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Tho following notes are takem; for the most part, from Ander-
son's Collection of British Poets, in thirteen volumes,—the same
in the blank pages of which the rhymed sketches, published ameng
the Pocms, were originally written, Tho remarks on Pope are taken
from one of the Author's numerous common-place books, ;md
those on Burns from the margins of Allan Cunningham’s edition in
eight volumes.



NOTES ON BRITISH POETS.

DRAYTON.

% He wanted neither fire nor imagination, and possessed great
command of his sbilities. He has written no masques ; his per-
sonifications of tho passions are fow; and that allegorical vein
which the popularity of Spenser’s works may fairly be supposed to
havo rendered fashionable, but scldom occurs in him.’—HeapLEY,
quoted in the Life of Drayton.

WaaT is the Polyolbion but an allegory? and as
for personification, I should think the Passions were
as capable of it as the Counties. Why it should have
been a peculiar commendation to have written no
masques, I cannot perceive. Would Milton have
been greater had he not written Comus? Are not
Ben Jonson’s and Daniel’s masques replete with
lovely poetry? Aud does not the masque in general
bear the same relationship to the Faery Queen as
the Greek Tragedies to the Iliad and the Odyssey?
Neither Mr. Headley nor Dr. Anderson seem to have
been aware that Drayton was a dramatic writer,
which it 1s evident from Collier's Annals of the Stage

that he was. Besides the Merry Devil of Edmonton,
B2
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which Charles Lamb would fain believe his, he is
entered in Henslowe's Diary as the author of two
plays, neither of which have been discovered ; Blother
Redcap, in which he assisted Antony Munday, 1577,
acted by the Lord Admiral's servants; and William
Longsword, regarding which there is the following
entry: “T received forty shillings of Mr. Philip
Hinslowe in part of 3I. for the playe of Willm. Long-
sword, to be delivd psent wth 2 or three dayes : the xxth
of feverary 1598. Michael Drayton.” His signature
is a vile scrawl. Drayton was also concerned with
Chettle in the famous Wars of Henry I. and the
Prince of Wales, and with Antony Munday, Went-
worth, Smith, and Henry Chettle, in the History of
Cardinal Wolsey. It is difficult to conceive how four
authors contrived to unite -in composing one play.
Perhaps they were not all engaged at the same time,
but in successive alterations or reformations.

CAREW,

« Tom Carew was nent, but he had a fault

That would not well stand with a laureat ;

His muse was hide-bound, and the jssue of ’s brain

Was seldom brought forth, but with trouble and pain.”

Suckrine, quoted in the Life of Carew.

Ir the laureates of either Charles’ days had no more
to perform than their successors since the Revolution,
the most hide-bound muse might have managed the

brace of odes. But in the days of ¢ Masque and antique
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pageantry " the laureate’s office was no sinecure ; and
as he might often be called upon to produce at short
notice, slowness of composition was a real dlsquahﬁca-
tion for the place. Headley's criticism is sad non-
sense. Carew, as an amatory poet, is no way to be
compared to Habington or Lovelace, to say nothing
of the exquisite' love-scenes in the dramatic writers.
He has none of that tenderness, sometimes, it is
true, approaching to silliness, that makes the old
madrigals so charming; nor can he compare with
Waller in gallantry of compliment. Then what is
meant by * the ease without the pedantry of Waller?”
Ease and pedantry are mere antipathies; and as for
conceit, he has as much as his wit could supply. But
he certainly writes: like a gentleman, not as a
gentleman would now write for ladies’ perusal, but as
ladies were well content to be addressed in his age;
and like most gentlemen writers who do not affect the
a-la-mode slang, he writes a language which has
never become obsolete. Hence his diction has a very
modern appearance. His versification is easy and
regular, sometimes vigorous, particularly his blank
verse in the masque. Some of his more serious
pieces, as the lines on Dr. Donne, and his addresses
to Jonson and Davenant, display powers of mind
much above his anacreontics.
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TO T. H, A LADY RESEMBLING MY MISTRESS.
“ Fair copy of my Celia’s face,” &c.

This is really a witty piece of sophistry. Carew
and his contemporaries would have made excellent
album contributors or annualists. They had & conceit
for every possible contingency. A painted flower,
a rice-paper butterfly, the day of the month, the
lady’s name, would have been quite sufficient to
wind up the clock-work of their wits to strange
complexities of motion. They differ from modern
metrical triflers in this, that the curious machinery
of their brains did actvally move. The moderns
cannot be accused of throwing thought away: even
in Moore it is often too obvious that the occasion was
devised for the conceit or the simile, and then one
pretty thing follows another, with little or no con-
nection ; whereas in Carew, Waller, Cowley, &c., the
notches of the wheels are fitted with a watch-maker’s
nicety. As it has been said that there is a logic of
passion, a logic of imagination, & logic of wit, so
these industrious idlers have proved that there is a
logic of nonsense. Their quaint fancies, like saturated
solution of alum dropped upon glass, are regularly
crystallised. Their minds were like kaleidoscopes,
and formed an endless diversity of figures out of a
few glittering fragments of thought. They are
perfectly distinct from the impassioned concetti of
Petrarch and his followers, and from the fancies of
Shakspeare and Crashaw, which rather resemble the
fantastic imagery of cloud-land. But am I not awk-
wardly imitating the style I would define ?
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UPON THE KING'S ILLNESS.
¢ Sickness, the minister of death, doth lay,” &ec.

There is a similar strain of thought in Jeremy
Taylor’s Holy Dying, but as much superior as Jeremy
was to Tom. One should not think by these lines
that Carew cared much about the king’s illuess, but
this is an unfair and unphilosophic inference. Men
who have acquired a certain trick of thought and
expression, will continue it under all varieties of
feeling. Fancy will * talk as she ’s most used to do.”
A dancing-master would probably turn out his toes
were he hastening to his father's death-bed, yet he
might be a very good son for all that. Lear’s fool
can only give fool's comfort, yet he loved his master
truly. Mercutio observes, * that his wound is not so
wide as a church door, nor so deep as a well,” yet he
feels that it is enough, Sir Thomas More died with
a jest, and he was a martyr, at least to his own
sincerity. Men may joke and quibble till they canunot
do otherwise, and yet not have joked away all feeling.
To come nearer to the point. Is there any difference
in style between Donne’s Sacred Poems and his
wildest love riddles? Are even his Sermons quite
free from the same taste ?

“ 8o, in cqual distance lzxy
Two fair lambs in the wolf's way,
The hungry beast will starve ere choose his prey.”

A dignifying paraphrase of the ass aud bundles of
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hay. It is certainly as great an improvement as
W. W.’s translation of a wash-tub into a turtle-shell ;*
but it is impossible to keep the donkey out of one’s
head.

TO BEN JONSON.

UPON OCCABION OF HIS ODE OF DRFIANCE ANNEXED TO HIS PLAY OF
THE NEW NN,

°Tis true, (Dear Ben,) ™ &e.

I have seldom read a more kindly, manly, genti.-
manly mixture of praise and admonition than this.
I hope Ben took it as it was meant, and yet I can
well excuse the old man’s anger at the dishonour
done to the child of his old age, which he might
regard at once with a father's and a grandsire’s love.
Nothing can be crueller than to reproach an aged
author with the decay of his powers,

OBSEQUIES TO THE LADY ANNE HAY.

€ Y that nc'er more of private sorrow knew,
Than from my pen some froward mistress drew,
And for the public woe had my dull sense
So scared by ever adverse influcnce
As the invader's sword might have unfelt,
Picrced my dead bosom, yet began to melt.”

You did no such thing; or, if you did, it was as the
clouds melt to hailstones. So cold was the atmeo-
sphere of your fancy, it froze your * melodious tears ”

¢ I venture to think the substitution of a turtle-shell for a wash-tub no
improvement in Wordsworth’s beautiful poecm. It destroys the veri-

similitude—the matter-of-fact character upon which the interest of the
story depends.—D. C.
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as they fell, into odder shapes than the microscope
discovers in snow-flalies. Yet all this impeaches not
the kindness of your heart, and I like you far better
for your quaint conceited sorrow, than if you had
mimicked the language of a real affliction. * The
branch of Denny's ancient stem,” thus early withered,
could not be daughter of that emproess of coquettes,
more generally known as Countess of Carlisle, who
was a Percy, and, it is to be hoped, never a mother.

THE PRIMROSE.
% Ask me why I send you here
This firstling,” &ec.

This poem, with some slight variations, is also
ascribed to Herricl, to whom I should be inclined to
give it ; first, because Herriclk’s poems were printed
in his lifetime, and probably under his own superin-
tendence, which does not appear to have been the
case with Carew’s; secondly, the thought and the
versification have much more of Herrick than Carew.
Herrick was the laureate of flowers and perfumes.
His quaintness is sweetened with a fond, child-like
tenderness, ravely to be found in the courtly sewer.
As the werks of the Anthologists of that age were
truly fugitive pieces, handed about in MS., or
printed, if printed at all, on loose sheets (emblematical
of the matter), and not collected till long after the
writers’ deaths, they were exceedingly apt to be laid
at wrong doors. Some were possibly fathered on the
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dead, which the living did not care to own. The
two Raptures, especially the first, appear to me better
and worse than Carew could or would have written.
His naughty things are for the most part mere witti-
cisms, such as no doubt passed current even in the
court of the first Charles, uttered rather in forgetful-
ness than in defiance of morality. But there is a
sincere voluptuousness in the Rapture, accompanied
with a conscious and determined recklessness, not
unlike what Byron might bave written then, and
which savours strongly of Rochester, who never
neglects an opportunity of expressing his contempt
of honour. h

A TANCY.

¢ Mark how this polished eastern sheet
Doth with our northern tincture mect,” &c.

This fancy informs me of two facts, that Tndia paper
was imported, and patches worn, in Charles the
First’s time.

There is a good deal which a dexterous plagiarist
might pilfer and appropriate in these verses. But
how could Headley so -completely forget (Dr. A.
probably knew nothing about it) the sweet and
perfume-burning poetry of the previous half century,
as to consider Carew an improver either of gallantry
or versification? 1lde seems to have made Donne
his ideal. He is far smoother; but where is the
strength, the boundless wealth of thought, the heart
beating beneath its twisted mail ?
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CELUM BRITANNIARUM.—A MASQUE.

This Masque is in a higher strain than anything
else that Carew has written. I cannot, indeed,
agree with Dr. Anderson, that it is sublime, but it is
very animated, well versified, and expressed in manly
mother-English. The speeches of Momus are so
like the best modern prose, that it is hard to believe
they were written in 1688. They are very witty
and lifesome, throw a good deal of light on the
manners and passages of the times, and, considering
that they were spoken in the king's presence, very
liberal. Many of the allusions, especially that to
Ganymede, would be unintelligible or horrifying to
any modest woman of these days; yet they doubtless
were uttered not for the gratification of the vulgar,
on a public stege (the common plea of critics for the
improprieties of dramatists), but at the Court of
Whitehall, before the queen and her ladies. We
cannot much wonder that old Prynne found a
satire on players a convenient vehicle for invective
against the Court. The minute description of the
getting up of this Masque is very curious and
valuable. Inigo Jones must have been a clever
machinist. It proves that the passion for pantomime«
and pageantry is not new to the English stage, and
that it did not originate with the galleries. Nothing
at Sadler's Wells could be more ridiculous. than the
dance of monsters representing natural deformity.
Yet these Masques were the most intellectual enter-
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toinment that ever amused the Court of Britain: a
vast deal of poetry was elicited by them, and they
were at least as rational as a fancy ball. I reckon it
among the bright spots of Charles’s character, that
he disdained not to take a part in such divertissements.
But these relaxations, as they make a beloved
monarch truly popular, so do they bring threefold
scandal on him that has incurred the displeasure
of the many. The French never affected puritanical
_austerity, yet the levities of Marie Antoinette were
blazoned and exaggerated as a bonne bouche for
Jacobin malice. A popular character, while he is
popular, can do no wrong; an unpopular character
* can do no right. Yet if Charles had not carried his
love of theatricals to church—if he had not worn a
mask upon the throne, I do not think that his
private theatricals, or his devotion to Shakspeare,
would have done him much harm.

DANIEL.

—_———

A FUNERAL POEM
UPON TOE DEATH OV THE LATE EARL OF DEVONSHIRE.
had’st read

Man and his breath so well, as made thee force*
The less to speak.”

({3

IF strong sense and high morality, expressed in
pure, weighty, and considerate language, be enough

* #Force,” {, ¢, care. Thus, in the 0ld pastoral, Harpatus :—

“ Corin was her only joy
‘Who forced her not a pin.”
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to constitute poetry, this memorial is & noble poem,
notwithstanding the dead march of the verse, which
might -bave been composed to the knell of muffled
bells, the slow rumble of a heavy hearse, and the
monotony of a funeral sermon. It is a perfect con-
trast to Ford's essay on the same occasion, which is
the dullest string of conceits, the purest specimen of
* the furious tame,” that ever issued from the pen
of an undeveloped genius. Daniel’'s allusion tq his
patron’s connection with Lady Rich is manly and
delicate. Ford thinks to bully over the matter.

HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WARS.

¢ Now, Bolinbroke, these miseries here shown
Do much unload thy sin, make thy ill good.
For if thou didst by wrong attain the crown,
*T'was without cries ; it cost but little blood.”

This expression savours not of Daniel's usual
wisdom. Bolingbroke's usurpation cost all the blood.
I am always provoked when I hear of “ithe bloodless
Revolution of '88,” as if it were not the aftermath of
the great rebellion, and as if there had been no blood
shed at Killiekrankie, the Boyne, ILondonderry,
Aghrim, Sherrif Moor, Preston Pans, or Culloden,—
not to speak of the noble lives that perished on the
scaffold, on the tree, to them not ignominious, and
of the bloody wasteful foreign war, of which that
dirty business was at least a co-cause.
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TO THE LORD HENRY HOWARD.
¢ Praise, _if it be not choic'c,” &e.
A curious instance how rhymes may be wasted, and
the poet have all the restraint and trouble, while
the reader has none of the effect, except indeed now
and then a perplexed suspicion of a jingle, in the
monotonous blank verse.—S. T. C.*

TO THE LADY MARGARET.
¢ He that of such = height hath built his mind,” &e.
A noble poem in all respects.—S. T. C.

TO THE LADY LUCY.

« And though books, madam, cannot make this mind,
Which we must bring, apt to be sct aright,
Yet do they rectify it in that kind,
And touch it so as that it turns that way
Where judgment lics, And though we cannot find
The certain place of truth, yet do they stay,
And entertain us near about the same,
And give the soul the best delight that may
Enchear it most, and most our spirits enflame
To thoughts of glory and to worthy ends.”

Annex these lines as a note and modest answer

* With reference to these notes of 8. T. Coleridge, there appear the
following playful remarks on the fly-leaf:—

“ Whereas this third (fourth) volumo of Anderson’s Poets doth contain
certain notes and obserwations written by the late Samuel Taylor
Coleridge, of blessed memory, with his own hand, as I, Hartley Coleridge,
am ready to make affirmation;

THIS 18 TO GIVE NOTICE,
That any person or persous presuming to exscind, cut out, purloin, or
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to the lines in Milton's * Paradise Regained,” in
Christ’s teply. (Par. Reg. b. iv.)

“Ilowever, many books
‘Wige men have said are wearisome,” &c.

“ The passion of a distressed man, who, being in a tempest on
the sea, and having in his boat two women (of whom he loved thé
one that disdained him, and scorncd the other who affected him),
was, by commandment of Neptune, to cast out one of them to
appease the rage of the tempest; but which, was referred to his
own choice ;—

And thercfore, since compassion cannot be
Cruel to cither, Neptune, take all three.

Resumptio.

But that were to be cruel to all three;
She must be cast away that would not save.”

This resumption has done awny the chief possible
merit of this most [strange] case, by destroying its
only possible moral, viz., that for our lives we are
not answerable, but for our-actions. If, therefore,
life be offered me at the price of a bad action, let
it be one or twenty, the murder is with the offerer.

abstract the said notes, or observations, or any thercof, or any line, word,
syllable, or letters thereof, shall be prosecuted with the utmost severity
of the law.
As witness my hand,
December 21st,1843. HanrtLey COLERIDGE.

Ye autograph-seereting thioves,

Keep scissors from these precious leaves,
And likewiso thumbs, profane and greasy,
From pages hallowed by 8. T. C.”

In the same volume there is o MS. note by R. Southey.—D. C.
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I die not only innocent, but virtuous. Better a
thousand die than one commit a crime; for of what
a crime is, it were impiety to pretend to be ignorant;
what death is, it were presumption to pretend to
know.—S. T. C.

BROWNE.

“It (the first book of DBritannia’s Pastorals) was ushered into
the world by complimentary verses from some of his ingenious and
learned friends, among whom wero Drayton, Sclden, Jonson,” &e.

The Life of Browne.

I HALF, nay, three-quarters, regret that these com-
plimentary verses are not given, though I dare say
most of them were bad enough. Anything of Selden’s
must have been worth preserving, 'if it did but show
what such a man could not do. To see such names as
Drayton, Jonson, Selden, Wither, in company with
such heirs of oblivion as Charles Croke and his brother
Unton, Francis Dynne, and Augustus Cesar, of the
Inner Temple, is like finding the dear fists (* hand-
writing ") and dear, ugly appellatives of old and de-
parted friends, in the album of some Alpine hostel,
amid a legion of cits and lords.

Wood says, * Lord Pembroke had great respect for
him (Browne), and took him into his family, and that
he got wealth and purchased an estate, and that he
had a great mind in a little body

The time of his death is uncertain, though it
probably happened in 1645, Wood says—*In my
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researches I find that one William Brewne, of Ottery
St. Mary, Devon, died in the winter time, 1645+
whether the same with the poet I am bitherto
ignorant,”

For family reasons, I should be glad to know for
certain that Browne passed his latter days at Ottery:
but William Browne is too common a name to build
upon. Of 21l the poets that Devon has produced,
Herrick alone appears to have lived in rustic memory ;
and no wonder, for though a poet below the mark of
Browne, and moreover no true lover of his vicarage,
he has identified his verses so completely with the
occupations, merry-makings, and courtships of his
country neighbours, and has dallied se prettily with
the second childhood of their superannuated super-
stitions, rocking them with pleasant lullabies to the
sleep of death, that he may almost be regarded as a
type of Burns. And then he was a jolly cavalier,
and a parson that mixed mirth with devetion, and in
both senses of the word kept holyday. I am, how-
ever, right proud that Browne *“‘had a great mind in
a little body,” and joyfal that he got wealth, and
purchased an estate. Qu.: Where was his land ?

“This is all that is known of Browne, a man who obtained the
highest distinction in a learncd and poctical age, and to whose
memory time has by no means done justice.”

Justice indeed ! nothing like it. Even our great
qugters, our patrons of the illustrious obscure, the
admirers of Quarles, Wither, Herrick, ravely give
o Hne of him. I wish I could do him right myself.

o

vola 11, .

14
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BRITANNIA’S PASTORALS.

% This Poem is full of delightful passages. Of all our old
Poets he secms to me to have been tho most accurate observer of
natural imagery. The plan is boyish, but perhaps a work of more
promiee never appeared.”—R. 8. (Robert Southey.)

Browne is one of those poets whom few but children
and poets will either like or love. Few writers
have apparently bad less fear of criticism, or seem
to pour forth their fancies with more heartfelt
delight. He describes rural objects and pursuits
with-wonderful minuteness, and abounds in tender,
beautiful images, perhaps still further intenerated by
the playful, babe-like familiarity of his phrases. His
yvduar too, though not very profound, are often
bappily expressed ; and, trite as they are, derive a
new life from the sincerity with which they are
uttered. Some of his allegorical personages are
finely portrayed, especially Memory, which is almost
worthy of Spenser; but there is an incongruity
in his allegory, which if Spenser has not wholly
avoided, he has at least better disguised. Browne
could never have succeeded as an allegorical post.
His very genius was against it.

MILTON.

I po not know whether it has been sat down in ghe
liber conformitatum by those who consider Milton
a type and precursor of Wordsworth, that both were



MILTON. 19

sons of scriveners; for the scrivener of former do.ys.
while in name he represented the ancient ypapuparevs,
exercised many of the fuuctions of a solicitor; and
that each bad a brother Christopher, who rose as
much above him in public station as he fell short in
literary fame.* Kit Milton, however, could not
make a royalist or Church of Englandist of John.
Both passed- their youth in revolutionary times, and
neither escaped the infection of republican feelings,
though I am far from asserting that Wordsworth
ever cast in his lot with these who plotted for change
in his own country. Milton, perhaps before he
saw how far the change was to go, certainly be-
fore he foresaw how it was to end, identified him-
self too much with the anti-prelatists, who became
anti-monarchists, to recede without owning himself
to have been in the wrong, the one great self-cruci-
fixion from which the Stoic shrinks. Wordsworth's
patriotism made him early anti-Gallican, and the
Gallican anti-patriotism of the Whigs, who were also
his severest critics, drove him to the side of Pitt’s
successors, some time before his principles were
matured ito that ardent veneration for time-hallowed
orders and institutions, which constitute him a philo-
sophic Church monarchist. It is hard to guess what
Milton would have been in these times. He could
have had no sympathy with utilitarian lberaua or
societarian philanthropists. That, his pride, his
poetry, his lofty moral creed forbade. Then, though

* Some indulgence is generally required by an antithesis of thissort;

‘but whero thero is no competition, there is, properly speaking, no com-
parison.—D.C. 2
[+
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there was a regicide in England, there was no reign
of Terror; though there was a military dictator,
there was not a Jacobin despotism to wean him from
the hopes of his youth. To the shameless atheistic
profligacy of France, England presented no parallel
before the Restoration, and the character of Charles
the Second and his courtiers was not likely to remove
his prejndices against kings and courts, Milton, I
conjecture, would not in the nineteenth century have
been a Whig, a Radical, or moderate Reformer, a
Leaguer, or a Free-trader ; but I doubt whether he
would ever have accepted the existing hierarchy and
aristocracy as an adequate type of the moral and
religious aristocracy which he long hoped to realise,
and never ceased to consider as the just form of a
Christian commonwealth., He would have avoided
all collision with authorities, probably have con-
demned all agitation against authorities ; but he would
never have shed the rays of his genius on the
remains of feudal state and ecclesiastical splendour.
He would not have received an honorary degree at
either university. The correspondence between
Wordsworth and Milton must be sought in their
genius; mnot in the scale of their genius, equal
though T deem it to be, nor yet in the kind of their
genius, for though they bave much in common, each
bas much that is peculiar; but in their lofty venera-
tion for their. genius as an emanation [from], rather
than a gift of the Iiternal Light; both writing under
a sense of sacred duty, duty to God and man, with
a regal sense of irresponsibility to any number of
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individuals. Wordsworth alone, of all the followers of
Milton, had a right to appropriate his *¥it audience
may I find, though few.” 1Tn all others it is as
ridiculous as it is insincere, and far more pitiably
Indicrous than General Tom Thumb assuming the
dress and arms of Napoleon. I may elsewhere
pursue the parallel, but this is enough for this
present 9th of December, 1847, being Milton's
birthday, and & nasty squally night.

PARADISE LOST.—Boox 1v.

¢ had not soon

The Eternal to prevent such horrid fray

Hung forth in Heaven his golden scales, yot scen
Betwixt Astrea,” &,

ILIAD.—@. vus 69.

Kol rdre 5% xpioea marhp érirawe TdAavra

Ev & drlfes Sbo xijpe Tarnheyéos Oavdrolo,

Tpdwv 6 [rmodduwy, ral *Axudv xaikoxirdvwy:
“EAke 8¢ péooa AaBov, pére 8 almiuov fuap *Axaidy.
Al pdv *Axaiiv kijpes éml xBorl wovAvBoreipy
‘E(éadny: Tpdwy 3¢, mwpds obpavdy edpdv leplev.

I never could admire this hind-counter, cheese-
mongerly, Newmarket, cock-fighting figment, even in
Homer. But Homer's Jupiter has no sanctity to
lose. If he were not a cheesemonger, *'t were well
if he were so honest a man.” Milton ascribes the
balance and the weights to the Eternal, the Father of
the Only Begotten, and not of Jupiter’s innumerable
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misbegotten. The image or allegory cannot, I think,
be defended by the sublime metaphor of Isaiah, x1. 12:
“Who bhath measured the waters in the hollow of
his hand, and meted out heaven with the span, and
comprehended the dust of the earth in a measure,
and weighed the mountains in scales, and the hills in
a balance ?” First, because Isaiah’s expression is
metaphorical. Milton, as well as Homer, must be
supposed to relate a fact, as real as any other incident
in the tale of Troy divine, or diviner Eden. Se-
condly, because in the prophetic imagery there is an
obvious purpose to diminish the mightiest of created
things in comparison with the Creator ;—in oppo-
sition to the heathen, whose supreme God was
really ITay,—the universe,—out of, and besides
which, they knew no God, and whose brute forces
they personified under various fetishes, — brute,
human, or inanimate, of which tyrants and robbers,
dead or living, were the worst. Nor can Milton
derive authority from the Apocalypse, c. vi., where,
after the opening of the third seal, the Prophet
« beheld a black horse, and he that sat on him had a
pair of balances in his hand.” Whatever the black
horse and his rider may typify (Mess * Brown thinks
the equity of Providence, and the reputed equity of
Severus), his scales are not put into the hand of
Jehovah, and can as little serve Milton’s turn, as his
proclamation of a measure of wheat for & penny can

* John Brown, Minister of Haddington, suthor of a Dictionary of the
Bible, a copy of which belonged to the anthor of these Marginalia, It
was much read by him, and onriched with MS. annotations after his
usual manner, Mess is a title anciently given to Scotch clergymon,
“ocularly applied to Mr. Brown.
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Jjustify those false prophets of plenty whom I need
not name. For the Apocalypse is & vision, or series
of visions, and, though in many places highly poetical,
is not & poem. * Paradise Lost” is & poem, and is
not a vision. Still less to the purpose are the scales
in which Ezekiel was commanded to weigh and
divide bis hair. Be it remembered, that in the most
poetical of the Prophets (and of the prophet-poets
Ezekiel is the least poetical—Daniel is not a poet at
all), poetry is but a subordinate object. Therefore,
though all their types are no doubt divinely fit for
their sacred purpose, many of them are not fit for
modern poetry ; for they are not beautiful, and are
only sublime where they are, in the sacred writings,
and by right of their sacred significance. Besides,
the sacrificial and ceremonial usages of the ancient
Gentiles, no less than of the Jews, dignified and
sanctified many utensils and processes, on which
Protestant Christianity at least confers neither
honour nor holiness. As, for instance, the sheep
and ox-butchering, at which the Homeric heroes are
so expert. Cowper Tomplained of the difficulty of
killing a sheep with dignity in English. When
there was a god Sterquilinius, an agricultural poet
might be allowed to sing of stercoration, or, as the
French authors call it, amendement. The cat, the
onion, and the beetle, were held sacred in Kgypt.
The Egyptian poets (but were there any ?) -might,
therefore, write solemn hymns to Tabby, in a different
vein from Gray, Southey, or even Wordsworth ;—
might compare the concentric orbits of the planets,
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or, if such had been the creed of Thebes or Memphis,
the circles of the heavens, or of Tartarus, or the
orders of spirits approaching in concentric orbs to the
central monad, to the coats of an onion; and refer to
its efficacy *‘to ope the sacred source of sympathetic
tears,” in illustration of the effects of & moving appeal
of penitence, or of beauty in distress. He might make
many mystic allusions to the supposed spontaneous
generation of the Scarabseus, or compare it, in respect
of its coleopterous armour and cyanean breast-plate,
to “a mailed angel on a battle-day,” not as a sport
of fancy, but with religious seriousness. But it.
would not be discreet in a Protestant poet of the
19th or even of the 17th century to introduce any of
these Egyptian archaisms into & serious, far less a
religious, poem. The power of religious associations
to exalt even the most repulsive objects is forcibly
exemplified by the Cross. One of the most diabolical
instruments of human cruelty is become the orna-
ment of -diadems, rests glittering on the heaving
bosom, once adorned the knightly shield, and is still
coveted as a knightly order by some who, perhaps,
set little by it in any other point of view. But
associations, short of religious, have in their degree
a dignifying and beautifying influence: witness the
griffins and wyverns, the orles and tressures, the
chevrons and gyrons of heraldry, that shine almost
as brilliant in the pages of old romance as in the
jewel-tinctured windowof baronialhall or abbey church.
Gules and azure were not only red and blue to the
men of the shield and the lance, nor are the chequers
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only a draughts-board or an ale-house sign to those’
whose ancestors bore them to Cressy or Ascalon.
The numerous allusions to falconry in Shakspeare
are not so much to be attributed to his fondness for
a sport which his youthful fortunes hardly permitted
him to pursue, as to its aristocratic character. He
wrote when nobles and high-born dames were painted
with hawks on their hands, and an emperor would
not have deemed it beneath his ambition to imitate
the chivalric and imperial poet, Frederick IL. of
Hohenstauﬂ'eri, who wrote a book * De arte venandi
cum avibus.” Nor had a noble abbess, Juliana Ber-
ners, more recontly, thought the subject unbecoming
either her sex or her vows, though the clergy had been
vainly prohibited hawking by the Councils of Adda,
Essaon, and Magon. In reading Pindar, it is neces-
sary to bear in mind that the victors at the sacred
games of Greece were not, in Greek estimation, like
the fancy of the palmy days of the ring, or the riders
against time, who ought to have their whips worn to
threads over their own shoulders, and their spurs
applied in such a manner as to prevent their riding
for one while. A poet should present such images,
such acts, such characters, and such costumes as
are either essentially grand, beautiful, excellent,
or at least pleasing in themselves (which is best),
or such as are dignified by the nobler associations
of his own age,—recollecting that though he may
write for future times, and may be valuable to
posterity by recording the peculiarities of his own
era, he cannot write for the past, or reinvest
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with adventitious splendour the mean and unlovely
accidents of outworn antiquity. The Grecian deities
need not be exiled from modern poetry. They
should not be employed, as Camoens and Voltaire
have employed them, as machinery in a Christian
story, or in any story, even Greek or Roman, that
belongs to accredited history. But for imagery,
simile, or allusion they are still good; for their
forms are beautiful or terrible. But nothing can be
made of the ugly monsters of Syrian, Egyptian, and
Hindoo idolatry. Venus may still be the power of
beauty and desive,—Apollo the everlasting life of
light and music; but Apis can be nothing but a bull-
calf,—and a leek can hardly be poetical even to a
Welshman. Southey has, indeed, made a splendid
poem founded on the Hindoo mythology; but then
he is a most heterodox Brahmin, and has ingeniously
disguised the complicated monstrosities of the Hindoo
sculptured metaphors. Milton, whose.taste rarely
misled him, when his classic prejudices did not per-
vert his judgment, knew better than to depict Satan
with horns and tail (though that would have been
accordant to the popular belief of his contemporaries),
or to make Beelzebub the lord of flies, or to give
Molocha bull's head, though such is supposed to have
been the figure of his infanticide idol. To the Egyptian
beast-gods he but just alludes. That Milton was
much the better for his classic lore it would be absurd
to deny. Neither Milton nor Ben Jonson had too much
learning, nor had Shakspeare or Burns too little.
Each had the portion and the kind of learning best
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appointed to feed and clothe their genius,—though
Burns certainly read too much twaddling, sentimental
trash, the ill effects whereof are visible both in his
latter works, letters particularly, and in his lLfe.
Milton's Greek allusions are sometimes exquisitely
beautiful, especially in his earlier poems, Latin and
English. But I cannot belp thinking that his direct
imitations of the ancients, and his comparison of
sacred persons to gods and demi-gods of Homeric
and Ovidian fame, are sorely out of place in his two
great poems. They are, to use an excellent Greek
word, droma. S. T. C. himself wished that the com-
parison of Satan baffled by our Saviour, to Anteus
squeezed to death by Hercules, when he could not
touch the gtound, were omitted. Spenser had a right
to mingle all creeds, all mythologies, all fancies of
all ages and countries. It is as if the wealth of the
sea, of all the ships that have sunk since Deucalion,
were shown.by.magic through a crystal ocean. The
variety interferes not with such dream-like credence
as the ‘“Faery Queen” demands. It is no more
offensive than the anachronism which brings King
Arthur, and St. George, and Queen Elizabeth, and
Lord Grey together, now on the banks of Styx, and
now by Mulla’s stream. But the characters and in-
cidents of * Paradise Lost” are too real, too awful,
and the mode of treatment too matter-of-fact, and,
tant pis, too doctrinal, to tolerate such eclectic heresies.
I may add, too, that the spirit and moral of the poem
are too Hebraic to admit of any allusion to fables,
which a zealous Hebrew would have deemed it
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unlawful to know. The * Taery Queen” makes a
winning appeal to the natural good of human nature
through the imagination. ¢ Paradise Lost” males
an imperative demand on the faith by which we live.
Yet, for weightier reasons than these patches of poetic
heathenism, too like the Grecian emblems on Chris-
tian monuments, I would warn all young enthusiasts
to beware of taking their faith from Milton, or com-
mitting the worse error of rejecting the meanings of
Scripture, on the supposition that Milton and the
Bible are one.

DRYDEN.

It is a comfort that Dryden occupies more than
half this volume,~though not more than helf of him
is really valuable. No writer since Pindar has been
tasked with such unworthy drudgery. I should have
been inclined to throw overboard much of his com-
pliment, not a word of his satire, and fill up the
space with poetical passages from his plays. It is
agreeable to see how Rochester in his soberer moments
could write, and to compare the characters given of
Dorset and Montague with their real merits. But
how came Stepney, and Sprat, and King, and Duke,
and id genus omne, to hold a permanent place among
poets? Popular they never were, though as courtiers
and lampooners they might be in some messure
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fashionable. W. W.'s explanation is not satisfactory.
If mere amount of contemporary sale were the cri-
terion, many forgotten writers, not included in any
collection, far exceeded them. That they were
inserted in the volumes of Anderson and Chalmers
was owing to their previous appearance in the list of
Dr. Johnson. But this was published a full century
after most of them were departed, and when the
personal interest of their rank, and the occasional
interest of their subject, must have passed away. If,
therefore, they continued to be read by the public, it
should be primé facie evidence that they possessed
some hold on public estimation. But not so. They
held their place by preseription, the true conserva-
tive principle of right. Their own station in society
or their eminence as scholars, their academical
honours, and the favour of literary leaders obtained
notice for their productions, which were strictly con-
formable to the then predominant criticism. Dryden,
Prior, Addison, and Pope paid court to them while
living, and sometimes flattered them when dead.
They became,.in verity, * The classics of an age that
heard of none.” They constructed their couplets
upon the model of Dryden, and in their stanzas
imitated Waller, as an Eton boy follows Virgil in
longs, Tibullus in longs and shorts, and Horace in
lyries ;—therefore they were classical. It was good
taste to praise them: not to admire them, or to
admire them less than Spenser or Milton, was to
be a Zoilus and a Midas. They, therefore, were
Placed in the first collections : they were called poets
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by Sheil, and it wouid have been revolutionary to
turn them out. For many years the study of our
true classics was not only neglected, but absolutely
interdicted to all who aimed at the reputation of
politeness and good sense. To have admired them
as anything but barbarian prodigies would have been
heretical, and, what is ten times worse, it would have
been odd. It would, I doubt not, have made a prudent
father or tutor shake his head most ominously had a
young man ventured to prefer Milton to Dryden, and
a strait waistcoat would have been provided for the
advocate of Quarles or Wither. I have been seriously
lectured by grave persons for my own admiration of
Wordsworth. A self-elected corporation of aristarchs
(an hereditary aristocracy could not have been so bad)
had decided that the legitimate succession of poets
began with Waller. It is true there were always a
_few bold assertors of ancient liberty, but they were
too few and too wroug-hedded to bear up against
prescription, Men thought it presumptuous to doubt
the wisdom of their ancestors, and were too indolent
to examine whether their ancestors’ ancestors might
not have been yet wiser. We should judge better and
dispute less if every one of us thought for himself.
Milton has been censured for saying that Dryden
was & good rhymer, but no poet. Now, not to
go into the question whether he ever said so at all,
we may just consider at what time of Dryden’s
career Milton could have said this. Milton died in
1674, before Dryden published his Absalom and
Achitophel, Religio Laici, Medal, Hind and Panther,



DRYDEN. 31

or Fables. Apart from his tragedies, the best of
which were not then written, what would Dryden be
without these works? It seems his heroic stanzas
first brought him into notice. Surely, for & man of
seven and twenty these verses afford as little promise
as need be. Dryden’s mind, like Swift's, was of slow
growth ; but, unlike the poor Dean, he continued to
grow in power as long as he lived ;—nay, we may almost
fancy that his mind was intended for an antediluvian
body, and that the septuagenarian poet died pre-
maturely, just when his genius was attaining puberty,
go little of age, or even ripeness, appears in his latest
productions. He never settled down or cleared.
There is a yesty fermentation in everything he put
forth. Under his grey hairs he continued intellectually
a waxing giant,—a hobble-de-hoy Orion, with all the
fervour and restless strength, and somewhat of the
rawness and acidity of the teens. The improvement of
hig later years must be ascribed less to practice in com-
position than to his enlarged knowledge of mankind.
He was a great observer of the town and of the times.
He bad 2 learned spirit in human dealing; but he
never reaped the harvest of a quiet eye,—never looked
inward. He seems to have had no passion but anger :
his love, his lust, his admiration were alike factitious,
but his scorn end indignation were perfectly sincere.
For all else, he viewed things and persons under
intellectual, not moral, relations; and perhaps the
rant and obscenity of his dramas might, in some
measure, arise from his incapability of realising and
impersonating his conceptions. To make them any-
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thing tangible, he was obliged to exhibit them under
strong physical impulses.

“ The same year he wrote a copy of verses prefixed to the
‘Poems of Jobhn Huddeson, London, 12mo, 1650, under
this title—J. Dryden, of Trinity College, to Lis friend the Author
upon kis Divine Epigrams”

I should like to see these epigrams. The un-
accountable gambols of intellect in the divine poetry
of that day, are among those phenomena at which,
according to one’s humour, one may laugh heartily,
or think profoundly.

“The next year (1674), he published ¢ The State of Inno-
cence, or the Fall of Man,” an opera, or rather a tragedy, in
heroic rhyme, founded on ‘Paradise Lost.’ ”

It is reported, I know not on what authority,
that he asked Milton's permission to commit this
sacrilege, and that Milton answered, * Yes, he
may tag my lives.” Dates make the tale improbable.
I hope Milton never heard Dryden’s abomination.
Who, indeed, could have had the face to read it
to him?

A second part of * Absalom and Achitophel” was

" written by Tate. It had, perhaps, been to the
honour of the English nation if poor Nahum, good-
‘natured, fuddling companion as he was, had only
been remembered in the list of laureates. His lolly-
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pop adulteration of King Lear, and his, I hope,
unintentional travesty of the Psalms, are more dis-
creditable to the English stage and Church than to
the poor scribbler himself. Yet his Brutus of Alba
has a tang of the older tones of tragedy, and some
of his translations have ‘a good vein of English.
Still, for the sake of Psalmody, I wish Nahum were
even with Elkanah. What a rascally Whig trick of
Rowe (worthy to be Nathaniel) to take the Laureate's
peltry hundred and butt of sack from poor Tate in his
old age, thus forcing him to die broken-hearted in the
Mint. For misgovernment, political blindness, igno-
rance of the public rights, and duties of rulers and
subjects, and of the true Christian foundation of
liberty and authority, Whig and Tory need not re-
prove each other. Reflections on the rear-ward
nigritude of the kettle proceed with an ill grace from
its sable companions of the scullery. Perhaps the
Pittite Tories have been more lavish, using the
public purse as their peculiar, and taking credit for
their generous expenditure of what is not their own.
But for personal baseness, huckstering, shuffling,
penny-wisdom, selfishness, and hard-heartedness, the
Whigs are above all competition.

DRYDEN’S SONS.

The “ Quarterly Review ™ carelessly instances the -
sons of Dryden, as almost the only poetical sons of
poets. Has he forgotten Bernardo and Torquato

Tasso? It is, however, pretty remarkable that no
voL. TI. D
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English poet has made & family. It is said, indeed,
that there are descendants of Spenser in existence.
Genius is certainly not hereditary, though a certain
degree of talent sometimes descends,—oftener in the
female than the male. Scribbling is very infectious,
and authors have a habit of warning their sons against
the trade, which is most wise.

¢ One of his opinions, though prevalent in his time, will do him
no honor in the present age. He put great confidence in the -
proguostications of judicial astrology.”

Dryden'’s belief in judicial astrology throws a light
upon his character which helps to explain some of
the most censured parts of it. It shows him, with
much mental scepticism, to have been morally cre-
dulous, and anxious for assurance of the future more
than reason gives, a temper which might have made
a more inward-seeking man a visionary, and perhaps
did make him a Catholic.

% The letter to his sons in Italy contains an indubitable

proof of his religious sincerity.”

I have always thought that the insincerity of
Dryden's conversion has been far too lightly and
uncharitably taken for granted. The arguments of
the Romanists are not easily answered : me judice,
they are, upon high Church-of-England principles,
unanswerable. Why may not a man's convictions
chance to coincide with those of his sovereign and
benefactor? A true, loyal, Church-and-King man
ought to be of the King's religion. Seriously: men are
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sometimes charged with apostacy at the moment that
they first become honest. I have little doubtthat Burke
had been an aristocratic Tory in his heart, ever since
his judgment was good for anything. ~Circumstances
,and connections threw him into the ranks of the
opposition, and he gave up to party what was meant
for mankind, till the French Revolution roused and
frightened him into truth, and he threw off the mask
of Whiggism, as Junius Brutus discarded his disguise
of idiocy. In like manner, I hold it probable that
Dryden had been long inclined to the unreformed
Church, and only took courage to declare himself
when the prospects of his sect smiled treacherous
hope. This hypothesis does not indeed make him
quite honest ; but it supposes him as honest as nine-
tenths of us would be under similar circumstances.
Perhaps he was more assured of the goodness than
of the truth of Christiapity in any form, and deemed
the Romanist the most effective as it is certainly the
most popular, and the least affected by secular change,
the most permeating and independent, and in all
human probability the most permanent, as having an
establishment unconnected with civil states. At the
same time, I cannot think his letter to his son is an
indubitable proof of his sincerity. No man with a grain
of sense could endure that his son should think him
A hypocrite, and most men would have their children
to be Christians. Whatever Dryden thought of the
popish doctrines, he certainly did not think that they
endangered salvation. At worst, he held the Church

of Rome as good as any.
D2
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¢ His prefaces bave not, as Dr. Johnson observes, the formality
of a settled style, in which the first balf of the sentence botrays
the other.”

0Odd enough that Johnson should have pointed out
the very fault of his own style. I think Dryden,
next to Paley, the best writer of pedestrian prose,
the most difficult style in the world.

“ Dr. Beattic’s comparison of the versification of Dryden and
Pope merits particular attention.”

So far as the decision of the world can be con-
sidered as final, the Dryden and Pope cause may be
said to have received a definitive sentence. Pope is
read twenty times as much as Dryden, whose original
works, indeed, if we except ¢ Alexander's Feast,”
are hardly read at all out of the literary class. The
decision, I think, is just. Pope is a better poet than
Dryden, though I hold Dryden by far the better
versifier, and out and out the stronger intellect.
But his mind was essentially vulgar. He was
neither ¢iAdyafos, nor ¢iAdxkaros, nor ¢ihainlis
(o lover of goodness, beauty, or truth). He never
seems to dwell fondly on a thought, an image, a
character, or even a sound, and his apparent zeal
for moral, political, critical, or religious positions, is
but the artificial heat of a barrister, who can talk
himself into & real passion on any cause whatever.
His delight is the consciousness and exercise of
intellectual .power. His energy seemed compounded
of the mercenary valour of a Swiss, and an Irish-
man’s disinterested love of fighting.
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Dr. Johnson has spoken admirably of Dryden’s
distinguishing qualities and faculties, but when he
comes to assign him his renk among poets, he
betrays not so much a partiality for Dryden, as an
.utter ignorance of the greatness, an insensibility to
the sweetness, a blindness to the grace and beauty
of Dryden's predecessors. Perhaps the lateritiam
invenit refers only to the current literature, and par-
ticularly the couplet writings at the era of Dryden’s
début, but even then the assertion will be over-
strained. Much more truly might it be said, auream
invenit, lateritiam reliquit,—he found it gold, and left
it pinchbeck ; for though this could not be said of
his own writings, it is satirically true of general
literature influenced by his predominance. No con-
stellation in any horoscope he ever cast had a more
malign aspect. Had our poetry at the Restoration
been what the French was in the age of Richelieu,—
had we possessed no greater poets than Romsard,
Bellay, or Garnier, English literature would have
been just as cold and passionless as French serious
verse became under the tyranny of Louis XIV.,
while we should not have acquired the light counter-
poise of French elegance and vivid superficiality.
We should have been bad second-hand Frenchmen.
But, heaven be praised, we had Chaucer, Spenser,
Shakspeare, and Milton, to say nothing of Ben
Jonson, Donne, Fletcher, Cowley, and a hundred
others, who could not be shoved aside by any change
of fashion or taste. Our national genius had attained
that healthy, youthful manhood, which can bear
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shocks and indulgences fatal at an earlier, or much
later period. At Dryden's death was there one
living poet ? Hardly one, for Pope was a mere boy.
Addison and Congreve were decidedly: no poets,
whatever their merit as coryphwi, each after their
kind, of two species of comedy. I know not whether
Tickle had appeared. Prior was the best living
writer of verse, and even his claims to the title of
poet are very disputable. Dryden was a writer quite
in Dr. Johnson's way. His harmony was within the
compass of the Doctor's ear; his strong sense and
vigorous wit were Johnsonic: his remarks gave John-
son new knowledge, or confirmed his own, and there
is no call for aught he had not.

HEROIC STANZAS ON THE DEATH OF OLIVER
CROMWELL.

¢ And now ’tis time ; for their officious haste,
‘Who would before have borne him to the sky,
N Like eager Romans, s all rites were past,
Did let too soon the sacred eagle fly,”’ &e.

These stanzas must have been written very soon
after Cromwell's death, and probably during the brief
protectorate of Richard; else the lines—

“ No civil broils have since his death arose,” &c.
would be too impudently mendacious even for Dryden.
The lines certainly are not such as any driveller
could have slavered, but they do not indicate genius;
and the style in which they are composed is easier
than it seems. Davenant appears to be the inventor
of our so-called elegiac stanza, which I agree with
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Dryden in thinking capable of high majesty. Perhaps
no English measure admits of so much real conden-
sation. But still I cannot think it well adapted
for narrative; and the licence lately revived, of
Anosculating the stanzas, should be used sparingly,
and never without & full close, and perceptible pause.
I -never heard of a whale cast ashore just before
Nol's death. Stanza xxxv.

ASTRAEA REDUX.

A POEM ON TAR HAPPY RESTORATION AND RETURN OF H1S SACRED MAJESTY
OHARLES 1I. 1660.

“ Now with a general peace the world was blest,” &c.

The times in which a young poet could change
tune so completely in two years, must have had a dull
moral sense ; but we should not too hastily conclude
that the men were worse than ourselves. In all
compliments we ought to consider what the coin really
goes for, not its image and superscription. Loyalty
and gallantry are not, like patriotism, true love and
religion, to be construed literally. Where there is
no deception meant or made, there can be no dis-
honesty, whatever words or signs are used. Still such
court language is mali exempli. It is an evil fashion,
and I am heartily glad that it is no longer tolerated.

There is in this piece a sad waste of memorable
lines. It is a hoard of quotation, the bettor because
the best thoughts are rather injured by the connexion
in which they are set. Dryden prudently refrains
from any direct reflections on Cromwell.
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TO HIS SACRED MAJESTY.

A PANEGYRIC ON II§ CORONATION,
.

The best that can be said of this panegyric is,
that it is worthy o6f the occasion, and that it contains
one admirable couplat—

# No promise can oblige a prince so much
Still to be good, as long to have been such;”
and a great many ingenious advances towards the
abyss of unidead yvacancy.

The prophecy about * souls of kings unborn,”*
was by no means so lucky in its fulfilment as it is
curious in its theory of generation. A corohp.t.ion was
not then so very unmeaning a show as it is now. The
language of symbols still retained some significance,
and many yet attributed 8 real effect to ceremonials®
Charles had not then forfeited the good opinion of the
nation. Might not a happier marriage, and legiti-
mate issue, have made him u better man? He bad-
good sense, and good dispositions enough to have
mended a worse heart. But Clarendon ‘managed
him badly, advised him ill, complied when -he ought
to have resisted, and was an intolerant high-church-
men. He would hardly have stood so high among
statesmen even in royalist estimation, had he not
been the historian of royalism, and succeeded by
ministers whom bigotry itself is ashamed to praise.

* 4 A queen near whose chaste womb drdain'd by fate
The souls of kings unborn for bodivs wait.”
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TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR HYDE.
“While flattering crowds officiously appear,” &e.

This is a wonderful concatenation of thoughts.
Dryden borrows all his illustrations from books, some-
times from history, oftener from mythology, and often
from the natural or metaphysical philosophy of the
time ;—hardly ever from visible nature. Not sgldom
his allusions to history are such as we must look long
and narrowly to understand ; as, for instance, in the
‘ Astreen Redux,” Galba’s adoption of Piso is by no
means 8o well-known an event as to furnish a happy
poetical example. Attention is suspended by the
effort of memory. Shakspeare has some allusions
of the same kind, as that to the Pontic Sea, in
" Othello, and to the owl being a baker's daughter,
in “ Hamlet;” but they are diversified with so many
others so natural and grdphic, that perhaps they are
not very disagreeable. I like Dryden the better for
following the bent of his own mind. Any sort of
illustrations, however recherchés or pedantic, are
better than stale common-place naturalities, which
show no acquaintance with actual nature.

How false proved the prediction that fortune could
do no further injury to Clarendon,* whom I knew
not ever to have been a poet.}

* # You have already wearied Fortune so,
She cannot further be your friend or foe,” &e.

t “The Muses, who your early courtship boast,” &e.
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SATIRE ON THE DUTCH, 1662.
“ As needy gallants, in the serivener’s hands,” &c.

Capital! Pity that it cannot be quoted before
ladies. There seems to have been an outery for a
Dutch war, as strong as for a Spanish war in Wal-
pole’s times, with perhaps less justice, with no better
policy, and with as unprofitable an issue. Poets are
less disgracefully employed when they flatter kings,
or king's mistresses or minions, than when they join
in a mobbish halloo for blood and plunder. Yet
Dryden and Marvel (who had less excuse, inasmuch
as his religion and politics were Dutch enough) set
their wits to inflame the passions, by exciting the con-
tempt of the multitude in a ceuse not national. Com-
mercial wars have the guilt without the glory of
ambitious wars. On & mere calculation of profit and
loss no trade can be worth fighting for. Thomson,
Glover, Lyttelton, even Pope, clubbed their wit and
indignation (poor Thomson, indeed, only his dulness)
to force Sir Robert into a contest with Spain against
his better judgment. Poets are vile politicians—that’s
the truth of it. Dryden’s brains never desert him.
Perbaps he was never sincere enough to feel his
powers oppressed by the feeling of insincerity. His
talent never resented the base uses it was made to
serve. It was as sharp as trusty, and as unscrupulous
as a bravo’s dagger, that never turns its point where-
ever its master may direct it.
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE DUCHESS OF YORK.
“ When for our sakes your hero you resign'd," &e.
Dryden bad hardly softness of soul to be an adroit
flatterer of a lady. Waller far outdid him in this
line. Jobn can hardly help laughing outright when
he talks of * ten thousand Cupids strong.”

ANNUS MIRABILIS, 1666.

Claudisn among the ancients, and Dryden among
the moderns, are the only tolerable poets laureate,—
the only writers who have given a poetic colouring to
contemporary events, without unjustifiably violating
the truth of history. The sea-fight in this history isa
master-piece of description; yet the fight is forgotten.
Poets exaggerate their powers of conferring immor-
tality on historical characters, or perhaps their praise
is 80 lavish that it has lost its value.

AN ESSAY UPON SATIRE.

BY MR. DRYDEN AND THE EARL OF MULGRAVE.

The hand of Dryden is but too evident in this
lampoon ; the more the pity. The Duchess of
Portsmouth wes not much to blame for getting him
cudgelled. A cudgel is the fit reward for & lampooner
who could insult & woman, albeit a courtezan and a spy-
But was there no curb on the press in those days?
If T am not mistaken I have seen a bishop's imprimatur
on some very harmless books, grammars, &. Or
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was Charles, with all his absolutism, too sluggish to
protect himself and his mistresses from blackguards?
Perhaps his sacred majesty might have remembered
this {lampoon] when he sent out Mulgrave in a leaky
vessel. It is just as likely as the story of his court-
ship of Anne.

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL.
“In pious times, ere pricsteraft did begin,” &c.

This terrible satire first appeared Nov. 17, 1681,
while Shaftesbury was in the Tower on a charge of
high treason. Such an attack upon a man in such a
predicament would now be considered not only cruel,
but in effect illegal, or contrary to the spirit of the
law; but it had no effect on the grand jury who cast
out ‘the Bill. The medal which provoked Dryden’s
anger was struck on this occasion.

# TO THE DUCHESS OF YORK.
“ When fashion’s rage to cruel exile drove,” &ec.
Dryden had surely a very low opinion of female

intellect. 'Whenever he addresses a lady he writes
not that sort of Johnsonian nonsense which sounds
as if it meant an infinity, not the nonsense in which
Cowley and himself indulge, wherein thought “ over-
leapsitself ; ” but pure, unadulterate, virgin nonsense,
honest unpretending nonentity, mere gilt gingerbread.
Pope, with more of malice against the sex, certainly
at the bottom respected them more. He could talk
to a woman as @ rational creature.
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A LETTER TO SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE.
“To you who live in dull degree,” &e.

Our ancestors seem to have had strange notions of
thg dulness and bibulosity of the Germans. Ches-
terfield professed not to know whether there were
any books worth reading in the Germanﬁanguage;
but certainly German literature was at & low ebb
in his time. I doubt if the Almains were greater
soakers than other Teutons, Perhaps hard drinking
continued obligatory in the petty German courts
longer than in others.* .

TO MR. SOUTHERN,
ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE * WIFE'S EXCUSR.”

“Sure there's a fate in plays, and *tis in vain,” &ec.

It appears from hence that Southern, like Ben
Jonson, Dryden himself, and even Shakspeare, (if
Pericles were his,) failed in his first attempt on the
stage. The English, from the first rudiments of
their drawa, had a passion for foreign actorg,,singers,
and other exhibitors. As early as the time of
Richard the Third there were Austrian and Ba-
varian minstrels in England ; Spanish and Italian
bames continually occur in the lists of the king’s
musicians. There were Italian players in Eliza-
beth's time, from whom the hint of extemporal
plays and characters of pantaloon, &c., are supposed

* % Then Rhenish rummers went the round, .
In bumpers evety king is crown'd,” &c.
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to have been taken. French players were patronised
by Charles I. and his queen. A wild Indian, a
Laplander, or a Muscovite,* was always a profitable
show. We had lately the Russian horn-band, the
Tyrolese family, &c. &e.

L 4

DRYDEN'S SONGS.

The fineness of Dryden's ear, and the coarseness
of his mind, are very conspicuous in these songs.
They deserve to be studied by all who would write
for music. Rarely bhas he admitted a word which
could perplex the composer or the singer.

TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER.
“Once T beheld the fairest of her kind,” &c.

This is really an excellent epistle, manly com-
mendation founded on just criticism, expressed in
language equally fit for verse or prose. Whether
Kneller had either genius or inclination to rival
Raffaelle and Titian in historical painting is another
question. I suspect he was better employed in illus-
trating the real history of England by conveying to us
the features of poets and of statesmen, than he could
have been by attempting to body forth what he had
not seen. Dryden’s praises were ample payment for

# 4 But let & monster Muscovite appear,
He draws a crowded aundience all the year.”
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his picture.* It is an interesting fact that Kneller
Presented Dryden with Shakspeare’s portrait.

. ELEONORA.

Preface.— They who despise the rules of virtue, both in their
Practice and their morals, will think this a trivial commendation.”

The word morals is here used correctly. There
are few viler abuses of words than that which makes
worality to mean a good life. A bad action is indeed
immoral, as it is in the Bible sense unlawful; but
ngither law nor morals are righteousness.

“ Doctor Donne, the greatest wit, though not the greatest poct
of our nation,” &c.

I cannot think that Donne as a wit was at all to
be compared to Butler, who exerted the most extra-
ordinary power of volition over the greatest store and
variety of thoughts and allusions of any writer,
Rabelais perhaps excepted, that I ever read. But
Donne was an impassioned poet—Butler only a
profound wit.

Few of Dryden’s panegyrical addresses are so
Pleasing as this. It is a master-piece of style: there
is little in it (barring a few querulous expressions)
which one is not glad to believe. All the praise it

» “His picture by Kneller,” observes Dr. Anderson, in the Life of
Dryden, “would lead us to suppose that he was graceful in his person;

but Kneller was a great mender of nature” On this, H, C. remarks,
“ Kneller has hit Drydon's mind, if not his features.”
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contains might be true, and so little is remembered
of the parties whom it concerns that few can prove
it to be false. But neither poets, nor sculptors, nor
painters can erect lasting monuments to any but
themselves. The exactest copy of the fairest face,
or loveliest soul, becomes in a few years a mere ideal,
only commendable as it expresses universal beauty
or absolute goodness. It is the decree of Heaven
that intellect alone shall combat oblivion. Beauty,
ever fleeting aud perpetually renewed, does its work—
then drops, like the petals of the blossoms, when the
fruit is set. Valour and power may achieve a place
in history, but where are they when their possessors
are gone? Their effects may remain, but they live
not in them any more than the fire in the work of
the potter. Piety has a real, substantial immortality
in heaven: its life is laid up with God ; but on earth
its record is but a tale. But intellect really exists
in its products. Its kingdom is here. The beauty
of the picture is an abiding concrete of the painter’s
art. The Apollo, the Venus, the Laocoon, are not
mere matters of history. The genius of Shakspeare
does not rest on testimony. It is, and will be while
the earth endures. The body of Newton is in the
grave—his soul, I trust, with its Father; but his
mind is with us still. Hence may we perceive the
superiority of intellect to all other gifts of earth ; its
low subordination beneath the grace which is of
heaven.*

* See introduction to the works of Massinger and Ford, pago xxii. This
is one of the very fow instances in which any of the author’s marginalia
have been worked up into a subsequent composition.
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 Scarcely she knew that she was great or fair,
Or wise beyond what other women are;
Or, which is better, knew, but never durst compare.
For to be conscious of what all admire

Aud not bo vain, advances virtue bigher.”
I'd

Most excellent; the trué character of Christian
humility, which never can consist in error or igno-
rance. To know whatever of good the Allgiver has
bestowed upon us, is fit ; but the knowledge should
never lead us to invidious comparisons with others,
the inventory of whose inward wealth we cannot read.
Whatever we have—be it in mind, body, estate, or
soul—is given us; our virtues are no more our own
making than our faces or abilities. They are but
talents, arguments of thankfulness and of duty, not
of pride ;—snares and stumbling-blocks, when they
make us look down upon our neighbonrs: but it is
gross falsehood to deny even to ourselves that we
possess them ; and a great absurdity to attempt to
persuade children that they are uglier, or stupider
than they really are. The deception is sure to be
found out, and the discovery produces much more
vanity than it was intended to prevent. Vanity can
only be subdued (for it always exists) by fixing the
attention on high and serious objects—Dby inducing
efforts in which all must find their weskness and
imperfection. He who aims at little things will be
vain, if he succeed ; splenetic and envious if he be
outdone.

A truly noble poem, perfect in versification, elmost
VOL, 1. R
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& eiﬂ'm diction, admirable in sentiment; only

wepkide onable in some too bold allusions to sacred

“things. It shows that Dryden perfectly knew what:
Christian virtue is in the idea; to what it may ap-
proximate in practice. Though he often wrote non-
sense to women, he could write excellent semnse of
them. The allusion to himself is manly and elo-
quent.*

ON THE DEATH OF AMYNTAS.

A PASTORAL ELEGY.

A sad relapse. Pastoral elegies (good Pan forbid
that there’ should be any on the Ettrick Shepherd),
by the sweet and tender fancies of Spenser and
young Milton have been piped so sweetly, that I
cannot find in my heart to abuse them ; but the anti-
ferninine intellect of Dryden was more unfit for such
dninty workmanship than Hercules to spin gossamer.
When he deserts the track of hard, lmotty thought,
and witty ratiocination, he becomes mlly without
being playful or impassioned. He had so little of
the woman in him that he could resemble nothing
She, or else I should say that his attempts at
tenderness reminded me of a politico-economical blue
fondling a poodle.

* “Let thig suffice : nor thou, great saint, refuse
This humble tribute of no valgar muse;
‘Who not by cares, or wants, or age deprest,
Stems a wild deluge with a dauntless breast," &c.
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PREFACE TO THE FIRST BOOK OF OVID'S
METAMORPHOSES.

“Yet I must say this in reference to Homer, that he is more
“-’}pﬁblc of cxciting the manly possions than those of grief and
pity.”

Wrong, wrong, twice over. Grief and pity may not
be what one should call He, or Cock and Bull passions.
One would not paint them with a beard; but they
are truly manly, for he must be more or less than
man who feels them not. Secondly, Homer is as
capable of exciting the pathetic emotions as any
writer that ever lived ; they are the only passions he
ever does excite, though not the only passions he
enacts. Who sympathises with the Greeks? What
interest has any one in Achilles, that is not derived
from his second-sight of his own speedy destruction,
and his lion-like fury of sorrow for Patroclus? It
18 an old remark, that most.readers take part with
the Trojans. Now as this could hardly be Homer's
design (indeed, it is his distinguishing excellence that
he is so perfectly undesigning), it can only arise from
his superior skill in depicting the tearful passions.
In fact, he is by no means a martial poet. He had
not the organs of pugnacity. Whatever bird he may
have transmigrated into, it certainly was not a game-
cock. He presents his combatants vividly before
the mind's eye, but he has none of the fighting
enthusiasm that glows in the war.songs of the Scan-
dinavians and Celts. There is more military passion

in “ Chevy Chase " than in the whole * Iliad.” How
E 2
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much more of the soldier has Aschylus displayed in
his ‘E'#ra and Persians, than appears even in the
massacre of the suitors? Yet Homer sympathises
with Ulysses more than he ever did with Achilles,
Diomed, Ajax, or ever a thick-skinned hero of the
set. I really think the French Zoilists were the
first to say a word of sense about Homer, after Aris-
totle, who certainly saw that he was in essence
dramatic. His ov’d¢v &nfes is the truth. Terrasson,
&c., had sense to see what Homer was not, but
wanted heart to feel what he was. Dryden’s remark
on Andromache’s* family history is shallow enough.
Women, especially, are very apt when once they begin
complaining to run over every topic of sorrow, or re-
proach they can think of, however well-known or often
repeated. Besides, John might have been the better
for Trunnion’s rebuke to Hatchway :—* And what
if you have heard it;—there’s the stranger. You
hs’ heard a hundred times, have you?”

ROSCOMMON.

“ At Caen he is said by Aubrey to have had some preternatural
intelligence of his rather’s death ; but the name of Aubrey cannot
recommend any account of that kind to credit in the present age.”—

From the Life.
I po not reject all tales of this kind, I do believe

* ¢ Andromache in thomidst of her concernment and fright for Hector,
runs off her bias to tell him & story of her pedigree and of the lamentable
death of her father, her mother, and her seven hrothers. The Devil was
in Heetor if he knew not all this matter as well as she who told it him.”
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that there is a mysterious sympathy between all
nature and all created beings. which sometimes rises
above the horizon of consciousness.

“ About this time he began to form a society for refining and
fixing the English language. The same excellent design was
revived by Swift; and was again defeated by the conflict of
partics.” ’

This is one of the very few objects for which we
have not now a society. Such an institution would do
more harm than good if indeed it did anything. Every
language, while it lives, must grow. No prohibitory
laws could prevent importation; but I do not see
that the conflict of parties prevents the formation of
societies. We should have half-a-dozen if we bad
one, and the poor old language would be torn to
pieces between them. Every word would be whig,
tory, or radical, and every election produce a confla-
gration of grammars and dictionaries. Even spelling-
books and primers would grow political, and A B C
be blue or yellow. Yet I cannot think that nothing
is to be done to preserve our speech from corruption ;
but it must be done by logic and philosophy,—by
clear ideas which are not made up of societarian
constitutions, but emanate from individual minds.
Societies like the Royal, Geographical, Zoological, &c.,
may collect facts, make experiments, collate evidence,
encourage inquiries,—but they cannot discover laws or
principles. A metaphysical, theological, or critical
society is an absurdity. A political gociety is a sedi-
tious nuisance, only justifiable by the necessity of
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self-defence. The government which tolerates any
is-bound to tolerate all, so long as they do not violate
actual law; but a wise and vigorous government
would tolerate pone which were not part and parcel
of itself. Literary societies are good in so far as
they diffuse o taste for literature and promote the
friendly intercourse of literary men; but they can
neither elicit genius, nor regulate taste. No man
can think correctly who does not think for himself
and by himself. I do hope England, society-ridden
as she is, will never submit to a critical society, ex-
clusive or popular. A society might produce a dic-
tionary ; but then the majority must submit to be
mere operatives under & master-mind.

TRANSLATION OF THE “ARS POETICA™ OF
HORACE.

* Unpolished versos pass with many men,” &ec.

~ His “ unspotted ” lordship has here acted on his
own principle—that ’tis much safer to leave out than
add, and forborne blanking no less than twelve lines
from ¢ Syllaba longa ™ to “‘crimine turpi.” The
lines themselves are sufficiently Horatian. They
display the happy nack which Pope probably learnt
from the French, and the French as probably caught
fromm Horace of versifying mere prose in a happy and
surprising manner, without running into mock-heroic.
To animate and personify the iambic and the spondee ;
to give them not only personality, but'rights, privi-
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leges, manners ; to ascribe to two syllables an amiable
spirit of accommodation, tempered with a prudent
firmness, knowing where concession ought to stop,—
is the work of a most ingenious fancy.

“ Non ita pridem
Tardior ut paulo, graviorque veniret ad aures
Spondieos stabiles in jura paterna recepit
’ Commodus et patiens, non ut do sede secundd
Cederet aut quartd socinllw.r."

“"Pwas but late
To meect the ear with movement more sedate,
And the siow pomp of staid magnific state,
The firm-foot Spondee was admitted free,
To equal rights and confraternity;
Tambus yielded, as a liberal must,
Confest that Spondee’s claims were nought but just,
And shrugged his shoulders, happy to oblige,—
Yet stickled still for auncient privilege.
He would do something for conciliation;
But open all his boroughs—no !——
f Two seats, at least, I never will resign;
Second and fourth are mine, and shall be mine.’

But this is not Horace. Roscommon was right
in omitting the passage, but wrong in translating
Horace so heavily.

OTWAY.

FEw writers have been more injudiciously praised
than poor Tom Otway. He has been celebrated for
pathetic tenderness, as the poet of pity, for the
beauty and softness of his females, while his dramatic
skill, and the Jacobin energy of his villains, have
been overlooked. Collins probably read his plays
with a feeling of his personal afflictions. He fancied
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he was pitying Monimia and Belvidera (for surely
he could pity no one else!) while he was pitying
Otway. Perhaps, too, he recollected some favourite
actress, and forgot that the voice and action, and
even the simulated tears, of a pretty woman will
make anything pathetic. Miss O'Neil, I well re-
rember, made me weep with Belvidera; but she
would have done the same had she spoken in an
unknown tongue. The voice, the look, and the
situation was all,—the words went for nothing. But
Otway’s plots are not pathetic——they are horrible ;
and * The Orphan ” atrocious. His scenes of sarcasm
and defiance are well and dramatically written. He
makes his traitors and misanthropes respectable; for
where no virtue is supposed, bold villainy always
commends respect : but when he means to be tender
he is mawkish- He knew nothing of the affections
of a virtuous woman. Belvidera is a fond girl in
the first week of the honey-moon, not an affectionate
wife and mother. Then her delirium is downright
nonsense. Lute, laurels, seas of milk, and ships
of amber, are mot the objects which even delirium
would present under such circumstances. Besides,
Jaffier is such a pitiful rascal that he degrades the
passion of which he is the object. No play that I
know, which is readable at all, gains so much by
acting as ‘ Venice Preserved.” I do not vividly
remember “ The Orphan,” and I never saw it per-
formed ; but my impression is that it is the better
composition of the two. But the story is unendurable.

Otway was a man of genius, and, perhaps, the best



STEPNEY, 57

tragic writer since the Restoration ; but that is not
saying much, for all the rest were weak cattle, or
merely poets in dialogue. I speak of those fabri-
cating acting tragedy only. DBut.he was neither
*child of the Graces,” nor * nurseling of the Loves,” *
for he had little grace of any sort, poor fellow, and
his loves are manifestly trivisl. He was a fierce
Jacobin, worse than indifferent to virtue. His rest-
less life of dissipation and want affected his genius, -
which was not strong enough to carry him far out of
himself. Hence he has none of those green, sunny
pastoral spots, which appear in the works of George
Pecle, and Robert Green, men whose conduct and
fortune resembled his own. He had not a spark
of wit or humour: his comedy is as dull as it is
scandalous. His poems are not worth much, but
the  Poet’s Complaint ™ is worth reading.

STEPNEY.

I po not cite Stepney as a proof of the futility of
public judgment in the assigning of poetic honours;
for there is no proof that Stepney ever enjoyed any
reputation for verse above that of a clever West-
minster lad. But his admission among poets shows
the influence of fashion and position to have had
much greater influence at the commencement of the
* # Child of the Graces, nurseling of the Loves,

In houseless beggary poor Otway roves.”
From a Poem by Mr, Preston.
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18th century than at present, Such a writer as
Stepney would not now pass for a poet in any draw-
ing-rdom, however distinguished his society, or suc-
cessful his diplomacy. It is not impossible that
some of the stingingest productions which procured
éclat for the Dorsets, Walshes, Dukes and Stepneys,
may never have appeared in print at all, or been
printed in such perishable forms, that they were not
" to be recovered when the collections were formed, or
have been suppressed by desire of offended parties,
or too licentious for any time but that which gave
them birth.

PHILIPS.

“In 1703 he published 7%e Splendid Shilling. Xt has the un-
common merit of being an original specimen of burlesque, that
has lost nothing by time, the peculiar manners of which it did
not like Hudibras represent, and therefore will be longer intel-
ligible than that cclcbrated poem which is not built on observa~
tions of nature,”—From the Life.

Der TeureL! original of burlesque! longer intelli-
gible than Hudibras! and the * Splendid Shilling "
built on observation of nature! To be sure, the want
of a shilling is a very natural and a very permanent
topic of lamentation, not at all dependent upon
peculiar manners ; and Philip’s * Shilling,” or brass
button, rubbed smooth, and smeared with quicksilver,
is worth as much now as ever it was, though it has gone
for twenty times its value. But whatever merit it
does possess, consists in the light it throws on the
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college and Temple life of the times, and the record it
contains of the shifts and mishaps of a penniless wit.
But, on another score, it is & pleasant proof that a
burlesque is not necessarily malicious or irreverent.
Philips worshipped Milton, albeit he employed, what
he fancied to be, Miltonic phrase, in the hope of raising
la{lghter. But he did not perceive that the language
and metre of Milton were just as absurd when applied
to an apple * as to a shilling. DBut it often happens
that writers, when they mean to be ridiculous, are
only unmeaning, and outdo all ridicule when they
mean to be sublime. Sheridan’s mock tragedy in
the “ Critic " is not half so rich a specimen of travestie
as his “ Pizarro.”

WALSH.

WarsH, though no very great things of a poet, at
least wrote more like a gentleman than most of the
class and age to which he belonged. That he was
included in the earlier collections of our poets, may
fairly be ascribed to the compliments of Dryden and
of Pope, and to his own extensive acquaintance with
the literary, fashionable, and political circles. He
now keeps his place by prescription. A radical
reform is imperiously called for in the parliament of
poets. The Gattons, and Old Sarums, and Applebys,
will be disfranchised. The influence of peers and
ministers shall dispose of seats no longer. The

* Alluding to Philips's poem on Cider—D.C.
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unbought, unintimidated suffrage of fame, shall return
a truly representative House of Bards.

Walsh, however, if he possess no great merit, is
not without claims to a share in the representation of
his country ;—for poetic representation includes the
past as well as the present and the permanent; and
he is of some value as showing the very low estimation
in which woman was held, in what has been called a
polite and gallant age, There should be a separate
collection of such verses, as, without.any intrinsic
value, illustrate history, politics, or manners.

SMITH.

ON THE LATIN EPITAPH BY MR. ADAMS,
OF CHRIST CHURCIL,
Ir has been matter of question whether an epitaph
should be in a living or a dead language. The com-
position of most epitaphs is so utterly the reverse of
what it ought to be, so, discordant with the feelings
which nature itself would connect with a grave; the
popular productions of this kind are, with a few
exceptions, such vile doggrel; and those of higher
mark so full of conceit, false thoughts, false sentiment,
heathenism, and antithetical adulation, that the fewer
church-goers can read them, the better. At all events,
it is well that the simple folk who might understand
them by the letter, should not be accustomed to asso-
ciate a church or a churchyard with language which
can only escape the imputation of falsehood by the
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confessipn of fiction. Mr. Adams, of Christ Church,
probably meant no harm,—meant, in fact, nothing
at all, but to record his friendship, and to display his
ingenuity by telling, in the most astonishing phrases,
that his latinity afforded, that Smith was a clever
writer of Latin hexameters, lyrics, and orations ; that
he had compiled a drama on the classical model, and
that he had just translated ¢ Longinus” when he
died. I do not accuse Adams, or any other epitaph-
writer, of intentional dishomesty, but I do accuse
them of unintentional profaneness.

I am apt to suspect that the irregularities of Smith,
and of some other scholastic wits, were at first affected
for the sake of * amazing the weak minds of the
natives :” but, commenced in vanity, they were con-
tinued in pride and contempt till they gained the
fatal force of habit. Unfortunately the trick is too
ofteh suffered to succeed, at least in its first unworthy
object of exciting wonder. Had Smith been a regular
man, he would hardly have attained a place among
the poets of Great Britain. He would probably
have written more and better, but he would not have
obtained credit for the capacity of doing more than
he actually performed.

ON THE RETURN OF KING WILLIAM FROM IRELAND
AFTER THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE.

¢ O ingens Heros! O tot defuncte periclis.”

Contemporary events, if they must be sung at all,
should be sung in English Ballad, or Latin heroics.
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Such compositions cau at best be only versus politici.
Generally they are mere husks, the highest merit
whereof is a skilful adaptation of ancient phrases to
modern use.- Yet I would advise the manufacturers
of such things to translate or paraphrase such names
as Schombergus, Dunkirkus, &c. Boileau objects
to the introduction of Clovis and Dagobert, even in
vernacular poetry.

A POEM TO MR.JOHN PHILIPS.

Smith would have done wisely had he celebrated
Cyder Philips as he has done the Boyne. What
is merely ingenious is ever the better as the material
is rare and exotic, and the workmanship difficult.
Besides, it is better to lie in any language than one's
own; and when Rag* sets Philips above Butler,
Dryden, and Milton, and compares him to Cervantes,
he must have known that he was lying. Yet some facts
may be deduced from this memorial, to wit, that one
of the later Medici was a cyder-drinker, and that his
minister translated some of Philips into Italian blank
verse. But it is not a fact that Spenser first intro-
duced the Italian tales or numbers into English.
Chaucer had imitated Petrarch and Boccaccio before.
So had Surrey. Neither Ariosto nor Tasso were
Pisans, and the Spenserian stanza is not of Italian
invention.

* 8mith went by the name of Captain Rag, from the negligence of his
dress.—D. C.
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TO MR. CREECH ON HIS .TRANSLATION or
LUCRETIUS.

“ Had Providence e’cr meant that in despite

Of art and nature such dull clods should write,

Bavius and Mevius had been saved by fate

For Settlo and for Shadwell to translate;

As it so many ages has for thee

Preserved the mighty work that now we see.”
THERE is really more wit in this turn than I have
found anywhere in Duke. As a work of skill and toil,
Creech’s  Lucretius,” the notes included, is a great
performance ; but he fails in the attempt to convey
either the occasional bursts of poetical imagination, or
the zeal and strength of conviction, which raise even
the minutest details of Lucretius to impassioned
eloquence. Lucretius is the sincerest of poetic phi-
losophers.

1 cannot say that Mister Duke's verses are the
very worst I ever read, for he knew the statute
measure of a line, and was not altogether ignorant
of syntax. DBut of all the Bavii that I ever read, he
is the most utterly worthless. He would even be
better if he were worse. He is not absurd enough
to be ridiculous, or mad enough to wonder at. He
affords no kind of information as to facts, tastes,
manners, or opinions, that is not to be derived from
Dryden, from whom his few tolerable lines are
palpably imitated, or absolutely stolen. The only
thing remarkable about him is the sacrilegious pro-
fanity of his adulation, in which he has contrived to
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outdo his master. Luckily he lies in little room, but
that room would have been better occupled by his
namesake, Stephen Duck.

KING.

I Bave, perhaps, spoken too contemptuously of
King in the life of Bentley. He appears to have
been a kind-hearted bon vivant, probably a deeper
drinker than thinker; but there is some curious
learning in him, and he helps to form the idea of
the times he lived in.

SPRAT.

WARBURTON, who seems to have hated his brethren
of the cloth like a Radical or a Quaker, praises Pope
for setting Sprat in ‘the van of the small wits, and
ridicules him for wishing himself a Westminster
scholar, saying he was nothing better than a school-
boy to the lust, &e. This is hardly just. Sprat was
certdinly a minnow among the poets, and a conger
eel among the time-servers ; but he wanted not intel-
lect, and was as little of a boy as any man.

“ He atoned for the inconsistencies and errors of his political
conduct, by the exemplary dignity and d y of his opiscopal
and private character.”—From the Life.

Dignity and decency, though good things enough
in their way, are not all that we require in a bishop,
nor is either consistent with gross tergiversation.
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HALIFAX.
I rarery fell in with a mutilated copy of political
essays, by Halifax, which do great honour to his
abilities as 8 politician and a prose writer.

I suppose that tradition and the circumstances of
the character sufficiently determine that Bufe * was
meant for Halifax, or else it might apply as well to
any other Mmcenas, who was himself an author.
When Pope speals of his leaving the whole Castalian
state to Bufo, he swells like a toad himself, if he meant
Halifax. Previous to 1713 (the period of Halifax's
death) Pope could scarcely have interest enough to
be & patron, even in Parnassus; if any, it must have
been through his connection with Harley and St.
John, or rather with Swift, who was an useful sup-
porter, and, what is worse, a dangerous enemy. The
little man makes a mighty merit of patronising the
ex-minister in his misfortunes,—

“ T shun his zenith, court his mild decline;
‘Thus Somers ouce and Ialifax were mine.”

And in a copy of verses dated 1715, he seems to
reproach the ingratitude of the Muses in not having
the grace to mourn. According to Warburton, Halifax,
when restored to power at the commencement of
George the First’s reign, offered Pope a pension, un-
clogged with engagements; but nothing came of it.
The offer was renewed by Craggs, who suggested how

* “ Proud as Apollo en his forked hill,
Sat full-blown Bufo, pufi’d by every quill.”—Pors.
YVOL. 1. 3
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convenient a chariot would be to the infirm poet. But
Pope, for some reason, perhaps a wise one, declined
it. Of Craggs, however, he always spoke gratefully ;
but he was by no means without a sympathy with
popular resentments. The party to which Halifax
belonged bad become exceedingly odious to the many,
and to the rising men. Swift, too, hated them ; and
I suspect there is a good deal in Pope that, though
Pope’s verses, are Swift's passion.

DORSET.

“He had as much wit as his first master, or his contemporaries,
Buckingham and Rechester, without the royal want of feeling,
the duke’s want of principl::s, or the earl's want of thought.”

From the Life.
A JgustER character of Dorset were, he bad a great
deal more prudence than Rochester, a very little
more decency, and not a tenth part as much genius.
Rochester might have been a great man. Dorset was,
and always must have been, a little witling of a lord,
rich enough to purchase the praises of poets, who
in their turn could afford to praise the talents which
they could not envy. Iis verses are worth reading,
chiefly as they show the value of dedicatory and
lapidary criticism. Dryden, however, takes care
that his panegyric shall be incredible to every one
bat its object,—t» show that he was no fool himself,
though he might find it necessary to make a fool of
his patron. Prior's dedication, addressed to Dorset’s
son and successor, is a delicate, skilful, and finely
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composed oraison funébre, which seems to be inspired
by real gratitude. Pope's epitaph is fulsome, and,
which is strange, awkward.

SONG,

WRITTEN AT BEA, IN THE FIRST DUTCH WAR, THE NIGHT BEFORR
THE ENGAGRMENT.

“To all you Jadies now at land,” &ec.

His lordship did right to address this song to the
ladies. It is the onmly thing of his fit for a lady to
read, and really pretty ; yet if he composed it under
the circumstances stated, it says more for his courage
than for his piety.

v +

ON THE COUNTESS OF DORCHESTER,
r MISTRESS TO KING JAMES I, 1680.

% Tell me, Dorinda, why so gay,” &ec.

James II. was not king till 1685. Pope has imitated
this piece of brutality, as one cur imitates another
against a post. James should have protected his
mistress from the insults to which his passion exposed
her. Well might Sedley ‘“‘curse the form that pleased
a king,” when that king was not man enough to
prevent her being lampooned. Such filth thrown at
& virtuous woman can but offend her nose, but it is
the poison of toads to her who has lost the antidote
of innocence. This grace of courts, in the most
courtly age, could call a king, or at least a king's
brother, “royal cully.” Dan O'Connell would have

F2
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been a perfect gentleman in the latter part of the
seventeenth century. But James's connection with
Catherine Sedley was punished in rather a more
manly way by her father, who was an active pro-
moter of the Revolution which our Church-and-King
men admire so much. He is reported to have said,
“I am quits with King James: he made my
daughter a duchess, and I have made his daughter a
gqueen.” Such a man, and such a writer as Sedley,
had little right to resent the passion of his sovereign,
or the frailty of his child. The heroes of 1680 were
not all of them more immaculate than the Destruc-
tives of 1832, and were chargeable with an ingratitude
of which the latter were mot guilty, Had Boswell
any other foundation than Dorset’s abuse for saying
that Catherine Sedley was not handsome ?

PARNELL.
e
ANACREONTICS.
“ From the towering eaglc’s plume

The generous hearts accept their doom ;

Shot by the peacock’s painted eye,

The vain and airy lovers die,” &e.
I kNow not whether the Doctor (Southey) had this in
his mind, or, as is more probable, in the unconscious
limbo of his memory, whence dreams snd unaceount-
able suggestions issue uncalled, when he wrote his
chapter on pens; but it is certainly a variation of the
same theme.
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ROWE.

“The plan of it (the ¢Fair Penitent’) is borrowed from the
* Fatal Dowry’ of Massinger."—From the Life.

Fon borrowed read stolen, inasmuch as the loan was
never acknowledged. It would be unjust to deny
that Rowe has, in some technical points, improved
upon Massinger, whose play is ill constructed. The
preliminary matter, which Rowe condenses into a
brief narrative, occupies far too much space in the
* Fatal Dowry,” and does not necessarily prepare
the way for the sequel. From the period of Chara-
lois' marriage, a new interest commences. Beau-
melle’s infidelity is but very loosely connected with
Charalois’ heroic self-devotion. The circumstance
that her seducer is the son of her husband’s enemy,
is too slight a link. Neither young Novel nor Beau-
melle are characters of sufficient dignity for tragedy.
They are merely ridiculous—in fact, farcical; but
for this Field, not Massinger, was answerable. But
in all else, character, language, passion, moral, the
superiority of the elder dramatist is decided. There
is grossness of conception in both, much more than
even the subject required, but the * Fatal Dowry’
is only gross—the “Fair Penitent” is lascivious.
Rochfort, Charalois, and Romont, are beings of a far
higher race than Sciolto, Altamont, and Horatio.
Even Besumelle and her Dandy are less offensive
than Calista and Lothario. To the versification
of Rowe, the praise of suavity cannot be denied
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He seems to have been the only dramatist of the
second era who wrote blank verse systematically;
but his cadences are monotonous and undramatic,—
too evidently premeditated. His similes are mere
fine writing. Dr. Johnson's estimate is not far amiss,
though I know not where or how he improves the
understanding. His plays should be seen to be
appreciated,—perhaps should have been seen as
played by the original actors, when acting did not
far recede from poetic reading. I never saw the
* Fair Penitent,” but I should imagine the most
effective scenes to be that in which Horatio accuses
Lothario of forging Calista’s letter ; that in which he
accuses Calista of her incontinence ; and his quarrel
with Altamont.

: ADDISON.

It is upon his sacred verses that Addison’s sole
claim to the name of poet is founded. If we except
some passages of his prose, he wrote nothing else in
Tinglish thet approximates to poetry. As a religious
bard, he is far inferior to many whose names are
heard in the world with surprise or ridicule; not
comparable to Quarles, or Watts, or Charles Wesley,
or Crashaw. I speak not of Cowper, Heber, Mont-
gomery, and Keble; for their fame is approved of
the many. Stiil, I believe that Addison was a firm
believer ; a higher merit, at least a greater distinction
in his days than in ours, His devotion was sincere,
though not very deep or fervent, and it raised him
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above himself. Of the ode and hymns, I like the
paraphrase on the 23rd Psalm the best, and the more
celebrated imitation of the 19th the worst. I cannot
away with the * spangles™ and the “ shining frame.”
They remind me of tambour-work. Perhaps if I had
never read the psalm in prose I might think the
verses fine. Dr. Johnson used to repeat them with
such enthusiasm that, as one saith, his face became
like the face of an angel.

STEeLE was cruelly abused in his lifetime, and
has never had justice since his death ; yet his charac-
ter, malgre his lack of prudence, and it may be some
breaches of integrity which the imprudent ravely
escape, seems to have been most amiable, and he had
a fine warm English vein of humour. 8. T. C. pre-
ferred him as an essayist to Addison, but few will
accede to that. However ineligible may be the trade
of authorship, those who are once fairly in for it
cannot do better than stick to it in a business-like
way. They seldom mend their circumstances by
speculations in trade or politics. Steele, Aaron Hill,
Sir Walter Scott, Burns, and Hogg are warning
instances of the folly of poets turning farmers or
tradesmen. This, however, does not preclude the
young poet from choosing a profession, nor does it
forbid the tradesman to cultivate literature.

*
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NOTES ON BRITISH POETS.

SHEFFIELD.

“ A story is told of the dnnger to which ho was intentionally
exposed in a leaky vessel, to gratify some resentful jealousy of the
king.”—From the Life.

Stories like this of the leaky vessel should never
be repeated without citing such authoritics as shall
enable the reader to judge of their truth or falsehood.
‘When they rest only on vague rumour, or such books
as Mrs. Manley’s * Atalantis,” they should not be
repeated at all. It says little for the morals of the
seventeenth century, that such a tale should be
believed on slight evidence.

“ As a statcsman, he is characterised by a steady attachment to
Tory principles of government, which is principally to be ascribed to
the personal obligations he was under to the royal family of Stuart,”

What obligations if ohe of them tried to drown
him only for courting his niece ? For obligations read
connection or attachment. ButI believe his Toryism
to have been a natural emanation of his Hobbish
infidelity, though in this age when infidelity affects
democracy, and Llackguards affect infidelity, this may
sound like a paradox.

¢ Dubius, sed non improbus vixi,
Incertus morior, sed inturbatus.
Humanum est nescire et errere ;
Christura adveneror, Deo confido,
Omnipotenti, henevolentissimo ;
Ens entium miserere mei.™*

This epitaph, though not what I would have engraved

» Sheffield’s Epitaph in Westminster Abbey as originally written by
himself.
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on my tomb, or probably what the present authorities
of the Abbey would permit to be inscribed on any
tornb, shows more mind than any of Sheffield’s verse.

“Of his other poctical picces, the ¢ Essay on Poctry’ is the
most -distinguished. It is ranked by Addison with Roscornmon’s
¢ Essay on Translated Verse,” and Pope’s ¢ Essay on Criticism.'”

As criticism, the three are pretty much on a par;
but who would now think of comparing Sheffield’s dull
lecture or Roscommon’s awkward jingling prose, with
the wit and brilliance of Pope’s fallacies ? Assuredly,
the English of the seventeenth century, at least the
latter balf of it, and the commencement of the eight-
eenth, were the stupidest critics in the world. For
the French were at least lively, and sometimes acute,
though uever subtle or profound. Their system was
bad, Lut it was cousistent ;«and at all events it did
produce something worthy the name of art. DBut even
Pope, who improved upon his French models greatly,
where men and manners are his theme, in his eri-
ticisms did little more than disguise in pointed sen-
tences vague notions, and impracticable expectations.
The hollowness of the Anglo-Gallican theory may be
evinced by the fact, that its main supporters, Boilean
and Pope, never attempted any serious, original com-
position, to which their rules were applicable. Dryden
has doubtless many shrewd and some wise remarks
in his prefaces, prologues, &c.; but his opinions are
seldom to be relied on, for we know not when they
were sincere. Addison had & finer and more natural
taste than either Dryden or Pope, but his eritical
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creed was irrecoverably tainted with the Gallic heresy.
And besides, he was a bigoted Virgilian. I have
heard that there are some truths in old Dennis, but
I am not acquainted with him. I suspect that there
is a good deal in Hurd.*

Wilson is the best critic that Scotland has pro-
duced ;—nay, that is saying too little. When he is
at his best, he is almost the best that Britain has
produced.

ELEGY TO THE DUCHESS OF R—-

These blanks and iniiials are cowardly lampooners,
and the more mischievous as the more obscure. They
spare no one, and extend the slander to indefinite
numbers, like those who would fire grape shot among
o maltitude for the chance of wounding an obnoxious
individual, who may not be there after all. The
Elegy accuses every married Duke of R of
brutality, every Duchess of R of lightness. I
know not indeed how many Dukes of R. there were
when it was written. Richmond, Roxburgh, and
Rutland, are the only R Dukes that I remember at
present.

“ Thus precious jewels among Indians grow,
Who not their use nor wondrous value know.”
The same thought occurs in [Shakspeare’s] Cmsar,
and T believe in Othello, though the common reading
is Judean. Tibbald's explanation that *the base

* Of whom, however, I have heard 8. T, C. speak contemptuously as
“ a toad-eater of Warburton.”
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Judean " means Herod, and the pear}, Mariamne, is
utterly absurd.

THE VISION,
WRITTEN DURING A S8EA VOYAGE, ETC.

“ Within the silent shades of soft repose,” &c.

This ** Vision,” besides other and graver faults, has
the intolerable defect of not resembling any possible
dream or vision at all, no more than the * Spectator’s”
dream about Public Credit. It does not seem even to
have been made out of the imperfect remembrance
of a dream, though it probably records a reel intrigue,
perhaps with the Duchess of R The leaky
vessel—the quatuor an septem digitis—hardly inter-
posed between life and eternity, the ensuing peril of
battle did not give a more careful, though perhaps an
intenser turn to Sheffield’s thoughts. No wonder.
Danger does not, of itself, cqnvince of mortality, stiil
less of judgment to come. There must be pain and
sickness, an evacuation and abasement of corporal
nature, to make man fearful of his lusts.

AN ESSAY ON POETRY.

% Read Homer once, and you can read no more;
For all books else appear so mean, so poor,
Verse will seem prose.”

Yes, such verse as your Grace’s. H. N. Coleridge
has well observed, that the same class of fastidious
wits who in France became Zoilists, in England were
the stoutest stickers to Homer. But Boileau led the
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way. Had he been a Zoilus, Sheffield, if not Pope,
might have been the same. The Duke must bave
been utterly incapable of Homer, and probably never
read him but in Dacier's French declamation and
Pope’s English Epigram. If he had known anything
of Homer, or Virgil either, he could never have
praised the absurd Punch — Bossu. The lines,
“ Read Homer once,” &c., look like a translation of
some French, or modern Latin Epigmm._

Of the class of verse-making Peers to which he
belonged Sheffield is one of the best. To the name
of poet he bad no pretensions. But he was a man of
strong sense,—a manly nature, not without heart,
though his moral capacities lacked good education.
His English is pure and unaffected, his versification
respectable, his sative for the most part just. His
powers of thought greatly outfathomed Roscommon,
Granville, Dorset, or Lyttelton. He has no pastoral
mythology, and in his gallantries, if he has not much
true tenderness, or moral affection, he writes at least
like & man and a gentleman. Tt is a wonder that
Johnson deals so hardly with so firm a Tory. Horace
Walpole’s opinion is good for nothing. What Sheffield
attempted he did well, but his essay proves that he
had little perception either of the grandeur or the
grace of true poetry.
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YALDEN,

As a specimen of the feeble and paraphrastical, of
the power of a Yalden to turn sublimity to tawdry
insignificance, and the voice of divine lameutation
into the squeak of a peuny trumpet, it is a pity that
the doctor’s Paraphrase on the 137th Psalm, ycleped
a Pindaric ode, is not to be found in this collection.
The parson is not content with blaspheming Pindar—
he makes Holy Scripture only not ridiculous, because
too dull to laugh at. Then he turns the captives of
Judah into rank heatheuns, talking of “a strange
reverse of fate,” and ** Zion, the darling of my Muse.”
Hopkins and Sternhold have been ridiculed, and I
have little patience with Brady and Tate; but when
I compare even their versions, bad as they are, and
the latter mere job-work, unsanctified by the pious
earnestness of the elder, with the paraphrases to be
found scattered in various collections, some by higher
names than Yalden, I confess the Church might go
farther and fare worse. The abomination in question
is prefixed to Macqueen's * Essay on the Christian
Pilgrim's Conduct;" 8 book worthy of a better overture.

HYMN TO DARKNESS.,
¢ Darkness, thou first great parent of us all,” &ec.
If this be Yalden's best poem, as Johnson says it

18, it is hard to conjecture what induced the great
moralist to place him among the four chosen witnesses
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to his own taste, whom he recommended to the book-
sellers to complete the eiect of England’s poets. Pom-
fret bad at best the merit of pleasing many—the
many who liked common-places in easy rbyme. Watts,
if not & poet, is, and will be, a name of power with a
better class than the admirers of Pomfret's fadaises.
Blackmore must excite curiosity by the quantity of
abuse he sustained; but Yalden cannot rank even
among the illustrious obscure. He illumines dark-
ness, not like a star of a glow-worm, but like three
farthing rushlights stuck against a board in a strolling
playhouse.

TO MR. CONGREVE,
# Famed vits and beautics share this common fate.”

This epistolary ode was, happily for its subject,
anything but a true prognostication. Congreve had
no reason to complain of barren bays. I do not know
how the theatres paid him, but he was as comfortably
placed and pensioned as any wit could reasonably
desire. The truth of the matter is, poets may have
some ground of complaint against managers and
booksellers ; it is their inevitable infelicity to receive
wages from those who neither do, nor can, nor ought
to regard their productions otherwise than as market-
able commodities. But poets, as such, have no right
to grumble at the public,—no personal right to
murmur at the established order of thingg. They were
certainly worse remunerated by the trade in Congreve's
time than now ; but even then they fared much better
than many of their fellow Christians. Had Congreve
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got nothing by his Old Bachelor but the profits of
his third night, he would probably liave received
more than the income of many a country vicarage,—
certainly quadruple the stipend of many a pious
curate. Authorship is a bad trade, not because it
is worse paid than other kinds of labour,—for the
veriest bookseller's drudge makes more, I say not
than an honest journeyman, or day-labourer, or
. Sempstress, but than a man without interest can
calculate on doing in the church, army, or navy,—
but because the ability to produce anything for which
an honourable gentleman would wish to be paid, is
not to be perpetuated by habit, or recalled by mere
volition. Spenser and Cowley were certainly less
fortunate than Waller, Congreve, and some others.
But Spenser's long expectation, and the fatal loss of
his Irish property, arose from political causes.
Cowley was ungratefully treated by rascally royalty;
but this had nothing to do with his poetry. Neither
Spenser nor Cowley were ever in such abject poverty
as Yalden describes.

POPE.*
——
PROLOGUE TO SATIRES.
Ver. 1.—¢ Shut, shut the door, good John !”

Joux SEaRL, his old and faithful servant, whom he

¢ The ohservations on Pope arc selected from one of the Author's
note-books.
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has remembered under that character in his will ;
much to his credit.

Ver. 13.—% Then from the Mint,” &e.

Curious enough that the Mint should become the
privileged retreat of poverty. Charles Lamb, in his
admirable essay on “ Poor Relations,” mentions his
awe of & queer old gentleman who used to dine with
his father when he could get a day rule, and whom he
understood to be an inhabitant of the Mint, where all
the money was coined. Of course, he was a poor
relation.  Charles would have been yet more
astonished had the unfortunate kinsman been de-
scribed as a dweller of the King’s Bench. Mints
were once numerous, money being coined in many
provincial towns. Were they all privileged ? Asylums
of this nature have existed in most countries as 8
defence against the outrage of private vengeance, and
a setoff to the cruelty of public law. To pity the
criminal and the debtor, to confound prosecution and
persecution, may be weak and sickly; but it is not,
as some assert, & novel disease. Rather is it o
remnant of old times, when law itself was with the
many an unpopular novelty, and neither life nor
property were guaranteed by public opinion. Feel-
ings often survive their justifying occasions. That
no debtor can be arrested on Sunday, must have
made the Christian Sabbath precious to others
besides men of xhyme, who took that opportunity to
emerge from their hiding-places, and breathe a purer
air. I think I bave observed some such Sabbath-
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day'sjourney-men rusticating in the Parks. The
prisoners of the new poor-houses have not even this
hebdomadal glimpse of liberty.

Ver. 15— Is there a parson much bemused in beer?™

Beer does not seem to have been & favourite
beverage with Pope; for he seldom mentions it but
in connexion with bad poets. The parson might be
Eusden, who, like too mauny both parsons and poets
of that period, was of the faith of Cratinus. The
maudlin poetess and rhyming peer were either meant
for real personages, or left to be individualised ad
libitum. Nothing helps a satire to sell better than
these obscure personalities, which flatter the reader
with a conceit of his own cleverness. There were
few counting-houses or attorneys’ offices in which the
clerk might not have been found; and doubtless the
versifying scribe of *the house,” or *the concern,”
was proud to be indigitated as the bull's-eye of Pope’s
random shot. The darkened walls and desperate
charcoal may, if dates allow, allude to poor Swmart.
But, alas! it may allude to many more. Arthur, we
are told in the note, was Arthur Moore, Esq.
Fathers were lucky in those days, if Arthur alone
was cursed with a giddy son. This Arthur Moore
was probably an Irishman; for in Horner’s “ High
German Doctor” he is nicknamed Atty Brogue. I
know little about him; but he was one of Queen
Anne's Tories, impeached along with Oxford, Boling-
broke, Prior, &. This should have withheld Pope

VoL, 1L @
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from exposing his family affairs; but very likely he
actually had damned Pope’s works; and sympathy
in politics goes but a little way with poets when
the crimen majestatis has been committed against
their verses. Poor Cornus is said to have been
Wortley. I can remember when the blame of every
elopement was laid on Byron,

Ver, 45.—% The picce, you think, is incorrect 3 why, take it,
I'm all submission ; what you ’d have it, make it.”*

Few modern writers, however
“ Obliged by hunger, or request of friends,”
are quite so humble as this comes to. They may,
indeed, request a sincere opinion,—~desire Mr.
to point.out errors, &c.; but he who takes them at

their word had better keep out of their paths, if he
have any apprehension of the evil eye.

Ver. 54.—¢ He'll write a journal, or he’ll turn divine."”

There is some literary scandal here, that I do not
apprehend,

. Who was the Bavius still admitted at one table?
_Who the bishop to whom Philips seemed a wit? 1
confess T am not of the bishop’s opinion. Philips might
not deserve all thut Pope has said of him. I know
not what, indeed, was meant by * pilfered pastorals.”
The pastoralities which made up the pastorals of the
last century no man could swear to: you might as
well identify 8 brass shilling worn perfectly smooth.
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The rural graces bad been so long in the town, that
whoever gave them a second-hand new suit, or even
six-pennyworth of rouge, might claim the honour of
taking them under protection. The * Letter from
Copepbagen ” is not uninteresting ; but its interest is
extraneous and accidental. I remember reading it in
Aikin's Calendar of Nature. The verses to Miss
Pulteney, &c., sound pretty and childlike ; but they
have no real tenderness or moral grace: the same -
idle compliment is repeated ad nausean, His poli-
tical rhymes are not better, nor much worse, than
such things generally are. The * Distressed Mother "
has a taking title, and is about on the level of stage
tragedies. _

I know not why Pope omitted the lines in the MS.
following,

Ver. 124.—* But, friend, this shape, which you and Curl admire,
Came not frora Ammon's gon, but from my sire;
And for my head, if you’'ll the truth excuse,
1 had it from my mother, not the Muse.
Happy, if he, in whom these frailties join'd,
Had heir'd as well the virtues of the mind.”

In the note whereon, we are informed that Cuxl’
“set his head up for a sign,—that his father was
crooked, and his mother subject to headaches.” Yet,
in the Dunciad, the Bible is spoken of as Curl’s sign.

Ver. 146.— Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks."

The anuotator seems to suppose that the Burnet
here meant was the bishop : but there is another

Burnet mentioned in the Duncied, who might bq
G2
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intended. Perhaps Pope was glad of a hit which,
seemingly aimed at the scribbler, might glance upon
the prelate. It is awkward to have vulgar namesakes.

Ver. 163.— Yet ne'er one sprig of laurel graced these ribalds,
From slashing Bentley down to piddling Tibbalds.”

Not often an epithet adopted for the sake of
ludicrous rhyme expresses a matter of fact so clearly
as that which denominates verbal critics * ribalds.”
They usually bestow the most pains on the
smuttiest authors and the naughtiest passages, and
exhaust the slang vocabulary of Greece and Rome in
their mutual vituperations. It might be supposed
that they were sowing for themselves garlands of
ocymum, of which Pliny certifies, Cum maledictis et
probris serendum ut latius proveniat; or that their
lucubrations were produced during the Heracleia at
Lindus, when it was profane and indecent to utter
anything but profaneness and obscenity, But the
instances which the anunotator produces are very
feeble, and rather display the self-importance than
the ribaldry of the scholiasts and grammarians.

I am not aware that Bentley, as a critic, indulged
much in ribaldry. A little haughty contempt, it may
be; but I have not read any part of his animad-
versions on  Clericus,” or on Hare's “ Terence " and
“Phedrus,” As a litigant, he was abusive enough.

Warburton (whom I presume to have been the
annotator) had too much learning to skit at Bentley,
as Pope has done. He says—* This great man, with
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all his faults, deserved to-be put into better com-
pany.” The following words of Cicero describe him
not amiss :—

“ Habuit & naturd genus quoddam acuminis, quod
arte limaverat, quod erat in reprehendendis verbis
versutum et solers; sed seepe stomachosum, nonnun-
quam frigidum, interdum etiam facetum.”

Ve

Nothing is more provoking than the vague way of
quoting an author or a French writer, Who was
“the agreeable French writer of the fair sew, that
said of somebody,—* Rempli de ces défauts qui aident
a plaire et dépéchent de servir?'” It is brought in
illustration of Pope's—

# 8o obliging that he ne'er obliged.”

Is it conclusive evidence against Addison, that his
step-son, the Earl of Warwick, told Pope, ‘it was in
vain to think of being well with his step-father ; that
he envied Pope's geniug,"&c.? Iew young blades
are very partial to their mothers’ second husbands ;
and perhaps Addison took more of the father upon
him than was agreeable to a rakish young peer at the
hands of a commoner. Itis indeed a matter-of-fact
charge, that Addison hired Gildon to abuse Pope and
his family, and paid him ten guiness for the service.
It was probably Warwick's design to make mischief.
But literary friendships are seldom lasting. The
quarrel was not very honourable to either side. War-
hurton's account of it was doubtless derived from
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Pope bimself. The rival translations wete, perhaps,
the occasion,—a mutual dyspathy, irritated by their
respective sets, the primary cause of the rupture.
Pope had outrageously flattered Addison, and possibly
oxpected to be repaid in kind. It is now of small
moment: to inguire whether Atticus was or was not
the true’ Addison. The character is representa-
tive—a type of a numerous race. In the first im-
pressions were these lines :

“ Who, if two wits on rival themes contest,
Approves of each, but likes the worst the best;”

alluding to the rival versions of the ¢ Iliad.” T
never read, at least never examined, Tickell's, which
is not likely to be the better, if it be Addison's; for
Addison was a feeble translator, and, I suspect, but
an indifferent Grecian. He rarely, in his criticisms,
refers to a Greek author. Kven in his analysis of
« Paradise Lost,” the parallel passagés are almost
all from the Latins. Why Pope should have been
shoclked at Addison’s advising him to leave the first
draught of the * Rape of the Lock " alone, because it
was a delicious little thing, and merum sal, I cannot
guess, especially as be is said te have been remark-
ably accessible to advice, correction, or snggestion.
But no man likes, no vain man can endure, no proud
man forgive, advice which interferes with any favourite
project.  Still it was nothing to be shocked at.
Addison might sincerely think the Rosicrucian ma-
chinery out of its place in & tale of modern fashion.
Pope has fitted it exactly to the circumstances. His
sylphs float as naturally in artificial essences, as Ariel
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in the baliny air of the enchantéd island. They are
fit to nestle in ringlets that have been twisted with
irons—to be the tutelars of hoops and earrings, But
exquisitely appropriate as they are to their place—
their office—to the very diction and versification of
the poem that bestows and illuminates their exist-
ence—they do nothing; they influence neither act
nor thought; they are not successfully interwoven
with the plot. We can see plainly that they were
superinduced upon it. Addison might anticipate this,
and express his opinion without jealousy. Iu the re-
marks on the ‘ Imitation of Horace,” B.ii,, E.1., 215,—

e ¢ Excuse some courtly stains;
No whiter page than Addison remains,”

the annotator returns to the attack on Addison. But
the whole burden of his accusation amounts to this :
that when Cato was first produced, he was very
anxious that it should not be considered a party play,
and was afraid that he might be suspected of designs
against the Government if * arise ” were not altered
to ‘attend ;” whereas, when Anne was gone to her
long home, and the Tories were counted enemies of
the court, and the Hanoverians were at St. James's
and Downing Street, he was very willing that Cato
should be esteemed a sound Whig, and zealous
Hanoverian Protestant. All this is very likely, and,
as the world goes, very excusable. “When, indeed,
he talks of his muse, . e., himself, * Boldly rising,
for Britannia’s laws,” and “ Engaging great Cato in
his country’s cause,” he talks nonsense ;—but what
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of that? Warburton's assignment of Addison's in-
tellectual rank is better worth consideration :—

“ Mr. A.'sliterary character is much mistaken ; he was but an ordinary
poet, and worse critic. His verses are heavy, and his judgment of mecn
and women superficial. But in the plcasantry of comic adventures, and
in the dignity of moral allegories, ho 18 inimitable. Nature having
Jjoined in him, as once before in Lucian (who wanted the othet’s wisdom
to make a right use of it) the sublime of Plato to the humour of
Menander.”

The humour of Menander we know nothing about ;.
but I am disposed to think that Addison is as much
underrated as to his humour, as he is absurdly
overrated as to his sublimity. The unfavourable
part of the estimate is, ascribed by Dr. Anderson to
J. G. Cooper. I cannot consent that Addison is an
ordinary poet. He is not an ordinary poet, but an
extraordinarily flat versifier. If ever he approaches
to poetry, it is iu his prose. His judgment of books
is not so much superficial—(for superficial judgment
may be right as far as it goes)—as it is wrong-prin-
cipled. He had a feeling of excellence, but he had
no ideas, and was misled by false maxims. But his
remarks on men and women in society—his strictures
on the morality of behaviour and social life—are
acute, and as profound as they should be. Comic
adventures are certainly not the constituents of his
humour, but minute, unconscious traits of character.
With more philosophy and a poetic mind, his humour
would have come nearer to the Cervantic than that
of any English writer. His religious papers were
well meaut, but, they are very shallow. I confess
myself obtuse to the charms of his style. It is,
however, pure English. The best use, if not the
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highest merit, of the “ Tatlers,” * Spectators,” and
* Guardians,” consists in the light they throw on the
fige when they appeared, the more valuable because
not intended. They are records, pot merely of
manuers and costumes, but of mores, in the Roman
sense. They make us better acquainted with what
the better part of our proavi and proave at the com-
mercement of the last century were, how they looked,
and by what rules they lived, than any history,
sermon, or satire. They tell us much of city, some-
thing of country, life; and. as it was their evident
design to raise the standard of fashionable morals,
they afford pretty decisive proof that the standard
was exceedingly low. Addison has monopolised far
more than his share of credit in these delightful
works, and does not seem to have used Steele well
in any respect. Both he and Pope would have been
greater and better had they not been the enfants
gatés of particular cliques. Both were spoiled by
the submission of men who should have been their
equals and superiors. Only when they met together,
did either encounter an independent equality. The
vatural result was a good deal of hollow compliment,
followed by a great deal of discreditable bickering.
Voltaire seems to have been a great admirer of
Pope—as well he might ; seeing that Pope had made
the English language so spruce in a suit of French
fashion. W, cites a MS. letter of Voltaire's, writ-
ten from England: “I intend to send you two or
three poems of Mr. Pope, the best poet of England,
and at present, of all the world. I hope you are
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acquainted eunough with the English tongue to bé
sensible of all the charms of his works. For my part,
I fook on his poem called the * Essay on Criticism’
as superior to the Ars Poetica of Horace; and his
‘Rape of thé Lock’ is, in my opinion, above the
*Lutrin’ of Despreaux, I never saw so amiable an
imagination, so gentle graces, so great variety, so
much wit, and so refined a knowledge of the world,
as in this little performance.” (Oct. 15, 1726.)

Yet even Voltaire was, or pretended to be, scandal-
ised with the description of Sporus. What provo-
cation Lord Hervey may have given to incur such
uncleanly bespattering, I know not; but no provoca-
tion could justify it. It defiles the bespatterer,
whether it hit the object or not. The insinuation
contained in the nicknames Sporus and Fanny, sets
Pope in the list of the foulest libellers. Pope’s
derelictions were sins against his own genius, and a
common injury to the cause of wit. Not that there
is much wit in the lampoon upon Sporus. Popes
wrath was more feline than leonine ; he never writes
well in a rage,—whereas Dryden’s powers are sub-
limed by fury. To borrow a sublimely ridiculous
comparison of his own, he appears a lion,

“ Roused by the lash of his own stubborn tail.”

The verses in question aré bad metre, bad English
(in effect, they have no grammar at all), false in
thought, and lame in expression. Hobhouse, in his
Radical days, applied the last couplet to Canning—

* Beauty that shocks you, parts that none can trust,
Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust.”.
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In sentences thus balanced, it  i§ naturally to be
expected that if one member involve an antithesis,
the correspondent member will do the same. Now,
“beauty that shocks, and pride that licks the dust,”
are vile antitheses indeed; but, uutr\;st,y parts and
creeping wit are no antitheses. There is nothing in
the, simple conception of parts or talents opposed
to treachery; nor is the notion of wit contra-
dictory to that of meanness.# It may be, Pope
suspected Hervey of misrepresenting him at court ;
of breathing— ’

“ The whisper that, to greatness'still too near,
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear.”

But as George II. professedly hated  brinting and
boetry too,” and Pope was notoriously connected with
Bolingbroke, Atterbury, Swift, Marchmont, Cobham,
and, in general, with the old Tories and new country

* The critic's moral sensibility seems here to have imparted a some-
what undue fastidiousness to his literary judgment. Morally considered,
the passage i8 offensive enough,—at once gross and ill-natured, not to
8ay malicious;—but suvely it is .abundantly witty, and in point of
composition, if not quite perfect, yot of very extraordinary merit. Where
8hall we find more meaning, more keenly expressed, than in the lines—

# Or at the ear of Eve, (amiliar toad,
Ialf froth, half venom, spits himself abroad ?”

Though, perhaps, it would have beon still better if the allusion had been
to a fact in nature or history, rather than to tho fiction of another poct;
& proof, by-the-bye, of the peculiar estimation in whi¢h the * Paradise
Lost " must even then have been held. The antitheses in the last couplet
aro perhaps not quite exact; though in each case there is a certain
opposition in sense, as well as in sound ; but the poignancy is to be sought
in the correspondency of the several parts of the similitude, which is very
striking. A worse defect iy, that thers is a double comparison to the
tempter—as a toad, and as a chermb-faced serpent ; and the images are at
once somewhat alike, and yet inconsistent.——However, it is better to be
repelied than attracted by such a specimen of misused power; and the
Editor will be well pleased that the reader should feel with his author
though he should disagree with himself,—D.C.
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party, there needed no whisper to make him un-
acceptable to a court which he ostentatiously slighted.
Or may be, Hervey was, or was supposed to be, the
author of the * Letter to a Doctor of Divinity,” or
the * Verses to the Imitator of Horace,” in which
Pope’s poetry, I suppose, is designated as

¥ Ilard as thy heart, and ss thy birth obscure.”

If his lordship really reflected on the poet’s family
or infirmities, Pope’s resentment was more than
venial ; but he should have wreaked it with a due
regard to his own dignity and his readers’ stomachs.
I suspect Lord Hervey to have been a handsomc
man, and a favourite with the ladies—perhaps a beau
gargon ;—keen aggravations of an offence in the eyes
of the ugly, the diminutive, the lass-lorn, and the
unfashionable.

Dryden was evidently no favourite with Warburton.
In his observations on the oft-quoted distich—

# That not in Fancy’s maze he wander'd long,
But stoop’d to truth, and moralised the song,”—
he remarks, « that he (Pope) soon discovered in what
his strength lay, and he made the best of that
advantage by a sedulous cultivation of his proper
talent. For having read Quintilian early, this pre-
cept did not escape him: ¢Sunt hmc duo vitanda
prorsus ; unum, ne tentes quod effici non potest;
alterum, ne ab eo quod quis optime facit, in aliud, cui
minus est idoneus, transferas.’ It was in this know-
Jedge and cultivation of his genius that he had
principally the advantage of his great master, Dryden,



POPE, 03

who, by his ¢ Mae Flecno, his ¢ Absalor and Achito-
phel,’ but chiefly by his Prologues and Epilogues, ap-
pears to have had great talents for this species of moral
poetry ; but, unluckily, he seemed neither to under-
stand nor attend to it.” Again, with much more
Justice, in addition to a very shallow note, signed P.,
and probably Pope'’s own writing, in which he speaks
of those latter works of Ben Jonson, called by Dryden
his * dotages,"—* Dryden does indeed call them so,
but very undeservedly. The truth is, he was not
sufficiently acquainted with the manners of the pre-
ceding age to judge of them. Besides, nothing is
more inconstant than his characters of his own
country poets, nor ‘less reasonable than most of his
critical notions ; for he had many occasional ends to
serve, and few principles to go upon. This may be
said as'to the character of his critical works in
general, though written with great spirit and vivacity.”
I applaud the annotator for taking the part of the
children of Ben's old age, the more because those
dotages were rather favourites of S. T. C. +As to the
Inconstancy of Dryden's judgment, nothing better
can be said than has been said by Dr. Trapp, and
confirmed by Dr. Johnson:— Novimus viri illius
maxime non semper accuratissimas esse censuras,
nec ad severissimam normam critices exactas; illo
Judice, id plerumque optimum est quod pr® manibus
habet, et in quo nunc occupatur.” Whatever form of
verse or description of poem he is writing—whatever
author he is translating—whatever lord, lady, or
bona roba he is eulogising,—are certain to be most
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dignified, most noble, most everything. When he
had composed the “ Annus Mirabilis,” in the elegiac
quatrain (which probably owed its temporary popu-
larity to Waller's Panegyric), he tells Sir Robert
Howard —“I have chosen to write my poem in
quatrains, or stanzas of four, in alternate rhyme,
because I have ever judged them more noble and of
greater dignity, both for the sound and number, than
any other form of verse in use among us; in which I
am sure I have your approbation.” I do not think
him altogether wrong in this judgment. I think the
decasyllabic quatrain much more impressive than the
couplet, the octo-syllabic, the Alexandrine, the long
measure, the anapsstic,—in short, than any rhymed
metre whatever, except the Spenserian, which is
itself less favourable to condensation of thought.
But no stanza shorter ‘than the ottava rima can be
well adapted to continuous narrative or prolonged
discussion ; nor can any stanza be really proper for
a poem in which the lyric element does not prevail.
Johnson is .right in maintaining the unsuitableness
of the quatrain to that species of elegy of which the
characteristic is simplicity and tenuity ; but, in truth,
it were lost labour to invent a metre fit for a species
of composition so la-la and lackadaisical. For mere
love verses—indeed, for all verses in which simple ten-
derness should murmur—the measures of the Scotch
songsters seem to me the best, as their love is itself
the most natural—neither refined” nor corporealised
above nor below the level of nature. But love is
capable of calling forth high and ardent or profound
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and self-searching thoughts—pity armed with the
miglit of indignation—hopes, and wishes, and fears,
in which all mankind—all human nature, and its
awful interests, have part—speculations not bounded
by time and space. All these may be the subject of
elegy, and may sound aright in the elegiac stanza.
I am not aware that Dryden ever contradicted this
preference; but he is supposed to have implicitly
withdrawn it, by composing all his subsequent works
(his odes, songs, and some of his plays excepted) iu
the heroic couplet. But the superior facility of the
couplet, and his own conscious skill in its construc-
tion, sufficiently explain his desertion of the quatrain,
without supposing a change of judgment. But
Twining hes shrewdly pointed out the inconsistency
of Dryden’s estimates of dramatic and of epic poetry
in the notes to the translation of Aristotle’s Poetics,
note 278. In his *“Iissay on Dramatic Poetry "—the
dialogue, I presume, published in 1668—he says:
“ Though tragedy be justly preferred before the
other "—i. e. epic poetry. In his dedication to
Virgil's Aineis, he declarés that * An heroic poem,
truly such, is undoubtedly the greatest work which
the soul of a man is capable to perform.” When
Virgil was his theme, all other writers were to be
depreciated ; but when he bad translated a book of
Homer, he manifestly inclines the balance to the
latter. After all, there is nothing more than natural
in this inconstancy. Dryden had little pleasure in
any writer—any subject, sacred or profane—except
as matter for the exercise of his own intellectual
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activity ; and that was to him the best, which called
forth the latest and most self-pleasing energies,
The most pleasing, if not the brightest, passage in
this long’ eplstle, is that which alludes to Pope's
Lpa.reuts —rendered the ‘more interesting by the fact
“that his mother died a few weeks after it was finished.
The son, disappointed i his wish, '

‘4 Po keep awhile one parent from the sky,”

erected & monument, in Twickenham church, with this

inscription s—
) D.0.M.
ALEXANDRO POPE, VIRO INNOCUO, PRORO, P10,

’ QUI VIXIT ANNOS 75, 0B. 1717,
ET BEDITHE CONJUGI INCULPADILI,
, PIENTISSILE,
QUX VIXIT ANNOS 93, ob. 1733,
PARENTIBUS BENE MERENTIBUS FILIUS FECIT
ET 8IBI,

Johnsow, whose admiration of Pope arose more
froni insensibility to the merits of others than from
any deep intellectual sympathy or moral affection,
not only aggravates the real faults of that great little
man, but does very scanty justice to his many social
and christian virtues. His filial piety was not to be
denied ; but the great moralist, who balanced an ultra-
fidian credulity in the supernatural with an extra-
ordinary degree of scepticism in things natural and
human, retails Pope's account of his own family as if
it were at best a very doubtful affair. This is pure
ill-nature and ill-manners. The fact I take to be,
that Johnson, having a Tory veneration for pedigree,
cnvied Pope his gentle blood, and thought he did
not deserve to have an uncle killed for King Charles.
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The account, which is .signed with Popes initia); is:

as follows :—* Mr. P.’s father was of A geutlem'ms
family in Oxfordshire, -the, 'head o,tl wlnch was the
E. of Downe, whose sole heness married the E, of
Lindsay. His mothér was thé dap_ghter of \V: Turnér,
Esq., of York. She had threég br othérs, oue of whom
was killed, the other died, in the,sar\ncé of. King

Charles; the eldest following his® fortlmes, and °

becoming & geuneral officer in Sp;nn, left her what
estate remained after the sequestnimons and for-
feitures of her family.”—All this*is well, and*yét
Pope’s father might have been a mechanic, a hatter,
and even a bankrupt. The truth I beliévé.to have
been that he was a respectable tradesmdn,” But
sensible people in thede days seldomyinquire what is

a man's blood, though they may be anxious to kiow -

something about his early habits and assomatwns I
can, however, well believe that the gent.lemen of the
press, and such-like vermin, twitted Pope with his
origin, the religion of his parents, and even his shape
and personal infirmities. Such are the general topics
of abuse with the dunces and hirelings of the present
day. I wish that Alexander the Little had not con-
tracted some symptoms of the disease of his revilers,
which was indeed the epidemic of that age. There
are plenty of Budgells, Curls, Duckets, and Moores
-even now, who are not one whit better than the Curls
and Moores of the Dunciad; but I will venture to
afirm that no man, approximating to the rank of
Pope in literature or in society, would degrade him-

self by answering them so nearly in their own way as
VOL. IL u
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Pope was too often provoked to do,—far less by
classing with them innocent distress or real genius.
Blackguards, in short, are just what they were at the
commencement of the last century; but gentlemen
are both multiplied and very greatly improved.

There are many things in this epistle which I do
not yet understand ; for Pope has hardly a line with-
out an allusion. It was obviously, a8 he tells us it
was, begun many years before its publication, and
drawn up by snatches, as the several occasions
offered. As might be expected, the joinery is very
palpable, and not remarkably ingenious. Pope’s
thoughts seldom generated each other. Seldom, very
seldom, is an idea expounded and articulated through
a lengthened passage. The successive couplets either
repeat the same conceit or observation in different
words, or else are brought together arbitrarily, with
no more intrinsic relation, confluence, or mutual
modification, than the pebbles of a tesselated pave-
ment. Pagsages of mere enumeration or specification,
of course, are out of the question. I doubt not that
it was Pope’s general practice to set down every line,
balf line, or lucky phrase that occurred to him in a
book, and either to find or make a place for them
when and where he could. Hence he is, of all
writers, the best to quote; for the quotation never
changes meaning when severed from the context.
His best things are miiliners’ flowers, and bave no
root. Yet he has much more sincerity than Dryden ;
but it is the sincerity of the man, not of the poet.
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His versification has been over-praised and unjustly
depreciated. Nothing, in fact, can be better in its
kind, It leaves nothing to wish for; but that is
itself a proof that it is not of a very excellent kind,
—for whatever is truly excellent-involves an idea,
and excites a desire of sorething greater and better
than itself ; of something that cannot be realised in
earthly materials. Still it is not true that Pope is
a monotonous or merely & regular versifier. His
verses may be read monotonously; but it is by readers
who would make no verse at all of Shakspeare or
Milton. Hardly two lines consecutive of Pope scan
alike. They may, indeed, be reduced to ten syllables;
but there is no foot which does mot enter into the
combination.

IMITATIONS OF HORACE,

Pope's * Imitations of Horace,” as indeed he or his
editor has confessed, are as unlike Horace as they
well can be—I mean in manner and expression ; for
the accommodations are as pat as they can be made :
and I bhardly recollect an instance where an allusion,
merely Roman, remains in the original costume,~—a
fault which Dryden frequently commits in his para-
phrases, which are neither ancient nor modern.
Some strokes of satire hit nothing in Rome, while
the majority are exclusively Roman. Johnsop, in
his “London,” is more careful or more lucky, and
has much of the rhetorical manuner of Juvenal. But
Pope is hardly more remote from Homer than from

Horace. It is indeed not easy to conceive what was
H2
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the effect of Horace’s hexameters upon & Roman ear.
It could hardly be quite colloquial : this the strong,
metrical close of the hexameter must bave pre-
vented. The lines could never flow into easy para-
graphs, like the quieter parts of Cowper's Task ; but
assuredly it could not resemble: the acute-angular,
ear-stinging epigrams of Pope. In the lighter
passages it might come nearer to the gossiping
octo-syllabics of Moore's Fables, Cotton’s Visions,
Matthew Green's Spleen, and such compositions in
the same measure as have not affected humorous
rhymes, or sharp turns of expression. The graver
parts approach the couplets of Ben Jonson, except
that they are not laden with the same weight of
meaning. Horace loiters for lack of purpose; Ben
pauses with deep consideration; Horace tacks
about, like a yacht in ‘a light breeze; Ben rows
a deep-freighted vessel against the tide. Pope re-
sembles a steam-boat, repeating the same trip day
after dey, with different freights and passengers, but
for the most part in the same track, and the same
time. To vary the metaphor, Pope has crystallised
Horace. The likeness to Juvenal, which he claims
for his Imitation, consists rather in the virus of the
satire than the form of its exhibition. Juvenal is &
long thunder-storm, peal after peal, growling away,
now close at your ear, now far off and within an ace
of silence, then rattling over-head again. Pope lets
off a series of crackers, matters of mere amusement
to all but those they are’aimed at. The * Epistle to
Augustus ” is unquestionably the best of the series,
though the rest is good in its way.
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SWIFT.

Tae verses of Swift, though not equal to his prose
in grave humour, and upon subjects generally local,
often trivial, and- not seldom nauseous, are well
worthy of an attentive perusal. No writer with whom
I am acquainted has conveyed the colloquial familiar
of daily life in rhyme with so good an effect, unless
indeed it be Prior. He is not prosaic, and yet in his
liveliest verses there is not a phrase which would
not be admissible in good prose. His odes are about
as good as Pindarics generally are. In the first, he
imitates Cowley, but without striking success. The
ode has been called the most difficult of compo-
sitions. Certainly it is that in which failure is most
frequent. Wordsworth’s Ode on Immortality is
decidedly the finest in any language.

G. WEST.

—_—

ODE.

OCCASIONED BY READING MR. WEST'S TRANSLATION OF PINDAR,
BY THE REV.DR.JOSEPH WARTON.

Dear, good-natured Joey !—I daresay he thought
this Pindaric very like the real thing. He had sense
and scholarship to see (for I have my doubts whether
he or any man could hear) that Pindar’s odes are
regular, and that Horace, when he speaks of numeris
lege solutis, must refer to the dithyrambics no longer

JRVAS o\ :
\N"‘ 44948



N
b‘ﬂ%é‘ _,.“ NOTES ON BRITISH POETS.

g}éut he did not see, or chose to forget, that
mt,b?\ ionate inspiration, the Hebraic earnestness
~~which he ascribes to Pindar, applies no more to those
prize poems which—the more the pity—are all the
remaining witness to his fame, than the metrical
irregularity. He did and could feel no enthusiasm
about Olympic or Nemsan victories. Like modern
laureates and makers of installation odes, he takes
every occasion, or rather every opportuunity, to escape
from his task into dark antiquity and general reflec-
tion, and it is in his wise, his religious reflections
that his main value consists. I do but report the
judgment, if not the words, of that revered father
who, while yet a young father, bequeathed these
volumes to me with a solemn injunction never
to part with them but in extremity. Though I do
not hold the authority of Johnson very high, in re
metricé, 1 am disposed to agree with him that the
strophic and anti-strophic form does not agree well
with our language, except perhaps in pieces designed
for a musical accompaniment. The practice of Horace
proves that he thought it unfit for the Latin. Joey's
comparison of smooth rhymes to wax candles which
never gutter nor flare, is more in the taste of Cowley's
Pindarics than of Pindar’s.*

* # As well might ye compare
The glimmerings of a waxen flame,
Emblem of verse, correctly tame,
To his own Etna's sulphur-spouting caves.”
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AKENSIDE.

¢ Mr. Brand . . . . alleges that a halt which he had in his gait
was occasioncd,” &e.—Prom the Life.
THERE have been so many lame poets that it is no
wonder if & few poets have been lame men. Tyrteus,
‘Akenside, Scott, Byron, and, I dare say, others.
Some have included Shakspeare, but I know not on
what authority, except an ambiguous expression in
one of his sounets.

“ When he resolved not to be & dissenting minister, he probably
did not ccase to be a dissenter.”
1t is probable enough that Akenside never ceased
to dissent, but in none of his works can I discover a
trace of the dissenter. Indeed, bheterodox as I am,
I doubt whether there was ever a dissenter poet,
though the Non-conformists have produced a fair
proportion of poetry. As far as I know, Keble is
the first, — certainly the best Church-of-England
poet.* Satire on the Church of Rome does not make
a Church-of-England poet, nor abuse of the Church
of England a dissenter poet. Cowper may, however,
be regarded as a Low-Church poet. The best hymns
of Watts, the Westleys, the Olney Hymns, &c., have
* nothing sectarian. They differ from the rigid orthodox
only by being more personal and subjective than
episcopal prudentiality would allow, at least in public

* 11.C. must have forgotton Herbert.—D.C.
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worship. I am wofully ignorant of the early Chris-
tian poets. What I have seen of the Catholic hymns,
rhythmic or rhyming, makes me desirous of seeing
more. Akenside, dissenter or not, could not have de-
rived from modern dissenters that classical Quixotism,
that almost heathenish admiration of ancient maunners,
ancient virtues, ancient patriotism, ancient philosophy,
which exposed him to the ridicule of Smollett. Upon
certain minds the study of the Greek and Roman
writers, and, perbaps yet more, the surpassing beauty
of antique art, produced a state of mind as far removed
from common sense, though far from so noble and
devoted, as that which Le Mancha's Knight imbibed
from the chivalric romances. A pot dissimilar effect
was produced in certain sects by the tramslation
of the Hebrew Scriptures. They became more
Hebrew than either European or Christian. Has
not the perusal of the Fathers and Mounastics given
rise to a similar delusion in our own day? But
there is no necessity for any of those povopavias,—
no need to prohibit either books of chivalry, or of
Heathen or Hebrew antiquity ; far less would I seem
to censure the religious study of Christian divines of
any age. ‘It is the exclusive study alone that is
morbid and dangerous. Not the reading this or that
too much, but reading it so as to’leave insufficient
time and thought for anything else. But to read any
ancient work as it should be read, there is needed a
discerning spirit to divide the substance from the phe-
nomenon,—the proper form from the accidental shape,
—the shape itself frem the drapery; to distinguish
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between an arbitrary sign or emblem and an essential
correspondence ; above all, to discern the permanent,
which is eternal truth and life everlasting, from the
positive and conventional, which, however Tlong it
seems to last, is the birth of time, and heir of
corruption.

DYER.

“I havo beon told that.Akensidc . . . said that he would regulato

his opinion of the reigning taste by the sale of Dyer's Pleece,” &c
L By Johmson’s Life of Dyer.

Dyer and his “ Fleece” have since obtained the praise
of & poet who beholds beauty end tvuth with clearer
eyes than Akenside, and bas recorded his approbation
in a sonnet which I cannot help thinking superioxto
its subject. Dyer was doubtless a poet. Fle looked
at nature for himself, and saw her well; but he did
not, possess in any high degree the faculty of makmg
others see a whole,—far less had he the Wordsivorthian
faculty of revealitig, more in the objects of sight or
hearing than meets the commen eye and ear. Yet the
Fleece would be o beautiful poewm, if Dyer had not
encumbered himself with the fancied duty of teaching
what few not personally interested in the woollen trade
care to learn, and what they probably know better than
he did. The attempt to give aught of an Arcadian
character to shepherd life is utterly defeated by these
utilitarian details. The real Jife of a northern shepherd
suggests much poetry ;- but with this Dyer doés not
seem to have been intimate. '
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THE RUINS OF ROME.
“ Enough of Grongar, and the shady dales,” &e.

This is an eloquent and stately poem, with some
striking pictures, strong versification, and manly
though somewhat rigid diction. But I cannot con-
ceive a man with an eye so completely reverted as to
talk of Rome without an allusion to the greater
dominion she exercised after her pagan forces were
overthrown. Surely Hildebrand was & greater man
than Scipio or Cmsar. Nor is it true that the splen-
dours of ancient Rome were fruits of liberty. They
were erected by slaves out of the spoils of aggression.

‘ YOUNG.

“It is related by Ruffhead, that when he determined on the
Church, he addressed himself to Pope, who, in a frolic, advised the
diligent perusal of St. Thomas Aquinas.’—From the Life.

THis vulgar joke-anecdote against Thomas Aquinas
reminds me of Fielding's observation of Aristotle,
that he was not quite so great a blockhead as he was
deemed by young gentlemen who had never read his
works. It is plain, however, from Young's writings,
that he really had formed his mind on the scholastic
writers. Au edition of the * Night Thoughts,” with
a running commentary from Aquinas and his fol-
lowers, would perhaps surprise such of our modern
critics as can construe Latin.—S. T. C. K
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GRAY.

—_——
ON THE LIFE,

I gave heard or read somewhere that Gray, nervously
apprehensive of fire, kept a rope-ladder in his rooms,
of which some young men of fortune being apprised,
set a tub of water under his window, and raised a
cry of fire. The poet, descending rapidly, plunged into
the aqueous pitfall, and resolved to quit the spot where
Young men of fortune were perhaps only laughingly
admonished for a frolic, for which men of no fortune
would and ought to have been expelled. All practical
Jokes are in bad taste; but I most of all abhor those
which play upon the fears of the timid, or, like forged
love-letters, work on the affections of the susceptible ;
while I confess perbaps a too lenient toletation for
such tricks as ouly infringe on the purses of the
avaricious, or the dignity of self or official importance.
Age and infirmity however should at any rate be held
sacred.

ELEGY IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD.

“ Some mute, inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood.”
Originally, Tully and Cesar. In neither edition are
the lines excellent, though a Milton and a Cromwell
become the churchyard of Stoke Poges better than a
Tully and a Cwmsar. * Inglorious ” does not imply
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mere negation of glory, any more than * infamous " the
negation of fame. They are contraries, not mere
negatives. Men as lowly as any' in the * country
churchyard " have played the part of Cromwells.

ODE FOR MUSIC,

PERFORMBD AT THE SENATE-HOUSE AT CAMBRIDGE, AT THE INSTALLATION
OF N18 GRACE AUGUBTUS HFENRBY FITZROY, DUKE OF GRAFTON, CHAN~
CELLOR OF THE UNIVERSBITY.

« Hence, avaunt ! ("tis holy ground,)” &e.

S. T. C. and W, W. consider this ode the best, or
one of the best, of Gray's compositions, I have
myself said that it was too good for the occasion.
It is certainly more Pindaric, and more original, than
any of his other odes. The versification is very skil-
fully woven, though ears with short memories may
think some of the rhymes too far apart. The histo-
rical allusions are cleverly introduced, and just enough
is said of each for the purpose. I know very little
about the Duke of Grafton, not relying much upon
“ Junius ;” but I doubt whether the venerable Mar-
garet, albeit her own descent was not absolutely
clear of bastardy, would look with much of pride or
satisfaction on a remote and spurious scion, whose
name, Fitzroy, explained the nature of his connection
with royalty. Gray owed his professorship to the
Duke of Grafton.

I can hardly forgive Dr. Anderson, who treats us
so liberally with the Latin no-verses of his com-
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patriot and rival classic, Greeme, for omitting all the
Latin lyrics of Gray. To be sure, he could not con-
strue them. He bas also omitted the sonnet to West.
And why have we not the epigram on Tophet? which
proves that Gray, like his friend Mason, had talents
for satire- of the first ordenl".

R. WEST.
% Aate omnes morbos importunissima tussis,”

It goes far to remdve the contempt with which I
am too apt to regard the art of Latin versification, as
taught in our public schools, that its practice has
often diverted the paius of sickness, and the weariness
of old age. Johnson turned a prayer into Latin verse
when he apprehended that his intellect was depart-
ing, and was satisfied of his mental sanity, because
he was aware of the defects of the composition.
‘0 Maxapirys beautifully compared the recurrence
of old men to the classical studies of their youth, to
the last light of the sun shining on the hill tops
over which it arose in the morning. I believe the
reference was to the Marquis Wellesley.

Some writers maintain a sort of dubious, twilight
existence, from their connection with others of greater
name. R. West, though an elegant and promising
Youth, is one of them. He would have been forgotten
had be not been the friend of Gray. Jago would have
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no place among poets had he not been a favourite
of Shenstone. Kirke White will live by the kindness
of Southey. If aught of mine be preserved from
oblivion, it will be owing to my bearing the name of
Coleridge, and having enjoyed, I fear with less profit
than I ought, the acquaintance of Southey and of
Wordsworth.—Nov, 27th, 1843.

LYTTELTON.

ON THE LIFE.

“ When weary of fashion and debate, he used very often, with
Pitt, to visit his cousin West at Wickham, from whese con-
versation, it is said, he reccived that conviction of the truth of
Christianity which produced, in 1747, his ¢ Dissertation on the
Couversion of St. Paul,’—a treatise to which infidelity has nover
been able to fabricate a specious answer.”

Jounson should have said that the conversion
of St. Paul, recorded in the Acts, and testified in
his Epistles, wa$ an argument for Christianity, to
which infidelity could never fabricate a satisfactory
answer. The argument itself does appear to me
irrefragable, and Paley, in his * Horm Pauling,” has
made it not stronger, for that is impossible, but
clearer ; he has brought it in the best possible form
before the court of common sense. I cannot say so
much for Lyttelton. But Lyttelton lived in an age
when Christianity was at a discount; and it was
something chivalric for a very fine gentleman, a patriot
and minister of state, and a pretty versifier, to appear
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as the advocate of so unfashionable a personage as
St. Paul.

Dr. Anderson complains that Johnson's estimate of
Lyttelton’s poetical character is sparing and invidious.
It is seldom safe to contradict old Poz when the
subject-matter lay within the compass of his common
sense and sympathy; and surely Lyttelton's verses
are peither above him nor beyond him. He appears
to have said quite as much for the genteel and enno-
bled versifier as truth will warrant;—perhaps as his
lordship himself in his maturer years could have
believed. Whatever might be the intellectual powers
of Lyttelton, it is manifest that they were very lightly
tagked in the production of his poetry. He never
thymed with his whole mind,—very seldom with his
whole heart. Now, whatever may be thought of reading
Poetry for amusement, it is certain that good poetry,
even of the lighter species, cannot be written for
amusement. Not.only inust there be minute pains-
taking, such as might suffice & lady to flower'a piece
of muslin, or paint a humming-bird on rice paper
(and yet this is not unnecessary), but there must be
an intense, and sincere, and integral évépyeca of the
whole man ; and, what is more difficult, there must be
an absolute abstraction and secession of soul, and
exclusion of all regards that stand aloof from the
main point. Now it were slander against Lyttelton
to suppose that he wrote the major part of his verses
with any greater earnestness than he might have
danced a minuet, or played a game at chess. Some
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of his amatory trifles are pretty and tender, and very
pleasing, because they were dictated by a real attach-
ment, which led to a happy marriege. The Monody
is interesting, because we know that it was suggested
by true and honourable grief, notwithstanding the
clumsy imitation of Lycidas, and the vile taste of
introducing raythology and pastoral allegory into a
matter-of-fact memorial of a departed Christian. wife.
But poetry which derives its principal charm from
an anecdote, or extraneous circumstance, cannot be
of a very high order. Of the Progress of Love, if it
be not blame enough that it is pastoral, it is some
discommendation that it is nonsense. ‘* The Soliloquy
of a Country Beauty,” “ Blenheim,” the ¢ Epistle to
Dr. Ayscough,” &c., are the verses of a boy, but not
of & bay poet. Johnson was right enough about such
blank as * Blenheim,” yet he would perbaps have
been better disposed towards the metre had he better
liked the hero. He certainly entertained, at a late
period of his life, that prejudice against Marlborough
which he derived from his early political associations.
I agree with him, that the ‘ Advice to Belinda » i8
the best of Lyttelton's metrical productions, because,
as far as relates to marriage at least, it is good advice,
though it indicates a very mean estimate of the capa-
city of female excellence, and contains expressions
which no virtuous woman in these days would tolerate.
—which no gentleman would now address to a virtuous
woman. But Lyttelton was young when he wrote it,
and caught the slang of a vile, degenerate age, to
which he was himself morally superior. When he
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bad truly loved, and found by experience what
‘good woman really is, he spoke more reverently and
more wisely. Advice, however, is seldom poetical ; nor
does Lyttelton’s advice indicate, as Johnson kindly
surmises, that any time or labour could have made
the author a poet. I never read Lyttelton’s « Persian

. Letters ;” but the disguise was not only stolen, but
ill-chosen. No Englishman could. possibly appear to
view England with Persian eyes. All that he says
about liberty and patriotism in his verses is sad stuff.
He was too polite and too comfortable a gentleman
to know anything of the matter. But while I think
Johnson just to Lyttelton as a poet, I think him by
no means just to his merits as a man. Why should
the anxiety of & nobleman to bave his book correct,
and correctly printed, be called vanity ? To be sure,
poor authors cannot purchase correctuess at such an
expense, but that is no reason why rich authors should
not. Still more invidious is Johnson's statement,
that Lyttelton delighted in mortifying Shenstone by
exposing the weak points of the Leasowes. Per-
haps Shenstone might say so in & bilious mood, but
that is no excuse for those who repeated his words.
Truth may be & libel in morals, though it should not
be so held in law.. I cannot help thinking that a
little bit of the radical lurked under Johnson's ultra
royalism ; for he certainly was an ultra royalist, and
no more a constitutional tory in the modern sense,
than Milton was in the modern sense & radical
reformer.

VOL. .. I
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LLOYD.

——

ON THE FAME OF ACTORS.

# Yet, hapless artist ! though thy skill can raise
The bursting peal of everlasting praise,—
Though at thy beck Applause delighted stands,
And lifts, Briarcus-like, her hundred hands,—
Know, Fame awards thee but a partinl breath 3
Not all thy talents brave the stroke of death.”
The Actor.
Tais complaint is not absolutely just. Betterton,
Quin, Garrick, Kemble, Siddons, are great names
still,—perhaps the greater because those who have
never seen them suppose them to have been all that
can be desired, and more than can be imagined, of
histrionic art. And what more than a name is
Apelles, Zeuxis, Praxiteles? what more to the world
in general Michel Angelo? What but a name is
Alexander, Hannibal, Scipio, Marlborough? What
else will Wellington be a hundred years bence ? The
heavier affliction is that actors, like beauties, are
liable to outlive the grounds of their reputation, and
to survive—the walking contradiction to their some-
time flatterers. But then posterity is sure to con-
ceive of them by the praises bestowed on their palmy
state, and set down all the reflections bestowed upon
their decline to envy and malice. Thus beauties,
once dead and forgotten, receive & new and ever-
lasting lease of loveliness. Who does not imagine
Mary on the scaffold as the same enchantress that
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maddened poor Chatellar, and made Johu Knox
" himself lament that so fair a work of God should
be given over to Satan? Yet, by all accounts, she
was & shrivelled, gray, and miserable old woman,
bent and broken before her time by sorrow,—it is to
be feared by remorse likewise. A far greater draw-
back on the actor’s happiness than the brevity of his
fame, is the unsatisfactory nature of that fame while
it lasts. If applause be given, the pleasure is too
violent and intoxicating to be wholesome; if with-
held, the disappointed aspirant can derive little
congolation from the consciousness of well-deserving,
—and he Jacks that appeal to futurity which has at
least the advantage of never being rejected to the
suitor's earthly knowledge. He is, moreover, in
art what a demagogue is in politics. He must be
popular or nothing. The approbation of the few
will not even procure him admittance to the green-
room. His highest triumphs contribute little to
self-respect, because he knows that they are not
obtained from the respect of others. However ad-
mired, however caressed by rank, beauty, or fashion,
he cannot conceal from himself that all this admiration
is very near akin to contempt. He is the guest and
the idol of peers and patronesses, because he cannot
be their equal. He holds something the same place
in society as the guardians of the seraglio in an
Oriental court, who are trusted and favoured because
they are not considered men. It were greatly to be
wished, if the stage is to be tolerated, that the stigma

attached to the profession of a player were altogether
12
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done away. Were players respected as other citizens,
they would not be less respectable, and would per-
haps refuse to appear in any ‘part that was incon-
sistent with their character as men and as gentlemen,
and so effectually purify the stage itself. The man
or woman who despises actors, as such, commits an
unpardonable offence if ever seen in a theatre.

COOPER.
——
THE VISION OF SHAKSPEARE.

OCTOSYLLABIC METRE.

Tars Vision is a fair, because a good, instance of
that over-dressed fashion of language which W. W.
has condemned as false poetic diction. It is a sort of
cento of the prettiest phrases which the author's
memory supplies. The expression is mere drapery,
—gold lace, and ribbons, and milliner’s flowers,—not
the body and seusuous phenomenon of the thought.
It is, indeed, genteel finery,—not soiled and tawdry
frippery. Cooper's highest praise seems to be that
he writes like & gentleman, and this is saying a good
deal. He was commendable for varying the monotony
of the octosyllabic, which requires the spice of Hudi-
brastic rhymes to preserve it from somnolence. The
L’Allegro, 11 Penseroso, and a hundred other delicie,
may sesm to contradict this; but these owe their
delightful variety to the judicious intermixture of
trochees, spondees, and even anapests,—a matter of
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no small difficulty and delicacy; and even when this
is effected, the occasional slternation of the rhymes
_ authorised by Woidsworth, Scott, and Byron is a
pleasurable, relief Besides, the wild impassioned
lyrical spirit’ of these writers is quite another thing
from the metrical chit-chat of Prior, Lloyd, Swift, &c.,
in which there is nothing lyrical,—no pervading
stream of music, meandering and eddying with every
turn and vagary of fancy and feeling. These talkers
are apt to be tiresome, if they continue long in one
strain.  But do what you will, French levities will
acquire a specific gravity in English, and taste like
champagne in a heel-tap.

’

P. WHITEHEAD.

———
ON THE IMITATORS OF POPE.

Lorp Byrox, in his acute and caustic, but coarse
and prejudiced, Letters to Bowles, taintains the
superiority of Pope to the naturals, by asserting that
Pope’s influence and example had made many excel-
lent poets ; whereas the followers of Wordsworth, &e.,
had been wretched drivellers. I do not remember
the words, but the sense. The argument would not
be absolutely conclusive, even were the premises
true. On the other hand, one should conjecture that
the exccllence which could be successfully imitated
by mediocrity could not be excellence of a first-rate
order. It is easy to mimic the peculiarities, to adopt
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the phrases, to copy the turns, to echo the sentiments
of any writer ; and the involuntary burlesque of insane
admirers shows up an author's weak points better
than any intentional parody or travestie. But to
compose in the spirit of a great master is quite
another affair. To do this there must be, if not an
equality, yet a congeneity of genius; or a high
dramatic power, capable of assuming a foreign nature
and alien modes of seeing, thinking, and feeling.
But, in fact, really great minds, though equal, are
never alike, and always fail if they attempt to imitate
each other. Not that they may not, and do not, in-
fluence and modify each other; not that they do not
give and receive mutual inspiration; not that they do
not often borrow thoughts, and trains of thought, and
carry on & profitable barter of expression. But, then,all
is digested, assimilated, integrated ;——each remains the
same distinct and distinguishable integral monad. But
the truth is, Pope, though he has had many imitators,
has had no successful imitators. Perhaps nothing
testifies his merit—certainly nothing perpetuates his
fame — more than his imineasurable pre-eminence
over all his disciples. Even his versification has
never been approached in its peculiar excellences ;
nor is it well understood at this day, or it would not
be called monotonous, nor would so many really
monotonous jinglers have passed for correct, orthodox
Papists. Writing couplets, each one of which parts
in the middle, as if it were made to double up and
slip into the pocket like a carpenter's rule, is no
more writing like Pope than making lines of lengths
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as disproportionate as the speeches of a tragedy,
clipped to the satisfaction of a monopolising star, is
writing like Pindar, Who has attained to the smooth
sweetness and technical perfection of his pastorals,
that can boast no other than ‘metrical recommenda-
tions? As an essayist, a moralist, an epistolary
amorist, in the comic epic, and mock heroic, he
has had abundance of followers, but no successful
imitators ;-—rivals are out of the question. It is as
absurd to call Goldsmith an imitator of Pope, because
he writes decasyllabic distichs, as it would be to call
Cowper an imitator of Milton because he uses a
measure without rhyme. The imitations of the
Dunciad would fill many columns in a bibliography,
and ave little likely to be found elsewhere. Who
knows aught of the Hilliad, the Smartiad, the Scrib-
leriad, the Fribleriad, the Baviad, and the Mmviad,
though perhaps the last had more of Pope's venom,
with less of his dirt, than most of the rest? Where
is the pendant to the Rape of the Lock? Of the
various essays written in imitation of the Essay on
Man, the most notorious, if not the best reputed, is
Wilke's Essay on Woman, which excused his expul-
sion from the House (of Commons); and yet it is as
dull a piece of smut and profaneness as any man
need be ashamed of having read. But the most
direct, professed, and palpable imitators of Pope were
Paul Whitehead, Cawthorne, and Barbarossa Brown,
~—three as worthless writers, the first especially, as
ever wasted foolscap. In fact, Pope was not the
founder, but head scholar and perfectionator of a
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school. He was to Dryden what Virgil was to
Homer. * But his models were French, not Englishi
and it is always better to imitate foreigners than
countrymen. In one way he greatly benefited our
literature; but it was in & way the very reverse of
Byron’s assumption. Aspirants for fame or popularity,
possessed of anything like real power, saw that it was
in vain to attempt excelling Pope in his own way,—
that the cleverest imitation of his manner could only
be like modern Latin verses compared to the ancient
classics. He was not a banian, whose suckers de-
rived and communicated strength and beauty; but a
yew-tree, in whose shade nothing could grow to
maturity. This turned the young mind of Eigland
into another track. True poets, like Young and
Thomson, opened new fountains on the sacred hill.
The higher order of talent recurred to the elder
classics of our own tongue, to Italy, or to Greece.
Even the. devotees of fashion found it easier to
imitate the badinage of the later Frenchmen then
the satiric declamation of the age of Louis XIV.,
and left the imitation of Pope to the mere verse-
makers, who prided themselves upon writing school-
boy-like, after the standard; and to the lower order
of satirists, who generally chose topics of temporary
scandal, the ephemeral novelty whereof carried off
the staleness of their method and the second-handi-
ness of their costume. Perhaps Byron, in compli-
menting the followers of Pope, meant to remunerate
Gifford for closing the Quarterly against the many
jobations which doubtless were concocted for his
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Lordship’s benefit by the devout, the decent, and
© the loyal. I really believe that throughout the
Pope controversy he was little more than Gifford’s
mouthpiece. Perhaps, too, he intended to gratify
Rogers and Campbell, for whom he appears to have
felt kindly ; but neither Rogers nor Campbell are
Popeans. They belong to another school—the senti-
mental, which, let me observe, did not begin with
Sterne. Sterne was not by nature a sentimentalist,
but an humourist. In his first and best volumes,
whatever of sentiment occurs is dramatic,—belongs
-to the character and situation, not to the author.
But finding that his bumour was understood by few,
while his sentiment was on every tongue, and his
sly allusions procured both abuse and purchasers,
(the more of the latter, in consequence of the former,)
he found it convenient to affect the character which
had been thrust upon him, and not only loaded his
latter works with & double portion both of sentiment
and of obscenity, but, far more mischievously, made
a sort of (Solomon’s) balm of Gilead,—a dram medi-
cated with honey and cantharides out of the two. At
the same time, I acquit him of any worse intention
than that of selling his book and setting his reprovers
at defiance. Perhaps he was the worse for being
invested with a function for which he had no call;
but nothing, I believe, was further from his thoughts
than the promulgation of a sensual philosopby, or
the setting of mere animal emotion in the seat of
duty
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LOGAN.

——
PARAPHRASE OF SCRIPTURE.

THE second, fourth, and fifth of these hymns are
claimed for Bruce. Except for poor Logan’s charac-
ter, the question is of small importance, for all
paraphrases of Scripture fall so immeasureably below
the mark as to be absolutely painful to a reader who
can really appreciate the original or the authorised
translation, In these involuntary travesties, the
awful truths of the Bible sound like stale truisms;
the imagery—the divine Hebrew imagery—looks like
an old piece of embroidery that has been turned so
often that no one can tell which was originally the
right side. What the author himself supplies is
always out of keeping, and the phrases which are
truly Seriptural have the air of quotations in & stiange
tongue. Yet the Scotch paraphrases are better rhyme
than Sternhold, and better devotion than Tate and
Brady. A church reform ought to begin with
Psalmody.

BURNS.

THE (old) Scotch songs (in Allan Cunningham’s
Edition of Burns) are valuable. They prove that
Sawney is a fellow of humour, which has been per-
tinaciously denied. What he wants is élegance, but
he is no more to be blamed for this than a male
creature for not giving suck.
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“ There is a degree of wild ivregularity in many of the com-
positions and fragmments which are daily sung by my compeers, the
common people,~—a certain happy arrangement of old Scotch
syllables, and yet, very frequently, nothing, not even rhyme or
sameness of jingle, in the ¢nds of thelines. This has made me
sometimes imagine that it might be possible for a Scotch poet,
with a nice judicious car, to set compositions to many of our most
favourite uirs, independent of rhyme altogother.”

This is an experiment I would gladly see fairly
tricd upon the Psalms. There is no reason why the
Psalms should be reduced to metre at all, except for
the purposes of congregational psalmody. For all
ends of poetry, apart from music, the prayer-book
version is abundantly rhythmical. I see no necessity
of tagging them with rhyme, though something of
assonance should be observed in the terminations.

¢ According to the reverend Westminster divines, conviction
must precede conversion.®—Vol. vi., p. 63.

I think the Westminster divines quite in the wrong.
Conversion must preced¢ real conviction, though it
May neither precede nor follow assent.

.

BURNS’ ENGLISH PROSE STYLE,
¢ Equally sincgre as fegvent,” &e.
Burns’ English, though not quite so racy as his
Scotch, is generally correct, perhaps the more sa
because he was obliged to ponder upon it a little,
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But in the phrase  equally sincere as fervent,” if he
has not broken Priscian’s head, he has at least boxed
his ears. Better were “alike sincere and fervent,”
or “ as sincere as fervent.” This, however, is a trifle
I need not have noticed. But I cannot help wishing
that he had been less fascinated by the sentimental
prose of his age. This long paragraph, though
printed as prose; is in the worst style of the worst
parts of Thomson‘s'Seai?ns. Indeed, Thomson, fat
as he was, became sentiméfitality better than Burns,
for he had not the peasant niuscle of Burns’ mind.

'

“ You ought therefore to deal more*sparingly for the future, in
tho provincial diplect,”, &c.~Letter from Dr, Moore to Burns.

I much doubt the wisdom of Zeluco's counsels.
The best things of Burns would have been much
worse if written in English, even had he possessed as
pure and copious a vein of English as Wordsworth.
Neither can I believe, from aught that Burns has
written, that he would have'written better with more
book-knowledge, or that he would have produced
anything worthy of himself of a dgamatic of epic cast,
even a romantic or historical ballad. But he might
have done something in the line of sentiment and
reflection more than he hag done, had the course of
his life made meditdtion ahd inward-looking more
comfortable. But even in this kind I do not think
he would have succeeded in a long sustained poem,
requiring architectural construction and proportions.
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SCOTCH HUMOUR.

I muse how any man can say that the Scotch, as a
people, are deficient in humour. Why, Sawney has
a humour of his own so strong and irrepressible, that
it broke out all the strouger in spite of worldly thrift,
kirk session, cutty stogl, and lecturer. Four Univer-
sities, andl Presbyteries—I know not how many—

have not put down the humo;P' of Scotland.

"« Blink o’er the burn, sweet Betty."

Burns himself could not write, no man could write,
like the warblings, of the old songsters. He did
Sometimes better, often worse, but never like them.
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NOTES ON SHAKSPEARE.

FEOM STOCKDALE'S EDITION OF THE PLAYS.

“

ON THE LANGUAGE AND MANNERS OF
SHAKSPEARE'S DRAMAS,

“While the partinlity of the nation shall svish to sc¢ure the
language in purity, and whilo the inhabitants shall continue to
admire the manners of thoir ancéstors,”” &c.—Prcface to the
Second Edition of Stockdale's Shakspeare.

ONE might have thought it. difficult so find false
topics of panégiric for Shakspeare ; yet Mr. Stock-
dale (the publisher), twice out of thrice, has contrived
to be as near wrong as possible. The partiality of the
nation to the purity of the language has not been
proved by any sufficient instancess The innovators are
to the conservators ten to one.. But, be that as it
may, not the purity, but the power, of the language is
to be found in Shakspeare. He used our kindly
vernacular more like his wife than his mother ;—not
with the despotism, of a usurper, but with the
authogity of a sovereign ;—not with the license of a
seducer, but with the familiarity of a husband. He
does not, indeed, innovgte for the mere sake of
YOL. IL. K
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novelty, but so long as his phrase expressed bis
meaning to himself, he cared little whether or not it
were authorised by usage, or amenable to grammar.
He is not an author to be construed and parsed. In
his hands words become like things inspired, possessed
with & new, an overmastering soul, which they had
not before him, and cannot retain when his magic is
not working. 1In plain fact, the language was not
fixed in Shakspeare's day, and he did not fix it. As
far as it ever has been fixed, the work was done by
the translators of the Bible. Our Eaglish Bible is
the only well of English undefiled. Shakspeare,
though a popular, was not in his day, nor for many
many days after, a standard writer. His fame,
indeed, was planted in his lifetime, and has continued
ever since, growing and spreading its leafy branches,
till they overshadow the land; but his reputation as
a classic English author is altogether new, and not
yet undisputed. Then, as to the manners of our
ancestors, it is little that we learn about our ancestors
or their mamers from Shakspeare,—less than from
most of his contemporaries. He has, indeed, ghosts,
witches, and fairies; but they are ghosts, witches,
fairies of his own invention. He has a tavern, very
like a tavern of the present day—except where his
wit, humour, philosophy make it to differ. e has
many allusions to popular, customs and superstitions,
but seldom directly dramatises any. His scenes are
not laid in the halls or oratories of baronial state :

he has little of chivalry—the most in Troilus and
Cressida, where it is utterly out of time. His music



TEMPEST. 131

is veither the minstrel harp, nor the convent bell.
He has left costumes to the property-man, and all
that belongs to one age more than another, to his
commentators. Incidentally, no doubt, Shakspeare
does throw light on the manners of his own time, but
it is neither his characteristic merit, nor his peculiar
value. DBen Jonson, Dekkar, and Heywood have far
more historical information.

TEMPEST.

—— e .
SHAKSPEARE'S SUPREMACY ON THE STAGE.

The supremacy of Shakspeare over his contem-
poraries has been even greater on the stage than in the
closet. Only one play of Massinger, two of Beaumont
and Fletcher, and two at most of Ben Jonson, have
been stock pieces for many years. Samuel Pepys, in
his Diary, that odd mixture of statesman, churchman,
gossip, old woman, and knave, where simplicity of
heart blends with simplicity of head, unaccountably
mixed up with politic wisdom, mentions seeing the
Tempest, and remarks that it was the most innocent
play be ever beheld!!! It must have been Shak-
Speare’s Tempest that be saw, not Dryden’s and
Davenant's.

Whether Shakspere Were afraid of making even
8 white wizard too amiable for orthodoxy, I know
bot; but certainly Prospero is a most tyrannical

master, not only to Caliban, the legitimate sovereign
R 2
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of the isle, but even to the gentle Ariel. There is a
beautiful sympathy between the human and the
supernatural characters. Miranda bears the same
relation to Ariel as Trinculo and Stephano to Caliban.

ARIEL.

As Ariel's presence throughout the play is manifest
to none but Prospero, it were an improvement in the
acting if this dainty spirit were personated by a voice
alone. No human form, however sylph-like, but must
belie the words of the invisible and tricksy Ariel.
The voice, shifting from place to place, now above, now
below, now in motion, now pausing, and anon multiplied
from all quarters, would have a truly magical effect
in scenic representation.

ON THE MASQUE.

There is not much either of meaning or melody in
this masque. Prospero, when his spell enforced
attendance of the spirits, should have furnished them
with smoother couplets and sager discourse. But
perhaps it is as good as the masques in which
the queen and her ladies perfornied, and to have
made it better would have been disloyal emulation.
There are lines in it, too, which smack of the poet.
Iris, in her invocation to Ceres] is delightfully agri-
cultural—the second verse is a harvest in itself. The
third might have been written on Latrigg before it
was ploughed. In announcing herself as at once the
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bow and the messenger of Juno, she slips into the
common confusion of mythology, which scarce any of
the ancients, save Homer, have wholly avoided. Shak-
speare manifestly turns the Heathen Deities into the
elementary powers, resolving the Greek anthropo-
morphism into its first principles. Ceres is the earth.

THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR.

—_—
CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.:

This play was a task, and not quite so happy a one
as Cowper’'s. That Queen Bess should have desired
to see Falstaff making love proves her to have been,
as she was, a gross-minded old baggage. Shakspeare
has evaded the difficulty with great skill. He knew
that Falstaff could not be in love ; and has mixed but
a little, a very little pruritus with his fortune-hunting
courtship. But the Falstaff of the Merry Wives is
not the Falstaff of Henry the Fourth. It is a big-
bellied impostor, assuming his name and style, or at
best it is Falstaff in dotage. The Mrs. Quickly of
Windsor is not mine Hostess of the Boar's Head;
but she is a very pleasant, busy, good-natured, un-
principled old woman, whom it is impossible to be
angry with. Shallow should not have left his seat in
Gloucestershire and his magisterial duties. Ford’s
Jealousy is of too serious a complexion for the rest of
the play. The merry wives are a delightful pair.
Methinks I see them, with their comely middle-aged
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visages, their dainty white ruffs and toys, their half
witchlike conic hats, their full farthingales, their neat
though not over-slim waists, their. housewifely keys,
their girdles, their sly laughing looks, their apple-
red cheeks, their brows, the lines whereon look more
like the work of mirth than years. And sweet Anne
Page—she is a pretty little creature whom one would
like to take on one’s knee. And poor Slender, how
pathetically he fancies himself into love; how tearfully
laughable he is in his disappointment, and how pain-
fully ludicrous in his punctilio; how delightful in bis
valour! How finely he sets forth his achievernent to
pretty Anne!—¢*1 have seen Sackersonloose.” Othello
could not brag more amorously. Parson Hugh is a
noble Cambro-Briton, but Doctor Caius is rather so-
so. Mine Host of the Garter is evidently a portrait.
The plot is rather farcical; Lut no matter, it is
exceedingly diverting. There is one passage which
shows Shakspeare to have been a Christian, player
though he was—
4 Since therein she doth evitate and shun

A thousand irreligious cursed hours,
‘Which forced merriage would have brought upon her.”

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING,

——
CHARACTER OF DON JOHN.

There is, alas! but too much nature in this sulky
rascal. Men who are inly conscious of being des-
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picable take it for” granted that all their fellow-
creatures despise them, aud hate the whole human
race by anticipation. Such men there are, who im-
merse their souls in wilful gloom, and think that all
joy insults their sullenness; that beauty is only
beautiful to make their deformity the more hideous,
and that virtue is virtue purely to spite them.

BENEDICT AND BEATRICE,

It has not, I think, been noted that these trickers un-
wittingly speak truth. It is evident enough from the
foregoing scenes, that Beatrice and Benedict are,
without owning it to themselves, mutually inlove ; and
the somewhat clumsy and twice-repeated stratagem
is not the real cause of their attachment, but its ap-
parent justification. No modest woman makes game
of a man whom she does not like at the bottom.

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY,

This play is one of Shakspeare’s few essays at
what may be called genteel comedy, and proves that
neither genius, wit, humour, nor gentility will serve
to produce excellence in that kind. It wants that
truth of ideal nature which was Shakspeare’s forte,
and does not present emough of the truth of real
life and manuners to compensate for the deficiency.
The more impassioned scenes are scarcely in place.
Tragi-comedy is one thing, comi-tragedy is another.
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‘Where pathos is predomina.nt,. it- often may derive
au in¢rease of power from lighter scenes; but where
the ground-work is comic, it is vain to work in flowers
of sombre hue. The tale, too, is improbable, without
being romantic. Still it is Shakspeare—delightful
in each part, but unsatisfactory in the effect of the
whole.

P.S. I never censure Shakspeare without finding
reason to eat my words,

LOVE'S LABOUR’S LOST.

——

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

This play was probably one of Shakspeare’s earliest
efforts, partially retouched at a later period. Tt has
all his wit, much of his poetry, but little or nothing
of his profundity. The characters seem like exagge-
rated copies of real life, not, as in his riper works,
impersonal ideas, representative of classes. I think
most of Shakspeare's early plays, as this, the Comedy
of Errors, Richard the Second, and King John,
may be discerned by the frequent and irregular in-
termixture of rhyme,—the greatest offence, by the
way, which he ever committed against the just and
universal laws of the drama.

When I wrote this, I knew not that the oldest
plays presented on the public stage were all in
rhyme or prose, though Gorboduc and some others
acted at court, or not at all, had used blank verse.
Marlowe was the first improver of this noble metre;

L
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all before him, and many after, thought .t suﬁicnent
W write ten syllable lines, not rhym<

MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM.

——

“ Lo, she is one of the confederacy,” &ci—wAcT 1., Scexe 1,

There is a dialogne of Maiden Friendship in the
“Two Noble Kinsmen ” so like this, that many have
ascribed it to Shakspeare. But it was not Shak-
Speare’s way to emulate himself. The resemblance
to this scene is primd facie evidence that it is not
Shakspeare's. It is, besides, quite in the best
manner of Fletcher, who, when he was not lazy,
generally did his best; said all the good things that
could be said on a given subject without much caring
whether the occasion justified them or not. Hence
Fletcher is much less injured by discerption than
Shekspeare. A quoted passage of Fletcher may be
thoroughly understood with very little previous
explanation. But Shakspeare’s best things are
absolutely slandered when separate from the context.
In the present case, Emilia’s description of her own
affection to Flavia, is a better piece of writing than
Helena's reproach of Hermia; but it is a deliberate
piece of good writing, an ornate wax taper, cere-
moniously consecrated at the shrine of female friend-
ghip; whereas Helena's speech is the quick com-
bustion of love and anger. Still, it must be con-
fessed, that if Fletcher did write the speech of
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Emilia, he has ilmitated Skakspeare's diction and
versification very closely.

P.S. I now am convinced that the scene in the
“Two Noble Kiusmen ” is Shakspeare's.

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

I know not any play of Shakspeare’s in which the
language is so uniformly unexceptionable as this.
It is all poetry, and sweeter poetry was never
written. One defect there may be. . Perhaps the
distress of Hermia and“Helena, arising from Puck’s
blundering application of Love in Idleness, is too
serious. too real for so fantastic a source, Yet their
altercation is so very, very beautiful, so girlish, so
loveable, that one cannot wish it away. The charac-
ters might be arranged by a chromatic scale, gradually
shading from the thick-skinned Bottom and the rude
mechanicals, the absolute old father, the proud and
princely Theseus and his warrior bride, to the lusty,
high-hearted wooers, and so to the sylph-like maidens,
till the line melis away in Titania and her fairy
train, who seem as they were made of the moonshine
wherein they gambol.

MERCHANT OF VENICE.

—

THE PLOT OF THE DRAMA.

This play, like King Lear, has been adduced (and
by great authority) as an instance of a superstructure
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of fine nature built on a foundation of mere impossi-
bility. That such a bond as Antonio's could ever
have stood good in law, I will not assert; but_the -
ferocious powers given to creditors ageinst debtors in
the first ages of European commerce, suffice to give
dramatic credibility to the tale. It was probably
accredited as a fact in Shakspeare’s time. But is
it not within the prerogative of a poset to dlsplay the
odiousness of a passion by a magnified picture ? May
not many Shylocks learn from Shakspeare’'s what a
crocodile’s egg they are warming in their bosom,
though happily our climate may never allow it to
produce anything bigger than a venomous newt ? He
that hateth his brother is a murderer. We should
never know the evil of sin if it were not sometimes
permitted to enlarge itself in effects’ which the
healthy atmosphere of legal society stifles.

A8 YOU LIKE IT.

——
CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

I should much like to peruse Lodge’'s Rosalind,
published in 1590, from whence Shakspeare derived
not only the story, but, some say, certain thoughts
and phrases of As You Like It, to know how far’
Lodge is answerable for the manifold improbabilities
of the plot, and what share he may claim in the
more numerous beauties of the poetry, the characters,
and the fine out-of-doors forest feeling which makes
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?‘; play perhaps the sweetest of all romantic
dramas. Jacques, old Adam, and the Clown are
Shakspeare's own, and true Shakspeare they are.
In & more regular and serious composition, it might
be objected that Jacques is a supernumerary; he does
nothing; he is kndevrys dmpaxros. But such criticism
is impertinent in Arden. Rosalind is not a very
dutiful daughter, but her neglecting so long to make
herself known to her father, though not quite proper,
is natural enough. She cannot but be aware that in
her disguise she is acting a perilous and not very
delicate part, which yet, is so delightful, that she
cannot prevail on herself to forego it, as her father
would certainly have commanded her to do. Nothing
is more common than for children to evade the sin of
flat disobedience by deception and concealment.
Jenny Deans, a stricter moralist than Rosalind, set
out on her pious pilgrimage without consulting her
father, because she could expect no blessing if she
had incurred his expressed probibition. This, to be
sure, was a practical sophism; but no Jesuit's head
is so full of sophistry as a woman’s heart under the
influence of strong affection. Yet Roselind might
at any rate have shown more interest in her father's
fortunes. The two fair cousins are beautifully con-
trasted ; even their respective sizes are character-
istic and emblematic of their several natures, though
perbaps it originated in the necessities of the stage.
Allusions to the scanty dimensions of the female cha-
racters are common in old plays. It might not be
easy to procure youths of a tall woman’s height with



AS YOU LIKE IT. 141

feminine looks and uncracked voices. Orlando, though
an indifferent versifier, is a sweetly poetic lover, and,
a noble fellow; but Oliver is thoroughly odious in'
the first scenes, and his sudden change of nature
baffles all credulity of imagination. Such a'man
could not change, unless it pleased Omnipotence to
annihilate his soul and create another in the same
body. Celia is even more imprudent than her
cousin, to love and vow without longer trial. This
I think the worst defect of the play. The usurping
duke, though not much better than Oliver, has at
least a more powerful motive for his villany. His
reformation is unskilfully managed, and the last act
is altogether hurried and unsatisfactory. Nothing
can exceed the mastery with which Shakspeare,
without any obtrusive or undramatic description,
transports the imagination to the sunny glades and
massy shadows of umbrageous. Arden. The leaves
rustle and glisten, the brooks murmur unseen in the
copses, the flowers enamel the savannahs, the sheep
wander on the distant hills, the deer glance by and
hide themselves in the thickets, and the sheepcotes
sprinkle the far landscape all spontaneously, without-
being shown off, or talked about. You hear the song
of the birds, the belling of the stags, the bleating of
the flocks, and a thousand sylvan, pastoral sounds
beside, blent with the soft plaints and pleasant
ambiguities of the lovers, the sententious satire of
Jacques, and the courtly fooling of Touchstone,
without being told to listen to them. Shakspeare
does all that the most pictorial dramatist could do,
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without ever sinking the dramatist in the Jandscape-
painter. The exuberant descriptions of some rccent
authors are little more dramatic than the voluminous
stage directions in translated German melodramas.
1 know not what share the absence of painted scenes
might have iu preserving our old dramatists from this
excess, but I believe that the low state of estimation
of landscape painting had a good deal to do with it.
Luxurious description characterises the second child-
hood of poetry. In itslast stage, it begins, like Fal-
staff, to babble of green fields.

ON THE USES OF ADVERSITY.
ACT 1., SCENE 1.
“ Sweet are the uees of adversity,
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomons,
‘Wears yet a precious jewel in its head."”

There is a beautiful propriety in the word uses
here, which I do not remember to have seen
remarked. It is the use, not the mere effect of
adversity, wherein resides the sweet. Whether
adversity shall prove a stumbling-block, a discipline,
or a blessing, depends altogether on the use made
of it. There is no natural necessary operation of
adversity, to strengthen, to purify, or to humanise.
Men may be made better by affliction, but they can-
not be made good. From an evil-heart, the harder it
is wrung, the blacker the drops that issue. If per-
fumes are the sweeter for crushing, so are stenches
more pestiferous. Even the average quality of man-
kind are much oftener the worse than the better for
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continued suffering. All, indeed, might Le better for
chastening; but that any individual will Le the better,
no one has a right to presume, for we know not what
use he will make of the dispensation. There is,
however, an important distinction, too often practi-
cally overlooked. Inflictions of Providence. such as
sickness, loss of friends, unfavourable seasons, blows
of fortune in which no human hand is seen, do act
for the most part kindly on 21l but the worst natures.
If for a while they wrestle with God, like Job, they
submit in the end, and obtain a blessing. But when
the penal agent is a fellow-creature, when sorrow
comes of unkindness, ruin of fraud’ or violence,
dejection of oppression, then indeed there needs &
special grace to make sweet uso of adversity, It is
the very damnation of tyranny that it causes many
to sin, yea, to sin against the Lord and their own
souls, The wise Christian will acknowledge the
decree of Providence in all things, whether they
come by the hand of man, of nature, or of fate. To
him, therefore, all things work together for good;
and such should we all strive to be in ourselves: but
in our dealings with others, we should ever presume
that the happier men are, the better they are like to
be: that God can send affiiction when it is fit, and
that, while He reserves this painful prerogative to
Himself, He Who alone knows how and when to
exert it, imparts to us the blessed privilege to be
the ministers and stewards of His bounties. If
God chasteneth whom He loveth, He hateth the
instruments of chastisement.
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POETRY INTRODUCED AS SUCH BY SHAKSPEARE.
ACT 1V, 8CEXE 11,

¢ Art thou god to shepherd turn'd,” &c.

Phebe,is no’ great poetess. It may be remarked
in general that the poetry introduced as such by
Shakspeare is seldom better than doggrel. A poem
in a poem, & play in a play, a picture in a picture,
the imitation of flageolet or trumpet in pianoforte
music, arve all departures from legitimate art; and yet
hotv frequent in our old drama was the introduction of
phiy within play? Sometimes, as in Bartholomew
Yair, the Knight of the Burning Pestle, the Taming
of the Shrew, and others, the main performance is
as it were double-dramatised; an expedient which
Moore, in his Lalla Rookh, has transferred to nar-
rative. But more frequently the episodic drama is
more or less subservient to the plot, as in Hamlet,
the Roman Actor, &e.; or purely burlesque, as in
the Midsummer Night's Dream.

CHARACTER OF OLIVER.
ACT V,, 8CENE 1. N
1 confess I know nothing in Shakspeare so impro-
bable, or, trutl: to say, so unmnatural, as the sudden
conversion of Oliver from' a worse than Cain, a
coward fratricide in will, to a generous brother and
a romantic lover. Neither gratitude nor love work
such wonders with the Olivers of real life. Of love
they are indeed incapable, and desire does but exas-
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perate their villainy. Obligation, even for life and
honour, may check the couise of thdir malice for a
time, but, increasing the consciousness of their guilt,
will only in the long run urge them on to renewed
atrocities. Romance is all very well in the forest of
Arden, but Oliver is made too bad in the first scenes
ever to be worthy of Celia, or capable 6f nspiring a
kindly interest in his reformation. Celia is rather
imprudent dn accepting so suddenly a man of ‘so in-
different a reputation ; she should at least hdve put
his repentance on a twelvemonth's trial. But in the
fifth act ladies have no time for discretion,, * * ™ )

R4

TAMING OF THE SHREW., °'

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

This play approaches nearer to farce than any
other of Shakspeare, except the Comedy of Errors.
All that relates to Bianca and her lovers is dull and
un-Shakspearian. Garrick was not much to blame in
separating the scenes between Catharine and Pe-
.truchio, which I believe to be true Shakspeare.

- Shakspeare has done wisely in making Petruchio a
fortune-hunter. None but a fool would marry a
shrew for love in the expectation of taming her. It
is now pretty well understood that the Taming of the
Shrew is borrowed from an old play of nearly the
same title, and that the underplot is little altered.
The induction, which is an old story, the germ of

which may be found in the Arabian Nights, is
VOL. II. L
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re-written ; the language.certainly politer, but little
added to the humour .

If there be any purpose in this comedy, beyond &
hearty laugh, (which™of itself is good for soul and
body,) it is not to showehow husbands should deal

. mth unruly wwes, but to admonish wives, and women
m genem] of the impotence of that which.some
wemen pride themselves in, ‘and call & high spirit,
which is only strong against the weak, cruel to the
kind, and utterly upavailing when its use becomes
justifiable. It is only in duty, affection, piety, that
woman can, or ought to be strong. Her power is in
her weakness. Tobin’'s Honeymoon is a fair imita-
tion; but, by making Duke Aranza a lover at the
bottom, he has changed the farcical improbability of
Shakspeare into unnatural impossibility.

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
Laf.— A fistula, my lord.”—AcT 1., Scene 1.

What a malady for a king to languish of, and a
maiden to cure! Yet, if we may trust the commen-
tators on Rabelais, the chivalrous Frangois premier
was afflicted with a like ailment. Nothing evinces
the &metpokarla of our ancestors more than the
frequency of their allusions to the most loathsome
infirmities, not always satirical, or confined to puni-
tive inflictions. Spenser, the sweet Spenser, is unot
absolutely free from this deformity. Tt was the vice
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of the time, rather fostered than corrected by certain °
divines who thought to unsensualize- mankind by
makmg the body n&d:sgnstmﬂ s possxble

x

CHARACTER OF Bn'nTm\M

Is not Bertram made worse than ever the . plot:
requires? That he should .desert 2 wife who was™
forced upon him, and pursue other dames, is natural
and excusable enough ; but what need of making him ,
so abominable a liar? But it was the fashion of
Shakspeare’s day, and of the days before him, to re-
present men as villainous, to prove woman patient
and forgiving. What a rascal, for instance, is. Duke
Walter ; how unworthy of Griselda—how worthy of &
halter!

TWELFTH NIGHT.

Strange alchemy of Shakspeare !—of such a tale
to make so sweet a play. Never did lovely love show
lovelier then in the sweet mystery of Viola's riddles ;
never was maiden pride more masterly rebuked than
in Olivia’s quick-conceiving passion! She, who dis-
dained all love, to love at one sight, and to love so
far awry. But poor Malvolio is my favourite. What
though drunken Sir Toby and the minx Maria mock
him, Shakspeare did not.

L2
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WINTER'S TALE.

———

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

In this wild drama the comedy is excellent, the
pastoral is exquisite ; but of the scenes which carry
on the plot, some appear to me to be harsh in the
thought, and infelicitous in diction :—Shakspeare
throughout, but not always Shakspeare in & happy
vein. The sudden jealousy of Leontes, though un-
accountable, is not impossible. I am not sure that
the ready soliciting of Hermione and the easy com-
pliance of Polixenes might not produce, in a better
wind, a momentary cloud, a wish that the request
had not been made, an impatience for Polixenes’ de-
parture. How slight a spark may cause explosion
in the foul atmosphere of a despot's heart it is hard
to say. Irresponsible power is tyranny without, and
moral anarchy within. We should little wonder at
the conduct of Leontes in an Eastern tale. Many
of the sultans in the Arabian Nights act as madly and
wickedly, whom yet the inventors evidently. meant
for wise and gracious princes; nay, history records
abundant instances of like abjuration of reason in -
men not incapable of generosity or incidental great-
ness, to say nothing of taste and sensibility for which
some of the worst of kings have been conspicuous.
But the exhibition of such madness of the heart, if fit
for drama at all, should be confined to the sternest
tragedy. The grossness of Leontes’ imaginations, his
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murderous suggestions, and inaccessibility to reason,
remorse, or religion, is naturally consequent on the
base passion, say rather the unclean’ demon, that
possesses him. It is nature such as may still be
found in St. Giles's, But is it possible that one who
had once fallen thus could ever again be worthy of a
- restoration to happiness? In the constituted order
of human progression—surely never. Remorse, the
tyrant would feel ; but it would urge him to vengeance
on the instruments of his crimes—perhaps to some
superstitious rite—some self-sought atonement ; but
hever to a heart-cleansing repentance. For the im-
Pprobability of the events I care as little as for the
violation of the unities and the outrages on geography.
Except Autolycus, none of the characters show
much of Shakspeare’s philosophic depth. On him
I think I could lecture very psychologically. Her-
mioue is frank and noble, rising in dignity as she f:ﬁls
in fortune—not unlike Marie Antoinette, whose un-
suspecting levity, though it alienated not her husband,
exposed her to the slander of foul minds that had
not even the excuse of jealousy—in sunshine a but-
terfly, in misery a martyr. Paulina is an honest scold.
Perdita & pretty piece of poetry. Polixenes fiot
very amiable, nor, in truth, much of anything. The
length of time he remains witness to his son's court-
ship, before he discovers himself, is a sacrifice to
effect. Camillo is an old rogue whom I can hardly
forgive for his double treachery. The Shepherd and
his son are well enough in their way; but Mopsa
and Dorcas might be countrified-enough with better
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tongues in their heads. Of the rest nothing need
be said. The progressive interest of the play, malgré
the vast hiatus for which Shakspeare himself thought
it necessary to apologise, is well sustained ; but the
- catastrophe is hurried; and the queen’s reanimation,
in the last scene, beyond all dramatic credibility.
Yet it acts ‘well, and the whole is pleasing and
effective o the stage. ’

NARRATIVE PORTIONS,
ACT V., SCENE IL

What was Shakspeare’s motive for conveying by
narrative what he might have made so pathetic in
representation? This is the more strange and pro-
voking, inasmuch as narrative is by no means his
forte, except when it is combined with action or pas-
sion; and those euphuistic gentlemen talk mere
epigram and antithesis, very like, I dare say, the
newsmongers of that day, when it was as essential
to gentility to be quaint as at present to be common-
place. I suspect Shakspeare sometimes was hurried
in his latter scenes, and could compose this sort of
dialogue with the least aid from inspiration.

KING JOHN.

——

ON THE HISTORICAL PLAYS.

Shakspeare's historical plays certainly include a
considerable space of time, but their duration should
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not be computed by the chronicle dates. However
distant the events might be in actual occurrence, if
the drama malkes them interdependently consecutive,
they have all the connection which just criticism re-
quires. If the ideal unity be preserved, if the con-
tinuity be uninterrupted, it is little matter whether
the period be long or short in which the incidents are
supposed to occur. It must be recollected that the
Dramatic History is a distinct species of composition,
inferior, perhaps, to the regular tragedy as & panorama
Ig inferior to a true tragic or epic picture; but, &t any
rate, different, and not amenable to the same rules.

ELEANOR AND CONSTANCE.
ACT II, BCENE 1.

I should be glad to find that this altercation was
transferred from the old * troublesome reign,” for it
is very troublesome to think it Shakspeare. I do not
exactly know how great ladies scold, and there are
reasons for supposing that Queen Elizabeth herself
was not always quite queenlike in her wrath ; but there
is so little of humour, propriety, or seemliness in the
discourse of the two princesses, and Constance is at
last so confused and unintelligible, if not corrupt, that
the whole might well be spared. Massinger, in the
Duke of Milan, has a yet grosser dialogue of vitu-
peration between Mariana, Isabella, and Marcelia ;
but it is not so utterly out of place; and, besides,
Massinger’s ladies are seldom gentlewomen.
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CHARACTER OF KING JOHN:
ACT 111, SCENE 111,

In the old play of King John, 1591, Faulcon-
bridge’s execution of this order is exhibited on the
stage, and he finds a young smooth-skinned nun
in a chest where the abbot’s treasures were supposed
to be deposited. It showed the good taste and bold-
ness of Shakspeare that he did not retain this incident,
so well calculated to make vulgar spectators laugh.
He makes no reflection on the doctrine or discipline
of Rome, far less: does he calumniate the purity of
her devoted virgins. He makes a king speak the
sentiments of every king who did not need the Pope’s
countenance. Jobn, when he found this need,
crouched as vilely to the Pope as the most grovelling
of Papists, and Shakspeare does not conceal the cir-
cumstance. How different from the absurdity of
Bishop Bale, who makes the murderous, lustful, im-
pious infidel John, a Protestant hero.

LATTER SCENES OF THE PLAY.

These latter scenes of King John are very serious.
After the death of Arthur all interest is at an end,
and Faulconbridge himself proves bad enough to be
the legitimate son of 2 speech-making peer. Fine
lines, fine sentences, tine orations may be quoted, but
all lies dead ; neither for John nor his opponents do
we longer care. This protraction of the business,
after the interest has ceased, is a crying sin, and, in
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fuct, the worst that Shakspeare is ever guilty of.
Some other’ plays have it in a less degree, e. g.
Henry VIII., where it is impossible to care about any
body after Wolsey and Queen Catherine are gone.
Of the dying scene, where King John begs for cold
comfort, I could never make up my judgment. It is
either admirable or execrable; but, at sny rate, it
does not result from the foregoing passages of the
play. Of the historic dramas, King John is perhaps
the worst constructed, and King Richard II., which
wants little to be a regular tragedy, is certainly the
best. The course of action, which commences in the
first scene, proceeds with little interruption to the
conclusion. In pathos few plays excel it, yet it is
not & general favourite, perhaps for want of a striking
female character. As to the Queen, though she
makes some pretty womanly speeches, she might be
left out altogether without making a hole in the
ballad. Yet it appears to have been once highly
popular ; for it was three times pnnted before 1028,
viz. in 1597, 1598—1608.

KING RICHARD II.

—

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

Why is this play set down among Shakspeare's
minors ? In point of construction it approaches more
nearly to & regular tragedy than any other of the
historic dramas. The catastrophe is 2 plain conse-
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quence of the series of actions opened in the first
scene. There is little or nothing throughout the
play that can be pronounced inconsequent. The de-
position and death of Richard result, and are clearly
shown to result, from his unjust interference in the
quarrel of Norfolk and Bolingbroke ; and every step
in the drama advances towards the conclusion. Then
the composition, if we except a little, a very little too
much of rhyme and conceit in the first act, is in Shak-
speare’s best manner, just as poetical as it should be,
and no more; in philesophy it is only second to
Hamlet, in political wisdom second to none. In
truth, it is almost a prophecy; for Shakspeare’s
Richard the Second was the real Charles the First.
The defect of the play is that Richard stands alone:
the other characters are nobodies, unless we except
old York — that true, good, wrong-headed, ultra
royalist,

FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV.

SHAKSPEARE'S PLOTS BORKOWED.

Both Henry IV. and Henry V. were founded on
an old play—The Famous Victories of Henry V.
I have never seen it, but it appears to have been dull
and worthless. The Prince a drunken rake, and
Oldcastle a witless blackguard. It has sometimes
been alleged, in disparagement of Shakspeare, that
his plots are generally, perhaps it might be said,
always borrowed, and that many of his plays were
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refacciamenti of elder dramas ; now, I believe nothing
would more exalt our estimation of his genius than
an acquaintance with the sources from which he de-
rived his incidents; the * lateritiam invenit mar-
moream reliquit ” would apply more truly to him
than to Dryden.

SHAKSPEARE'S KNOWLEDGE OF NATURAL HISTORY.

The hill that rises over the battle-field near Shrews-
bury is called Haughmond Hill. Mr. Blakeway says
that Shakspeare has described the ground as accu-
rately as if he had surveyed it. * It still merits the
appellation of a bosky hill."—Pict. Shakspeare. With
My. Blakeway’s leave, I must suppose him to have
been bosky when he madle the observation. Shakspeare -
does not describe the ground at all. Itis no partof a
dramatist’s duty to describe s present object as if he
had surveyed it. Neither do I think that Worcester’s
simile of *the cuckoo’s bird " proves Shakspeare a
better naturalist than Pliny or Linnseus, though it does
avoid mistakes in which the Swede has followed the
Roman, both of whom, I am informed, believed that
the young cuckoo devours first the nestlings and then
the parent bird. Shakspeare knew much of nature,—
of birds, and beasts, and plants, and streams, and
seasons. Fven in London he was not necessarily in
the condition of him who * saw nought lovely but the
sky and stars.” London, in his day, was not indeed
Rus in Urbe but Urbs in Rure. Meditator as he was,
he was no abstract muser: he walked with his eyes
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and ears open, too zealously awake not to see without
prying and to hear without listening of malice pre-
pense. His mind was no less receptive than assimi-
lative and generative (creative no human mind can
be), as sensitive to impressions as photogenized paper,
an intimate, but not I should conjecture a student or
scientific observer of nature, therefore not a naturalist
in the very best sense of the word, but in the sense,
the only sense in which a dramatic poet as such
ought to be a naturalist. Besides, I believe, he was
a keen sportsman, and in his boyhood better acquainted
with bird's nests than the friends of humanity might
wish. He was not likely to consult Pliny for the
natural history of the cuckoo, and though I dare say
he knew a fair portion of Latin, would hardly read
him in the original. Philemon Holland's translation
was not published till 1601. That must have been
as great a favourite with Shakspeare as with the elder
dramatists, but Henry IV. was printed 1598. Pliny
says mothing of the cuckoo’s partiality for the hedge-
sparrow’s nest, but says that it * lays in other birds’
nests, and most of all in the stockdove’s,” which may
be true in Italy. Dr. Jenner was the first to observe
how the young cuckoo uses its fellow nestlings.

EING HENRY'S CLOSING SPEECH.

If we are to consider this “ first part " as an entire
play, King Harry’s closing speech offends sadly
against Aristotle, in a point wherein Aristotle’s
authority, if sound in itself, has a jurisdiction general,
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and not limited by the usages of the Greek stage.
It is a conclusion in which nothing is concluded.
Now the Stagyrite expressly defines the conclusion
thus—TeAevry) 3¢, 6 alro per’ dANo wéuker elvas,
pera 5¢ Tobro Ao ovdév. Had the last speech been
omitted, the fault would not have been palpable;
for the tragic interest of the play rests solely upon
Hotspur, and closes with his death.

SECOND PART OF KING HENRY 1V.

HOW TO BREAK THE NARRATIVE.
ACT 1., SCEBNE 1.

This is a scene in which Shakspeare bears com-
parison with the Greek tragedians. A large part of
almost every Greek play is taken up in conjectures
and relations of news. Now there is nothing, either
in epic or dramatic poetry, so unmanageable as plain
statement. The fine art is to break the narrative by
passionate questions, to draw it from interested and
interesting personages. To avoid a set story or
gazette, if possible. Shskspeare, like ASschylus,
assumes the utmost pomp of diction on these occa-
sions, complying, unweetingly, with Aristotle’s pre-
cepts respecting the dpyd uépn.
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FALSTAFF.
ACT 1., BCENE 11

It is probable that some notorious beggar or
exhibiting man-mountain of Shakspeare’s own time
was present to the author's eye. Be it always remem-
bered that Faistaff did not live under Henry IV.
His better moiety lived never and lives ever, but
his husky circumstance was bred under Elizabeth.
Shakspeare’s genius did not lead him to deal much
in matters of the day, but when an allusion occurred
he thought nothing about posterity.

INTEREST FELT BY SHAKSPEARE'S CONTEMPORARIES
IN THE HISTORICAL DRAMA,

ACT 11, BCENE 111,

Excellent as this scene is in its kind, replete with
politic prudence and apt illustrations, embodied in
language apposite and dignified, yet sufficiently con-
versational, and in metre truly dramatic and eloquent,
yet we may well wonder by what power of patience
in the auditory, what grace and charm of elocution in
the actors, it ever could be performed without making
the house either drowsyor fidgetty. Modern dramatists
have been justly censured for indulging too much in
still-life lullaby poetry, yet of poetry a sweet voice and
graceful carriage may alivays make something; while
here we have neither action nor passion, nor luxury of
music and fancy, but quiet deliberation,—an orderly
cabinet council. The explanation can only be found
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in the deep historic interest which our ancestots felf,
in the acted histories. s

FALSTAFF.
ACT V., BCENE V.

Ch. Just.—* Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet.”

Poor Falstaff! Such is the just reward of a mighty
intellect misused! This is the true moral of the
play—not to exalt Henry's reformation, & low con-
trived trick, but to rebuke the prostitution of powers,
essentially philosophic, to vanity, buffoonery, and
sensuality. Poins was not far wrong in judging Hal
a most princely hypocrite.

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.
Notwithstanding the masterly writing of this play,

it is in its serious parts the least interesting of all the
historical dramas, Neither for the royalists nor the
insurgents do we care anything—Dboth talk well and
wisely, but both are alike hollow and selfish. The
death-bed of the King has been as much selected and
bepraised as anything in Shakspeare; but it is no
surpassing favowrite of mine, I know not another
passage so encumbered with conceits, crabbed, and
hidebound in themselves, and not justified, as Shak-
speare’s conceits generally are by character and
passion. There is an intense kinginess about the
elder Harry which takes from our sympathies with
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his sufferings as a father and a dying man, and
though he confesses his guilty acquisition of the crown
- he testifies no repentance

KING HENRY V.,

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY,

Of all Shakspeare’s dramas, Henry V. is, in its
serious parts, the least truly dramatic. It abounds,
above all his works, it deseription—description, per-
haps, more poetical than picturesque, since almost
every image is instinct with passion, or significant of
thought. 1In truth, Shakspeare could hardly have
described a picture—a still scene, either of nature or
life, had he tried. In the Tarquin and Lucrece he
has tried, and failed, as utterly,” though far more
gloriously, as any of the rhyming gentry who have
employed their pens in giving advice to painters; all
of whom, from Anacreon- down to Blackmore, seem to |
have forgotten that a paiunter can represent but one
single moment of time, though, indeed, a poetical
painter will make that moment representative of a
whole action—an adequate symbol of a total life.
Shakspeare's mistake is not so much the neglect of
simultaneity in the objects presented to the imagina-
tion as the describing of things as painted which are
not objects either of the outer or inward eye, but
pure operations of mind, passion, recollection, antici-
pation, 1
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This play bears a comparison in some respects
with the Persee of Auschylug. . Both, probably, were
peace-offerings to national vanity, in which the judg-
ment of the authors had little share. Both contain
much narration, a good deal of stage-bustle, but little
real dramatic action, and not much effective pathos.
The same mixture of gorgeous diction with familiar,
pithy, idiomatic phrases, would, I doubt not, be
manifest in both were Greek capable of sounding
familiarly to English ears. The ragged coat and
miserable plight of Xerxes, and the howling concert
in which he leads the senatorial band of Persia, are
as alien to tragic dignity as King Henry's courtship
or Princess Catherine’s broken English. But
Aischylus, himself a warrior, assumes the port of
Mars more gracefully than Shakspeare, who is seldom
less himself than on the field of battle; not that he
wants martial firep but *“ he thinks too much,” and is
very impatient of narration. The chorus of this play
is, it must be confessed, a very inartificial expedient,
_though the lines themselves are beautiful. But
Shakspeare was aware that the reign of the fifth Harry
was & theme for the epic rather than the scenic poet,
and finding much description and much narrative
indispensable, took the shortest mode to acquit him-
self of the task, without loading and retarding the
action of the drama. Besides, the proud veneration
with - which the public looked back to the days of
Harry and of Agiucourt required and justified a
more ceremonious induction than might suit a less

redoubtable tale.
YOL. 1. ' X
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The comic scenes are far more hearty, vital, and
Shakspearean than thosg which strictly speaking are
historical. I cannot say much, indeed, for the Prin-
cess’s English lesson, nor any of the parts where the
French are principals, but the death of Fulstaff, the
disguised King's encounter with Williams, and the
whole character of Fluellen are worthy of their
author.

I am glad to find that in my apology for the chorus,
I am anticipated by Schlegel, whose lectures I had
never read when the above was written. .

FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI !

——
SHAKSPEARE AND HIS COMMENTATORS —POPULARITY,
*

To what shall I liken Shakspeare and his.annota-
tors? To the sun kissing carrion and breeding
maggots? To a fine statue, dressed up in all the
absurdities of an old clothes shop? To justice and ’
reason, expounded in the statutes at large? To a
god, half-choked with unsavoury incense? To a
giont, surprised in his sleep, and tied to the earth
by his own hair and beard? A philosophical editor
of Shalkspeare has not yet appeared on earth.* Even
-his text, for which Tibbald, good, houest, dull Tib-

* When I wrote this, T had not seen—indeed, I have not yet seen—
either Knight's or Collier's Shakspeare. 1 doubt not they are rich mines
of antiquarian knowledge. But Knight—to judge from his Life of
Shakspeare—is & great deal too hypothetical.
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bald, has done the most, is far from perfectly restored.
A competent knowledge of provinecial dialect, and an
enlarged view of the logic of universal grammar,
would elucidate and correct passages which now
remain in misapprehended conceit and idolised non-
sensé. What artiquarian research can do for him, it
is probable that Malone and Steevens have performed.
Their notes are, however, much more valualle for
the quantity of curious information and odd quotation
they contain, than for the light they throw on Shak-
speard, whose allusions to obsolete customs are by no
means the most pregnant source of his difficulties.
It is always delightful to trace the reading of a great
author, and yet more to observe the effect of his
works on his great contemporaries. The dramatists,
particularly Fletcher, doubtless owe something to
Shakspeare, but we do not find him in the graver
treatises, nor in ‘the fashionable undramatic poetry.
Drayton, however, had studied him, as his Nym-
phidia* proves ; but perhaps even he owed his
acquaintance with him more to the stage than the
closet. I know not any work so Shakspearean in its
diction and tone of sentiment as England’s Heroical
Epistles. Shakspeare in his own day was doubtless
popular; but the popularity of a dramatist, who
claimed no rank in the learned literature of his age,
and did not even publish his plays, must have been
confined to the suspected race of play-goers. His
Venus and Adonis obtained a dubious notoriety, not

* I am not certain of the dates of Drayton's Nymphidia and Heroical
Epistles, Shakspeare might be borrower. o
N2
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likely to.recommend lmn to the austere and solid
scholars  who composed folios snd quartos.  No
wonder that Bagon quotes him not. The Chancellor
was, perhaps;. Seldom at a play, and could not safely
quote from the mouth of an actor. « No collection of
Shakspeare’s plays was published till long after the
principal works of Bacon were completed, nor, if we
except the Essays, do they furnish many occasions
for poetical quotation at all. Burton once mentions
Shakspeare. Hakewell, a solemn reasoner on the
course of Providence, could not decorously alldde to
the wood-notes of an illiterate stage-player. Shak-
speare was popular, and his fame was securely
planted, but he was not a writer of reputation—for
reputation is somewhat different both from popularity
aud fame. Popularity is the gift of the people.
Fame is conferred by the permanent universal reason.
Reputation is the opinion of the judging, not always
_the judicious few. Virgil, of all writers, has had the
greatest reputation. Ovid and Horace are more
popular. Homer and Shakspeare are his rivals in
fame. Addison and Pope, Locke and Paley, of
English authors, have enjoyed the strongest reputa-
tion, but they are meither so popular, nor in the
truest sense so famous, as John Bunyan. Of living
writers, I should say Scott was the most popular,
Southey the best reputed, Wordsworth the most
famous. Popularity is, however, a much better
earnest of fame than reputation—for popularity and
fame alike are effects of & work—reputation is merely
imputed—it is a decision by statute, not in equity.
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A popular book may be mischievous, but it cannot
be inert. There is little chance of a work obtaining
_posthumous popularity which misses at its first
appearance. ' Collins might be cited as an exception,

but his poems were scarce published in his lifetime.
‘

" ' SHAKSPEARE.—SPURIOUS DRAMAS,

Wordsworth expresses a doubt, whether Shakspeare
was, in his lifetime, more famous or popular than his
dramatic,contemporaries; but surely the number of
worthless plays falsely imputed to him sufficiently
evince his pre-eminence in public favour, even were
it not confirmed by the unwilling testimony and
invidious carpings of play-wrights and pamphleteers,
whose reputation was afflicted by his predominance.
Of the first part of Henry VI., I do not believe he
wrote many lines. It is unpoetical, flatly versified,
and, if we except the death scene of the two Talbots,
does not contain a single passage of eminent merit.
Who will believe that the noble-minded Shakspeave
would have so foully libelled the heroine of Arc? Tt
is remarkable that pseudo-Shekspearean plays ave
among the worst in the language. The Yorkshire
Tragedy is, however, powerfully written. Pericles is
much if not all Shakspeare. Some commentators,
and Johunson among them, suggest that these plays
might be Shakspeare’s early efforts, but they are no
more adolescentia Shaksperti than the Odyssey is
seniwm Homeri. What is his—and in the second
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aud third parts thele ; h: good depl 'of liis—is rather
in'his riper than hjs'earlier manner., The character
of Gloster emana{es from the same.mind that pro-
duced Richafd TIL. In' these parts * Shakspeare
resemblod’a great master who has partially retouched
and pdloured & picture of “lnch the dead ground had
heen worked in by a commonw sign-painter. Much of
the colouring, and many fine traits of expression are
his; but the design, the grouping, the composition
betokens an inferior hand. Indeed the subject itself
is utterly unmanageable. It is too long, diffused and
spravling even for a poem. Daniel has given it
neither unity, continuity, or legitimate beginning,
middle, or end. A score of tragedies or legends
might be made out of the same space of history; but
they would all labour under the disadvantage that
the conclusions would not be conclusive. Compare
the versification of this scene, and indeed of the
dead ground of all the three parts, with that of the
rudest plays of Shakspeare (as the Comedy of Errors)
—~compare the whole texture of thought and language
with the worst of his genuine works,-and you will be
convinced (if you have sense enough to be worth con-
vincing) that these are none of Shakspeare's juvenilia.
He wmay have sometimes written in worse taste, more
quaintly, obscurely, or extravagantly, but when did
he write at all like these scenes? When does he not
display a fluency, an interfluence of thought and
music, which is here utterly wanting? There is no
inosculation. Line is piled upon line—sentence upon
sentence—neatly and crderly enough, like planks in
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a timber-yard ; whercas the genyine Shakspeare, in
his wilder'works, is an Indian, forest, where the trees
not only knit’ their imperious branches on high, but
are so netted and manacled together by creepers’and
filaments, and so beset with suckers, that' it is hard
to establish the individhality of arsingle trunk, and
the very Hamadryads ave.at a loss to know their owh.
Yet, though the play contains little of poetry, little
that tales root and germinates in the mind, there is
8o much action, such a vernacular strength of diction,
such downright business-like vigour about it, espe-
cially in the quarrelling and fighting parts, that it
cannot be deemed uninteresting notwithstanding the
want, the fatal want, of any one leading character.
Had Talbot been brought more into relief, and had
his death formed the catastrophe, it would have been
& most spirited, stirring drama. But it has no unity
of purpose, and that is a unity that cannot be dis-
pensed with. Whoever was the author, he could
have written plays much better adapted to keepan
audience or a reader alive, than the dreamy Ameebean
poetry of some moderns ! composed to the tune that
Hermes played to Argus, when one by one the
hundred eyes were drowsed.

«The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner,” &e.

How strong a trait of the aristocratic spirit of
chivalry : a true knight would rather be in Tartarus,
with noble blood, than sit before the mercy-seat of
heaven with base mechanicals and fishermen. These
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things are true history : the old chronicles are full of
them, but the so-called histories, which alone are
accessible to the many, seldom deign to mention any
of them. Thus, malgré the confusion and manifold
blunders of this drama, I count it better history than _
Hume's or Macintosh’s Essay on the same period,

.

CONCLUDING NOTICE.—ORIGIN OF THE HISTORIC )
DRAMA,

Who was the author of this play ? It scarce carnes
one mark of Shakspeare. It is too sober for Marlowe
or Kidd, and yet no man could have written it but
one who was capable of better things. Ancient
poetry shot forth like a star from a pitchy cloud.
Homer collected into his orb all the vagrant meteors
of heroic fiction, and all that was before him was like
the light of the first day, ere the sun was created or
the moon and stars began their everlasting journey.
Modern poetry was like a spark blown into fulgence
by the dying breath of the ancients;—one single
faggot among a heap of dry branches, and when it
blazed the highest there was a smoke and a crackling
that bewrayed the ligneous and carbonaceous quality
of the fuel. The rhyming chronicles led the way to
the Mirror for Magistrates, and that gave the hint
for the dramatic histories. Drayton and Sackville
wrote legends-— Shakspeare may be excused for
writing historic plays.
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SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VL

———

Cude. dommry to the king, his crown, and dignjty, thou hast
built 2 paptr-millk—Acr. 1v., Scene vir.

AccogpiNe to my ‘book, which is not indeedover
truszworthy, the first paper-mill in Eugland was
erected at Dartford, Keat, 1588. Possibly, though
it is not easy to see why, this was a topic of popular
outcry. Perhaps foreigners were employed-—perhaps
the projector was unpopular. There have always
been 4 race of politicians averse to all improvements
and innovations, and, whether Whigs or Tories, they
have seldom scrupled to solicit the multitude to fly
*in the tail of their prejudices.

CHARACTER OF MOBS.

In one thing, mobs must have altered greatly, if
Shakspeare’s representations were ever true. A speech
might stir them, but could never put them down; and
they are now anything but mobile. They move indeed,
but.it is as a stone trundling down a mountain side, by
the wmere vis inertie. I doubt, indeed, whether Cade
was deserted in conseguence of any arguments like
those putinto Clifford’s mouth. The ambitious wars of
Henry V. had laden the Commons with burdens, and

proved a source of universal distress and beggary.
They had ended, too, in worse than unothing. I do
not believe the English mob were ever very partial
to heroes, unless they be of their own side, and
popular characters to boot. Nelson was a mob-idol
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indeed, so was Vernon in his day; but they were
sailors, and Jack Tar is a jolly fellow, and a general
favourite — he treats all round. But Marlborough
and Wellington, our greatest generals, have been
anything but popular, though of opposite politics, and
not very similar characters. Wars are sometimes
popular while they last, but they seldom leave agree-
able recollections, even when brought to a glorious
conclusion.

I well recollect my dear father remarking that it
was a great shame of Mister Alexander Iden not to
give Cade a meal of meat before he fought him. His
exultation over the carcase was perhaps in the spirit
of the devout age of Queen Llizabeth, when England
was in the hey-day of her zeal; but it i's very

shocking. .

THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VL

—

METAPHORS.—SHAKSPEARE, MASSINGER, CAREW.
ACT V., BCENE IV,
A currous instance of a metap’hor spun out to an
allegory. There is something like it in Quarles, but
much more quaint and ingenious. Shakspeare's
broken metaphors have been censured, but they are
_far more true, vital, imaginative, and dmmntic'tban
this painful fancy-work. In truth, the speech would be
quite as much in character if uttered by Commodore
Trunnion, or any of Dibdin’s Jack Tars. There is
a rather shorter string of naval similitudes in the
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death scene of King John, which, though shorter, is
perhaps still more aromor. Another like string of
sea-similes is in Massinger's Guardian, Act iv.,
Scene 9, where an imprudent lady complains that her
understanding is stowed under hatches. Massinger
was like Dryden, much addicted to technicals. Carew
has something of the same kind about a bark, a tide
of pride, gulfs of disdain, despair at the helm, &c. ;*
but this being neither drama nor divinity, but the
privileged nonsense of a fancy, not heart-sick lover in
a miff, may pass for as much as it is worth.

Capel, whom 8. T. C. designated the worst of
commentators, (and if so, he must be bad indeed,)
remarks on the lines—* What, will the aspiring blood
of Lancaster,” &c., that he who caunnot discern the
pen who wrote them ought never to pretend to dis-
cernment hereafter. Now it happens that this speech
is taken almost verbatim from the true tragedy of
Richard Duke of Yorke, with the death of good King
Henry VI, and the whole contention between the
two houses of York and Lancaster, as it was sundry
times enacted by the R. H. the Earl of Pembroke's
servants—1595. This play, ascribed to Marlowe with
much probability, but without direct evidence, was
sold by Iivans, Oct. 12, 1841, for fifteen pounds.

“That it was not published till two years after Marlowe’s
death, does mot go to disprove his authorship. It
was certainly the original, which Shakspeare partially
retouched without much improving the rudeness of
the outline. :

* 4 Oh, gentle love, do not forsake the guide
Of my frail bark,” &e.
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CONCLUDING NOTICE.,

All these three parts bespealt a most unlicked state
of dramatic composition, if composition it can be called,
wherein the several portions have no other cobesion
than what they derive from a history which they do
not half disclose. Ivents are constantly alluded to
which are neither presented nor related. Shakspeare
doubtless wrote many lines and speeches, but gave
up the arrangement of the scenes as a bad job.

RICHARD III.

—

INTRODUCTORY NOTICE.

Ix quantity and proportion, Richard the Second is
a more regular tragedy than Richard the Third; in
quality, there never was a profounder tragedy than that
which commences on this page—an absolute destiny
involved in a human will—an instrument of fate self- |
chosen, self-condemnped, excommunicated by nature,
yet with an intellect concentrated by frost, works in
the mishaped shape of Richard—a thing far more to
be pitied than abhorred. It is not tragic, it is
tragedy.
———p———

ACT. I., SCENE II.

+O Mackapitys, whose dealings with Shakspeare
sometimes remind me of Bentley’s Milton, and of the
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Socinian version of the New Testament, disliked this
sceng so much that he would not admit it to be of
Shakspeare’s original conception, though he could not
deny that the words, as they stand at present, were
of his composition. Of that, indeed, there can be no
doubt. Any one of the old writers in such a scene
would have been far more gross and offensive.  Still
it is possible that he borrowed the situation from an
older play ; and, us it is admirably adapted for acting,
to have omitted it would have offended both the
audience and the actors. There was a play of Sdmuel
Rovwley, called “R. 8, or the English Profit™ {Pro-
phet), a revival of which is noticed in the office-book
of Sir H. Herbert, as licensed 27th July, 1623, fot
the Palgrave’s Players, though it is not absolutely
clear whether the play itself, or the reformation, as
alterations were then called, were the work of
Rowley, who was certainly alive in 1623, But there
is no proof that this play was older than Shakspeare,
to whom Rowley appears to have been junior. The
second title (a good sample of Sir Henry’s spelling).
whatever it may refer to, shows plainly that a dif-
ferent plot was pui'sued. Probably the prophet
whose ominous G. occasioned the death of Clarence,
was a conspicuous personage.* The play, I believe, is
not extant. We may, howevever, be sure that so
tragical & portion of English historf, and one so
nearly connected with the glory of the Tudors, had

* Clarence. A wizard told him that by G
Ilis issue disinherited should be.
And, for my name of George begins with G,
1t follows in his thought that I am he.
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been dramatised before Shakspeare was connected
with the theatre. DBut that any part of the prasent
play, as it now stands, was composed by any other
than Shakspeare, appears to me very improbable. It
smacks of the master in every line. It appears to
have been highly popular, being three times printed
by 1600—in 1597, 1598, 1600. It must, therefore,
have been one of Shakspeare’s earlier pieces. I think,
however, that the period of Shakspeare’s debut as an
independent dramatist is fixed too late by modern
editors. He was not likely in 1593 to present his
Venus and Adonis to .a distinguished nobleman in
terms that imply something like favoured intimacy,
if he had had heretofore no other name or mark
than that of a vamper of old plays. Strong pro-
babilities fix the date of Romeo and Juliet in 1591.
The absence of any comic character from Richard
the Third, as well as from Richard the Second, is a
remarkable circumstance, and goes far to prove that
they ave not partizl improvements or reformations of
elder dramas, but entire works of their great author. '
The quantity of rhyme in Richard the Second inclines
me to suppose it to be older than Richard the Third,
the fame of which did not prevent other writers from
attempting the same subject. Henslowe, in 1602,
advanced 10/ to Ben Jonson, in earnest of a book called
* Richard Crookback.” Whether Ben ever finished
the play is not obvious,—no such is now to be found
with his name. The sum was very large for an earnest
in those days, when, a little before, the price of an
entire play did not exceed 61 10s. But Ben's
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reputaiion was high, and, besides, he had also made
additions to Jeronimo. What they were is not known.

»

RICHARD'S DREAM.

ACT V,, SCENE 11, -

There is an apparent absurdity in either painéing
or acting a dream, which no beauty of execution can
conceal. Jacob’s dream has been painted by Rem-
brandt and by Alston—beautifully, I dare say, by
both ; but both make the mistake, as it appears to
me, of introducing the sleeping Jacob in a corner.
Who has not seen Joseph's dream and his sheaves ?
I am not forgetful that, according to the speculations
of Shakspeare’s day, separate spirits did converse
with souls in sleep,—indeed, the opinion is older
than Homer—must have been as old as the belief in
prophetic dreams ; but then the spirits were not
supposed to be visible or audible to men awake.
The best defence that can be made for Shakspeare in
this case is, that the audience are to be identified with
the personages of the drama; to know, and feel, and
see, whatever is known, or felt, or seen by any one
whom the poet introduces, and should always sink
their own presence and existence. Thus does Camp-
bell, in his Life of Mrs. Siddons, justify the actual
appearance of Banquo's ghost on the stage when
none but Macbeth is supposed to behold it. But the
cases are not exactly similar. Ghosts were, in
popular faith, objective existences whose visibility
depended on their own volition. Not so dreams.
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KING HENRY VIIL

————

REMARKS ON THE PROLOGUE.

Tue prologue to King Henry the Eighth, gives us
three pieces of information :—First, that certain
auditors attended the historical plays with a purpose
of seeing authentic history acted; secondly, that the
price—we may suppose for the better places, corres-
ponding to the modern pit and boxes—was one
shilling; thirdly, that the stage-fools wore a long
motley coat, guarded or trimmed with yellow. Per-
haps we may add—fourthly, that the attraction of
stage-processions, trumpets, &c., is not of modern
date; nor the processions themselves an original sin
of modern managers. If theatrical pageantry was
less dazzling in former times than now, it was be-
cause theatres were poorer, not because taste was
hetter. I agree with Dr. Johnson in doubting
whether the prologue and epilogue to King Henry
the Eighth were Shakspeare's own,—not because they
speak 'contemptuously of fool and fight, but because
thgy have not the séve and verdeur of his vintage.
Some commentator remsrks that the coronation in
this play is as objectionable as a battle. If the ob-
jection be to spectacle in genere, it may be so; but
if the impossibility of adequate representation be
alleged, Elliston has completely refuted it. It wasa
question whether the show went off better at the
Abbey or at Drury Lane. In fact, it was very
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splendid, expensive, and absurd at both. Old Drury
could not have come so near the original Waterloo.
' Unfit,.as modern critics, .aping the nicety of
Athens, which forbade the tragedising of recent
history, may think the events of a reign so fully and
freshly in remembrance, as those of Henry VIII.
must have been in Shakspeare’s day, and bold as
certainly was the introduction by name of persons
whose immediate descendants were living, Shak-
speare’s is not the only drama on the subject.
Rowley’s * When you see me, you know me,” accord-
ing to Collier, dramatised some part of Henry's his-
tory. It is not easy to guess how the name applied ;
but the dramatists of that age, like the article writers
and paragraphists of this, sought for taking titles
without caring whether they fitted very close or not.
The conflagration of the Globe theatre, 29th of Juue,
took place during the performance of & play called
 All is true,” which Collier thinks might be Shak-
speare’s Henry VIII. The name would certainly
characterise the historical fidelity. Shakspeare,
with great prudence, has made no allusion to the
religious disputes of the time. Indeed, both as a
writer and as a man, he displayed more of that un-
romantic quality than some people suppose compatible
with lofty genins. We never hear of his coming in
collision with the Master of the Revels, or bringing
the wrath of court or city upon his profession. The
naughtiness of his ** Venus and Adonis " exposed him
to the censure of the graver sort; but even their

rebukes are so gently worded, as to show that he was
VOL. I1. N
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a general favourite, while too many of his contem-
poraries were not only quarrelling with each other,
but risking the very existence of the stage by their
audacious discussions of religious and political topics
on the boards,—a license probably derived from the
old miracle plays and moralities—very tempting at a
time when the playhouses and conventicles supplied
the want of newspapers, and therefore not easily
checked by the menacing orders of the privy council
and the pruning hand of the licenser. This play
comprises a space of nearly thirteen years, com-
mencing soon after the meeting of Henry and Francis
in the summer of 1520, and ending with the birth
of Elizabeth, September 15383.

THE VISION.,
ACT IV., SCENE I.

These stage directions are manifestly by Shakspeare
himself; and curious, as almost the only real prose
that remains of his composition. They show, too,
that he was a consummate master of effect, and did
not disdain to arrange the &yrns.

CONCLUDING NOTE.

The necessity of complimenting, or, at least,
applying to the present, has induced Shakspeare to
protract this play beyond its natural conclusion. It
should certainly have ended with the departure of
Queen Catherine and of Wolsey. Shakspeare is
highly to be commended for his close adherence to
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the chronicles, and the masterly manner in which
he has dramatised their contents,~—still more for the
exact justice done to Wolsey, and the noble vindica-
tion of Queen Catherine.
¢ Indent with beauty how far to extend,
Set down desire a Jimit where to end,
Then chaem thine cyes that they no more may wound,

And limit Jove to keep within a bound.”
Draytow’s Heroical Epistles.

CORIOLANUS.

——
CHARACTER OF PLAY.

Firsr and best in the series of Roman plays
appears Coriolanus. As far as incident is concerned,
it is Plutarch’s Life of Coriolanus described in
scenes.. The character, too, is exactly Plutarch’s
Coriolanus talking English blank verse. In fact,
Plutarch was the Shakspeare of biography. What a
volume of politics— what a searching examen of
humanity might be made in form of a commentary
on this play! In * Coriolanus,” the Rowan and the
man are so finely blended, that not a thread avows
whether it be woof or warp.

st Servant.—* Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy; mulled,
deaf, sleepy, insensible; a getter of more bastard chlldrcn thaw
war's & destroyer of men.”’—Acr 1v., ScexE v,

¢ Plague of this dead peace,—this bastard-breeding, lousy, idle-
ness,’—Fletcher's Mad Lover, Act I.

By these, and mavy other scattered allusions in
N2



180 NOTES ON SHAKSPEARE.

the plays of the period, we may conjecture that the
long shutting of the Temple of Janus by the Rex
Pacificus was far from popular. Yet there can be
no doubt that in p'reserving peace, and neglecting the
military, he acted most beneficially for the people,
though ruinously for his family and for the regal
power. War is t_he interest of kings, but it is quite
as much the passion of nations. If man were not
by nature a fighting, invading, plundering beast of
prey, there would never have been kings at all. The
patriarchal state would have been perpetuated. Yet
neither kings nor ministers are answerable for all the
mischief. Was not Walpole forced into a needless
and impolitic war by mere popular clamour? As for
the anti-Malthusian tendencies of peace, perhaps the
observation arises from the fact, that bastardy is
-accounted & deadlier sin when the lawfully begotten
are three in a bed.

JULIUS C/ESAR.
ACT 1., 8CEXE Il
Casca.—* And yesterday the bird of night did sit.”

Obscanique canes, importuneque volucres

Signa dabant— Virg. Geor. i. 470,
To 'the most affecting prognostic of Cesar's death
Shakspeare has not alluded. The horses which had
crossed the Rubicon, and which, ever since, had been
allowed to range at liberty, refused to graze, and
Suetonius says wept abundantly, ubertim pleverunt.
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Brutus.—Be patient till the Jast.”~—Acr 11, ScENE 11

This is a speech of consummate skill. Brutus,
unused and reluctant to speak before a vulgar audi.
ence, at first recurs to his common-places, as if he
were’ striving to recollect the lessons he had been
taught in the schools of rhetoric. Having mistaken
the conclusions of a deluded understanding for the
mandate of reason, he defends himself according to
the tutored forms of the understanding in formal
prose ; but as he grows warm, and half convinced by
his own argument, his heart gets up, and he becomes
sincerely eloquent. The latter part of the speech,
from ¢ Who ’s here so base,” &c., is verse, and’should
be so printed. Many instances might be produced
where Shakspeare begins in prose and slides into
metre. It may, indeed, be assumed that he never-
wrote prose, from laziness or the passion of conve-
nience. His prose is harder than his verse. I have
no doubt that he wrote blank verse quicker than
prose, and, perhaps, rhyme quicker than either, as
any man may do that has an ordinary command of
language and knows all the feasible vhymes. Then,
how admirably dees the speech of Brutus contrast
with Antony's, and yet both begin with an artful
calmness,—both are inflamed by their own fluency ;
but the one only rises to a patriotic glow,—the other
blazes into a passion.
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ACT 1IV., SCENE 1II.
Brutus,—¢ Say'st thou thy lcaden mace,” &c.

“ A mace is the ancient term for a sceptre.”—New Edition.

The spirit of blundering has laid his leaden mace
on the note-writer. A mace was a most formidable
weapon, caleulated for stunning. Had the allusion
meant to royalise slumber, the epithet *“ murderous ”
would not have appeared. Besides, drowsiness is
much better represented by a lord mayor or a vice-
chancellor, or, best of all, & university preacher,—
all of whom are attended by mace-bearers,—than by
a king, who is proverbially wakeful.

END OF PLAY.

Shakspeare seldom introduces many long or poetical
speeches in his Jast acts—knowing that, in the crisis
of action, men talk little. His conclusions are well
adapted for representation. He was by no means so
regardless, as certain both of his encomiasts and his
detractors assert, of stage effect. Instead of the
jingling morality appended to modern tragedies,
which the walking gentleman, stumbling over the
dead bodies to before the lamps, recites for the edifi-
cation of the pit, and then bows to the gallery,—
Shakspeare ends with a warch, a dance, with some
solemn or cheerful music, appropriate to the occasion.
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.

——
CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

THE general neglect of *Antony and Cleopatra
by all but students of Shakspeare, and the preference
long given to Dryden’s play on the same subject,
prove the danger of protracting the interest of a plot,
in order to introduce a greater variety of incidents.
The scenes, for example, wherein Pompey figures,
though well-written, are wholly inconclusive; they
form a part of the biography of Antony, not of his
tragedy. Nor is it easy to conjecture Shakspeare’s
reason for introducing so many short scenes, which
serve no purpose but to let the auditor know the
news. They form a sort of back-ground to the pic-
ture, but they detain the action. For poetry and
character, there are few dragmas superior; nor is there
any want of deep and grand pathos; but perhaps
both Antony and Cleopatra are too heroic to be
pitied for weakness, and too viciously foolish to be
admired for their heroism. Seldom has unlawful
love been rendered so interesting ; but the interest,
though not dangerous, is not perfectly agreeable.

“ I’ll set a bourne how far to be beloved.”
If Antony owed to Cleopatra the loss of empire,

he is indebted to her for less hateful renown than
would else have clung to him. Shakspeare and
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Dryden make the Philippics forgotten, and the mur-
derer of Cicero is lost in the lover of Cleopatra.

Eno.~—* The barge she sat in,” &c.—AcT 11., Scene 1.

Beautiful as this description is, one might almost
desire that it had been uttered by a more interesting
personage. Dryden has transferred it to Antony,—
copied it pretty closely,—or perhaps kept closer to
Plutarch’s prose. The poetry he almost suppresses;
but he certainly introduces the story more artfully.
Narration for its own sake is not, however, a frequent
fault of Shakspeare.

TIMON OF ATHENS.

——

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

CaMPBELL considers “ Timon ” as the worst of all
Shakspeare's genuine plays. It is certainly one of
the least pleasing and poetical. The plot is defective;
after the mepimereia, which takes place too soon—
,there is no further progress. The two last acts
contain nothing but repeated instances of Timon’s
misanthropy. In fact, the story is too bare to furnish
out a five-act drama. Lucian’s dialogue is quite long
enough. The episode of Alcibiades is not very skil-
fully interwoven, and grossly violates a well-known
history. Yet, considered as a philosophic satire, the
play has high merit; and some passages are almost
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equal to * King Lear” in terrific grandeur. The
curses of Timon are of the very soul of Jacobinism,
and his address to the courtezans is as_a voice from
a charnel house,—so like the wind whistling through
hollow bones. 'Who but Shakspeare could thus have
elicited tragic terror from what, in itself, is merely
loathsome ? Timon, be it observed, is as indiscrimi-
nate in his philanthropy as in his misanthropy.
Neither his benevolence nor his hate have any specific
object. How different from the sentimental man-
haters of modern plays!

TITUS ANDRONICUS.

—_——

INTRODUCTORY NOTICE.

Wuo was the author of Titus Andronicus? Shak-
speare it certainly was not; yet it was no ordinary
man. Marlowe has been suggested; but it is un-
likely that & work of Marlowe’s would have been
unclaimed. I think Thomas Kidd the most pro-
bable person. It is shallow argument to conclude
that because a few passages of a play are strikingly
superior to the rest, they must necessarily have had
a different author. The same man might produce a
few lines of volcanic splendour, and a long series of
dull declamations. True genius is like the healthful
day that is shed over all the prespect, and shows its
presence as much by the shades as the lights. Mad.
ness seems to burn and glow intensely, but never
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casts a ray on the circumambient darkuess. Genius
is all things, and madness among the rest ; but mad-
ness is only madness, and its utmost cunning can
only represent sanity by solemn stupidity. The least
candle throws its light far and near, but the sulphu-
rous exhalation is rounded and defined by utter
gloom. The first scene in Titus Andronicus is that
where Aaron rescues his child from the nurse; it is
also the only scene in which the moral feelings are
pleasurably interested. We have the evidence of
Ben that this strange play was once popular. No
wonder. I remember when I thought murder the
essence of tragedy, and -could as easily conceive a
king without a crown, as a tragedy without homicide.
The same story has been dramatised in Dutch.
Schlegel maintains the authenticity, but he also stands
up for the London Prodigal, the Widow of Watling-
Street, Thomas Lord Cromwell, and Sir Jobhn Old-
castle, in which last Shakspeare is himself abused.
The evidence of Meres, and of Hemming, and Conder
prove nothing but that the play was ascribed to Shak-
speare in his life-time, perhaps with his own con-
pivance. They were probably part of the property
of which he disposed on retiring from the theatre.

AUTHENTICITY OF THE PLAY.—MR. THEOBALD'S OPINION.

“ Mr. Theobald says, ¢ This is one of the plays which he always
thought, with the better judges, ought not to be acknowledged in
the list of Shakspeare’s gennine pieces.” ™

I differ from Theobald here; the versification is
indeed far less dramatic than Shakspeare, but it is
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sometimes very sonorous and harmonious. It cannot
be denied that the external evidences for the authen-
ticity of Titus are very strong. It is, perbaps, most
likely that Shakspeare had some hand in it, after all.
In atrocity and bloodshed it is nothing to some of
the old plays. It is common to ascribe the low
comedy of our dramatists to the necessity of propi-
tiating the groundlings. I believe that the penny
part of the audience were better pleased with rant,
termagant, and slaughter, than even with fun and
grimace ; nothing draws a country audience like a
tale of murder, especielly if founded on fact.

»

Tam.~« My lovely Aaron,” &c.~—Act 11, SCENE 111,

This is a beautiful speech ; but Shakspeare would
not have put such sweet poetry into the mouth of a
libidinous fury. Yet “curtain'd with a counsel-
keeping cave,” is much in Shakspeare’s manner.

CHARACTER OF THE PLAY.

The horrors of this lamentable tragedy remind
one of Hesiod's Paradox, that half is more than all.
They are so very thick sown, and so very horrible,
that they do not excite any horror at all. It is diffi-
cult to conceive how our ancestors, who, we are told,
greatly admired this play, if they could bear to see it
at all, could have seen it without laughter. Yet it
has much of that vigour of language in which the old
dramatists never failed. There is nothing of the
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involution, the conceit, the antithesis of Shakspeare's
first manner. The writer seems to have been tolerably
familiar with Latin school-books, notwithstanding
some strange anachronisms of pedantry; as, for
instance, tribunes under the empire, and the white
electioneering apparel of the candidates. A satirical
allusion to Popery never came amiss, whatever chro-
nology might object to it.

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.

——

INTRODUCTORY NOTICE.

TroiLus and Cressida, I opine, was a favourite bant-
ling of the gentle Willy’s—one of the plays he wrote
for himself. Indeed it betrays unequivocal marks of
indulgence, being somewhat naughty, capricious,
whimsical, loquacious, fond, unruly—a thing of many
humours, and as like its father as it can stare—a
veritable spoiled child. The opposite points of Shak-
speare’s genius, the fanciful, flowery-scented, many-
hued, amorous tenderness of the Venus and Adonis,
and the self-involved, self-fathoming, world-expounding
philosophy of Hamlet, in this strange drama, blend
their commingled rays. Who but Shakspeare would
or could have extracted thoughts deep as the centre,
politic maxims fit to rule a planet, truths that are the
very substance of prudential wisdom, out of a light
love tale ? What would an Aristarchus, wont to read
Homer, not only by the clear day-light of common
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sense, but through the glimmering perspective of
French criticism, who has taken it for granted that
Homer meant Achilles for & hero, a_superhuman
persouification of noble energy, whose very sulkiness
was awful, and his cruelty sublime,—what would
such & blear-eyed idolator of his own misconceptions
think of Shakspeare’s Achilles—a creature with a
womanish soul in a huge carcase, vain as a fine
singer, and fearful of making his cut-throat accom-
plishments cheap by using? Shakspeare had no
veneration for heroes. He understood them too
well. It is remarkable that he has scarce adopted
a single expressfon from the * Troilus and Creseide” of
Chaucer, the most beautiful diary of love ever written.
The work of Lollius* (if it ever existed) is not to
be found. I am disposed to think that Chaucer,
in disowning the invention of this sweet poem, only
followed the common practice of the minstrels.

CONCLUDING NOTICE.

On what authority does Schlegel assert that
Troilus and Cressida was never acted ? It is difficult
indeed to imagine how any audience could have
listened to such long discourses of policy, devoid of
all but intellectual interest, or how they could be
satisfied with a conclusion wherein nothing is con-
cluded. But the same objections apply to other
plays which certainly were acted-—with what success

® Mr. Pope, after Dryden, informs us that the story of “ Troilus and
Crossida” was originally the work of one Lollius, a Lombard,
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I know not. 'The Germans have a knack of writing
history scientifically—they deduce facts from pre-
mises with as much complacency es if they were
conclusions in mood and figure, or elements in an
algebraic process; they determine that what must
have been, always has been. They succeed perfectly
in demolishing the foundations of historic dogmatism ;
but then they are too often dogmatically hypothetical.
Schlegel, however, understands the drift of Troilus
and Cressida perfectly. But it has been better ex-
pressed by 8. T. C.— « Compare Nestor, Ajax,
Achilles, &c., in the Troilus and Cressida of Shak-
speare, with their namesakes in the Iliad. The old
heroes seem all to have been at school ever since.”
Not a very good school, however. Their improve-
ment is intellectual only — morally they are the
same, and therefore worse.

CYMBELINE.

—

INTRODUCTORY NOTICES.

May it not plausibly be conjectured that Shak-
speare, by making causeless jealousy the foundation
of so many plays, intended an oblique compliment to
Queen Elizabeth—a delicate vindication of Aunna
Bullen ?

Lovely as the poetry of Cymbeline is, and most
lovely as Imogen is, this play is, to me, one of the
least agreeable in the collection. Nowhere, not
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even in Leontes, is the odiousness of jealousy dis-
played in such glaring colours as in Posthumus, who,
in plain terms, acts a villain’s part. A man who
could lay wagers upon his wife's virtue, and wilfully
expose her to the insults of such a ribald-scoundrel
as Jachimo, is not only unworthy of Imogen, but
richly deserving of the worst possible consequences
of his folly. Shakspeare wisely conceives jealousy to
be a passion pre-existent to the occasions it is sure
to find or seek. Iachimo is a scamp, utterly unre-
deemed by the master mind and soldierly carriage of
Tago and Edmund. The beautiful poetry he is made
to utter in Imogen’s chamber, could scarce have
emanated from such a reptile spirit. Cloten is a
Iere ass, without humour, or even fun, Shakspeare
has not another such, It is, however, a just and
natural judgment upon the subtle witch, his mother,
to have borne such a moon-calf. These amazing
clever, wicked women, generally produce Clotens—
witness Semiramis, Agrippina, and Catherine the
Second.

ACT I., SCENE L

As Dr. Johnson allows commentators to differ con-
cerning the opening speech of Cymbeline, without
animosity or shame, I hope I shall not offend his
manes by proposing my own interpretation of this
contested passage.

Our bloods, . 6., our natural complexions, are not
more swayed by sympathy with the planetary bodies
than our courtiers’ (bloods or humours) seem to sym-
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pathise with the blood or humour of the king. The
notion is derived from the humoral pathology and
astrological physiology. The disposition of men was
supposed to be regulated by the crisis of their blood,
which again was influenced by spherical predomi-
nance. Tyrwhitt's alteration is plausible, and makes
the construction easier, but less Shakspearian. The
Doctor’s paraphrase is absolutely untenable.*

TImo.—* Ho, who s here?
If anything that’s civil, speak; if savage,
Take, or lend.”——AcT 11t., ScENE vI, '

The text is probablj right. Shakspeare does not
plan his sentences beforehand, and lay them out in
even compartments; they grow and expand, like
trees, towards heaven, If you be civil, speak; nay,
but however savage, at least assist me for recom-
pense.

Imo.—* His foot mercurial,” &e.—Act 1v., SCENE 11,

Shakspeare seldom, very seldom, repeats himself’;
but certainly this mythological dissection is very like

* Dr. Johnson observes that this passage is so difficult, that commen-
tators may differ concerning it without animosity or shame; that the
lines stand as they wore originally written, and that a paraphrase such
as the licentious and abrupt expressions of our author too frequently
require, will make emendation unnecessary. “We do not meet a man
but frowns; our bloods,”—our countenances, which in poputar speech are
said to be regulated by our blood—* no more obey the laws of heaven"'—
which direct ns to appear what we really are—* than our courtiers,”—
that is, than the blood of our courtiers: but our bloods, like theirs,
« gtill seem as doth the king’s.” Mr. Stcevens is of opinion that blood is
here used for inclination ; and Mr., Tyrwhitt proposcs to make the passage
clear by 2 very slight alteration, leaving ont the last lettera: You do
not meet a man but frowns ; our bloods no more ohey the heavens, than
our courtiers still scem as theking does.
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Hamlét's description of his father. In Hamlet,
however, not only is the romos better made out, but
the application is much more natural and forcible.
Here, considering that the mercurial foot, herculean
brawns, &c., belong in reality to Cloten, Shakspeare’s
intention probably was to show how much the ey;es
are fools of the mind, and how completely passion
makes the beauty or deformity it loves or loathes.

“ Solemn music,” &c.~—AcT v., SCENE 1v.

Stephens, following the opinion of Pope, is for
rejecting the ghosts and their woful ballad measure.
Schlegel, whom I should take to be a stanch be-
liever in the apocryphal Rowley, gives a very inge-
nious, but not very convincing, argument in their
favour,—to wit, that Posthumus's friends were poor
men of a former age, and are purposely made to speak
in a more obsolete style. In the measure, too, in
which the old translators make Virgil’s ghosts talk,
there might indeed be & reason for making the dream-
spectres talk as unlike other persons as might be.
It would certainly be rash to mark these verses with
a , but thoy are as little like Shakspeare as anything
that goes under his name. It is not improbable
that they may have been remodelled from some old
ballad ; for Shakspeare was little scrupulous of using
anything that would serve. The prophetic table is
much in the style of Merlin: but, blessed me—
“ mollis air,” for * mulier”,*—what a piece of cabala !

* “ Be embraced by a piece of tender air,” meollis air, mulier!
YoL. 1. [
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KING LEAR.

S AN
=% Pool,—« Here s my cockscomb,” &c.~Acr 1., Scexe 1v.

Narorg, Time, and Fashion are all great parodists.
Thus horns, which the ancients esteemed a type of
divinity ; which the son of Ammon adopted on his
coins ; which a prophet (a false one indeed) put on his
head to oblige a king (but in that he was not unique),
1 Kings, xxii. 11; the ornaments of altars, the
emblems of abundance and of salvation, have come to
denote cuckoldom. In like manner the fool is little
aware, that bis coxcomb was heretofore the regal
diadem of the Achs:menides. Yet, so it was.
KvpBaoia indifferently signifies the ornament of the
Persian bird, and of the Persian king: Aristophanes
in Avibus. (486.) Yet higher authority might be
adduced for the bells.

Lear.~* Who stock’d my servant,” &c.— Acr 11., Scexk 11,
“ For your own honesty, which is virgin."—The Loyal Subject.

The logic, if it may be so called, is much alike in
these passages; but there is more truth in Shakspeare.
The virginity of honesty is a mere metaphor. The
old age of the heavens is something more. Besides, I
suspect a pun in Fletcher, for in the language of the
time, bonesty, applied to woman, implied virginity,
or conjugal chastity, in which sense it was supplanted
by the more aristocratic term, honour. Honesty,
now confined to the sense of practical integrity in
money matters, anciently siguified the moral xaAov;
hence the distinctive virtue of sex or office.
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ROMEO AND JULIET. \2,51

INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. ~

SaaxsPEARE has written better plays than Romeo and
Juliet, but perhaps he unever achieved a work of more
harmounious unison. The same spirit of rashness,
and infatuation, the same predominance of the pre-
sent, and recklessness of the future, the same con-
tinuity of fancy, and inconstancy of will, appear alike
in the aged and the young, the menial and the noble ;
the passionate Romeo, and the vilipending Mercutio.
-There is an absence of reason and calculation from
beginning to end. The loves of Romeo and Juliet
are every whit as rational as the hatred of their
respective parents. Friar Laurence and the Nurse
are beings of the same order; each acting, as they
conceive, for the best;—the heart is as good in one
as the other, the cultivation of intellect alone gives
the superiority to the Franciscan, The progress
from light, fanciful comedy to intense tragedy is
managed with exquisite art. In the deeper passages,
we feel the sacredness of human purpose, the fatality
of a self-determined wilfulness—the majesty of passion.
There is a love that oversteps all conventional rules,
to become a law and religion to itself. The suicide
of the lovers no more offends the moral sense, than
that of Lucretia or of Cato. It is a sweet poem, like
the song of the nightingale oscillating betwixt mirth
and sadness, sorrow dallying with its own tender

fancies.
o2
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Rom.— By a name,” &c.—Act 1., Scexe: u,

“1f 't be my name that doth thee so offend,
No more mysclf shall be my own name’s friend ;—
Say ’tis accursed and fatal, and dispraise it,
If written, blot it : if engraven, rase it."—~DravTon :
England’s Heroical Epistles, Henry to Rosamond.

The number, of passages in Drayton’s * Heroical
Epistles,” almost identical with lines of Shakspeare,
prove that the one must have been indebted to the
other. I would accuse neither of plagiarism. Pro-
perty was hardly acknowledged in Parnassus at that
time. There might be no deception meant;—~marginal
acknowledgments were not then appended to plays
or poems. It was taken for granted, that every
writer availed himself of whatever was to his purpose.
These resemblances, however, are for the most part
in those early plays of Shakspeare, which might have
been written before 1593,—the date, according to
Dr. Anderson, of Draytoun’s ¢ Heroical Epistles,” the
style of which throughout, Loth in the fashion of the
language, and constitution of the thought, is more
Shakspearian than any I am acquainted with. What
a pity that none’ of Drayton’s plays are extant.
What they might be in point of plot is hard to
say ; but in the Aefis and duavora, I doubt not they
were truly dramatic. The Merry Devil of Edmonton*
does not read like him. It has none of the impas-
sioned sententiousness of his epistles, which are a
kind of monodrame.

¢ See Lamb's Specimens of Dramatic Poets, Vol. If, p. 59.
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AcT, 1ll., SCENE IL
That the conceits in this scene are suitable to
tragedy I cannot maintain; but they have a smack
of nature. The miund, surprised by sorrow in the
midst of playful delights, will not immediately change
its tune :—the confusion of feelings will produce an
antic blending of thoughts, a dance of death.

ACT 11I., SCENE V.
Lady Cap.—¢ We will have vengeance for it,” &ec.

The perfect nonchalance with which this horrid
proposition is uttered by a respectable matron proves
how familiar were the minds and ears of our virtuous
ancestors to deeds at which their demoralised pos-
terity would thrill with horror. It might, however,
be Shakspeare's art to make the old Capulets un-
amiable, that our sympathy with Juliet might be the
less distracted by disapprobation of her disobedience.
Capulet’s speech is about the worst that Shakspeare
ever wrote. But for a model of parental rebuke and
paternal despotism, I recommend the old gent’s
behaviour to his danghter throughout the scene.
Shakspeare must have intended to show the vulgarity
of rage; and true it is, & man in a passion is never
a gentleman—much less is a woman a lady. There
may be noble anger, as in Brutus ; but then it must
be just, and not exceed the bounds of self-possession.
Even Brutus forgets bimself a little when irritated
by the intrusion of the men.
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coxcwpm‘c NOTICE.

There is something- hasty and inconsiderate in
these last scenes. Perhaps no human genius can
grapple with such hggregated disaster. Words can-
not express the borror of such judicial calamities
which, overswell the capacity of conscious grief, and
must needs produce madness or stupefaction, or,
likely enough, demoniac scorn and laughter. The
reconciliation of the parents seems to me more
moral than natural, I ‘doubt if real hatred is ever
cured. As for the golden statues, they are not so
good a monument as the sweetbriars growing from
the common grave of hapless lovers in so many old
ballads. Garrick has certainly deepened and huma-
nised, the pathos by making Juliet awake before
Romeo dies, which, I believe, is according to the
oviginal story. Shakspeare followed an English poem.
There was a play on the same story as early as 1562.

¢ OTHELLO.

————

" GENERAL NOTICE.

For once, Shakspeare and perfection are united.
From the first scene to the last of this play there is
a perpetuity of interest. Some gaps of time there
may be. We must allow a few hours, say seven
days, for the passage between Venice and Cyprus.
Set that down for the prologue of the play. Then
it will appear to be the most perfect specimen of
tragedy now extant.
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NOTES ON ALLAN CUNNINGHAM’'S LIVES
OF HOGARTH AND REYNOLDS.



These Notes may bo compared with the Essays entitled, Igno-
ramus on the Fine Arts. They appear to have been written about
the same time, and take up the subject where it is left in the last
of thge lively and characteristic compositions.



NOTES ON ALLAN CUNNINGHAM'S LIVES
OF HOGARTH AND REYNOLDS.

HOGARTH.

INTRODUCTION.

Page 9.—¢In the background,.St. George appears in the ;air,
combating with the dragon, while Cleodelinda knecls in prayer
beside & lamb.” '

L 4

Is this the legendary name of the heroine whom
Spenser has converted into heavenly Una with her
milk-white lamb? In the Seven Champions I think
she is called Zara. By the way, I see no_reason
to fancy that the dragon was either the devil or
Athanasius, any more than that St. George himself
was a Cappadocian bacon-dealer, or the archangel
St. Michael. The virgin exposed to the monster was
a frequent incident in the Greek romance, witness
the tales of Perseus and Andromeda, Hercules and
Hesione. The legend-makers of the Church followed
the example of the Greeks and Romans, ascribing to
local saints every stray wonder that at all agreed with
their accorded characters. Probably a real George
had been a military saint, and, in consequence, a
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fit successor to the forfeited glories of profane fiction.
In Popery and Paganism I believe much has been
allegorised ; but that little was, in its first digestion,
either allegorical or symbolicel, except the physio-
logical pantheism brought from Egypt and the East.

Page 13.— The blunt rustics and illiterate nobles who com-
poscd the torrent which swept away the long-cstablished glories of
the papal chutch, confounded the illuminated volumes of poets and
philosophers with the superstitious offspring of the Lady of the
Seven Hills,” .

The rustics were blunt destructives enough ; the
nobles, with & few exceptions, unprincipled plunderers.
It may be true that these were the operatives of the
Reformation ; but they should not be confounded
with the reforming divines, who, though not ‘very
polite, were certainly not illiterate. The illumi-
nations and the literature which perished might
have some historical value, but is probably no great
loss in any other respect. There is more good
poetry than any body can read as it is; much more
school divinity than will ever be read again. But
the destruction of the abbeys is really to be regretted,
difficult as it seems, under a Protestant establish-
ment, to turn them to any religious purpose.

Page 16.—“1Ina better informed age, John Evelyn, a gentleman

, of taste and talents, pronounced the heathen atrocities of Verrio,

in Windsor Castle, sublime compositions, and their painter the first
of wankind!”

And did not Locke consider Blackmore the first
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of poets? But gentlemen of more taste than Locke,
more genius and philosophy than Evelyn, are very
uncertain witnesses to the state of art or mbrals in
their times. Their works may be relied on, but their
testimony is little worth. I care for ne man’s judg-
ment of his contemporaries. The effect of a work
upon the age, the general heart of the people, is worth
any critical judgment. Prophecies of immortality,
bodings of oblivion, go for nothing with me.

Page 17.—%They were numbered with the common menials of
the court ; thLy had their Yivery su\t, their yearly dole, and their
weckly wages.”

Thut certain painters were numbered with the
menials of the court is true; many particulars as to
their: mode of payment, &ec., have been transcribed
from the oid*household books by Collier and others ;
but neither to be a menial of the court, nor to receive
weekly wages, was then derogatory to higher rank
than art of itself ever conferred. Besides, I believe
the painters in question were not artists but artisans;
their business was to paint coats of arms, and to
furnish devices for the court pageants. This was
also the proper function of the serjeant painte}'.
Wilkes was not so very far wrong in confounding the
office of serjeant and of house-painter. When the
palace was to be painted with representations of any-
thing real or imaginary, doubtless the serjeant painter
had to superintend the workmen, as well as to draw
the design.
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Page 20,—« He (Henry VIIL) was sensible of the lustre which
literature and art can shed upon the throne; he saw the rival kings
of France and Spain marching to battle or to negotiation with
pocts and painters in their trains, and he envicd not a little the
unattainable brilliancy of their courts,”

Of what poet was Charles the Fifth a patron? Had
Henry been as cruel and sensual as he has been
represented, he might nevertheless have delighted in,
and appreciated the arts. A tyrant may be an
Augustus; an infidel hypocrite a Leo: a Mmcenas
may be no pattern of the domestic virtues,

ON ALLEGORICAL PAINTING.

Page 34.— Those allegorical histories are empty representations
of themselves, the supporters of nothing but clumsy forms and
clumsier conceits,” &e.

This remark requires limitation. All.egory may be
painted. A Spenser gallery, as Hazlitt observes,
would make one of the finest subjects in the world.
Daate, the Pilgrim's Progress, the tale of Psyche,
the Judgment of Hercules, all might supply admir-
able pictures. But allegory should be kept to itself;
an allegorical portrait, or history-piece, is absurd.
But I must take a wider space to explain the difference.
These metaphors, such as nuda veritas, green virginity,
&e., should not be painted.
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ON PORTRAIT PAINTING.

Page 36.— Ho (Vandyke) has been equalled in freedom by
Reynolds, and surpassed in the fascination of female loveliness by
Lawrence; but no one has yet equalled him in manly dignity, in
the rare and important gift of endowing his heads with power to
think and act.”

A portrait painter, idealise as he will, can only
paint the sort of people that exist in his time.
Vaudyke had not the lovely faces of Lawrence's
sitters to imitate ;' and neither Reynolds nor Law-
rence had the hard-thinkers aund chivalric enter-
prisers of King Charles's day for models. The race
is extinct; we have men of genius not a few—men
of courage as many as ever ;—but poetry is become
too feminine, war too mechanical to enlarge the
brow, and stamp the lineaments with the propor-
tions and traces of the olden time. The male dress
to which Vandyke has given name was a great
advantage to him. A portrait should be in the dress
of the time and country—yet how unhappy in this
respect was Reynolds.

REPRESENTATIONS OF THE HOLY TRINITY.

Page 40.— The Puritans affected to despise those' productions,
because they wished to insult the king's memory."”

I certainly think the Puritans would have been
right had they condemned such pictures only as
presumed to giver a visible representation of the
Infinite and Tnvisible. But since the Second Person
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of the Trinity did condescend to assume the likeness
of man, there appears no just reason why his human
lineaments should not be painted. Far less can I
comprehend why the loveliest productions of the art,
which pourtray

“ The maid and mother undefiled,”

should excite suspicion in any Christian soul.

Page 47.—% To the coming of Knecller some writers bave
attributed the death of Lely.”

Lely died in his grand climacteric, for he was born
1617, died 1680. This is an age at which a man
may die without either poison or jealousy. But old
men do not like to be outdone,

Page 48.—¢ He painted Dryden in his own hair, in plain
drapery, holding a laurel, and made him a present of the work.
The poct repaid him by an epistle containing encomiums such as
few painters deserve.”

Dryden’s encomium on Kneller is good. If it
ascribes to Sir Godfrey what few painters deserve, it
shows a just idea of what the art is capable. Pope’s
epitaph is outrs. The second couplet is the best, for
it is peculiar ; few painters record two ages: but Pope
bas bestowed his incense upon Jervas, whom Allen
Cunningham has never mentioned. Kneller was born
at Lubec, 1648 ; died 1723, aged 75. Whatever in
Addison’s offering (which was meant for King George
the First, not for Kneller) is not taken from Dryden,
is mere persiflage. But it records the courtly and
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extensive field of Kneller's labours. Prior compli-
ments not Sir Godfrey, but the Duke of Ormonde.
Congreve is more moderate and sensible.

Page 49.—1 am aware that there is a certain air of stiffncss in
the portraits of Holbein, that several of Vandyke's are uncqual to
his talents, that Lely is loose, and many of his pictures unlike,
and that Kaeller cxhibits much samcness, and very little
imagination,”

How can it be ascertained that Lely’s pictures were
unlike ? I never, as far as I know, saw a picture of
Holbein's. Vandyke, Lely, and Kuneller, I must
have seen at Windsor, but they made no impression.
Their merits may be various, but their fame would
certainly be less, did they not illustrate the most
interesting period of our history, and give an image
to the highest names. Statesmen in their days might
be bad things—now they are mere things—or, rather,
no-things.

Page 64.— Lord Orford considered all men as uninformed who
had not received an university education.”

Little as T admire Lord Orford, I do pot thiuk
these strictures altogether just. He might consider
men without classical attainments as uneducated, but
not therefore uninformed. He must have known
that the mind of a Hogarth could not but be rich in
ideas, and well stored with facts and observations.
If he depreciated Hogarth's acquirements, he did no
worse by him than others have done by Shakspeare
and even Burns, and probably out of the same appe-
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tite for wonder-making. I suspect his lordships
conversation was to the full as gross, as full of allu-
sions, and double entendre, and prurient scandal,
generally draped in Trench idioms, as that of
Hogarth. But then Hogarth would call things by
their English names. It is, bowever, no wonder
that any man of northern descent, and plebeian
associations, should appear gross to Horace, and that
such grossness should be an unpardonable offence in
the eyes of one who, baving neither virtue, religion,
nor honesty, was not a rascal, only because he was
a gentleman. We can hardly think that Hogarth
was destitute of agreeable qualifications, or how could
he fix the affection of a female not unacquainted with
refined life? But love is a great polisher, and too
often the Cimon relapses after the honeymoon.

I repent the harshness of my censure on Horace
Walpole. - I have since read much good of him.

Page 70.— Kindness shown to genius at the commencement of
its carcer is seldom forgotten.”

Too often, especially if the benefactor, on the
strength of his benefaction, begins to advise, rebuke,
and direct; or if he be an unfashionable old Quiz.
1 am far from saying that men of genius are naturally
ungrateful ; but they are too frequently vain, proud,
testy, and suspicious. Like other men, however, they
are better and longer pleased with kindness, sweet
words, and smiling looks, and ready welcome, than
with substantial services which they are unable to
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repay in kind, and begrudge to pay in homage, de-
ference, and unremitting attention. Gratitude is a
delightful sentiment, but, alas, how often is it a
grievous duty !

Page 77.—< The calm, contemplative look, the elegance of
form without the grace of action,” &e.

Elegance and grace are here properly distinguished.
Grace certainly implies motion. What is elegant
cannot indeed be ungraceful; but what is graceful is
not necessarily elegant. Much grace may occasion-
ally be observed in rustics and grisettes, but only
ladies can be elegant.

Page 78.—¢ Compared with the ﬁmductions of the great masters
of the art of portraiture, those of Hogarth are alike distinguished
for their vigorous coarsencss and their literal nature.”

I do not think that Hogarth would have failed in
the delineation of living beauty, especially if it were
of the florid and voluptuous cast. ILamb speaks
highly of his portrait of Peg Woffington, and I
have seen a bad copy of his Lavinia Fenton (Polly
Peachum), which makes the passion of the Duke of
Bolton no mystery. There is a full length of Lord
Somebody, which looks as well as any mere gentleman
In the old court dress need do. But he ¢ertainly
wanted elegance. His beauties are hardly gentle-
wamen. Used to represent figures in action or
strong passion, he failed in giving expression to
repose.

VOL. II 1 4
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Page 80.— Hogarth's portrait of Henry Ficlding, exccuted
after death from recollection, is remarkablo as being the only like-
ness extant of the prince of English novelists.”

Fielding’s portrait is so very like the novelist that
one half suspects its likeness to the man. The same
observation applies to Reynolds’s Sterne, which is
obviously compounded of Yorick and Tristram Shandy.*

Page 8l.—* Captain Coram, the projector of the Foundling
Hospital, sat for his portrait to Hogarth, and it is one of the best
he ever painted.”

I well remember this portrait. It is in Smollett’s
« History of England.” Poor Coram little foresaw
a time when his benevolent institution would be
censured by the loudest professors of philanthropy.
Most philanthropists have strong harsh features.

Page 83.— For his Garrick as Richard the Third, ho had
£200. .

T cannot think this portrait one of Hogarth's happy
works. It is, as Hazlitt says of Sir Joshua’s

* Hogarth's portrait of Lovat is, like his portraits of Fielding and of
Bainbridge the jailer, in the Committee, and of Charteris and Mother
Needham, in “ Tho Harlot's Progress,”—Ilike Reynolds’s Sterne (which
s Yorick, with a smatch of Tristram), and the “ Louis X1.,” in the Ash-
molean Museum, at Oxford, so very like the character, that I doubt its
likeness to the person. The soul is seldom quite so visible in nature.
1 do not, however, find the least fault with the painter who thus in-
tengifies and sublimates the physiognomical indications, and teaches
others to sec what he secs himself, idealising the character, as the painter
of graco and beauty must idealisc the form and feature. Lovat probably
did Jook sometimes as villanous in the Highlands as in llogarth's

sketeh. In such & case there was no danger of oversteppling the modesty
of nature.
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Mrs. Siddons, neither Garrick nor Richard, a defect
which besets theatrical portraits in gemeral. For
Richard it is too handsome, and there wants the wild,
supernatural terror of Shakspeure. The expression is
that of bodily prin—more gout than ghost about it.
It does not tell its own story. But yet it must be
4 fine picture.

Page 88—+ The Harlot’s Progress was commenced in 1731
“ What reflections does it awake,” observes Charles Lamb,
speaking of the harlot’s funeral, “of the dreadful heartless state
in which the creature, a female, too, must have lived, who in
death wants the accompaniment of one genuine tear.”

I cannot help agreeing with Ireland, that the face
of her who is closing the coffin of her poor sister in
iniquity expresses, or rather suppresses, some feeling,
at least 8o much as prompts an inward “ I shall come
to this: ” little enough, but all she dare to feel. The
figure is one of the most beautiful Hogarth ever
drew.

In some particulars of this print Hogarth has con-
founded two styles, which for the present we may
designate the Cervantic and the Rabelaisian—drama-
tic satire and burlesque satire. The characters are
copies of real life, not exaggerated, but brought out;
while the accompaniments, the mourning drapery, the
scutcheon, &c., are utterly absurd if we suppose any
imitation of a real street-walker's funeral intended.
This is not a common fault with Hogarth. Fielding
has falleun into it in Jonathan Wild, Massinger and
Ford perpetually in their comic parts. Shakspeare

only just escapes it in Pistol.
P2
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, The print may be regarded as the satyricon
appended to a fearful tragedy.

Page 89.—* One of them-—a polished personage, who moved in
polite circles—still bore the brand of Pope when he was pilloried
to everlasting infamy by Hogarth.”

I never heard that Charteris was a polished person.
As a money-lender he might have many acquaint-
ances among the nobility and gentry. I dare say he
knew how to make himself useful, and many young
bloods, whose titles guaranteed their caste, might
pamper their vanity with the reputation of knowing
the first villain of the age. The conventional morals
of the present age are certainly more decorous than
those of 1730 ; yet there are still youths of fashion
who court the acquaintance of the swell-mob and the
fancy, and very equivocal characters who have money
to lend, or the power of amusing, are not universally
shunned even by the makers of manners. But that
Charteris was, in the technical phrase, admitted into
society, that he had the entrée of any respectable
house, is quite incredible.

Page 91.—* Either Hogarth’s obscurity, says Nichols, was his
protection from the lash of Pope, or perhaps the bard was too

prudent to exasperate a painter who bad already given such proofs
of his ability in satire.

In the Epistle to Arbuthnot, published about this
time, Pope records among his provocations —
“ The libelled person and the pictured shape.”
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.Hogarth's Burlington Gate is a worthless affair.
Vulgarity and obscurity were not, in general, pro-
tections against Pope'’s satire, and he was by no
means shy of the subject in question ; in the Epistle
be speaks of those *“ who to the dean and silver bell
can swear,” and, in a note, flatly denies the story of
the 1,000.. But his enemies had not such an opinion
of his veracity as to desist from a report on his bare
denial. It is not improbable that Pope shrunk from
a contest with one whom he could not answer in his
own way. There is nothing which little men dread
so much as the exposure of their personal infirmities.
Pope’s satire, moreover, was only for the few;
Hogarth might bave stuck him up in every print-
shop, and made every carman and pickpocket familiar
with his crookedness.

Churchill, ungainly as his figure was, had no such
apprehension, but he was backed by the voz populi.

Page 94.—* An inscription which accompanies these historical
paintings in the Hospital, intimates that they were finished and
prescnted by our artist in 1736.™

1 have often remarked this picture on the Hospital
stairs, where it is so placed that oune cannot see it.
Though in bad preservation, it shows Hogarth's
power as & colourist. But he should have let Scrip-
ture alone. His religious pictures have no devotion,
no faith, in them. It is not enough to represent a
Bible-history as it might have appeared in real life.
Very possibly St. Peter might have looked very like

'
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a Jew, and St. Matthew retain some traits of the
receipt of custom. But an artist should paint up to
the desire of the mind—should gratify the affections
and conform to the reverence of a pious mind. His
representations should accord with the feelings which
Christians connect with the symbolic acts of the
fathers and founders of their faith. Everything
should be ideal, symbolical, instinct with Divinity.
The sacred unction should flow even to the skirts of
the garment; even the landscape, the buildings, the
furniture and still-life, should be sublimed by a devout
imagination. The palm-trees should lift their heads
in an air consecrated by angel voices, The burning
bush should not be copied from the next thicket, nor
Jonah's gourd be sketchéd in the garden. I cannot
better explain myself than by saying that the adjuncts
of a religious picture should be as thoroughly per-
meated with the spirit of the action, as those of
Hogarth’s satires are with his peculiar humour and
the characteristic expression of the scene. Thus in
Gin Lane, as Charles Lamb said, the very houses are
drunk. Much of this must be imparted by the
imagination of the beholder. There are no precise
rules for drawing religious stools, or trees, or animals;
but then it is only a true artist that can communicate
to the imagination the fitting clinamen. Some
modern, and some even of the Italian painters, are
as much too pretty, too amiable, too Greek, or, it

may be, too English, in their delineations of Scrip-
" ture characters, as Hogarth is too gross and literal.
The Flemings are a great deal too Flemish; Catholic
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pictures are often more Catholic than Scriptural,
but still they have a tincture of devotion, though it
is not devotion of the purest order. Neither poets
nor painters have heen sufficiently careful to dis-
tinguish the Greek from the Hebrew Genius, the
sacred from the mythological. Others substitute
bigness for grandeur, and think to attain the ideal by
arbitrary departure from nature and common sense.
They aim at breadth by the omission of detail, and,
instead of developing the parts from the whole, slur
over the parts altogether. This may not be always
amiss in mythological or allegorical subjects, but it is
highly so in Secripture pieces, which should never lose
the air of reality—should always look like facts;—not
mere fancies, but facts representative of everlasting
truths. )

Page 102.— The persons who crowd the cight busy scenes of
the Rake'’s Progress arc not go well known ; many are bolieved
to be portraits.”

It is not, T think, difficult to guess which among
Hogarth's persons are portraits; but he almost always
makes the portrait of the individual the representative
of the species. The pilfering scrivener in the first
scene—the parson in the Marriage—Captain Stab
in the Levee, whom he introduces again th the
Masquerade-ticket—the projector in the Fleet-prison
——are obviously from nature; but then it remained
for Hogarth to bring out the inner man, and make
the whole life apparent in a single act. The rake
himself does not preserve the &uotor in person,
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nor completely in character. He is best in the Fleet.
The deserted damsel might easily have been prettier.

7

Page 104.—* One Huggins, the friend of Hogarth drew the
act,” &c. '

This Huggins, the son of that cruel keeper of
Newgate who was prosecuted a.long with Bainbridge,
had ghe insolence to translate ‘* Ariosto.” There is
a story of his prgsenting Smollett, the editor of the
“ Critical Review,” with a haunch of venison, and
obtaining a favourable notice in consequence, which
the critic, on the story getting wind, bad the impudent
baseness to retract. He also translated Dante, but
never published the translation; and composed the
Oratorio of Judith, immortalised by Hogarth's
sonorous Music-piece, in which you can actually
discern in what key each performer is singing ;—the
bass, the treble, the counter-tenor, the soprano, are
all both visible and audible.

1

Page 106 — The Sleeping Congregation, in which a heavy
parson is promoting, with all the alacrity of dulness, the slumber
of & respectable, but singular auditory, is very clever.”

Hogarth is certainly the most audible of painters,
as Dante is the most visible of poets. The soporific
drawl of the parson—said to represent Desaguliers
—and the whole gamut of snores in the congregation
rise from the print like a steam of rich distilled
perfume.
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Page 107.—¢ The . second design is that of the Distressed
Poct," &e.

The poet’s wife is perhaps the most loveable figure
that ever Hogarth drew; while the milk-woman has
as little milkiness about her as if she bad been
suckled on blue ruin and brimstone.

Page 107.—* Southwark Fair, another ecarly work, buf for
which there is no certain date, is one of* his most elaborate
performances. It is, however, too crowded, and wants what all his
other works have, that central point of attraction,” &e.

Ireland gives 1783 as the date of the Fair. I
do not think Allan’s objection well-founded. The
female drummer is the central point of attraction,—
a perfect histrionic romance in herself. Of the other
figures none are very remarkable. Perhaps the
bailiffs are the best. But few pictures present a
scene more vividly to the senses. Yousee the Fair,
you hear the Fair, you almost smell the Fair. The
Fall of Bajazet is almost too serious a matter.

-

Page 108.—¢ Of Modern Midnight Conversation, which famous
picco we now come to, it is said by Ircland that most of the
figures are portraits.” ’

Was it the custom of Hogarth's day for clergy to
preside at midnight conversations in full pontifica:
libus? or is the invincible-noddled divine invested
with gown and cassock by the same postic license
which, in old illuminated manuscripts, portrayed
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kings as lying in bed with their crowns and sceptres ?
Judge Kettleby is glso in his wig and bar-gown—a
leering confutation of the adage, ** In vino veritas.”
A lake of punch as large as Ontario would not ex-
tract a moment’s honesty from his lips or his soul.
Drunkenness only intensifies his rascality. His
triumphant scoundrelism rides like a victorious bark,
with all her tackle and her streaming bravery on the
topmost wave of ebriety. What a contrast to the
drunken pathetic of his weeping client, from whose
eyes the vapours of the punch are distilling as fast
as ever did the cratur from forbidden still! Yet
better, if possible, is the crafty man (Amherst?) and
his roguish insolence helping the liquor. The grave
citizen smoking in his nightcap, silent as the grave,
and seeming of as capacious a swallow, contrasts
admirably with the noisy members of the club, even
as the silent Ariadne of Titian with the rout of
Bacchanals. This print is a peculiar favourite in
France and Germany. It was the first Hogarth I
remember. It was at Charles Lamb’s rooms.

Page 110.—« The next work of Hogarth was the Enraged
Musician. , . . . It seems impossible to increase his annoy-
ance by the addition of any other din, save the braying of an ass,
which Cowper says is the only unmusical sound in nature.”

I cannot agree with Cowper. There are more
unmusical sounds in phture than the braying of an
ass, which, to me, has something joyous init; e. g. the
caterwauling of a cat, the squeak of a pig being ringed,
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the nocturnal dialogue of two chained dogs howling re-
sponsive, the screech of an ow), thy roaring of a spoiled
boy, and, at some times, the crowing of a cock,~—than
which nothing can be more annoying to an invalid
Just dropping into a doze. Talking of spoiled boys,
the figure which Allan Cunningham calls a French
drummer is evidently a little pampered and bedizened
wretch, indulged to his own utter misery, and the
torment of all about him. This figure is the only
satirical hit in the whole. The Enraged Musician
is the most purely comic of all Hogarth's works,—I
was going to say, the most purely good-natured ; but
I am afraid the artist, who certainly begrudged the
lavish rewards of foreign musicians, took a malicious
delight in the torments of the poor Frenchman.

Pago 112.—% The Four Times of the Day, in four prints,
were the next works that appeared. The first scene is called
Morning. An old maiden lady, prim, withered, miserly and
morose, is walking to church.”

Cowper has translated the Old Maid into verse
with great success; but the fearful denunciation at
the close is in bad taste, of which there is much more
in Cowper's early couplet poems than in the Task.
Fielding has also adopted this unlovely specimen of
Eve's flesh as the likeness of Miss Bridget Allworthy.
Morning is one of the very best of Hogarth's prints :
it makes one shiver to look at it.

A

Page 114,—¢ The second scene is Noon.”

Noon is capital, too,—particularly the miniature



‘220  NOTES ON “ THE LIFE OF HOGARTH.”

beau, and the yet more diminutive old man in the
Welsh wig. Whag expression in the stream wof
bucks! Hogarth had doubtless observed how very
self-satisfied, happy, and benevolent, péople always
look when coming out of churéh. The damsel with
the dish is a beauty of Hogarth’s school. You feel
that she is pretty, though her picture is but ordinary.

Page 115,—*Tho third is Afternoon, and the. hour five
o’clogk.”

Byening, which Hazlitt did not like, is rather ill-
natured; but still it is worth anytbing. What &
woman ! what little cockatrices of childien I—the
gitl her mother's ewn—the boy may be his papa’s:
he is quite as soft, but not yet quite so patient.
What helpless misery in the poor citizen's counte-
nance ; and what a sweltering afternoon !—whdt an
atmosphere - of punch and tobacce! Such, we are
to believe, -ave the Sabbath rustications of London's
traders. Had Hogarth shown, on other occasions,
more decided affection for the orthodox, we might
conjecture that the print was meant to satirise Sabbath-
breaking recreations. Pictures so derogatory to hu-
man nabure showld not, T think, be set forth without
some definite purpose. Hogarth did not love chil-
dren. Perbaps he was vexed that he had none him-
gelf. I hardly recollect one child meant to be
pleasing in all his origidal works. There is, indeed,
a fine arch little rascal in the picture of Sancho's
Feast—the best in the Quixote series.
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Page 115.—¢ The fourth scene is Night.”

Night is not much in the printg but it u;ay exhibit
fine effects of light and shade in the painting. What
rare blackguards the boys are!

Page 116, —¢The next production was the Strolling Actresses.”

I have no doubt that the intention of the Strolling
Actresses was to ridicule the mythological school of
painting; especially the French and Flemish, where
gods and goddesses were draped—where draped at
all—a la Louis Quatorze. 1 suspect the Rubens’ at
the Luxembourg Gallery were not altogether out of
Hogarth’s thoughts. The absurd jumble of heathen
and Christian emblems in some allegorical pieces is
not overlooked, and the two little devils fighting for
a porter-pot on an sltar explain themselves more
clearly than reverently. It is an allusion common
in Rabelais. There is more of Pantagruelism in
this than in any other of Hogarth’s works; but his
genius was not Lucianic or Rabelaisian. I cannot think
quite o ill of it as Charles Lamb and S. T. Coleridge
did; but it has less imagination and less truth than
the author generally exhibits, and only satirising an
obsolete absurdity has lost whatever meaning it ever
possessed. It is, however, a glorious jumble. It
could not glance at the acted mysteries. Satire on a
folly two centuries dead would be neither humorous
nor intelligible. The operas and English pantomimes
probably suggested a part of the ridicule. It is an
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amusing scene ; but very far from deserving the com-
mendation of Horace Walpole. Much of its piquancy
may be lost by the lapse of time. Some, at least, of
the figures are, most likely, portraits of living theatrical
characters; perhaps more are caricature copies from
ornamental pictures. The Diana does not look like
w virgin goddess : she is, in truth, a Venus, but not
Venus Urania. Juno has something of the character
of that celestial shrew—the most unamisble personage
on Olympus. The Tragic Muse is the three Eume-
nides in one. Night is old, but not venerable.

Page 124.— Of this work (Marriage 3-la-Mode) Dr. Shebbearo
formed a novel, called The Marriage Act; and the author of the
Clandestine Marriage found the story of his drama in its scones,”

I never saw Shebbeare’s novel, but the story of
the * Clandestine Marriage " has no other relation to
the Marriage #-la-Mode than as it includes the
purposed union of a man of quality with a citizen's
daughter. But Sterling, with his grand tours, and
his hot rolls and butter, is a much more genial
character than Hogarth’s Alderman, whose utter
unfeelingness in the last scene is odious and impro-
bable. On the whole the Marriage a-la-Mode is
perhaps the most perfect of Hogarth’s performances,
though the murder scene is hardly equal to the rest.
The likeness of the two principal persons is admi-
rably preserved, and yet more admirably are the
expressions varied. To sustain a character qualis ab
incepto, through a series of adventures, is no slight
achievement ; but to exhibit it as alter et idem—to
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make the identity inviolate, and yet to portray the
changes of time, passion, circumstance, is a’work of
genius vouchsafed to few. Now Hogarth, in the
Harlot's and Rake's Progress, though he fits the
expression admirably to the given scene, has not
perfectly preserved the identity of feature. He
seems to have worked after different models. The
Rake, in particular, is very unlike himself in his
successive stages. DBut, in the Marriage &-la-Mode,
he has converted the sullen, petted, city school-girl,
into the dissipated woman of fashion; and the over-
grown, coxcomb boy, into the vice-sick, dispirited
debauchee, without in anywise departing from the
original mould of faces and persons. No power of
imitation could do this. It is a feat of high imagina-
tion. Counsellor Silvertongue and the Alderman
preserve their original selves without much alteration.
Hogarth could hardly speal truth when he says that
none of the characters were personal. The Quack is
an obvious portrait, and might represent St. André.
The virago, who has given a false bill of health, is
said to resemble the daughter of Cocks, the auc.
tioncer; but I would not willingly believe that
Hogarth would portray any female as a procuress
who was not actually of the profession. More likely
it was Betsy Careless, or some other notorious secre-
tary of vice. But however Hogarth might avail
himself of actual living features, his pictures are
seldom personal in the critical sense. It is upon
the universal, not the particular, likeness that the
effect depends; when a real face answers his purpose,
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he uses itnwithout scruple. As a moral lesson, the
Marriag? a-la-Mode is somewhat defective. Such a
man and such a woman could have been happy in no
marriage. To have justly exposed the evil of matches
of interest and ambition, the parties should have
been originally well-disposed, at least capable of
virtue, and their errors should have resulted from
the ill-assorted union. As far as they show the
misery and ugliness of vice, the pictures are certainly
moral; but they fail to elucidate the precise moral
doctrine which they proposed. Hogarth could have
made little of a happy marriage ; and it is quite as
well that he dropped the design. He was a bad
hand at sentiment; and besides there is not much
to paint in® domestic comfort. I do not conclude
with Wilkes, that his heart was bad, because he did
not choose to exhibit a series of pap-boats, cradles,
rocking-horses, children saying their prayers, or
learning their A B C, ladies in the straw, white-
robed in all the interesting importance of puerperal
languor ; gentlemen in their night-caps, receiving
their physic from a fond, consolatory-looking spouse ;
or happy couples hob-nobbing over their frugal
meal. T rather approve of the practice of dramatists
and novelists who defer the happy marriage to the
last scene of the fifth act, or last chapter of the
third volume. Wilkie or Leslie might paint a happy
wedding, or a happy family, but not a series of happy
nuptial scenes. Hogarth, I dare say, understood
married happiness, enjoyed it himself, and felicitated
it in his friends; but by painting he would only have,
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made it ridiculous or mawkish, Happiness is not
very picturesque, or poetesque either, far-less dra-
matic, for it is serious without being tragic. But, by
your leave, Hogarth does give a happy marriage in
the Idle and Industrious 'Prentices. The scene
where Mr. Goodchild and Miss West are praying
out of the same prayer-book, is one of his best-
natured sketches; nothing harmonises better with
love than devotion, and many happy matches origi-
nate in church. Allan hardly does justice to this
series, some parts of which are equal to any Hogarth
has done; but it is not industry and idleness, but
prudence and depravity. A dead set at a moral
generally misses in some point,

' Page 134.— A painting of a serious character escaped from his
hand during the pressure of more: engrossing engagements; the
Presentation of young Moscs to the daughter of Pharaoh.”

I cannot say much for the seriousness of Moses, or
the Egyptian princess. The ladyis very pretty—rather
alluring, but neither Egyptian, royal, nor scriptural.
Her attitude is very easy ;—one might suspect the same
of her virtue, for Moses is very, very like her; and,
as Mrs. Wilkins says, those that hide know where to
find. The destined law-giver looks like Don Juan—
a little curly-pated, good-for-nothing, and mischief-
making rascal from his birth. I do not think that
Hogarth, either in this picture, or the less equivoeal
Paul before Felix, meant to ridicule the Bible. It
was the painters of saints and prophets, not the saints

, and prophets themselves, whom he derided ; as some
VOL. IL Q
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have travestied Paradise Lost, without being aware
that they were infringing upon Genesis. The St. Paul,
however, is very flat and low; and his serious picture
on the same subject, amply revenges Rembrandt. It
is deplorable. '

Page 135.—The March of the Guards to Finchley is a
performance of a different character,”

It must be confessed, that though the March to

Finchley could give no encouragement to the rebels
who were rotting on the Moor of Drumumossie, it was
not calculated to inspire foreigners with a high
opinion of English discipline; and the dedication to
the King of Prussia, much more renowned as a
tactician and disciplinarian than as a patron of art,
seems to finish the censure. In fact, §'suspect, that
notwithstanding the military hobby-horse of George
the Second, our armies in general, and the guards in
especial, exhibited in his reign a very different army
from what modern inspectors would approve. The
“foot-guards were then a sort of janissaries, or pre-
torians. Many citizens entered the ranks as a pro-
tection against arrest, and still continued their ordinary
occupations. The service was by no means honour-
able. One of Philip Quarles’ numerous wives is quite
indignant when she discovers that he belongs to the
foot-guards. At their first institution these house-
hold troops, the germ of the standing army, were very
unpopular.
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Page 139.—« The two pictures called France and England,” &«

No one, however, can dispute the loyalty and John
Bullism of Hogarth. His France and England are
standing proofs of it. His Frenchmen resemble
nothing human; they are absolute maundrakes, per-
sonifications of famine. The only figure of merit in
France is the Friar, feeling the axe. The grin on
his countendnce is indeed damned good. Tt is the
‘true sensualism of cruelty. England is not much,
but there js a jolly good-humour about it very exhila.
rating. The little fifer has more ease than Hogarth
often exhibits. The prints were probably popular
at the time. A French invasion was actually threat-
ened in 1756; and some years afterwards Thurot

made a desgqnt in Ireland.
\ .

Page 141.— Of the Cockpit I shall speak first,”” &c. .

The grave divine was not afraid to confess that he
had been witness to a cock-match—as fit a scene for
clergymen as an election. Lord Albematle is not the
only nobleman present. Another, decorated with star
and ribbon, succumbs under the weight of a gigantic
carpenter, and in turn crushes an unfortunate indi-
vidual before against the barriers. Perhaps the best
figure is tlie deaf man. Bellay, who wrote a hymn
in commendation of deafness, might have envied
him.

e?2
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Page 141.—% The Cockpit. I know not what influcnce the
satire of thespainter bad on this horrid pastime.”

What influence could a print be expected to have
upon men accustomed to behold the reality, which it
only copies ? Hogarth must himself have frequented
the cock-pit, or how, could he have drawn it so vividly;
and I dare say the barbarism of the spectacle did not
prevent him from heartily enjoying so rich a collection
of humour. The countenance of Lord A. Bertie is
marked with benevolence. I have known kind-
hearted cock-fighters.

Page 142.—¢ An election of a.member of parliament opens a
wide field. ¢ The Entertainment.’ ”’

Charles Lamb thought this print Hogarth’s chef
d'euvre; and though I think that he has several of
profounder interest, it may be questioned whether he
has any that displays so vigorous an invention—such
variety of countenances, each with a character of its
own, and yet all possessed with the spirit of the time.
—such marvellous skill in the grouping, such dis-
tinctness amid all the confusion, such wonderful
variation of attitude, and such strong historic humour,
where can we elsewhere find ?

————— e

Page 144.—“The second scene, ¢ The Canvass,” is Jaid in the
strect of the Borough.”

With all the rio and uproar, we may remark that
there is none of that personal bitterness which lets
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all hell loose at & modern election. All parties seem
- aware that it is a game that is playing—a game from
which honesty is conventionally banished—a satur-
nalia—a sort of Alsatia where morals have no more
business than Cato at the Floral games: a state of
things bad enough if judged by rigid principles; but
surely less diabolical than the Jacobin malignity and
patrician scorn which a contest now conjures up,
turning every gentlewoman into a she-devil, far more
disgusting than the old wife of Bath, whose caresses
the candidate is doomed to endure with such enforced .
complacency ; as the bewigged parson, (Dr. Cosserat,)
who eats the God whom he adores, is, at any rate,
a more genial monster -than the sanctified elec-
tioneerer in orders, who dares to appeal to moral and
religious feelings, and even stakes the authority of
the Church itself in the vile cause of sedition or
oppression. I would that, of the new-created boroughs,
none were worse than Guzzledown. Kiavery is better
than spite. I think I should have backed the argu-
ments of the spouse of the conscientious tailor who
hesitates to receive the gratification. Jacky's bare
feet are eloquent pleaders. Sir John Parnell is the
facetious gentleman who is making a face with his
hand and handkerchief. T like him for volunteering
on the occasion. This is the way to defy satire. The
only thing that I dislike about the print is the figure
of the choking mayor. Apoplexy is nojoke. A broken
head is ull very well. The mottos—Give us back
our eleven days—Marry and Muléply—No Jews—
serve to realise the passages of the time, and explain
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the topics on which his majesty, the people, then chose
to be indignant. None of the other prints are equal
to the first, yet each of them has its merit. The
rustic between the two bribing landlords is a study
for the Judgment of Hercules. The hosts, too, are
well distinguished. The one secure, bold, shameless,
bids openly, and thinks he has made a legal tender
which cannot reasonably be refused. The other sly,
smooth, fawning, secret, a very pimp of Plutus, slides
a larger sum into the hard, yet sensitive palm of the
chaw-bacon, as sweetly as ever billet-douw slipped
into the white melting hand of half-willing virgin.
Pope’s tickler could not have done it better; the
man is sorely puzzled. ‘His enjoyment is quite
amorous. The touch of the shiners thrills in every
vein. The disputants at the door of the Porto-
bello are evidently discussing the merits of Admiral
Vernon, one of the few heroes that have had the
honour of being mob-idols. The fellow astride the
sign of the * Crown,” which he is sawing asunder
amid the huzzas of the country party, too drunk to
consider that its fall hazards his own neck, is one of
Hogarth's happiest attempts at pictorial allegory ;
but the coachman and footman playing cards on the
box of Britannia's down-breaking carriage, are out of
place, and improbable. Allegory should be sparingly
blended with fact. The third is not to me a pleasing
print. The maimed, the sick, the idiotic, and the
dying, are not pleasant objects of laughter. Hogarth
has suffered his imflignation to grow too serious. Yet
the candidates and the lawyers— the security on one
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side, the anxiety on the other, the bluster on both,
the heat, the hustle and the jam of the hustings,
are wonderfully true. The chairing is pure farce.
The best of it is the blind fiddler dancing to his own
music—a happy maniac in the solitude of his own
dark world. It may be observed that Mr. Potter, the
candidate of the first scene, never makes his appear-
ance again. Bubb Dodington’s Diary is an excellent
comment on these prints; there is a degree of open
rascality which disarms all mere reprehension—one
cannot blame Bubb for being a knave—one rather
approves of his fulfilling the purpose of his creation
8o diligently. He knew nothing, he never knew any-
thing, of hounesty. Such was purity of election in the
old days of cramming, bludgeon, and bribery. It is
not much better in these times of fire and dagger
agitation, though the abridging the period of contests,
and dividing the places of polling, is a great improve-
ment.

Page 156.~“ After many essays, Hogarth produced his Sigis-
munda, but no more like Sigismunda than 1 to Hercules.”

I never saw Hogarth's Sigismunda, of which I be-
lieve he made no engraving, therefore cannot speak
to the colouring ; but from a reduced copy, I conclude
that the picture, though not graceful or elegant, has
high dramatic merit. It embodies Dryden’s Sigis-
munda, Hogarth could hardly make her more like
a strumpet than Dryden has done. It is the picture

of a middle-aged woman, in the late summer of her
beauty; of strong passions, restrained, but not subdued,
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and a proud will. An expression of Christian patience
would hardly have suited a person meditating suicide.
I think Hogarth was ill-used about the picture.
Sir R. Grosvenor was a shabby dog. But it was
not wise in Hogarth to attempt to vie with a picture
of established fame. People don't like to be put
out of conceit with their old favourites. We do not
want another King Lear or another Othello. In
vindication of Horace Walpole, whose Whiggism does
not exclude him from the praise of Albemarle Street,
a Quarterly Reviewer remarks that, originally, Sigis-
munda was represented tearing off her ornaments,
and with bloody fingers. The heart is a disgusting
object, and should have been concealed. A lover’s
heart in a picture must always look like a calf’s heart.
It is seldom safe for author, actor; or painter, to enter
upon a new line at a late period of life, Should
Liston make ever so good a Hamlet, he would still
be looked on as Paul Pry. Had Kemble succeeded
ever so well in Falstaff, the tones of Cato and Zanga
would have obstructed the public ear, and dashed
their mirth with perplexity. Whatever the merits of
Hogarth's Sigismunda, the Harlot and the Rake were
sure to stand in her light. Yet mors-unwise was it
to vex his old age with factious politics, and to tax
his declining powers with .the worthless drudgery of
allegorical caricature. I never could understand the
allusions in ¢ The Times,’ or see either wit, humour,
sense, or fun in it.* The worst political caricature

* This drew forth my print of * The 'i‘lmes," a subject which tended
to the restoration of peace and unanlmity.”— Hogarth.
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« ever published by Hone, Cruikshank, Tegg, or Roland-
son, has more meaning.

How Hogarth could expect to quench a popular
conflagration with such a wet dish-clout, is unaccount-
able. It would hardly have told had it been on
the popular side. Allan is, I think, too severe on
Churchill; Hogarth certainly struck the first blow,
and he was not & man who could reasonably expect
to be spared. It is not true that Churchill reproached
him with his age; he censured the pursuits that
meke age irreverend and infirmity unpitiable. When
Shakspeare says, * How ill grey hairs become a fool—
a jester,” does he deride or vindicate the sanctity of
grey bhairs 2  Does the man who peers at the failings
of his fellow-creatures through spectacles, and depicts
them with a trembling hand, give a very amiable
iden of gld age? An old man should no more be a
satirist than a lover. On the whole, I think it had
begn well for poor Churchill if his early death-bed
had been haunted with no heavier offence than his
attack upon Hogarth,

i’uge 165.— Wilkes says truly, in allusion to his own portrait,
that he did not make himself,” &e.

Satirists. are apt to entertain very exaggerated
notions of their own power and influence. The fact
is, they are all but impotent, unless they swim with
the stream. Hogarth telks as if his portrait of
Wilkes was alone sufficient to strip that worthy of
all the imputed honours of political martyrdom ; as if,



934  NOTES ON *“ THE LIFE OF HOGARTH.”

forsooth, a patriot might not squint, or a champion of ,
the people look like the deity of Lampsacus. Wilkes's
ugliness had not spoiled his fortune with the women;
how, then, could *his effigy impair his credit with the
mob ?

Page 166.— Milton was not unwxllmg to claim the merit of
having shortened the life of Salmasius,”

T should like to see, indeed I must seek out, the
passage in which Milton exults in the death of
Salmasius. I hope neither he nor Churchill meant
the actual bond fide death of body or soul, but only
the destruction of force and influence.

Page 166,— The last work of Hogarth was worthy of bis
genius, and is known to the world by the title of Credulity,
Superstition and Fanaticism,” .

T do not like this print at all. It has the.profane-
ness without the humour of the Tale of a Tub. , It
is an unsuccessful attempt at pantagruelism, with
all the outrageousness and none of the richness of
*Rabelais. It is a jumble of ‘various superstitions,
some sharply opposed to each other, never co-existent
in the same sect, hardly at the same time. It is a
vain attempt to crowd togethér all possible aberra-
tions of afflicted huwanity in regard to the unseen
world, to mingle in a witch’s caldron all the poisonous
herbs and abortive births of the waste of ignorance,
and discharge the hell-broth on the head of Metho-
dism. But there is little method in the design, and
not much merit in the execution. The boy vomiting
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pins, and the rabbit-breeder, are merely disgusting.
In the original sketch, which is in all respects
superior to the alteration, though still very offensive,
the place of the former is occupied by a most devout
dog ; d figure which was really a light diffusing cheer-
fulness over the gloom. The faces of the Jew and the
clerk are also altered for the worse. The original
design is well copied in the third volume of Ireland’s
Hogarth. The two figures in the clerk's pew
evidently glance at a common reproach against the
followers of Wesley, but Wesley never inculcated the
worship of images; the action, therefore, of the
extatic pair wants decorum in every sense of the
word, and is as absurd as it is gross. I am not one
who hold that all folly and all iniquity should be
sacred from ridicule, the moment that it assumes
the namg and garb of rehglon, any more than that
sedition, slander, indecency, or breach of the peace,
should plead liberty of conscience against the law.
All manner of imposition, all dogmatism, whether
supported by bullying, or by sophistry, all human
inventions that forge the Divine signature, all that
paraphernalia which would establish a spiritual
dominion by fascination of the senses, all the arts of
priestcraft, and all the despotism of hierarchy, are
Jjust and laudable objects of satire, so long as the
satirist is oareful not to weed up the wheat along with
the tares. The religion of the sense, the religion of
positive law, the religion of false expediency, may
lawfully be laughed to scorn; but the religion of the
beart, the fears and groanings -of the soul convinced
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of sin, the unutterable yearnings of the creature made
subject to vanity for freedom, even the vile error
that mistakes physical sensation, or the deceits of the
evil one, for the Inmediate presence of the Supreme,
a delirium for the beatific vision, are too holyor too
dreadful for ridicule. Man’s heart, even in its delu-
sions, its perverseness, its sinfulness, is a holy—an
awful thing. Its issues are for eternity. As a
somewhat parallel case, I would say that the fashion
of gallantry is the fittest theme for comedy ; but true
love is too sacred, and lust too fearful to be sported
with,

Page 167.—“ They whose enthusiastic delusions Bishop Laving-
ton terms  religion run mad,’ "

Bishop Lavington is inaccurate. True religion
never was mad ; but madness sometimes assumes the
form of religion. It is possible, indeed, that super-
stition, fanaticism, or ascetic devotion may produce
physical madness.

Page 174.— Nichols, a person who misconceived Hogarth’s
genius, since ho said it was exclusively comic, and who was there-
fore likely to misunderstand his character, has described him as a
man whosc whole powers of pleasing were confined to his pencil,
whose mannegs were gross and uncultivated,”

The truth probably was, Hogarth was a gentleman
in gentlemen’s company, but found himself more at
ease in society that furnished more available studies
for his pencil. That he was vulgar can hardly be
true. His intellect forbad it. His very representa

a
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tions of vulgarity are too ideal to be vulgar. If he
were gross it was the vice of his age.

The offences of Hogarth against decency are few,
~—for the most part latent, and néver mischievous,
because never alluring. His aversion to religious
pictures, however, often leads him to the brink of
profaneness ; but, in extenuation, it must be remem-
bered that he lived in a very gross and a very irre-
ligious age. Methodism taught the necessity of zeal
to the clergy—the French Revolution convincgd the
aristocracy that Christianity was essential to the
privileged order.

Page 176.—*¢ When I sat to Hogarth,' said Mr. Cole, ¢the
custom of giving vails to servants was not discontinued.’™

Hogarth’s conduct in regard to his servants seems
to have been altogether excellent. I can bhardly
think Sir Joshua could have been serious in his offer
to his man, Ralph.* Nobility itself neither then nor
yet prohibits servants from exacting gratuities, when
mausions or galleries are open to the public. Hogarth,
partly from the circumstances of his birth and educa-
tion, partly from the charhcter of his genius and the
line of art which he pursued, was likely to understand
the menial classes much better than Reynolds, to
take & deeper interest-in their welfare, their amuse-
ments and their enjoyments, and at the same time to
bear a more watchful eye on their cupidity and slyness.

* # 3ir Joshua Reynolds gave his servant 6. annually of wages, and
offered him 1007. a year for the door.
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Reynolds was certainly not deficient in generosity.
Had there been any appearance of meanness about
him, the haughty Johnson would never have asked
remission of a debt which he had the meauns of paying.
But he seems, like many old bachelors, and T may
add like most persons of a refined and fastidious
taste, to have wanted that spirit of kindly good-nature
which wishes to be well with all, and is eager to
bestow even a momentary pleasure on all that are
capalle of being pleased.

Page 179.—¢ Accompanying the prints of Hogarth’s favorite
works, appeared explanations in verse, sometimes with the names
of the authors, but oftener without, and all alike distinguished
by weakness and want of that graphic accuracy which marked the
engravings.”

Surely the verses of Hoadly appended to the
Rake's Progress are not devoid of poetic merit. They
are sweetly versified and well expressed. DBankes
wrote lines descriptive of Southwark Fair, and of
the Modern Midnight Conversation—no way ex-
cellent, but the former curious and explanatory. But
few of Hogarth’'s works furnish good subjects for
poetry. No language is picturesque enough to fur-
nish terms equivalent to his strokes, and, for the
most part, his dramatis persone are only fit for dumb
show. To make them speak’ otherwise than such
folks do speak would break the charm; to write or
utter the words they must needs be saying were in-
tolerable to ear and eye. Poetical descriptions of
pictures are scldom very good. I am glad that poets
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have left off giving directions to painters. A poet
may describe, or rather express, the feelings produced
by a picture ; but poetry must be always something
more or something less than® painting Poetic® de-
scription should never be too definite. It should
feed and stimulate, not constrain, the shaping power.

Page 182,—¢ The morality of Hogarth has beon questioned.”

Perhaps no satirist is less obnoxious to the charge
of teaching the vices he exposes: than Hogarth.
Whatever pity the Harlot or the Rake may excite by
their misfortunes, begets no secret liking for their
crimes. But there are persons who think all-satire
immoral, and that the very existence of vice should
be concealed.

Page 182.—% He has been accused of want_of knowledge in
the human form, aund of grace and serenity of expression.”

Hogarth was unquestionably deficient in drawing,
and judged merely by the eye. His attitudes are
seldom pleasing, and not always natural. But his
figures are almost as expressive as his faces. With
him a drunken man is drunk all over. The laziness
of the Idle Apprentice relaxes every joint and muscle ;
and when brought before his former fellow prentice,
he crouches with his whole soul and body.  Serenity
would not have suited his subjects.

Page 183.—¢ In his memorandums respecting the cstablishment
of an Academy of Art in England, he writes well and wiscly.”

I am partly of Hogarth's opinion. Academies may
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,fos;er, bt cannot ereate genius. That ours has
improved the mechanic art of painting caunot be
dlsputed It has established & sort of aristocracy in
art, and probably impioved the education of artists.
For poetry an academy can do absolutely nothing, and
just as little. for the poetry of painting. Perbaps,
however, Hogarth under-rated the advantages of
instruction and association, as much as Reynolds
over-rated them. His own was a faculty that can be
neither learned,, taught, nor acquired. More general
education might have given him more grace, more
temperance, more suavity, but perhaps might have
seduced him at times from the path in which he was
first and sole, to others, in which he could not have
been more than fifth or sixth, More professional
education might have taught him to draw better, if
he could have submitted to be taught; but I believe |
him to bave been unteachable. Thus, having suec-
ceeded himself without instruction, by the force of
ideas potentiated by observation, he thought rules,
which are all that can be taught, were of no use to
anybody,~—and here he was mistaken,—but there is
no occasion to ascribe his mistake to envy. Perhaps
conceit might have something to do with it.

Page 186.4¢Ap a pamter, says Walpole, ¢ Hogarth has
slender merit,’ "

If by a painter you mean an artist who charms the
eye by combinations of form and colour, and who
satisfies the intellectual desire for symmetry, pro-
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portion, and the oldev &dyav,.he certui_nly"doeqs not’
rank with Raphael. As for the co-extension of the
terms, painter and poet, it does ndt much avail.*
Those who deny Hogarth to be a painter, woul(l pro-
bably deny Crabbe to be a poet.

ON THE GENIUS OF HOGARTH.

“ Perhaps if Hogarth had written his pictures, they would have
been much in the style of Hudjbras.”—Athenaum.

This I think more than doubtful. In the first place,
Hogarth's pictures could not be written. They canunot
even be described. Hogarth's attewptd at pictorial wit
are, for the most part, poor enough. He has every shade
and variety of humour that can be indicated to the
eye. IHumour in the fulness of its ancient accepta-
tion. Farcical, as in the Strolling Actresses and
Enraged Musician; pure comic, as in the Modern
Midnight Conversation; bitterly satiric, as in the
last scene of the Harlot's Progress; keenly pathetic
in a hundred instances; sometimes wide and general,
as in Southwark Fair, the Industrious Apprentice’s
Mayoralty, the March to Finchley, &c.; sometimes
intensely individualised, 8s in the Projector in the
Fleet, the Roguish Scrivener in the Rake's Progress,
the Quack in Marriage a-1a-Mode, the congregation
issuing from the French Chapel in Noo®t; but every-
where it is humour. A twist, & perversion, a haut
gout of the total man, a moral, not an intellectual

* 4] claim a sigoification as wido for the word Paintor, as for the
word Peet'—A, C. *
VOL. IL R



242 NOTES ON “ THE LIFE OF REYNOLDS."”

distortion. He takes just as much of the plebeian
half-animal man as looks and gestures can express,
and for which language affords no sufficient exponent.
His pictures might, were there Mathewses and
Mundens enough, be acted in dumb-show, but they
.could not be dramatised in words. Secondly, there
is no resemblance of mind between Butler and
Hogarth. Had Butler been a painter like Hogarth,
or rather like Callot, he might have produced a
highly idealised resemblance of the allegorical carica-
tures of Gilray. Had Hogarth written, instead
.of painted, his scenes and stories, I suspect he would
have approached to the harsher passages of Fielding.
Burns had more of Hogarth in him than had Butler.

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS.

Page 206.—* He who shared in imagination the imperial robe
of Michel Angelo, would have scorned the meaner mantle of
Godfrey Kneller.”

Sir Joshua had too much sense to share in imagi-
nation