgave him; neither spoke; and 
he pursued his guide merely by the noise she 
made in hurrying through the bushes, which 
was done with a celerity totally inconsistent' 
with her former decrepitude. 	At length the 
path grew wider, and a faint blue light, which .  
came from .a building at some distance, glim-
mered before them ; they now left the wood, 
and issued upon a rocky and uneven piece of 
ground, whilst the moon, struggling through a 
coud, 	cast a doubtful 	and uncertain light, 
and the old woman, with a leer which made 
the very hair of Fitzowen stand on end, told 
him that the dwelling was at hand. 	If was so; 
for a Gothic castle, placed on a considerable 
elevation, now came in ,view; it was a large 
massy structure, much decayed, and some parts 
of it in a totally rninous condition ; a portion, 
however, of the lwep, or great tower, was still 
entire, as was it; die entrance to the 'court or 
enclosure, prese 	ed probably by the ivy, whose 
fibres crept round with solicitous care. 	Large 
fragments of the ruin were scattered about, 
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covered with moss and'half sunk in the ground, 
and a number of old elm trees, through whose 
foliage the wind sighed.  with a sullen and melan-
choly sound, dropped ddeep and settled gloom, 
that scarce permitted the moon to stream -1 by fits 
upon the building. 	Fitzowen drew near, ardent 
curiosity mingled with awe dilated '4tis bosom, 
and he inwardly congratulated himself upon so 
singulur an adventure, when turning round to 
question his companion, a glimpse of the moon 
poured full upon his eye so horrid a contexture 
of feature, so wild and preternattiral a cot-111)111a-
don, that, smote with terror and unable to move, 
a cold sweat trickled from every pore, and im-: 
mediately this infernal being seizing him by the 
arm, and hurrying him over the draw-bridge to 
the great entrance of the keep, the portcullis fell 
with a tremendous sound, and the astonished 
youth, starting as it were trouri a trance, drew 
his sword in act to destroy his treacherous 
guide, when instantly a horrible and internal 
laugh burst from her, and in a moment the 
whole castle was in an uproar, peal after peal 
issuing from every quarter, till' at length grow-
ing faint they died away, and a dead silence 
ensued. 

Fitzowen, who, during this strange tumult, 
had collected all his scattered powers, . now 
looked round him with determined . resolution ; 
hiS terrible companion bad disappeared, and the 
moon shining full upon the portcullis convinced 
him that any escape that way was impracticable; 
the wind sighed through the elms, and the 
scared owl, uttering his discordant note, broke 
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from his nest,' and, sweeping through the vale 
beneath, sought for more secure repose. Having 
reasoned himself, therefore, into a state of cool 
fortitude, and bent up every power to the Ap-
palling enterprise, our Adventurer entered the. 
great' tower, from a loop-hole near the summit of 
which a dim twinkling light could be just dis- 
cerned. 	He extended his sword before him, for 
it was dark, and proceeded carefully to search 
around, in hopes, either of discovering some 
aperture which might lead to the vestibule, or 
staircase, or of 'wreaking his vengeance on the 
wretch who had thus decoyed him. 	All was 
Still as death, but as he strode over the floor, a 
dull, hollow sound issued from beneath, and 
rendered him apprehensive of falling through 
into some dismal vault, from which he might 
never be able to extricate himself. 	In this situ- 
ation, dreading the effect of each light footstep, 
a sound, as of many people whispering, struck 
his ear; he bent forward, listening with eager 
attention, and as it seemed to proceed ,from 4 
little distance only before him, he determined to 
follow it; he did so, and instantly fell through 
the mouldering pavement, whilst at the same 
time, peals of horrid laughter again burst, with 
reiterated clamour, from every chamber of the 
castle. 

Fitzowen rose with considerable difficulty, 
aiva much stunned with the tidl, although, fortu-
nately, the spot he had dropped upon was co-
vered with a quantity of damp and soft earth, 
which gave way to his weight. 	He now found 
himself in a large vault, arched in the Gothic 
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manner, and supported by eight massy pillars, 
down whose sides the damp moisture ran in cold 
and heavy drops, the moon shining with great 
lustre through three 	iron 	grated 	windows, 
which, although rusty with age, were strong 
enough to resist his utmost efforts, and. having 
in vain tried ,to force them, he now looked 
around for his sword, which, during the fall, 
had started from his grasp, and in searching the 
ground with his fingers, he laid hold of, and 
drew forth, the. fresh bones of an enormous 
skeleton; he started back with horror; a cold 
wind brushed violently along the surface of the 
vault, and a ponderous iron door, slowly grating 
on its hinges, opened at one corner, and dis-
closed to his wondering eye a broken staircase, 
down whose steps a blue and faint light flashed 
by fits, like the lightning of a summer's eve. 

Appalled by these dreadftil prddigics, Fitz- 
Owen feh, in spite of all his resolution, a cold. 
and death-like chill pervade his frame, and 
kneeling down, he prayed fervently to 	that 
Power without whose mandate no being is let 
loose upon another, and feeling himself more 
calm and resolved, he again began to search 
for his sword, when a moon-beam, falling on the 
blade, at once restored it to its owner. 

Having thus resumed his wonted fortitude 
and resolution, he held a parley witlr himself, 
and perceiving no way by which he could escape, 
boldly resolved to brave all the terrors of the 
staircase, and, once more recommending himself 
to his Maker, began to ascend. 	The light still 
flashed, enabling him to climb those parts which 
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were broken or decayed. 	He had proceeded in 
this manner a considerable way, mounting, as he 
supposed, to the summit of the keep, when sud-
denly a shrill and agonizing shriek issued from 
the upper part of it, and .something rudely 
brushing down grasped him with tremendous 
strength ; in a moment he became motionless 
and cold as ice, and felt himself hurried back 
by some irresistible being; but, just as he bad 
reached the vault, a spectre of so dreadful a 
shape stalked by within it, that, straining every 
muscle, he sprang from the deadly grasp : the 
iron door rushed in thunder upon its binges, 
and a deep hollow groan resounded frombeneath. 
No sooner had the door closed, than yelling 
screams, and sounds which almost suspended 
the very pulse of life, issued from the vault, as 
if a troop of hellish furies, with.  their chains 
untied, wef'dashing them in frenzy, and howl- 
ing to the uproar. 	Henry stood fixed in horror, 

.a deadly fear ran through every vein, and the 
throbbing of his heart oppressed him. 	The, 
tumult, however, at length subsiding, .he reco-
vered some portion of strength, and immediately 
making use of it to convey himself as tin-as 
possible from the iron do'or, presently reached 
his Ibrmer elevation on the stair-case, which, 
after ascending; h few more steps, terminated in 
a winding gallery. 

The light, which had hitherto flashed inces-
santly, now disappeared, and he was left in al-
most total darkness, except when, now and, 
then, the moon threw a few cool rays through, 
some shattered loop-hole, heightening the hor.. 
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ror of the scene. 	He felt reluctant to proceed, 
and looked back with apprehension lest some 
yelling fiend should again plunge him into the 
vault.- 	A mournful wind howled through the 
apartments 	of 	the castle, and listening, 	he 
thought he heard the iron door grate upon its 
hinges; he started with terror, the sweat stood 
in big drops upon his forehead, and he rushed 
forward with desperate 	despair, 	till 	having 
turned a corner of the gallery, a taper, burning 
with a faint light, gleamed through a narrow 
(lark passage; approaching the spot whence it 
streamed, he perceived it arose from an exten-
sive room, the folding doors of which were 
wide open : he 'entered ; a small taper in a 
massy silver candlestick stood upon a table in 
the middle of the room, but gave so inconsider-
able an illumination, that one end was wrapped 
in palpable {lankness, and the other scarcely 
broken in upon by a dim light. that glimmered, 
through a large ramified window covered with 
thick ivy. ' An arm-chair, shattered and damp 
with age, was placed near the table, and the 
remains of a recent fire were still visible in the 
grate. 	The wainscot of black oak, had for- 
merly been hung with tapestry, and several 
portions still clung to those parts which were 
near the fire ; they possessed some vivacity of 
tint, and, with much gilding yet apparent on the 
chimney-piece, and several mouldering reliques 
of costly frames and paintings, gave indisputable 
evidence of the ancient grandeur of the place. 
Dewy closed the folding doors, and, taking the 
taper, was about to survey the room, when a 

voL. t. 
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half-stifled groan from the dark end of it smote 
cold upon his heart, at the same time the sound 
as of something falling with a dead weight, 
echoed through the room, and a. bell tolled deep 
and hollow from the tower above. 	He replaced 
the taper, the flame of which was agitated; now 
quivering, sunk, now streaming, flamed aloft, 
and as the last pale portion died away, the scarce 
distinguished. form of some terrific being floated 
slowly by, and again another dreadfid groan 
ran deepening through the gloom, and the bell 
swung solemn from the keep. 	Henry stood 
for some time incapable of motion ; at length 
summoning all his fortitude, he advanced with 
his sword extended to the darkest part of the 
room : instantly burst fbrth in fierce irradia-
tions a blue sulphurcous splendour, and the 
mangled 	body of a man distorted with the 
agony of death,  his every fibre racked with 
convulsion, his beard and hair stiff and matted 
with blood, his mouth open, and his eyes pro-
truding from their sockets, rushed upon his 
maddening senses; he started, uttering a wild 
shriek, and, hurrying he knew not whither, 
burst through the fblding doors. 

Darkness again spread her sable pall over 
the unlbrtunate Fitzowen, and he trodc along 
the narrow passage with st feeble and a faltering 
step. 	His intellect shook, and overwhelmed by 
the late appalling objects, had not yet recovered 
ally degree of recdlection ; and be wandered, . 
as in a drown, a confused train of horrible Meta 
passing unconnected 	through his 	mind ; 	at,  
length, however, memory resumed her inaction, 
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resumed it but to daunt him with harrowing 
suggestions ; the direful horrors of the room 
behind, and of the vault below, were still pre-
sent to his eyes, and, as a man whom hellish 
fiends had frightened, he stood trembling, pale 
and staring wild. 	All was now once more 
silent and dark, and he determined to wait in 
this spot the dawn of day, but a few minutes 
had scarce elapsed, when the iron door scream-
ing on its hinges, bellowed through the mur- 
muring ruin. 	Henry nearly fainted at the 
sound, which, pausing for some time, again 
swelled upon the wind, and at last died away in 
shrill melancholy shrieks; again all was silent, 
and again the same fearful noise struck terror 
to his soul. 	Whilst his mind was thus agitated 
with horror and apprehension, a feeble light 
streaming from behind, accompanied with a 
soft, quick, and hollow tread, convinced• him 
that something wns pursuing,' and struck with 
wildering fear, he rushed unconscious down 
the steps ; the vault received him, and its por- 
,tals Swinging to their close, sounded as the 
sentence of death. 	A dun fetid vapour filled 
the place, in the centre of which arose a faint 
and bickering flame. 	Fitzowen approached, 
and beheld a corse suspended over it by the 
neck, whilst the flame flashin through .the 
vault, gletuned on 'a throng of hideous and 
ghastly features that came forward through the 
smoke. 	With the desperate valour of a man 
who sees destruction before him, he ran furi-
ously tOrward; an universal shriek burst forth, 
and the fire, rising with 	tenfold 	brilliance, 

i. 2 
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placed full in view the dreadf►►l form of his 
infernal g►►ide, dilated into horror itself; her 
face was pale as death, her eyes were wide open, 
dead, and fixed, a horrible grin sate upon her 
features, her lips black and tumid were drawn 
back, disclosing a set of large blue teeth, and 
her hair, standing stiffly erect, was of a withered 
red. 

Fitzowen felt his blood freeze within him ; his 
limbs became enervated, and at this moment, 
when resistance on his part appeared almost 
impossible, a doorlmrsting open at the extremity 
of the vault, in rushed the form of Walleran, 
who wielding a battle-axe, aimed a blow at 
Henry, that, situated as he then was, and ren-
dered torpid through the influence of preterna-
tural agency, he conceived would be effectual 
for his destruction. 	In this, however, he was, 
fatally for himself, mistaken, fin' no sooner was 
he perceived, than the effect of the enchantment 
ceased ; indignation swelling at the heart of 
Henry, impelled the lingering fluid, his cheek 
flushed with the crimson tide, his limbs reco-, 
vered their elasticity and tone, 	and avoiding 
with active vigour the death that was intended 
him, he sheathed his fidehion in the breast of 
his opponent, who, Wring wasted his impetuous 
strength upon the air, had thus exposed himself 
to instant ruin. 0 
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No. XI. 

Fairy elves, 
Whose midnight revels by a forest side, 	• 
Or fountain, some belated peasant sees, 
Or dreams ie sees, while over head the moon 
Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth 
Wheels her pale course, they on their mirth and 

dance  
Intent, with jocund music charm his ear ; 
At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds. 

MILTON. 

WALLERAN dropt lifeless on the ground, and the 
dreadfid appearances in the vault, the fire, and 
an its apparatus, immediately vanished, whilst 
loud howlings and lamentations were heard at a 
distance in the air. 	A profound silence, how- 
ever, now ensued throughout the castle, and 
Henry, by the light of the moon, as it streamed 
through, the, grated window, beheld at his feet 
the bleeding corse of his antagonist. 	Starting 
from the contemplation of his fallen enemy, he 
resolved to explore the ruins in search of Ade-
line, of whose concealment in some part of the 
building, he entertained not the smallest doubt, 
and apprehensive now of little opposition, he 
once more attempted those stairs, in ascending 

L S 
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which he had formerly encountered so many 
terrors. 	He reached the 	 ery without any 
interruption, and passing through the folding 
doors into the apartment already described, dis-
covered at one end, and on the very spot where 
lie had beheld the tremendous vision of the ago-
nizing wretch, a narrow, winding, and arched 
passage, and. which, taking a circular direction, 
probably passed into the opposite portion of the 
great tower. 	Here he entered, but had n$ 
proceeded far before the sound as of soft and 
very distant musk reached his ear ., and shortly 
afterward was distinctly heard the murmur of 
falling Water. 	Sounds such as these, and, in 
such a place, greatly surprised him, •and hasten-
ing forward to ascertain from what quarter they 
originated, he found himself suddenly immersed 
in a very cold and damp vapour, whose density 
was such, that for a short time it totally suflb-
chted the smallest ray of light; in a few minutes, 
however, it began in some measure to •clear 
away, accompanied with a whispering noise, 
agiilst vast eddies and gusts of thin vapour 
passed him with a whirling motion. 	H- 	show 
perceived himself in a kind of huge cavern 
whose sides Word of unhewn stone, and from the 
roof were pendent numbers of beautiful stalac-
tites' ; from whoso pbints fell,' at Intervals, with a 
tinkling soimdvrlarge drops of water,' whilst the 
dying motes 'Af.  distant. harps, . the gurgling of 
obstructed ct,irrohts, and the sighings of the rest- 
less varieurbrined a harmony so. sir 	jar, ,yet 
so soothingpthat when united tooli4 	rround- 
ing chill ,o torpid atmosphere, seent d celett- 
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lated 	to 	inspire the most profound repose. 
Fitzowen now advanced a little further into the 
cavity, and, through the chasms of the ever tluc- 
tuating• mist, 	discerned, 	hanging 	from the 
centre of the roof; a vast globe, which emitted 
says of the palest hue, and which, in passing 
through the turbid vapour, shed a kind of 
twilight. 	 . 

Whilst pondering on the purport of this very 
pectiliar scene, he felt a heaviness, and a ten-
dency to sleep creep upon him, accompanied.  
with an indistinctness and confusion of intellect; 
at this instant, however, a mass of vapour rush-
ing by him, the light gleamed more steadily, 
and he beheld in an excavation of the adjacent 
wall, and recumbent on a couch, what he con- 
ceived to be a human body. 	Curiosity was now 
so powerfully excited, as completely to expel 
the approaching torpor, and drawing nearer the 
object of his attention, he could hear the deep 
breathings of a person ill profound sleep ; the 
next moment lie could perceive the ga►ments of 
female attire, and in the succeeding instant hung 
with rapture and astonishment over the well- 
known features of his beloved Adeline. 	The 
globe shed a silvery and preternatural whiteness 
over her form, and the rose had left her cheek ; 
she lay with her head reclined upon her hand, 
and the utmost tranquillity sate upon her coun-
tenance, though, now and then, a deep-draWn 
sigh would indicate the tissue of idea. 

"hiry stood, for some moments, rivetted to 
the spot, 	then .starting kom his reverie, 	be 
wound I& arms about her beauteous hi71t11c, and 

I. 	t 
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impressed _upon her lips a glowing kiss—she 
awoke, 	and instantly a tremendous tempest 
burst upon them, loud thunder shook the earth, 
and a whirlwind, rushing through the pile, tore. 
it from its fiindations. 

The lovers recovering from a trance, which 
the conflict of the elements had occasioned, 
found themselves . seated on some mossy turf, 
and around them the soft, the sweet and tyan-
quit scenery of a summer's moon-light night. 
Enraptured with this sudden and unexpected 
'change, they rose gently ofr the ground ; over 
their heads towered a large and majestic oak, 
at whose foot they believed sonic kind and 
compassionate being had placed them. 	Delight 
and gratitude dilated their hearts, and Advanc- 
ing from beneath 	the 	tree, 	whose gigantic 
branches spread a large extent of shade, a vale, 
beautiful and romantic, through which ran a 
clear and deep stream, came full in view; they 
walked to the edge of the water ; the moon 
shone with mellow lustre, on its surface, and 
its banks, fringed with shrubs, breathed a per-
fume more delicate than the odours of the east. 
On one side,• the ground, covered with a vivid, 
soft, and downy verdure, stretched fin. ii con-
siderable extent to the borders of a large finest, 
which, sweeping round, finally closed up the 
valley ; oYi the other, it was broken into abrupt 
and rocky masses swarded with moss, and from 
whose clefts grew thick and spreading trees,. 
the roots of which, washed by many a fall of 
water, hung bare and matted from their craggy 
beds. 
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Henry. and his Adeline forgot ;it this deli- 
cious vale 	all 	their 	former sufferings, 	and 
giving up their minds to the pleasing influence 
of curiosity and wonder, they determined to 
explore the place by tracing the windings of 
the stream. 	;Scarcely had they entered upon 
this plan, 	when music of the most ravishing 
sweetness filled the air, sometimes it seemed to 
float along the valley, sometimes it stole along 
the surface of the water, now it died away 
among the woods, and now, with deep and 
mellow symphony, it swelled upon the gale. 
Fixed in astonishment, they scarce ventured 
to breathe, every sense, save that of hearing, 
seemed absorbed ; 	and . when the 	last 	faint 
warblings melted on the air, they started from 
the spot, solicitous to know from what being 
those more than human strains had parted ; 
but nothing appeared in view; the moon, full 
and unclouded, shone with unusual lustre; and 
tilled with hope, they again pursued the wind-
ings of the water, which, conducting to the 
narrowest part of the valley, continued their 
course through the wood. 	This they entered 
by a path smooth, but narrow and perplexed, 
where, although its branches were so numerous 
that no preference could be given, or any direct 
route long persisted in, yet every turn presented 
something to amuse, 	something to sharpen 
the edge of research: 	The beauty of the 
trees, 	through 	whose 	interstices 	the moon 
gleamed in the most picturesque tumid, I the 

	

glimpses of the water, 	and die notes of the 
nightingale, who now began 19 fill the valley 
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. 	. 	 , with her song, were more than 'sufficient to 
take off the sense of fatigue, and they Wandered 
on, 	still eager 	to 	explore, 	still. ardent for 
further discovery.  

The wood now became more thick and' 
obscure, and at length almost dark, when, the 
path 	taking suddenly an oblique 	direction, 
they 	themselves on the edge of a circular 
lawn, whose tint and softness were beyond 
compare, and which seemed to have been lightly 
brushed by fairy feet. 	A number of fine old 
trees, around whose boles crept the ivy and 
the woodbine, rose at irregular distances, here 
they mingled into groves, and there, separate 
and emulous of each other, vied in spiral 
elegance, or magnitude of form. 	The water 
which had been for some time concealed, now 
murmured through a thousand beds, and visit- 
ing each little flower, 	added vigour to 	its 
vegetation, 	and poignancy to its 	fragrance. 
Along the edges of the wood, and beneath 
the shadows of the trees, an innumerable host 
of glow-worms lighted their innocuous fires, 
lustrous as the gems of Golconda ; and, desi-
rous yet longer to enjoy the scene, they went 
forward with light, ibutsteps on the lawn ; all 
was calm, mid," except the breeze of night, 
that sighed soft and sweetly through the world 
of leaves, a 	perfect silence prevailed. 	Not 
many minutes, howevei, had elapsed, before 
the sante enchanting music, to which they had 
listened with so much rapture in. the vale, again 
arrested their attention, and presently they dis-
covered on the ,border of the lawn, just rising 
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above the wood, and flouting on the bosom of 
the air, 	a being of the most delicate thrm ; 
from his shoulders streamed a tunic of the 
tenderest blue, his wings and feet were clothed 
in downy silver, and in his grasp he hnd ü wand 
white as the mountain-snow. 	He rose swiftly 
in the air, his brilliance became excessive from 
the lunar rays; his song echoed through the 
vault of night, but having quickly diminished 
to the size and appearance of the evening star, 
it died away, and the next moment he was lost 
in ether. 	The lovers still fixed their view on 
that part of the heavens where the vision had 
disappeared, and shortly had the pleasure of 
again seeing the star-like radiance, 	which in 
an instant unfolded itself into the full and fine 
dimensions of the beauteous being, who, having 
collected dew from the cold vales of Saturn, 
now descended rapidly towards the earth, and 
waving his wand as be passed athwart the 
woods, a number of like lbrm and garb flew 
round him, and all alighting bu the lawn, sepa-
rated at equal distances on its circumference, 
and then shaking their wings, which spread a 
perfume' through the air, burst into one general 
song. 

Henry and Adeline, who, apprehensive of 
being • discovered, 	had retreated 	within 	the 
shadow of seine mossy oaks, now waited with 
eager expectation the event of so singular a 
scene. 	In a few moments a bevy of elegant 
nymphs, dancing two' by two, issued from the 
wood on the right, and an equal number of 
warlike knights, 	at:communal 	by a band of 
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minstrels, from that on the left. 	The knights 
were clothed in green ; on their bosoms shone 
a plate of burnished steel, and in their hands 
they grasped a golden targe, 9nd lance of 
beamy lustre. 	The nymphs, Whose limn and 
symmetry were beyond the youthful poet's 
dream, were dressed in robes of white, 	their 
zones were azure dropt with diamonds, 	and 
their light brown hair decked with roses, hung 
in ample ringlets. 	So quick, so light and airy, 
was their motion, 	that the 	turf; the flowers, 
shrunk not beneath the gentle pressure, 	and 
each smiling on her favourite knight, he flung 
his brilliant arms aside, 	and mingled 	in the 
dance. 

Whilst they thus flew in rapid measures over 
the lawn, the lovers, forgetting their situation, 
and impatient to salute the assembly, invo- 
luntarily stept forward, and 	instmitaneously, 
a shrill and hollow gust of wind murmured 
through the woods, the moon dipt into a cloud, 
and the knights, the nymphs, and aerial spirits, 
vanished from the view, leaving the astonished 
pair to repent at leisure their precipitate intru-
sion; scarce, however, had they time to deter-
mita) what plan they should pursue, when a 
glOam of light 	flashed 	suddenly along 	the 
horizon, and the beauteous being ,whom they 
first beheld in the air, stood before them ; he 
waved his snow-white wand, and pointing to the 
wood, which now appeared sparkling with a 
thousand tiros, moved gently on. 	henry and his 
amiable comnanion felt an irresistible impulse 
which compelled them to follow, and having 
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penetrated 	the wood, 	they perceived 	many 
bright rays of light, 	which 	darting like the 
beams of the sun through- every part of it, 
most beautifully illumined 	the 	shafts of the 
trees. 	As they -advanced forward, the radiance 
became more intense, and converged towards 
a centre, and the fairy being turning quickly 
round, comaianded them to kneel down, and 
having squeezed the juice of an herb into their 
eyes, bade them now proceed, but that tio 
mortal eye, 	unless its powers of vision were 
adapted to the scene, could endure the glory 
that would shortly burst upon them. 	Scarcely 
had he uttered these words when they entered 
an amphitheatre ; in its centre was a throne of 
ivory inlaid with sapphires, on which 	sate 	a 
female form of exquisite beauty, a plain coronet 
of gold obliquely crossed her flowing hair, and 
her 	robe of white 	satin hung negligent in 
ample tbkls. 	Around her stood five-and-twenty 
nymphs clothed in white and gold, and holding 
lighted tapers; beyond these were fifty of the 
aerial 	beings, 	their 	wings 	of downy 	silver 
stretched for flight, and each a burning taper 
in his hand ; and lastly, on the circumference 
of the amphitheatre, shone one hundred knights 
in mail of tempered steel; in one hand they 
shook aloft a targe of massy diamond, and in 
the other flashed a taper. 	So excessive was 
the reflection, that the targes had the lustre of 
an hundred suns, and, when 	shaken, sent 
forth streams of vivid lightning: from the gold,. 
the silver, and the sapphires, rushed a flood of 
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tinted light, that mingling, threw upon the eye 
a series of revolving hues. 

Henry and Adeline, 	impressed with awe, 
with wonder and delight, fell prostate on the 
ground, whilst the fairy spirit, advancing, knelt 
and presented to the queen a crystal vase. 	She 
rose, she waved her hand, and smiling, bade 
them to approach. 	44  Gentle strangers," she 
exclaimed, " let not fear appal your hearts, for 
td them whom courage, truth, and piety haVe 
distinguished, our friendship and our love are 
given. 	Spirits of the blest we are, our sweet 
employment to befriend the wretched and the 
weary, to lull the torture of anguish, and the 
horror of despair. 	Ah ! never shall the tear 
of innocence, or the plaint of sorrow, the pang 
of injured merit, or the sigh of hopeless love, 
implore our aid in vain. 	Upon the moon-beam 
do we float, and, light as air, 	pervade the 
habitations of men : and hearken, 0 favoured 
mortals ! I 	you spirits pure from vice are 
present to your inmost thoughts.; when terror, 
and when madness, when spectres, and when 
death surrounded you, our influence put to 
flight the ministers of darkness; we placed you 
in .the moon-light vale, and now upon your 
heads we pour the planetary dew : go, happy 
pair i 	from Hecate's dread agents we have 
freed you, from wildering fear and gloomy 
superstition."— 

'She ended, and the lovers, impatient to ex-
press 'Usk gratitude, were about .to speak, when 
suddenly the light turned pale, and died away, 
thaspirits fled, and music soft and sweet was 
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heard remotely in the air. 	They started, and, 
in place of the refulgent scene of magic, beheld 
a public road, Fitzowen's horse cropping the 
grass which grew upon its edge, and a village 
at a little distance, oh whose spire the rising 
sun had shed his earliest beams. 
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No. XII. 

Tale tuu►n carmen nobis, divine poeta, 
Quale sopor fessis in gramine — guide per ;lomt' 
Duleis aqua: salie►ite s►tim restinguere r►vo. 

Vomit,. 

Tins beautifid, but too much neglected poem, 
bad ere this attracted the admiration it so justly 
merits, had not the stern critique of Dr. John- 
son intervened to blast 	its rising fame. 	A 
juster relish of the excellences of poetry, and  a 
more candid style of criticism, may be con-
sidered as a characteristic of several of the first 
literary men of the present day ; and, but 1i►r 
the harsh censure of the author of the Rambler, 
the pages of Dyer would now, perhaps, have 
been familiar to every lover and judge, of nerv- 
ous and highly finished description. 	As it is, 
however, they are seldom consulted, from an 
idea, that little worthy of.applause would gratify 
the inquirer. 	To remove, therefore, the pre- 
judices which have been sown, and to place 
before the reader some of the,immerous pas-
sages of THE Ft.ixet, which are written in the 
genuine spirit of poetry, form the purport of 
our paper. 

JOhns014 	to C)ceasional 	felicity 	of 	diction, 
great purity of mond, and energy of thought, 
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united a very considerable pot:tion of critical 
acumen, and his Lives-a Dryden and Pope are 
noble specimens of his powers of discrimination; 
yet, notwithstanding - this rare combination of 
striking qualities, he was deficient in that sensi-
bility to, and enthusiasm for, the charms of 
nature, 	in 	that 	relish 	for 	the simple 	and 
pathetic, so absolutely necessary to just criticism 
in poetry. 	To these defalcations were super- 
added an unreasonable antipathy to blank verse, 
a constitutional ruggedness of temper, and a 
bigoted, though well-meant, adhesion to some 
very extravagant political and religious tenets. 
His biographical details have suffered much 
from these peculiarities of temper and of taste; 
and a Milton, an Akenside, a Collins, a Dyer, 
and a Gray, might upbraid the Literary Dic-
tator fir his bitter and illiberal invective, his 
churlish and parsimonious praise, his great and 
various misrepresentations. 

To refute his strictures upon Dyer can prove 
a task of no very tbrinidable kind, and may 
restore to due rank, a poem which contains a 
vast variety of landscapes, drawn and coloured 
in the most spirited and fitschlating style. 

" Of Tun FLEECE," says our harsh critic, 
" which never became popular, and is now 
universally neglected, I can say little that is 
likely to recall it to attention.. The Wool-comber 
and the poet appear to me such discoldant 
natures, that an attempt to bring them together, 
is to rouple the serpent with. the fowl.' "Who 
Dyer, whose mind was not unpoetical, has done 
his utmost, by interesting his reader in our 

voL. i. 	 M 
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native commodity, by interspersing rural imagery 
and 'incidental digressions, by clothing small 
images in great words, and by all the writer's 
arts of delusion, the meanness naturally. adher-
ing, and the irreverence habitually annexed, to 
trade and manufacture, sink him under insuper-
able oppression; and the disgust which blank 
verse, encumbering and encumbered, superadds 
to an unpleasing subject, soon repels the reader, 
however willing to be pleased. 

" Let me, however, honestly report whatever 
may counterbalance this weight 	of censure. 
I have been told that Akenside, who, upon a 
poetical question, has a right to be heard, said, 
' That he would regulate his opinion of the 
reigning taste by the tate of Dyer's Fleece, for, 
if that were ill received, he. should not think it 
any longer reasonable to expect fame from ex-
cellence. "* 

In attending to these animadversions it may, 
in the first place, be observed, that few poetical' 
productions of great and original merit ever 
rapidly became 	favourites 	with 	the 	public. 
They, .in general, require their more brilliant 
passages to be developed and appreciated by 
.men of sound judgment and taste, befo,re they 
can be relished or muleilstood by the multitude 
of those who rod merely for amusement, and 
who possess, perhaps, no vigour of understand-
ing, or powIir of selection, adequate to form a 
just estimitie for themselves. 	No great length • 
of time had elapsed between the publication of 

• John.'on's Lives, vol. iv. p. 821. . 
,S 

   
  



NO. XII. 	LITERARY HOURS. 	 163 
• ' 	 • 

THE FLEECE in 1757, and the critical effusions. 
of Johnson; 	arid, . if it be considered that 
didactic poetry, as not immediately addressing 
the passions, can never hope to vie with the 
dnunatic, in point of celerity of introduction, it 
may be affirmed that a sufficient space had not 
been •allowed for the acquisition of numerous 
admirers, when the Doctor passed sentence 
tipmf the work, 	and 	thwarted its progress 
towards public esteem. 	That it was universally 
;needed, however,, at the period when the 
Biography of Johnson was published, is by no 
means the fact; Dr. Warton, perhaps the first 
of our critics, and whose merit Johnson has 
himself acknowledged in the highest terms, has 
classed The Fleece, 	in every, edition of his 
Essay on Pope, among the excellent pieces of 
the didactic kind, which the moderns have pro- 
duced ; 	and though, as we have already ob- 
served, its merits are not duly admitted, yet has 
it been occasionally quoted from the era of its 
publication to the present times, and even a 
friend of our Biographer, Scott of Amwell, has 
termed it the " noblest of didactic poems." 	He 
who shall peruse the extracts from The Fleece, 
appended to these observations, will hear, with 
no small indignation, the critic asserting that 
he " can say little that is likely to' recall it to 
attention." 	Had the beautiful passages selected 
for this sketch, and about which, I should 
imagine, there can be no difference of opinion, 
been . merely adduced in the pages of Johnson, 
the attention of every man or taste and feeling 
had been fixed, and 	the Doctor had been 
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spared, perhaps, the trouble and the reproach 
of censuring what must be pronounced excellent 
the moment it is known.,  I greatly suspect, 
however, that the work which is thus severely 
condemned, was little familiar to the critic, and 
had been thrown aside, after a very cursory 
survey, with every prejudice against the subject, 
and its mode of versification. 	I cannot other- 
wise account for a blindness so total Avard 
some of the finest specimens of descriptive 
poetry 

To convey instruction in the garb of plea-
sure,_ is the aim of the didactic poet; and the 
more rugged and intractable the theme, the 
greater skill and genius are required in smooth- 
ing its asperities, and 	in 	decorating it with 
'flowers of choicest hue and odour. 	A difli- 
culty removed affiirds no trivial delight; and 
in didactic poetry those bards have succeeded 
best who have chosen a subject neither too 
elevated on the one hand, nor too mean and 
despicable on the other. 	The PleaSUM; of 
Imagination excite expectations which aria  pot, 
perhaps, fully gratified ; whilst the poems, of 
'Lucretius and Virgil, and even the Syphilis of 
Fracastorius, and the Art of Preserving Health 
of Armstrong, delight us with beauties which 
cannot be anticipated, which seem the work of 
enchantment, and possess a double fascination 
fiora the grateful impulse of surprise. 	When 
Dr. Johnson speaks of the discordance between 
the wool-comber and the poet, he would induce 
his readers to suppose that the employment of 
the former was the solo subject of the poem 
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under our consideration : but what must be 
their astonishment, on surveying the work, to 
discover that time labours of the loom occupy 
but a small portion of' the third book ! 	In 
short, no theme, in this species of his art, seems 
better adapted for the felicitous exertions of 
the poet than the one Dyer has chosen ; and to 
sliew how completely the learned biographer 
has misrepresented the very nature of the poem 
he was criticising, I shall briefly mention the 
chief topics of every book. 	The first is en- 
tirely employed in the breeding, 'tending, and 
shearing of sheep, occupations intimately con-
nected with all that is delightful in rural imagery, 
pastoral simplicity, 	and domestic enjoyment. 
The second describes the diversities and pre-
servation of the Fleece ; the countries in ancient 
and modern times esteemed for wool ; the his- 

. tory of the A rgonautic expedition ; the decay 
of arts and sciences ; their revival at Venice ; 
the discoveries of Bishop Blaise ; the dyeing of 
wool, and the advantages and utility of trade. 
The opening of the third contains a description 
of spinning, of the loom, and of weaving ; then 
follow the praise of country work-houses ; a 
prospect of Borstal and Leeds ; a history of 
the art of weaving, its removal from the Ne-
therlands and settlement in England ; an account. 
of Saracenic tapestry; a view of the arts and 
wealth of different countries; a view of the roads 
and rivers through which our manuthctures are 
convoyed ; a comparison between our navigatious 
and those of other countries; a relation of the 
attempt to join the Nile and Red Sea, the Ocean 
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arid Mediterranean, through the medium of 
canals ; an account of the union of the Trent 
and Severn with the Thames, and a view of the 
Thames and of the Port of London. 	The 
fourth displays a still more fertile field : for the 
'poet, in tracing the exportation of our manu-
factures, visits almost every. part of the globe. 
Spain, the Mediterranean, the Baltic, Peters-
burg, the ancient and modern course to the 
Indies,Africa, Persia, Hindustan, 	the Spice 
Islands, and China, are introduced and adorned 
with various picturesque circumstances. 	The 
journey of the caravans, Also, from Pete'rsburg 
to Pekin, is related at considerable length, and 
abounds with many well-drawn and interesting 
scenes. 	A transition is then made to North 
and South America; and the poem concludes 
with some apposite reflections on the commerce 
and naval power of Great Britain. 

From this analysis it will be immediately 
perceived, that Johnson has misled the public ; 
that the idea he would insinuate is totally un-
founded, and that few subjects can boast a 
hrreatet variety of materials, or more calculated 
for poetic ornament, than The Fleece. 

The next paragraph with which the Doctor 
has fitvoured us contains a glaring inconsist-
ency; after acknowltalging that Dyer possessed 
a. mind not, Potpie/ad, be immediately adds, 
that he has also interested his reader in our 
nativw commoditsj, that he has interspersed rural 
imager and incidental AgTessions;  yet, notwith-
standing this extorted encomiums  the succeeding 
,words give the extraordinary information, that, 
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although the reader be interested in our native 
commodity, he is, nevertheless, disgusted and 
repelled.  by the subject, however willing to be 
pleased, and that even the poet himself sinks 
under insuperable oppression from the meanness 
and irreverence habitually annexed to it. 	• 

NOW, to interest the reader in the subject, 
to intersperse rural imagery, and incidentrt 
digressions, is the very definition of excellence 
in didactic poetry ; and how the poet who has 
done this, can, at the same time, disgust and 
repel his reader, or himself sink under insu- 
perable 	oppression, 	appears 'to me a most 
inexplicable position. 	The truth is, the mean- 
ness and irreverence are of Johnson's own 
creation : for the outline of the work .includes, 
as we have seen, especially in the last book, 
more splendid and magnificent scenery than were 
ever betbre attached to any didactic poem. 

When the Doctor accuses Dyer of clothino 
small images in great words,' he has assuredly 
mistaken the character of his diction, which, 
for purity, simplicity, and freedom from bom- 
bast, 	is, 	perhaps, ,one of our . first models. 
Nothing tumid, nothing in his phraseology too 
great for the occasion, can, I think, 'be dis- 
covered in The Fleece. 	In those parts which 
are most purply preceptive, the language is 
plain, yet elegant, but never so elevated as to 
throw an air of burlesque over the subject. 
From the digressional portion of the poem, 
where diction more lofty and elaborate could be 
used with propriety, 1 shall be able to select 
some passages which are truly sublime, and 
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several which are justly entitled to the epithets 
pathetic and descriptive. 

As to the encumbrance of blank verse, it. 
is well known, that Johnson, owing, perhaps, 
to the failure of the only attempt he made in 
that species of versification, 	held it in utter 
aversion, and, in general, thought a poem had 
a dairli to little mercy, when clothed in this 
forbidden dress. 	In reviewing the works • of 
Dyer, this unhappy prejudice has operated with 
its wonted force, and has precluded the per-
ception of beauties, which, had they been en-
veloped in rhyme, would, without doubt, power-
fully have arrested his attention. 

The blank verse, however, of Dyer calls for 
decided approbation; its style of composition 
is rich and unbroken, and its tones, in general, 
sweet and varied. 	Much as I enjoy the melody 
of Pope and Goldsmith, I am clearly con-
vinced, that in epic and didactic poetry, the 
more solemn, dignified, and plastic strains of 
blank verse should ever be the poet's choice. 

The candid relation which the Doctor has 
given of Akenside's opinion, should, however, 
mitigate the indignation which every lover of 
elegant literature must feel in witnessing a poem 
so noble in its st9icittre mid execution, borne 
down by the weight of unjustifiable censure. 
Akenside was au adequate judge of the beau-
ties or defects It The Fleece : his own versifi-
cation is penitliarly harmonious, and he had 
studied in the saine school of painting with the 
ppet he applauds, or, another words, his scenery 
is much in the .style` of Dyer. 	There is, how-. 
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ever, somewhat of elaboration and stiffness in 
the blank verse of Akenside, which is not dis-
coverable in the versification •of Dyer. 

Though from motives of justice, from a wish 
to rescue a genuine bard from the unmerited. 
severity of, his prejudiced Biographer, I have 
endeavoured to controvert the strictures of Dr. 
Johnson, the attempt has been conducted, I 
trust, without the smallest petulance, Or arro- 
gance. 	No man can entertain a higher idea of 
Johnson's 	intellectual 	powers as a 	Lexico- 
graphei, a Teacher, and a Moralist, than myself; 
but poetical criticism was not his province; and 
though in point of style, his Lives be superior, 
perhaps, to any of his preceding compositions, 
they are infinitely more disgraced by the inex- 
orable partialities of the man. 	The Wowing 
character of Johnson, written by a critic of true 
taste and acknowledged ability, strikes nie as so 
discriminative, so accordant, for the most part, 
with my own opinion, that I shall close these 
observations on the strictures of our great Ph ik- 
loger by quoting it at length. 	"If a vigorous 
understanding, a comprehensive knowledge, and 
a capacity of sound judgment, were sufficient 
qualifications for a work of genuine criticism, no 
man was ever better furnished than he for such 
au undertaking; but a certain inelegance of 
taste, a frigid churlishness of temper, unsubdued 
and unqualified by that melting kensibility, that 
divine enthusiasm of soul, which are essential 
.to u hearty relish of poetical composition; and, 
above all, an invidious depravity of mind, warped 
by the most unmanly prejudices, and operating 
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in an unrelenting antipathy to contemporary 
merit, too often counteracted and corrupted the 
other virtues of his intellect. 	Nor am I under 
any apprehension of being charged with an 
unjustifiable partiality in this opinion of him, 
when I make no scruple to declare,• that, not-
withstanding some very exceptionable passage's, 
infinitely disgraceful both to his understanding 
and his heart, I esteem his Lives of the English 
Poets to be the noblest specimen of entertaining 
and solid criticism that modern times have pro.. 
duced ; well worthy of ranking on the same 
shelf with the most distinguished of the ancients, 
Aristotle and Quintilian." * 

'Dyer had, in the early part of his life, eagerly 
embraced the art of painting; he had imbibed 
the enthusiasm of the celebrated Richardson, 
under whom he had placed himself for instruc-
tion, and, on leaving:Ids roof, rambled through 
South Wales, sketching the romantic and pas- 
toral scenery of that delightful province. 	Not 
content, however, with the progress he had 
made in this island, he determined on a voyage 
to Italy, where, besides studying the inestimable 
remains of Antiquity, and the best productions 
Of the greanot modern masters, he was accus-
tomed tp'vend whole days in the country about 
Florence quid Rome, transferring to paper the 
picturesqiie .beauties .so profusely scattered over 
that classic soil. 

To this attachment to and practice of paint-
ing, which, though he afterwards assumed the 

0 Wakefield's Notes on Gray, p. 18. 
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clerical profession, continued thrOtigh life, we, 
owe that accuracy; fertility, and 3v6runh of 
description so conspicuous in all his pole*. 
His Grongar Hill, bis. Pubis of Rome, aud',,his• 
Fleece,. present. a series 'of views not gimeit an 
thensual florid and unmeaning Style, but faithful' 
to nature, and possessing an individuality whieh 
st4-•orgly interests. 

In every poem of length, but more especially 
in one whose professed end is to instruct, a strict 
attention., to method is er4ential. 	A luminous, 
iarrangement of facts, with apposite inference 
and deduction, ought to be as much an objoct 
of attainment, in a didactic poem. as in a didac-
tic essay, in prose, and, happily, ;the production 
we are now reviewing; is, as remarkable, for a 
proper disposition and' elucidation a all its 
various parts, us 'for ,its exquisite imagery and' 
appropriate ornament. 	The four books of The 
.11ileece are; in short, the four .exact stages of 
the progress of an useful and national Geed- 
patic•n - and the care of sheep, the preparation 
of wool, the labours of Ate loom, and the ek-
portatiion of the manufacture, follow,  in a just 
and natural order. 

Having' now terminated the preliminary 
remarks, I shall proceed to aolditce 'smolt pas-
sage' as may enable the reader to judge whether 
,the encomium passed, upon the work has been 
Properly founded. 	Speaking of the different 
130114res for sheep, the poet incultato ittte ne-
cessity. of avoiding the shelter of niuneroiiS t1CCS, 
and Of olearing the Round! of thorns, Aide) and 
briers :and exemplifies the utility of so, doing, 
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by the relation of a fact, which is closed with on 
exquisite picture of rural and domestic felicity.. 

' 	I knew , 	. 	 a careful swain, 
Who gave them to the crackling flames, and spread 
Their dust saline upon the deep'ning grass, 
And oft with labour-strengthen'd arm he delv'd 
The draining trench across his verdant slopes, 
To intercept the small meandering rills 
Of upper hamlets : haughty trees, that sour 	• 
The shaded grass, that weaken thorn-set mounds, 
And harbour villain crows, he rare allow'd : 	' 
Only a slender tuft of useful ash, 
And mingled beech and elm, securely tall, • 
The little smiling cottage warm embow'r'd; 
The little smiling cottage, where at eve 
He meets his rosy children at the door, 
Prattling their welcomes, and his honest wife, 
With good brown cake and bacon slice, intent 
To cheer his hunger after labour hard.  

Book i. 

The pathetic simplicity of the following lines 
impresses us with a high idea of the author's 
goodness of heart, whilst the sweetness of the 
versification, and the beauty of the expression, 
do him equal honour as a poet. 

. 	 . 
Ah I gentle shepherd, thine the lot to tend, 
Of all, that feel distress, the most assaird, 
Feeble, defenceless ; lenient be thy cure : 
But spread around thy tend'rest diligence• 
In flow'ry spring-time, when the new-dropt lamb, 
Tott'ring witlfweakness by his mother's side, 
Feels the fresh world about him ; and each thorn, 
Hillock# or furrow, trips bis feeble feet : • 
0, guard his meek sweet innocence from all 
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Th' innumerous ills, that rush around his life; 
Mark the quick kite, with beak and talons prone, 
Circling the skies to snatch him from the plain; 
Observe the lurking crows,, beware the brake, 
There the sly fox the careless minute waits; 
Nor trust thy neighbour's dog, nor earth, nor sky : 
Thy bosom to a thousand cares divide. 
Eurus oft slings his hail ; the tardy fields 
Pay not their pronais'd food; and oft the dam 
O'er her weak twins with empty udder mourns, 
Or bills to guard, when the bold bird of prey 
Alights, and hops in many tons around, 
And tires her also turning: to her aid 
Be nimble, and the` weakest, in thine arms, 
Gently convey to•the warm cote, and oft, 
Between the lark's note and the nightingale's, 
His hungry bleating still with tepid milk : 
In this soft office may thy children join, 	' 
And charitable actions learn in sport. 
Nor yield him to himself, ere vernal airs 
Sprinkle thy little croft with daisy tlow'rs: 
Nor yet forget him : life has rising ills. 	B. i., 

Lucretius is here very happily imitated, the 
artubus itrolis of that poet being not only 
translated, 	but accompanied with additional 
imagery; and, 'toward the conclusion, the idea 
of teaching charity to the children by their feed-
ing the little lamb, carries with it every moral 
charm. 	 • 

That the English shepherd 'may mote keenly 
enjoy the blessings 'of his temperate clime, the 
author has contrasted them with the severity of 
the polar regions, the dangers of a more fervid 
sky, and the wandering life of the Arabian 
Herdsman. 	Virgil in his Georgics, and Thom- 
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son in his Summer and 'Winter, have had re-
course to similar expedients, and have given us 
extended descriptions of the polar and tropical 
parts of the globe; yet, notwithstanding this an- 
ticipation, 	Dyer has finished his pieces with 
several original and masterly touches, and the 
Arabian scene, a picture perfectly his own, is of 
(Treat value. 	This, and the northern landscape, r-, 
I ,shall now transcribe. 

With grateful heart, on British swains, enjoy 
Your gentle seasons and indulgent clime. 
Lo, in the sprinkling clouds, your bleating hills 
Rejoice with herbage, while the horrid rage 
Of winter irresistible o'erwhclms 
Th' Hyperborean tracts : his arrowy frosts, 
That pierce through flinty rocks,, the 'Appian flies; 
And burrows deep beneath the snowy world ; 
A drear abode, from rose diffusing hours, 
That dance before the wheels of radiant day, 
Far, far remote ; where, by the squalid fight 
Of fetid oil inflam'd, sea-monster's spume, 
Or fir-wood, glaring in the weeping vault, 
Twice three slow gloomy months, with various ills 
Sullen he struggles; such the love of life ! 
His lank and scanty herds around him press, 
As, hunger-stung, to gritty meal he grinds 	, 
The bones of fish, or inward bark of trees, 
Their common sustenance. 	 B• i. 

In this strongly featured sketch, the poet, 
perhaps, has Ariveti too gloomy a delineation. 
Though, in the eyes of the British shepherd, 
the Laplander seem deprived of every comfort 
of life, yet no being possesses greater mdepend-
ence, or is more satisfied with the pleasures he 
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obtains. 	ThOmson has given .a more cheerfid 
view of elese simple people, and ti rms them 
a " thrice happy race." 	" No farmer in the 
milder countries of Europe can more rejoice at 
viewing his 	meadows 	clothed with cheerfill 
green, than the Laplander at the sight of his 
dreary moors whitened over with the vegetable 
which is to be the sustenance of his herd. 	Iw 
these wild solitudes he passes day and night, 
abroad, in the bitterest inclemency of the sea-
sons, securely wrapped in garments supplied by 
his fitithful Rein-deer; the milk and flesh of 
which is his principal food, and the number his 
only riches. 	This is the pastoral life in Lap- 
land ; a striking contrast indeed to that in the 
soft climates of Arcadia and Sicily; yet not 
without its charms to the simple native, nor un-
provided with subjects for descriptive *poetry." 
Time celebrated Linn6us spears to have been 
greatly struck with the unsophisticated life of 
these virtuous savages, and, in his FLORA LAP- 
PONICA, has introduced a passage, illustrative 
of their modes of existence, written with an 
elegance and an energy not usually discovera'tle 
in his productions ; " 0 felix Lappo ! qui in 
ultimo angulo mundi sic bone lates contentus et 
innocens. 	Tu nec times annonae caritatem, nec 
Martis praclia, quae ad oras Was pervenire ne-
queunt, sed florentissimas Europa provincias et 
urbes, unico momento, strpe dejiciunt, &gent. 
Tu dormis hic sub tua pelle ab omnibus citric, 

" Aikin's Essay on the Application of Natural History to 
Poetry,. p. 144. 
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contentionibus, tixis• liber, 	ignoranS quid sit 
invidia. 	Tu 	nulla nosti nisi 	tonantis 	Jovis 
fulmina. 	Tu duels innocentissimos tuos annos 
ultra centenarium numerum cuni• facili scnectute 
et summa sanitate. 	Te latent myriades morbor 
rum nobis Europwis communes. 	Tit vivis in. 
sylvis, avis instar, nec sementcm fuels, nee metis, 
tamen alit. to Deus optimus optime. 	Tua orna- 
menta stint tremula arborum Wilt, grantinosique 
luci. 	Tuus }lotus aqua crystallinete pellucidi- 
tatis, (pm nee cerebrum msaniii adlicit, nec 
strums in Alpibus tuis producit. 	Cibus tuns 
est vel verno tempore piscis recens, vel testivo 
serum lactis, vel atitutunali tctrao, vel biota, 
taro recens rangiferina absque sale et pane, sin-
gulii vice unico constans ferculo, edis, dam se-
cures e lecto surgis, duinque cum petis, rice 
nosti venena nostra, gum latent sub &lei melli. 
Te non obruit scorbuttis, nec febris intermittens, 
nec obesitas, nec podagra; fibroso gaudes cor- 
pore et alacri, animoquc ,libero. 	0 sancta In- 
nocentia, estue hic tuus thronus inter Faunos in 
summo 	septentrione, 	inque vilissimt, habita 
terra? nunine sic prreferh stragula hies betulina 
mollibus scrico testis plumis ? Sic etiant etedii 
dere veteres, nec male." 

0 favour'd race ! whom partial Heav'n design'd 
To free from all the carts that vex mankind ! 
In lifo'smad scenes while wayward nations join, 
One silent corner of thf world is thine; 
From busy toil, from raging passions free, 
And war, dire stain of laps 	humanity ! 
Far from thy plains the hideous monster Moves, 
Nor dares pollute thy consecrated groves, 

00. 

   
  



No. XII. 	LITERARY IIOURS. 	 177 

Indulgent Nature yieldsiter free supplies, 
And bids thy simple food around thee rise. 
Along thy shores the scaly myriads play, . 
And gath'ring birds pursue Weir airy way : 
Gurgles, to quench thy thirst, the crystal spring ; 
And ranging herds then• milky tribute bring. 
No fell disease attacks thy hardy frame, 
Or damps with sullen cloud the vital flame ; 
Rut flies to plague, amid their tainted sky, 
The sick'ning sons of full-fed luxury. 
Thy aged sires can boast a cent'ry past ; 
And life's clear lamp burns briskly to the last. 
In woods and groves, beneath the trembling spray, 
Glides on, in sweet content, thy pe,aceful day : 
Gay exercise with ruddy health cambin'd, 
And (far beyond the rest !) the freedom of the mind. 
Here stands secure, beneath the northern zone, 
0 sacred Innocence, thy turf-built throne ; 
'Tis here thou way'st aloft thy snowy wings ; 
Par front the pride of courts and pomp of kings ! 

SnAw's General Zomogy, 
vol. ii. part 	ii. p. 272. 

The Arabians have been shepherds from the 
earliest ages of the world, and have preserved 
their manners and customs, their liberty and 
dominion, with an uniformity. and success which 
partake almost of the miraculous. 	Their inde- 
pendent simplicity of life, and the continual mi-
gration of their tribes, have furnished their 
native poets with many picturesque and interest- 
ing descriptions. 	In our own country, ,some 
attempts have been made to introduce Arabian 
imagery into the eclogue, but we seldom meet 
with it in poetry of a higher cast, 	Dyer, how- 
ever, has appositely interwoven into his Pleecc U 

VOL. I. 	 :4 
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most aelightfill 	picture 	of tnese 	wandering 
people : 

The weary Arabs roam'from plain to plain, 
guiding the languid herd in quest of food ; 
And shift their little home's uncertain scene 
With frequent fitrewell : strangers, pilgrims all, 
As were their fathers. 	No sweet fall of rain 
May there be heard : nor sweeter liquid lapse 
Of river, o'er the pebbles gliding by 
In murmurs : goaded by the rage of thirst, 
Daily they journey to the distant clefts 
Of craggy rocks, where gloomy palms o'erhang 
The ancient wells, deep sunk by toil immense, 
Toil of the patriarchs, with sublime intent 
Themselves and long posterity to serve. 
There, at the public hour of sultry noon, 
They Share the bev'rage, when to warring come. 
And grateful umbrage, all the tribes around, , 
And their lean flocks, whose various bleating; fill 
The echoing caverns : then is absent none, 
Fair nymph or shepherd, each inspiring each 
To wit, and song, and dance, and active fiats; 
In the same rustic scene, where Jacob won 
Fair Rachel's bosom, when a rock's vast weight 
From the deep dark-mouth'd well his strength 

remov'd, 
And to her circling sheep refreshment gave. 	13. i. 

The first book concludes with a description 
of the rural festivities at a sheep-shearing on 
the banks of the Severn : 	

• • . 
Beneath each blooming arbour all is joy 
And lusty inerrismn, : while on the grass 
The mingled youth in gaudy circles sport, 
'We think the golden age again retitrii'd, 
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And all the fitbled Dryades in dance. 
Leering they bound along, with laughing air, 
To the shrill pipe, and deep remurm'ring chords 
Of th' ancient harp, or tabor's hollow sound. 
While the old apart, upon a bank reclin'd, 
Attend the tuneful carol, softly mixt. 
With ev'ry murmur of the sliding wave, 
And ev'ry warble of.the feather'd choir; 
Music of paradise ! which still is heard, 
When 	heart listens. 	 B. i. the . 	• • 

The close of these lines is pre-eminently 
beautiful. 	A song, which displays some ele- 
(r :-,andy moral and rural imagery, is now sung 
by two shepherds, and the young.  men and 
maidens, according to a custom 	in 	Wales, 
sprinkle the river with flowers. 	After the cele- 
brat ion or these rites, they retire to a banquet ; 
which is thus described : 

now the 	bank mossy 
Is gaily circled, and the jolly cheer 
Dispers'd in copious measure ; early fruits, 
And those of frugal store, in husk or rind, 
Steep'd grain, and curdled milk with dulcet cream 
Soft temper'd, in hill merriment they quaff, 
And cast about their gibes; and sonic apace 
Whistle to roundelays: their little'ones 
Look on delighted: while the mountain woods, 
And winding valleys, with the various notes 	• 
Of' pipe, sheep, kine, and birds, and liquid brooks, 
Unite their echoes: near at hand the wide 
Majestic wave of Severn slowly rolls 
Along the deep-divided glebe: the flood, 
And trading hark with low contracted sail, 
Linger among the reeds and eopsy bunks 
To listen, and to view the joyous stOne. 	IL i. 

IN: 
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The whole of this first book may be consi-
dered as a kind of extended pastornl, inter-
spersed with 'precepts relative to the rearing 
and tending of sheep. 	I know not, in the 
range of poetry, a subject more pregnant with 
all that is lovely in landscape, or engaging in 
simplicity of manners and sentiment. 
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to ------- 

	

nobis 
Suppeditas 	tuisque prxcepta, 	ex — chartis 
Fleriferis ut apes in saltibus camtia limant, 
Omnia nos itidem depascimur aurea dicta, 
A urea, perpetua scalper dignissima vita. 

,LUCRETIUs. 
• 

r
1
e. 

Ilt second and third books of The Fleece 
have not the advantage of a theme quite so 
inviting as the first ; hut the poet has taken 
care to adorn them with a variety of episodic 
parts, some of which will be ranked among the 
choicest products of the muse. 

After noting the superiority of the combing 
wool of this island, the author expresses him-
self anxious to prevent its fraudulent export-
ation ; then, alluding to his clerical profession, 
he closes the passage with a precept of the 
purest morality, and delivered in a style remark-
ably chaste and perspicuous. 
For me, 'tis time to pray, that men regard 
Their occupations with an honest heart, 
And cheerful diligence: like the useful bee, 
To gather for the hive not sweets alone, 
But wax, and each material ; pleas'd to lied • 
Whate'cr may soothe distress, and raise the Urn 

N 3 
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In life's rough race : 0, be it as my wish ! — 
For this, 1 wake the weary hours of rest ; 
With this desire, the merchant I attend ; 
By this impell'd, the shepherd's hut I seek, 
And, as he tends his flock, his lectures hear 
Attentive, pleas'd with pure simplicity, 
And rules divulg'd beneficent to sheep : 
Or turn the compass o'er the painted chart, 
To mark the ways of traffic ; Volga's stream, 
Cold Hudson's cloudy streights; warm Afric's cape, 
Latium's firm roads, the Ptolem6an fosse, 
And China's long canals ; those noble works, 
Those high effects of civilizing trade, 
Employ me, sedulous of public weal : 
Yet not unmindful of my sacred charge ; 
Thus also mindful, thus devising good, 
At vacant seasons, oft ; when evening mild 
Purples the valleys, and the shepherd counts 
His flock, returning to the quiet fold?  
With dumb complacence : for Religion, this,— 
To give our ev'ry comfort to distress, 
And follow virtue with an humble mind; 
This pure religion. 	 R. ii. 

The very impressive termination of these 
fine lines is a copy from the last verse of the 
first chapter of the General Epistle of James ; 
a verse 	which, 	for 	beauty 	of diction, 	for 
tenderness sif precept, and moral, must be 
dear alike to virtue mind to taste. 	" pure re- 
ligion, and undefiled &fore God and the Fa- 
ther, 	is 	this,d--- To 	visit 	the 	fatherless 	and 
widows in their affliction, and to keep himself 
fins) 	till from the world." 

ll 	. latter part of the ensuing quotation be 
not at 	'stance of the true sublime? I must con- 
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fess myself totally ignorant of its nature. 	The 
passage in Italics conveys to my mind images 
truly magnificent and great. 

The powerful sun 
Hot India's zone with gaudy pencil paints, 
And drops delicious tints o'er hill and dale, 
Which Trade to us conveys. 	Not tints alone, 
Trade to the good physician gives his balms; 
Gives cheering cordials to th' afflicted heart: 
Gives, to the wealthy, delicacies high; 
Gives, to the curious, works of nature rare ; 
And when the priest displays, in just discourse, 
Him, the all-w►se Creator, and declares 
His presence, power, and goodness, unconfin'd, 
'Tis Trade, attentive voyager, who fills 
His lips with argument. 	To censure Trade, 
Or hold her busy people in contempt, 
Let none presume, 

for they 
The clearest sense of Deity receive, 
Who view the widest prospect of his works, 
Ranging the globe with trade thro' various climes: 
Who see the signature of boundless love, 
Nor less the judgment of Almighty Power, 
That warn the wicked, and the wretch who 'scopes 
From human justice : who, astonish'd, view 
Etna's loud thunders and tempestuous fires ; 
The dust of Carthage; desert shores of Nile ; 
Or Tyre's abandoned summit, crown'd of' old 
With stately tow'rs ; whose merchants, from► their 

isles, 
And radiant thrones, assembled in her marts; 
Whither Arabia, whither Kedar, brought 
Their shaggy goats, their Hocks, aid bleating lotto' l 
Where rich Da►nascl►s pil'd his fleeces white, 
Prepar'd and thirsty for the double tint., 

N 4 
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And'flow'ring shuttle. 	While th' admiring world 
Crowded her streets; ah I then Me hand of pride 
Sow'd imperceptible his poisonoui weed, 
Which crept destructive up her l9fty domes, 
As ivy creeps around the graceful trunk 
Of some tall oak. 	Her kfly domes no morel  
Not ev'n the ruins .y.  her pomp remain, 
Not ev'n the dust they sunk in ; by the breath 
Of the Omnipotent offended hurl'd 
Down to the bottom of the stormy deep. 	B. ii. 

The live concluding lines of this extract may 
vie with any in English poetry ; the construc-
tion Is bold and striking, and the last line but 
one peculiarly forcible in its expression. 

In treating of the diflerent methods of spin-
ning, the poet observes that many yet adhere to 
the use of the ancient distaff; which being fixed 
to the bosom, the spindle is cast as the person 
walks. 

• • 
This was of old, in no inglorious days, 
The mode of spinning, when th' Egyptian prince 
A:golden distaff gave that beauteous nymph, 
Too beauteous Helen ; no uncourtly gift 
Then, whep each guy diversion of the fair 	• 
Led to ingenious use. 	 B. iii. 

This uSefid little machine has been likewise 
immortalised in the twenty-eighth Idyllium of 
Theocritns,,which, accompanied with the pre-
sent of an ivory distaff; is addressed to the Wife 
of Nicias, a Mile%inn Physician, and the inti- 
mate friend of the poet. 	It is?  perhaps, the 

   
  



NO. X111. 	LITLItAILY 1101Inn, 	 1b5 

most interesting piece in the coBection of the 
Sicilian, and places the character of Thougenis 
in every amiable and domestic light. ' The sen-
sibility and affectionate esteem which illumine 
every line of this elegant production induce me 
to insert A portion of it in the version of Mr. 
Polwhele. 	Theocriths, conveying his instruc- 
tive gift, invokes Minerva, the patroness of the 
Woof, to transport him -safe to the towers of 
Nileus: 

Thither we ask fair winds to waft us o'er, 
That Nicias, by the sweet-ton'd Graces blest, 

Their hallow'd offspring, may with letter'd lore 
And friendly converse charm his welcome guest. 

Thee, Distaff', thee, or polish'd ivory Tratu'd, 
1 bear, meet present to his lovely wife; 

So shall her frugal industry be tiun d, 
The genuine model of domestic lit'e; — 

Nor would I bear thee, Distaff, to the dome, 
Where dissipation reigns, and idle mirth ; 

Thee who, amidst Sicilians pasture bloom, 
,Tracest to Archia's city walls thy birth ; 

A. happier mansion he thy lot to gain, 
Where li;es my friend, whose health-restoring 

aid 
Lulls with salubrious balms the throbs of pain, 

And guards Miletus' sons from Pluto's shade. 
Thus.shall thy fair possessor rise in fame, 

By thee recall to mind her tuneful guest ; 
And many a one, that marks thee, shall exclaim, 

" Though but a trivial favour be possest, 
, 

	

	" "l'is for the giver's sake the gift we boast;  
" And what a friend bestows we value now I, 

About the period of the publication of Vol 
Fleece, Work-lionses for the poor had howl 
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recommended, and erected in several of the 
mercantile parts of the kingdom, as 	Bristol, 
Birmingham, &c. &c. 	On these institutions, 
which every friend to humanity would wish to' 
see conducted upon a scale of more perfect 
utility, our worthy author; whose heart expands 
with delight at the prospect of the happiness 
they are likely to diffuse, bestows unqualified 
praise, and exhorts did pauper, in the following; 
energetic strains, to avail himself of the offered 
bleikang. 

Ho, ye poor, who seek, 
Among the dwellings of the diligent, 
Vor sustenance unearn'd ; who stroll abroad 
Frotn house to house, with mischievous intent, 
Feigning misfortune : Ho, ye lame, ye blind ; 
Ye languid limbs, with real want oppress'd, 
Who tread the rough highways and mountains wild, 
Through storms; and rains, and bitterness of heart ; 
Ye children of affliction, be compell'il 
To happiness'; the long-wish'd day-light dawn:4, 
When charitable rigour shall detain 
Your step-bruis'd feet. 	Ev'n now th6sons of trade, 
Wherc'er their cultivated hamlets smile, 
Erect the mansion : here soft fleeces shine ; 	4 
The card awaits you, and the comb, and wheel : 
Here shroud you from the thunder of the storm ; 
No rain shall wet your pillow : here abounds 
Pure bev'rage ; here your viands are prepar'd ; 
To heal each sickness, the physician waits, 
And priest. entreats to give your MAKER praise. 

. 	 B. hi. 

Thyi celebration of Rivers has ever been a 
favourite topic with the poets; 	and Spenser, 

   
  



NO. XIII. 	LITERARY HOURS. 	 1S7 

Drayton, Milton, and Pope, have vied with each 
other, and the ancients, in descriptions of this 
kind. 	Neither the Scamander of Homer, the 
Tiber of .Virgil, nor the Anfidus of Horace, 
have received more lavish praise than the Trent, 
the Severn, and the Thames. 	With a view of 
the latter and its chief port, terminates the third 
book of The Fleece; the poet, however, in tracing 
the progress of his manufacture through the 
country, in its way to the sea, has given a 
beautiful delineation of various smaller though 
equally romantic streams ; and the passage we 
are about to quote, especially in its close, will, 
with the judicious critic, possess merit of no 
inferior kind. 	After noticing the public roads 
along which the labours of the loom must pass, 
the author says, they 

thence explore 
Thro' ev'ry navigable wave, the sea, 
That laps the green earth round: thro"lyne, and 

Tees, 
Thro' Weare and Lune, and merchandising Hull, 
And Swale, and Aire, Whose crystal waves reflect 
The various colours of the tinctued web ; 

4  Thro' Ken, swift rolling down his rocky dale, 
Like giddy youth impetuous, then at Wick 
Curbing his train, and, with the sober pace 
Of cautious eld, meand'ring to the deep ; 
Thro' Dart, and sullen Exe, whose =raring wave 
Envies the Dune and bother, who have won 
The serge and kersey to their blanching streams : 
Thro Towy, winding.  under Merlin's tow'rs, 
And Usk, that frequent, among hoary rocks, 
On her deep waters paints th' impending scene. 	. 
Wild torrents, crags, and woods, and monntam 

B. III. AllOW8. 
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The fourth book offers such a multiplicity of 
passages worthy of selection, that, were we not 
necessarily limited by the nature of our work, 
many sheets might be occupied in unfolding its 
beauties. 	The reader, however, must be con- 
tented with a few specimens,. which are intended 
rather to allure him to the perusal of the entire 
poem, than to satisfy his curiosity. 

Sea-views make a conspicuous figure in the 
first-rate productions of some of the first poets; 
the Odyssey and the ./Eneid abound with them, 
but the Lusind of Camiiens has, in this species 
of painting, tar excelled the boasted ellbrts of 
antiquity. 	Its storms and calms are drawn with 
a spirit and precision which even Vandervelt 
has not exceeded. 	Among ourselves, the Ship- 
wreck of Falconer 	may be mentioned , with 
applause, and the lately published poem of 
Mr. Bicilake, intitled 	The Sea, has claims to 
considerable notice. 	Dyer, also, in this part of 
his Fleece, has presented us with some beautiful 
sea-pieces, of the tranquil kind ; two of these 
demand quotation. 	' 

--I-. In 	 the pleasing care 	pilot steers 
Steady; with eye intent upon the steel, 
Steady, before the breeze, the pilot steers: 
While gaily o'er the waves the mountain prous 
Dance, like a 8141 of dolphins, mul begin 
To streak with 	trious paths the hoary deep. — 
----------1---— and now 
The fluctuating mirld of Waters wide, 
In boundless magnitude, around them swells; 
O'er whose imaginary brim, nor towns, 
Nor woods, nor mountain tops, nor aught appears, 
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But Phoebus' orb, refulgent lamp of light, 
Millions of leagues aloft: heav'n s azure vault 
Bends over head, majestic, to its base 
Uninterrupted, clear circumference ; 
Till, rising o'er the flick'ring waves, the cape 
Of Finisterre, a cloudy spot, appears. 

B. iv. 

The turn upon the words, at the commence-
ment of these lines, has a pleasing effect; Mil-
ton has tiequently and judiciously made use of 
the. same ornament, which, if it be not too 
ostentatiously 	employed, 	will 	ever 	delight.. 
The latter part of the extract is an example of 
that calm sublimity which elevates and expands 
the mind without exciting the passions, 	or 
occasioning the smallest tumult or agitation. 

A portion of the following description has ever 
been considered as an admirable instance of the 
adaptation of .tlic sound 	to the sense; 	and 
though, in ninny cases, this bemity be perfectly .  imaginary, in the present, I think, it will be 
allowed, as far as possible, to have been exem-
plified. 

See, through the fragrance of delicious Mrs, 
That breathe the smell of balms, how-traflic shapes 
A winding voyage, by the lofty coast 
Of Sofala, thought Ophir, in whose hills 
Ev'n yet some portion of ifs ancient wealth 
Remains, and sparkles in the yellow sand 
Of its clear streams, though unregarded now ; 
Ophirs more rich are found. 	TVA easy coarse 
l'he vessels glide; unless their speed 1w stolyld 
By dead calms, that ofi lie on those smooth seas' 
,While miry zephyr sleeps ; then the shrtmds drop ; 
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The downyfeather, on the cordage hung, 
Moves not ; ihe.flat sea shines like yellow gold, 
Fus'd in the fire ; or like the marble floor 
Of some old temple wide. 	But where so wide 
In old or later time, its marble floor 
Did ever temple boast as this, which here 
Spreads its bright level many a league around? 
At solemn distances its pillars rise, 
Sofida's blue rocks, Mozambic's palmy steeps, 
And lofty Madagascar's glittering shores. 

B. iv. 

The infamous slave-trade meets, as it justly 
deserves, .the poet's reprobation. 	At a .time 
when this indelible blot upon our species had 
not been rendered so conspicuous for its atro-
city as lately it bath been, through the well-
directed effbrts of the good and wise, our 
amiable author viewed it with 	indignant ab- 
horrence: surveying the coast of Guinea, he 
exclaims:. 
. 

'nu: trade — 
Along this IntrWrous coast, in telling, wounds 
The gelfrous heart, the sale of wretched slaves: 

is blind I , wickedness 
Their sable chieftains.may in future times 
Burst their frail bonds, and vengeance execute 
On cruel unrelenting pride of ljeart 
And av'rice. 	There- arc1ills 01 come for crimes! 

B. iv. 

No British Bard, howeVer, on this subject,k  
has equalled the 	nervous 	language 	of Dr. 
Darwin, who, in his 	 nnc Garden, in lines, 
which, for strength of imagery and energy of 
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appeal, 	excite the warmest admirtition, 	thus 
proclaims the miseries of violated humanity. 

Hark! heard ye not that piercing cry, 
Which shook the waves, and rent the sky !'— 

E'en now, e'en now, on yonder Western shores 
Weeps pale Despair, and writhing Anguish roars : 
Ev'n now in Afric's groves with hideous yell 
Fierce Slavery stalks, and slips the dogs of hell ; 
From vale to vale the gathering cries rebound, 
And sable nations tremble at the sound !— 

YE 	BANDS Or SENATORS! whose suffrage 
sways 

Britannia's realms, whom either Ind obeys; 
Who right the injur'd, and &ward the brave, 
Stretch your strong arm, for ye have power to save! 
Thron'd in the vaulted heart, his dread resort, 
Inexorable CoNscisNcE holds his court; 
With still small voice the plots of Guilt alarms, 
Bares his mask'd brow, his lifted hand disarms ; 
But, wrapp'd in night with terrors all his own, 
Ilk speaks in thunder, when the deed is done. 
Hear him, ye Senates ! hear this truth sublime, 
" IIE 	wito , ALLOWS 	OvintEssioNr, 	set %111N 	'nip 

CRIME." 

To tyrants of every species, 	Dyer was a 
Actermined foe, and seizes every opportunity, 
not only of lashing these brutalisers of man-
kind, but of praising the mild constitution awl 
laws ,of his native country. 	Many diffusive 
Instances of this patriotism might be selected :. 
but the introduction of Britain at the close of 
tho following quotation, when mentioning this' 
ports of Surat, Goa, and Bombay, is so strike 

s Bohuvie Onnlen. p. tai. 
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ingly beautiful; and in so concise, yet in so 
forcible a manner interests our feelings, that 
I give it the preference to 	more elaborate 
detail: 

But what avails, or many ports or few ? 
Whero wild ambition frequent from his lair 
Starts up ; while fell revenge and famine lead 
To havoc, reckless of the tyrant's whip, 
Which clanks along the valleys : oft in vain 
The merchant seeks upon the strand, whom erst, 
Associated by trade, be deck'd and clotted : 
In vain, whom rage or flunine has devour'd, 
He seeks; and with increas'd affection thinks 
On Britain.-,— 

6 	B. iv. 

The route of the 	trading caravans from 
Petersburg 	to 	Pekin' next 	leads 	the 	poet 
through; 	a vast 	variety of nations 	differing- 
essenttally in their manners, customs, and cli-
mate, and he has happily availed himself of 
these particulars, in many it sketch of animate 
andinanimate nature. 	On their • leaving on 
the right the flowery realms bordering on the 
Caspian Lake, he recollects, with sorrow, they 
are 

The haunt .-1---......---- 
Of arbitrary rule, where regions wide 
Are destin'd to the sword ; and on each hand 
Roads hung with carcav, or under foot 
Thick strewn : while inNeir rough bewilder'd vales, 
The blooming rose its fragrance brollies in vain, 
And silver jimniainsfidr, and nightingales 	• 
Attune their notes where none are left to hear. 

B. iv. 
12 
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The tenderly-pleasing thought in these last 
four lines, has been a great Iiivourite with our 
poets : thus Pope : 

• 
Like roses that in deserts bloom and die. 

Rape of the Lock, iv. 157. 

A similar idea is met with in Thomson and 
Gray : 	. 

and blooming wilds, realms unknown,  
And fruitful deserts, worlds of solitude, 
Where the sun smiles, and seasons teem in vain, 
Unseen and unenjoyed. , 

Summer, 84.7. 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Elegy, v. 35. 

Dyer's description is, after all, 	perhaps, the 
most full and pathetic. 

In passing through the territory of the Ostiac 
Tartars, a people immersed in the most savage 
barbarism, and indolent to an extreme, the 
author expatiates on their wretched state. 

Miserable tribe 
Void of commercial comforts : who, nor corn, 
Nor pulse, nor oil, nor heart-enliv'ning wine, 
Know to procure ; nor spade, nor scythe, nor share, 
Nor social aid : beneath their thorny bed 
The serpent hisses, while in thickets nigh , 
Loud howls the hungry wolf. 

''Q1.. 1. 	 0 

   
  



194 	 LITERARY HOURS. 	NO. mil. 

After this bold and 	animated passage, 	he 
immediately proceeds to mark the further pro-
gress of the caravans, and presents us with a 
piece of scenery whose chief features are those 
of mingled terror and sublimity. 

• So 	they fare, ' on 
And pass by spacious lakes, begirt with rock 
And azure mountains ; and the heights admir 
Of white built's, whose snow-nodding crags 
Frighten the realms beneath, and from their u 
Pour mighty rivers down, th' impetuous streams 
Of Oby, and Irtis, and Jenisca swift, 
Which rush upon the northern pole, upheave 
Its frozen seas, and lift their hills of ice. 

B. iv. 

Were it necessary, many more quotations Of 
equal beauty 	with 	the 	preceding might be 
given, for I may justly say, there is scarce ,a 
page in the whole,  poem, but what conveys, 
directly, or indirectly, 	sonic interesting senti- 
ment, or illustrative imagery ; even in the most 
didactic parts, the close of a paragraph gene-
rally introduces a picture which rivets attention, 
and throws such a glow 	•illation over the 
precept, that he must be 	lolls indeed, who 
is not delighted with the,ptt t's art. 	Two or 
three of these miniature iketchings, as furnish-
ing a strong,,,410,. of the author's mode of 
embellishit  t P 'aryest portions of his subject, 
I shall 	,.,$, 	scribe. 	Treating of the differ- 
ent va ' 	the fleeces, 	he mentions 	those 
which 	been injured by the moth, 	and 
observe. 
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Our ancestors 
Selected such for hospitable beds 
To rest the stranger, or the gory chief, 
From battle or the chase of wolves return'd.. 

• B. ii. 

The cotton groves of India, he remarks, 
produce 	mere 	luxuries, 	mere " .g,auds and 
dresses of fantastic web ;" 

but 	kinder toils our 
Give clothing to necessity ; keep warm 
Th' unhappy wand'rer, on the mountain wild 
Benighted,, while the tempest beats around. 

B. iii. 

He advises the merchant to neglect not even 
trifles, for that from highly-finished labour, they 
are frequently held in great estiination; 

Nor what the peasant, near some lucid wave, 
Pactolus, Simiiis, or Meander slow, 
Renown'd in story, with his plough upturns, 
Neglect; the hoary medal,, and the vase, 
Statue and bust, of old magnificence 
Beautiful reliques I , 

B. iv. 

Inculcating 	the 	necessity of varying 	the 
merchandise according to the varied modes 
and wants of mankind, he enforces his precept 
with this among other instances: 
ilor frequent are the freights of snow-white woofs, 
Since Rome, no more the mistress of the world, 
Varies her garb, and treads her darken'd streets 
With gloomy cowl, majestical.no more. B. iv. 

o'2 
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Such is the poem which the tasteless criticism 
of Dr. Johnson has contributed to plunge .  into 
neglect. 	. 	. 

The exquisite specimens, however, which we 
have now brought forward, will, 	it 	is to be 
hoped, induce miiny renders of the Literary 
Hours, to pay due attention to .the volume of 
Dyer; 	they will find 	it 	written 	in 	a 	true 
classical style, 	and with several happy imita- 
tions of the ancients. 	But let it be recollected 
that the 	beautiful 	and elaborate effusions of 
genius, pregnant with 	classical and historical 
allusion, and chastised by refined taste, are not 
to be understood, or relished from a superficial 
perusal. 	To form an estimate of excellences 
such as these, reiterated efforts, and no small 
portion of poetical 	erudition, will 	be 	found 
essential : an enjoyment; however, of the high-
est rank awaits him who studiously elevates his 
mind to a perception of the noblest energies of 
imagination, and to a keen sense of the finer 
beauties of composition. 

From such, The Fleece of Dyer, having once 
obtained attention, will receive itslong-delayed 
reward, nor, though mingled, like every human 
work, with occasional error, has it much . to 
apprehend from the most acute .yet candid 
critic. 
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The time 
•Wheel Superstition cherish'd every crime ; 
When " barb'rous" Priests pronounc'd with falt'ring 

tongue, 
Nor knee to read the jargon which they sung; 
When Nobles, train'd like blood-bounds to destroy, 
In ruthless rapine plac'd their savage joy ; 
And Monarchs wanted cv'n the skill to frame 
The letters that compos'd their mighty name. 

HAyLEY. 
. 	 • 

DuiuNG the eighth, ninth, and tenth centuries, 
while on the banks of the Thames, the Tiber, 
and the Seine, a profound and almost impene- 
trable darkness hovered, 	those of the Tigris 
were lighted up by the splendour of science and 
of literature: 	To contrast and to describe the 
leading features of these periods, 	the super- 
stitious ignorance of Christian Europe with 
the literary energy and magnificence of the 
eastern world, will, perhaps, afford no unenter-
taining sketch, nor one unproductive of salu-
tary reflection. 

Upon the demolition of the western empire 
in the sixth century of the Christian era, its 
rude and untutored conquerors, hurrying over 
the most fertile parts of Europe, ignorant of 

0 3 
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letters, and altogether addicted to the love and 
exercise of arms, soon utterly neglected what-
ever remained of the taste, of the literature, and 
elegance of the Roman ; and, to cut off all 
resource, all speedy probability of dispelling so 
dreadful a gloom, the Arabians, in the course 
of a few years after this event, headed by the 
daring and enthusiastic Mahomet, rushed from 
their savage deserts to enforce the precepts of, 
his religion, and, 	under his immediate suc- 
cessors, rashly dared to consume the invaluable 
library of Alexandria, the rich deposit of what-
ever the best and wisest of the ancient world 
had been amassing for ages.  
' ThuS; within the space of a hundred years, 
every vestige of human learning . was nearly 
destroyed, and a barbaric ignorance, which 
attained its height during the eighth, 	ninth, 
and tenth centuries, 	degraded Europe. 	In 
these latter periods, with one exception or WO, 
every species of tyranny which could deform 
humanity, and 'every superstition which could 
debase the light of huMan reason, universally 
prevailed, and from Christianity mingled with 
barbarism, the rights of the priesthood with 
those of the empire, 	the prerogative of the 

.sovereign with that of the nobility, such anar- 
chy and confusion arose, as altogether impeded 
the difflision of letters. 	Among the clergy also, 
where lileinture more especially ought to have 
been cherished, an ignorance the most excessive 

' was to 1?e found ; and it is not uncommon to 
discover in the deeds of a synod, awientence 
like the following a " As my lord the" bishop 
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cannot write himself, at his request I have sub- 
scribed." 	Even Charlemagne, that fir-famed 
monarch, the theme of minstrels, and the hero 
of romance, was unable to write his own name, 
and forty-five years of his life elapsed, ere be 
attempted any progress in literature. 

What materially contributed to quench the 
last glimmerings of philosophy and science, was 
the extreme scarcity of books: in this island, 
what libraries had been left by the Romans, 
were destroyed by the ravages of the Picts and 
Saxons; and the search for and the purchase of 
them upon the Continent, were attended with 
great fatigue and enormous expence. 	In the 
year 690, King Alfred gave an estate of eight 
hides, or as much land as eight ploughs could 
labour, 	to Benedict Biscop, founder of the 
monastery of Weremouth in Northumberland, 
for a single volume on Cosmography*, and at 
Rome their value was etinally 1- extravagant. 
In France, likewise, Louis the Eleventh was 
obliged to deposit a considerable quantity of 
plate, and to get one of his nobility to join with 
him in a bond, under a high penalty,- to restore 
it, before he could procure the loan of one 
volume, which may now be purchased for a few • 
shillings. $ 	Independent, however, of the diffi- 
tulty in acquiring manuscripts, not the least 
desire or inclination for study prevailed in these 
unhappy periods. 	In the ancient capitol of the 
world itself, the lamp of science was expiring " 

" Bed. Hist. Abbat. Wermuthen. p. 297, 298. i 
f Murator. Andq. torn. iii. p. 811. 
I Hist. de Louis XL par Comines, t. iv. p. 281. 
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and the.  plainest rules of grammar, the first 
rudiments of letters, even among those who pre-
tended to extraordinary information, were un- 
know►i. 	The vilest wretches that ever'disgraced 
humanity, filled the papal throne during the 
tenth century, alike ignorant of literature as of. 
moral rectitude.' " 0 miserable Rome!" exclaims 
a contemporary writer, " thou that formerly 
didst hold ,out so many great and glorious lumi-
naries to our ancestors, into what prodigious 
darkness art thou now fidlen, which will render 
thee infinnous to all succeeding ages !" 4 	in 
France, in the eighth century, Charlemagne 
could not find a single teacher of the liberal 
arts : nor did she improve in this respect during 
the two succeeding ages; and in Christian Spain 
they were compelled to issue canons against or- 
daining men priests or bishops, who 	could 
neither read nor sing psalms. 	Three or four 
beautiful lights, however, in this gloomy and dark-
shaded picture should not be omitted ; 13ede, 
Alcuin, and Charlemagne in the eighth, and 
Alfred in the ninth century, were possessed of 
extraordinary genius; men whom history has de-
lighted to hold up to our admiration, whom it has 
embalmed with gratefid praise, and whose abili,. 
ties, as brilliant as they were 'solid, burst through 
that cloud of ignorance with a splendour that 
dazzled, though they failed to inform, the under- 
standini. til.  their contemporaries. 	They" were, 
in 	1114 .but 	as 	meteors 	that 	flash 	on 	the 
surroetling gloom, are gazed at for a moment 
with 7;tup1(l wonder, anti are then lost in the 
• A ritultlits OrIva numln, 4%plitl 1)11 ►'iu, Ilie.4  Ecelva..eout. to. 
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darkness of returning night. 	"The death of 
Beda," says William of Malmesbury, " was 
fatal to learning, and particularly to history ; 
insomuch that it may be said, that almost all 
knowledge of past events was buried in the same 
grave with him, and bath continued in that 
condition even to our times."' =" At my ac-
cession to the throne," (A. D. 871,) observes 
Alfred, ".all knowledge and learning were ex. 
tinguished in the English nation : insomuch 
that there Were very few ,to the south of the 
limber %Vito understood the common prayers 
of the Church, or were capable of translating a 
single sentence of Latin into English ; but to 
the south of the. Thames, I cannot recollect so 
much as one who could do this." t 	After the 
death of this incomparable man, the torch,  or 
science, which he had taken so much pains to 
reltimine, 	was 	totally 	extinguished, 	and 	'the 
demon of ignorance and superstition spread her 
dreadful pall over the barbarous sons of pros- 
trate ' Europe. 	" We now enter," complains 
Baronius, " on the history of an age, which, 
for its barbarism and wickedness, may be called 
the age of iron; for its dulness and stupidity, 
the age of lead ; and for its blindness and igno-
rance, the age of , darkness." t 2-- " The tenth 
coutury," says Urenebrard, " is commonly'and 
justly called the unhappy age ; for it was almost 
quite destitute of men of aenius and learning, b 
nod few great princes or good prelate$, and 

W. Alalmes. I. i. c. 3. 
'I' Spelman, Vita Alitedi, append. 3. p: VW. 
I Baron. Annal. ad an. 900. 
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hardly any thing was performed in it that 
merits the attention of posterity." * , 

The dreadful devastation of the Danes, pre- 
vious to the reign of and after the demise of 
Alfred, and the original contempt of the ancient 
Germans and 'Saxons for literature, undoubt-
edly operated considerably in producing this 
deplorable defalcation of knowledge : but the 
degraded  state of Christianity, which consisted 
merely in the accumulation of .relics, the per-
formance of pilgrimage to Rome, and in monas-
tic seclusion, accompanied with the most stupid 
credulity, was of itself sufficient to annihilate 
all energy of mind : for, by depreciating science, 
and requiring implicit firth in the most wretched 
and absurddoctrines and legends, all discrimin- 
ation of truth and record, 	all the sources of .  
history and. philosophy, all power and wish to 
detect error, 'however gross, were effectually 
destroyed, and the nobler faculties of the mind 
laid waste and crushed beneath the iron hand 
of ecclesiastic tyranny. 

The liberal and, benevolent spirit of our 
religion, which, when rightly understood, con- 
duces both to our p1 	amt and our future happi- 
ness, was thus perverted and debased, 	and 
became, in the hands of these stupid fanatics, 
a chief mean in poisoning the best and sweetest 
blessings of society.. 	Monastic life, whether 
considered in regaill to the male or female cha-
racter., appears equally contrary, to sound reason 
and morality : for, as the very first principles 

Gentbrard, p. 55i1A •..:, m 	1 	.1 
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of moral 'and religious duty consist in our rela-
tive conduct, in our mutual endeavours to assist 
each other and improve society, such a seclu-
sion, it is evident, must be directly calculated 
to overthrow whatever nature has ordained 
should be our-chief pursuits; and the monstrous 
'catalogue of enormities with which the early 
history of these monasteries is deformell, clearly 
proves how derogatory they are to the rights.of 
mankind, how destructive of the very ends for 
which they were erected, how productive of 
wretchedness and guilt. 	Not only the clergy 
of these times fled into these nests of sloth and 
superstition, 	but kings, queens, 	and nobles 
without number abandoned the world, quitted 
their country as governors and protectors, to 
dream out their days and be interred near the 
relics of some favourite saint. 	Several indi- 
viduals even, deserting their &milks and friends, 
fled into perpetual solitude, where, actuated by 
the most absurd enthusiasm, they inflicted upon 
themselves, as due to the conceived enormity 
of their transgressions, every species of punish- 
ment 	and 	self-denial, 	all 	the. sufferings 	of 
poverty and guilt. 	The most singular instance, 
perhaps, in the world, of self-inflicted, severe, 
and long-continued suffering, 	occasioned by 
enthusiasm of this kind, took place during the 
fifth century, in Syria, and.seetns to have given 
birth to the nearly similar extravagances that 
for several centuries afterwards disgraced the 
provinces of Europe. 	"Simeon Stylites, at the 
age of thirteen, deserted the profession of a 
shepherd, 	and 	threA• himself into an austere 
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monastery. 	After a long and painffil noviciate, 
in which , Simeon was repeatedly saved from 
pious suicide, he established his residence on a 
mounmiq about thirty or forty miles to the east 
of Antioch. 	Within the space of a mandra, or 
circle of stones, to which be had 	attached.  
himself by a ponderous chain, he ascended a 
column, which was successively raised from the 
height of nine, to that of sixty teet, from the 
ground. 	In 	this last, 	and lofty station, the 
Syrian Anchorite resisted 	the heat of thirty 
summers, and the cold of as many winters. 
Habit and exercise instructed him to maintain 
his dangerous situation without fear or giddiness, 
and successively to assume the different p.ostures 
of devotion. 	He sometimes prayed in an erect 
attitude, 	with his outstretched arms, 	in the 
figure of a cross; but his most familiar practice 
was that of bending his meagre skeleton from 
the forehead to the feet; and 'a curious spectator, 
after numbering twelve hundred and forty-four 
repetitions,at length. desisted from the endless 
account. 	The progress of an ulcer in his thigh 
might shorten, butt  it could not disturb, this 
celestial life; and the patient Hermit expired, 
without descending from big column." 

This custom, 	so 	ridiculous 	in 	itself, 	and 
founded npon an error so glaring, has con- 
tinued, 	with 	the features indeed 	somewhat 
softened, until nearly.  the present period. 	Du- 

- ring the fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenth 
vi:enturics, 	the 	hermit, 	although 	he 	did not 

• • Gibbon's Decline and 	Fall of the 	Roman Empire, 
.vol. Ifi. 8vo. edition, p. 265. 	' 
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retire 
; 
to the 	savage and unexplored desert; 

though he did not expose his naked body, fes-
tering with ulcers from the consequence of his 
own rigid discipline, to the injuries of the wea-
ther, yet he equally contemned society, though 
to enjoy, perhaps, a spot rich in beautiful and 
sequestered scenery ; 	where giving way to a 
mind either heated by religious fervour, 	or 
soared by misfortune and perfidy, he spent his 
days in indolence and prayer. 	Such a solitary 
situation our amiable and romantic poet has 
thus graphically drawn : 

A little lowly hermitage it was 
Down in a dale, hard by a forest's side, 

Far from resort of people that did pas 
' In traveill to and froe: a little wyde 

There was an holy Chappell edifyde, 
Wherein the hermite dewly wont to say 

His holy things each morne and eventyde ; 
Thereby a christall streame did gently play, 

Which from a sacred Countable welled forth alway. 
SPENSER. 

There were no crimes in these periods, how-
ever enormous, but what might be expiated by 
Purchnsed • absolutions, 	or 	by 	pilgrimages ; 
murders and pollutions of all kinds were thus 
absolved, and few thought themselves safe, or 
secure of the joys of heaven, without having 
paid their devotions at the shrines of St. Peter 
and St. Paul ; " for such reasons," says Dr-, 
Henry, 	" kings, 	queens, 	nobles, 	prelates, 
monks, nuns, saints, and 	sinners, 	wise Inen 
and fools, were impatient to undertake These 
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• 
religious journeys ; and all the roads between 
Rome and England were constantly crowded 
with 	English pilgrims. 	It appears 	indeed, 
that the morals 	of these 	superstitious 	vaga- 
bonds, especially of the ladies, were not much 
improved by these peregrinations. 	Bonitace, 
Archbishop of Mentz, an Englishman, in a 
letter which he wrote to Cuthbert, Archbishop 
of Canterbury, A. 1). 74.5, exhorts him —' to 
prevent such great numbers of English nuns 
from going on pilgrimages to Rome ; 'because 
so many of them lose their virtue betiq they 
return, that there is hardly a city or town in 
Lombardy, France, or Gaul, in which there 
are not some Englli women who live by 
prostitution, to die great reproach of your 
church.' 	It is not impossible,, that these ladies, 
being certain of a plenary remission of all their 
sins when they arrived at their journey's end, 
might think there could. be  no great harm in 
adding a little to the number of them ' by the 
way." *' 	Many of these pilgrimages were un-
dertaken for the sake of procuring relics, which 
in this period were considered of inestimable 
value, inclosed in cusk0 of gold and silver, 
and bestowed on their nappy possessor 'a title 
to the veneration and almost worship of his 
contemporaries; scarcely any crime was shrunk 
from, wovided it led to the acquisition of these 
preeiorni articles, and a rotten bone, or a rusty 
nail, the thumb of an apostle, or ailock of the 
hair of Mary the mother ofeGnilf  Ubtained by 

# Henry's History of Great Britain, .Vol. it,:iteit. 'edit. p.303. . . A 
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falsehood, theft, or robbery, were held dear as 
existence itself, and thought capable of absolv- 
ing the purloiner from all enormity in 	the 
means made use of for their, acquirement. 
Nothing, in filet, can be more astonishing than 
the 	credulity 	and 	infiduation 	of 	Christian 
Europe during these dark ages; the most mon-
strous and absurd tales of apparitions and mi-
racles, of enchantments and visions, were firmly 
confided in ; 	and of these a large collection 
might be made, a singular, though perhaps not . 
an unentertaining monument of the strange 
folly of our ancestors. 	One of the most respect- 
able of our ancient Historians, 	William of 
Malmesbury, has recorded the following mi- 
racle as an indisputable fact, 	related 	in 	the 
very words, he says, of the persons on whom 
it Was wrought, and of which  a formal deed, 
relating the particulars, and attesting the truth, 
was drawn up and subscribed by Bishop Pe- 
regrine, the successor of Hubert. 	" I, Ethel- 
bert, a sinner, will give a true relation of what. 
happened to me on the day before Christmas, 
A. D. 1012, in a certain village where there 
was a church dedicated to St. Magnus the 
martyr, that all men may know the danger of 
disobeying the commands of a priest. 	Fifteen 
young women, and eighteen young men, of 
which I was one, were dancing and singing 
in the church-yard, when one Robert, a priest, 
Was peiforming mass in the church, who sent us 
a civil message, intreating us to desist from our, 
diversion, because we disturbed his devotion by 
our noise.. But we impiously disregarded his 
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request ;upon which the holy man, inflamed 
with anger, prayed to God and St. 'Magnus, 
that we might continue dancing and singing a 
whole year without intermission. 	his prayers 
were heard. 	A young man, the son of a priest, 
named John, took his sister, who was singing 
with us, by the hand, and her arm dropped trom 
her body without one drop of blood followin(r., 
But, notwithstanding this disaster, she continued 
to 	dance and sing 	with 	us a whole year. 
During all that time we felt • no inconveniency 
from rain, cold, beat, hunger, thirst, or weari-
ness, and neither our shoes, nor our clothes wore 
out. 	'Whenever it began to rain, a magnifi- 
cent house was erected over us by the power of 
the Almighty. 	By.Our continual dancing we 
wore the earth so much, that by degrees we 
sunk into it up to the knees, and at length up 
to the middle. 	When the ' year was ended, 
Bishop Hubert came to the place, dissolved the 
invisible ties by which our hands had been so , 
long united, absolved us, and reconciled us to 
St. Magnus. The priest's (laughter, whO had lost 
her arm, and other two of the young women; 
died away immediately; but all the rest fell into It 
profound sleep, in which they continued three 
clays and three nights; after which they arose, 
and went up And down the world, publishing 
this true., owl gloriCV miracle, and carrying the 
evideneek of its truth along with them, in the 
continual shaking of their limbs." * 

This `itsission for the marvellous in religion, 
.. 0 

W. Malmes. p. SR. h. ii. e. 1CP• 
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though mingled with more wildness of fancy 
and poetical invention, continued some centu-
ries : for Giraldus Cambrensis, one of the most 
learned and intelligent authors of the twelfth 
century, " tells us of a devil who acted a consi-
derable 'time as a gentleman's butler with great 
prudence and probity ; and of another who was 
a very diligent and learned clergyman, and a 
mighty favourite of his archbishop. 	This last 
clerical devil ins, it seems, an excellent histo-
rian, and used to divert the archbishop with 
telling him old stories. 	One clay when he was 
entertaining the archbishop with a relation of 
ancient histories and surprising events, the con-
versation happened to turn on the incarnation 
of our Saviour. 	Before the incarnation, said 
our historian, the devils had great power over 
mankind : but after that event their power was 
much diminished, and they were obliged to fly. 
Some of them threw themselves into the sea; 
some concealed themselves in hollow 	trees, 
or in the clefts of rocks ; and I myself plunged 
into a certain fountain. 	As soon as he had 
said this, finding that be had discovered his 
secret, his face was covered with blushes, he 
wkint out of the room, and was no more * seen." 
The intim historilm, likewise, in his Topography 
of Ireland, relates, that " when St. Kewen was 
ono day praying with both his bands held up to 
heaven, out of the window of his chamber, it 
swallow laid an egg in one of them ; and such 

• Henry's 	ilixtoty 	or 	Grent 	Britain, 	M. ri. 	p. ;1•!Cl• 
Gina Cambr. JIM. Cambr. I. i. c. I.2. p. '853. 
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was the patience and good nature of the saint, 
that he neither drew in nor shut his hand till, 
the swallow had built her nest; laid all her eggs, 
and hatched her young. 	To preserve the re- 
membrance of this fact, every statue of St. 
Kewen in Ireland bath a swallow in one of its 
hands." 

Excessive credulity is ever the companion of 
ignorance; and the specimens I have given (and 
a multitude of others still more absurd might 
be adduced) sufficiently prove, that a love of the 
marvellous the most gross and stupid, unmin-
gled with those sallies of fancy and mythology, 
that spirit of invention and fabling,, which, in 
succeeding centuries, engage alike the imaginn-
tion of the poet, and the research of the philoso-
pher, was the unhappy characteristic of this 
gloomy era; 	to such 	an 	incredible length, 
indeed, were superstition and folly sometimes 
carried, that in several churches, especially at 
Rouen, a ceremony was performed, Failed the 
feast of the ass ; at which the ass, richly Brest, 
was placed before the altar, and the infiltuated, 

' people .sung before him the following exquisite 
anthem : " Eh, eh, eh, sire Ane ! eh, eh, eh, 
sire Ane !" 

As curious as they were credulous, the in-
habitants of Europe at this time, and of the 
northern nations 	in particular, 	supported a 
train of magicians, diviners, and fortune-tellers, 
to whom they resorted upon any emergency, 
anxious either to avert present misfortune, or 

Topographia Hibernia, c. 2$. p. '727. 
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,were old :omen, personages, of high ,estiMation 
among -the.  Anglo-,Saxons and ,Danes;  and Ali 
whom they , condeiwed a portion of the .d14-inity • 
to ,reside. 	These venerable and withered aims 
travelled ,  with, much State,,, and with la large 
retinue of servants ; 	and those princes and 
nebles who invited them th *air housei for the 
purpose or exercising, their profession, treated 
them with the utmost, idefeuence end attention-, 
tquitnlin' has,gi,ven a genuine and' very curious 
4scriptioni  f#,an, interview of this ,kind; which, 

' -as it throwsi  much light upon -the manners of 
tins period, • and : is . indeed a, singular pie tore of 
their simplicity; 	cariosity; 	and 'credulity, • I 
shalt Ver(4kre :to transcribe. 	‘f There was,  in. 
the slum ,country an old woman named 4'hor-
licyrget, 'the?  only, survivor of nine sistersy fortune.?  
tell*, who was, very tamous for her ,knowledge 
or futurity, 	and frequented public; entertain- 
mbiits for the exorcise of her art. when.she 'wit's,  
invited.' 	Eatt ',Morelli:13, who had dm greatest. 
authority in that, country, and was -most, de4 
si,rous , to I.on(:nv when the famine, and sickness;' 
which' then rage,. would Conte tol'an'endo,sent 
messengeizs, to invite, Thorbiorga be his' 'house;  
after;, he had„made Al the , preparations which 
*iyierp •ii§uol,for the 'reception .of such tin honotir,.: 
ate guest. 	'In particular, .a'''seat was prepared 
for the,prophetesa, raised.scine steps abOvertho 
Other -e ts 	and covered with a cushion 'staffed 
with hen'sfeathers. , When , she tirriaredion. an P • 	'  
evening conducted by die messengers;  she was. 
dressed, in 'a gown of,„ greeni.oloth,1 buttoned 

r 2 	. 
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from top to bottom ; had a string of glass beads 
about her neck, and her head covered with the 
skin of a black lamb, lined with the skin of a white 
cat: her shoes were made of a calf's skin, with 
the hair on it, tied with thongs, and fastened 
with brass. buttons : on her hands she had a pair 
of gloves of a white cat's skin, with the fur in-
ward : about her waist she wore a Hunlandie 
girdle, at which hung a bag, containing her 
magical instruments ; and site supported her 
feeble limbs by leaning on a staff adorned with 
many knobs of brass. 	As soon as she entered 
the hall, the whole company arose, as it became 
them, and saluted her in the most respectful 
Manner; which she returned as she thought 
proper. 	'Earl Thorchill then advanced, and, 
taking her by the hand, conducted her to the 
seat prepared for her. 	After some time spent 
in conversation, 	a table was set before her' 
covered with many dishes ; but she ate only of 
a pottage of goat's milk, and of a dish which 
consisted of the hearts 	of various unitnaN. 
When the table was removed, Thorchill hum-
bly approached the prophetess, and asked her 
what she thought of his house, and of his 
family ; and when she would be pleased to tell 
them what they desired to know. 	To this she 
replied, that site would tell them nothing that 
evenh 	, but would satisfy them fully next day. 
Accot 	egly on the day after, when she had 
put 	ler implements of divination in proper 
order, she commanded a maiden, named Go-
dreda,, to ping the magical song called Vard/okur; 
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which she did with so clear and sweet a voice, 
that the•whole company were ravished with her 
music, and none so much as the prophetesS; 
who •cried out, ' Now. I know many things con-
cerning this famine and sickness which I did 
not know before. 	This Ermine will be of 
short continuance, and plenty will return with 
the next season, which will be favotu4ble ; and 
the sickness also will shortly fly away. 	As for 
you, my lovely maid Godreda, you shall be 
married to a nobleman of the highest rank, and 
become the happy mother of a numerous and 
flourishing family: 	After,  this, the whole com- 
pany approached the prophetess one by one, 
and asked her what questions they pleased, and 
she told them every thing that they desired to 
know."* 	 . 

It will readily be imagined that in an age so 
incapable of ascertaining truth of any kind, 
the sciences would receive little or no culti-
vation; in short, it may with propriety be said, 
they had none; their grammar, rhetoric, and 
logic, were despicable in the extreme; and in 
the place of astronomy, astrology, divination, 
and, witchcraft crowd upon our 'view. 	Of 
geography and chronology they had no idea: 
for their monks and pilgrims, their only tra-
vellers, journeyed merely in pursuit of' relics, 
and had no conception of ascertaining the 
position of the countries- through which they 
passed. 	Indeed after the fall of the Roman 

. 	f Erin's Kongo Saga, amid Bartholin, p. ON. • 
1' 	3 
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empire the connection between its former pro-
vince's was totally dissolved : severed among a 
number of 'hostile and illiterate barbarians, the 
geography of Europe was lost, and the inha-
bitants of one proVince were perfectly ignorant 
of the situation and . extent of .its immediate 
neighbour : intercourse of all kinds among these 
nations completely subsided, and the districts 
of the western world ' were to each other as 
force incog,nitte. 

The arts, 	though,  cultivated in this iteriod 
with more assiduity than literature and science, 
were still in a very 1 rude and imperfect state. 
Agriculture 	and pasturage,. as 	necessary to 
existence, could not be greatly neglected, but 
architecture was 	almost 	unknown ; scarce a 
fabric of brick or stone was to be found in 
England during these three centuries, the houses 
beinff0  altogether, and most of the churches and 
monasteries, • built of wood, and thatched with 
reeds. 	As a proof of this, alter the middle of 
the tenth century, Edgar the Peaceable, on his 
accession to the throne, exclaims, that all the 
monasteries in England were in a ruinous con-
dition, and consisted only mof rotten *boards. 
Alfred's most magnilitent building, his monas-
tery of iEthelingey, the admiration and wonder 
of the ago; 	wits constructed only of wood. 
Sculpture and painting could scarcely be said to 
give even a tolerable .representation of nature, 
animate or inanimate; slaves, however, as they 

• w ;now., an. ii. p. az 
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were to the corruptors of Christianity, they cer- 
tainly had attained sufficient excellence for the 
employment they were destined to. 	Poetry in- 
deed had not altogether ceased to breathe its 
magic influence, nor the art and its professors 
to excite admiration. 	Had the productions of 
the bards been adequate to the encouragement 
and honours they received, we should, most 
probably, 	have 	been 	able .to display some 
splendid specimens of their talents, but they had 
greatly degenerated from their predecessors, 
and though' their barbarous effusions had power 
to delight a rude and ignorant people, they are 
unworthy of the notice of more polished periods, 
otherwise than as occasionally conveying some 
historical information, or elucidating the manners 
and customs of their age. 	If we can credit the 
authenticity of the works of Ossian, a strain of 
the most pathetic and sublime poetry was known 
to this island long before the arrival of the 
Saxons : and from the mountains of Sweden, 
Denmark, Norway, and Iceland, descended, in 
the fifth century, the wild and heroic fictions of 
the Edda; while about the same time flourished 
in Wales the renowned Taliesin, and his cele-
brated-brother poets Aneurin, Cian, Llewellyn, 
&c. The songs of these venerable and romantic 
bards are said to have achieved the most asto-
nishing effects, to have inspired valour or corn-
passion, joy or Sorrow, magnanimity or revenge, 
at pleasure; and from the reliques of their 
genius we now possess, it must he affirmed that 
they were imbued with the genuine spirit of 

' P 4 
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poetic enthusiasm. 	But during the eighth, 
ninth, and tenth centuries, though a love for 
poetry still existed, and Alfred, Aldhehn, and a 
few other extraordinary men, gave every incite-
ment towards its cultivation, their efforts were 
ineffectual to produce• excellence, and poetry 
partook of the. general imbecility that 4uring 
these 	unfortunate periods degraded Europe. 
The art of war, unhappily for mankind too 
much an object of, attention in the dark ages, 
being destructive of rather than capable of pro-
moting literature or science, I shall paSs over 
without further notice, and hasten to conclude, 
what the history of such ages must be deemed, 
the unpleasant part of our subject. 

From the brief review we have now taken 
of the state of Christian Europe during this 
dismal portion of its annals, it will not be too 
harsh to say, that a superstition the most gross, 
u credulity the most excessive, an ignorance 
almost 	total 	with regard to literature 	and 
science, are its leading features ; and, in con-
formity to this gloomy picture,•, all. historians 
have agreed in branding it' with every epithet 
imagination could suggest, as adequate to ex-
press their sense of its barbarism and degra-
dation ; turning, therefore, from an object so 
humiliating to 	the lover of letters, 	and of 
civilized hfe, let its devote our attention to the 
more fertile regions of the East, where, during 
a great part of this period; the. Caliphat of the 
Abassides,,in all its height•of splendour, in all 
its  luxury a ilterature, offers to the view the 
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charm of contrast. 	Our succeeding. sketch will 
therefore attempt a delineation of the court of 
Bagdad, and a. transient survey of the Ommiades 
of Spain, who, whilst Christian Europe was im-
mersed in ignorance and sloth, greatly encourged 
all that was beneficial and ornamental to human 
life. 
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Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state, 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tygris' shore 

• In m►ghty Bagdad, populous and great, 
Held their bright court, where was of ladies store ; 
And verse, love, music, still the garland wore. 

TIIONISON. 

AT the commencement of the eighth century 
of the Christian era, the empire of the Caliphs 
was of immense extent, stretching from the 
confines of India to the shores of the Atlantic 
ocean. 	Over this vast tract a similarity of 
religion diabsed a similarity of manners and 
opinions, and became a bond of union to the 
various but otherwise discordant nations on its 
Surface ; and. the inhabitants of Bagdad and 
Cordova, of Cairo and Samarcand, were alike 
believers in the mission of the Prophet, and in, 
the eternity ,n1* file Koran. 	Uncireumscribed 
in 	prerOtpithe, , uncontrolled 	by 	nobles 	or 
comet 	o, combining the sacerdotal and the 
regal.lituctions, the caliphs reigned the most' 
powealful monarchs on the globe. 

• That There Is Only One God, was the salu- 
tary and eternal truth imprinted by Mohammed 
on the minds of the rudest Idolaters, 	and 
prayer, fasting, and alms, were the duties he 
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enjoined ; the sitnplicity of his _doctrine and 
precepts has never been cottrupted, and .in the 
splendid dome of St. Sophia, as in "th es hunible 

tabernacle erected by the hands of the Prophet, 
the pure creed of Islam is preserved and pro-. 
fessed inviolate. 	To the Son of Abdallah, the 
Arabs were indebted for an union of action and 
sentiment, of which they had no conception in 
any age previous to his existence; their idols, 
the causes of. religious difference, always the 
most implacable, 	" were broken before the 
throne of 'God," and a system of rewards and 
punishments admirably adapted to their 	 . igno- 
rance and appetites, stimulated the enthusiasm 
and inflamed the imagination of these lords of 
the desert. 	Their valour was now solely directed 
against the unbelievers,• and the sword of the 
Prophet, 	resistless as his tenets of line and 
predestination, flashed terror to the hearts of 
his opponents; " a drop of blood," says the 
martial apostle, " shed in the cause of God, a 
night spent in arms, is of more avail than two 
months of fisting or prayer : whoever falls in 
battle, 	his sins are forgiven ; 	at the day of 
judgment his wounds shall be resplendent as 
vermilion and odoriferous as musk ; and the 
loss of his limbs shall be supplied by the wings 
of angels and cherubim." 	Fired by represent- 
ations such as these, 	and by the 	powerful 
temptations of a sensual, paradise, the roving 
tribes of Arabia, awakened from their inglorious 
and solitary independence, coalesced, and with 
the view 'of extirpating polytheism, conquered 
half the globe. 	Greatly however as the Koran 
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owes its extension to the poer of the sword, it 
can boast of a morality very pure ; the mild 
virtues of hospitality and charity are inculcated 
as indispensable duties, and its doctrines of the 
unity and perfections of the Deity, and of a 
resurrection 	to 	immortal life, 	arc 	at 	once 
rational and sublime. 	The Musulman who 
wishes to be respectable, must fulfil the law of 
bestowing a tenth of his property, and, by strict 
temperance and frequent ablution, prepare his 
soul and body in conformity' to the commands 
of God and his apostle ; and though the idea 
of a carnal paradise has called flirt!' the indig-
nation of the Ascetic, yet has the Prophet 
expressly declared that all meaner happiness of 
this kind will be abjured and despised by those 
holy men who shall be admitted to the beatitude 
of the Divine vision. Let us consider, moreover, 
that from the rational faith and practice of Islam, 
all worship of saints, martyrs, relics, and images, 
all 	mystery 	and 	metaphysical 	subtlety, 	all 
monastic seclusion, 	and enthusiastic penance, 
were banished, 	and that it 	superseded 	the 
idolatrous worship of the Caaba, the rites of 
Sabianism, and the altars of Zoroaster. 

After these cursory remarks on the religion 
of Mohammed, I shall proceed to the more 
immediate Inuposiis of this paper, and give a 
short account of ,the magnificence and man-
ners, literature and science of the Caliphats of 
Bagdad and Cordova, during die eighth, ninth, 
and tenth centuries, a period in which Christian 
Europe, as we have seen, was immersed in 
thq profoundest ignorance and superstition. — 
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Won the expulsion of the Ommiades, Alman-
sor, the second Caliph of the race of Abbas, 
not willing to reside at Damascus, the former 
capital of the house of Ommiah, 	laid 	the 
fbundations of Bagdad, A. I). 762,the seat of 
his posterity during a reign of 	 ive hundred 
years. 	Nearly about the same time, A. D. 755, 
Abdalrahman, a royal youth of the race of the 
Ommiudes, escaping from the proscription of 
his kindred, took refuge in Spain, was received 
with triumph by the people of Andalusia, and 
after a glorious 'struggle, planted the throne of 
Cordova, and gave origin to the Ommiades of 
Spain, 	under whose 	prosperous 	sway 	this 
country 	attained 	a 	population 	and fertility 
which has not since been equalled. 

Bagdad was built on the eastern bank ot the 
Tigris, 	and its population during the ninth 
century was so great, that the funeral of a 
popular saint 	might 	he 	attended 	by eight 
hundred thousand men and sixty thousand wo-
men of Bagdad and the neighbouring villages. 
I Jere, amid the luxuries of the East, the once 
temperate and simple Caliphs of Arabia as. 
Aired to rival and to surpass the magnificence 
of the Persian Kings. 	The treasure left. by 
Almansor, amounting to thirty millions sterling, 
was in a few years exhausted by the nitinificence 
and ostentation of his children ; and his son 
Mahadi, in a single pilgrimage to Mecca, ex. 
pended six millions of dinars of gold. 	" li 
pious and charitable 	motive," 	observes 	the 
Historian of the Roman Empire, " may sanctify 
the foundation of cisterns and yaravanseras, 
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which he distributed along a measured road of 
seven hundred miles ; but his train of camels, 
laden with snow, could serve only to astonish 
the natives of Arabia, and to refiresh the fruits 
and liquors of the royal banquet. The courtiers 
would surely praise the liberality of his grand-
son Almamon, who gave away four-fifths of 
the income of a province, a sum of two millions 
four hundred thousand gold dinars, befbre he 
drew his foot from the stirrup. 	At the•nuptials 
of the same prince, a thousand pearls of the 
largest size were showered on the head of the 
bride, and a lottery of lands and houses dis- 
played the capricious bounty of fortune." 4* 	In 
the tenth century the magnificence and glories 
of the court had increased, 	while the vital 
strength and power of the Caliphat were gradu- 
ally diminishing. 	A. D. 917, an embassy was 
received at Bagdad from the Greek Emperor of 
Constantinople, "and the Caliph's whole army," 
says Abulfeda, '" both horse and foot, 	was 
under arms, 	which together made a body of 
one hundred and sixty thousand men. 	His 
state-officers, 	the givourite slaves, stood near 
him in splendid apparel, their belts glittering 
with gold and roils. 	Near them were seven 
thousand eyitntatA, 'bur thousand of theM white, 
the remilitiner black. 	The porters or door- 
keepers were in number seven hundred. 	Barges 
and boats, with the most superb decorations, 
were seen swimming on the Tigris. 	Nor was 

• Gibbon's Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, vol. a. 
36, 37. 	 . 
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the place itself less splendid, 	in which were 
hung up thirty-eight thousand pieces of tapestry, 
twelve thousand live hundred of which were of 
silk embroidered with gold. 	The carpets on 
the floor were twenty-two thousand. An hundred 
lions were brought out, with a keeper to each 
lion. 	Among the other spectacles of rare and 
stupendous luxury, 	was a tree of • gold and 
silver spreading into eighteen large branches, 
on which, 	and on the lesser boughs, 	sat a 
variety of birds made of the same precious 
metals, as well as the leaves of the tree. 	While 
the machinery affected spontaneous motions, the 
several birds warbled their natural harmony. 
Through this scene of magnificence, the Greek 
ambassador was led by the visir to the foot of 
the Caliph's throne."'" 

Nor was the splendour of the Ommiades of 
Spain at 	all 	inferior 	to 	the Abbassides of 
Bagdad ; in the same period, that Caliphat pro- 
duced a revenue of six 	millions of sterling 
money, a sun' which in the tenth century ex-
ceeded the combined revenues of the Christian' 
monarchs. 	Cordova displayed six hundred 
moschs, nine hundred baths, and two hundred 
thousand houses; and the Caliph gave laws to 
eighty cities of the first, and to three hundred 
oh the second and third order; and twelve thou-
sand villages and hamlets decorated the beau- 
tiful banks of the Guadalquivir. 	"Three miles 
from 	Cordova, in 	honour of his favourite 
Sultana, the third and greatest of the Abdo!- 

. Abutreda, P. 557' 
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rahmans 	constructed 	the 	city, 	palace, 	and 
gardens of Zehrar. 	Twenty-five years, and 
above three millions sterling, were employed 
by the founder; his liberal taste invited the 
most skilful sculptors and architects of the age; 
and the buildings were sustained or adorned 
by twelve hundred columns of Spanish and 
African,' of Greek and Italian marble. 	The 
hall of audience was encrusted with gold and 
pearls, and a great basin, in the centre, was 
surrounded with the curious and costly figures 
of birds and quadrupeds. 	In a lofty pavilion 
of the gardens, one of.these basins and foun- 
tains, 	so delighttid 	in a sultry climate, was 
replenished, not with water, but with the purest 
quicksilver. 	The seraglio  of Abdalrahman, 
his 	wives, 	concubines, and 	black 	eunuchs, 
amounted to six thousand three hundred per-
sons ; and he was attended to the field by a 
guard of twelve thousand horse, whose belts 
and seymetars were. studded with gold." -- 
" Our imagination is dazzled by the splendid 

'picture," 	continues the philosophic historian, 
44 and whatever may be the cool dictates of 
reason, there are few among us who would 
obstinately refusn It trial Or the comfmts and 
the, cures Af royalty. 	It may, thereflorel  be of 
some usuitffl borrow the experience of the same 
Akialredomin, 	w)iose magnificence has, . per- 
haps, .excitist our admiration mid envy, and to 
transcribe an authentic memorial which was 
found in the closet of the deceased caliph. 	' I 
have now reigned above fifty years in victory,or 
pence; beloved by my subjects, dreaded by Any 
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enemies, and respected by my allies. 	Riches 
and honours, power and pleasure, have•waited 
on my call, nor does any earthly blessing appear 
to have, been wanting to my felicity. 	In this 
situation, I have diligently numbered the days 
of pure and genuine happiness which have fallen 
to my lot : they amount to FOURTEEN : — 0 
man ! place not thy confidence in this present 
world.' " * 

In the most flourishing period of the Abbas- 
'side dynasty, toward the latter end of. the 
eighth, and beginning of the ninth century, 
reigned the Caliph Haroun Alrashid, or the 
Just, a name familiar even to our infancy 
through the medium .of the Arabian Tales. 
Haroun was the most potent monarch of his 
race, a lover of learning, art, and science, a war-
rior of the first fame, and indefatigable in the 
administration of the laws; he repeatedly tra-
velled through his provinCes from Chorasan to 
&apt; nine times he performed, the pilgrim:- 
age of Mecca, and eight times he invaded the 
dominions of Consnintinople. 	His father Ma-
hadi had compelled the Greeks to pay. an an-
nual tribute of seventy thousand dinars of gold, 
but 'upon his death, the Emperor Nicephorus 
resolving not to pay' what his predecessors had 
so ingInnously submitted to, sent an epistle to 
Alrashid refusing this badge of disgrace, and 
terminating with the following menace : .4 Re-
store theretbre the fruits of your injustice, or 
.nbide the determination of the sword.' 	sg At 

• Gibber* vol. I; p.' SA-4o. 
'VOL. r. 	 Q 
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these words the ambassadors cast a bundld of 
swords before the foot of the throne. 	The Ca- 
liph smiled at the menace, and drawing his 
scymetar, 	samsamah, 	cut asunder the feeble 
arms of ;he Greeks, without turning the edge, 
or endangering the temper of his blade. 	He 
then dictated an epistle of tremendous brevity : 
' In the name of the most merciful God; Haroun 
Alrashid, Commander of the Faithful, to Nice- 
phorus, the Roman Dog: 	I have read di 
letter, 0 thou son of an unbelieving mother. 
Thou shalt not hear, thou shalt behold my 
reply.' 	It was written in characters of blood 
and fire on the plains of Phrygia," • and Nice-
phorus was ultimately compelled to submit. 

The epithet of the Just applied to this caliph 
was not undeservedly bestowed ; he was atten-
tive and impartial as a legislator, and in his 
domestic character he was mild and generous. 
One exception,however, there is to this ap-
plause, which has sullied the brightness of his 
fame, and covered his memory with reproach. 
He who could listen to the complaint of a poor 
widow who' had been pillaged by his troops, 
and who dared, in, a passage of the Koran, to . 
threaten him with the judgment of God and 
posterity, instigated by ill-founded passion, and • 
intemperate 	slaughtered the innocent' k

f
tvenge, 

Barmecides, 	le most illustrious flintily of the 
East. 	As the relation of this transaction will 
dims+ some light on the manners of the period, 
its itvertion here will not be inapposite. 	Yahia 

• Gibbon, yol, x, it. 54.ge 
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.Ben Khaled, the first of thii family who 'distin-
guished himself at Bagdad, and his four sons, 
Fadhel, Jaafer, Mohammed, and Musa, were 
endowed with all the virtues and talents that 
elevate and adorn humanity, were possessed of 
large property and influence, and beloved both 
by prince and people. 	Yahia bad been pre-
ceptor to Huoun, and upon his accession to 
the throne, was appointed his visir; and when 
the infirmities of age compelled him to retire, 
his son Jaafer succeeded to that high office. 
The most eloquent and pleasing character of 
his age, Jaafer became the inseparable compa-
nion of the Caliph, nor could existence charm 
without the presence of the son of Yahia. 	The 
affairs 	of government, 	however, 	necessarily 
withheld himliom the wishes of the Caliph, who, 
to enjoy therefore the entire society of a man 
so deservedly esteemed, deprived him of his 
office, and created Fadhel grand visir in his 
room. 	In these situation4.the two brothers for 
seventeen years swayed the empire tunl the 
affections of their master, until a moment of 
imprudence plunged them in the gulf of irre- 
trievable ruin. 	The account of their disgrace 
is thus given : — 	. 

" The Caliph bad a sister. called Abassa, of 
whom he was passionately fond, and whose 
company he preferred to every thing but the 
conversation of Jaafer. 

" These two pleasures he would fain have 
joined together, by carrying Jaafer with him in 
his visits to Abassa, but the laws of the Haram, 
which forbad any one, except a near relation, 

. 	Q 2 
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being introduced there, made that impossible, 
and he was obliged to be absent either from his 
'sister or his favourite. 	At length he discovered 
a method which he hoped would enable him to 
enjoy at the same time the society of these two 
persons, who were so dear to him. 	This was to 
unite .Jaafer and Abassa in marriage. 	They 
were Married accordingly ; but with this express 
condition; that they should never meet,' .except 
in the presence of the Caliph. 

" Their interviews however were very fre-
quent, and us neither could be insensible of the 
amiable qualities which the other possessed, a 
mutual affection 	took 	place 	between them. 
Blinded by their passion, they forgot the Caliph's 
injunction, and the consequences of their inter-
course were hut too apparent. . Allassa was de-
livered of a son, whom they privately sent, to be. 
,educated at Mecca. 	 1 	. 	, 	‘,- , 
!.. ” For some time their amour .was conceme 
from 41rashid ; but the Calipkhaviwat Aengt, 
,received intelligence of it, • 11,0 gave ivity, t9, 40 
;rage,, and determined to, take the  inAa4 severe 
revenge, 	In cepacquenco of thi lcrue.A resolve, 
he ivatnediAtely commanded JaafeF tOe.pAt t9 
death, and the whole ,race of Aarinec .4 koe dc!- 
,prived of their pos;essions, and thrown ;TO Mr .  son.0  These orders were obeyed; Janfer, was
beheaded in the antichambex of the,rcoyalapftri- 
ment, whither he, had come to request an inter-
view with the implacable kXarowl, and his fat 
and brothers perished in confinement." ' 

:*. Carlyle's Specimens of Arability Toetris :P. 
1 

   
  



. 	 _ 
NO. XV. 	LITERARY  ilIOURS. 	 §429 

• • , 
•To the Arabian Nights' Entertainments, though 

in general merely considered as a work of extra-
vhgant fiction, their reader will be indebted flir 
much genuine  information relittive to the domes-
tic habits of the court and people'of Bagdad, as 
they are now fully ascertained to convey a just 
picture of the manners and customs of the Cali-
phat during this splendid portion of its existence; 
and had the translation been more more faithful 
to the idiom of tile original, had better stip-
ported its peculiar spirit and strong features, 
and net mutilated a production of undoubted 
genius, theseitalei had still finsther merited the 
attention of the philosopher and historian. 	Ac-
cording to Colonel Caliper

' 
 they are still, a tini-

veratilly tend 'and An-tired throughout 'Asia by 
all ranks of men, both old and 'young." -= 46  Bet 
fore any person decides. on. the merit of tliese 
books," observes the Colonel, 66'  he should be 
eye-*itnese of • the effect they- produce on those 
'whb best nndeiistand theni. 	I have more than 
'ottee) seen the: Arabians 'ort the desert sittingt, 
'ilitindAtte,'llstehing t0 these stories with such 
4114E4163111 lied pleasure,' as totally to forget tho 
ifatigtie arid hardship 'with which an instant be- 
tote' they. 'were entirely overcdme," "' 	Open as 
these 'romantic coinpoSitions 	however, , to l ure, 

&every 'doss of readers, let tis draw our illustra-
tions fiord' less fiiiniliar sources, yet not without 
expressing a 'wish 'that some elegant Orientalist 
would.give thee' a More cipprepriate dress. 	'" 

• • Observation% an the INssago, to . Laadla toprough Egypt •44: 
across the Great Desert.  

Q 3 
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In the Specimens of Arabian Poety with which 

Mr. Carlyle has lately favoured the world, are 
three Songs by Mashdud, Rakeek,• and Rail, 
Improvisatori Poets in' Bagdad ; these are ac-
companied, with a preface, which, as giving, in 
the opinion of the Professor, an excellent deli, 
neation of Arabian manners during the flourish-
ing  period of. the Caliphat, I shall quote here 
with its attendant poetry. 

" I was one day going to the Mosque," says 
Abou Akramah, an author who. 	supported him- 
self at Bagdad by the profits of his pen, 64 in 
order to see if I could pick up any little anec- 
dote which might serve for the 	round-work of 
a tale. 	As I passed the gate of Abou Isy, son 
to the Caliph Motawakkel, I saw Mashdud, the ' 
celebrated extempore poet, standing near it. 	. 

" Mashdud saluted me, and asked whither I 
was going ? I answered, to the Mosque ; and 
confessed without reserve the business which 
drew me thither. 	The poet, upon hearing this, 
pressed me to accompany him to the palace of 
Abou Isy : I declined however complying with 
his solicitations, conscious of the impropriety of 
intruding myself uninvited into the presence of 
a person of such rank and consequence., 	But 
Abou Isy's porter,overhearing our conversa-
tion, declared that he would put an end to my 
difficulties in a moment, by acquainting his 
master with my arrival. 

•" He did so ; and in a short time two ser-
vants appeared, who took me.  up in their arms, 
and carried me into a most magnificent apart- 
men4 where their master was sitting. 	Upon my 
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introduction I could not help feeling a little 
confused, but the Prince soon made me easy, by 
calling out, in a good-natured manner, ' 'Why 
do you stand blushing there, you simpleton ? 
Take a seat.' 	I obeyed; and in a few minutes 
a sumptuous collation was 	brought 	in, 	of 
which I partook. 	Nor was the juice of the 
grape forgotten : a cup-bearer, brilliant as the 
morning 'star, poured out wine for us more 
sparkling than the beams of the sun reflected 
by a mirror. 

" After the entertainment I arose, and hav-
ing invoked every blessing to be showereddown 
upon the head of my bounteous host, I was 
preparing to withdraw; but Abou Isy pre-
vented me; and immediately ordered Mashdud, 
together with Rakeek and Rais, two musicians, 
whose fame was almost equal to Mashdud's, to 
be .called in. 	They appeared accordingly ; and 
having taken their places, Mashdud gave us the 
following satiric song ;— 	• 

MASHDUD 
‘014 THE MONKS OF KHABBET. 

Tenants of yon hallow'd lane 
Let me your devotions share, 

The're unceasing raptures reign — 
None are ever sober there. 

Crowded,gardens, festive bowers, 
Ne'er shall claim a thought of mine ; 

You can give in Khabbet's towenv.— 
Purer joys and brighter wine.. 

Q 4 	- 
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• Tho' your pallid faces prove 
• How you nightly vigils keep, 
'Tis but that you ever love 

Flowing goblets more than sleep. 

Tho' your eye-balls dim and sunk 
Stream in penitential guise, 

'Tis but that the wine you've drunk 
Bubbles over from your eyes. 

'• 
66  He had no sooner finished, than Rakeek 

began, and in the Seine Nverification', and to the 
same air, supeas follatvsi  :.--i 

RAKEEK 

TO MS 'PENAL; ,CONPANIONS. ' 
' 	 , 	1 	I 	t 	• 
Tho' the peevish tongues upbraid, • 

Thor the brows of wisdom scowl, -, 
'Fair ones here on roses laid, 

Careless will we quaff the howl.. 
, 	7 	 . 

Let the cup, with nectar crown!d, , 
.Thro' the grove its beams displayi 

It can shed a lustre round, 
Brighter than the.torc11 of lay. ( , , 

Let it pass from hand to hand, 	l  
Circling still with ceaseless fli41,4, 

Till the streaks of grey expand 
O'er the fleeting robe of night. 
0 	 .1 	J 

As night ibis, she does but cry," 	I 
6f Seize the momenta that remain! 

Thus our joys with yours shall vie, 
Tenants of yon.hallow'd pee t, 	1  

11 
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• 44  It was Rais's turn next, who charmed us 
with this plaintive little dialogue, supposed to 
pass betwixt himself and a lady : — 

DIALOGUE BY RAIS. 

RAIS. 

Maid of sorrow,' tell us why 
Sad and drooping hangs thy head ? 

Is it grief that bids thee sigh ? 
Is it sleep that flies thy bed ? 

Lint 
All I I mourn no fancied wound, 

Pangs too true this heart have wrung, 
Since the snakes which curl around 

Selim's brows my.bosom stung. 

Destin'd now to keener woes, 
I must see the youth depart ; 

He must go, and as he goes 	• 	. 
Rend at once my bursting heart. 

Slumber may desert my bed, 	• 
'Tis not slumber's charms I seek — 

'Tis the robe of beauty spread 
O'er my Sella: rosy cheek." * . 	.• 

The stern and simple manners of the first 
caliphs, of Abubeker, Omar, and Othman, were 
no longer in existence, nor was the enthusiasm 

. 	Carlyle' SprOitneni of lArobilin ,Poctry, p. 61. 
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of die people cherished by temporal and spin  
ritual conquest. 	Softened by prosperity, liter- 
ature, and the tranquil pleasures of domestic 
life, 	Haroun 	and his 	immediate 	successors 
sunk upon the couch of luxury, and though 
the scene was for some time splendid and fas-
cinating around them, the seeds of destruction 
lurked beneath " the robe of beauty," and in 
the tenth century Redid, the twentieth of the 
Abbassides, was the last Abo deserved the title 
of Commander of the Faithful. 

If we contemplate the philosophy and science 
of this 	powerful people, 	it 	will 	be found 
that their age of learning continued for near 
five hundred years, and was coeval with the 
darkest centuries of Christian Europe. 	Their 
Augustan period, however, if . we may make 
use of the expression, 	certainly took place 

'beneath the auspices of the first caliphs of the 
house of Abbas; beneath the munificent en- 
couragement of Almansor, 	Mahadi, 	Hadi, 
Haroun, . Almamon, and their immediate suc-
cessors, who, during the eighth and ninth cen-
turies, cherished and cultivated the , sciences, 
and invited frOrn all parts of the world men of 
genius and knowledge, whose abilities, secure 
of meeting honour and reward, cast h splendour 
on the . court of Bagdad that bas attracted the 
attention, the admiration, and gratitude of every 
friend to intellectual improvement. These royal 
lovers of literature collected with incredible 
pains the manuscripts of ,Grecian .science, and 
employed the most skilful interpreters in trans-, 
lating them into Arabic;, strenuously reopm- , 
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mended to their subjects their perusal, 	and 
attended in person the assemblies of the literati. 
They founded at Bagdad libraries of the most 
ample extent, containing some hundred thou-
sand volumes, and, atoned, in ' some measure, 
to the literary world for the ignorant fanaticism 
of the Caliph Omar, whose destruction of the. 
Alexandrian collection plunged into oblivion 
many an author of the ancient world, who had 
exalted his imagination with the bopes of im-, 
mortality. . The visirs and the emirs of the 
provinces emulated the liberality and patronage 
of the caliphs, and a taste for study. and for 
science was propagated throughqut the vast 
extent of. their empire. 	A college was esta- 
blished at Bagdad, through the munificence of 
a visir, who appropriated a sum ,9f two hundied 
thousand pieces of gold to its foundation, and 
endowed it with an annual revenue of fifteen 
thousand dinars. 	•Here six thousand disciples 
of every rank were. instructed at different times, 
in all the departments of literature; the indigent 
scholars were provided with adequate stipends, 
and liberal salaries were granted to the profes- 
sors. 	Not only caliphs and emirs were encou- 
ragers Of science; even in inferior life the same' 
avidity for copying.  and collecting manuscripts 
itirevailed, and a private doctor refused the invi-
tation of the sultan of Bocharti, because the 
carriage of his books would have required four 

I hundred camels. 	 • 
. Among the various branches of human learn- "" 
ing , cultivated by' the 'Arabians, 	ihilosophiy: 
astronomy, and physic, 	occupied their chief ( 
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a tteuiion .'• !'libe l workY of Aristotle and Plato, 
Of ' Euclid; li Ap011oriitii;'' and 	Ptolemy, 	were 
ti miliatitotctheir scloolS;''and their versions are 

. ascribed .-to HOnain; a-Celbbrated physician, who 
flourishedrat Bagdtid; 'and died there A. D. 876. 
He' founded a kind of 'Academy for translation,' 
mid The 'produCtiaig. of ids 'tong and disciples 
werel:published under ibia ' riaMe. 	The logic 
64 metaphysies" of ' Aristotle', imatheniatic4 . and 
the 1 sciences,  of ' Algebra,' 1110 tatter of . which 'is 
ftscribedby three Arabs. 'themselveg to "the (4-reJ 
clan Diophantit9P were latudiedi Tarith ' profound 
attentioni• and"the'ivR3 fOrtnerleo...mented Upoti 
With great 'prolixity' and' sit'utenes.' "'With 'still 
greater succesa' did. they eilltiiate " the"sublime 
science of- Astrcintany; whieh'We'vateb"the mind 
Of min to disdairi his' diminutive ''pullet' kill 
momentary' existence. ' The Zbitly' ifist0iiibiati.  
of observation iwere' supplied by the ' Caliliii 
Almamon 	and the land of the''C'halditiiiS Wit 

l  'afforded ithe same spaCioueu'lekA 1  the',Igthfie 
unclouded' horizon. 	Iri h the 1  Pining . Of "SiOitaV; 

.and a second time' hi those of daft, his 'filatheL 
tnaticiana 'aCeurately Imeagared iii degree of th 
'great , ciitle ' ..of thl:' earth, and .deterithined"Itt 
twenty-four Thousand miles' the 'entirdleiitiWit 
&knee 'of our globe.' ' Frani The' 'rei#ii Of' the 
Abbasaidak to that Of the grand-chddred 'Of 

,Tamerlane,' the Stars; without the iiid of gl'asd.i, 
were diligently observed; and tihe.astronotnical 

•tiibles of Bagdad, 'Spainp  and Sainarcand, Cor-
rect some , minute' errors, "without daring 'to 
renounce the hypothesis of Ptolemy."'' 

' 	' i 'ri  bibbon, 44.' X. p.•
I 

 47. ' 
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the hands of the Arabians; and to have operated 
a revolution in the practice and theory. of me-
dicine: it met at first with vigorous opposition 
from the Galenic school, but the powerful and 
salutary medicines it introduced, 'and extracted, 
as it were, from the bosom of the most virulent 
poisons in nature, soon crushed the timid and 
ineffeetive.practice of its opponents. 	Chemical 
theory indeed, notwithstanding the wide range 
of Arabian and European science and learning, 
has not, 	until lately, offered any very solid 
assistance towards the improvement of nedicine ; 
within these thirty years, however, such has 
been the rapid progress of the science, such the 
beautiful and singular discoveries it has produced, 
such a potent auxiliary has it proved to the 
physiologist, that, combined with the doctrine of 
irritability, na kid down by Huller, kontana, 
Brown, and Darwin, it seetns capable of esta-
blishing a system, . which, as drawn from broad 
and applicable facts, may bid defiance to the 
assault of time. 	Returning, however, to our 
Arabians, it will be found that in the pursuit of 
alchdmy, and the elixir of immortality, the most 
beneficial discoveries wore effected ; the three 
kingdoms of nature were analysed ; the distinc-
tion and affinity of alkalies ascertained ; tut ex-
cellent apparatus for ilia purposes of cheinistry 
invented ; and the mi•eries of mankind gave 
way to medicines elajosented in the crucibles of 
the alchymists. 	A., 	 • 

The Ommiades of Spain were not less atten-
tive, at this period, to. the prosperity and culti-
vation of learning : we are told, though perhaps 
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with some exaggeration, that the caliphs of the 
West had formed a library of six hundred thoti--
satid volumes, forty-four of which were employed' 
in the mere catalogue. 	We have good autho- 
rity however for asserting, that Cordova, the. 
metropolis of .the Commander of the Faithful, 
with its adjacent towns of Malaga, Almeria

' 
 .and 

Murcia, gave birth to better than three hun-
dred writers, and 'that above seventy public 
libraries were opened in the cities of the Anda- 
lusian kingdom.' 	Agriculture, manufactfires, 
and commerce, were likewise greatly encou-
raged, and a few years after the Mohammedan 
conquest, a map of the country, with its seas,' 
rivers, and harbours, was published by com-
mand of the Caliph, with an account of itslitilut- 
bitants mut cities, 	climate, soil, mid mineral 
productions. ° 	Under the Abdalrainnans they 
rivalled the East in philosophy, astronomy, 
and physic ; and so great was the reputation of 
the Mohammedan physicians, that the lives of 
the Catholic princes were entrusted to their 
care. t 

The Arts, especially poetry, music, and =hi- , 
tecture, were in high esteem among the nations 
of the East ; and long before 'the era of their 
prophet, the Arabs of the desert, and of the 
happier district of Yemen, vied in the produo- 
tions of their native bards. 	Their chief poems ' 
were. affixed to  the portal of the temple of 

• C.:Wow, Hist. de l'Aftique et tie i'Esptigne, torn. k 
p. liti, Illt 

t 	Mariann, II.,  viii. c, 7. 	tem. i. p., 918. 
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Mecca, and challenged the admiration, or called 
forth the emulated abilities of the votaries of 
song. 	The seven poems of the Caaba, inscribed 
in letters of gold, were thus presented to the 
people at the gate of the temple, and powerfully 
appealing to their passions and national virtues, 
inspired the love of valour, of generosity, and of 
fame. 	No virtue indeed among the Arabs was 
held in so much estimation as that of generosity, 
which was carried to a length almost unprece-
dented in the annals of any 'other nation, and 
truly merits the appellation of heroic. 	" A 
dispute had arisen; who among the citizens of 
Mecca was entitled to the prize of generosity'; 
and a successive application was made to the 
three who were deemed most worthy of the 
trial. 	Abdallah, the son of Abbas; had under-,  
taken a distant journey, and his foot was in the 
stirrup when he heard the voice of a suppliant, 
' 0 son of the uncle of the apostle of God, I 
am a traveller, and in distress.' 	He instantly 
dismounted to present the pilgrim with his 
camel, her rich caparison, and a purse of four 
thousand pieces of gold, excepting only the 
sword, either for its intrinsic value, or as a gift 
of an honoured kinsman. 	The servant of Kais 
informed the Second suppliant that his master 
was asleep ; but 418 immediately added, ' Here 
is a purse of seven thousand pieces of gold, it is 
all we have hi the hpuse, and here is an order 
that' will entitle you to a camel and a slave 
The master, as soon, as be awoke, praised and 
enfranihised his faithful steward with a gentle 
reproof, that by respecting his slumbers he had 
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stinted his bounty. 	The third of these heroes, 
the blind Argyll, at the hour of prayer,,,was 
'supporting his' steps on the shonlderp of two 
slaves. 	Alas !' he replied, ' my coffers, are 
empty, but these you may sell ; if yoturefuse,, I 
renounce them. 	At these words, pushing away 
the.youths, he groped along the walk with his 
staff." * 	Of Hatem, the most.heneficent cha- 
racter of Arabia, so many instances,of generosity 
are recorded, that to enumerate them would filtl 
a volume. 	He was'also an eloquent poet, though 
prior to the promulgation of Mohammedanism, 
and his poems expressed the, beneficence that 
reigned in his heart. 	1 	1 IT 1 	( 	I 	. 	P  

When such was the love, for and prevalence 
of poetry, during what we May term d)e illiterate 
age of Arabia, we shall not be surprised to find 
that, under the splendid period of, the calipliatS 
of Bagdad and Cordova, the.most ravish honours 
and rewards were bestowed on the favourites of 
the muse. 	For a, single poem,. Abou Tetuan,
one of their most celebrated  poets, received fifty 
thousand pieces of gold,..and was at the same 
time 	told, 	that 	this 'pecuniary reward vas 
deemed ,very inadequate. to the obligation he had 
.confetred. f 	During, this happy portion of 
Mohammedan literature, the simplicity of the 
b&nds of,Yemen,was combined with an elegance 
Pccutinr to the poets of Bagdad, and a series of 
lxiantifill poems for many centuries of the Hejra 
has been collected, translated, and given to the 

i 
! Ribbon, volt  ix., p:  242, 

40  4 	0 	i , 	 , 

 
Carlyle, P. O. 
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public by the taste and erudition •of Professor 
Carlyle. 	Owing to a very strong attachment to 
and high opinion of their native language and 
poetic diction, the Arabians disdained to study 
or translate the elegant literature of Greece or 
Rome ; and  among their various philosophic 
and scientific works, familiarized to the idiom of 
the East, not one poet or orator can be found. 
This has beeti lamented by some, whilst by • 
others it has been considered rather as a fortu-
nate circumstance, the sources of servile imita-
tion being thus cut off, and nature alone left to 
inspire the genius of the poet ; for it is a just 
remark, that " true taste in composition is by 
no means restricted to certain ages or climates, 
but will be found in every country which is 
arrived at that point in civilization, where bar- 

'barism has ceased, and fantastic refinement not 
yet begun." * 	The poems translated by Pro- 
fessor Carlyle are of themselves a strong proof 
of the truth of his observation. 	Far from being 
loaded with bombastic expression and inflated 
metaphor, they in general breathe the purest 
and chastest simplicity, both in style and senti-
ment, and frequently touch the heart with the 
tender tones of :•enuine pathos. 

Until the complete degraidation of the caliphs 
of Bagdad, amd the extinction of the authority 

. of the Ommiades of Spain, the poetry of the 
Arabiatia preserved its claim to superior excel-
lencel ;'and under Almostukfi, the last caliph of 
Cojdova, his daughter Waladata was us cele- 

• Carlyle's Specimens, preface, p• iii. 
• 1i 
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brated for the sweetness of her ,poetry, as for 
the beauty of her person. 	Au Epigram of hers 
has . been preserved by 	Casiri, 	and is thus 
elegantly translate,d by Mr. Catlyle. 

VERSES 

ADDRESSED BY WALADATA TO SOME YOUNG MEN 
. 

WII0 'HAD PRETENDED A PASSION FOR HERSELF 

AND 11ER COMPANIONS. 

When you told us our glances soft, timid;and mild, 
Could occasion such wounds in the heart, 

Can you wonder that yours, so ungovern'd and wild; 
Some wounds to our cheeks should impart ? 

The wounds on our cheeks are but transient, I own, 
With a blush they appear and decay ; 

Ilut those on the heart, fickle youths, ye have shown 
. To be even more transient than they.* 	, 

Nor was music less admired, or less ardently 
cultivated than poetry. 	The Caliph Hnroun 
Alrashid was passionately fond of it, and Isaac.  
Almousely, the most distinguished musician at 
the court of Bagdad, was a necessary member 

	

of every party of ctniusement. 	He is recorded 
as possessing the power of soothing or stimulat-
ing the passions of the Caliph at his pleasure; 
and once, it is said, that Alrashid having quar-
relled with his favourite mistress, Merida!), lea 

• Carlyle, ii..134. 
1t2 	• 
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her with a determination to see her no more. 
Ignorant df the means of bringing about a re-
conciliation, and almost in despait, she applied 
to her friend dip visir Jaafer, who, sending for 
Almousely, gave him a song adapted to the 
purpose, with a request that he would immedi-
ately perform it before the Caliph, and with all 
the pathetic powers he was capable of exerting. 
The musician complied, and Haroun, soothed 
by the melting tones of Almousely, bade adieu 
to his, resentment, and rushing into the presence 
of his again beloved Merida)), confessed the im-
petuosity of his temper, and solicited an oblivion 
of the past. 	With not less success tlid the celer  
brated Abou Mohammed fascinate the ears of 
the Caliph Wathek, who, after listening to a 
specimen of his musical talents, threw his own 
robe over the shoulders of the musician, and 
ordered him a present of a hundred thousand 
dirhetns.  

The Architecture of the Arabians possessed: 
neither the simplicity nor the 'unity of the 
Gtecian orders, but it displayed an imposing 
grandeur, 	and an air of vast magnificence,' 
Gigantic in its outline, whilst its miuuter parts 
were , delicately finished, clothed with all that 
gorgeous wealth could lavish, and decorated 
with the meretricious wonders of art, it excited 
admiration though it failed io gratify a chastised 
taste. 	When Ferdinand and Isabella entered 
in teannph the city of Granada, the inmost 
resetses and glories of the .Alhambra were 
thrown open to their view, •and as 	it was 
esteemed one of the 	whip.; . specimens of 
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Saracenic  architecture, a short account of its 
structure will convey to the reader a lively idea 
of their best and most splendid style, especially 
in interior decoration : for the exterior of the 
Alhambra presents but a rough and irregular 
appearance. * 	 , 

" Through a simple and narrow gate the 
spectator is conducted to a series of beauties 
which .almost realize the fabulous Tales of the 
Genii. 	The bath, the first object' which strikes 
his sight, consists of an oblong square, with a 
deep bason of clear water in the middle; two 
flights of marble steps leading down to the 
bottom ; on each side a parterre of flowers, and 
a row of orange trees. 	The court is encircled 
with a peristile paved with marble; the arches 
bear upon very 'slight pillars, in proportions 
and style different from all the regular orders 
of architecture.. The ceilings and walls arc 
incrusted with fret-work in stucco, so urinate 
and intricate, that the most. patient draftsman 
would find it difficult to follow it, unless he 
made himself master of the general plan. 	The 
former are gilt or painted ; and time has not 
&de(' the colours, though they are constantly 
exposed to the air; the lower part of the latter 
is Mosaic, disposed in fantastic knots and fes-
toons; a work new, exquisitely finished, and 
exciting the most agreeable sensations. 

0  For further proofs of the magnificence of the Arabian 
Architecture of the Peninsula, my renders will do well to 
consult " The Arabian Antiquities of Spain ; by J. C. Maltby,:  Architect. 	One hundred Engravings, with Descriptions. 
Large folio. 	Catlett and Davies. 	London; 1816. 

R 3 
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" From the bath a second door opens into 
the court of the lions, 	an hundred feet in 
length, and fifty in breadth, environed with a 
colonnade seven feet broad onthe sides, and 
ten at the end ; the roof and gallery are sup,. 
ported by slender Columns of virgin marble, 
fantastically adorned ; and in the centre of the 
court are the statues of twelve lions, which bear 
upon their, backs a large bason, out of Avhich 
rises a lesser. ' A volume of water thrown up, 
falls again into, the bason, passes through the 
beasts, and issues out of their mouths into a 
large reservoir, whence it is communicated to 
the other apartments. 

" These apartments are decorated with what-
ever the art of the age could invent, or corn- • 
merce could supply. 	The floors glitter with 
marble ; the walls and the windows are encir-
cled with Mosaic; and through the latter the 
rays of the sun gleam with a variety of light 
and tints on the former; the air is perpetually 
refreshed by fountains; and the double roof 
equally excludes the extremes of heat and cold ; 
from every opening, shady gardens of aromatic 
trees, beautiful hills, and fertile plains, 	meet 
the eye ; 	nor is it to be wondered 	 iat the 
Moors still 	regret the delightful gardens of 
Granada, and still offer 'up their prayers for 
the recovery of that city, which they deem a 
terrestrial paradise." 

Thus, 	whilst 	a darkness almost palpable 
hovered over Christian Europe, *lillst scarce 

.4.° 
History of Spin, vol. i. p. 4-40 
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one friendly ray glimmered, on the footsteps of 
its barbarous inhabitants, the stm of science 
and of. literature poured a steady light through 
the regions of the East, and through that part 
of the western ,world beneath the dominion of 
the worshippers of the Koran. 	In the courts 
of Bagdad and Cordova the manuscripts of the 
ancients were•accumulated ; brought from every 
distant part of their own and the Greek empire; 
translated and commented upon by their most 
learned. men ; and some works, now loSt ,in the 
original, have been recovered in the versions of 
the East. 	To these oriental Unitarians we are 
indebted for the introduction and improvement 
of algebra, for the creation almost of chemistry, . 
for many new and effective drugs, for much 
accurate 	astronomical 	observation, ' and 	for 
several works of invention,. tllat have more 
or less tinged the fictions and poetry of the 
West. 

The Arabians hail thus the merit of preserv-
ing learning from a total wreck, and of cherish-
ing and improving the arts and sciences, until 
Europe, roused from her inglorious slumber, 
appropriated the intellectual treasure, and shortly 
after carried her literary exertions to a degree 
of perfection unknown to and unapprehonded 

- by the most learned of the Mohammedan world. 

R, 4,  
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. 
I sat me down to watch upon a bank 
With ivy canopied, and interwove 
With flaunting honey-suckle •, and began, 
Wrapt in a pleasingfit of metal:Moly, 
To meditate my rural nunstrelsy,  
Till fancy had her fill. 	: 	MILTON. 

0, may the muse that loves to grieic, 
Her strains into my breast instil, 

Melodious as the bird of eve, 
In Mare's lays that murmur still! 

LANGIIONNE. 

IN no species of poetry has imitation been 
carried on with ,areater servility, than in what 
is termed the Eclogue; yet it might readily be 
supposed, that he who was alive to the beauties 
of rural imagery, who possessed a just taste in. 
selecting the more striking 	and picturesque 
features of the;objects around him, would find,' 
in the inexhaustible stores of nature, ample 
materials for decoration ; 	while incidents of 
sufficient Ifimpheity mid interest, 	neither too 
coarse on he one hand, nor too refined on the 
other, aerapted to the country, and tinged with 
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national manners and customs, might, with no 
great difficulty, be drawn from fact, or arranged 
by the fancy of the poet. 	Such combinations, 
however, under the epithet of pastoral, have 
not frequently .occurred, owing, I conceive, to 
the mistaken idea, that one peculiar form, style, 
and manner, a tissue of hacknied scenery and 
sentiment, cannot with propriety be deviated 
from. 	Under such a preposterous conception, 
genius must expire, a languid monotony pervade 
every effort, and the incongruity of the imagery 
and 	incident 	excite 	nothing 	but contempt. 
Theocrifus, the father of pastoral poetry, has 
done little more than paint the rich and romantic 
landscape of Sicily, the language and occu- 
pations of its rustic inhabitants ; 	a beautiful 
and original picture, and drawn from the very 
bosom of simplicity and truth ; and had suc-
ceeding poets copied him in this respect, and, 
instead-  of absurdly introducing the costume 
and scenery of Sicily, given a faithful repre-
sentation of their own climate and rural cha-
racter, our pastorals would not be the insipid 
things we are now, in general, obliged to con-
sider them, but accurate imitations of nature 
herself, sketched with a free and liberal pencil, 
and glowing with appropriate charms. 

Unfortunately, however, for those fVvi au-
thors who possess some . originhlity in pastoral 
composition, the professed critics in this depart-
ment, with the exception of one or two, have 
exclusively and perversely 	dwelt 	and 	com- 
mented upon mere copyists, to the utter neglect 
of poets who might justly aspire to contest the 
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palm of excellence'with the Grecian. 	In most 
of our dissertations on pastoral poetry, after 
due encomium on the merits of the Sicilian 
bard, -few authors, save Virgil, Spenser,  Pope, 
Gay, and Phillips;  are noticed,. all, except the 
second, translators, imitators, or parodists, ra-
ther• than original writers in this branch of 
poetry. 	If rural life no longer present us with 
shepherds singing and piping for a bowl or a 
crook, why persist, in violation of all.proabi= 
lityr  to introduce such characters ? 	If pastoral 
cannot exist without them, let us cease to com—
pose it, for to Theocritus these personages were 
objects of hourly observation, and the peasants 
of SiCily a kind of Improvisatori. 	I any per- 
suaded, however, that simplicity in diction and 
sentiment; a happy choice of rural imagery, 
such incidents and circumstances as may even 
now occur in the country,. with interlocutors 
equally removed from vulgarity or consider- 
able refinement, 	are all that are essential to 
success.** • . Upon 	this 	plan 	the 	celebrated 
GESNER has written his. Idyllia, compositions 
which 	have 	secured 	him 	immortality, 	and 
placed, him on a level with the Grecian. 	By 
many, indeed, and upon no trifling grounds, 

• * Since tjto first edition of these Essays, Mr. Southey has 
published six English Eclogues; these are avowedly written 
upon a plan similar to that which I have taken much pains to 
reconunund in this sketch. 	In some of these pieces I think he 
has succeeded well. 	I would particularly distinguish for their 
simplicity and beauty the 	" Old Mansion House," 44  The 
Witch," and " The Ruined Cottage." 	The " Grandmother's 
Tale" appear. to me t6 have too much of the horrid in it for 
this species of poetry. 	 1 	t 
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he is preferred, having with much felicity as- 
sumed' a Medium 	between 	the' rusticity 	of 
'Theocritus, tind the too refined and luxuriant 
imagination of Bion and Moschus, preserving 
ht the same time the• natural painting of the 
Sicilian, with the pathetic touches and exqui-
site sensibility of the contemporary bards.? 

One of the most harmonious and beauti-
fully plaintive passages, perhaps, in the whole 
compass of Greciali poetry, may be drawn 
from the Epitaph on Bion by Moschus ; the com-
parison between vegetative and huh= life, 
winch, 'though in some measure foreign to the 
purport of this paper, I canna avoid indulg-
ina myself and my readers in quoting, with the 
addition of a couple of versions and one or 
two 'of the most happy imitations ; — they, can-
not fail of being acceptable to feeling and to 
taste.,  
As, iu, aixs iha.Xaxat pest may xeda xaroy oXtoyhts, 
H •ra xXola aei‘sva, TO, 1' Etteag eXott attvOoy, 
Trestor cat 	otoy7s, xas Etc do; aXXo Opoyli• 
Alheass a' of theyaXol xas =girt 7 apt avarc, 
Oriro7E irre7a Oavalw, astaxoot ty %Boys xos71. 
Evaoptc tv imam pascloo a7Eyp,ora 3,71welo; invoy. 

Though fade crisp anise, and the parsley's green, 
And vivid mallows from the garden scene, 
The balmy breath pf spring.their life renews, 
And bids them flourish in their former hues ! 
But we, the great, the valiant, and the wise, 
When once the seal of death hath clos'd our eyes, 
Lost in the hollow tomb obscure and deep, 
Slumber, to wake no more, one long unbroken sleep! 

• Por,wii E LE. 
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The meanest herb we trample in the field, 
Or in the garden nurture, when its leaf 
At winter's touch is blasted, and its place 
Forgotten, soon its vernal•buds renews, 
Andfrom short slumber wakes to life again; 
Man wakes no more ! 	Man, valiant, glorious, wise, 
When death once chills him, sinks in sleep profound, 
A long, unconscious, never-ending sleep. 

GISBORNE. 

The saline sentiment may be found in Catul-
lus, Horace, Albinovanus, Spenser, &c.; but 
none have equalled, Doctors Jortin and Beattie, 
in imitating, and even improving on this'pensive 
idea. 

Hei milli! lege rata sol occidit atque resurgit, 
Lunaque mutatre reparat-dispendia forme : 
Sidera, purpurei telis extincta diei, 
Rursas nocte vigent : humiles telluris alumni, 
Graminis herba virens,et forum pieta propago, 
Quos crudelis hyems lethali tabe peredit ; 
Cum Zephyri vox blanda vocat, rediitque sereni 
Temperies anni, redivivo e cespite surgunt. 
Nos, Domini rerum! nos, magna et pulchra minatj! 
Cum breve ver vitae robustaque transiit restas, 
Deficimus : neque nos ordo revolubilis auras 
Reddit in aetherias, tumuli nec claustra resolvit. 

. 	 3ORTIN. 

Al why thus pandoned to darkness and woe, 
Why thus IgnelY,•Philomel, flows thy sad strain? 
For spring diall return, and a lover bestow, 	. 
And thy bosom no trace of misfortune retain. 
Vet, if pity inspire thee, ah cease not thy lay, 
Mourn, sweetest Complainer, Man calls thee to 

to? 	mourn :  
0, gbothe him, whose pleasures lik0, tiiihe pass away— 
Fullquickly they pass—but they,  )novin. return. 
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Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sky, 
The Moon half extinguish'd her crescent displays; 
But lately I mark'd, when majestic on high. 
She shone, and the planets were lost in her Maze ; 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladness pursue 

*The path that conducts thee to splendour again.— 
But Man's faded glory rio change shall renew. 
Ah fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

"fis night, and the landscape is lovely no more; 
1 mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you ;• 
For mord is approaching, your charms to restore, ' 
Perfum'd with fresh fragrance and glittering with 

dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
Kind Nature the embryo blossom will save. — 
But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn ! 
0, when shall it dawn on the night of the grave ! 

BEATTIE. . 	. 
• 

'the beginning of the quotation from Jortin; 
and the two first stanzas from Dr. Beattie, are 
beautiful additions to the original idea. 	The 
lines of Beattie indeed flow with the most me-
lancholy and musical expression, steal into the 
heart itself, and excite a train of pleasing though 
gloomy association. "` 
• Closing, however, this Jong digression, let 
us return to. our subject ; and here we may 
olperve, 	that some time before the age of 

* This observation is only applicable to the lines here quoted. 
for the concluding stanzas of this exquisite poem completely 
remove the cloud which hung over the prospects of the Grecian 
poet, and present to the reader the Christian doctrine of a re- 
$UrreCtion. 
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Spenser, a model of pastoral simplicity was 
given us in a beautiful poem, entitled Lkapalus, 
and which is introduced . by Dr. Percy into 
his lieliques of Ancient English Poetry. 	Had 
Spenser attended more to the unaffected easy  
and natural expression of this fine old pastoral, 
he would not, I presume, 	have interwoven 
theology with his eclogues, nor chosen such a 
barbarohs and vulgar jargon to convey the 
sentiments of his shepherds in. 	•Few.• poets 
exceed Spenser in the brilliancy of his ima-
gination, and there is .ft tender melancholy in 
his compositions which endears him to the 
reader : but elegant simplicity, so necessary in 
Bucolic poetry, was no characteristic of the - 
author of the Pally Queen. 	In every requisite 
for this province of his divine art, he has been 
much •excelled by DRAYTON, whose Nymphidia 
may be considered as one of the best specimens 
we have of the pastoral eclogue. 	The present 
age seems to have forgotten this once popular 
poet; an edition indeed has been published of 
his HeroicatEpist/4 but various other portions 
of his works, and more especially his Nymphi-
dia, merit republication. 
• After the &example of Tasso and Guarini, 
whose Aminta and. Pastor FA) were highly 
distinguished in the literary world, FLETC.HER• 
wrote his Faithful Shepherdess, a. piece that.  rivals, and, perhaps, excels the boasted pro- 
Auctions of the Italian muse. 	EtpAilly pos- 

fi41.Ning the elegant simplicity whildilcharac-
livises the' Aminta, it has. at the gitinqtime A 
Other vein of wild and romantic iffittA 9  Ny, and 1.  
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disdains those afflicted prettinesses which deform 
the drama of Guarini. 	This Arcadian Comedy 
of Fletcher's was held in high estimation by 
Milton ; its frequent allusion, and with the finest 
effect, to. the popular superstitions, caught the 
congenial spirit of our enthusiastic bard. 	The 
Sad Shepherd of Jonson likewise, 	Browne's 
Britannia's Pastorals, and WAIthEleS Albion's 
England, may be mentioned as containing much 
pastoral description of the most genuine kind. 
Of the singular production of Warner, there 
is, I believe, no modern edition *, yet few 
among our elder poets more deserve the atten-
tion of the lover of nature and rural simplicity. 
Some well-chosen extracts from this work are 
to be tbund in the collections of Percy and 
Headley, and his Argentile and Curan has been 
the means of enriching our language *with an 
admirable drama from the pen of Masdn. 
Scott, too, in describing his fitvourite village 
of Amwell, " where sleeps our bard by Fame 
forgotten," has offered a . due tribute to his 
memory. 	Numerous passages, estimable for 
their simple and pathetic beauty, might be 
quoted from' his volume; the following will 
convince the reader, that harmony of versifica, 
tion also, and a terseness and felicity of diction, 
are among his excellences : 

r 	1 , 
She casting down her bashful eyes 

Stood senseless then a space, 
Yet what her tongueless love adjourn'd 

Was extant in her face. • 1  
.), jt hue, since the last edition of these sketches, been incorpo-

rated with the British Poets by Mr. Alexand& Cita/niers. 
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*With that she dasht her on the lips, 
So dyed double red: '' 

Hard was the heart that gave the blow. 
Soft were those lips that bled. 

When in the Holy Land I pray'd, 
Even at the holy grave, 

Forgive me, God! a sigh for sin, 
And three for love I gave. 

*Each spear that shall but cross thy helme, 
Hath force to erase my heart : 	• But if' thou bleed, of that thy blood 
My fainting soul hath part, 

With thee I live, with thee I die, 
With thee I lose or gain. 

--- --- 

Methinks I see how churlish looks 
Estrange thy cheerful face, 	• 

Methinks thy gestures, talk, and gait, 
Have chang d their wonted grace : . 

Methinks thy sometimes nimble limbs 
With armour now are lame : ' 

Methinks I see bow scars deform 
Wliere s*ortls before did maim : 

I see thee fainwith summer's heat, 
And droop with winter's cold. 

AMian's England., 
• 

That pleasing little poem, The Fishermen of 
Theocritus, probably first suggested to Sauna- 
zarius the idea of writing pisealory eclogues, 
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who has been followed with much success by 
Phineas Fletcher and Brown. 	Whatever may 
be thought of the employment, as suited to the 
eclogue, of those who live on the sea-shore, and 
subsist:by catching the produce of the deep, 
it will readily be allowed that our rivers at 
least fertilise the most rich and romantic parts 
of our island, and that they display to the 
fisher 	lingering 	upon their 	banks the most 
lovely scenery, such as; mingling with the 
circumstances of his amusement, and the detail 
of appropriate incident, • would furnish very 
delightful pictures, and in the genuine style of 
Bucolic poetry. 	Fletcher and Brown have in 
this manner rendered their eclogues truly in-
teresting, and even Isaac Walton, though no 
poet., has in his Complete -Ingler introduced 
some inimitalily drawn pastoral scenes,: what 
can be more exquisite than the following de-
scription ? 

" Turn out of the way a little, good scholar, 
towards yonder high honey-suckle hedge; there 
we'll sit and sing, whilst this shower falls so 
gently upon the teeming earth, and gives yet a 
sweeter smell to the lovely flowers that adorn 
these 	verdant meadows. 	Look, 	under tho 
broad beech-tree, I sat down, when I was last 
this way a fishing, and the birds in the .adjoin-
ing grove seemed to have a friendly contention 
with an echo, whose dead voice seemed to live 
in a hollow tree, near to the brow of that 
primrose IQ; there I sat viewing the silver 
streams glideNilently towards their centre, die 
tempestiot$44441; 3Tt sometimes opposed by 

VOL. 1.,- 	s 

   
  



258 	 LITERARY ',HOURS. 	 O. XVI. 

rugged root...4 and pebble stones, which broke 
their waves and turned them into foam: and 
sometimes I beguiled time, 	by viewing the 
harmless lambs, some leaping securely in the 
cool shade, whilst others 'sported themselves in 
the cheerful sun ; and saw others craving corn-
fort from the swollen udders of their bleating 
dams. 	As I thus sat, these and other sights had . 
so fully possessed my soul with content, that 
I thought, as the. poet has happily expressed it, 

I was for that time lifted above earth. 

44  As I left this place and entered into the 
next field2  a second pleasure entertained me; 
'twas a handsome milk-maid, that had not yet 
attained so much age and wisdom as to load 
her mind with any fears of many things that 
will. never be, as too many men too often do; 
but she cast away all care, and sang like a 
nightingale." * 	 , 

In the pastoral song and ballad, .the moderns, 
and particularly the Scotch and English, have 
Greatly excelled ; Rowe's Despairing Shepherd 
is the sweetest poem of the kind we have in 
England; sand Shenstone's ballad in four parts, 
though not equal in merit to the former, has 
yet long and deservedly been a favourite with 
the public. 	In , artless expression .of passion, 
however, in trigh ol, 'colouring, and naivete of 
diction, nothing can rival the Scotch pastoral 

s 
, 	 • 

• Wiliton's Complete Angler, 	lin edition, iiii Sir Julia 
lInviiris, p. 73.  
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songs: they originated in ,a country abounding 
in a rich assemblage of rural images ; " smooth 
and lofty hills," says Dr. Beattie, speaking of 
the southern provinces of Scotland, " covered 
with verdure; clear streams winding through 
long 	and 	beautiful valleys; 	trees 	produced 
without culture, here straggling or single, and 
there crowding into little groves and bowers ; —
with other circumstances peculiar to the dis-
tricts I allude to, render them fit for pasturage, 
and favourable to romantic leisure and tender 
passions. 	Several of the .old Scotch songs 
take their names from the rivulets, villages, 
and hills, adjoining to' the Tweed near Mel-
rose; a region distinguished by many charming 
varieties of rural scenery, and which, whether 
we consider the face of the country, or the 
genius of the people, may properly enough be' 
termed the 	Arcadia of Scotland. 	And all 
these songs are sweetly and powerfidly expres-
sive of love and tenderness, and other emotions 
suited 	to 	the tranquillity of pastoral 	* life." 
Robene and Makyn, Earle Banks, Eubuchts 
Marion, and several other Scotch pieces, are 
striking proofs of the Doctor's assertion. 

To louse the imagination by the charms of 
novelty, several of our poets have transferred 
the eclogue to the valleys of Persia and the 
deserts of Arabia, to imeathe the odours of 
Yemen, or revel 'mid the groves of Circassia. 
The life of the wandering Arab abounds with 
events which strike the fancy, and when cloilicd 

' Matti° on Poetry and Music, p. 179. 
s 2 
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in the metaphorical and exuberant language 
of the East, cannot fail to interest our curiosity 
and excite our feelings. 	Their independence, 
hospitality, and love of poetry, are beautiful 
features of their character, and form a strong 
contrast with the more luxurious and servile 
existence • of the Persian. 	In Arabia itself, 
nothing can be more opposed than the two 
districts which are known by the epithets of 
Petrea and Felix; a dreary and boundless waste 
of sand, 	without shade, 	shelter, 	or 	water,' 
scorched by the burning rays of the sun, and 
intercepted by sharp and naked mountains, 
.which, instead of refreshing breezes, breathe 
the most deadly vapours and whirlwinds, and 
while raising the sandy ocean threaten to over-
whelm the affrighted caravan, are descriptive 
of the one part ; while shady groves, green 
pastures, streams of pure water, fruits of the 
most delicious flavour, 	and air of the most 
balmy fragrance, characterise the other. 	From 
the banks of the Tigris, from the deserts of 
Arabia, from the shaded plains of Georgia and 
Circassia, has our inimitable COLLINS drawn 
his scenery and characters, and no eclogues of 
ancient or modern times, in pathetic 'beauty, 
in richdess and wildness of description, in sim-
plicity of sentiment and manners, can justly be 
esteemed superior. 	14is Hassan, or the Camel- 
Driver, is, 	1 verily believe, one of the most 
tenderly 	sublime, 	most 	sweetly 	descriptive 
poems ' is the cabinet of the Muses. 	The  
So/yman of Sir William Jones, and the Oriental 
Eclogues of Scott of Amwell, have also 'consider- 
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able merit : the former is an exquisite specimen 
of the AraWpn eclogue; and the Scrim and Li- 
Po of the latter have many picturesque touches, 
and much pleasing moral. 	 . 

A poet of fine imagination, and great pathe-
tic powers., has lately presented us with Botany- 
Bay Eclog,ttes, a subject fruitful in novelty both 
of scenery and character; nor has he filed 
strongly to interest our feelings. 	In Elmer, 
the first of his four eclogues, he has more par-
ticularly availed himself of the peculiar features . 
of the country. 	The following passage vividly 
paints the state of this. yet savage land; — 

Welcome,' ye marshy heaths! ye pathless woods, 
Where the rude native rests his wearied frame 
Beneath the sheltering shade; where, when the 

storm, 
As rough and bleak it rolls along the sky, 
Benumbs his naked limbs, he flies to seek 
The dripping shelter. 	Welcome, ye wild plains 
Unbroken by the plough, undelv'd by hand 
Of patient rustic ; where for lowing herds, 
And for the music of the bleating flocks, 
Alone is heard the kangaroo's sad note 
Deepening in distance. 	 SOUTIIEY. 

Mrs. West too, in imitation of the pastoral 
ballad of Rowe and Shenstone, has given us. 
some elegant productions ; one, in which the 
superstition and imagery of the Scottish High-
lands are introduced, has the merit of originality. 

If what has been now observed, 	should 
induce the unprejudiced reader to re-peruse the 
authors alluded to, 'he will probably be inclined 

s 3 
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to admit that, in pastoral poetry, Virgil, Spenser, 
Pope, Gay, and Phillips, must yield the palni 
to Tasso, 	Warner, 	Drayton, and the two 
Eletchers, 	to 	Rowe, 	Ramsay ", 	Shenstone, 
Gesner, and Collins : yet most of our critics 
in this department have considered the former 
as the only genuine disciples of Theocritug, 
and have scarcely deigned to mention any of 
the 	latter. 	Some indeed have noticed the 
Italians and the courtly Fontenelle, but none, 
except Blair, though treating professedly upon 
this subject, have applauded Gesner ; and as 
to Warner and Drayton, save a few observ- 
ations with 	regard 	to the 	latter from 	the 
elegant pen of Dr. Aikin, they have almost 
suffered oblivion. 	Virgil, excluding his first 
Bucolic, is a mere, though a very pleasing, 
imitator; 	and whatever may be thought of 
Spenser, Pope has certainly nothing but his 
musical versification to recommend him. 	The 
purport of Gay seems to have been parody . 
and burlesque; and Phillips, and I may here 
also add Lyttelton, though superior perhaps to 
Pope, have little or no originality. 	It is no 
wonder, therefore, that modern pastoral poetry 
should appear so despicable, contrasted with 
the ancient, when our best and most original 
writers are unappealed to; when to quote Pope, 
Gay, and Phillips, Warner, Drayton, Collins, 
and PestuFdare neglected. 	These four authors 

• Though I have not previously Mentioned the name of 
Ramsay, I consider his Gentle Shepherd as included under the 
remarks made on Scottish Pastoral Poetry. 

   
  



NO. xvi. 	LITERARY IIOURS. 	 9,63 

assuredly rescue modern pastoral and eclogue 
from the charge of insipidity. 	Not servilely 
treading in the footsteps of Theocritus and 
Virgil, they.have chalked out, and embellished 
with the most beautiful simplicity, paths of 
their own; their flowers are .congenial to the 
soil, and display their tints with a brilliancy 
and fragrance which no sickly ,exotic can ever 
hope to emulate. * 	To this remark, the oriental 
eclogue may be opposed, but let it be observed 
that the manners still exist, and have all the 
freshness of living nature: the shepherds of 
Arabia are what they were a thousand years 
ago; and a well-drawn picture of their pastoral 
customs and country must be highly relished 
by the lovers of simple and independent life. 
In Warner and Drayton, our own country 
manners, without exaggeration or much em-
bellishment, are naturally and correctly given; 
and in Gesner, the domestic affections, flowing 
from the bosom of more refined sensibility, 

• Dr. Aikin, in his Essay on Ballads and Pastoral Songs, 
has mentioned the pastorals of a Mr. Smith : these, 'as I have 
had no opportunity of perusing them, I must of course be silent 
with regard to ; but in justice to perhaps a very ingenious poet, 
I think it necessary to transcribe the Doctor's opinion. 	" That 
there is still room for novelty in this walk," observes he, " has 
lately been agreeably shown in the pastorals of Mr: Smith, the 
landscape painter, which, however unequal and deficient in har-
mony and correctness, have infinitely more merit than Pope's 
melodious echoes of an echo. 	Mr. Smith's pieces will also 
illustrate my former remark, that the manners and sentiments 
of our rural vulgar cannot be rendered pleasing subjects for 
poetry ; fur where he paint them most naturally, they arc!  least 
agreeable." 

s 4 
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and very picturesque ' description, are clothed 
in language of the utmost simplicity. . 

In pursuit of ' the idea started in the corn- 
anencement of this sketch, 	that simplicity in 
diction and sentiment, a proper choice of rural 
imagery, such incidents and circumstances as 
may even now occur in the country, together 
with interlocutors equally removed • from vul-
garity, or considerable refinement, are, in the 
present state of society in Europe, all that can 
be requisite for the composition of the pastorali 
I have ventured to . append to these strictures 
a small poem, which, though it may fall short 
of the precepts inculcated in the preceding 
essay, .will yet, 	I trust, 	be tolerated by the 
reader, more especially when he shall recollect, 
that to lay down just critical rules, and to carry 
those rules into execution, frequently require 
very different powers, and that the latter is 

. incomparably the most difficult task. 

EDWIN AND ORLANDO. 

From scenes of wild variety, from where 
Quick-glancing winds the stream, the pine-hung 

vale 
' Along, from where the madd'ning waters leap 

From rock to rock, from woods of druid oak, 
From groves where Love and rural Bliss reside, 
O Gesner, ileign to stray 	for sure in scenee 
Like these thy gentle spirit rests. 	Sweet Bard 
Of pastoral Song ! on whom the Graces shed 
Their billow clew, to whom they did impart 

JO' 
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Their magic lore, thee, tender swain! nh thee 
The wild woods'and each murni ring stream, the 

bill, 
The dale, young Fancy's fair elysium, long 
Shall moan, and oft the pensive pilgrith haunt 
The turf that wraps thy clay. 	0, baste loV'd 

shade, 
0, hither wing thy airy flight, but grant 
One modest wreathe from thy unfading laurel, 
Then shall the strain for ever melt the heart, 
For ever vibrate on the ravish'd ear. 

• • 
Calm and still grey eve came on, and silence 

Girt the valley, save when the bird of night 
Sung to the listening moon her sweet complaint, 
For, 'mid the cloudless vault of heav'n, full 

orb'd,  
Pale Cynthia shone ; in mellow lustre clad 
The straw-roofed cot, and tipt the quiv'ring lelif; 
Soft on the grass, th' expansive silver slept,; 
And on the trembling stream her rddiance 	' 
Played, and many a fragrant sprite that dreams 
On flow'rs the day, now stole the moon-lov'd 

green 
Along, and danc'd upon the dewy ray. 

At this sequester.'d and this lonely hour, 
When Melancholy loves to pause, and heave 
The plaintive sigh, or joys the dreary shade 
To haunt, or roam the wild, with folded arms, 
With 	pensive step and slow, 	 two shepherds 

stray'd  
To where a thick-wrought grove embrown'd the 

lawn, 
Where, sweetly tinted by it's solemn gloom, 
And green with moss, a time-worn Abbey stood; 
When sudden rusted upon their wond'ring view 
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A female form, of beauty exquisite, 
In flowing robe array'd of snoivy white, 
That, round her folded by a purple zone, 
Just caught the passing breeze ; her hair un- 

bound,  
Of light-brown hue, 	hung 	mantling 	on her 

neck ; 
And in her arms she bore a smiling babe, 
On whose soft cheeks dropp'd tears of silent 

woe*: 
In agony of soul, she clasp'd the child, 
And smil'd and wept by turns,—then wild ex-

claini'd ; 
" Where is my Love? — Oh, he is dead, and 

gone,— 
" No one to shroud him from the rav'ning 

bird !"— 
Then shriek'd aloud with visionary fear, 
And; 	starting, 	fled 	beneath 	the 	neighb'ring 

grove. 

Tell me, Orlando, then young Edwin cried, 
Oh, tell me why this tender lily droops 
Beneath a fate so cruel? 

ORLANDO. 

0 lily friend ; 
There dwelt not on our plains a lovelier maid, 
Or one of sweeter nature : modesty, 
Calm innocence, and mild simplicity, 
Spread their chaste colours o'er her spotless 

form: 
No care disturb'd the dimple on her cheek ; . 
But jocund Itoulth sprang lightly bounding on, 
With rapture moving to the note of joy ; 
The boast of yon sad weeping cots ; the pride 
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And support of an aged sire ; sole suit 
And fitv'rite of the gen'rous youth, with worth, 
With honour, and with warm affection blest. 
Alas ! the spoiler came ;— he crush'd the flow'r, 
And laid it in the dust ! 	Mark 	halls, — 	yonder 
Whose turrets rise above the circling wood ; 
Their Lord can vaunt of Fortune's lib'ral smile, 
Noble by birth, but of a soul as mean 
As yon vile worm that creeps in slime along : 
By subtile fraud and flatt'ry's soothing charms 
He caught poor Mary's unsuspecting he" 
And villain as he was, and under plea 
Of holy rites, betray'd the heart he won, 
Left her the soul-tormenting pang to feel 
Of disappointed love, left.her to prove 
Maternal care imbitter'd by remorse, 
To curse those charms that lur'd the spoiler's 

eye, 
And broke a parent's heart :— since that sad 

hour 
She roams the fields, her inflint in her arms, 
And oft will utter such wild strains of grief, 
Her base betrayer her continual theme, 
As those you've lately heard — but hark, my 

friend ! 
The gentle Mourner sings ; it is her voice 
Beneath the echoing arch ; oft 'mid the aisle 
Of yonder abbey, will she sit and pour 
Her love-born sorrows o'er the mossy tomb. 

. 	. EDWIN. 

Blest be the soul that touelid so sweetly wild 
The tender note of woe ! 	Ah, Mourner dear ! 
Long as thou breath'st this vital air, so long 
The ray Of hope shall tint thy passing day, 
And when at length the wish'd-for hour bhall . 

come 	 ' 
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That giv'st 	thy sorrows 	to 	the 	mould'ring 
grave, 

Thou shalt not want the sympathetic tear, 
Nor yet the turf thy sprite delights to haunt, 
With all the fragrance of the blushing spring 
Forget to bloom. 

ORLANDO. 

Mark.  yon grass-grown cloister, 
Her lone, yet fav'rite walk ! here oft at noon, 
At eve and dewy morn, with tearful eye 
She comes, to meditute past scenes of grief: 
And oft her fancy, full of horror, deems 
The dear deceiver dead, with all the sad 
And mournful circumstance of tragic woe. 

EDWIN. 

Adieu! poor Mary ! oft shall Edwin stray 
From yonder neighb'ring vale, oft gently try 
To dissipate thy cheerless gloom, and check 
Thy falling tear — till then, meek nature's child! 
Till then, thou pilgrim mourner ! fare thee well.    

  



No. XVII. 

Spelunca alta fuit, vastoque immanis hiatu, 
Scrupea, tuta Jaen nigro nemorumque tenebris ; 
Quam super baud Om poterant impune volantes 
Tendere iter pennis : talis sese halitus atris 
Faucibus effundens supers ad convexa ferebat. 

VIRGIL. 
• 

OBJEcTs of terror may with propriety be di-
vided into those which owe their origin to the 
agency of superhuman beings, and torm a part 
Of every system of mythology, and into those 
which depend upon natural causes and events 
for their production. 	In the essay on Gothic 
superstition, the former species has beed noticed, 
and a tale presented to the reader, whose chief 
eirtninstanees are brought about through the 
influence of preternatural power ; on the latter 
we shall now deliver a few observations, and 
terminate them with a fragment in which terror 
is attempted to be excited bythe interference of 
simple material causation. 

Terror thus produced requires 	no 	small 
degree of skill and arrangement to prevent its 
operating more pain than pleasure. 	Unaccom- 
panied by those mysterious incidents which in-
dicate the ministration of beings mightier far 
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than we, and which induce that thrilling sensa-
tion of mingled 'astonishment, apprehension, 
and delight, so irresistibly captivating tO The 
generality of mankind, it will be apt to create 
rather horror and disgust than the grateful emo- 
tion intended. 	To obviate this result, it is ne- 
cessary either to interpose picturesque descrip-
tion, or sublime and pathetic sentiment, or so to 

1 stimulate curiosity by the artful texture of the 
fable, or by the uncertain and suspended flue of , 
an interesting personage, that the mind shall 
receive such a degree of artificial pleasure as
may mitigate and subdue what, if naked of 
decoration and skilful accompaniment, would 
shock and appal every feeling heart. 

A poem, a novel, or a picture, may however, 
notwithstanding its accurate imitation of nature 
and beauty of execution, unfold a scene so 'hor-
rid, or so cruel, that the art of the painter or 
the poet is unable to render it communicative , 

, of the smallest pleasurable emotion. 	He who 
could fix, for instance, upon the following event 
as a fit subject for the canvass, was surely unac-
quainted with the chief purport of his ' art. 

A 'robber, who had broken into a repository 
of the dead, in order to plunder a corse of some 
rich ornaments, is said to have been so affbcted 
with the hideous spectacle of mortality which . 
presented itself when he opened the coffin, that 
he slunk away, trembling and weeping, without 
being able to executu his purpose. — " i have 
met," says Dr. Beattie, " with an excellent 
print upon this subject; but was never able to 
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look at it for half a minute together." 40 • 	Iii a. 
collection of Scottish ballads, published by Mr. 
Pinkerton, there is one termed Edward, which 
displays a scene which, no poet, however great 
his talents, could render tolerable to any person 

.of sensibility. 	A young man, his sword still 
reeking with blood, rushes into .the presence of 
his mother, at whose suggestion he had the 
moment before destroyed Ins father. 	.A short 
dialogue ensues, which terminates by the son 
pouring upon this female fiend the curses of 
hell.. 	The Mysterious Mother also, a tra- 

gedy by the late celebrated Lord Orford, 
labours under ah insuperable defect of this kind. 
The plot turns upon a mother's premeditated 
incest with her own son, a catastrophe ' pro-
ductive only of horror and aversion, and for 
which the many well-written scenes introduc-
tOry to this monstrous event cannot atone. 

No efforts of genius, on the other hand, are 
so truly great as those which,' approaching the 
brink of horror, have yet, by the art of the poet 
or painter, by adjunctive and picturesque em-
bellishment, by pathetic or sublime emotion, 
been rendered powerful in creating the most de- 
lightful and fascinating sensations. 	Shukspeare, 
if we dismiss what is now generally allowed not 
to be his, the wretched play of Titus Androni-
cds, has seldom, if ever, exceeded the bounds 
of salutary and grateful terror. 	Many strong 
instances of emotion of this kind, =mingled 

• Beattie on Poetry and Music, p. 115. 
f Select Scottish Ballads, voi. i. p. 80. 
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with the wild fictions of superstition, yet pro-
ductive of the highest interest, might, bad we 
room for their insertion, be quoted front his 
drama; but perhaps the first specimen in the 
records of poetry is to be found in the works 
of an elder poet, in the IVerno of Danth. 
• , A whole family perishing from hunger in a 
gloomy dungeon, would appear to partake too 
much of the terrible for either poetry or paint-
ing, yet has Dante, by the introduction of 
various pathetic touches, rendered such a de-
scription the most striking, original, and affect-
ing scene pelhaps in the world; and Sir Joilma 
llejnolds, by his celebrated picture of Ugolino, 
has shewn that, through the medium of exalted 
genius, it is equally adapted to the canvass. 
Michael ihtgelo, too, an enthusiastic disciple of 
Dante, and possessing similar powers, has like-
wise executed a Bas-Relief on the subject. 

As every lover of the sublime Italian must 
be grateful for the insertion, no apology can 
possibly be wanting for copying a portion of 
this admirable narrative, as it has been liter- 
ally translated by Dr. Warton. 	Ugolino is re- 
presented by the poet as . detailing his own 
sufferings and those of his family. 	" The hour 
approached," says he, " when we expected to 
have something brought us to eat. 	But instead 
of seeing any food appear, I heard Me doors 
of that horrible dungeon more closely barred. 
I beheld my little children in silence, and could 
not weep. 	My heart was petuified ! The little 
wretches wept, and my dear AnNpiln said, Fa-
ther, Ou look oii as .1 tehat Os you ? I could 
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neither weep nor answer, and continued swill- 
lowed up in silent agony all 	that 	day, 	and 
the 'following night, even till the dawn of day. 
As soon as .a glimmering ray darted through 
the doleful prison, that I could view again those 

lour faces in which my own image was impressed, 
I gnawed both my hands, with grief and rage. 
My children believing I did this through ea-,  
gerness to eat, raising themselves suddenly up, 
said to me, My father .1  .our torments would 
be less if you would allay 	rage of your .the 
.hunger upon us. 	I „restrained myself, that I 
might not increase their misery. 	We were all 
mute that day and the following. 	The fourth 
day being.come, Gaddo, falling extended at my 
feet, cried, My father, why do you not help me ? 
and died. 	The other three expired one after 
the other, between the fifth and sixth day, fit-
mished as thou scest me now I And I, being 
seized with blindness, began to go groping upon 
them with my hands and fret : and continued 
culling them by their names three days after 
they were dead; then hunger vanquished my 
grief." * 

,In the productions of Mrs. Radcliffe, the 
,Shakspeare of Romance Writers, and who to 
the wild landscape of Salvator Rosa has added 
the softer graces of a Claude, may be found 
many scenes truly terrific in .  their conception, 
yet so softened down, and the mind 'so much 
relieved, by the intermixture of beautiful de-
leription, or pathetic incident, that the impres- 

• Warton on the Genius and Writings of Pope, vol. 1. p. 464: 

rot.. I. 	 • T 
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SiOn of the whole never becomes too strong, 
never degenerates into horror, but pleasurable 
emotion is ever the predominating result: 	Irk 
her last piece, termed The Italian, the attempt 
of Schedoni to assassinate the amiable and in-
nocent Ellepa, whilst confined with banditti In 
a. lone house on the sea-shore, is wrought u14. 
in so masterly a manner, that' every nerve 
vibrates with pity and terror, especially at the 
moment when, about to plunge a dagger into 
her boson), he discovers her to be his danghter: 
every word, every action of the shocked and. 
self-accusing 	Confessor, 	whose 	character 	is 
marked with, traits almost super-human, appal 
yet delight the reader, and if is difficult to 
ascertain 	whether 	ardent 	curiosity; 	intense 
commiseration, or apprehension ,  that suspends 
almost the faculty of breathing, he, in, the 
progress of this well-written story, most power-
fully excited. 

Smollett, •too, notwithstanding his peculiar 
propensity for' burlesque and broad humouri 
has, m his Ferdinand Count Fathom; painted a 
scene of natural terror with astonishing effect; 
with such vigour of . imagination indeed, and 
minuteness of detail, that the blood runs cold4 
and the hair•standS erect from the. impressioUt 
The whole turns upon the Count, who is 
admitted, during a tremendous storm, into a 
solitary cottage in a forest, discovering a body 
just murdered in the room where he is going 
to sleep, and did door of which, on endeavour-
ing to escape, he finds fastened uton lim. 

A 	 4 ' 	. 
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The sublime Collins likewise, in iris lyric 
pieces, exhibits much adMirable imagery, which 
forcibly calls forth the emotions of fear as 
arising from natural causes: 	the concluding 
lines of the following description of Danger 
make the reader absolutely shudder, and pre- 
Sent a picture at once true to nature and full 

r 	 0  
of originality. 

. 	 . 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mold 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold? 

.Who stalks his round, an hideous form ! 
Howling amidst the midnight storm, 
Or throws him on the ridgy steep 	i 
CY:some loose hanging rock to sleep.* 

The exquisite Scotch ballad of Ilardyknute, 
.so happily completed by Mr. Pinkerton, may 
be also mentioned as including several inci-
dents, which, for genuine pathos, and for thiit 
species of terror 	now under 	consideration, 
cannot easily be surpassed. 	The close of the 
first and commencetneut of the second part 
are particularly striking.  

in the fragment annexed to these .observ-
ationS, it has been the aim of the author to 
combine picturesque description with some of 
those objects of terror which are independent 
of supernatural agency. 

• Ode to Fear. 
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TEE' sullen tolling of the Curfew was heard 
,over the heath, and riot a beam of light issued 
from the dreary villages, the murmuring Cotter 
had extinguished his enlivening embers, and 
had shrunk in gloomy sadness to repose, when 
Henry De Montmorency and his two attend- 
ants rushed 	castle of from the 	A—y. 

' The night was wild and stormy, and the 
wind howled in a fearful manner. 	The moon 
flashed, as the clouds passed from before herd 
on the silver armour of Montmorency, Whose 
large and sable plume of feathers streamed 
threatening in the blast. . They hurried rapidly 
on, and, arriving at the edge or a declivity, 
descended into a deep glen,. the dreddful and. 
savage appearance of which was sufficient to 
strike terror into the stoutest heart. 	It was 
narrow, and the rocks on each side, rising to a 
prodigious •height, hung bellying over 	their 
heAds ; furiously along the bottom of the val-

. ley, turbulent and dashing against huge frag 
meats of the rock, ran a dark and swoin. 
torrent, . and 	farther 	up 	the 'glen, doWn • a 
precipice or near ninety feet, and roaring with 
tremendous strength, fell, at a single stroke, an 
awful and immense cascade. 	From the cleft's 
and chasms of thu crag, abrupt and stern ther 
venerable oak threw his broad breadth of shaded  
and bending his gigantic arms athwart the 
stream, shed, driven by the wind, a multitude' 
of leaves, Nihile from the summits of the rock. 
wag heard the clamour of theTalling fragmentsol 
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that'bounding from its rugged side leapt with • 
'reiistless.fury on the vale beneath. 
• Montmorency and his attendants, intrepid as 
they were, felt the inquietude of apprehension; 
they stood for some time in silent astonishment, 
but their ideas of danger from the conflict of 
the elements being at length alarming,. they 
determined 	to' proceed; when 	all 	instantly 
became dark, whilst the rushing of the storm, 
the roaring of the cascade, .the shivering of the 
branches of the trees, and the 'dashing of the 
rock, assailed at once their sense of hearing. 
The moon, • however, again darting from • a 
Cloud, they rode forward, and, following the 
Course of the torrent, had advanced a consi-
derable *ay, 'when the piercing shrieks of a 
person in distress arrested their speed ; 	they 
stopped; and listening attentively, heard shrill, 
melancholy cries repeated, at intervals, up the 
glen, which, gradually becoming more distant, , 
grew faint, 	and died., away. 	Montmorency, 
ever ready to relieve. the oppressed, couched 
his lance, and bidding his followers prepare, 
was basting on; but, again their 'progress was 
impeded by the harrowing and stupendous 
clash of falling armour, which,. reverberating 
from the various cavities around, seemed here' 

' and there, and from every direction, to be 
echoed with double violence, 'as if an hundred 
men in armour. had, 'in succession, fallen ;Iowa 
in dilltfrent parts of the valley. 	Montmorency, 
having ,recovered from tie consternation into 
which this 	singular noise had thrown him, 
undauntedly pursued his course, and presently 

T 3 
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discerned, by the light of the moon, the gleam- 
ing of a coat of mail. 	He immediately made' 
up to the spot, where he found, laid along at 
the root of an aged• oak, whose branches hung 
darkling over the torrent, ea knight• wounded 
and bleeding: his armour was of burnished 
steel; by his side there lay a falchion, .and a 
sable shield embossed with studs of gold; and, 
•dipping his casque into the stream, he was 
endeavouring to allay his thirst, but, through 
weakness from loss of blood, with difficulty he 

, got it to his mouth. 	Being questioned as to 
his misfortune, he shook his head, and unable 

• to speak, pointed with his hand down the glen; 
at the same moment, the shrieks, which had 
formerly alarmed Montmorency stud his attend- 

, ants, were repeated, apparently at no great 
distance; and now every mark of horror was 
depicted on the pale and ghastly features of 
the dying knight; his black hair, dashed with 
gore, stood erect, and, 	stretching forth 	his 
hands towards the sound, he seemed struggling 
for speech, his agony became excessive, and 
groaning, he dropped dead upon the earth. 

The suddenness of this shocking event, the 
total 	ignorance 	of .its 	cause, 	the 	uncouth 

r scenery around, and the dismal wailings of 
'distress, which still poured upon the ear Ivith. 
aggravated strength, left room for imagination 
to unfold its most. hideous ideas ;1 yet Mont-
morency, though astonished, lost not hit forti-
tude and resolution, khut determined, followina 
the Oirection of di 	sound, to search for the 
place whence these terrible screams seemed to 
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issue, and recommending his men to tunsheath 
their swords, 	and maintain 	a strict guard, 
cautiously 	 loweci the windings of the glen, 
until, abruptly turning the corner of an out-
jutting crag, they perceived two corses Mangled 
in a frightful manner, and the glimmering of 
light. appeared through some trees that hung 
depending from a steep and dangerous part of 
the rock. 	Approaching a , little nearer, the 
shrieks seemed 'evidently to proceed from that 
quarter; upon which, tying their horses to 
the branches of an oak, they ascended slowly 
and without .any noise towards the light: but 
what was their amazement, when, by the pale 
glimpses of the moons  where the eye could 
penetrate through the intervening foliage, in a 
vast and yawning cavern, dimly lighted by a 
lamp suspended from its roof; 	they beheld 

' halt:a-dozen 	gigantic 	figures 	in 	ponderous 
I iron armour; their •vizors were up, • and the 
'limp, faintly gleaming on their features, 	dis- 
played an unrelenting sternness capable of the 
most ruthless deeds. 	One, who had the aspect 
and the garb of their leader, and who, waving 
'his scimetar, seemed menacing the rest, held 
on his arm a massy shield, of immense circum-
ference; and which being streaked with recent 
blood, presented to the eye an object truly 
terrific. 	At the. back part of the cave, and 
fixed to a brazen ring, stood a female figure, 
and, as far as the obscurity of the light gave 
opportunity to judge, ofo beautiful and elegant 
forth. 	From her the shrieks proceeded: she 
was dressed hi white, • and struggling •violently 

r 4 	' 
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land inA convulsive 'Lmanner,• appeared to have 
been driven almost to - madness from the con- 

, sciOus, 'horror of her situation. 	Two of the 
. Banditti , were, high ,  in. dispute, 	fire 	 flashed 
. from their eyes, rand their scimetars were half 
I unsheathed, And Montmorency, expecting that, 

,the in 	fury of .their passion
' 
 they woukj cut 

-each other to pieces, waited the event: but, 
,as the authority of their Captain soon checked 
the Itumult, he rushed in with his followers, 
ttnd; 	hurling 'his lance, 	" Villains," 	he ex- 

'claimed,- " receive the reward of Cruelty." 	Tile 
lance bounded innocuous' from the shield 'of 

• the leader; who turning quickly upon Mont-7  
morency, a, severe engagement ensued: they 
smote with prodigious strength, and the valley 

;resounded to the clangour of their steel. 	Their 
falchions, unable to sustain the shock, shivered 
into a thousand pieces;  when Montmorency, 
instantly elevating with both hands his shield, 
clashed it with resistlesS force against. the head 
of his antagonist; lifeless he dropped prone 
upon the,ground, and the crash of his armour• 

,bellowed through the hollow rock. 
i . In the mean time his attendants, although 
they had exerted themselves with great bravery, 
and had already dispatched one of the villains, 

7 were, by force of numbers, overpowered, and 
' being bound together, the remainder of thb 

Banditti rushed in upon Montmorency just as 
he had stretched' their commander upon the 
earth, and obliged him also, notwithstanding 
the most vigorous offimts of vklonr, to surrender. 
The • lady who, .during th4 1encounter, hnd 

. 	 m 	-, 
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fainted away, waked. again to fresh scenes of 
misery, at the moment when these monsters of 
barbarity 	were ?conducting 	the 	unfortunate 
Montmorency and his companions to a dread- 
Ad grave. 	They were led, by a long and intri- 
cate passage, amid an immense assemblage of 
irocks, which, rising between seventy and eighty 
feet perpendicular, bounded on all sides a cir-
cular plain, into which no opening was apparent, 
but that through which they came. 	Themoon 
shone bright, and they beheld, in the middle of 
this plain, a hideous chasm; 	it seemed near a 
hundred feet in diameter, and on its brink grew 
several trees, ..whose branches, almost meeting 
in the centre, dropped on its infernal mouth a 
gloom of settled horror. 	" Prepare to die," 
said one of the Banditti; -" for into that chasm 
shall ye be thrown: ids of unfathoniable depth; 
and that ye may not be innorant of the place ye 
are so soon to visit, we shall gratify your curio- 
sity with a view of it." 	.So saying, two of them 
seized the wretched .Montmorency, and dragging 
him to the margin of the abyss, tied' him to the 
trunk of a tree, and having treated his associates 
in the sanie manner, " Look," cried a Banditto 
with a Mend-like smile, " look and anticipate 
the pleasures of your journey." 	Dismay and 
pale affright shook the cold limbs of Mtintino-
rency, and as he leant over the illimitable void, 
the dew sat in big drops upon his fbrehead. 
The moon's rays, streaming in between the 
branches, sited a dim light, sufficient to disclose 
a considerable part of the vast profundity, whose 
depth lay. hid ; for a subterranean river, burst- 
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ing with tremendous noise into its womb,' Om,. 
sioned such El mist' from the rising spray, as 
entirely to conceal the dreary gulf beneath. 
Shuddering on the edge of this accursed pit 
stood 	the miserable warrior; his eyes were 
starting from their sockets, find, as he looked 

. into the dank abyss;  his senses, blasted, by the 
view, seemed ready to forsake hiin. 	Meantime 
the Banditti, having unbound one of the attend-
ants, prepared to throw him in ; he resisted with 
astonishing strength, shrieking aloud for help, 
and, just as he had reached the slippery margin, 
every fibre of his body• racked with agonising 
'terror, he flung himself with fury •backwards on 
the ground ; fierce and wild convulsions seized' 
his frame, which being soon followed by a state 
of exhaustion, he was in this condition, unable 
any longer to resist,. hurled into the dreadful 

.'chasm ; his armour striking upon the rock, there 
burst a sudden effulgence, and the . repetition 'of 
the stroke was heard for many minutes' as he 
descended down its rugged side. 	. 	I  
I i No words can deScribe the horrible emotions 

'which, on the sight of this shocking, sptctacle, 
tortured the devoted wretches. 	The soul 'of 
Montmorency saiik within him, and, as they un-
bound his last fellow-sufferer, his eyes shot forth 
Yu gleim of .vengeful light, and he ground •his 
'teeth in silent and unutterable anguish. 	The 
inhuman monsters now laid hold of the unhappy 
Man; 'he gave no opposition, and, though de-
spair sat upon his features, not a shriek, not a 
groan escaped him; but no sooner had he 
reached the brink, than milking a sudden effort, 
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he, liberated an arm, and grasping one of the 
villains round the waist, sprang heft-  dlong with 
him into the interminable gulf. 	All was silent 
—but at length a dreadful plunge was, heard, 
and the sullen deep howled fearfully over, its 
prey. 	The three remaining Banditti stood 
aghast ; they durst not unbind Montmorency, 
but resolved, as the tree to which he was tied 
grew near the mouth of the pit, to cut it down, :, 
and, by that means, he would frill along with it 

,into the chasm. 	Montmorency, who, after the 
example of his attendant, had conceived the 
hope of avenging himself, now. saw all possi-
bility of effecting that design taken away; 'and 
as the axe entered the' trunk, his anguish be- 
came so excessive that he fainted. 	The villains, 
.observing this, determined, ' from a malicious 
i prudence, to forbear, as at present he was inca-
pable of feeling the terrors ' of his situation. 
They therefore withdrew, and left him 	to 
recover at his leisure.  

Not many minutes had passed away when, 
life, and sensation returning, the hapless Mont-
morency awoke to the remembrance of hisfate. 
" Have inercy," he exclaimed, the briny sweat 
trickling down his pallid features, " 0 Christ, 
have mercy:" then looking around him, he 
started at *the abyss beneath, 	and, 	shrinking 
from its ghastly brink, pressed close against the 
tree. 	In a little time, however, he recovered 
his perfect recollection, and, perceiving that the 
Banditti had left him, became more composed. 

. ,His hands, which were bound behind him, he 
endeavoured to disentangle, and, .to his inex. 
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pressible joy,"after many painful .efforts, lie suc-
ceeded so far as to loosen the cord, and by a 
little more perseverance, 	effected his liberty. 
He then sought around for a place to escape 
through, but without success ; at length, as he 
was passing on the other side,  of the chasm, 
he observed a part of its craggy side, as he 
thought, illuminated, and, advancing a little 
nearer, he found that it proceeded from 	lie 
moon's rays shining 'throngh , a large cleft , of 
the rock, and at a very, inconsiderable ,depth 
below the surface. 	A gleam of hope now broke 
in upon his despair ; • and gathering r up 	the 
ropes,  which had been used for • himself and 
his associates, be tied them together, and fasten-
ing one end to the bole of a tree, and the other 
to his waist, he determined to descend as jar as 
the illuminated spot. 	Horrible as was the .ex• 
periment, be hesitated not a moment in putting 
it into execution, for, when contrasted with his 
late 	fears, ,the mere hazard of an accident i 
weighed as nothing, and the apprehension that 
the villains might return before his purpose Was,, 
secure,, accelerated, 	and gave vigour to his 
effort,. 	Soon pas.hersuspended in. the gloomy 
abyss, and.aither the roaring of the riveri nor,. 
dui dashing of the spray, intimidated his daring . 
spirit, hut, having reached the cleft, he crawled 
within it, then, loosing the cord from off his. 
body, he proceeded, onwards, and, at •last, with 
a ,rapture no description can paint, discerned 
the appearance of the glen beneath him. 	He 	i 
knelt down, and was returning thanks td Heaven. 
for„bis.,escape, whelk suddenly , 	, 	 --•.--,.,... 
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A work not to be raised from the heat of youth4 
dr the vapour, of wine — nor to be obtained -by they  invocation of Memory and. her siren daughteri ;, 
but by devout prayer to that eternal Spirit, who', 
ban enrich with all utterance and knowledge, and 
sends rout his Seraphim with. the hallowed fire of 
,his altar 'to touch and purify ..the lips of *horn he 
pleases. 	 MILTONA 

.1 

No species of poetry, perhaps, is more difficult? 
of execution than the religious;, the natural 
sublimity of the subject. 'cannot be heightened 
but by very superior powers, and demands an 
imagination plastic' in the extreme, vast and 
gigantic on the one hand 	tender, luxuriant, 
and beautiful on the tithe, which ran select,,' 
and vividly delineate, objects the,  most con-
trasted, the graceful, inhabitant of heaven, or 
the appalling possessor of hell; whichi can; in 
short, combine the force and sublimity of Mi. J 
chael Angelo with the sweetness and amenity,' 
of Guido Rheni. 

The slightest failure, too, either in point ofl 
language or conception, will frequently, in this ' 
province of the poetic art; destroy the. wholes;   
scope and purport of an elaborate work,. for; 
this subject being of the utmost importance rind 
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Solemnity, and essentially connected with all 
that is interesting to the mind of man; the 'most 
otquisite taste is required in adopting through-
out the whole a diction appropriate to the weight 
df sentiment, and in colouring with a chastity 
and even severity of style those creations of 

.fancy which are necessary to.the constitution of 
the fable. 	Any unguarded levity, any' want' of 
adaptation in phraseology, Or in fiction, Will im- 
'itiediately be felt, and will not only annihilate the 
effect intended of the part in which they' are 
introduced, but will materially injure, and throw 
an air of ridicule over the entire poem; 	imbe-
cilities of this kind perpetually disgrace the 
pages of Quarles, Crashaw, and most of the . 
writers of sacred 'poesy previous to the age of 
Milton, and nearly obliterate the pleasure arising 
from their purer passages. ' A vigour of imagi-
nation, indeed, and a simplicity in compbsition 
and idea adequately combined for .the produe-
don of a sublime religions poem, form a faculty 
of rare attainment, mid which has been exerted 
with felicity in onlyithree or four instances Siriee 
the birth of Christianity; 	for, the reiterated 
attenapd; of the poets of Italy, hi the language 
tic either ancient or modern Rome, .are by no 
means Worthy of their subject. 

Our celebrated iountryinan, 	the immortal 
MII/PON, may therefore be considered as the 
very'first, who with true dignity supported the 
weight of his stupendous theine, 

For Ationtenoi Spirit proper charge. 
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Gifted with a mind pre-eminently sublime, 
and richly stored with all the various branches 
of learning and science, with an ear entitled 
to harmony, and a taste chastised by cultiva-
tion, the divine bard projected'and completed a 
poem, which has challenged the admiration of 
each succeeding age, and is, without exagger-
ation, the noblest monument of human genius. 

With powers inferior to Milton, turgid, ob-
scure, and epigrammatic, yet with occasional 
sallies of imagination, and bursts of sublimity 
that course along  the gloom with the rapidity 

And brilliancy of lightning, YOUNG has in his 
Night Thoughts become a favourite not only 
with the multitude here, but with many of, the 
nations upon the Continent; for, with the bulk 
of mankind, there is little discrimination be-
tween the creative energy of Milton, and the 
tumid acclamation of I oung, or between the 
varied pauses of highly-finished 	blank-verse 
and a succession of monotonous lines, Young 
has, however, the merit of originality : for few 
authors who, have ,written s'o .inueli have left 
ifaiotcr traces of imitation, 	or in the Imuy 
boar of inspiration more genuine and peculiar 
excellence. 

The felicity of producing a sacred epic that 
may he thrown 	into 	competition 	with the 
Paradise Lost has been 'claimed, and justly 
PhtiMcd, by the literati of Germany. 	Ki,or.. 
STOCK, 	though poSsessing not the stern ii'lla 
gigantic sublimity of Milton, still elevates the 
mind by the vigour and novelty of his fiction, 
and is cprtainly more tender and pathetic than 
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the English Bard. 	" The edifice of Milton,"! 
says the ingenious Herder, " is a stedfiist and' 
well-planned building, resting on ancient co-
lumns : —. Klopstock's is an enchanted Dome)  
echoing with the softest and purest tones of 
human feeling, hovering between heaven and 
earth, 	borne on angels' shoulders. 	Milton's 
Muse is Masculine — Ktopstock's is a tender 
woman dissolving in pious ecstasies) warbling 
elegies and hymns.--rW hen' Music shall acquire 
among us the highest powers of her art, whose 
words will she select to utter but those of 
Klopstock ?" • 	Impartial posterity will pro.i 
bably confirm this opinion of the critic; but 
omit, as I have done, 	the epithet hard , , us f  
applicable to Miltonic numbers; and it wily 
assuredly annul the idea or I [cider, that,Klop-
stock 44  has won for the language of his coun-
try more powers than the Briton ever suspected 
his to possess;" for the strength and energy, the 
varied harmony and beauty of the English lan-
guage, the words that breathe and burn, are 
displayed with . prodigality in 	the 	pages 	of 
Milton: nor will it be conceded that the hinginige 
of Germany, as even now improved and per 
fished; is at all superior to the nervous' yet 
harmonious diction 	of Great Britain. 	It Is 
to he lamented, hotever, that do version of 
the -Umiak at all fidequate to the merit of 
its celebrated author bus been yet introduced into 
our island. 	Blank-verse, cast in 'the Miltonic 
mould, would he the only suitable vehicle for 

, 	0  
• limier's Loners nu Ihniumitittion. 	. 
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the bold and beautiful imagery of this poem, 
which, when thus clothed, could not grill of 
exciting the admiration of the public. * 

' It is remarkable that the third book of the 111otatials opens 
with an invocation to Light; it therefore immediately courts a 
comparison with the celebrated address of Milton,. in his third 
book, to the *Me element t both poets have traversed the infernal 
world, and are approaching the confines of the terrestrial globe. 
The parallelism will confirm the opinion of Herder with regard 
to the superior sublimity of the English bard, who in this passage 
certainly excels himself, and when lamenting his deprivation of 
sight, an adjunctive circumstance, which Klopstock, fortunately 
for himself, had it not in his power to introduce, is more pa- 
thetic, perhaps, than any other poet. 	The German is tender, 
elegant, and impressive, the characteristics of his style, according 
to the critics of his country, throughout the whole of his ela-
borate work. 

For the following translation of the commencement of the 
third book of the Messiah, I am indebted to my.  Itiuttil Mr. 
Good. 	Every reader will recollect tho parallel *avocation In 
Milton, " Hail, holy light," Sc. &c. 

Once more I hail thee, once behold thee more, 
Earth ! :soil maternal ! thee, whose womb of yore 
Sore me; and soon, beneath whose gelid breast, 
These limbs shall sink In soft and sacred rest. 
Yet may I first complete this work begun, 
And sing the covenant of di' Eveasst. Son. 

01 then these lips, his heavenly love that told. 
l'hese eyes that oft in streams of rapture ward, 
Shall ChMe in darkness ! —o'er my mouldering clay 
A few fund frieitds their duteous rites shall pay, 
And with the palm, the laurel's deathless loaf 
Deck my light turf, and prove their idols* grief. 

1 'Mere shall I sleep, till o'er ibis mortal dust, 
Springs, long antiounc'd, the Morning of the just : 
'horn, fresh embodied in a purer mold, 
Triumphaitt rise, and brighter seems behold. 

Thou! Muse of Sion ! who, whit potent gall. 
Toro' hell haat led mat, and return'd Ilvon hell, 
Still rIstickFring et the voyage t — Shots whose rye 
Can oft OW thoughts .r.f find  hionfolf doottl• 	f 

vol.. I. 	 I. 
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From the brief mention of these three divine 
bards, we pass on to the immediate subject of 
OUT paper, THE CALVARY or MR. CUMBER- 
LAND, a work imbued with the genuine spirit 
of Milton, and destined therefOre, 	most pro- 
bably, 	to 	immortality. 	On 	this, 	the 	latest 
effort in sacred poetry, and which has not yet 
met with the attention it so justly merits, we 
propose offering some general observations, as 
relative to fable, character, language, &c. and 
shall afterwards proceed to notice the particular 
and 	more striking beauties of each 	hook ; a 
review which, from the passages adduced, will 
assuredly tempt the reader to peruse the whole, 
and probably to place this performance among 
the choicest products of the Muse. 

'. 

, 

It has been objected to Milton, that in hi 
Paradise Regained he has taken too confined 
a view of the subject, and by restricting the 
theatre of action to the Temptation in the wil- 
derness, 	attributed solely to 	that 	event 	the 
redemption of mankind. 	To this, Milton was 

, 

.. 
4 	And, thro' the fro, n that sLils lii . :iii fill 1..ce, 

Read the fair lines of love, and hem 'lily gracr, 
. 	Milne on this soul l 	that trembles ill thi,  ..Iglit 	r. 

!, 

()I' her own toils, with pure celestial light ; 
- 	Hake her low powers, that yet, Kith bonier wing, 

Thu boa of nwn, thl.  SAVIOLIII GOD she sing. 

n it letter suldresirett to the Princess Royal of Englinid in 
1797, by the W.,. Ilevh.rt croft,,he 1131111 4444444444 II  NVINIOn, bile 
for line, of Klupotal'a Maraials hi En1011,11 hexameters, a spe- 
ehnen of Which lie has Oxen in this epistle. 	The completion of 
this undertaking is the more &likable, as he enjoys the advantage 
of a personal and nannte acquaintance with the 	German 
Vogler, and can consult him out the inclining or [very  obscure   
IIPPIAllgt% 
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probably induced by the charm of contrast, by 
the desire of shoving the world 	that 	in 	the 
preceptive and moral, as well as in the grand 
and sublime epic, lie was equally pre-eminent; 
and it must be confessed he has happily suc-
ceeded : 14 the mild yet majestic beauties of 
the Paradise 	Regained, its weight of precept 
and 	exquisite morality, 	its richness of senti- 
ment, and simplicity of diction, call us loudly 
for approbation 	and applause its 	the 	more 
spleittlid and terrible graces, the whirlwind and 
commotion of the prior poem. 

\Villa the critics have very 	unjustly blamed 
Alilton 	for 	not 	effecting, 	.Ale. 	Cumberland, 
stretching a more ample CallViLsti, lids performed, 
and given 	to the Criteiti‘ion mid lickiitTerthsti 
of our Saviour, 	the imporlititoe rind the col i Ne- 
titieitees they delinind. 

That the action 	dionid be One, entire and 
great, 	!Ill', 	IN'ell 	l'opciartl, 	mad 	approved 	id; 
fr0111 the dilyS Or .trIs(OLIC to the prewnt period, 
and no argument human or divine could better 
adapt itself to the axiom than the one WC ant 
110W considering, 	pregnant 	its 	it is 	with 	the 
greatest events, and terminated by it catastrophe, 
beyond all comparison, to man the most inte-
resting and propitious; few, in strict adhesion 
to the simple narrative of the Et angelists, the 
Lust Slipper and the 	Resurrection 	form the. 
l imitu of the work, 	and produce the requisi 
u nit Y. 	()n II 	11111):111.1 	WIIOSC 1/11s1I4 IS 	1111(11 ./1  
)11111 IIIVAii

l
lg tlIU Whole CI11111/103% Of 011r re/10 

.nt.on .miti seriptarteoticti any tile s 	i 	lkst devi 	i 	I  
had been infudiciont, ill die extres") gn"  

I , 	.2 
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disgusting. 	The resources of the poet, there- 
fore, ' the Materials of fiction and imagination, 
'were to be drawn from that mine which Milton 
had so-fortunately opened, and which Mr. 
Cumberland has proved to be still productive of 
the finest ore, not less rich, nor of 	inferior 
`quality to that which we have been accustomed 
so highly and so judiciously to value. 	The 
agency of angels and demons, the delineation of 
the regions appropriated to the blessed 'or the 
damned, give ample Scope to the genius of the 
poet, and spring as it were front the very nature 
of the theme. 	The term Jidda, therefore, us 
.applied to a poem founded on die religion of 
Christ, can only with propriety be affixed to 
the conceptions of the poet,, the rest being esta-
blished on facts which ought to admit of no 
'obliquity' or modification. 	Taking it however 
as a whole, the result of truth and fiction, it will 
appear to possess every requisite for epic action, 
unity, integrity and magnitude. 	After an as- 
semblage of the devils to conspire the destruction 

'of Christ, and the delegation of Mammon as 
• the tempter of Iscariot, the Last Supper takes 
place in strict conformity to the relation of St. 
John; and which is inane diately followed by the 
`treason of Judas, who, repairing to the Sanhe- 
drin], proposes the betrayal of his master. 	The 
Otiegts std ' tildee4 after accepting the offer, 
retirti,tpna Satan and his peers immediately 
resurarlheir seats, and decree, and perform 'lin 
ovatikt to Mammon for his succest: but on the 
appefinice of Chemos, who had been stationed 
as a spy on the Mount of Olives, and bad been 
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wounded by the spear of Gabriel, Satan suddenly 
dissolves the assembly, and rushes forth to en- 
counter that archangel. 	Christ meanwhile, pro- 
tected by Gabriel, undergoes the agony in, the 
garden; and upon the approach of Satan,, this 
supporting angel prepares to chastise and dismiss 
him, when Christ, drawing near,. by the word 
of power casts him to the ground in torments. 
At this moment Judas ,advances, and {Christ is 
seized, while Satan, unable to rise, bursts into 
lamentation, till, at length, discovered through 
the gloom by Mammon,. he is assisted, and once 
more stands erect. 	Conscious to the power of 
Christ he prophesies his impending doom, and 
immediately lifted front the earth, is hurlc4'4by 
a tremendous tempest to the regions of the 
damned. . The condemnation of Christ; the 
denial and contrition 61 Peter now ibllow, with 
Ian implicit adherence to the Gospel narrative, 
.and two succeeded by the remorse of Judns 
Iscariot, who, instigated by Mammon, destroys 
himself; whilst that evil spirit taking wing re-
pairs to the wilderness, convenes the demons, 
informs them of Satan's expulsion from the earth, 
.and warns them to ,flight ere the hour of Christ. 
crucifixion ; they accordingly disperse, and the 
crucifixion, witnessed by Gabriel and the angels 
who are stationed on the Mount, immediately 
ensues. 	The poet next hastens to describe the 
descent into the regions of Death, whitho 
Christ, borne on the wings of angels, is instantly 
conveyed. 	Here, prostrate at the throne u) 
'that formidable phantom, whose person 141 
,painee are described 'at large, and, whose tea.ist- 

u s 
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since the enemy of mankind had in vain been 
imploring, Satan is discovered by the Messiah, 
and, at his command, hurled by the 'vindictive 
angel into the bottomless pit ; its horrors are 
described, and Death, conscious that his power 
is overthrown, tenders his crown and key at the 
feet of the Redeemer, and the revivification of 
those saints who are destined to the first resur- 
rection immediately commences. 	These 	are 
now received by Christ, who appears to them 
enveloped in glory ; they pay him homage, and 
are assured of immortality as the reward of 
virtue. 	Abraham confers with Christ, and is 
shewn the vision of the heavenly Jerusalem, as 
described in 'the Apocalypse. 	Christ re-ascends 
to earth, and after an address from Gabriel, 
explaining the purport of the resurrection, and 
a conference between Moses and that angel, a 
paradise springs up within the regions of Death, 
and the poem terminates' with the departure of 
Gabriel. 

Such is the outline of this arduous under-
taking, which, though requiring much judg-
ment and genius to conduct with propriety, 
appears to be well adapted for epic action, and 
is free from the objections commonly made to 
the Paradise Lost of Milton, who has been 
frequently censured 14r its melancholy,  catas-
trophe, for the abject condition in which our 
fitstparentn arc left, and il)r having chosen the 
Devil for his hero. Without inquiry concerning 
the justness of thAe remarks, we may observe 
of Calvary, that it is not obnoxious to similar 

i  vleen ; the Messiah, though exposed to the 
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machinations of Satan, and suffering all that 
man could inflict, being repeatedly and ' finally 
•triumphant.  

Nor will it be any ground for rational objec-
tion, that the allegorical personage Death acts 
so conspicuous a part in this poem; for, though 
Milton has felt the lash of criticism for per-
sonification of this kind, in Calvary, the intro-
duction of the King of Terrors was almost a 
necessary part of the action, few circumstances 
being more frequently insisted upon by the 
authors of our testament, than the conquest 
and humiliation of Death by the Messiah, and 
the consequent resurrection of his saints. 

If we now advert to the characters of Mr. 
'Cumberland, we may remark that, though not 
tin possession of originality, they aro well drawn 
and well supported. 	The materials he .has 
made! use ot, and the models he has copied 
.from, are of transcendent excellence; and to 
have woven these into a new whole, to have 
imitated these sublime writings without losing 
a portion of their first spirit and raciness, 'is to 
have achieved a work of difficulty and danger, 
that claims and will acquire both grateful and 
durable praise. 	No characters in the whole 
range of literature are so exquisitely conceived, 
so beautifully delineated and coloured, as those 
of our Sfiviour in the writings of the Evan-
gelists, and of Satan in the Paradise Lost. 

, The tender mercy and compassion 	of our 
Redeemer, the universal philanthropy and meek-
ness of his character, his pathetic appeals to 
the virtues and 	feelings of .his auditors, his 

Ir 	4. 
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patient and heroic suffering, his numerous acts 
of goodness • and stupendous power, are given 
with such touching simplicity of language, with 
such minuteness and accuracy of detail, with 
such conviction of the truth and dignity of the 
theme, that whilst no compositions are so in-
teresting to the uncorrupted heart, none are 
More pleasing to the purest taste. 	On the 
other hand, in a style elevated to tht utmost 
pitch of grandeur, Milton has pourtrayed a 
being of terrible sublimity, 	author of every' 
dreadful .and gigantic evil, and contending for 
the supremacy of heaven; breathing revenge, 
hatred, and despair, armed with arclumgelic 
strength, 	and clothed with 	the majesty of 
power. 	With these tremendous attributes he 
has mingled such .a portion of beauty and 
grace,.of mental activity and invincible courage, 
that while we gaze and trenthle at the awful 
demon, we feel a thrilling sensation of pleasur- 
able wonder, 	of admiration and of horror, 
stealing through every nerve. 

To bring forward therefore characters Such 
as these, to place them in new situations; ,to 
support them in all their original vigour and 
effect, is a task which superior genius only tan 
perform, and which has been attempted, and 
with mss,in the poem under "of,  r  consider 
ati011e 

 

Thltpalace and person of Death too, Satan 
stilt upoa by the vindictive angel, and thg 
pumOiment to which he 	is 	subjected, 	are 
painted with the strongest colours of imagina- 
tion ; and the delineation of, and the speeches . 	. 
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ascribed to the devils, when assembled in the 
wilderness, are characteristic of their attributes, 
and teem with appropriate imagery. , Gabriel 
and Mammon likewise are agents of consider-
able consequence, and do their ,errands with 
consummate energy and address; nor are the 
inferior actors, Caiphas, Iscariot, Peter, 	and 
Pilate, less admirably supported, or pencilled 
with diminished spirit, though the attitudes and 
grouping are from Scripture. 

Having cast a transient glance over the 
characters, we may proceed to remark, that the 
sentiments of this work are, in general, such 
us, in a composition assuming epic dignity, we 
expect to meet with. 	The simplicity of the 
Gospel history is seldom violated, and the sen-
timents attributed to the superhuman agents 
are replete with Mamie vigour and sublimity. 
There is, however, something Very dreadful, 
and, we trust, something very much misap- - 
prebended, in dwelling upon the idea of eter-
nal torments; in teaching that the far greater 
part of the human race will liquefy in fire 
through everlasting ages. 	In the seventh book, 
myriads of miserable beings are represented as 
plunged into perpetual mid unmitigated flames, 

I . that 	blaet1 sparkling 
Up to the iron roof, whose echoing vault i Resounded ever with the dolorous groans , 
Of the sad crew beneath : Thence might be beard 
The wailing Suicide's remorseful plaint, 
The murderer's yelling scream, and the load cry 
Of tyrants in that fiery furnace hard:  
Vain cry! th' unmitigated furimurge ' 
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Their ruthless task, and to the cauldron's edge 
With ceaseless toil huge blocks of sulphur roll, 
Pil'd mountains high, to feed the greedy flames. 
All these; th' accursed brood of sin, were once 
The guilty pleasures, the false joys, that hied 
Their sensual 	to the infernal pit : 

'Them their tell mother, watchful o'er the work, 
With eye that slee( ne'er closed, and snaky scourge 
Still waving o'er their heads, for ever plies 
To keep the fiery deluge ut its height, 
And stops her curs against the elaarous din, 
Of those tormented, echo fi,r mercy call 
Age q'ter age, implor'd and slill ,denied. 

Our Saviour at the sight of these agonizing 
wretches is described as drawing from his soul 

A sigh of natural pity, us from man 
To man, although in merited distress. 

But this it seems was a transient sensation, fir 
soon 

his human es* 	 sympathy gave place 
To judgment better weigh'd and riper thoughts 
Congenial with the Godhead. 

Front conception such as this, 	the mind 
shrinks back with horror, and incredulity alone 
onts soothe the pain it sull'ers; for, that sin and 
torture should be efrrnal, .call neither accord 
wills the justien nor the merey Ol.  the Deity; 
and that it Being so loving to mankind, So 
melting soft to pity, as our Saviour is always 
delineated in Scripture, 	should in his divine 
nature throw off every particle of compussieu, 
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would appear to ' many worthy dnd devout 
Christians, 	and who seek out their salvation 
with fear and ,tremblin„4, to convert the God 
they should adore and love, 	into a earfect 
demon. 	Fortunately, however, an opinion so 
repulsive is neither accordant with reason, nor 
with religion; and the follouing observations 
of the celebrated John Henderson, a man us 
pious as transcendent in intellectual 	ability, 
completely and unanswerably reke what every 
man whose heart is not of adamant would wish 
to see refuted. 

" I lay it down as a maxim," says he, " to 
be doubted by few, and denied by none, that 
whosoever (hied' any thing, foreseeing the cer- 
tain intent 	thereof, 	willeth that. event. 	If a 
parent send children into a wood wherein grow 
poisonous berries, and cerlainly know they will 
eat of theni, it. it of no importance in the con-
sideration of common sense, that he cautions, 
forbids, forewarns, or that they, having free-will, 
nuqj avoid the poison. 	Who will not accuse 
him of their death in sending them into UIVCIIIII-. 
stances where he lbreknew it would happen ? 
God iiireknows every thing, to his knowledge 
every thing is certain. 	Lot us suppose Iiim 
about to create twenty Illell : 	he knows ten of 
them (or any number) will become vicious, 

i therelbre damned, theiwe inherit the corensing  
penalty. 	Who doubts in such a case that he 
wills the end, who, being almighty and all-know-
ing, does that without which it could not cow 
to puss ? But 1 k bath sworn by llintseff; liar 

A lie could swear by no greater, that He wiped' 
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not the death of him that dieth ; that is, .1.Ie 
willeth it not finally or simply as death, or de- 
struction irrecoverable. ' And if it occur, it is a 
part of his economy of grace, a ministration 
unto life; for He bath declared, that his will is, 
that all should be saved; therefore the doctrine 
which forges any contrary will, fidsifics supreme 
Ituchangeable truth." 
i " 11. I lay it down as another indubitable 
maxim, that whatsoever is done by a Being of 
the divine attributes, is intended by his good- 
ness, conducted by his wisdom, and accom- 
plished by his power, to a good end. 	Now all 
possible good ends may be enumerated under 
three words --, Honour — Pleasure — Benefit ; 
and every one to whom good can accrue from 
endless punishment must be either punisher, Int- 
wished, or fellow-ereature to the punished. 	Let 
us try every one of the former three to each of 
the latter." 

" 	The Punisher. 	Would it be a greater .1. 
honour to the , punisher to have his creatures 
miserable than happy ? I will venture to say 
by proxy for every heart, No. 	Would it bo 
greature pleasure ? No. 	And be 	to Him 
can, be none." 

" 2. Punished. 	DuBois punishment can be 
neither honour, *mine, nor ben ill to them, 
though punishment it my scheme* will be of 
endless benefit." 

" 3., The 
honourable 

i 

Pellato-creatures. 	It will be as 
to them as to have one of their 

' For the Untose of producing repentance and reformation. 
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flintily hanged. 	If their have /Wean/re In it,.they 
must have a diabolical heart, and must by the 
just Searcher of hearts be committed to ,the 
place prepared for the Devil And his angels 
Bete/it they can have none, except safety, and 
that is fully answered by the great gulf; by 
confinement till refbrmation." 

46 As then unteasing torments can answer no 
poSsible good end to any one in the universe, I 
conclude them to be neither the will nor work 
of God. 	Could I suppose them, I must believe 
them to be inflicted by a wantonness or cruelty, 
which words cannot express, nor heart conceive. 
But let this be the comfort of every humble 
soul, known unto God are all his works; the 
Judge of all shall do right ; and ire ordereth 
all things well. 	It bath pleased Rim to recoil- 
cik all things to Him.wy: 	Therefore to Hiyit 
shall bow evoy knee ; mid evert] tongue shall 
say, ' In the Lord I have strength, and I have 
righteousness.'" * 	/  

['here appears to be an inconsistency, like,  
wise, in representing Judas Iscariot as a subtle 
metaphysician, and soliloquising profoundly on 
the doctrines of Free Will and Philosophical 
Necessity. 	Milton, it is true, has painted hiS.  

* A celebrated controversy of this kind took place between 
Petit-pierre and his brethren, the clergy of Neufchatel, in which 
the former was supported by Frederick the Great. 	The King, 
however, Petit-pierre, and Marshal Keith, with their doctrine 
of thud salvation, were, after long discussion, obliged to quit 
the field i the clergy maintained their privileges, and the icing 
declared that " puisqu'ils avoient si fort A crew d'etre datum,' 
etcrnellement," he should no longer oppose their determination. 

Wtr.wasta't Taw in. Switietiand, vol. U. p. 148. 
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demons as disputing on these intricate topics, 
and in his third book has introduced the Deity . 
with a view to their solution ; but Mr. Cum-
berland should have remembered that Judas 
was both ignorant and uneducated, and con-
sequently unapt for nice and subtle disquisitions. 

AnOther impropriety, though of a different 
kind, occurs in the character of Satan, who, not

his acute distress and torture, finds 
leisure for reference to the fables of Pagan anti-
quity, and drams a comparison between himself 
and some of their most romantic personages : 

Ab ! who will lift me from this iron bed, 
On which, Prometheus-like, for ever link'd 
And riveted by dire necessity, 
I'm dooned:to lie !— 

Who will unbracc 
" This scalding mail that burns my tortur'd breast 

Worse than the shirt („,- Nessus! 

Now it is contrary to nature and experience 
to suppose that a person in acute pain should 
have inclination thus fancifully to comment upon 
and compare his sufferings; and though ancient 
mythology and fiction may, in the way of orna-
ment, embellish the narrative-part of a religiotA 
poem, they slump never be referred to as mat-
ters of undoubti.41 fact, and especially in'a speech 
Of a chief,ehafacter whilst labouring under the 
utmost agtauy of mind and body. 

It bath already been observed that, in general,. 
Mr. Cuniberland has copied, the simplicity and' 
even adhered, to the very words of Scripture 
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but in a few instances he has deviated from this 
judicious rule, and in no place more than where, 
recording the denial of Peter, he exclaims; 

Hark ! again 
The cock's loud signal echoes back the 1k 
In his convicted ear ; the piophet bird 
Strains his recording throat, and up to heaven 
Trumpets the treble perjury, and claps 
His wings in triumph o'er presumption's fall. 

i 
How preferable, how simple, yet how beauti-, 

ful and expressive the language of St. Luke, — 
" Immediately the cock crew; and the Lord 
turned, and looked upon Peter, and Peter re-
membered the word of the Lord, and he went 
opt and wept bitterly." 	The imagery of Mr. 
Cumberland would make a figure in ate works 
of Marino, but is totally unworthy of the dignity 
and sublimity of the theme he has chosen. 	Int- 
mediately subsequent, however, to these link 
lines, occurs a passage of the most exquisite 
taste and beauty, and which, in justice to our 
author, we shall quote in this place. 	They form 
an atImirable comment upon these words of the 
Evangelist*" The Lord turned, and looked 
upon Peter." 	The poet supposes himself ad.. 
dressing the erring disciple, and exclaims; 

' 	Look upon his 	! eyes 
Behold, they turn on thee : Them dost thou know ? 
Their language coast thou read, and from them 

draw 
The conscious reminiscence thou disownst ? 
Mark, ix their sweetness lost? Ah I no; they brim 
Celestial pracb, a sanctity of soul 	. 
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So melting soft with pity, such a gleam 
Of love divine attemp'ring mild reproof, 
Where is the man, that to obtain that eye 
Of mercy on his sins would not forego 
Life's dearest comforts to embrace such hope? 
O death, death ! where would be thy sting, or where 
These awful tremblings, which thy coming stirs 
In my too conscious breast, might I aspire . 
To hope my judge would great me with that look ? 
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•Tariaream intendit i,oceiu ; qua protinus omnis 
Contremuit " tellus." 	 VIRGIL. 

Come d'Autunno si levan 1e foglie 
L'una appresso dell' altra, infin the 'frame 
Rende alla terra tutte le sue spoglie ; • 

Similemente it mal seme— 
Gittansi 	una 	una ad 	ad 

DANTE. 

THE fable, characters, and sentiments having 
been noticed in the preceding number, a few 
observations on the versification and diction of 
Calvary, will conclude these preliminary re-
marks; and, in the first place, let it be observed, 

'that of the various kinds of metre in which the 
poets of Great Britain have delighted to com-
pose, none is of such difficult execution as blank 
verse, none more requiring a practised ear, or a 
more extensive knowledge of language and of 
style. 	Two great masters in this mode of com- 
position* we posess, Shakspeare and Milton, 
both pre-eminent in their respective walks, but 
the former perhaps more generally harmonious. 
In Milton, a style elaborate and abounding in 
transposition, mingled with foreign idiom, and 
scientific terms, 	and frequently clogged with 

VOL. 1. 	 x 
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parentheses, admits not of that facility and flow 
so conspicuous in the dramatic bard, whose 
works present us with, the most musical and 
felicitous specimens of blank verse we can boast 
of. 	Not that Milton is deficient in harmony, 
for his Paradise Lost displays, more than any 
other poem perhaps, every variety of pause and 
rhythm, but neither his subject, nor his genius, 
led to that sweetness and simplicity of diction 
so wonderfully captivating in the drama of his 
predecessor. 	Energy, majesty, a deeper and 

.severer strain of harmony, pervade the pages of 
Milton; .his the full-toned melody of the pealing 
organ, Shakspeare's the softer breathings of the 
lute or harp ; for though surrounded by magic 
and incantation, and all the horrors of superna-
tural agency, Shakspeare still preserves a style 
free from intricacy, and melting with the sweet-
est cadence. 

To throw, therefore, these different modes of 
composition into one work; 	in the dramatic 
parts to assume the language and style of Shak-
speare, in the more elevated and epic portion, 
the diction and manner of Milton, appears to 
have been the aim of Mr. Cumberland, and an 
attempt, toq, in which he has in a great measure 
succeeded. 	The speeches of the Demons in the 
first book, and those of Mammon and Iscariot 
in tho second and third, are' woven in the loom 
of Shakspeare, and have imbibed much of his 
colon ring and spirit, whilst the latter part of the 
third and fourth books, and the greater part of 
the seventh, are admirable copies of the Miltonic 
versification and imagery. 	Varions passages, 

12 
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which will shortly be selected from the diirerent 
books, will fully prove the truth of this remark; 
a number 	of 	phrases 	likewise, interspersed 
through the body of the work, whisper whence 
they have been taken, and are often indeed 
exact' transcriptions, though Well chosen and 
well introduced, from the leaves of our immor- 
tal Dramatist. 	To quote many of these would 
be superfluous; two or three being adequate to 
give the reader an idea of their nature and 
manner, either as literal or liberal imitations. 

Heav'n 	! and earth 
Must I remember? — 

It leads to death, it marshals him the road 
To that oblivious bourne whence none return. 

• 

I saw large drops and gouttes of bloody sweat 
lnearnadine the dust on which they fell. 

Weary lays and nights 
I've minister'd to him without reward, 
And weary miles full many travell'd o'er, 
Fainting and pincled with hunger; then at night, 
When the wild creatures of the earth find rest 
And covert in their holes, bouseless have watch'd 
Amidst the shock of elements, and brav'd 
Storms, which the mail'd rhinoceros (lid not dare 
Unshelter'd to abide. 	 , 	• 

Perspicuity, that first requisite of a good 
either in prose or verse, Mr. Cumbe,riond has 

x 2 
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seldom violated, and his similes and metaphors 
are, for the most part, appropriate, bold, and 
accurate. 	Some instances, however, might be 
culled, in which the metaphor is obscure and 
broken : the following May be adduced, and will 
suffice, as a specimen of these defects : — ' 

' 	 His voice 
Now falter'd and his thoughts unsettled, wild 
And driv'n at random like a wreck, could grasp 
No helm of reason. 

A thought grasping the helm of reason is cer-
tainly a strained and incongruous metaphor : 
but of faults of this kind there are but few, for 
it may be said of the general style of this poem, 
that it is chaste, clear, and flowing; in its dra-
matic parts energic ; in its epic, dignified and 
sublime, free from inflation, or harsh transposi-
tion, and forming a happy union between the 
styles of Shakspeare and of Milton. 

We shall now proceed, according to promise, 
,to select the more striking beauties of each 
book ; from whence the reader will be enabled 
to judge for himself of the prOpriety of the above 
observations, and of the real and peculiar merits 
,or the. Work.itsalf. 

The first book, which is entirely occupied by 
the assembling of the devils, forms a closee copy 
Of Milton than any of the succeeding ones; the 
characters 	and employment of these agents 
being very similar to those in the first , and 
second books of Paradise Lost. 	We shall how- 
ever find sufficient variety to attract attention, 
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and to denote the operation of considerable 
genius. 

Satan, prowling the wilderness by night, ar-• 
rives at the very spot on which he had formerly 
tempted Christ; which•giving rise to reflection 
of no very pleasant nature, he vents *his despair 
in sobloqay. . Determined, however, to revenge 
and repair his defeat, he ascends a lofty  mom-,  
twin, and calls together, from every quarter of 
the globe, his fallen companions. 

So loud he call'd, that to the farthest bounds 
Of Pagan isle or continent was heard 
His voices  re-echoing thro' the vault of heav'n. 

The demons, obedient to his command, flock-
ing together, the poet beautifully adds :— 

Now glimnCring twilight streak'd the Eastern sky, 
For he, that on his forehead brings the morn, i 	r  

'Star-crowned Phosphorus, had heard the call, 
And with the foremost stood. 

An invocation to his Muse now tbllows ; lit 
which allusions to Milton's blindness and his 
own age are ,introduced in a pleasing manner, 

Come, Muse, and to youi suppliant's eyes impart 
One ray of that pure light, which late you pour'd 
On the dark Orbs of your immortal Bard 

' Eclips'd by drop serene : , Conduct me now ; 
Me from my better days of bold emprize 
Far in decline, and with the hoary hand 
Of Time hard stricken, yet adventuring forth ' 
O'er Nature's limits into worlds unseen, 

X 3 
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Peopled with shadowy forms and phantoms dire: 
Oh ! bear me on your pinions in this void, 
Where weary foot ne'er rested; and behold! 
All hell bursts forth: Support me, or I sink. 

No task is attended ' with so much danger 
and difficulty as that of emulating the, design 
and colouring of a great master; the compa- 
'rison can be immediately drawn, and seldom 
is it to the advantage of the daring adventurer 
who thus presumes to cope with acknowledged 
excellence. 	The•consultations of the devils in 
Paradise Lost and in Calvary bear the closest 
affinity; 	the active personages are the same; 
Satan, Baal, Moloch, Belial, and Mammon, are 
the speakers in both; nor was it possible .  for 
Mr. Cumberland to deviate with propriety from 
the manners and attributes which Milton has 
chosen to ascribe to them. 	There is, however, 
added, and with consummate taste, much that 
is picturesque, much that is dramatic; and as 
the views with which the demons consult are 
not exactly the, same; injury to God and man 
in Milton being attempted through the fall of 
Eve, in Cumberland through the destruction 
of Christ, focope is left Ihr, 	and 	has . been 
occupied by,, new imagery, and new argument. 
The author of Calvary, therefore, notwithstand-
ing the pre-descriptions of Milton, has ventured 
to give new portraits of his orattftrs, and it will be 
necetwarY, that we may judge of his merit and 
sucfcss, .to contrast them with the pictures in 
Paradise Lost; a comparison that will furnish 
no inutile entertainment, and clearly show what 
judgment may achieve, though in a walk already 
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beaten by the footsteps of Genius. 	These 
sketches therefore I shall place alternately, and 
commence with Milton. 

First Moloch, horrid king, besmear'd with blood 
Of human sacrifice, and parents' tears, 
Though for the noise of drams and timbrels loud 
Their children's cries unheard, that pass'd thro' fire 
To his grim idol. 	 MILTON. 

Moloch in the van, 
Mail'd at all points for war, with spear and helm 
And plumed crest; and garments roll'd in.blood, 
Flam'd like a meteor. 	 CUMBERLAND. 

Next came one 
Who tnourn'd in earnest, when the captive ark 	' 
Maim'd his brute image, head and hands lopt oil 
In his own temple, on the grunsel edge, 
Where he fell flat, and sham'd his worshippers : 
Dagon his name, sea-monster, upward man 
And downward fish. 	 MILTON. 

• 
Dagon, 	 the --r 	giant god,, amidst 	ranks, 

Like Teneriff or Etna, proudly tower'd : 
Dagon of (lath and Askalon the boast 	• 
In that sad flight, when on Gilholes•mount 
The shield of Saul was vilely thrown away, 

	

And Israel's beauty perish'd. 	. 	CUMBERLAND. 
1 	 . 	• 

Belial came last, than whom a sprite more lewd 
Fell not from Heaven, or more gross to love 
Vice for itself: to him no temple stood 

' Or altar smok'd : yet who more oft than he 
In temples and at altars, when the priest 
Turns atheist, as did Eli's sons,. who,fill'd 
With lust and violence the house of God ? 
In cootts and palaces he also reigrai 

x 4' 
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And in luxurious cities, where the noise 
Of 'riot ascends above the loftiest towers, 
And injury and outrage : And when night 	, 
Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons 
.Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine. 

MILTON. 

But now a fairer form arrests the eye 
Of hell's despotic lord : his radiant vest 
Of Tyrian purple, studded thick with gems, 
Flow'd graceful : ' He for courts was form'd, 	for 

feasts;  
For ladies' chambers, and for amorous sports ; 
He lov'd not camps, nor the rude toils of war ; 
Belial his name; around his temples twin'd 
A, wreath of roses, and where'er be pass'd 
His garments fann'd a breeze of rich perfume: 
No ear had he for the shrill-toned trump, 
Him the soft warble of the Lydian flute 

'Delighted rather, the love-Soothing harp, 
Sappho's loose song, and the Aonian Maids 
And zoneless Graces floating in the dance; 
Yet from his lips sweet eloquence distill't4 
As 'honey from the bee. 	 CUIsIBERLAND. 

• 
In the two first quotations, few perhaps will 

deny to Mr. Cumberland a greater warmth and 
beauty of conception, and in the third he is 
equal, though not superior to Milton : bill in 
the following portrait of Baal, 	he certainly 
sinks beneath his celebrated predecessor. 

With grave 
Aspect lte rose, and in his rising seem'd 
A pillar of state ; deep on his front engraven 
Deliberation sat and public care; 
And, princely counsel in his face yet shone, 
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Majestic though in ruin : sage he stood 
With Atlantean shoulders fit to bear 
The weight of mightiest monarchies ; his look 
Drew audience and attention still as night 
Or summer's noon-tide air. 	 MILTON. 

Beside him one 
Of towering stature and majestic port, 
Himself a host : his black and curling locks 
Down his herculean shoulders copious flow'd ; 
In glittering brass upon his shield he bore 
A kingly eagle, ensign of command, 

. 	Baal his name, second to none in state, 
Save only his great chieftain, worshipp'd long 
In Babylon, till Daniel drove him thence 
With all his gluttonous priests ; exalted since 
High above all the idol gods of Greece, 
Thron'd on Olympus, and his impious hand 
Arm'd with the thunder. 	CUMBERLAND. 

The 'debate now ensues, in which the sPeeches, 
though by no means so sublime as those in 
Milton, 	are strongly characteristic and well 
supported. 	Moloch, as in Paradise Lost, after 
snaking a furious oration, 	is 	succeeded 	by 
iBelial, and as the passage in Milton delineating 
these demons has been justly admired, we shall 
transcribe it here with the corresponding one 
in calvary, 	nor. have we any hesitation in 
affirming that Mr. Cumberland has much im-
proved upon our divine bard, .and thrown his 
contrasted demons into much more picturesque 
and drunatic attitudes. 	 . 

He ended frowning, and his look denounc'd 
Desperate revenge, and battle dangerous 
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To less than Gods. 	On the other side uprose 
Belial, in act more graceful and humane;, 
A fairer person lost not heaven ; he seem'd 
For dignity compos'd and.high exploit : 
But all was false and hollow. 	MILTON. 

Breathless he paus'd, so rapid was the pulse 
Of his high-beating heart, he stood as one 
Choak'd and convuls'd with rage; when as he 

ceas'd, 
He smote his mailed habergeon so loud, 
Hell's armed legions heard, and shook their spears 

war. Betok'ning 
not Yet 	long 

• His triumph, for now Belial from the ranks 
Graceful advanc'd, and as he put aside 
His purple robe in act to speak, the throng, 
SuCh was the dazzling beauty of his form, 
Fell ,back. a space. 	 CUMBERLAND. 

Belial in his speech hiving suggested the 
propriety of employing Mammon as a tempter 
of Chnses,disciples, Satan adopts the hint, and 
calls upon that spirit to effect the seduction 
,of Iscariot. 	Mammon accepts the office, and 
Satan, filled with enthusiasm and fancied tri-
umph, eicclaims;  

visions burst upon me:.  .Prophetic 
I see the traitor Judah with a band 
Of midnight ruffians seize his peiteful Lord : 
They drag him to the liar; accuse, condemn ; 
He bleeds, he dies ! Darkness involves the rest. • 

The exultation of this tremendous being, 
hill self-delusion, and the obscurity that still 
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rests upon his hopes, 	are 	finely . contrived, 
and give additional interest to the part he 
performs. 	Mammon, meanwhile, departs . on 
his embassy. — 

• longer no 	now 
Crouching with age and pain, but neried anew, 
As with a spell transform'd, erect he stoild 
With towering stature tallest of the throng, 
And looks of high supremacy and state. . 
And now from either shoulder he unfurl'd 
His wide-stretch'd piniOns, 'and uprising swift 
To*er'd in mid-air i the host with loud acclaim , 
Hair(' his ascent; he on the well-Poised wing 
liover'd'awhile, till from his cloudy, height, 
Sweeping the wide horizon, he deScried, t  
Far in the 'west, the holy city of God, 	' I 
His.destin'd port, then to the orient'sun 
Turn'd his broad vans, and plied their otinrist speed. 

. . 
Though the first book, from the nature of its 

plan,, has, ' as we have, already observed, neces-
sarily the air of a copy, yet . the Oratorical 
parts possess very considerable merit, and ek- 
.104 much adaptation ' 1301 .in style and' sen- 
timent, 	The language of 'Bella' meliS with 
voluptuousness, and in strains of the softest 
cadence he still flatters himself with an eternal 
reign,' 'whilst Moloch , ' breathes 	nothing 	but 
inexorable, revenge and hatred of 'the blackest 
hue: 	, The, terrific traits in .the character of 
Satan are strongly marked, and he maint4ins 
his supremacy in the synod for matchless sin ' 
and 'subtlety, whilst Mammon, embraces -his - 
ardnous • mission, and expatiates op, 141 hpie- 
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fatigable and 	avaricious 	labours with 	great 
' energy and 	triumph. 	Chemos, 	the son 	of 
Moab, and the Zidonian Goddess Ashtoreth, 
are likewise distinguished in the ' crowd, and 
the former will again appear performing no 
unimportant part. 

The temptation of Judas and the Last Sup-
per form the subjects of the second book, 
which opens with Mammon under the -disguise 
of a venerable Levite. 	With infinite address) 
he 	stimulates the avarice and discontent of 
Iscariot, 	and obtains a promise of 'his final' 
answer before the priests and elders that even- 
ing. 	The dialogue is carried on with Much 
art .and  spirit; the subtlety and eloquence "of; 
the Fiend, the envy, avarice, and revenge Ott  
the Disciple, are strikingly drawn, anti thee, 
changes wrought upon him through the ,in-t 
fluence of this infernal agent marked with pre-' 
eision. 	The language of Mammon is imprei-V 
sive, and powerfully appeals to the rulinir frailty, 
of his wretched auditor: 

• 
Alas for him --- 

Who 	a 	that  serves 	master, 
Makes poverty; his passport into heaven, 
And bids us throw away life's present means 
For doubtful chance of interest after life ; 	, 
And art thou of all reason so bereft 
As to account prosperity'a crime, 
Or think none blest but him, whose every step , 
Through misery's thorny path is mark'd with blood ?, 
O son pi* Simon, take thy last resolve ; ' 

• Eitherliesign thy body to the worm, 	i I' 
• And die with.  Christ, or him renounce, ,and live 
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Rich, honour'd, prosperous, and enjoy the world. 
Throw aside 

' That beggar's purse, your starving office spurn, 
Serve God's high priest, whose treasury is full ; 
Cast those few mites away, the scanty dole 
Of some contaminating leper's hand, 
For which you bid God heal him and pass on ; 
Whilst he, good credulous soul, cries out amain, 
As powerful fancy works, Lo ! I am clean; 
Behold a miracle ! But gold perform 
Greater and happier miracles than this : 	' 
Gold with a touch can heal the mind's disease, 
Quicken the slow-paced blood, and make it dance 
In tides of rapture through each thrilling vein; 
Cast out that worst of demons, poverty, 
And with a spell exorcise the sad heart, 

'Haunted with spectres of despair and spleen. 
If, 	this prize can tempt thee, if thy soul ,then, 
Still thirsts for life, for riches, for repose, 
If in thy breast there dwells that manly scorn, 
Which slighted merit feels,kiien envious pride 
Thrusts it aside to build th' unworthy up, 
Now,. now assert it ; from a Master turn, 
Who turns from -thee, who before thee exalts 	, 
Thy meaner brethren, Peter; James, and John : 
'On them his partial smile for ever beams, 
They hate his love, his confidence, his heart ; 
Of them 'revolting he might well complain, 
Of thee he cannot ; thine were just revenge : 
He is no traitor, who resents a wrong; 
Who shares no confidence, can break no trust: 
Bid conscience then be still, let no weak ,  qualms 
Damp thy reviving spirit ; but when night 
Wraps her dark curtain round this busy world, 

'Come thou tif Caiphas. — 

The remainder , of the book is occupied in 
the -narration of the Last SupPer; in which 
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there is almost a literal adherence to the Gos- 
pel of St. John. 	To have materially altered 
the language of Scripture on such a subject, 
or to have tinged with the, hues of fancy, events 
so solemn and momentous, so accurately re-
lated and known, would have been highly in- 
judicious. 	All that was left to the poet, there- 
fore, were the charms otwersification, and the 
liberty of retouching and heightening those parts 
of the picture that seemed to demand more 
powerful expression. 	A most pleasing portrait 
of our Saviour, and which combines the chaste 
simplicity of Raphael with the sweetness of 
Correggio, is thus finished from the outline of 
Scripture: 

', 	All eyes 
Were center'd on the Saviour's face divine, 
Which with the brightfiess of the Godhead mix'd 
Traces of human sorrow, and display'd 
The workings of a mind, where mercy seem'd 
Struggling to reconcile some mortal wrong 
To pardon and forbearance ; Such a look 
Made silence sacred; every tongue was mute; 
E'en Peter's zeal forbore the vent of words, 
Or spent itself in murmurs half supprest. 
At length the meek Redeemer rais'd his 9res?  
Where gentle resignation,' tempering grief, 
Beam'd grace ineflableon all around. 

After an awful and,pathetic address of Christ 
to his disciples, and an invocation to the Father' 
in their behalf, the poet thus beautifully de- 

tperibes their effect:— . 	• 
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So spoke the Lord, and with these gracious word 
His faithful remnant cheer'd; for soft they fell 
As hemi'n's blest der upon the thirsty hills, 	' 
And sweet the healing balm which they. distill'd 
On sorrow-wounded souls. 
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Rene maledetti al vostro regno, 
Regno di pene, e di tierpetua morte: 
E siano in quegli a voi dovuti ehrostri 
Le vostre guerre, et i trionfi viistri. 

TASSO. 

• 

TEE necessity of strictly 	adhering to the 
events, and frequently to the very words .of 
Scripture, must unavoidably damp,  the excur-
sive spirit of the poet, and compel him to the 
task of mere imitation. 	In the last book, little• 
could with propriety be added td the circum-• 
stantial detail of the Evangelist, 	who, 	in a 
style abounding in the • most exquisite 	sim- 
plicity 	and 	pathos, 	has 	faithfully 	recorded 
every word and action of his Divine Master: 
but the treason of Judas, the subject of the 
third, admitting more embellishment from the 
stores of imagination, accordingly presents the 
reader with much novel imagery, and much 
dramatic and epic machinery. 	The soliloquies 
of Iscariot, though 	rather too metaphysical, 
are well conceived, and the debates of the Saner' 
hedrim are animated and eloquent, whilst the 
harangue of Judas, when proposing the betrayal 
of Christ, is throughout Nervous, and glows 
with Shatmerian energy dnd phrase. 	Th& 
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fiery and bigoted Caiphas forms an excellent 
poetic character; his sentiments are inflamed 
with the fiercest enthusiasm and zeal, and his 
gestures betray the wild agitation of his soul, 
rendered still more striking from the mild and 
rational opposition of Nicodemus, whose phi-
lanthropy and tolerating .policy serve but to 
increase the storm which rages in the bosom 
of this implacable priest. 
. On the breaking up of -the unhallowed 

meeting, the poet has admirably conceived and 
described Satan' and his peers occupying the 
seats of its persecuting members. 

the Clear 	hall, 
Yield up your scats, ye substituted fiends; 
Hence, minor demons ! give your masters place ! 
And hark ! the King of Terrors speaks the word, 
lle calls his shadowy princes, they start forth, 
Expand themselves to sight and throng the hall, 
A synod of internals : Forms more dire 
Imagination shapes not, when the wretch, 
.Whom conscience haunts, in the dead hour of night, 
Whilst all is dark and silent round his bed, 
Sees hideous phantoms in his feverish dream, 
That stare him into madness with fix'd eyes • 
And threat'ning faces floating in his brain. 

Mammon, having prospered in his attempt 
upon Iscariot, Satan in a speech, of exultation 
and triumph bestows the most lavish encomiums 
on that spirit, and decrees an ovation hi honour 
of his success. 	The following descripticui, in 
which the minstrels are represented as chanting 
their hymn, is given in verse of very harmonious 

VOL. I. 	 V 
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structure, and in a vein of the purest poetry; 
the concluding lines are pec-uliarly excellent. 

From 

	

	the throne, either side 
Upon the signal, a seraphic choir 
In equal bands came forth ; the minstrels strike 
Their golden harps; swift o'er the sounding strings 
Their flying fingers swi•eep ; whilst to the strain, 
Melodious voices, though to heavenly airs • 
Attun'd no longer, still in Sweet accqrd 
Echo the festive song, now full combin'd, 
Pouring the choral torrent on the ear, 
In parts responsive now warbling by turns 
Their sprightly quick divisions, swelling now 
Through all the compass of their tuneft►l throais 
Their varying cadences, as fancy prompts. 
Whereat the Stygian herd, like them of old 
Lull'd by the Theban minstrel, stood at gaze 
Mute and appeas'd : for music bath a voice, 
Which ev'n the devils obey, and for a while 
Sweet sounds shall lay their turbid hearts asleep, 
Charm'd into sweet oblivion and repose. 
The praise of Mammon the rapt seraphs sung 
And Gold's almighty pow'r ; free How'd the verse;; 
No need to call the Muse, for all were there? 	' 
Apollo, and the Heliconian Maids, 
And all that Pagan poet e'er invok'd 
Were present to the mong. 	Above the flight 
Of bold Alcceus, Tisias bard divine, 
Or Pindar's strain Olympic, high it soar'd 
In dithyrambic Majesty sublime. 

Chemos now rushing in wounded by the 
spear of Gabriel, who had detected that demon 
as a spy on the Mount of Olives, puts an end 
to the plaudits of the Synod; and Satan, in- 
iiiriated by the appearance 	and 	relation of 
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Chemos, determines to encounter Gabriel, and 
boasts 	himself superior in 	prowess to 	that 
archangel, in terms the most galling and spi-
rited : 

The scars by this sharp sword in battle dealt 
Are the best honours Gabriel bath to vaunt; 
The brightest laurels on his brow are those 
I planted when in equal fight I deign'd 
To measure spears with such inferior foe. 
Doth Gabriel think God's favour can reverse 
Immutable pre-eminence, and raise 
His menial sphere to that, in which I shone 
Son of the morning ? 	Doth he vainly hope, 
Exil'd from heav'n, we left our courage.there, 
Or lost it in our fall ; or that hell's fires 
Have parcli'd and wither'd our shrunk sinews up ? 
Delusive hope ! the warior's nerve is strung 
By exercise, by pain, by glorious toil : 
The torrid clinic of hell, its burning rock, 
Its gulf of liquid flames, in which we roll'd, 
Have calciu'd our strong hearts, breaded their own 

tires 
Into our veins, and forg'd those nerves to steel, 
Which heav'n's calm ether, her voluptuous skies 
And frequent adorations well nigh smooth'd 
To the soft flexibility of slaves, 
Till bold rebellion shook its fetters off, 	, 
And with their clangour rais'd so brave a storm, 
That God's eternal throne rock'd to its base. 

Dismissing the council, therelbre, he calls for 
his arms : 

Tow'riug he stood, the Majesty of Hell, 
Dark o'er his brows thick clouds of vengeance roll 
Thunder was in his voice, his eyes shot fire, 

v 2 
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And loud he call'd for buckler and for spear : 
These hold Azazel bore, enormous weight, 
For Atlantean spirit proper charge : 
With eager grasp he seiz'd the towering mast, 
And shook it like a twig, then with a frown, 
That aw'd.the stoutest heart, gave sign for all 
Straight to disperse; and vanish'd from their sight. 

The idea of this infernal synod is bold and 
original, and the triumph of Mammon, with the 
honours paid him, the indignation of Satan on 
the appearance of Chemos, and his arming to 
encounter Gabriel, are highly wrought, and 
dilate the mind, by the vigour and grandeur of 
the fiction. 	The character of Satan here un- 
folds itself, wrapt in that terrible sublimity and 
splendour we so much admire in the pages of 
Milton, and 'whose lustre we shall find not only 
unimpaired as .we proceed, but beaming with 
still greater intensity ; whilst the meek and gen-
tle demeanour of our Saviour, though armed 
with unlimited, power, his severe sufferings and 
unparalleled forbearance, form a contrast which 
extends throughout the work, and greatly con-
tributes to the general effect,. 

The fourth book, upon which we are about to 
enter, and the seventh, are perhaps the most 
magnificent in the work, abounding in the crea: 
tions .of fancy, in the sublime and wildly awful 
exertion of superbdinan force and power. 	Our 
present subject, The Agony in the Garden, is 
worked up with *eat strength of imagination, 
and with the most judicious embellishments, on 
the hints of Scripture. 	St. Luke in his narra- 
tive of this part of our Saviour's sufferings, 

'9 
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baying recorded that " there appeared an angel 
unto him from heaven strengthening him," Mr. 
Cumberland has given this office to Gabriel, 
whom we have seen in the preceding book 
putting to flight Chemos the spy of hell, and 
who in the present is, represented as discovering 
Satan near the same place, who, after the dis-
persion of the demons in the hall of the Sanhe-
drim, had thus stationed himself in pursuance 
of his threats. 	The fiend, confident in his own 
power and courage, and dreading no being save 
the Almighty, disdains concealment, and ap-
proaches the spot where Christ is praying in 
agony : but the moment our Saviour takes the • 
mysterious cup, he teels his strength, as it were 
by enchantment, blasted ; his spear and shield 
weigh down his arm, slack and unnerved ; and 
in this situation, 

Struck down of Heav'n and quell'd, 
• 

he is met by Gabriel, who reproves him for his 
impious temerity, and warns him to be gone. 
Satan, enraged by the contempt and reproaches 
of the archangel, and indignant at being found 
baffled and imbecile, thus answers his celestial 
opponent: 

Since this angelic f4orm, from death exempt, 
Sometimes shall yield to aches and transient pains 
And natural ailments for a while endued, 
What wonder if etheriail spirit like me, 
Pent in this atmosphere and fain to breathe 
Thu lazy fogs of this unwholesome earth, 
Pine for his native clime? What, if he droop, 
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Worn out with care and toil? Wert thou as I, 
Driv'n to and fro, and by God's thunder hurl'd 
From Heav'n's high ramparts, would that silken form 
Abide the tossing on hell's 	 ery lake? 
Hadst thou, like me, travers'd the vast profound 
Of ancient Night, and beat the weary wing 
Through stormy Chaos, voyage rude as this 
Would ruffle those fine plumes. I've kept my course 
Through hurricanes, the least of which let loose 
On this firm globe would winnow it to dust, 
Snap like a weaver's thread the mighty chain, , That links it to beav'n's adamantine floor, • 
And whirl it through the Infinite of Space. 
And what hast thou, soft Cherub, done the whilst ? 
What are thy labours? What hast thou achiev'd ? 
Heav'n knows no winter, there no tempests howl; 
To breathe perpetual spring, to sleep supine 
On flow'ry beds of amaranth and rose, 
Voluptuous slavery, was Gabriel's choice : 
His bosom never drew th' indignant. sigh, 
That rent my heart, when call'd to morning hymn, 
I paid compulsive homage at God's throne, 
Warbling feign'd hallelujahs to his praise. 	• 
Spirits of abject mould, and such art thou, 
May call this easy service, for they love 
Ignoble ease : to me the fulsome task 
Was bitterest slavery, and though I fell, 
I fell opposing; exil'd both from heav'n

'  Freedom and I stilted the same glorious fall. 
Go back then to thy 'drudgery of praise, 
Practise new canticles, and tune thy throat 
To flattery's farming pitch ; leave me my groans, 
Leave me to tad' these echoes how to curse; 
Here let me lie and make this rugged stone 
My couch, my canopy this stormy cloud, 
Pint rolls stern winter o'er my fenceless head; 
Nis freedom's privilege, nor tribute owes, 
Nor tribute pays to Ileav'n's despotic king. 
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Nothing can exceed the energy and imagery 
of this taunting speech, and which even in Mil-
ton would have been selected as one of his 
noblest passages. 	The sublime courage and 
despair of . this demon• are here drawn with a 
masterly hand, and excite the highest admir-
ation, though mingled with horror, at the wild 
majesty and intrepidity of his character. 

Whilst Satan is thus speaking, our Saviour 
draws nigh, and the effect of his approach on 
the enemy of God and man is painted with the 
terrific pencil of a Spagnioletti : 

The fiend 
Or e'er the awful presence met his eye 
Shivering, as one by sudden fever seiz'd, 
Turn'd deadly pale; then fell to earth convuls'cl.' 
Dire were the yells he vented, fierce the throes 
That writh'd his tortur'd frame,•  whilst through the 

seams 
And chinks that in his jointed armour gap'd, 
Blue sulph'rous flames in livid flashes burst, 
So hot the hell within his fuel'd heart, 
Which like a furnace seven times heated rug'd. 

Christ now addresses the prostrate demon,. 
admonishes him that his reign on earth is over, 
that his dwelling is prepared. in bell, and that 
,there when they meet he must expect his doom; 
meanwhild Judas advancing, the betrayal and 
seizure of Christ follow according to the scrip-
ture narrative, and Satan left rolling in torments, 
and unable to rise from the rock on which lie 
had been cast by the power of Christ, bursts 
out into lamentation ; 	in vain implores relief, 
and wails his cruel boon of immortality: 

V 4. 
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Will not some pitying earthquake gulph me down 
To Where the everlasting fountains sleep, 
That in thoSe wat'ry caverns I might slake . 
The'se fires, that shrivel my parch'd sinews up? 

Oh ! for 	ity 
Grant me a moment's interval of ease, 
Avenging, angry Deity ! Draw back 
Thy red right hand, that with the light'ning arm'd 
Thrust to my heart makes all my boiling blood 
Hiss in my veins. 

His reflections on the enormity of his conduct, 
the guilt and misery he had occasioned, and on 
the improbability of repentance, or of mercy,, 
are forcibly expressed, and are immediately suc-
ceeded by the appearance of Mammon, to whom 
Satan applies for assistance in rising front the 
ground ; this aid that evil spirit readily grants : 

In his strong grasp 
He seiz'd his giant limbs in armour clad 
Of adamant and gold, a ponderous wreck : 
Earth trembled with the shock ; 	dire were the 

groans, 
Hell's Monarch vented, horrible the pains, 
That rack'd his stiffen'd joints; yet on hp toil'd 
Till by I-Icav'n's sufferance rather than by aid 
Of arm angelic once,again he rear'd 
His huge Titanian stature to the skies, 
And stood. 1  

Mammonktiongratulates his leader on being 
raised from the bed of torture, and endeavours 
to console hint. 	Sawn in reply acknowledges 
the power and divinity of Christ, predicts his 

..own approaching doom, and exclaims ; 
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Now, ev'n now, 
I feel a nature in me, not mine uwn, 
That is my master and against my. will 
Enforces truth prophetic frommy tongue, 
Making me reverence whom in heart I hate.: 
I feel that now, though lifted from the ground, 
I stand or move, or speak but as he wills, 
By influence not by freedom : I perceive 
These exhalations that the night breathes on me, 
Are loaded with the vaporous steams of hell ; 
I scent them in the air, and well I know 
The angel of destruction is abroad. 

Having said thus, he commissions Mammon 
to warn the partners of his fall of their impend-
ing ruin should they presume to witness the 
erucifisim and death of Christ, and then, pro-. 
rinsing to Mammon a long and prosperous 
reign on earth, a scene of tremendous sublimity 
and terror ensues, that, whether its conception 
or execution be considered, certainly merits 
every encomium. 

So spake the parting fiend in his last hour, 
Prophetic, father though he were of lies: 
To him the inferior demon answer none 
Attempted, but in ghastly silence stood 
Gazing with horror on his chieftain's face, 
That chang'd all hues by fits, as when the north 
With nitrous vapours charg'd,  convulsive shoots, 
Its fiery darts athwart the trembling pole, 
Making heav'n's vault a canopy of blood ; 
So o'er the visage of th' exorcis'd fiend 
Alternate gleams like meteors came and went 
And ever and anon he beat his breast, 
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That quick and short with lab'ring pulses heav'd. 
One piteous look hepupward turn'd, one sigh 
From his sad heart he fain had sent to heav'n, 
But ere the hopeless messenger could leave 
His quivering lips, by sudden impulse seiz'd, 
He finds himself uplifted from the earth ; 
His azure wings, to sooty black now chang'd, 
In wide expanse from either shoulder stretch 
For flight involuntary: Up he sprinO, 
Whirl'd in a fiery vortex round and round; 
,As when the Lybian wilderness caught up 
In sandy pillar by the eddying winds 
Moves horrible, the grave of man and beast ; 
Him thus ascending the fbrk'd lightning mikes 
With sidelong volley, whilst loud thunders rock. 	' 
Heav'n's echoing vault, when all at once, behold ! 
Caught in the stream of an impetuous gust 
High in mid-air, swift on the level wing , 
Northward he shoots, and like a comet leaves 
Lont; fiery track behind, speeding his course 
Straight to the realms of Chaos and old Night, 
Hell-bound, and to Tartarean darkness doom'd. 

Mammon, shocked at the dreadful fate of his 
chieftain, 	and trembling for himself, 	escapes 
under covert of the night. 

It will immediately be perceived, 	that for 
the major part of this book we are indebted to 
the genius and enthusiasm of the poet, who, in 
a bold and vigorous excursion into the regions 
of imagination, haw presented us with a picture 
of The most trans indent sublimity, and which 
has nothing to At from a comparison with the 
productions of his master and model. 	The 
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interviews 	between Gabriel and Satan, 	and 
Mammon and the arch fiend, are two of the 
best wrought scenes in the compass of poetry ;  
and no prejudide or spleen, be they ever so  
malignant, can hope to blast the laurels due to 
their conception. 
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Eternal wrath 
Burnt after him to the bottomless pit. 

MILTON. 
1 

Mum critisism has been bestoWed on the 
question, whether an epic poet should indulge 
in description of; or reflections on, his own 
person or circumstances. 	The severer writers, • 
from the example of Homer and Virgil, have 
decided in the negative; but it is evident Milton 
thought otherwise, and in the opening of his 
third book, and in strains the most pathetic 
and sublime, laments his deprivation of sight. 
Several other passages of a similar kind are 
interspersed through-  the Paradise Lost; and 
no person of, taste and feeling would exchange 
these delightfull morsels for the most elaborate 
and subtile criticism that human ingenuity could 
produce.f Nor does there seem any just reason 
why an epic poet should not be permitted 
occasionally to digress on subjects endeared to 
him by suffering and association. 	The judg- 
went of our immortal bard has been generally 
allowed to have been keen and accurate, and 
the result of his attempt is such that he may 
with propriety be considered as a model in this 
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respect to all future English poets, 	and as 
having given additional grace and interest to 
the fabrics of antiquity.* 

Mr. Cumberland 	has therefore judiciously 
copied his learned predecessor in this respect, 
and at the commencement of the fifth book, 
after an 	invocation to the Evangelists, thus 
beautifully alludes to himself: 

Musing my pious theme, as fits a bard 
Far onward in the wintry track of age, 
I shun the Muses' haunts, nor dalliance hold 
With fancy by the way, but travel on 
My mournful road, a pilgrim grey with years ; 
One that finds little favour with the world, 
Yet thankful for its least benevolence, 
And patient of 'its taunts ; for never yet 
Lur'd I the popular ear with gibing tales, 
Or sacrific'd the modesty of song, 
Harping lewd madrigals at drunken feasts 
To make the vulgar sport, and win their shout. 
Me rather the still voice delights, the praise 
Whisper'd, not published by Fame's braying trump ; 
Ile thou my herald, Nature : Let me please 
The sacred few, let my.remembrance live 
• Embosom'd by the virtuous and the wise ; 
Make me, 0 Hearin! by those, who love thee, lov'd: 
So when the widow's and the children's tears 
Shall sprinkle the cold dust, in which I sleep 
Pompless, and from a scornful world withdraw 
The -Iaurel, which its' malice rent, shall shoot, r 

• ii7amiiens, the, author of the Lusiati, preceded Milton in 
the adoption of this plan, and with the happiest effect; the loon 
pathetic pusages in his poem being those, which dwell upon 
his own Nevem sulferingi, and the unparalleled ill treatment 
and ingratitude he experienced from his native country. i 
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So water'd into life; and mantling throw 
Its verdant honors o'er my grassy tomb. 

Here in mid-way of my unfinish'd course, 
Doubtful of future time, whilst now I.pause 
To fetch new breath and trim my waning lamp, 
Fountain of Life, if I have still ador'd 
Thy mercy, and remember'd Thee with awe 
Ev'n in my mirth, in the gay prime of youth— 
So conscience witnesses, the mental scribe 
That registers my errors, quits me here— 
Propitious Power, support me! and if death, 
Near at the farthest, meditates the blow 
To Cut me short in my prevented tusk, 
Spare me a little, and put by the stroke, 
Till I recount his overthrow, and hail 
Thy Son victorious rising from the grave. 

This exquisite digression, pregnant with the 
,most plaintive imagery and sentiment, 	is a 
still further proof, if any were wanting, that 
the licence which Milton took, and which Mr. 
Cumberland has thus followed, is productive 
of the most pleasingyffect, and unaccompanied 
with 	the smallest violence to the narrative, 
which is immediately resumed in a natural tend 
easy manner. 	 , 	1 

The trial and condemnation of Christ, the 
subjects of the fifth book, now take place, but 

las Scripture is here again closely adhered to, it 
will not be necessary to offer any extracts. 	It 
will'be sufficient, probably, to observe that the 
characters of Christ, 	Caiphas, Pilate,. Peter, 
and Herod, are well preserved, and that the 
sorrow and contrition of the disciple, his soli- 
loquy and supplication 	for 	forgiveness, 	are 
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drawn with great. feeding and, much felicity of 
language. 

In the beginning of the sixth book, which 
is allotted to the Crucifixion, Judas mingles 
with. the multitude that throng the Judgment-
hall, but endeavours to avoid the eye of our 
Saviour: 

Yet was his ear to all that Jesus spake 
Still present, and, though few the words,' yet strong 
And potent of these few the impressive truth. 
There was a magic sweetness in his voice, 
A note that scem'd to shiver every nerve 
Entwin'd about his heart, though now corrupt, 
Debas'd and harden'd. 	III could he abide, 
Murderer although he were, the dying tones 
Of him, whom he had nuirder'd ; 'Trews the voice 
As of a spirit in the air by night 
Heard in the meditation cif some crime, 
Or sleep-created in the troubled ear 
Of conscience; crying out, Beware! 

The imagery in the concluding part of this 
quotation is strikingly illustrative, and super-
adds that pleasing awe and dread so interesting 
to a vivid fancy. 

On the suicide of Iscariot, which is brought 
about through the immediate instigation 	of 
Mammon, the author expatiates in a vein of 
pensive morality. 	 .  

0 that my harp 
Could sound that happy note, which stirs the string 
Responsive; that kind Nature bath entwin'd 	, 
About the human heart, and by whose clue 
ltepentance, heavenly monitress, reclaims 
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The youthful wanderer from his dangerous maze 
To tread her peaceful paths and seek his God : 
So could .my fervent, my effectual verse 	- 
Avail, 'posterity should then engrave 
That verse upon my tomb, to tell the world 
tdid not live in vain. 	But heedless man, 
Deaf to the music of the moral song, 
By Mammon or by Belial led from sin 
To sin, runs onward in his mad career, 

once takes warning of his better guide, .Nor 
Till at the barrier of life's little span 
Arriv'd he stops : Death opens to his view 
A hideous gulph • in vain he looks around 
For the lost seraph Hope; beside him stands 
'the tyrant fiend, and urges to the brink ; 
Behind him black Despair with threat'ning frown 
And gorgon shield, whose interposed orb 
Bars all retreat, and with its shade involves 
Life's brighter prospects in one .hideous night. 

Mammon, in compliance with the request 
of Satan, having convened the demons in the 
wilderness, warns them to flight, and relates 
to them the expulsion of that arch-fiend from 
the earth; they disperse in terror, and the de- 
scription of the procession to Mount Calvary 
next occuts: on the summit of this bill the 
poet has artfully placed Gabriel and his at, 
tendant angels, and in a passage of great merit 
delineates thex'clii.et k of the spectacle on the 
mind of the ititrant Seraph. 	• 

Here Gabriel, from the height 
Noting the sad procession, had espied 
The suffering son,of God, amidst the throng 
prigg'd slowly on by rude and ruffian hands 
To shameful execution : Horror-struck, 
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Pierc'd to the heart, th indignant Seraph shook 
His threat'ning spear, and with the other hand 
Smote on his thigh in agony of soul 
For man's ingratitude ; glist'ning with tears 
His eyes, whence late celestial sweetness beam'd, 
Now shot a fiery glance. 

The picture with which we are next pre-
sented glows with tinting of the tenderest and 
softest beauty, 	and cannot tail to 	elicit the 
tear of pity and compassion from every eye. 

Where'er the Saviour pass'd, his presence drew 
Thousands to gaze ; and many an aching heart 
Heav'd silent the last tributary sigh 
In memory of his mercies ; zealous some 
Rush'd in, the grateful blessing to bestow 
For health or limbs or life itself restor'd*: 

Loud the cry 
Of women, whose soft sex to pity prone 
Melts at those scenes which flinty-hearted man 
Dry-ey'd contemplate: Mothers in their arms 
Held up their infants, and with shrill acclaim 
Begg'd a last blessing for those innocents, 
Whose sweet. simplicity so well he lov'd, 
And 'ever as he met them laid his hands ' 
Upon their harmless heads with gentle love 
And gracious benediction, breathing heaven 
Into their hearts. 	0 happy babes, so blest ! 

• 
After addressing himself to the daughters of 

Jerusalem, our Saviour is fixed to the cross. 
----r-,:- 	 Now began 
The executioners to spread his arms 
Upon the beam transverse, and through his palms, 
Monsters of cruelty ! and through his feet, 

VOL. I. 	 Z 
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They drove their spiked nails; whilst at the clang 
Of those dire engines every feeling heart 
Uttered a groan, that with the mingled shrieks 
Of mothers and of children pierc'd the air. 
The very soldiers paus'd and stood aghast, 
Musing what these lamentings might portend ; 
Scarce dar'd they to pursue the dreadful work, 
Awe-struck, and gazing on the face divine 
Of the suspended Saviour. 

This last circumstance is well imagined, and 
gives a very picturesque finishing to the scene. 

The rest of the book being occupied merely 
with the detail of incidents as related in the 
Evangelists, viz. the crucifixion of the male-
factors, the death of Christ, and the resurrec-
tion of the saints and prophets, we shall pass 
on to the subject of the seventh book, the 
Descent into Hell, which offers a noble theme 
to our poet, and has been treated by him in a 
manner that does high honour to his genius 
and taste. 	Imagination here has free scope, 
and;  borne beyond the limits of the material 
world, expatiates as in her native clime. 

Evening having now succeeded the struggles 
of nature, the book opens with its description, 
and represents the dead body of Christ still 
banging on the cross. 	These lines we shall 
quote for the sake of the three concluding ones, 
which present an image altogether new, and 
of inimitable beatity. 

Now Hesperus renewed his evening lamp, 
And hung it forth amid the turbid sky 
To mark the close of this portentous day : 
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The lab'ring sun, in his mid course eclips'd, 
Darkling at length had reach'd his western goal; 
And now it seem'd as if all Nature slept, 
O'erspent and wearied with convulsive throes. 
Upon his cross the martyr'd Saviour hung; 
Pale through the twilight gleam' d his breathless corse, 
And silvery white, as when the moon-beam plays 
On the smooth surface of the glassy lake. 

St. John, supporting the blessed Virgin, is 
de•scribed watching near the cross, and a mourn-
ful and pathetic dialogue ensues between them; 
meanwhile the Spirit of Christ is conveyed on 
the wings of Cherubim into the regions of 
Death, whose domains, with a distant view of 
the bottomless pit, are drawn with a dark but 
powerful pencil. 	Here, at the foot of Death's 
terrific throne, Satan, driven by the whirlwind's 
rage, had just arrived. 

Down on the solid adamant he fell 
Precipitate at once, and lay entranc'd 
Of arch-angelic majesty the wreck. 

Scar'd at the hideous crash, and all aghast, 
Death scrcam'd amain, 	then wrapt 	himself in 

clouds, 
And in his dark pavilion trembling sate 	. 
Mantled in night i And now the prostrate fiend 
Rear'd his terrific head with lightnings scorch'd, 
And furrow'd deep with scars of livid hue ; 	' 
Then stood erect, and roll'd his blood-shot eyes 
To find the ghastly vision of grim Death, 
Who at •the sudden downfall of his sire 
Startled, and of his own destruction warn'd, 
Had shrunk from sight, and to a misty cloud 

• Dissolv'd, hung low ring o'er his shrouded throne. 
z 2. 
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When Satan, whose last hope was now at stake, 
Impatient for the interview, exclaim'd, 	. 
• Where art thou, Death? Why hide thyself from 

. 	him, 
Of whom thou art? Come forth, than grisly king! 
And though to suitor of immortal mould 
Thy refuge be denied, yet at my call, 
Thy father's call, come forth and comfort me, 
Thou gaunt anatomy, with one short glimpse 
Of those dry bones, in which alone is peace, 
And that oblivious sleep for which I sigh. 

He said, and now a deep and hollow groan, 
Like roar of distant thunders, shook the hall, 
And from before the cloud-envelop'd throne 
The adamantine pavement burst in twain, 
With hideous crash self-open'd, and display'd 
A subterranean chasm, whose yawning vault, 
Deep. as the pit of Acheron, forbade 
All nearer access to the shadowy king. 

' Whereat the imprison'd winds, hat in its womb 
Were cavern'd, 'gan to heave their yeasty waves 
In bubbling exhalations, till at once 
Their eddying vapours working upward burst 
From the broad vent enfranchis'd ; when, behold! 
The'cloud that late around the throne had pour'd 
More than Egyptian darkness, now began 
To lift its fleecy skirts, till throngh the mist 	• 
The imperial phantom gleam'd ; monster deform'd, 
Enormous, terrible, from heel to scalp 

' One dire anatomy ; his kilt* bones 
Star'd through the shrivellid skin, that loosely hung 
On his sepulchral carcass; round his brows 
A cypress wreath, tiara-like, he wore, 
With nightshade and cold hemlock intertwin'd ; 
Behind him hung his quiver'd store of darts 
Wing'd with the raven's plume ; his fatal bow 
Of dead_ 

' . 
yew, tall as Goliath's spear, 

' 	440 
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Propp'd his• unerring arm ; about his throne, • 
If throne it might be call'd, which was 'compos'd. 
Of human bones, as in a charnel pil'd, 
A hideous group of dire diseases stood, 
.Sorrow and pains and agonizing plagues, 
His ghastly satellites, and, ev'n than these 	• 
More terrible, Ambition's slaught'ring sons, 
Heroes and conquerors styl'd on earth, but here 
Doom'd to ignoble drudgery, employ'd ' 	' 
To do his errands in the loathsome vault, 
And tend corruption's never-dying worm, 
To haunt the catacombs and ransack graves, 
Where some late populous city is laid waste 
By the destroying pestilence, or storm'd ' 
By murdering Russ, or Tartar, blood-besmear'd; 
And furious in the desp'rate breach to plant 
His eagle, or his crescent on the piles 
Of mangled multitudes, and flout the sky 
With his victorious banners. 	Now a troop 
Of shrouded ghosts upon a signal given 
By their terrific Monarch start to sight, 
Each with a torch funereal in his grasp, 
Thato'er the hall dilfus'd a dying light, 
Than darkness 'self more horrible. 	The walls 
Of that vast cenotaph, hung round with spears, 
Falchions and pole-axes and plumed helms, 
Show'd like the arnery of some warlike state: 
There ev'ry mortal weapon might be seen, 
Each implement of old or new device, 
Which savage nature or inventive art 
Furnish'd to arm the ruffian hand of War,. 
And deal to man the lif&destroying stroke : 
And them betwixt at intervals were plac'd 
The crowned skeletons of mighty kings, 
Clears and Caliphs, 'and barbarian Chiefs, 
Monsters, whose swords had made creation shrink, 
And frighted Peace and Science from the earth. 

z 3 
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This description of the person and palace of 
the King of Terrors has many traits of genuine 
sublimity, though perhaps the obscurity which 
Milton has thrown around his delineation of 
Death, tends more to.  excite admiration and . 
terror. 	The prior half of the quotation will 
suffer nothing in comparison with any portion 
of Milton, but the remainder appears too minute, 
and, though possessing considerable merit, not 
.of sufficient dignity for the occasion. 	This hor- 
rible phantom should ever be circumfused by a 
gloomy atmosphere, through which the eye in 
vain strives to acquire an accurate knowledge of, 
its object. 	Placed in the broad blaze of day, its 
terrors, its sublimity, 	the product of uncer- 
tain imagination, vanish, and deformity alone 
remains. 

A dialogue between Satan and his offspring 
Death, in which that arch-fiend in vain makes 
suit for protection, is maintained with character-
istic sentiment and imagery, and terminated by 
the approach of Christ, who, encanopied be-
neath the wings of Cherubim, and preceded by 
the angel trump, victoriously appears, whilst 
darkness sinks to the centre, Death trembles on 
his throne, and Satan falls motionless on the 
ground. 	Our 	Saviour no* addresses and 
Passes sentence on the prostrate demon, and 
immediately 

The strong vladietive Angel, to whose charge 
The key of flint infernal pit belongs  

seiz'd hint in his 	from the — 	 grasp, and 	ground 
Lifting his poitErous bulk, such vigour dwelt .. 
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In arm celestial, headlong down at once 
Down hurl'd him to the bottom of the gulph, 
Then follow'd on the wing : His yelling cries 
Death heard, whilst terror shiver'd every bone. 

Meantime the cherubic choir chant songs of 
gratulation and triumph, and hail the day-spring 
of salvation, whilst Satan, 

ten thousand fathoms deep, 
At bottom of the pit, a mangled mass, 
With shatter'd brain and broken limbs outspread, 
Lay groaning on the adamantine rock : 
Him the strong angel with ethereal touch 
Made whole in form, but not to strength restor'd, 
Rather to pain and the acuter sense 
Of shame and torment ; hideous was the glare 
Of his blood-streaming eyes, and loud he yell'd 
For very agony, whilst on his limbs 
The massy fetters, such as hell alone 
Could forge in hottest sulphur, were infix'd 
And riveted in the perpetual stone ; 
Upon his back he lay extended,'huge, 
A hideous ruin ; not a word vouchsard 
That vengeful Angel, butr with quick digpatch 
Plied his commission'd task, then stretch'd thewing, 
And upward flew ; for now th' infernal cave 
Through all its vast circumference had giv'n 
The dreadful warning, and began to close 
Its rocky ribs upon th' imprison'd fiend : 
Fierce and more fierce as it approach'd became 
The flaming concave ; thus comprest, the vault 
Red as metallic furnace glow'd intense 
With heat, that, had the hideous den been less " 
Than adamant it had become a flood, 
Or Satan other than he was in sin 

z 4 
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And arch-angelic strength pre-eminent, 
He neither could have suffer'd nor deservA : 
Panting he roll'd in streams of scalding sweat, 
Parch'd with intolerable thirst; one drop 
Of water then to cool his raging tongue, 
Had been a boon worth all his golden shrines : 
Vain wish ! for now the pit had clos'd its mouth, 
Nor other light remain'd than what the glare 
Of those reverberating fires . bestow'd : 
Then all the dungeon round was thick beset 
With horrid faces, threat'ning as they glar'd 
Their haggard eyes upon him : from hell's lake 	' 
Flocking they came, whole legions of the danad, 
His worshippers on earth, sensual, prophane, 
Abominable in their lives, monsters of vice, 
Blood-stained murderers, apostate kings, 
And crowned tyrants some, tormented now 
For their past crimes, and into furies turn'd, 
Accusing their. betrayer :, Curses dire, 
Hissings and tauntings now from everj, side 	, 
Assail'd his ear ; on him, on him alone, 
From Cain first murderer to Iscariot, ,all, 
All with loud voices charg'd on him their sins, 
Their agonies, with imprecations urg'd 	, 
For treble vengeancd on his head accurst, 
Founder of hell, sole author of their woes, 
And enemy avow'd of all mankind. 

.For perspicuity and strength of imagination, 
for terrible and gigantic couccption, no passage 
in this or any other poem ma be produced in 
rivalry of the quotation 4te have now given. 
The 

 
in 	cave closing on its dreadful inha- 

bitant, the tiiilmendous agency of the vindictive 
Angel, and 'di 	ghastly apparitions 	ranged 
within the f,itiming concave, and pouring forth 
curses on tlir agonized betrayer, are paintings 
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which 4lispla.y the energy of very powerful and 
creative genius. 

Death, having thus .witnessed the punish-
ment and imprisonment of Satan, humbly ac-
knowledges the'Messias, and tenders him his 
crown and key, the latter of which is given to 
Gabriel by Christ, with a commission to set 
free the Saints of the first resurrection. 	On 
the approach of these the. boqk concludes ; and 
the eighth and last opens with a beautiful de- 
scription of their appearance, under the conduct 
of the Arch-angel : 

• 
Now had the Saviour by the word of power 
Wafted the magic Phantom into.air, 
And all the horrors of the scene dispell'd : 
Swift as the stroke of his own winged dart, 
Or flitting shadows by the moon-beam chas'd, 
Death on the instant vanish'd : What had seem'd 
A citadel of proud and martial port, 	• 
With bastions fenc'd and towers Impregnable, 
Of adamant compos'd and lofty dome, 
Covering  the throne imperial, now was air ; 
And far as eye could reach, a level plain, 
In the interminable horizon lost, 
Unfolded its vast champaign to the view. 
Darkness twin-born with Death had fled ;'the rays, 
That from the Saviour's sun-crown'd temples beam'd, 
With dazzling lustre brighten'd all the scene. 
There just emerging to the distant view, 
And glitering white, a multitude appear'd, 
Stretch'd east and west in orderly array, 
Swift marching underneath the mighty wings 
Of the protecting. Angel, who in air 
Soar'd imminent, and with the brohd expanse 
From flank to flank envelop'd all the host. 
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The contrast anti rapidity, of change be-
tween the adamantine citadel and paraphernalia 
of Death and the immeasurable champaign, and 
emerging saints, is in the spirit of Arabian 
fable, 	and productive of ' a 	pleasing effect ; 
whilst the concluding and noble picture of the 
mighty Seraph prepares the mind for the solemn 
subject.of the book, and harmonises with the 
immediately succeeding scenery. 

Our Saviour having ascended a mountain in 
the midst of the congregation appears to them 
clothed with glory, 	and promises them the 
joys of a blessed immortality. 	They adore 
him in hymns of praise and thanksgiving; and 
Abraham confers with our Saviour, 	and is 
shewn the beatific vision of the heavenly Jeru- 
salem, as recorded in the Apocalypse. 	,Christ 
re-ascends to earth, and Gabriel explains the 
purport of the Redeemer's resurrection, and 
enters into a conference with Moses. 	The 
• Spirit of God now descends, and inspires them 
with ' the knowledge necessary to their happy 
state, whilst a Paradise destined for their abode, 
until the Lord's return from earth, springs up 
at the presence of the Deity, and is thus ele-
gantly described : 

....„--- Over head 
Loud thunderings*pounc'd the coming God: 
And now a fire, that cover'd all the mount, 
Bespoke him present ; all the air respir'd 
Ambrosial odours, amaranth and rose, 
For Mature felt her God, and every flower 
Andl, cry fragrant shrub, whose honey'd breath 
Perfumes the courts of heav'n, had burst to life 

   
  



NO. XXI. 	LITERARY HOURS. 	 34.7 

Blooming, and, in a thousand colours dy'd, 
Threw their gay •mantle o'er the naked heath : 
Now glow'd the living landscape ; hill and dale . 
Rose on the flat, or Mink as Nature shap'd 
Her loveliest forms and swell'd her wavy line, 
Leaving unrein'd variety to run 
Her wild career amid the sportive scene : 
Nor were there wanting trees of ev'ry growth, .. 
Umbrageous some, making a verdant tent 
Under their spreading branches ; some of shaft 
Majestic, tow'ring o'er the subject groves : 
Blossoms and fruits and aromatic gums 
Scented the breeze, that fann'd their rustling leaves : 
And them betwixt, a crystal river Holed 
O'er golden sands, meand'ring in its course 
Through amaranthine banks with lulling sound 
Of dulcet murmurs breathing soft repose. 

And now Gabriel addresses the Saints for the 
last time, assuring them that this Paradise 

Is but their passage to a brighter scene, 
A resting-place till Christ shall re-ascend 
To the right hand of God, and call them hence 
To share his glory in the .heav'n of heavens. 

lie then springs on the wing, and with the 
swiftness of the meteor disappears. 

Thus concludes a Poem, which for grandeur 
and sublimity of design and execution 	will 
assuredly rank high in the estimation of the 
critic; and to those who combine 	religious 
fervour with poetic enthusiasm, afford delight 
of the most exquisite relish. 	Though Mr. 
Cumberland has been compelled in many parts 
to adhere with scrupulous accuracy to circutn. 
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stances and events well known, yet has a con-
siderable portion of the work been devoted to 
the splendour and novelties of fiction, to the 
delineation of beings beyond the limits of our 
habitable sphere, and, though the author had a 
model that might guide his efforts, yet were 
the merits of that model, 	its sublimity and 
beauty, so transcendent, that to place by its 
side a production that would not suffer by the 
comparison, certainly tequired the most arduous 
exertions of genius, the most curious felicities 
of imitation. 

If any general objection can be made, it is 
that, in the design, sufficient compass has not 
been assumed ; that the creations of fancy bear 
not an adequate proportion to the narrative of 
Scripture, and that 'consequently the deep so-
lemnity and severe tone of the poem are not 
fully relieved by the charms of description mid 
the play of imagery. 	In Milton the beauties 
of Nature 'are freely introduced, and dwelt 
upon; and, could Mr. Cumberland have so 
arranged his plan as to have admitted descrip- • 
tion of this kind, he would greatly • have en-
hanced its value and the variety of its attrac- 
tion. 	As it is, the only piece in the purely 
descriptive line we can recollect throughout the 
whole poem is the picture of paradise, in the 
eighth book, and which is finished in a style•  
that induces regret at the poet's inattention to • 
this resource. 	It is true, that in the work as 
now constituted, owing to its slight digression 
from the Gospel record, such introduction would 
be impertinent: but, had the outline been ren-
dered more extensive, episodical 'parts must 
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necessarily have been included, and in these the 
imagery alluded to might judiciously have been 
employed, and would have operated the effect 
required. 	Natural History has lately received 
so many accessions, that the poetic genius, who 
should 	assiduously cultivate 	this 	branch of 
science, would from its sources alone be able to 
throw an interesting novelty over his produc-
tions, and the -similes of an epic poem would 
no longer exhibit a tissue • of hereditary and 
servile imagery.  

Few literary men of the present day have 
written upon more various and contrasted sub-
jects than the Author of Calvary; and it will 
tend strongly to impress upon the public mind 
a favourable idea of his genius, when it shall 
reflect, that in the course of four or five years 
he has presented it with bold and spirited imita-
tions of Milton and Fielding, two authors who 
have no point in contact, and that his Calvary 
and his Henry have the raciness and vigour of 
originals, and will probably descend to remote 
ages 	in 	conjunction 	with 	their 	prototypes. 
Should we now advert to his numerous Come-
dies and Essays, effusions of great and acknow-
ledged merit, it will perhaps not appear too 
much to , affirm, 	that to no author of the 
eighteenth century in polite literature are we  
tattler greater obligations. * 

• The author of these sketches cannot but feel highly grati- 
fied in having it in his power to remark, that since this critique 
on the Calvary of Mr. Cumberland was first given to the public, 
men editions of that poem have passed 'the press ! 
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Voce, TaXxv, wapez avi7pq, Iv sx at jA4ov apaXEac 
`EMtlICTOP graTIOY vag.co staTo49sihertx. 

Him yap Eigutacrs Artranrooe aXXa. TOG aelpoc 
40..rpa nu En, czar) trastaxopcisto eihnOov. 

Anthol. lib. iii. 

Suck, little wretch, whilst yet thy mother lives, 
Suck the last drop her fainting bosom gives ; 
She dies, her tenderness. out-lasts her breath, 
And her fond love is provident in death. 

WEBB. 

TIM exquisite and pathetic little picture of 
maternal tenderness exhibited in the motto of 
this sketch, is a lively proof of that intensity of 
feeling which binds our race in gentleness toge- 
ther. 	The same sweet sensations that glow 
through the closer ties of society, which pant in 
the bosom 	OP the husband and the father, 
pervade likewise the whole mass of being; and, 
though weaker la proportion to the distance of 
propinquity, yet cannot he be called wretched, 
who receives, or communicates the smallest por- 
tion of  their%iifluence. 	From the impassioned 
feelings of tht mother, to him who stands joyless 
on the verge of apathy, the tide of affection flows 
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in a long and devious course. 	Clear,. full, and 
vehement, it descends into the vale of life, where, 
after a short time, becoming tranquil and serene, 
it separates into many branches; 	and these, 
again dividing, wander in a thousand 'streams, 
dispensing, as they move along, the sweets of 
health and happiness. 	That no felicity exists 
independent of a susceptibility for these emo- 
tions, is a certain fact; 	for to the heart of him 
who bath been cold to filial or fraternal duty, 
the soothing charm of friendship and of love 
will ever be unknown. 	It is, therefore, evident, 
that to be happy, man must invariably consult 
the well-being of others; to his fellow-creatures 
he must attribute the bliss which he enjoys ; it 
is a reward proportional to the exertion of his 
philanthropy. 	Abstract the man of virtue and 
benevolence from society, and you cut off the 
prime source of his happiness; he has no pro-
per object on which to place his affection or 
exercise his humanity ; the sudden rapture of 
the grateful heart, the tender tones of friendship, 
and the melting sweetness of expressive love, no 
longer thrill upon his ear, or swell his softened 
soul; all is an aching void, a cheerless, and 
almost unproductive waste ; 	yet even in this 
situation, barren as it is, where none are found 
to pour the balm of pity, or listen to the plaint 
of sorrow, even here some enjoyment is derived 
from letting loose our affections upon inanimate 
nature. 	" Were I in a desert," says Sterne, 
" I would find something in it to call forth my 
affections. 	If I could not do better, I would 
filsten them upon some sweet myrtle, or seek 

   
  



• 

352 	LITERARY HOURS. 	NO. XXIT:. 

some melancholy cypress to connect myself to. 
I would court their shade, and greet them kindly 
for their , protection. 	I would cut my name 
upon them, and swear they were the loveliest 
trees throughout the desert. 	If their leaves wi- 
thered, I would teach myself to mourn ; and 
when they rejoiced, I would rejoice with them." 
• That man was formed for society, seems a 

truth so well established; and the benefits arising 
from such an union so apparent, that few 
would ever suppose it to have been doubted; 
yet have there been philosophers whom hypo-
thesis, or the love of eccentricity, has led to 
prefer that period, 

When wild in woods, the noble savage ran. 

An election so absurd merits not a serious 
refutation: every day's experience must convince 
the man of observation, that our happiness de-
pends upon the cultivation of. our social duties, 
upon the nurture of, humanity and benevolence; 
that our crimes are nearly in proportion to the 
rupture of domestic harmony, and that the flu-. 
gitious deeds which glare.uppn tts with so hor-
rid an aspect, are often the consequences of 
indirect deviation from the still small voice of 
duty and of love. 	He, who has been accus- 
tomed to despise the feelings of the son?' the 
husband, and the friend, will not often be found 
proof against the allurements of interest and of 
vice. . He who, unless driven by hunger and 
despair, lifts up his daring arm to ,arrest the 
property dr the Ilk of his fellow-cr4ltiltre, never 

   
  



NO. xxrI. 	La nltAlly nouns. 	353 

felt those soft sensations which arise from 'the 
consciousness of being beloved : for let no man 
be called wretched who has this in reserve, let 
no man be called poor who has a friend to 

.consult. 
Nor is social happiness less injured by that 

semblance of sensibility, which it has become of 
late but too common to assume: for if we trust 
to the assertions of all those, who think proper 
to claim its possession, how common, how widely 
diffused.  among the sons of men, must this best 
and sweetest of the gifts of nature and educa-
tion be; and yet, alas ! when he whose heart 
bath ever melted at the suftbrings of distress; 
whose liberality bath ever been poured out upon 
the children of penury, whose friendship • and 
whose love bath, been permanent and pure, 
when he sliall step forward in the world, solicit-
ous to extend the sphere of his benevolence, 
solicitous to claim kindred with those of a 'con-
genial temper, with those whose conversation 
or compositions had impressed him in their 
Ihvour, how will he stand aghast, how will his 
heart sink within him, when, instead of sympa-
thy and of charity, of social and of domestic 
feeling, he shall find apathy and avarice, find 
extortion and cruelty! 

That this is not an overcharged picture, I am 
well convinced. 	There are many, whose . writ- . 
ings breathe the 'very soul' of sensibility, with 
whom the slightest impulse of pity and distress 
ought'to operate, and yet unhappily for virtue, 
their compositions and their lives, their senti- 
ments and their actions, correspond not.: 	There 
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are
. 
 Many, also, from whom the delineations 

of elegant distress, the straggles of disastrous 
love, or the plaintive sorrows of , deluded innor 
cence, will-not fail to elicit the tear of sympathy; 
but when objects of reafdistress, when sickness . 
Auld when poverty, when pain and when decre-
pitude present themselves, they shudder at the 
sight,' they pass on, they fly the wretched 
mourner.  

It should, therefore, be a principle early in-
culcated into the minds of our youth, that to 
be happy, is to be beloved, and that our enjoy-
ment will be commensurate to our efforts in 
relieving the distress and the misery of others. , 
Were this the Case, how much of, that wanton 
and• pernicious cruelty would be avoided, as 
frequently the disgrace of manhood as of boyish 
years.1 	Were our children taught to .nourish, 
sentiments 9f love and of esteem for those around 
theth3  to elicit their affection by each amiable, 
exertion in their power, to visit and give sue;  
.cour to the sick and the afflicted, how often 
would the tear of rapture fill their eyes, bow 
would the sweet sensation dwell upon their 
hearts, and grow with their increasing years. 

• 0 Charity! our helpless' nature's pride, 	. 
Thou friend tO him who knows no friend beside, 
Is there a morning's breath, or the sweet gale , 
That steals e'er the tir'd pigrim of the vale, 
Cheering with fragrance fresh his weary 	? ..frame 
Aught like the incense of thy holy flamer 	• 
Is aught in all the beauties that adorn 
The azure Heaven, or purple light of morn ? 
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is aught so fhb' in evening's Iing'ring gleam, 
AS from thine eye•the meek and pensive beam, 
That falls, like saddest moonlight on the' hill 
And distant grove, *hen the wide world is still? " 	' 

Bolin,Es. 

1 	. 
Society has been aptly compared to a heap 

of embers, which, when separated, soon lan-
guish, darken, and, expire, hut, if placed to- 
gether, a  glow with 	ruddy and intense heat ; a .  
just emblem of the strength, the happiness, 
and the security derived from the union of 
mankind. 	The savage, who never knew the 
blessings of combination, and he, who quits 
society from apathy or misanthropic spleen, 
are like the separated ember, dark, dead, and 
ug6lesS; 'they neither give nor receive heat, 
,neither 'love or are beloved. 	To what acts of, 
'heroisin and virtue, in every age and, nation, 
has 'hot the impetus of affection given rise? 
To ' whit gloomy misery, 'despair, and even 
suicide, has not the desertion of society led ? 
How 'often, in the busy haunts' of men, are all 
our noblest and gentlest virtues, called forth ? 
And how, in the bosom of the recluse, do all 
the soft emotions languish, and grow faint ? 
Not that the author of these Sketches is a foe 
to retirement, he has elsewhere confesied him-
self its friend ; he speaks but of him, who, dead 
to feeling, kinks into the lap of cheerless soli- 
tude. 	That many individuals, from a peculiar 
turn of Mind, . are calculated to be of more 
extensive utility in retirement, 	than on the 
active stage of life, he is well convinced. 	He 
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is also perfectly aware that reiterated misfor-
tune and perfidy, operating upon a warm and 
sanguine 	constitution, 	will often 	hurry 	the 
most amiable' character into unmitigated seclu-
sion ; but even in this case, as a proof that our 
affections to support life ,must, however small 
in degree,  be engaged,. let it be observed that 
the most recluse have 	generally 	had 	some.  
object for their tenderness, some creature whOse 
attention they strove to obtain, whose interest 
in their weltiire they hoped to secure ; and, as a 
corroborating instance of what has been ad-
vanced' throughout this paper, 'it shall be illus-
trated with the following anecdote : 

A respectable character, after having long 
figured away in the gay world at Paris, was at 
length compelled to live in an obscure retreat 
in that city, the victim of severe and unforeseen 
misfortunes. 	He was so indigent, that he sub- 
sisted only on an allowance from the' parish. 
Every week a quantity of bread was:  sent to. 
him sufficient for his support, and yet, at length, 
he demanded more. 	On this the curate sent 
for him. 	He went : " no `you live alone ?" 
said the curate.--" With whom, sir," answered 
the unfortunate- man, " is it possible I should 
live? I am wretched, you see that I am, since 
I thus solicit charity, and am abandoned by all 
the world." —.-" But, sir," continued the curate, 
" if you live alone, why do you ask for more 
bread than is sufficient for yourself?" 	The , 
other was quite disconcerted, and at last, with • 
great reluctance, coAosbil that iher, had a dog. 
The curate did not drop th4subject. 	He 
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desired him to observe, that be *as only the 
distributor of the bread that belonged to the 
poor, and that it was absolutely necessary that 
ho should dispose of his dog. 	" Ali, sir," ex- 
clainied the poor man, weeping, " arid if I lose 
my dog, who is there then to love me?" 	The 
good , imstor, melting.into tears,, took his purse, 
and giving it to him, 66  Take this, sir," said he ; 
46  this is mine— this I can gives" 

. 

GOTHIC RUINS. 

Twilit:a, 'mid twilight's sober ray, 
Awful gleam the Gothic time; 

'flitnigh yet clad in tints of grey, 
' Many a mould'ring arch remain t 

No more, from yon tow'r sublime, 
.On the plouAdriman's ear no more, 

Pausing oft with hollow chime, 
Shall the curfew sullen roar : 

No more, by the friendly light 
Glimm'ring o'er the distant moor, 

Shall the wet, the weary wight 
Safe its dreary wastes explore : 

From the window's pictur'd pane, 
'No more, at still ev'ning grey, 

Shall athwart the sainted strain, 
Hues of gold and purple play : 

'From the rapt choir's hallow'd throng, 
From the organ's mellow.peal, 	 . 

No more'shall the solemn song 
Through the dim aisles lengtlenimi steal :, 
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From the arch'd roof's fretted height, 
Waving ivh'ere the mighty rest, 

No more shall, with dazzling light, 
Stream the baron',4 bkizonrd crest: 

By the 	lamp gleaming drear, 	• 
Through the cloisters chill and deep, 

No more, tear pursuing tear, 
Shall the dark-stol'd sisters sweep : 

No more, Whilst the midnight bell 
Swinging. beats in yonder tow'r, 

Shall the monk in taper'dcell,, 
Meek his do S devotions pour. . 

Silent is the hallow'd strain, 
Silent is the curfew's roar. 

Though the taw'rs of yon steep hill 
'Mid blue ether rush sublime; 

Though they frown gigantic still, 
Daring the rude hand of Time,; 

No more, at lone midnight seen, 
From the lofty window bright,. 

Shall, the taper shafts between,r 
Rush the cheering stret*n of light. 

No more through the vaulted room, 
To the lyre, in cadence sweet, 

Shall of youth, in.beauty's bloom,. 
• Glance the many-twinkling feet: 

No.more shall the chief' on 'tire, 
Clashing joust in yonder glade, 

Launch the spear; oryglisening dire, 
Swing the sharp and pond'rous blade : 

No more, where the banner'd wall 

' 

Glows,with gorgeous 'imagery, 
May heldithe, in -festive hall, 

Boas/ Pe deeds of chivalry: 
No mok'Shall the minstrel grey,' 

Sweep his harp in ccstacy, 
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•All at stormy ,dose of day 
Chanting strains of gallantry : 

No more to the massy gate, 
No more shall the pilgrim fly ; 

There the plenteous meal to wait, 
Boon of hospitality. 	. 

Silent is the hero's lay ; 
Silent is the tale of old ! 

TO THE 

MEMORY OF CHATTERTON.; 

• . 	 . 
• Now strike ye slow the trembling lyre; , 

Now pour ye wild the plaintive strain, 
Mute is the Poet's muse of fire, 

And dead the Youth on yonder plain. 
. 	. 
Oh, strew ye flow'rets o'er his grave 

Yet wet with many a briny tear ; 
And thou, blest streamlet, gently lave 

The Bard, to musing Fancy dear ! 	, 

While yet shall glow the solar beam, 	• . 
And line the rolling gloom with gold, 

The blue-ey'd Fays, from wood or stream, 
Shall deck with leaves thy hallow'd mould. 

For thee, the Wary moss at eve,-.... 	• . For thee, tlib balmy dew they bring; 
For thee, the songs of pity weave,. 

And sweep 'with little hands the string. . 
• A A 4 
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The. trembling strink, I hear it swell; 
' 	It vibrates on my ravish'd ear : 
Of other deeds ii seems to tell, 

Of worlds beyond this mortal sphere. 

And hither,from yon mossy cot, 
• Shall oft the love-lorn rustic stray ' 

The hinds and wood-nymphs mourn thy lot, 
The dark:stord.pilgnm chant thy lay. 

.  * 
Peace to thy, shade, thou' gentle Bard ! 

At rest the grass-grown turf beneath, 
For thee, with many a fond regard, 

I give the murm'ring lyre to biedthe. 

Yes, duly thrOugh yon rustling trees, . 
Shall sweetly flow thy pensive tale, 

Now sinking on the dying breeze, 
Now pouring on .the-deep-ton'd gale 

Yea, all the winds alit whisper near, 
Shall many a melting murmur roll, , 

Of pOw'r to soothe thy conscious ear, 
And give to joy thy willing soul. 
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• 
Queen of every moving measure 
Sweetest source of purest pleasure, 
Music ! why thy powers employ 
Only for the'sons. of Joy; 
Only for the smiling guests 
At natal or at nuptial feasts ? 
Rather thy lenient numbers pour 
On those whom secret griefs devour : 
Bid be still the throbbing hearts 
Of those whom death or absence parts ; 
And with some softly-whisper'd air 
Smoothe the brow of dumb despair. 

WA RTON. 

THE last rays 'of the setting sun yet lingered on 
the mountains which surrounded the district 

Edward. de Courtenay, of 	; when 	 after 
two fatiguing campaigns on the plains of Flan-
ders, in one of which the gallant Sidney fell, 
,re-entered his native village towards the end of 
August, 1587. 	He had lost his father a few 
months before his departure for the Continent, 
a loss which had occasioned,  him the' niost 
severe affliction, 	and had induced' him 	thus 
early in life to seek amid the din of arms, and 
the splendour of military parade, a  pause from 
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painful' recollection. 	Time, however, though 
it ,had mitigated the first poignant emotions of 
grief, had not subdued the tender feelings of 
regret and sorrow, and the well-known objects b 
of his early childhood and his opening youth, 
associated as -they were with the salutary pre-
cepts and fond affection of the best Of parents, 
awakened in his mind a train of melancholy 
yet soothing thoughts, as with slow and pausing 
steps he moved along the venerable avenue of 
trees, 	which 	led 	to 	his 	paternal mansion. 
Twilight had by this time wrapt every object 
in a veil of pleasing obscurity ; all was . hushed 
in the softest repose, and the massiness'of the 
foliage under which he passed, and the magni-
tude and solitary grandeur of his Gothic halls 
impressed the imagination of Edward with deep 

' sensations of solemnity, and awe: 	Two grey- 
headed servants, who had lived for near half a 
century in the family, received their young, 
master at the gate, and whilst the tears trickled 
down their withered cheeks, expressed witli art-' 
less simplicity their joy, and blessed the return 
of the son of their ancient benefactor. 

After some affectionate enquiries concerning 
the neighbouring villagers, and the families of 
these old men, Edward expressed his intention 
of walking to the Abbey of Clunedale, which. 
lay about a mile.idistant from the house; his 
filial affection, the pensive retrospect of events 
endeared to memory, the sweetness and tran-
quillity of the evening, and that enthusiasm so 
congenial to the best emotions of the heart, gave. 
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,birth to' the wish of lingering a few.inOtnents 
over the turf which covered the remains of his 
beloved .parent. 	Scarce however had he inti- 
mated this resolution 'when the ghastly paleness 
which overspread 	;he 	'countenances 	of his 
domestics, and the dismay that sat upon, their 
features,: assured him that something extra-
ordinary was connected with the determination 
he had adopted, and, upon enquiry, his terrified' 
servants informed him, though.with some con. 
fusion, and reluctance, that, for some months 
past, they and the country round had been alarm-
ed by strange sights and noises at the Abbey, 
and that no one durst approach the place after 
sun-set. 	Edward, smiling at the superstitious 
fears of his attendants, which be attributed solely 
to their ignorance and. their love for the marvel-
lous, assured them he entertained no appreliew 
sions for the event, and that he hoped shortly to 
convince them that their alarm was altogether 
unfounded. 	Saying this, he turned into the great 
avenue, and striking off to the left, soon reached. 
the river, on whose winding banks a pathway 
led to the Abbey. 

This venerable structure had been surren-
dered to the rapacity of Henry the Eighth in 
1.510, and having been partly unroofed, during 
the.same year, had experienced a rapid .decay. 
'It continued, however, along 'with the sacred 
ground adjoining to it, to be a depository .for 
the dead, and part of the family of the Comte-
nays ' had for some centuries reposed in wilts 
built on the outside of the great west entrance 
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of the church.* 	In a,spot adjacent to• this an- 
cient cemetery lay ' also the remains of the 
father of Edward, and hither filial piety was 
now conducting the young warrior as the gather-
ing shades of evening dropped their deep grey 
tints on all around. 	 . 	. 
. The solemn stillness of the air,' the tremulous 

and' uncertain light through which every' Objet 
appeared, the soothing murmur of the water, 
whose distant track could be discovered obly by 
the white • vapour which hovered on its surface, • 
together with the sedate and ,sweeping move- 

* It may be of service Isere, as in a former note on ancient 
castles, to explain the species of architecture which must neces- • 
sarily be made use of in pursuing our story. 	" Ecclesiastical 
Buildings, or Abbeys, consisted generally of the great Churchia 
Wectory, a Chapter-House .and a Cloyster, with the necessary 
accommodations of Kitchen, Dormitory, &c. 	The Church was 
usually in die form of a cross, in the centre of which ' rose the 
tower. — From east to west it was always considerably longer 
than from north to scruth.• Thegreat west end was the place of 
entrance into the Church; here, therefore, the greatest degree 
of ornament was bestowed both on the portal and the window 
over it.. The lateral walls were strengthened by buttresses, which 
always diminished as they rose, and between every two 'win- 
dows was a buttress. 	Within, the insulated columns ran in 
rows, corresponding with the buttresses without. — As a cross 
affords two sides to each of many squares, one of these was 
usually completed, and the other two sides were supplied, the 
one by the Cloystert  which was frequently carried in length 
from north to south, mid the other by the refectory, and the 
chapter-house, which stOCKI at right angles with this cloyster, 
and parallel to the body of the Church from east to west. 	The 
cloyster was sometimes carried into length, and sometimes sur-
roundvdo square court; over the cloyster was the customary 
place free dormitory. 	None of the parts of the Abbey at all 	. 
apprikehdi to the height of the' Church." 	 , 

Mat/ales Notes on the .English Garden, _p. 232. ed. 1783. 
1 	to 
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meat of the melancholy owl as it sailed slowly 
and conspicuously down the valley, had all a 
natural tendency to_ induce a state of mind more 
than ,usually susceptible of awful impressions. - 
Over Edward, predisposed to serious reflection 
by the sacred purport of his visit, they exerted 
a powerful dominion, and he entered the pre-
eincts of the Abbey in deep meditation , on the 
possibility of the re-appearance of the departed. 

The view of the .Abbey, too, dismantled and 
falling fast to decay, presented an image of de-
parted greatnesiadmirably calculated to awaken 
recollections of the mutability and transient 
nature of all human possessions., Its fine Gothic 
whitlows and arches streaming with ivy, were 
only just perceptible through hie dusk, as Ed-
ward reached the consecrated ground ; where, 
ltheelinff

t' 
 down at the tomb of his father, he 

reinaed for some time absorbed in the tender 
indulgence of sorrow. 	HaVing closed, how.: 
ever, his pious petitions for the soul of the 
.deceased, he was rising from the hallowed mould; 
and about to retrace his pathway honiewards, 
when a dim light glimmering from amidst the 
ruins arrested his attention. 	Greatly astonished 
at a phenomenon so 'singular, and suddenly 
calling to remembrance the ghastly appearance 
and . fearful reports made by his , servants, he 
stood for some moments riveted to the spot, 
with his eyes fixed on the light, which still con-
tinued to gleam steadily though faintly from the 
same quarter. 	Determined however to ascertain 
from what cause it proceeded, and almost 
ashamed of the childish apprelyisions he had 
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betrayed, he cautiously, and without making the 
least noise;  approached the West entrance of the 
church; here the, light;'however aptvatO to 
issue from the choir, which being at a consider-
able distanCe, and toward the other end of, the 
building; he glided along its exterior, and pass-
ing the refectory and chapter-house, re-entered, 
the church by the south portal near the choir. 
With footsteps light as air he moved along the 
daibp and mouldering pavement, whilst pale 
rays gleaming from afar faintly glanCed on , the 
shafts of some pillars seen in distant perspective 
down the great aisle. 	Having now entered the 
choir, he could' distinctly perceive the phice 
fiom whence the light proceeded, and, on Ap-
proaching still nearer, dimly distinguished a 
human form kneeling opposite to it. 	Not an 
accent, however,: reached his ear, and, except 
the rustling noise occasioned by the flight of 
home night-birds along remote parts of the ruin,' 
a deep and awful silence prevailed. . 

The curiosity of Courtenay being now strong-
ly 'excited, though mingled with' some degree 
of apprehension and wonder, he, determined to 
ascertain, if possible, who the 'stranger was, and' 
from what motives he visited, at so unusual an 
hoar,' a placelso solitary and deserted ; passing ' 
therefore noigely...4S along one of the side aisles 
separated '0Iiin the choir by a kind of elegant 
lattice-woit lid 'at length stood parallel With 
the spot wh40  14 figure was' situated, and had , 
a perfect side4 Vioyv of the object of his search. 
It appeared to be a•middle-aged man, who was 
kneeling on althite-marble slab, near the great' 
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altar, and 'before a small niche in the screen 
which divides the choir from the east end of the 
church; in the niche were placed a lamp and a, 
crucifix; le had round him a coarse black gar-
ment bound with a leathern girdle, . but no 

' covering on his head ; and, as the light gleamed 
upon his features, Edward was shocked at the . 
despair that seemed fixed in their expression : 
his hands were clasped together, his eyes turn-
ed towards heaven, and heavy and convulsive 
sighs at intervals' escaped from his bosom, 
whilst the breeze . of night, lifting at times his 
ilisordered hair, added peculiar wildness to a 
countenance which, though elegantly moulded, 
was of ghastly paleness, and had 	sternness and 
severity in its aspect, and every now and then 
displayed such an acute sense of conscious guilt, 
as chilled the beholder, and ' almost suppressed 
the rising emotions of pity. 	Edward, who had 
impatiently witnessed this extraordinary scene, 
was about to address the unhappy man, when 
groans as from a spirit in torture, and which 
seemed to rend the very bosom from which' they 
issued, prevented his intention, and he beheld 
the miserable stranger prostrate in agony on. 
the marhle. In a few Minutes, however, he arose, 
and drawing from beneath his garment an un-
sheathed sword, held it stretched in his bands 
toward heaven, whilst his countenance assumed 
still deeper marks of horror, and his eyes glared 
with the lightning of frenzy. 	At this Instant; 
when) apprehensive for the 	event, 	Edward 

. deemed it highly'necessary to interfere, and was 
• stepping forward with that view, his purpose 
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was suddenly arrested by the sound of distant 
music, which, "stealina

e'
along the remote parts of 

the Abbey in notes that• 	breathed a soothing 
and delicious harmony, seemed the work of en-
chantment, or to arise from the viewless harps 
of spirits of the blest. • Over the agitated soul 
of the stranger it appeared,  to diffuse the balm 
of peace; his features became less rigid and 
stern, his eyes -assumed a, milder expression, he 
crossed his arms in • meek submission on his 
bosom, and as the tones, now swelling with the 
richest melody of heaven, now tremulously 
dying away in accents of the most ravishing 
sweetness, approached still 	nearer, the tears 
started in his eyes, and coursing down his cheeks 
bathed the deadly instrument yet gleaming in 
his grasp ; this however, with a heavy sigh he 
now placed in the. niche, and bowing gently for-
ward seemed to pray devoutly : the convulsions 
which had shaken his &tune ceased; tranquillity 
sat upon his brow, whilst, in strains that melted 
into holy rapture every harsh 	emotion, . the 
same celestial music still passed along the air, 
and filled the compass of the Abbey. 

Courtenay, whose every faculty had been 
nearly absorbed. through the influence of this 
unseen minstrelsy, had yet witnessed, with sin-
cere pleasure, the favourable change in the mind 
and countenance of the stranger, who still knelt 
before the lamp; by whose pale light he beheld 
V perfect resignation tranquillize those features 
which a few minutes before had been distorted 
by the struggles of remorse; for such had'been 
the soothing and salutary effects of harmony in 
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allaying the perturbations of a wounded and 
self-accusing spirit, that hope now cheered the 
bosom so recently the mansion of despair. 
• Whilst Edward, in sacred regard to the 
noblest feelings of humanity, forbore to inter-
rupt the progress of emotions so friendly to 
virtue and contrition, the music, 	which had 
gradually, and with many a dying close, breath-
ed fainter and fainter on the ear, now, in 
tones that whispered peace and mercy, and 
which sounded sweet as the accents of departed 
saints, melted into air, and deep silence again 
pervaded the Abbey. 	This, however, conti- 
nued not long, for in a few moments was heard 
the echo of light 	footsteps, 	and 	presently 
Courtenay, by the glinunering of the lamp, 
indistinctly beheld some object which, gliding 
rapidly up the choir, moved toward the spot 
where the stranger was yet kneeling. 	His 
astonishment was increased when, on its ap-
proaching nearer, he could perceive the form 
'of a young and elegant woman. 	She was 
clothed perfeetly in white, except 'where the vest 
was bound by a black zone, and over her shoul-
ders flowed negligently a profusion of light 
brown hair, 	A smile of the most winning sweet- 
ness played upon, her features, though the 
dewy lustre of her eye, and 	the tears that 
lingered on her cheek, revealed the struggles of 
the heart. 	The stranger, who had risen at her 
approach, embraced her with the most affec-
tionate emotion ; they were both silent, however, 
and both now kneeling on.the marble slab em- 
ployed some time in prayer. 	Nothing ever 
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appeared to Courtenay more interesting-than 
the countenance of this beautiful young woman, 
thus' lighted up by all the "sensibility of acute . 
feeling; her eyes bathed in tears, and lifted to-
ward -heaven, beamed forth an expression 'truly 
angelic, • whilst 	the exquisite delicacy of her 
complexion and features, over which the pen-
sive 'graces had diffused their most fascinating 
charms, together with the simplicity and energy 
of her devotion as with' clasped hand's and 
trembling lipi she implored the assistance of the 
Divine Spirit, formed a picture worthy of the 
canvass of Raphael.  

Edward now saw before him the cause of 
those rumours and fears which had been circu-
lated with so much industry in the neighbourhood, 
for, since the appearance of 'this amiable young 
woman,' he had' been perfectly convinced that 
the music to which he had lately listened with 
so much rapture, had its origin with her., 	In a 
still night these sounds might be heard to some 
distance, and, together with the glimmering of 
the light, would occasion no small alarm to the 
peasant who should happen at that time to be.i 
passing near the Abbey, and'whose apprehen-' 
sions, thus excited, might easily create , some 
imaginary being, the offspring of ignorance and 
terror ; or perhaps some pilgrim, more daring 
than the rest, had penetrated the interior of the 
mint  and had probably beheld one of, the very,  
striking figures now present to his eyes._ This, 
without further inquiry, he had deemed, what 
indeed would, at first, be, the surmise of any 
spectator,, some vision of another world, and ' 
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had thus strengthened the superstition of the 
country, .and protected' the seclusion of the 
strangers.  

'As these reflections were passing thr6ugh his, 
mind, the interesting objects which had given 
them birth had risen from their kneeling pos-
ture, and after interchanging looks of mingled 
gratitude and„delight, were arm in arm retiring 
from the Sacred marble, when Edward, whose 
eagerness to discover the motives of the elder 
stranger's Conduct had been greatly augmented 
since the appearance of his fair companion, de-
termined, if possible, to trace them to the place 
of their abode. 	Entering the choir, therefore, 
by one of the lateral doors, he followed them 
with slow and silent footsteps, preserving. Such 
a distance as, he thought, might prevent the 
lamp from revealing his person. 	He had pur- 
sued them in this manner unobserved through 
the' choir, but upon their suddenly turning at 
an acute angle to enter the cloisters, the light 
streaming faintly on his figure discovered him 
to -the younger stranger, who, uttering a loud 
shriek, leaned trembling on the arm of her 
friend. 	. 	 ' 

Courtenay now immediately rushing for-
ward. endeavoured to allay their apprehensions, 
by. informing them of his 'name and place of 
• residence, and the motives which , had, at this 
time of night, led him to visit the Abbey: he 

. told them that, filial piety having drawn hiin to 
the tomb of his father, he had 'very unexpect-
edly perceived a light in the interior of the 
building;. which strongly exciting his curiosity, 

BB 2 

   
  



372 	. 	LITERARY Timis: 	NO. XXIIr  • . 
and corroborating the reports of the country, 
he had endeavoured to ascertain its cause, and 
in so doing had discOvered . the attitude' and 
employment of the elder stranger, who; together 
with his fair' attendant;  rather increasing than 

t Mitigating his astonishment,.he had attempted, 
by following them at a distance, to ascertain 
their abode,it .being his intention, at Some 
future period to solicit .an explanation of what 
.he had now witnessed. 	. 	. 

" 	Whilst Edward was yet speaking, a ghastly 
paleness overspread the countenance of, the 
elder stranger ; it was momentary, however ; for 
soon resuming his tranquillity, he addressed 
Courtenny in a low but firm tone of ,voice. 
" I am sorry, Sir," said he, " to have occa-
sioned, by my partial residence here, so much 
apprehension among the inhabitants of yonr 
village; but as I have reasons .for wishing 
concealment, at least for a time, I have thought 
it necessary, though acquainted with their fears, 
not to undeceive them. 	But with you I know 
already I can have no motives for disguise.; 
for, though from great change of feature, , ' 
brought on by deep sorrow, and great change 
of apparel, I have hitherto escaped your ,re-
cognition, You will find by-and-by that we were 
formerly Ihker acquainted. 	In the mean time 
I will conij 	you 	to . the 	spot we' inhabit, ., 
where, shotyou wish for fin explanation :of 
the ,exttaOrdmary scenes you have been a spec-
tator of this night, the' recital, though 'it will; ' 

leostlifille 'many struggles, shall 	be given . you, 
tend I do this, strange as it may now sound.  to . 
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you, 	actuated 	by the 	recollection of past 
friendship." 	Hailing said thus, he and his 
beautiful partner, who, had listened with almost 
as much surprise a's Edward to an address so 
unexpected,. moved . slowly. on, and Courtenay, 
occupied 	in 'fruitless 	conjecture, 	followed in 
silence. 	, 	 . 

They passed along a large portion of the 
cloisters, 	whose perspective, 	as seen by the 
dreary light of the lamp, had a singularly aweful 
effect, and then, ascending some steps, entered 
what is termed 'the Dormitory, and whiclr was 

' carried over this part of the Abbey to a con- 
siderable distance. 	Here, in two small cham- 
bers, 	where the 	roof remained 	sufficiently 
.entire; 	were a couple of beds,, and a 	small 
quantity of neat furniture, and here the stranger 
pausing, invited Edward to enter. 	64  These 
radius,' 	observed he, ," are my occasional 
habitation for at least twice a-week during die 
night: but before I commence the melancholy 
narrative of my crimes and sufferings, I will 
endeavour to recall your recollection to your 
companion in arms upon the Continent; for 
this purpose I will retire for a few minutes and 
put on the dress I usually come hithe'r in, the 
habit yoti now see upon me being merely 
assumed after reaching this place as best suited 
to the situation of my mind, to the penitence 
and ,humiliation that await Inc here." 	-1is 
tone of speaking, as he thus addressed Courte- 

. nay, was perceivably altered, being much. more 
open 	full than before, 	and brought to .and 
Edward's car a voice he had been accustomed 
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'to, though he could not at the moment appro-
priate it to any individual dins acquaintance. 
During his absence, his amiable companion, 
who had not p'erfectly recovered from the 
alarth into which she had been thrown by 
Courtenay's intrusion, sat silent and reserved, 
until Edward, observing 	some 	manuscript- 
music in the room,.ventured to enquire if the 
exquisite performance be had listened to with.  
so  much delight in the Abbey had not origi- 
nated with her. 	A deep sigh at this question 
escaped her bosoM, and her eyes filled with 
tears, whilst in tremulous accents she replied, 
that, owing to the great Mier and support her 
brother experienced from music, she always 
accompanied him to this place, and that it was 
a so.urce of the purest happiness to her to be 
thus able, through the medium of her harp 
and voice, to alleviate and soothe his sorrows. 
For this purpose the instrument was left at the 
Abbey, and was placed in that part of the ruin, 
where its tones were best heard, and produced 
the most' pleasing effect. 	At this instant the 
door opening, the stranger entered clothed in a 
mourning military undress, and bearing a taper 
in his hand; he placed himself, the light gleam- 
ing steadily 	on 	his 	countenance, 	opposite 
Courtenay, who involuntarily started at his 
appearance. 	f" Do you not remember5" he 
exclaimed, 4  the officer who was 'wounded by 
your side at' the battle of Zutphen ?" --- 44  My 
God!" cried Edward, " can it be Clifford?" — 
" •The same, my friend, the same," he replied ; 
" though affliction has anticipated on his features 
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the characters of age. 	You behold, ' Courte- 
nay, the most unfortunate, the most miserable 
of men lo— but let me not pain, my sweet Caro.: 
line by the recital of facts which have already 
wounded almost to dissolution her 	tender, 
heart, — we will walk, my friend, into the Abbey; 
its aweful gloom will better suit the dreadful 
tale I have to unfold." 	Saying this, and pro-.  
mising his sister• to return in, R few minutes, 
they descended into the cloisters, and from 
thence through ,the choir into , the body of the 
church.  

The tranquillity of the night, and the light 
and 'refreshing breeze that yet lingered amid 
the ruin, and swept through Its long withdraw- 
ing aisles, 	were 	unavailing to mitigate the 
agitation of Clifford, as with trembling foot-
steps he passed along the choir. 4; 0, my 
friend," he exclaimed, " the spirits of those I 
have injured hover near us 1 	Beneath that 
marble .slab, my Courtenay, on which you saw 
Me . kneel with . so much horror and remorse, 
teposi the reliques of a beloved wife, of the 
most amiable of her sex, and, who owes her 
death (God of mercy register not the deed 1) 
to ,the wild suggestions of my jealous frenzy." 
Whilst thus speaking, they hurried rapidty 
,forwards toward the western part of the Abbey; 
,and here Clifford, resuming more composure, 
proceeded in his narrative. 	"You may, pro 
bably recollect about a twelveinonth ago Inv 
obtaining leave of the Earl of Leicester to 
visit 'England; I came, my friend, npon a lhtal 
errand. 	I had learnt, through - the medium of 
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.an officiiius relation,,  that myWife, My beloved 
Matilda, 	of whse,' affection and accomplish- 
ments you have .freqUently,  heard nit speak 
with rapture;' had attached herself to a young 

s  than who had visited in the neighbourhood of 
my estate at C—:••n',*but ,tliat she *had lately 
removed for the Summer months to a small 
house and farm I possess within a fnilel or two 
of thig Abbey, and that here likewise she.  con-. 
tinned to receive the attentions of the young 
granger.' Fired by representations midi ' as 
these, and racked with 	cureless jealousy, 	I 
returned to England in disguise, and fourid•the 
report of my relation the theme of common 
conversation in 	the county. 	It was On the 

vening of a fine summer's day that I reached 
.the 	of. 	, and 	a hamlet 	G 	 with 	trembling 
hand And palpitating:heart knocked at my Own 
door. 	The servant informed me that Matilda 
had walked towards the Abbey. ' I itnineili-
ately took the same route: the sun had set; 
and the grey tinting of evening had wrapt 
every object in uniform, repose; *the moon howl 
ever was rising, and in a short .time Silvered 
parts 'of the ruin and its neighbouring trees: 
I placed myself in the shadow of One of the 
buttresses, and had not waited long ero Matilda, 
Illy beautiful Matilda, appeared, 	leaning oil 
the arm of the stranger. 	You may Conceive 
the extreme agitation of my soul at a spectacle 
like this; unhappily, revenge was, at the instant, 
the predominating emotion, and rushing for-
ward with 111 sword, I called upon the villain, 
as I then thought him, to defend himself:— 
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Shocked by the suddenness of the .attack, and 
the wild impetuosity of my manner, Matilda 
fell insensible on the earth,, and only recovered 
recollection at the moment yhen my sword 
had, pierced the bosom of the stranger, through 
whose guard I had broken in the first fury of 

, the assault. 	With shrieks of agony and despair 
she sprang towards the murdered youth, and 
falling on-  his body exclaimed, t My brother, 
my dear, dear brother !'  

" Had all nature fallen in dissolution around 
me, • my astonishment and horror could not: 
have been greater than what I felt from these 
words. 	The very marrow froze in my bones, 
and I stood fixed to the ground an image of 
despair and guilt. 	Meantime the life-blood of 
the unhappy Walsingham ebbed fast away, 
and he expired at my feet, and in the arms of 
his beloved sister, who, at this event, perhaps 
fortunately for us both, relapsed into a state of 
insensibility. 	My own emotions, on recover- 
ing from the stupor into which I had been 
thrown, were those I believe of frenzy, nor can 
I now dwell upon them with safety, nor with- 
out a partial dereliction of intellect. 	Suffice 
it to say, that I had sufficient presence of mind 
left to apply for assistance at the nearest cot-
tage, and that the hapless victims of my folly 
were at length conveyed to the habitation of 
Matilda. 	Another dreadful scene awaited her, 
the recognition of her husband as the murderer 
of her brother; —this, through the attention of 
my friends, for I myself was incapable of act-
ing with rationality, was for sonic time post- 
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poned ; it came at length, however, through 
the agonies of my remorse • and contrition, to 
her knowledge, and two 'months have scarce 
elapsed since 	placed her by- the , side of her 
poor brother, who, at . the fatal moment of 
our rencounter, had not been many months 
returned from the Indies, and was in person A 
perfect stranger to your frierid. 	Beneath that 	. 
marble slab they rest, my Courtenay, and ere 
this; I believe, and through the medium of .my 
own lawless hand, I should have partaken , of 
their grave, had not my beloved sister, my 
amiable and gentle Caroline, stepped in, like 
an angel, between her brother and destruction. 

" aingular as it may appear, the greatest satis-. 
faction I now receive, is from frequent visits 
to the tomb of Matilda and her brother; there, 
over the reliques of those I have injured, to, 
implore the mercy of an offended Deity ; such, 
however, are the agonies I suffer from the 
recollection of my crime, that even this re-
source 

 
would be denied me were it not ,for the4  

intervention of the powers of music; partial I 
have ever been to this enchanting art, and I am 
indebted to it for the mitigation and represion, 
of feelings that would. otherwise exhaust my 
shattered. frame. You have witnessed the severe , 
struggles of rernorse which at times agitate this 
afflicted heart, yOu haVe likewise seen the sooth- 
ing and, salutary effects of harmony. 	My Ca- 
roline's voice fund harp have thus repeatedly 
lulled to repose the fever of a wounded spirit, k  
the working's nearly of despair., A 	of 
mind friendly to devotion; and no longe 	war 
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with itself, is usually the effect of her sweet 
and pathetic strains; it is .then I think myself 
forgiven ; it is then I seem' to hear the gentle 
accents of my Matilda in concert with the 
heavenly tones; they whisper of eternal peace, 
and sensations of unutterable pleasure , steal 
through every nerve. 

44  When such is the result, when peace and 
piety are the offspring of the act, you will not 
wonder at my visits to this melancholy ruin ; 
soon as,  the shades of evening have spread their,  
friendly covert, twice a-week we hasten hither 
from our cottage ; a scene, similar to what you 
have been a spectator of to-night, takes place, 
and we retire to rest in the little rooms which 

• we have rendered habitable in the dormitory. 
In the morning very early we quit the house 
of penitence and prayer ; and such is the dread 
which the occasional glimmering, of lights and 
the sounds of distant music have given birth 
to in •the country, that none but our servant, 
wlio is faithful to the secret, 	dare approach 
near the place; we have consequently hitherto, 
save by 'yourself, remained undiscovered, and 
even unsuspected. 	. 

44  Such, my friend, is the history of my 
crimes and sufferings, and such the causes of 
the' phenomena you have beheld to-night, — 
but see, Courtenay, my lovely Caroline, she to 
whom under •heaven I am indebted for any 
portion of tranquillity I yet enjoy, is approach- 
ing to meet us. 	I can discern her by the 
Whiteness of her robes gliding down you dis- 
tant aisle." . 	. 
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Caroline had become apprehensive for .her 
brother, and had stolen from the dormitory 
with the View- of checking a conversation which 
she was 'afraid would prove .too affecting  for 
his spirits. 	Edward -beheld her, as she drew 
near,. rather as a being from the regions of the 
blest, the messenger rof peace and virtue, than 
as partaking of the frailties of humanity. 	If 
the beauties of her person had before interested 
him in her favour, her 'conduct toward the un-
happy Clifford had.given him the fullest convic-
tion of the purity and goodness of her heart, of 
the strength and energy of her mind; and from 
this moment he determined, if possible, to se-
cure an interest in a bosom so fraught with all 
that could exalt and decorate the lot of life. 
• He was now compelled, hOwever, though 
greatly reluctant, 	to take leave of his friends 
for the night; and hasten to remove the'extreme 
alarm into which his servants had been thrown 
by his, unexpected detention. 	They had ap- 
proached, as near as their fears would permit 
them, to the Abbey, for to enter its precincts 
was . a deed they thought too daring for man, 
and had there exerted all their strength though 
in vain, in repeatedly calling him by his name. 
It was therefore with a joy little short of mad-
ness they again beheld their master, who, as 
soon as . these symptoms of rapture had sub-
sided, had great difficulty in repressing their 
curiosity, which was on full stretch for inform-
ation from another world. 
; It may here perhaps • be necessary to add, 
that, time, and the soothing attentions ,of his 
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'beloved sister, 	restored At length 	to 	perfect 
'peace, and to the almost certain hope of pardon 
from the Deity, the hitherto agitated mind of 
Clifford:— I can also add, that time saw the 
union of Caroline and Edward, and that with 
t4m, at the hospitable mansion of the Courte-
nays, Clifford passed the remainder of his days. 

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. ' 
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