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In the will of the late Thomas Moore,
written in 1828, there occurs the follow-
ing passage 1 —

“I also confile to my valued friend, Lord
[ John Russell, (having obtained his kind promise

i to undertuake this service for me,) the task of

i Jooking over whatever papers, letters, or jour-
. nals, T may Jeave behind me, for the purpose of
i forming from them some kind of publication,
i whether in the shape of memoirs or otherwise,
i which may afford the means of muking some
; provision for my wife and family.”
| Many years have elapsed since this paper
. was written, and since the promise referred
! to was made.  But the obligation has not
i become less sacred, and the reader will not
I wonder that I have thought it right to
" comply with the request of my deceased
" friend.

The papers which have been thus left
[ consist of, A Memoir of his Life, written
by himself, beginning from his birth, but
only reaching to the year 1799, when he
was not twenty years old. A journal,
begun in 1818, and extending to the
years 1846-7. Letters to and from various
correspondents, but especially to his mo-
ther.

I have arranged these materials in  the
following order: I have placed first the
Memoir of his Life. I have then given
a great variety of letters, extended over
the period from 1800 to 1818, with
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respect to which there is neither memoir
nor journal. With these letters there is
inserted a short account of his duel with
Mzr. Jeffrey, written by himself. I have
next proceeded with the Journal, which
has been very carefully kept till the
period of his illness.

In preparing these papers for the press,
I lhave felt the embarrassments which
must weigh upon any one who has a simi-
lar task to perform.

In the first place, it is not casy to chose
between the evil of over-loading the work
with letters and anccdotes not worth pre-
serving, and the danger of losing the indi-
vidual likeness by softening or obliterating
details.

Upon the whole, I have chosen to en-
counter blame for the former, rather than
for the latter, of these fanlts. Mr. Moore
was one of those men whose genius was
so remarkable that the world ought to be
acquainted with the daily current of his
life, and the lesser traits of his character.
I know at least, that while I have often
heen wearied by the dull letters of in-
significant men, I have been far more in-
terested by the voluminous life of a
celebrated man, than I should have been
by a more general and compendious
biography. The lives of Sir Walter
Scott and Madame de Genlis derive
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- much of their interest from the reality
. which profuse details give to the story.
- Indeed it may be observed, that the

greatest masters of fiction introduce small

circumstances and homely remarks in
order to give life and probability to
storics which otherwise would strike the
imagination as absurd and inconceivable.
i Thus Dante brings before us a tailor
ithrending his needle, and the crowds
. which pass over a well known bridge in
i order to carry his readers with him on
 his strange and incredible journey. Thus
! Cervantes describes places and persons
| like one who has himself seen them. Thus
likewise Defoe remarks every trifling
| circumstance which a real Robinson Cru-
; soe might have retained in his memory;
aan(l waﬂ: makes his Gulliver carefully
! minute in his measurements of Lilliput
i houses and Brobdignag corn. This atten-
" tion to little circumstances gives a hue
. of reality even to these wondrous and
: fanciful fictions, and makes Don Quixote,
Robinson Crusoe, and Gulliver better
known to us than Homer, Virgil, and
Shakspeare. But if this is the mode in
which these great masters have imparted
an interest to imaginary events, it is a
proof that in slight, but characteristic,
" details is to be found the source of sym-
. pathy in the story of a real life.
Returning to biography, I will here
insert a remark of Mr. Lockhart in the
seventh volume of his Life of Sir Walter
Scott:—*“Let it be granted to me, that
Scott belonged to the class of first-rate
men, and I may very safely ask, who
would be sorry to possess a biography of
any such man of a former time in full and
honest detail.” Let us not forget like-
wise that our literature is spreading every
year both in the old world and in the
new. In our own country the diffusion
of knowledge, and in foreign countrics

the greater acquaintance with our lan-
guage, incrgases the number of readers.
In the new world millions are added every |
year to the number of those whose govern-
ment and institutions are American, but
whose literature is English. Among these |
increasing millions there will in all pro-
bability be communities holding aloft the
literature of England through the ocean
of time. They will neither be subject to
conquest by a superior state like the
Greeks, nor exposed to the invasion of
barbarians like the Romans. To them the
English will ever be a living language,
and among them the names of Byron,
Scott, Moore, Campbell, Rogers, Words-
worth, and Crabbe will ever be famous.

Is it too much to cxpect that the life
of each of these men will be the subject
of inquiry, of curiosity, and of affectionate
concern ?

The second difficulty is of a more serious
kind. If it is a bad thing to tire the
world with details which are not enter-
taining, it is a much worse thing to amnuse
them with stories and remarks which are
not harmless. The transactions and the
conversations related in Moore's Journal
are of such recent occurrence, that it is
diflicult to avoid giving pain by the pub-
lication of his papers. The world can
well bear a great deal of scandal of
the times of Charles the Sccond, which
the gossiping pen of Pepys has presented
to us. But the times of George the
Fourth cannot be displayed with equal un-
reserve, and in disturbing the dark recosses
of society, we may at every instant touch
a web which

“ Fecls at cach thread, and lives along the line.”

In performing the task I have under-
taken, I had two considerations to guide
me : —In the first place, it was plain that
Mr. Moore intended to leave out of the
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materials of his Memoir, Letters, and
Journal, ¢ the means of making some pro-
vision for his wife and family.” In the
next place it was clear, that, by assigning
to me the task of *looking over whatever
papers, letters, or journals,” he might
{ leave behind him “for the purpose of
i forming from them some kind of memoir
| for publication, whether in the shape of
memoirs or otherwise,” he meant to leave
much tomy discretion.

With respeet to the first of these con-
siderations, the melancholy loss of all his
children, and the death of his sister Ellen
towards the close of his life, left his be-
loved and devoted wife the sole person for
whom provision was to be made. Mr.
Longman. anxious to comply with the
wishes of Mr. Moore, at once offered for
Mr. Moore’s papers, on condition of my
undertaking to be the editor, such a sum,
as with the small pension allowed by the
Crown, would enable Mrs. Moore to enjoy
for the remainder of her life the moderate
income which had latterly been the extent
and limit of the yearly family expenses.

With respeet to the second considera-
tion, T have endeavoured to preserve the
interest of letters and of a diary written
with great frecedom and familiarity, at as
little cost as possible to those private and
hallowed {feelings which ought always to
be respeeted. 1t is a comfort to reflect,
that the kindness of Moore’s nature, and
the general benevolence which his bright
talents and warm heart excited, tend to
exhibit socicty, in his view of it, in its
best aspect. 1t is thus with a good por-
trait-painter.  Not only would Sir Joshua
Reynolds paint better that which was be-
fore him than an ordinary limner, but
that which was before him would be better
worth painting. For, by agreeable con-
versation, and by quickness in catching
the best turn of the features, he would

raise upon the countenance and fix upon
the canvas, the wisest look of the judge,
the liveliest expression of the wit, and
the most brilliant glances of the beauty.

Moore's life, from infancy to decay, is
represented in his own account, whether
in the shape of memoir, lctters, or diary.
There will be seen his early progress as a
schoolboy; his first success as an author;
his marriage; the happiness of his wedded
life; the distress arising from the defal-
cation of his deputy at Bermuda; his re-
sidence at Paris; his popularity as a poet;
and, lastly, the domestic losses which
darkened his latter days, and obscured one
of the most sparkling intellects that ever
shone upon the world. His virtues and
his failings, his happiness and his afflic-
tions, his popularity as an author, his
success in society, his attachment as a
friend, his love as a son and a husband,
are reflected in these volumes.  Still there
are some remarks which an editor may be
allowed to make by way of introduction to
this work.

The most engaging as well as the most
powerful passions of Moore were his do-
mostic affections. It was truly and saga-
ciously observed of him by his friend,
Miss Godfrey, * You have contrived, God
knows how! amidst the pleasures of the
world, to preserve all your home fireside
affections true and genuine as you bronght
them out with you; and this is a trait in
your character that I think beyond all
praise; it is a perfection tnat never goes
alone; and I believe you will turn out a
saint or an angel after all.”*

Twice a week during his whole life,
except during his absence in America and
Bermuda, he wrote a letter to his mother.
If he had nothing else to tell her, these
letters conveyed the repeated assurance of

* Miss Godfrey, Oct. 2, 1806.
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his devotion and attachment.  Ilis ex-
pressions of tenderness, however simple
and however reiterated, are in my estima-
tion, more valuable than the brightest
jewels of his wit. They flow from a
heart uncorrupted by fame, unspoilt by
the world, and continue to retain to his

infancy. In the same stream, and from
the same source, flowed the waters of true,
deep, touching, unchanging affection for
his wife. From 1811, the year of his
marriage, to 1852, that of his death, this
excellent and beautiful person received
from him the homage of a lover, enhanced
by all the gratitude, all the confidence,
which the daily and hourly happiness he
enjoyed were sure to inspire. Thus,
whatever amusement he might find in
society, whatever sights he might behold,
whatever literary resources he might seck
elsewhere, he always returned to his home
with a fresh feeling of delight.  The time
he had bLeen absent had always been a
| time of exertion and of exile; his return
restored him to tranquillity and to peacec.
Keen as was his natural scense of enjoy-
ment, he never balanced between pleasure
and happiness. 1lis letters and his jour-
nal bear abundaut evidence of these natu-
ral and deep-seated aflictions.

His affections as a father were no less
genuine, but were not equally rewarded.
The deaths of some of his children at an
early period, of his remaining daughter
and of his sons at a more advanced age,
together with some other circumstances,
cast a #loom over the latter years of his
life, which was never entirely dispelled.

Another characteristic quality of Moore,
was his love of independence.  Unfortu-
nately for him he entertained, as a young
man, cxpeetations of advancement and
competeney, if not wealth, from a patron.
Lord Moira, who assumed that character,

old age the accents and obedient spirit of

secms to have meant kindness, and per-
haps, to have done all in his power to help
the rising poet, but his attempts were not
altogether successful.  Tle procured for
Mr. Moore an office in the Court of Ad-
miralty at Bermuda, which produced the
only great pecuniary embarrassment from
which he ever suffered.  When Lord
Moirawent to India, he Jamented he could
not take Mr. Moore with him, hut made
some indistinct offer of exchanging some
portion of his patronage to help his friend
at home. Mr. Moore’s answer was
prompt and conclusive. Whatever he
might have done had employment imme-
diatcly under Lord Moira been offered to
him, he replied to this last proposal, “I

would rather struggle on as I am, than
take anything that would have the effect
of tying up my tongue under such a
system as the present.” #

answer, he was obliged to write to Mr.
Power, the publisher of his music, for an
advance of three or four pounds, as he had
not sixpence in his house.

Lord Moira, who scems to lLave es-
teemed Moore'scharacter, was not offinded
by his spirit; he continued to open to him
his library and his house at Donington,
and was in fact of more use to him by
that kindness than if he had carried him
to the East Indies to waste his genius in
the details of office. Tt must also be re-
corded that Lord Moira had given his
father an office in Dublin, which for many
years relieved Mr. Moore from a burthen
he could hardly have supported. It may,
however, with truth be averred, that while
literary men of acknowledged talent have
aclaim on the governmentof their country,
to save them from penury or urgent dis-

* Tetters to Lady Donegal and Mr. Power,

1812,

B ——

Within a few days of giving this '
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tress, it is better for literature that emni- | life, was no more than sufficient to defray,
nent authors should not look to political | in the most humble manner, the expenses
patronage for their maintenance. It is yof subsistence.  But this pension had no
desirable that they who are the heirs of | reference to political conduct, and left him
fame should preserve an independence of | as free as it found him.

position, and that the rewards of the | Another marked quality of Moore was
Crown should not bind men of letters | his cheerfulness.  Keenly sensitive to
in servile adherence.  Rightly did Mr. | criticism he was yet far more pleased with
Moore understand the dignity of the | praise than annoyed by blame, and was
laurel.  Ie never would barter his free- | always more elevated by admiration than
dom away for any favour from any quar- | depressed by censure. In all contingen-
ter. Although the wolf of poverty often | cies he could say,

prowled round his door, he never aban- | «wpen equal chances arbitrate th' event,
doned his humble dwelling for the safety | My mind inclines to hope rather than fear;”
of the City, or the protection of the Palace.
From the strokes of penury indeed, neither

his uncea.in:fc i{pzlt::x?mf ala texit.” this tone to Miss Godfrey:—*Your
. . friends, the Fudges, are nearly out of hand.
But never did he make his wife and | 1 o0 yel] this shock did not come upon
tamily a pretext fo.r political shabbmegs; me sooner, as it might perhaps (though I
ll(',‘\'(.‘l‘l(]ld he imagine t.hzllt t?t leave ta d}lﬁ' doubt whether it would) have damped my
rraiced name as an inheritance to his| - : . " 1
{;hildr(-u was his dutyasa father. Neither guiety with them; but, I (_ion ’ l\.now how
! ' . .. | it is, as long as my conscience is sound,
did he, like many a richer man, with | .14 ta¢ suffering is not attended Dby de-
necligence amou_ntmg t? crime, leave his | ;) quency, I doubt whether even a prison
tr:.ulvsfn(.-n to suffer for his want off(..\rtune. will make much difference in my cheer-
Mingling carceful economy with an intense | g10000.
love of all the enjoyments of society, he
managed, with the assistance of his excel-
lent wife, who carried on for him the de- I crossed from Dover to Calais with
tail of his houschold, to struggle through ! him not long afterwards, when he was
all the petty annoyances attendant on nar- | leaving his country, embarrassed by an
row means, to support his father, mother, . unforeseen incumbrance, and with but an
and sister, hesides his own family, and at [ uncertain hope of an carly return.  Yet
hix death he left no debt behind him. he was as cheerful as if he Lad been going
It is true that Mr. Moore had a small § for a few weeks' amusement to the Conti-
offioc at Bermuda, and that in his latter © nent, and we amused ourselves with ima-
days he received a pension of 3007 a-ycar | ginary paragraphs, describing his exile as |
from the Crown. But the office at Ber- | ““the consequence, of an unfortunate at-
muda was of little avail to him, was the | tackment.” His sensibility to happy and
cause of the greatest embarrassment he | affecting emotions was exquixite. A re-
ever suffered, and obliged him to pass in | turn to his wife and children after even a
a foreign country more than a year of his | short separation affected him  deeply; i
life. The pension which was granted to | music enchanted him; views of great |
him, by Her Majesty, near the end of his | seenes of nature made him weep. I shall

and when the certainty of a misfortune
left no room for doubt he could write in

@

¢ Stone walls do not a prison make," &e.”

—
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never forget the day when T hurried him
on from a post-house in the Jura moun-
tains to get a first view of the \lps at
sunset, and on coming up to him found
himspecchless and in tears, overcome with
the sublimity of Mont Blanc.

As he grew older this sensibility gave
a deeper gloom to his sorrows, but during
the greater part of his life his Jove, and
affections, and admiration being much
keener than his dislikes, and antipathies,
and aversions, he derived from this con-
stitution of his nature a degree of happi-
ness to which few men can attain.  To
the good qualities of Moore both Byron
and Scott, his great cotemporarics, have
borne witness.

“I have read Lalla Rookh (says Dyron), but
not with ~ufficient attention yet, for I ride ubout,
and loungze, and ponder, and two or three other
things, so that my reading is very desultory,
and not <o attentive as it used to be.  Tam
very clad to hear of its popularity, for Moore is
a very noble fellow in all recpects, and will
enjoy it without any of the bad feelings which
success—good or evil —sometimes engenders
in the men of rhyme. Of the poem itself, I will
tell you my opinion when I have mastered it.
I say of the poem, for I don't like the prose at
all; in the meantime, the ‘Fire-Worshippers’ is
the best, and the ¢ Veiled Prophet’ the worst of
the volume.”

Lord Byron says elsewhere,

* Moore has a peculiarity of talent, or rather
talents — poetry, mausie, voice, all his own; and
an expression in each, which never was, nor will
be, possessed by another. But he is capable of
still higher flights in poetry. By the by, what

bumour, what — everything, in the * Post-Bag!’
There is nothing Moore may not do, if he will
bat seriously set aboat it, In society he is gen-
tlemanly, gentle, and, altogether, more pleasing
than any individual with whom 1 am acquainted.
{ For his honour, principle, and independence, his
conduct to Hunt speaks ¢ trumpet-tongued.’ He
hian but one fault —and that one I daily regret
~—he is not here.”

Walter Scott, in his “ Diary," gives the

tollowing just account of the diflerences
and resemblanees between himself and

Moore:

“Nov, 22,1825, Moore. T saw Moore (for
the first time, I may say, this scason). We
had, indecd, met du publie twenty years ago.
There ix a manly frankness, with perfect ca-e
and good breeding about him, which is delight-
ful.  Not the least touch of the poet or the
pedant. A little, very little man  less, T think.
than Lewis. and something like him in pereon;
God knows, not in conversition; for Matt,
though a clever fellow, was a hore of the first
deseription ; moreover, he looked always like a
schoolboy.  Now Moore has none of this insig-
nificance. iy countenanee is plain, but the
expression is very animated, especially in sprak-
ing or singing, so that it is fir more interesting
than the finest features eould have rendered it,
I was aware that Byron had often spaken, both
in private society and in hix journal, of Moope
and myself in the same breath, and with the
same sort of regand; so I was curious to s
what there eould be in common botwixt ys
Moore having lived so much in the gay world,
I in the country, and with peaple of husiuess,
and sometimes with politicians; Moore a seholar,
I none; he a musician aund artist, I withoat
knowledge of a noto; he a democrat, I an
aristocrat ; with many other points of difference ;
besides his being an Irishman, I a Scotchman,
and both tolerably national. Yet there is a
point of resemblance, and a strong one. We
are both good-humoured fellows, who rather
seek to enjoy what is going forward than to
maintain our dignity as Lions ; and we have both
seen the world too widely and too well not to
contemn in our souls the imaginary consequence
of literary people, who walk with their noses in
the air, and remind me always of the fellow
whom Johnson met in an alehouse, and who
called himself ‘the great Twalmly, inveptor
of the floodgate iron for smoothing linen.! Ie
always enjoys the mot pour rirs, and wo do I.
It was a pity that nothing save the total de-
struction of Byron's memoirs would watisfy his
executors; hut there was a reason— Iremat nox
alta. It wonld bo a delightful addition to life,
if Thomas Moore had a cottage within two miles
of me. We went to the theatre together, and
the house being luckily a good one, received
Thomas Moore with rapture. I could have
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hugered them, for it paid back the debt of the
kind reeeption I met with in Ircland.” *

I have placed in the notes some other
testimonies to the merit of Moore, for
which I am indebted to a cotemporary
lmbli('ulinn.f

The independence of his character, and
the fastidiousness of his taste, affected his
opinions both in polities and religion.
His political sympathies in early youth
were deeply and ardently engaged on the
side of those who excited and partook in
the Iri-h Rebellion, so wickedly pro-
voked, so rashly begun, and so cruelly
| erushed, in 1798, But the sight of de-
. moeracy  triumphant  in America soon
i diseusted him; and speaking of Hudson,
one of his carliest and most enthusiastic
college friends, who had settled at Balti-
more, he writeg to his mother @ I shall
leave this place for Philadelphia on to-
morrow, or the day after. I shall sce
there poor Edward Hudson, who, if I am
rightly informed, has married the daugh-
ter of a very rich bookseller, and is taken
into partnership by the father. Surely,
surely, this country must have cured him
of republicanism.”

In another letter he says,—‘“I have
seen Edward Hudson: the rich book-
seller I had heard of is Pat Byrne, whose
danghter Hudson has married; they are,
I believe, doing well. I dine with them
to-day. Oh! if Mrs. Merry were to
know that! However, I dined with the
Consul-General yesterday, which makes
the balance even. I feel awkward with
Hudson now; he has perhaps had reason
to confirm iim in his politics, and God
knows I sce cvery reason to change
mine.”

Although the view which he took of

* Lifo of Scott, vol. vi. p. 128.
t The Irish Quarterly Review, No. VI. See
Note A.

America and her institutions was after-
wards referred to by him as a mere boyish
impression, yet a similar alteration took
place in his views regarding his native
country.  Although nothing could be
warmer or more constant than his love
for Ireland, he never could look with
complaceney on the attempts at revolution
by foree, or even on the organised agita-
tion of opinion which from time to time
disturbed the peace of his unhappy coun-
try. Of his own feelings he speaks thus
in one of the dedications of the Irish
Mclodies : — “To those who identify
nationality with treason, and who sce, in
every effort for Ireland, a system of hos-
tility towards England; to those too who,
nursed in the gloom of prejudice, are
alarmed by the faintest gleam of liberality
that threatens to disturb their darkness
(like that of Demophoon of old, who,
when the sun shone upon him, shivered);
to such men I shall not deign to apologise
for the warmth of any political sentiment
which may occur in the course of these
pages. But, as there are many, among
the more wise and tolerant, who, with
feeling enough to mourn over the wrongs
of their country, and sense enough to
perceive all the danger of not redressing
them, may yet think that allusions in the
least degree bold or inflammatory should
be avoided in a publication of this popu-
lar description, I beg of these respected
persons to believe, that there is no one
who deprecates more sincerely than I do
any appeal to the passions of an ignorant
and angry multitude; but, that it is not
through that gross and inflammable region
of socicty a work of this nature could
ever have been intended to circulate. It
looks much higher for its audience and
readers: it is found upon the pianofortes
of the rich and the educated — of those
who can afford to have their national zeal
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a little stimulated, without exciting much
dread of the excesses into which it may
hurry them; and of many whose nerves
may be, now and then, alarmed with ad-
vantage, as much more is to be gained by
their fears than could ever be expected
from their justice.” *

Of the political agitation, which, whe-
! ther under the name of Catholic Associa-
tion, or any other, has so often been em-
ployed as a means to obtain redress, or
change, he never speaks but with repug-
nance and dislike. The language used to
move an ignorant mass was abhorrent to
his taste ; the machinery of meetings and
societies suited ill with his love of domes-
tic quiet; the fierce denunciations uttered
by impassioned orators jarred with his
feelings of kindness and goodwill to man-
kind.

On the other hand, his spirit of inde-
pendence revolted against a proposition
by which a seat in Parliament was offered
him in the days when Mr. O'Connell
ruled supreme over the minds of the
great majority of the Irish people. If I
am not mistaken, he expressed to Mr.
O’Connell himself his manly determina-
tion not to bend his political will to any
one. Thus, in the midst of an agitation
purely Irish, the most gifted of Irish
I patriots held aloof, foregoing the applanse
in which he would have delighted, and
the political distinetion for which he ofien
sigked, that he might not sully the white
robe of his independence, or 'file his soul
for any object of ambition or of vanity.

An equal devotion to truth marked his
literary character.  The liberal opinions
of the Whigs, combined with the literary
tastes of the chicf members of that party,
naturally led him to espouse their cause

* Irish Melodies, No. VI. Dedieation to

Lady Donegal.

.
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and live in their society.  Yet in his Life
of Sheridan he did not hesitate to question
theiv policy, and to blame their great
leader, Mr. Fox, when his own judgment
led him to withhold his assent, or refuse
hisapprobation.  For he loved to examine
history for himself, and to state fearlessly
the opinions which he formed impartially.
1t is not my purpose here to defend those
opinions, or to impugn them; it is
enough to say that he did not frame
them from any motives of interest, or
suppress them from any personal regard.

On his religious opinions I shall touch
very briefly. He was bred a Roman
Catholic, and in his mature years he
published a work of some learning in
defence of the chief articles of the Roman
Catholic faith. Yet he occasionally at-
tended the Protestant Church; he had
his children baptised into that Church;
and when the Hecad of his own Church
was restored to his throne, he dreaded
the consequences of that triumph to the
liberty which he prized.*

Yet he always adhered to the Roman
Catholic Church, and when in London
attended the Roman Catholic chapel in
Wardour Street.  His answer toa person
who tried to convert him to Protestantism
was nearly in these terms: “T was born
and bred in the faith of my fathers, and
in that faith I intend to die.”

intention he persevered to the end.  Of

In that '

two things all who knew him must have |

been persuaded : the oney his strong fecl-
ings of devotion, his aspirations, his
longing for life and immortality, and his
submission to the will of God ; the other,
his love of his ncighbour, his charity, his

Samaritan kindness for the distressed, his |
In the last days of |

goodwill to all men.

* Sce Letter to Lady Donegal, April 10th,
1816.
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his lifi he frequently repeated to his wife,
¢ Lean upon God, Bessy ; lean upon God.”
That tied is love was the summary of his
belief; that a man should love his neigh-
bour as himself, scems to have been the
rule of his life.

As a poet, Moore must always hold a
high place.  Of English lyrical pocts he
is surcly the first. Beautiful specimens
of lyrical poctry may indeed be found
from the earliest times of our literature
to the days of Burns, of Campbell, and
of Tennyson, but no one poet can equal
Moore in the united excellence and abun-
dance of his productions. Lord Byron
writes, upon reading one or two of the
numbers of the Irish Melodies, then
recently published, “To me, some of
Moore's last Erin sparks, ¢As a Beam
o’er the Face of the Waters,” * When He
who adores Thee,’ ¢Oh! blame not,” and
¢Oh! breathe not his Name,’ arc worth
all the epics that ever were composed.

When we remember that to these early
Irish Mclodies were added so many num-
bers of Irish Melodies, National Meclodies,
and Sacred Songs, each full of the most
exquisite poetry, it is impossible not to
be lost in admiration at the fancy and the
feeling of which the spring was so abun-
dant and the waters so clear, the chiare,
Sresche, e dolei acque, which seemed to
flow perennially from an inexhaustible
fountain. In mentioning fancy and feel-
ing, I have mentioned what appear to me
the two qualities in which Moore was
most rich. His was a delightful fancy,
not a sublime imagination ; a tender and
touching fecling, not a rending and over-
whelming passion. The other quality
most remarkable is the sweetness of the
versification, arising from the happy choice
of words and the delicacy of & corrcct
musical car. Never has the English lan-
guage, except in some few songs of the

old pocts, been made to render such me-
lody ; never have the most refined emo-
tions of love and the most ingenious
creations of fancy been expressed in a
language so simple, so easy, so natural.

Lalla Rookh is the work next to the
Melodies and Sacred Songs in proof of
Moore's title as a poet. It isa poem rich
with the most brilliant creations ; a work
such as Pope always wished to write,
such as Tasso might have written, In-
deed there is no poet who Moore resem-
bles in profusion of invention, in beauty
of language, and in tenderness of fecling
so much as Tasso. Tasso, indeed, placed
certain limits to his own invention by
taking for his subject a well-known his-
torical event, and adopting for his heroes
historical characters. Whether he has
gained or lost by that choice of subject
may be doubted. On the one hand, he
has indeed shed upon his poem all the
interest which attaches to the religious
enterprise of the Crusaders, and has
restrained his own genius from wandering
into the wild realms of fiction where some
poets of his country have lost themselves;
while, on the other hand, he has sub-
jected his beautiful poem to a comparison
with HHomer, Virgil, and Milton, who all
surpass him in the simplicity and gran-
deur which properly belong to the epic
poem.*

Moore has, however, taken a different
course, and relinquishing all the advan-
tages to be derived from an historical
subject, hag sought in the abundant spring
of his own imagination, the tales upon
which his poem is founded. Some few |
hints, indeced, he has borrowed from
Eastern legends, and recorded revelutions,
and in one of his letters he says that Mr.
Rogers furnished him with the subject of |

* Seco Note B. at the end of the Preface.
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his poem. But the whole narrative of | the lights of a splendour which dazzles
the Veiled Prophet and the Fire-Wor- | the eyes they were meant to enchant,
shippers is in fact his own creation. and the flowers of a fragrance which
It must be owned that Spenser and | overpowers the senses they were mcant
Moore have subjected themselves to some | to delight.  To this may be added the
disadvantage by thus building out of | too copious display of Eastern learning,
“airy nothing,” and giving to the crea- | which often brings the unknown to illus-
tions of their own brain “a local habita- | trate that which of itself is obscure.
tion and a name.” Where the founda- | It is difficult to give a preference to
tions are alrcady laid, and are strong in [ one of the poems which compuse the
popular belicf, the architect finds his task | volume over the rest.  Crabbe preferred
much lightened, and his superstructure | the Veiled Prophet; Byron the Fire-
more easily raised. It is difficult to feel | Worshippers. Of these, the Veiled Pro-
for Hazim and Hafed the interest which [ phet displays the greater power; the
the name of Achilles inspired in the | Fire-Worshippers the more natural and
Grecks, and that of Goffredo in the Ita- | genuine passion. The story of the Veiled
lians. But neither Spenser nor Moore | Prophet is somewhat revolting, and re-
were made to wear the heavy armour of | quires the most musical and refined
the epic poet: light and easy movement, | poetry to make it even bearable. The
weapons that might be thrown to a dis- | Ghebers were no doubt associated in the
tance, and dazzle the beholder as they | mind of Moore with the religion and the
glittered in the air, fitted them better than | country most dear to his heart.
the broad shield and the ponderous sword. | It may be remarked that the catastrophe
It is best that every poet should attempt | of the two poems is too nearly similar.
that kind of poetry in which he is most | Mokanna and Hafed are both insurgents;
likely to succeed. The Grecks used to | both are defeated; both seck death to
say of Archilochus, “ If Archilochus had !nvoid captivity after the destruction of
written epic, Archilochus would have | their armies, and the ruin of their cause,
been cqual to Homer.” But it is not | One, indeed, is a monster, and the other
_clear that Archilochus had a genius for | a hero; but the similarity of situation is
| the kind of poetry which he did not at- | undeniable.
tempt. Besides, it 13 to be said that | Paradise and the Peri is a short poem
Moore wrote in an age, when, as Lord | of exquisite beauty, and perhaps the
Jeffrey expressed it, men would as little | most perfect in the volume.
think of sitting down to a whole epic as| The Loves of the Angels is another
to a whole ox. work rich with the same freight of tender-
Be this as it may, the execution of the | ness and fancy which are the true pro-
work is exquisite.  Such charm of versi- | perty of Moore.  There is a falling off in
fication, such tenderness of womanly love, | the third of the stories, which together
such strains of patriotic ardour, and such | compose the poem, and altogether the
descriptions of blind and fierce fanaticism | effcet is not that which a single tale would
as are found in Lalla Rookh, are found | have produced. Sweetness too much
nowhere else in a poem of this length. | prolonged, tenderness not varied with the
Indeed, the fault on which most readers | sterner and more deadly passions arc afood
dwell is that the feast is too sumptuous, | too milky for our un-childlike nature.




1 will not defend the propricty of
Moore's carlier poems.  Horace is very
licentious, yet his odes are the delight
of our clerical instructors and solemn
critics.  Prior is not very decent, but his
tales are praised on a monument in West-
minster Abbey, and defended by our
great moralist, Dr. Johnson. Some of
Moore's effusions must be classed with
those of other amatory poets, who have
allowed their fancy to roam beyond the
limits which morality and decorum would
prescribe.

Moore must always be placed high
in any fair estimate of the authors of the
first part of the nineteenth century.

If his poetry is not so powerful or so
passionate as that Byron it is far swecter
and more melodious ; if his prose works
cannot be weighed either in number or
value against those of Scott, his command
of poetical resources is far greater, his
imagery more brilliant and more copious,
his diction more easy and more finished.
In his hands the English language is no
longer that jargon (quel gergo) which
Alfieri declares it to be, but becomes
a soft and tuneable tongue, conveying
sentiments the most tender and the most
spirited, the gayest, and the most melan-
choly in expressions the most appropriate.

Dr. Johnson, in quoting some verses of
Pope expressing by sound the sense to be
conveyed, gives the line,

“Flies o'er th’ unbending corn, and skims along

the main.”

Yet in this verse the word “unbending”
sounds, as it means, stiff; resisting, &c.,
and thus clashes violently with the idea
of rapid and easy motion, which Pope
secks to convey. Much better has Scott
said,

“FE'en the light harebell raised its head,

Elastic from her airy tread.”
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But in fifty instances Moore has dono
better still.  Thus,

“The young May moon is beaming, love!
The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love!
How swect to rove
Through Morna’s grove,
‘When the drowsy world is dreaming, love!

Or,

“Oh! had we some bright little isle of our own,
In a blue summer ocean far off and alone,
Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming

bowers,
And the bee banquets on through a whole year
of flowers.
‘Where the sun loves to-pause
With so fond a delay,
That the night only draws
A thin veil o’er the day;
‘Where simply to feel that we breathe, that we
live,
Is worth the best joy that life elsewhere can
give.”
Again,
“But oh! how the tear in her eyelids grew
bright,
‘When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame,
She saw History write,
With a pencil of light,
That illum’d all the volume, her Wellington's
name.”

And in the address to the Harp of his

Country,

I was but as tho wind, passing heedlessly over,
And all the wild sweetness I wak'd was thy

own.',

It is the merit of these passages that
they do not merely represent a sound,
but they express by sound — scenery,
action, and feeling. Lalla Rookh abounds
with such passages. I know not how
faithfully the translators have conveyed
into various languages the beauty of the
original, but that Eastern imagery was
well transfused into his own tongue by
the poet is playfully recorded by Luttrell,
who expressed a fact when he wrote,
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“T'm told, dear Moore, your lays are sung,
(Can it be true, you lucky man ?)
By moonlight, in the Persian tongue,
Along the streets of Ispahan.”

The political squibs are excellent, from
their ease and playfulness; they are too
well known to require further notice.

Of Moore's prose works I need say but
little. The Life of Sheridan, and that of
Lord Edward Fitzgerald must, from their
intrinsic merit, always be read with
interest. In the former of these works

| the history of an extraordinary period
I'is sketched with great spirit and force.
!The character and the fate of Lord Ed-
; ward Fitzgerald are made to touch the
- heart of every Irish patriot. The *Me-
, moirs of Captain Rock ” abound in wit :
tthe *Travels of an Irish Gentleman in
Search of’ a Religion™ display a fund of
" learning on theological subjects on which
i Dr. Doyle pmnounccd his judgment in
: nearly “the following form:—“If St
i Augustine were more orthodox, and
Scratchinbach less plausible, it is a book
Iof which any one of us might be proud.”
,Irdand which has the glory of having
producul Burke and Grattan, as hm
; orators, may justly boast of Moore as her
poet.
il The character of Moore was net difficult
! to understand, although, like that of most
j men, it was not without inconsistencies
“and contradictions.  With a keen sense
" of enjuyment, he loved music and poetry
l the world and the play-house, the large
. circle of socicty, and the narrow precincts
i of his home, Ilis heart was thrilled by
ideep devotion, and his mind expatiated
. over the wild field of philosophy. In all
that he did, and wrote, and spoke, there
was a freedom and a frankness which
alarmed and delighted : —frightened old
men of the world, and charmed young
men and young women who were some-
thing better than the world. 'With alove

and affection ready to burst out on all
sides, he felt as he sang :

“They may rail at this life:
begun it,
I've found it s life full of kindness and bliss;
And until they can show me somo happier planct,
More social and bright, I'll content mo with
this,

“Oh! think what a world we should have of it
here,

If the haters of peace, of affeetion, and gleo

Were to fly up to Saturn’s comfortless sphere,

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love,
and me.”

I have not endeavoured, by suppressing
parts of his Diary and his letters, to coneeal
hisweaknesses. Thaveallowed it to he seen
that he was dazzled by the first aspect of
Londen society ; that in making conlis-
sions to his mother which he would not
make to any ene clse, he avowed his
delight at being noticed by the Prinee of
Wales, and chronicled all  the praises
which his poems received.  Sagacious
persons have thence argued that he had a
great deal of vanity. A few words on
thix topic may not be amiss.

There is much truth in the maxim of
La Rochefoucauld, that “ what most of-
fends us in the vanity of others is that it
jars with our own.” Every one says to
himself, “There is a man so absorbed
with his own merits that he does not per-
ceive mine.”  Still there are different
kinds of vanity, and each partakes of
the character of the person in whom it
resides.  Of these kinds the worst i3 that
which makes little display, but is con-
tinually at work in depreciating others,
that our own superiority may become
conspicuous. A vanity of this kind is
largely mixed with envy. Itis an envy
too the more odious, a3 it is not content
with hating some single person, or aiming

at some single advantage, but hates every

from the hour I
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person who is admired and loved, and
every quality for which a person is ad-
mired and loved. This kind of vanity
cannot bear that a girl should be ad-
mired for her beauty, or a child of
three for its prattle. Anything that
attracts and absorbs attention is gall and
wormwood to it. But above all, when
that particular merit which competes with
its own supposed eminence is admired,
nothing is spared to injure, to depreciate,
to depress the person thus endowed. The
most sacred bonds of friendship, the
strongest, ties of affection, are broken to
‘indulge its boundless passion. Truly did
Mr. Sheridan say, that ambition and
avarice are not so destructive in their
rage or so furious in their carcer as vanity.
e must have meant vanity of this kind.
There is another kind of vanity, which is
in many respects the opposite of that
which [ have deseribed. It is open and
ingenuous, taking for granted that all the
world adopts its own estimate of its own
excellence, and therefore in ‘e -cellent
humour with all the world. If the world
sneers and depreciates, a person of this
character aseribes the sarcasm to the ma-
lignity of some one, or some few, and goes
on satistied and happy as before.  Vanity
of this kind is often joined with much
kindness, and even with simplicity and
candour. It is compatible with a high
others. It often overflows in benevolence
towards family, friends, neighbours, and
mankind in general.

I own it appears to me that an open
confession of this kind is preferable to a
humility which is often nothing better
than hypocrisy. It is difficult to believe
that a poct, an orator, or an historian,
whose fame is an echo to every effort of
his geniug, can be ignorant of his own
merit.  'When Iorace says —

appreciation of the works and acts of

¢ Exegi monumentum #re perennius,”

and when Ovid, in the same spirit, ex-
claims—

“Jamque opus exegi quod nec Jovis ira necignis,
Nec poterit ferrum, neque edax abolere ve-
tustas,”

I applaud their manly candour, and ac-
knowledge the truth of their prophecies.
It is the same with Dante, Milton, Ariosto,
andmany others. Theyknew theirpowers
and were too honest to affect ignorance of
them. But when Mr. Burke, who must
have been conscious that his eloquence
was stamped with genius and fraught with
the treasures of a rich imagination, repre-
sents himself as nothing more than an
industrious plodding member of Parlia-
ment, I cannot fail to perceive that he is
mocking his hearers, and that he pretends
to a humility he does not feel.

Now it would be folly to deny that
Moore had a good opinion of his own
powers, and that he was delighted with
every tribute, oral, written, and printed,
to his talents. But his love of praise was
Joined with the most generous and liberal
dispensation of praise to others. He
relished the works of Byron and of Scott
as if he had been himself no competitor
for fame with them. Another man, in
his position, upon sceing the hospitable
mansion of Abbotsford, might have felt
some envy at the largeness of the posses-
sion acquired by the pen ofa rival.  But
Moore only felt that it was a position due
to genius; and, when the frail fabric of
Scott’s fortune tumbled to the ground,
lamented with genuine sympathy the
downtall of a prosperity to which he him-
self had never aspired, but which he con-
sidercd the right of the “Author of
Waverley.”

The Journal or Diary of Moore oc-

cupies the chief part of these volumes,
a
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He has recorded in it the conversations

which took place at the dinners and

parties where he was a guest. Some

persons are of opinion that such conversa-

tions ought not to be written, and if writ-

ten ought not to be printed. Yet it will

hardly be denied that there is an interest

in the talk of men of talent which is

hardly to be found in their most laboured

works., One poet has recorded of Addi-

son that he was

“Form'd with each tulent and each art to
please,

And born to write, converse, and live with

ease.”

Another poet, remembering the groves he

loved, says—

“'Twas here of just and good he reason’d
strong,

Clear’'d some great truth, or rais’d some

serious song."”

There is no one, I imagine, who would
not be glad to have betore him a journal
of these conversativns, and to see rescued
from oblivion the discourse which Pope
and Swift and Tickell celebrated for its
thought and loved for its amiability.

The detect of Moore’s Journal, in my
opinion, is, that while he is at great pains
to put in writing the stories and the jokes
he hears, he seldom records a serious dis-
cussion or notices the instructive portion
of the conversations in which he bore a
part. It may be of sume interest to re-
call, however, the character and type of
the conversations which were carried on
by the eminent men now lost to us with
whom Moore habitually lived. Lord
Bacon has said that “reading makes a
full man, writing a correct man, and con-
versation a ready man.” It may be added

that in this, as in other arts, “ practice
makes perfect.” Those who have been
renowned for their powers of conversation

were constantly engaged in that pleasant
task. Addison would passseven or cight
hours a-day in coffee-houses and taverns.
Johnson told Boswell that his habit was
to go out at four o'clock in the afternoon
and not to return till two o'clock in the
morning. A vast time for these learned
men to spend in talk! Yet, having armed
themselves at all points by study, it was
no doubt a great delight to these knights
of the library to try the temper of their
weapons, to run full tilt against an ad-
versary with pointed epigram, and to
win the prize in a tournament of wits.
But beyond the mere pleasure of the
encounter, it cannot bedisputed that much
is to be learnt from the conversation of' men
of reading and observation. Mr. Fox
declared that he learnt morce from Mr.

Burke's conversation than from all the
books he had ever read. It often happens,
indeed, that a short remark in conversa-
tion containsthe essence ofaquarto volume,

Of all those whose conversation is re-
ferred to by Moore, Sir James Mackin-
tosh was the ablest, the most brilliant,
and the best informed. A most compe-

has said, “ Till subdued by age and ill-
ness, his conversation was more brilliant
and instructive than that of any huinan
being [ ever had the good fortune to be
acquainted with.” *  His stores of learn-
ing were vast, and of those Kinds which,
both in serious and in Jight conversation,
are most available.  He was protoundly
acquainted  with the doctrine of the
ancient sects of philosophy and the mo-
dern churches of Christianity, and he so
tempered, assisted, and  controlled  his
memory by his judgment, thatif he were
referred to on any disputed  point, his
answer would give, not merely the fact,

* Life of Mackintosh. vol. ii. p. 500.

tent judge in this matter, Sydney Swiith,
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but a condensed argument on the contro-
versy.  So that not only was the hearer
correetly informed, of the exact nature of
the tenet which he inquired about, but
such light was thrown upon it that he
could account for its rise, its prevalence,
and its tendency, without further inves-
tigation. This information too, which no
book or number of books of reference
would have given, was conveyed in the
easy language of conversation, and with
the unassuming tone of an equal and a
companion. Indeed, his mind seemed to
comprehend in distinet but harmonious
method the whole history of human
thought, from the earliest speculations of
the friends of Job to the latest subtleties
of the disciples of Kant. With rare im-
partiality of mind, and a charity of dis-
position still more rare, he gave its full
weight to every opinion, and made the
fairest allowances for every error.  Not
less copious and instructive was his know-
ledge of civil and political history ; the
conduct of Queen Elizabeth to Queen
Mary, the projeets of the Crusaders, the
views of the leaders of party during the
French Revolution, — all found in him
a searching inquirer, and an impartial
Jjudge. On lighter subjects he was equally
at home; epigrams, farces, and novels
were not less familiar to him than the
treatises of Grotius or the annals of Thu-
anus.  Possessing a good share of wit
and humenr, he took his part in political
warfare,armedno less with the tart reply”
than with the “eloquent harangue.” I re-
membersitting by him whenagreatlawyer,
disclaiming, from the Treasury Beneh, all
participation in the opinions of the liberal
party, said, “I could sec nothing to tempt
mein theviewsof the gentlemen opposite.”
“For views read prospects,” whispered
Mackintosh to me. Thus endowed, con-
versation was his favourite employment

and his chief seduction. His style in
writing was far from being clear and idio-
matic; his manner of speaking in Par-
liament was too elaborate; perhaps too
didactic, and his voice harsh and hoarse;
but in society his gentle bearing and his
vigorous tone made him powerful and
pleasing, victorious and delightful.

If it is difficult to convey any notion
of the conversation of Sir James Mackin-
tosh, it is hardly possible to describe that
of Sydney Smith. There are two kinds
of colloquial wit which equally contribute
to fame, though not equally to agreeable
conversation. The one is like a rocket
in a dark air which shoots at once into
the sky, and is the more surprising from
the previous gloom; the other is like
that kind of firework which blazes and
bursts in every direction, exploding at
one moment, and shining .brightly at
another, cccentricin its course, and chang-
ing its shape and colour to many forms
and many hues. Or, like the two kinds
of’ champagne, so these two kinds of wit,
the still and the sparkling, are to be found
in good company. Sheridan and galley-
rand were among the best examples of
the first.  Sydney Smith was a brilliant
example of the second. With Sydney
Smith I long lived intimately.  His great
delight was to produce a succession of
ludicrous images: these followed each
other with a rapidity that scarcely left
time to laugh ; he himseltf' laughing louder
and with more enjoyment than any one.
This electric contact of mirth came and
went with the oceasion; it cannot be re-
peated or reproduced.  Anything would
give occasion to it.  For instance, having
seen in the newspapers that Sir Eneas
Mackintosh was come to town, he drew
such a ludicrous caricature of Sir /Eneas
and Lady Dido, for the amusement of
their namesake, that Sir James Mackin-

!
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tosh rolled on the floorin fits of laughter,
and Syduey Smith, striding across him,
exclaimed, * Ruat Justitia ! " Tlis powers
of fim were at the smne time united with
the strongest, and most practical commen
sense.  So that while he laughed away
seriousness at one minute, he destroyed in
the next some rooted prejudice which had
braved for a thousand years the baftle
{ of reason and the breeze of ridicule.
The letters of Peter Plymley bear the
. ereatest likeness to his conversation ; the
deseription of Mr. Isaac Hawkins Brown
dancing at the court of Naples in a vol-
cano coat with lava buttons, and the com-
parison of Mr. Canning to a large
blue-bottle fly with its parasites, most re-
semble the images he called up in social
conversation. It may be averred for
certain, that in this style he has never
been equalled, and I do not suppose he
will ever be surpassed.

It has been said that Moore was a
cordial admirer of Scott.  Nor was per-
' sonal intimacy likely to diminish their
‘ mutual attraction. For Scott had, like
Moorga frankness and a freedom in his
conversation which soared far above the
- small jealousies, snarling criticisms, and
! faint praise, which are but too often
. exhibited among authors when speaking
; of each other. Seott, with a good, sound
" understanding, had an open, hearty man-
ner, and, where his politics did not in-

"1erfere, a cordial warmth towards his
tollow-men.  His chief merits in society
+were a cheerful tone, an inexhaustible
! memory, and a fund of anecdotes and
stories which he told with strong Scottish
. humour, aided by astrong Scottish accent.
But in order to sce Walter Scott at his
case, it was necessary to see him at the
l head of his own table, or, at least, in his
! own country. When he came to Lon-

s vm«d always
which he should feel bound to resent.
consequence wis, that his London ae-
But put him in his own house,
and there

him.
surround  him with triends,
could not be @ more jovial, a moreagree-
able, or a more unaflected member of
Like Samuel Johnson, he pre-

society.
divine

tended to no fine sentiment,
inspiration, which made him an author,
Ie did his work as a workman ;
the merits and the defeets of his writings,
and was contented to reap the reward of

or

manly disposition is as visible in his letters
as it was in his intercourse with his
neighhours. Byron has said,—

“I bhate an author who's all author: fellows
In foolscap uniform turn'd up with ink.”

Scott was the reverse of this, and enjoyed
his pony and his dogs as if he had been
the homeliest squire on Tweedside.

most in the habit of dining when in Lon-
don, was Holland House. The conversa-
tion of that house has been commemorated
with no more than just praise in an article
of the “ Edinburgh Review,” written by
Mr. Macaulay.  Yet I cannot deny my-
self the pleasure of adding my tribute to

don, he was stiff and constrained, and

the name of Lord IIo]l.md.

Lord Holland early in life sate at the
feet of his celebrated uncle.  From Mr.
Fox he learnt an ardent hatred of op-
pression, an attachment to the leading

principles of the British Constitution, |

indignant detestation of religious perse-
cution, and a sympathy for all nations
endeavouring to shake off the yoke of
tyranny. With a taste also fostered by,
if not derived from, Mr. Fox, he had a

LT T
apprehensive of remarks

Tha :

quaintance were equally constrained with

he knew

a very popular talent without over-rating
the intrinsic value of the article he pro-
duced. This wholesome, genial, kind, and

Among the houses where Moore was -
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great love of classical lterature, both
ancient and modern,  With these strong
aflietions :and decided tastes, he united a
love of society, which absorhed much of
his time. and dissipated much of his
energy 3 so that instead of being like Mr.
Tox a great leader of party, he was rather
a faithful adhierent to generous principles,
and o warm friend to all who suflered
from the fury of an Anti-Jacobin ascend-
ency.  But the same love of agreeable
society which somewhat blunted the wea-
pons of Parliamentary warfare, added to
the grace and liveliness of his conversa-
tion. The extreme cheerfulness of his
disposition, his kindness to all around him,
his toleration for all opinions, his keen
scnse of the ridiculous, his anecdotes of
political debates, enlivened by his admir-
able mimicry of the chief speakers, made
him the pleasantest host that ever presided
over a hospitable feast. Lady Holland
took care to colleet around him nearly
every man of eminence in the political,
literary, scientific and social world : cach
received a genial welcome, and shared in
refined and friendly intercourse, no less
remarkable for its absence of formality or
exclusiveness than for its wit and intel-
ligence.  Such was Lord Holland in the
position where he was most admired, and
could best be appreciated.  From want of
practice, and it must be said for want of
that animated kind of debate which was
best suited to his powers, he never rose to
great eminence as a speaker; from want
of leisure and time to concentrate his
thoughts and polish his style he never
attained to mneh distinetion as a writer:
in conversation, however, if he had neither
the extensive learning of Mackintosh, nor
1 the broad humour of Sydney Smith, he
had a quickness of observation and prac-
tical experience of the stivring conflicts of
the age, which made him the cqual of any

man of his time in the charm of conversa-
tion. e won without seeming to court,
he instructed without seeming to teach,
and he amused without labouring to be
witty. But of the charm which belonged
to Lord Holland’s conversation future
times can form no adequate coneeption :—

“The pliant museles of the various face, .
The mien that gave each sentence strength -
and grace, |
The tuneful voice, the eyo that spoke the
mind, :
Are gone, nor leave a single trace behind.”

Such were some of the class which
Moore loved to frequent. Scott, indecd,
did not properly belong to it, but the
others are a sample of men belonging to
the higher society of England in the first
half of the present century.

The character of Moore was much in-
fluenced, however, by conversation of a
very different kind from that of philo-
sophers, or poets. It isimpossible to read
many pages of his ‘“Journal” without
perceiving that the conversation of women
had for him a very great attraction, and
that among women he always preferred
the natural, the simple, and the amiable,
to the learned, the brilliant, and the wise.
Or rather, perhaps I should say, he con-
sidered that the women who had the
truest hearts had likewise the best minds, |
and that the authoress who shines as a
wit too frequently loses that quick per-
ception of the just and the unjust, the
truth and the pretence, which seems to
belong as an instinct to the less celebrated |
of her sex. '

If Moore’s taste in this |
respect may have misled him in his youth, |
he was saved from final error by his !
marriage to one of the noblest of women.
Mrs. Moore brought him no fortune : in-
deed it was intended that she should earn !
her living by the stage, and Moore, afraid |
that so unworldly a match might displease Il

R
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his parents, at tirst concealed from them
the fact of his marriage. But the excel-
lence of his wife's moral character; her
energy and courage; her abhorrenee of all
meanness; her disinterested abstinence
from amusement; her persevering eco-
nomy; made her a better, and even a
| richer partner to Moore, than an heiress
! o' ten thousand a year would have been
! with less devotion to her duty, and less
| steadiness of conduct.

I There was another person whose society
. Moore frequented with a growing admira-
{ tion of its excellence, uul an inereasing
appreciation of the benetits he derived
it. I cannot properly expatiate

" from

~upon the character of one whose virtues |

" loved o retire even from the praise of Joy-
ing retirement ; who sought in works of
«}x‘mtv and beneticence amone her poorer
e l,:nlmurs. a compensation tor the world-
Iy advanrtires which excited the envy of
athers; but among the good influences
which surrounded Moore, and led him to
revere a woman * unspotted from  the
world,” I could not omit to allude to his
intercourse with her who diffused an air
of holine~s, and peace, and purity over the
house of Bowood, which neither rich nor
poor can ever forget.

The literary works of which Mr. Moore

. was the author had yielded him consider-
~able sums for copyright — not less in the
! whole, he says, in the ninth volume of his

Diary, than 20,000/ But these sums

had all been exhausted by his yearly out-

goings. e had a pension from the crown
of 300l a-year, but this p(,nsmn ceased
with his death. As a provision for his

; widow, he left only his Diary and Let-

- ters,—commending them to my care. I

! undertook the task, reserving to mysclf

the power of expunging any passages I
might think calculated to wound indivi-
duals, or offend the public taste.

It would not be worth while to notice
in detail the critical assaults on the cha-
racter of Moore. That character stands
portrayed in his own letters, and his own
Diary ; I have transferred the impression
to printed volumes, and have placed on
record, in his own words, his defects as
well as his good qualities, I have not
pretended to be his biographer, but have
lett the world to form their own judgment
without extenuation, not from want of re-
gard to my friend, but from greater regard
to truth.  Those biographers who exalt
every merit of their hero, and defend all

wish to impose upon the world,
which is instructive in itself, is the sty
| of men as they were, whether heraes,
statesmen, or pocts, when they have been
. m'.-pr away by the storm, or have fallen
in natural dw:ly, and are scattered,

or

© O va la feuille de rose,
Et Ly feuitie de laurier.”

characters have been unfolded  to the
world by the publication of their letters
and their lives, have been proved gencrally
to he men of honest hearts and pure in-
tentions, A century has made a great
change for the better,

Moore was imbued thronghout his life
with an attachment to the prineiples of
liberty ; and he naturally adopted  the
principles of that party which contended
for religious liberty and political reform.
Iis taste for educated and refined society
led him into the company of the aristo-
cratic classes in London.  Among these
he was understood, appreciated, and ad-
mired.  The more eminent of all political
parties were charmed by Ins poctry, struck
with his wit, and attached by the playful
negligence of his conversation. A man

who was courted and estecemed by Lord

It is a pleasant thing to vetleet that the !
men of our age and of our nation, whese ;

his actions, either deecive themselves or ©
. i
That -

'

:
i
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Lansdowne, Mr. Canning, Sir Robert Peel,
Mr. Rogers, Mr. Sydney Smith, Sir Walter
Scott, and Lord Byron, must have had social
as well as literary merits of no common
order. It was part of his nature to prize
the tributes he received from such men,
but likewise to doubt whether he was
worthy of so much admiration. IHence
his frequent recurrence in his Diary to
little proofs of kindness and attention from
those e himself admired for their genius,
or esteemed for their integrity.

The course of politics led him into the
composition of political squibs of various
merit. The “Vision in the
Chancery,” the “Slave,” the “ Breadfruit
Tree,” and many more, are replete with
sense and feeling, as wellas wit.  Others,
intended to satirise George IV., when
Prince Regent, are neither pure in point
of taste nor langhable in point of humour;
while they have too much of personal
hostility for this kind of composition.

It is singular that Mr. Moore should
have been one of the gloomy prophets
who predicted revolution and calmnity as
the consequences of the Reform  Act.
Lord Grey, with a trucr knowledge of the
English people, was of opinion that the
measure, to be safe, must be large; and
those who acted with him and under him,
framed the Reform Bill in that spirit.

There is, perhaps, in men of letters, «
tendencey to be dissatisfied with the poli-
tical system under which they live.  Sir
James Mackintosh used to ohserve that
the  greatest authors of Athens were
evidently averse to the rule of the demo-
cracy. In France, before the Revolution,
the most brilliant writers were as evidently
hostile to the absolute monarchy under
which they lived. In our own time
Southey and Coleridge began with demo-
cracy, Scott as a Jacobite, Moore as a
disaffected Irish Catholic. The freedom

Court. of

of literary pursuits leads men to question
the excellence of the ruling power; and
thus despotism and democracy alike find
enemies among the most highly gifted of
those who live under their sway. Had
Reform never been triumphant, Moore
would, in all probability, have remained a
warm Reformer.

Moore’s domestic life gave scope to the
best parts of his character. His heauti-
ful wife, faultless in conduct, afond mother,
a lively companion, devoted in her attach-
ment, always ready — perhaps too ready,
to sacrifice her own domestic enjoyments
that he might be admired and known, was
a treasure of inestimable value to his hap-
piness. I have said that perhaps she was
too ready to sacrifice herself, because it
would have been better for Mr. Moore if
he had not yiclded so much to the attrac-
tions of society, however dazzling and
however tempting.  Yet those who ima-
gine that he passed the greater part of his
time in London are greatly in crror.  The
London days are minutely recorded ; the
Sloperton months are past over in a few
lines.  Except when he went to Bowood,
or some other house in the neighbourhood
the words “read and wrote,” comprixe
the events of weck after week of literary
labour and domestic affection.

Those days of intelleetual society and
patient Jabour have alike passed away.
The breakfasts with Rogers, the dinners
at Holland Ilouse, the ¢venings when
beautiful women and grave judges listened
in rapture to his song, have passed away.
The days when a canto of * Childe
Harold,” the “ Excursion” of Wordsworth,
the “Curseot Kehama” of Seuthey, and the
“Lalla Rookh ™ of Moore, burst in rapid
succession upon the world, are gone.  But
the world will not forget that brilliant pe-
riod; and while poetry has charmsfor man-
kind, the “ Meclodies” of Moore will survive.
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The latter yearsof Moore were clouded

by loss of memory, and a helplessness

almost childizh; vet he preserved his in- |
terest about his friends; and when T saw
him for the last time, on the 20th of
December, 1849, he  spoke rationally,
agreeably, and kindly onall those subjects
which were the topies of our conversation.
But the death of his sister Ellen, and of
his two sons, seem to have saddened his
heart and obscured his intelleet.  The
wit which sparkled so brightly, the gaiety

which threw such sunshine over society,

the readiness of reply, the quickness off
recolleetion, all that marked the poet and

the wit, were gone.  As we lett his house

Lord Lansdowne remarked, that he had

not scen him so well for a long time;

Mrs. Moore has since made to me the i
same observation.  Bat that very even- i
ing he had a tit trom the effeets of which he
never recovered.  Thelizht of hisintellect
grew still more dim 3 his memory tailed |
still more; yet there never was a total |
extinetion of that bricht flame. To the '
last day of his life, he would inquire with |
anxiety about the health of his friends, ’
and would sing, or ask his wite to sing to
him, the favourite airs of his past days.
Even the day before his death he “war-
bled,” as Mrs. Moore expressed it; and a

'

* children had been deposited,

fond love of musie never lett hine but with |
lite.
On the 26th of February, 1852, he

perton Cottage. His hody was interred

|
{
1
| . 0
expired ealinly and without pain, at Nlo- |
|
“within the neighbouring churchyard of |

!

Bromham where the remains of two of his
The fimeral |
was quite private, as no doubt he would
have destred.

The reader of the following memoir,
correspondence, and journal may tind,
with ample traces of a *“lovine, noble
nature,” the blots of human frailty, and
the troubles and anxietic s of 2 combatant
in this world's strite. It <o, let him recol-
lect the author’s own heantitul words:

H
“ This world ix all a fleeting show, (
For man's illusion ¢iven; |
The smiles of joy. the toars of woe, l
Deceittul shine, deecittul tlow : H
There's nothine true Lt Heaven!
“And fulse the light on elory’s plume,
As fading hues of even s
And Love, and Hope, amd Beauty's bloom,
Are blossoms gather'd for the tamly;
There's nothing bright but Heaven!

“Poor wanderers of a stormy day.
From wive to wave we're driven,
And Faney's tlash and Reasen’s ray
Serve hut to licht our troubléd way ;
There's nothing calm but, Heaven !

NOTE

I mave extracted from the Trish Quarterly |

Review, No VI, some further notices of Mr. ;
Moore's appearance, manners, and conversa- |
tion. The evidence is all to the same effect,
and from the most opposite quarters,

“ Moore’s country dild not forget hiin; and fan-
cying that the author of Captain Rock and the
Life of Sheridan must pos<es that stuff of which
popular patriots and members of parliament are
made, the electors of Limerick determined to offer
to him the representation of their city, In the

latter part of the year 1832, when Gerald Griflin + the fruit of procrastination. When Dan and I

A.

was about to leave his native country for London,
it was resalved that he (the Tri<h poot and novelist)
shoull convey to the paet of Ireland, the invitation
of the people of Limerick.  Gerald, who was
accompanied to Sloperton by his hrother Daniel
thus describes the visit, in a letter to his fair
Quaker friend :

“¢To Mrs. * * =
“*¢ Monday morning, March 31st, 1833,
“¢Pitman's, Senjor, Taunton.

“eMy dear L ——, Procrastination —it is all
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returned to the inn at Devizes, after our first sight
and speech of the Irisk Melodist, 1 opened my
writing-case to give L ——an account of our day’s
work: then I put it offj [ believe, till morning:
then as Dan was returning, [ put it off till some
hour when 1 could tell you about it at full leisure:
then Saunders and Otley set me to work, and |
put it oft until my authorship should be concluded
for the season, at least; and now it is conclnded,
for I am not to publish this year; and here I come
before you with my news, my golden bit of news,
stale, flat, and unprofitable. Oh, dear L——, 1
saw the poet ! and I spoke tp him, and he spoke to
e, and it was not to bid me “ get out of his way,”
as the King of France did to the man who boasted
that his majesty had spoken to him; but it was to
shake hands with me, and to ask me “ How 1 did,
Mr. Griftin,” and to speak of “my fame” My
fume!  Tom Moore talk of my fame! Abh, the
rogue! he was humbugging, L , I'mafraid.
He knew the soft side of an author’s heart, and,
perhaps, he had pity on my long melancholy-look-
ing tigure, and said to himself, “ I will make this
poor fellow feel pleasant, if T ean;” for which, with
all his roguery, who could help liking him and
being geateful to him. But you want to know all
about it step by step, if not for the sake of your
poor dreamy-lovking Beltard, at least for that of
faney, wit, and patriotism. I will tell you then,
although Dan has told you before, for the subject
cannot be tiresome to an Irishwoman, I will tell
you how we hired a great, grand cabriolet, and set
off —no, pull in a little. T should first tell you
how we arrived at the inn at Devizes, late in the
evening, I torget the exact time, and ordered tea
(for which, by the bye,we had a prodigious appetite,
not having stopped to dine in Bath or Bristol),
when the waiter (a most solid-looking fellow, who
won Dan's heart by his precision and the mathe-
matical exactness of all his movements) brought
us up, amongst other good things, fresh butter
prepared in a very curious way. 1 could not for a
long time imagine how they did it. It was in
strings just like vermicelli, and as if tied in some
way at the bottom. King George, not poor real
King George, but Peter Pindar’s King George, was
never more puzzled to know how the apple pot
into the dumphling; but at last, on applying to
the waiter, he told us it was done by squeezing it
through a linen cloth; an excellent plan, particu-
larly in frosty weather, when it is actually impos-
sible to make the butter adhere to the bread on
account of its working up with a coat of crumbs
on tho under side, but that's true — Tom Moore —
and, besides, it is unfashionable now to spread the
butter, isn't it? I'm afraid [ exposed myself, as
they say. Well, we asked the waiter; out came
the important question, “How far is Sloperton

Cottage from Devizes?”  * Sloperton, sir? that’s
Mr. Moore’s place, sir, he is a poet, sir.  We do all
Mr. Moore’s work.”  What ought I to have dJone,
L ——2? To have flung my arms about his neck
for knowing so much about Moore, or to have
knocked him down for knowing so little? Well,
we learned all we wanted to know! and, after
making our arrangements for the following day,
went to bed and slept soundly.  And in the morn-
ing it was that we hired the grand cabriolet, and
set off to Slopert8n ; drizzling rain, but a delight-
ful country; such a gentle shower as that through
which Ae looked at Innisfallen — his farewell look.
And we drove away until we came to a cottage, a
cottage of gentility, with two gateways and pretty
grounds about it, and we alighted and knocked at
the hall-door; and there was dead silence, and we
whispered one another; and my nerves thrilled as
the wind rustled in the creeping shrubs that graced
the retreat of — Moore. Oh, L,——1! there's no
use in talking, but I must be fine. I wonder I
ever stood it at all, and I an Irishman too, and
singing his songs since I was the height of my
knee — ¢ The Veiled Prophet,” “ Azim,” *She is
far from the Land,” “ Those Evening Bells.” But
the door opened, and a young woman appeared.
“Is Mr. Moore at home?” “TI’ll see, sir. What
name shall I say, sir?” Well, not to be too parti-
cular, we were shown upstairs, when we found the
nightingale in his cage; in honester language, and
more to the purpose, we found our hero in his study,
a table before him covered with books and papers,
a drawer half opened and stuffed with letters, a
piano also open at a little distance; and the thief
himself, a little man, but full of spirits, with eyes,
hauds, feet, and frame for ever in motion, looking
as if it would be a feat for him to sit for three
minutes quiet in his chair. I am no great observer
of proportions, but he scemed to me to be a neat-
made little fellow, tidily buttoned up, young as
fifteen at heart, though with hair that reminded
me of “ Alps in the sunset;” not handsome, per-
haps, but something in the whole cut of him that
pleased me; finished as an actor, but without an
actor's affectation; easy as a gentleman, but with-
out some gentlemen’s formality: in a word, as
people say when they find their brains begin to
run aground at the fag end of a magniticent period,
we found him a hospitable, warm-hearted [rishman,
as pleasant as could be himself, and disposed to
make others so. And is this enough? And need
I tell you the day was spent delightfully, chiefly
in listening to his innumerable jests and admirable
stories, and beautiful similes — beautitul and ori-
ginal as those he throws into his songs —and
anecdotes that would make the Danes laugh? and
how we did all we could, I believe, to get him to
stand for Limerick ; and how we called again the
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day after, and walked with him about his little
garden ; and how he told us that he always wrote
walking, and how we came in again and took
luncheon, and how I was near forgetting that it was
Friday (which you know I am rather apt to do in
pleasant company) and how he walked with us
through the fields, and wished us a “good-bye,
and left us to do as well as we could without
him?’”"*

«Qf his appearance and life in 1834, Willis gives
the following sketch:

“¢ June, 1834,
«¢] called on Moore with a letter of introduction,

and met him at the door of his lodgings. T knew
i him instantly from the pictures I had seen of him,

|
|
l

and courtesy, at the same time that its pauses are
constructed peculiarly to catch the ear. 1t would
be difficult not to attend to him whilo he is talk-
ing, though the subject were but the shupe of a
wine-glass. Moore’s head is distinetly before me
while I write, but I shall find it difticult to describe,
His hair, which curled once all over it in long ten.
drils, unlike anybody else’s in the world, and
which, probably, suggested his sobriquet of * Bac-
chus,” is diminished now to a few curls sprinkled
with grey, and scattered in a single ring above his
ears, His forehead is wrinkled, with the exception
of a most prominent development of the organ of
gaiety, which, singularly enough, shines with the
lustre and smooth polish of a pearl, and is sur-
rounded by a semicirele of lines drawn close about

but was surprised at the diminutiveness of his
person. He is much below the mikdle size, and
with his white hat, and long chocolate froek coat, |
Was far from preposseszing in his appearance. With
this material Jdisadvantage, however, his adidress
is gentiemaniike to a very marked degree, and |1
shoulii think no one could see Mocre, without con-
ceiving a stromyg liking for him. s T'was to mect
him at dinner, 1 did not detain him.’

“This dinner was at Lady Blessington’s.  Willis

had arrived but a few minutes when

« o7 r, Moore,” criel the footman, at the bottom
of the staircase ; * Mr. Moore,’ cried the footman at
the top; and with his glass at his eye, stumbling
over an ottoman between his near sightedness and
the darkness of the room, enters the poct. Half a
glance tells you he is at home on the carpet.  Slid-
ing his little feet up to Lady Blessington, he made
his compliments with a gaiety and an ease com-
bined with a kind of wourshipping deference that
was worthy of a prime minister at the court of
love. With the gentlemen, all of whom he knew,
be had the frank, merry manner of a confident fa-
vourite, and he was grected like one. e went
from one to the other, straining back his head to

~ look up at them (for, singularly enough, every
{ gentleman in the room was six feet high and
{ upwards), and to every one he said something
which, from any one else, would have seemed
peculiarly felicitous, but which fell from his lips as
if his breath was not more spontaneous,

¢ Nothing but a short-hand report could retain

the delicacy and elegance of Moore’s language, and
memory itself cannot embody again the kind of
frost-work of imagery which was formed and
melted on his lips. His voice is soft or firm as the
subject requires, but, perhaps, the word gentlemanly
describes it better than any other. It is upon a
natural key, but, if I may so phrase it, is fused
with a high-bred affectation, expressing deference

* Griffin’s Life of Gerald Griflin, vol. i. p. 382.

it, like entrenchments against time.  His eyes still
sparkle like a champagne bubble, thoush the
invader has deawn his peacillings about the
corners; and there is a kind of wintry red, of the
tinge of an October leaf, that seems enamelled on
his cheek, the eloguent record of the claret his wit
has brightened,  His mouth is the most character-
istic feature of all,  The lips are delicately cut,
slight and chamgeable as an aspen; but there is a
set-up look about the lower lip—a determination
ot the muscle to & particular expression, and you
fancy that you can almost see wit astride upon it,

It is written legibly with the imprint of babitual |

success. It is arch, contident, and half diftident, as
it he wag disguising his pleasure at applause, while
another bright gleam of fancy was breaking on
him. The slightly-tossed nose contirms the fun of
the expression, and altogether it is a face that
sparkles, beams, radiates.

“<We went up to coffee and Moore brightened
again over his chasse-café, and went ghttering on
with criticisms on Grisi, the delicious songstress
now ravishing the world, whom he placed above all
but Pasta, and whom he thought, with the excep-
tion that her legs were too short, an incomparable
creature. This introduced music very naturally,
and with a great deal of difficulty he was taken to
the piano. My letter is getting long, and I have
no time to describe his singing. 1t is well known,
however, that its effect is only equalled by the
beauty of his own words; and, for one, I could
have taken him into my heart with delight. Ile
makes no attempt at music. 1t is a kind of admi-
rable recitative, in which every shade of thought
is syllabled and dwelt upon, and the sentiment of
the song goes through your bloed, warming you
to the very eyelids, and starting your tears, if you
have a soul or sense in you. I have heard of a
woman'’s fainting at a song of Moore’s; and if the
burden of it answered by chance to a secret in the
bosom of the listener, I should think, from its com-
parative cffect upon so old a stager as myself, that




the heart would break with it. We all sat around
the piano, and after two or three songs of Lady
Blessington’s choice, he rumbled over the keys
awhile, and sang “ When tirst I met thee,” with a
pathos that beggars description. When the last
word had faltered out, he rose and took Lady
Blessington’s hand, said good night, and was gone
before a word was uttered,  For a full minute after
he had closed the door, no one spoke. I could
have wished for myself to drop silently asleep
where I sat, with the tears in my eyes and the
softness upon my heart—

¢« IJere’s a health to thee, Tom Moore! ”’*

«¢ ] remember,” writes Leigh Hunt, ¢it is one of
my prison recollections, when I was showing him
and Lord Byron the prison garden, a smart ¢’ iower
came on, which induced Moore to button up his
coat, and push on for the interior, He returned
instantly, blushing up to the eves. He had for-
gotten the lameness of his noble friend. *“How
much better you behaved,” said he to me afterwards,
“in not hastening to get out of the rain ! I quite
forgot, at the moment, whom 1 was walking with.”
T told him that the virtue was involuntary on my
part, having been occupied in conversation with his
lordship, which he was not ; and that to forget a
man’s lameness involved a compliment in it, which
the sufferer could not dislike. *'I'rue,” says he,
“lut the devil of it was, that I was forced to
remember it by his not coming up. I could not in
deceney go on, and to return was very awkward.”
His anxicty appeared to me very amiable.’

«¢ Amiable " is the proper expression, a genuine
kindness of heart that was ever genial and ready.
Hunt, with his usual flowing, and graceful, and
facile pen, thus describes his impression of Moore’s
social qualities :

««T thought Thomas Moore, when I first knew
him, as delightful a person as one could imagine.
1ie could not help being an interesting one : and
his sort of talent has this advantage in it, that be-
ing of a deseription intelligible to all, the possessor
is cqually sure of present and future fame. I never
received a visit from him but I felt as if T had been
talking with Prior or Sir Charles Sedley. His ac-
quaintance with Lord Byron began by talking of a
duel.  With me it commenced in as gallant a way,
though of a different sort. I had cut up an Opera
of his (The Blue Stocking), as unworthy of so great
a wit. 1le came to sce me, saying I was very much
in the right, and an intercourse took place, which
I might have enjoyed to this day, had he valued
his real fame as much as I did.

l82‘;9-\\'illix4’s Pencillings by the Way, p. 361, ed.

¢ Mr. Moore was lively, polite, bustling fullofame-
nities and acquiescences, into which he contrived to
throw a sort of roughening of cordiality, like the crust
of old port. It seemed a happiness to him to say
“yes.” There was just enough of the Irishman in
him to flavour his speech and manner. He was
a little particular, perhaps, in his orthoépy, but
not more so than became a poet : and he appeared
to me the last man in the world to cut his country
even for the sake of high life. As to his person, all
the world knows that he is as little of stature as
he is great in wit. It is said that an illustrious
personage, in a fit of playfulness, once threatened
to put him in a wine-cooler ; a proposition which
Mr. Moore took to be more royal than polite. A
Spanish gentleman, whom I met on the continent,
and who knew him well, said, in his energetic
English, which he spoke none the worse for a
wrong vowel or so : “ Now there’s Mooerr, Thomas
Mooerr 3 1 look upon Mooerr as an active little
man.” Thisis true. Hereminds us of those active
little great men who abound so remarkably in
Clarendon’s history. Like them, he would have
made an excellent practical partisan, and it would
have done him good. IHorseback and a little
Irish fighting, would bave seen fair play with his
good living, and kept his look as juvenile as his
spirit. 1lis forehead is long and full of character,
with “bumps” of wit, large and radiant, cnough
to transport a phrenologist. His eyes are as dark
and fine as you would wish to sce undera set of vine-
leaves : his mouth generous and good-humoured,
with dimples ; his nose sensual, prominent, and at
the same time the reverse of aquiline. There is a
very peculiar character in it, as if it were looking
forward, and scenting a feast or an orchard. The
face, upon the whole, is Irish, not unrutiled with
care and passion ; but festivity is the predominant
expression.  When Mr. Moore was a child, he is
said to have been eminently handsome, a Cupid for
a picture, and notwithstanding the tricks which
both joy and sorrow have played with his face, you
can fancy as much. It was a recollection perhaps,
to this effect, that induced his friend, Mr. Atkinson
to say one afternoon, in defending him from the
charge of libertinism, * 8ir, they may talk of Moore
as they please ; but I tell you what,—1I always
consider him ” (and this argument he thought
conclusive), “1 always consider my friend Thomas
Moore as an infant sporting on the bosom of Venus.”
There was no contesting this ; and, in truth, the
hearers were very little disposed to contest it, Mr.
Atkinson having hit upon a defence which was
more logical in spirit than chronological in image.
When conscience comes, a man’s impulses must
take thought ; but, till then, poetry is only the
cloquent and irresistible development of the indivi-
dual’s nature ; and Mr. Moore's wildest verses
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were & great deal more innocent than could enter
into the imaginations of the old libertines who
thought they had a right to use them. I must not,
in this portrait, leave out his music. He plays and
sings with great taste on the pianoforte, and is
known as a graceful composer. His voice, which
is a little hoarse in speaking (at least I used to
think so), softens into a breath like that of the flute,
when singing. In speaking, he is emphatic in roll-
ing the letter R, perhaps out of a despair of being
able to get rid of the national peculiarity.’*

“Moore devoted his later years to the collection
and revision of his poetical works. It was whilst
thus engaged that he wrote the following state-
ment of his own and Burns's services to the national
masic and the national song-writing. All that he
here states of the great Scotchman applies with
equal truth to himself as author of the Irish Melo-
dies : —

“<That Burns, however untaught, was vet, in ear
and feeling, a musician, is clear from the skill with
which he adapts his verse to the structure and
character of each ditferent strain. Still more
strikingly did he prove his fitness for this peculiar
task, by the sort of instinct with which, in more
than one instance, he discerned the local and innate
sentiment which an air was calculated to convey,
though previously associated with words expres-
sing a totally ditferent cast of feeling. Thus the
air of a ludicrous old song, * Fe: him, Father, fee
him,” has been made the medium of one of Burns

most pathetic effusions ; while still more marvel-
lously, « Hey tuttie, tattic” has been elevated by
him into that heroic strain, “Scots, wha hae wi’
Wallace bled "—a song which, in a great national
crisis, would be of more avail than the eloquence of
a Demosthenes. It was impossible that the ex-
ample of Burns, in these his higher inspirations,
should not materially contribute to elevate the
character of English song-writing, and even to
lead to a reunion of the gifts which it requires, if not,
as of old, in the same individual, yet in that perfect
sympathy between poet and musician which almost
amounts to identity, and of which, in our own times
we have seen so interesting an example in the few
songs which bear the united names of those two
sister muses, Mrs. Arkwright tand the late Mrs.
Hemans. Very different was the state of the song
department of English poesy when I first tried my
novice hand at the lyre. The divorce between
song and sense had then reached its utmost range;
and to all verses connected with music, from a

* Hunt’s Byron and hisContemporaries. F.n. 1828
+ Stephen Kemble’s daughter, the composer of
the music of Tennyson’s *“ Queen of the Muy.”

Birth-day Ode down to the libretto of the last new
opera, might fairly be applied the solution which
Figaro gives of the quality of the words of songs in
general,— “Ce qui ne vaut pas la peine d’étre dit,
on le chante.”’

“Thus Moore wrote of a Scotchman, let us now
observe what a great Scotchman, glorious Chris-
topher North, writes of Moore :

¢ Lyrical Poetry, we opine, hath many branches ;
and one of them “ beautiful exceedingly ” with bud,
blossom, and fruit of balm and brightness, round
which ia ever the murmur of bees and of birds, hangs
trailingly along the mossy greensward when the
air is calm, and ever and anon, when blow the fit-
ful breezes, it is uplifted in the sunshine, and
glories wavingly aloft, as if it belonged even to the
loftiest region o1 the Tree which is Amaranth. This
is a fanciful, perhaps foolish, form of expression,
employed at present to signify Song-writing., Now

of all the song-writers that ever warbled, or |
chanted, or sung. the best, in our estimation, i3 |

verily none other than Thomas Moore. True that
Robert Burns has indited many songs that lip
into the heart, just like light, no one knows how,
tilling its chambers sweetly and silently, and leav-
it nothing more to desire for perfect contentment.
Or let us say, sometimes when he sings, it i3 like
a linnet in & broom, a blackbird in the brake, a
laverock in the sky. They sing in the fulness of
their joy, a3 nature teaches them — and so did he;
and the man, woman or child. who is delighted not
with such singing, be their virtues what they may,
must never hope to be in Heaven.  Gracious Provi-
dence placed Burns in the midst of the sources of
Lyrical Poetry —when he was born a Scottish
peasant.  Now, Moore is an Irishman and was born
in Dublin. Moore is & Greek scholar, and trans-
lated —after a fashion — Anacreon.  And Moore
has lived much in towns and cities —and in that
society which will suffer none else to be called
good.  Some advantages he has enjoyed which
Burns never did — but then how many disadvan-
tages has he undergone, from which the Ayrshire
Ploughman, in the bondage of his poverty, was
free ! You see all that at a single glance into
their poetry. But all in humble life is not high—
all in high life is not low ; and therc is as much
to guard against in hovel as in hall--in “ cauld clay
bigging, as in marble palace.” Burns sometimes
wrote like a mere boor—Moore has too often written
like a mere man of fashion. But take them both
at their best — and both are inimitable. Both are
national poets —and who shall say, that if Moore
had been born and bred a peasant, as Burns was,
and if Ireland had been such a land of knowledge,
and virtue, and religion as Scotland is — and surely
without offence, we may say that it never was,
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and never will be—though we love the Green
Island well — that with his fine fancy, warm heart,
and exquisite sensibilities, he might not have been
as natural a lyrist as Burns ?—while, take him as he
is, who can deny that in richness, and variety, in
grace, and in the power of art, he is superior to the
Ploughman?’” *

NOTE B.

Ir Tasso seldom has full justice done him, it
is because, in comparison with the great
Epic pocts, he appears wanting in grandeur.
Armida, Erminin, and even Clorinda, the
most beautiful creations of his muse, helong
to a less severe order of poetry than the
Epic. But let us compare his Satan, or
I Plutu, as he calls him, with the magnificent
« Arch-angel ruin’d 7 of Miiton,

Canro 1V.
6.
- * * = -
- * * - *

«“Siede Iluton nel mezzo, e con la destra
Sostien lo scettro ruvido e pesante;
Ne tanto scoglio in mar, né rupe alpestra,
N piit Calpe s'innalza, ¢’l magno Atlante,
Ch’ anzi lui non paresse un picciol colle;
Si la gran fronte ¢ le gran corna estolle.

-

‘.

« Orrida maestd nel fero aspetto
Terrore aceresee, ¢ pilt superbo il rende:
Rosseggian gli occhi, e di veneno infetto,
Come infausta Cometa, il guardo splende;
GU involve il mento, e su I’ irsuto petto
Ispida ¢ folta la gran barba scende;
I in guisa di voragine profonda
8" apre la bocea d’ atro sangue immonda.

8.
“Qual i fumi sulfurei ed infiammati
Escon di Mongibello, e il puzzo, ¢ 'l tuono;
Tal della fera boeea i neri fiati,
Tale il fetore, ¢ le faville sono,” ete.

With the exeeption of the mountains and
the comet, all the images here produced tend
to produce disgust rather than terror.  The
look “infected with poison,” “tho great

* Recreations of Christopher North, vol. i. p. 272,

———

beard enveloping his chin, and spreading
thick and bushy over his shaggy breast,” the
“ mouth filthy with black blood,” ¢ the
stench and the sparks of his dark breath,”
all these compose the features of as foul and
noisome a fiend as can well be described —
but not Satan. Now let us look at the con-
trast which Milton’s picture presents to us,
First, the outward and physical appearance
of him who has contested with the Almighty
the supremacy of Heaven is presented to us:

“ The superior fiend

Was moving toward the shore: his ponderous
shield,

Ythereal temper, massy, large, and round,
Behind him cast; the broad circumference
Hung on his shoulders like the moon, whose orb
Through optic glass the Tuscan artist views
At cvening from the top of Fiesolé,
Or in Valdarno, to desery new lands,
Rivers or mountains in her spotty globe.
His spear, to equal which the tallest pine
Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast
Of some great admiral, were but a wand,
He walk’d with to support uneasy steps
Over the burning marl, not like those steps
On Heaven's azure; and the torrid clime
Smote on him sore bLesides, vaulted with fire.”

Here all is great, and nothing is disgusting.
Presently our terror at his giant spirit is
mingled with respect for some moral qualities
still left ; for,

« Nuthless he so endur’d, till on the beach
Of that inflamed sea he stood, and call'd
His legions, angel forms, who lay entranc’d,
Thick as autumnal leaves that strew the brooks
In Vallombrosa, where th’ Etrurian shades,
High overarch’d, embower; or scatter'd sedge
Atloat,” &c.

Then, again, when they were assembled
to hear him, they beheld, not a foul fiend
with dirty beard, and filthy sulphurous
breath, fit only to frighten the nursery, but

“ Thus far these beyond
Compare of mortal prowess, yet observ’d
Their dread commander : he, above the rest
In shape and gesture proudly eminent,
Stood like a tow’r; his form had yet not lost
All her original brightness; nor appear’d
Less than Arch-angel ruin’d, and th’ excess
Of glory obscur'd; as when the sun, new risen, :
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Looks through the horizontal misty air,
Shorn of his beams; or from behind the moon,
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds

On half the nations, and with tear of change
Perplexes monarchs,  Darken'd so, yet shone
Above them all, th> Arch-angel: but his face
Deep scars of thunder had entrench'd, and care
Sat on his fuded cheek, but under brows

Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride,
Waiting revenge: cruel his eye, but cast
Signs of remorse und passion, to behold

The fellows of his crime, the followers rather,
(Far other once beheld in bliss) condemn’d
For ever now to have their lot in pain;
Millions of spirits for his fault amerc'd

Of heav’n,” &c.

In these well-known and admirable lines,
Milton has portrayed a Spirit, wicked indeed

and without compunction for his crimes, but
with a form still bright, and redeem'd from

utter abhorrence by fortitide in bhearing poin,
by dauntless cournge, and by pity for his
followers, over whom he s inuneasurably
raised as the sole cause of their rebellion,

Struck by similar contrasts, Boileau has
spoken for one who prefers © e elinguant de
Tusse & tout 'or de Virgile.”  But this isa
foolish and wnjust phra~se.  The metal of
Tasso may be silver as compared to Virzil's
wold, but it ix not tinsel. .\ true poet, sur-
passed by very few, one of the glories of the
glovious literature of Italy, he-only loses
when, leaving the regions of chivalry, of
valour, and of love, he attempts to rise to
the heights of Homer, Virgil, Duaute, or
where

“ Daring Milton sits sublime.”

Lowllaed Lusib,
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MEMOIRS, JOURNAL, AND CORRESPONDENCE

oF

THOMAS MOORE

MzMorrs oF MyYSELF, begun many Years
sirico, but never, I fear, to be completed.
—T. M. (1833.)

Or my ancestors on the paternal side I know
little or nothing, having never, so far as I
can recollect, heard my father speak of his
father and mother, of their station in life, or
of anything at all connected with them. My
uncle, Garret Moore, was the only member
of my father’s family with whom I was ever
personally acquainted. 'When I came indeed
to be somewhat known, there turned up into
light a numerous shoal of Kerry cousius (my
dear father having been & native of Kerry),
who were eager to advance their claims to
relationship with me; and I was from time
to time haunted by applications from first
and second cousins, each asking in their res-
pective lines for my patronage and influence.
Of the family of my mother, who was born
in the town of Wexford, and whose maiden
name was Codd, I can speak more fully and
satisfactorily; and my old gouty grandfather,
Tom Codd, who lived in the Corn-market,
Wexford, is connected with some of my ear-
liest remembrances. Besides boing engaged
in the provision trade, he must also, I think
(from my recollection of the machinery),
have had something to do with weaving.

But though thus humble in his calling, he
brought up a large family reputably, and was
always, as I have heard, much respected by
his fellow townsmen.

It was some time in the year 1778, that
Anastasia, the eldest daughter of this
Thomas Codd, became the wife of my father,
John Moore, and in the following year I
came into the world. My mother could not
have been much more than eighteen (if so
old) at the time of her marriage, and my
father was considerably her senior. Indeed,
I have frequently heard her say to him in
her laughing moods, “ You know, Jack, you
were an old bachelor when I married you.”
At this period, as I always understood, my
father kept a small wine store in Johnson’s
Court, Grafton Street, Dublin; the same
court, by the way, where I afterwards went
to school. On his marriage, however, having
received I rather think some littlo money
with my mother, he set up business in
Aungier Street, No. 12, at the corner of
Little Longford Street; and in that house,
on the 28th of May, 1779, I was born.

Immediately after this event, my mother
indulged in the strange fancy of having a
medal (if such it could be called) struck off,
with my name and the date of the birth
engraved on it. Th(; medal was, in fact,
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nothing more than & large crown-piece,
which she had caused to be smoothed so as
to receive the inscription; and this record of
my birth, which, from a weakness on the
subject of her children’s ages, she had kept
always carefully concealed, she herself de-
livered into my hands when I last saw her,
on 16th Feb. 1831 ; and when she evidently
felt we were parting for the last time. For
so unusual a mode of commemorating a
child’s age I can only account by the state
of the laws at that period, which, not allow-
ing of the registration of the births of
Catholic children, left to parents no other
mode * of recording them than by some such
method as this fondest of mothers devised.
At a very early age I was sent to & school
kept by a man of the name of Malone, in the
same street where we lived. This wild, odd
fellow, of whose cocked hat I have still a
very clear remembrance, used to pass the
greater part of his nights in drinking at
public-houses, and was hardly ever able to
make his appearance in the school before
noon. He would then generally whip the
boys all round for disturbing his slumbers.
I was myself, however, a special favourite
with him, partly, perhaps, from being the

. youngest boy in the school, but chiefly, I

think, from the plan which then, and ever
after, my anxious mother adopted, of heap-

* 1 have, not long sirce, been told by my sister
that there does exist a registration of my birth, in
the book for such purposes, belonging to Townsend
Street Chapel, Dublin,

[Mr. Moore having mentioned a report that his
baptismal register was preserved, I have procured
from Dublin a certificate, of which the following is
a copy.=J. R. Ep.].

* Church of St. Andrew, Westland Row, Dublin,
this 1st day of November, 1852,

«7 certify that Thomas Moore, son of John and
Anastasia Moore, was baptized according to the
rite of the Catholic Charch, on the 30th day of
May, A.p. 1779, Sponsors being James Dowling
and Margaret Lynch, as appears from the Baptis-
mal Register of the United Parishes of St. Andrew,
St. Mark, St. Peter, and St. Anne, kept in the
Church of St. Andrew, Westland Row, Dublin.

“ MICHAEL BaAnrxs,
* Curate of said Parishes.”

ing with all sorts of kindnesses and atten-
tions, those who were in any way, whether
as masters, ushers, or schoolfellows, likely
to assist me in my learning. |

From my natural quickness, and the fond
pride with which I was regarded at home,
it was my lot, unluckily perhaps,—though
from such a source I can consider nothing
unlucky,—to be made at a very early age,
a sort of show child ; and a talent for reciting
was one of the first which my mother’s own
tastes led her to encourage and cultivate in
me. The zealous interest, too, which to the
last moment of her life, she continued to
take in the popular politics of the day was
shown by her teaching me, when I was not
quite four years old, to recite some verses
which had just then appeared against
Girattan, reflecting severely upon his conduct
on the question of simple Repeal. This
short eclipse of our great patriot’s popularity
followed closely upon the splendid grant
bestowed on him by the House of Commons;
and the following description of an apostate
patriot, in allusion to this circumstance, I
used to repeat, as my mother has often told
me, with peculiar energy : —

“ Pay down his price, he’ll wheel about,
And laugh, like Grattan, at the nation.”

Isometimes wonder that it never occurred
to me, during the many happy hours I have
since passed with this great and good man,
to tell him that the first words of rhyme I
ever lisped in my life, were taken from this
factious piece of doggerel, aimed at himself
during one of those fits of popular injustice,
to which all fame derived from the populuce
is but too likely to be exposed. ~

One of the persons of those early days to
whom I look back with most pleasure, was
an elderly maiden lady, possessed of some
property, whose name was Dodd, and who
lived in a small neat house in Camden
Street. The class of socicty sho moved in
was somewhat of a higher level than ours;
aund she was the only person to whom, during
my childhood, my mother could ever trust
me for any time, away from herself. It
was, indeed, from the first, my poor mother’s
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ambition, though with no undue aspirings
for herself, to secure for her children an
early footing in the better walks of society;
and to her constant attention to this object
I owe both my taste for good company, and
the facility I afterwards found in adapting
myself to that sphere. Well, indeed, do I
remember my Christmas visits to Miss Dodd,
when [ used to pass with her generally three
whole days, and be made so much of by her-
self and her guests: most especially do I
recall the delight of one evening when she
had a large tea-party, and when, with her
alone it the sceret, I remained for howrs
concealed under the table, having a small
barrel-organ in my lap, and watching
anxiously the moment when I was to burst
upon their ears with music from—they
knew not where! If the pleasure, indeed,
of the poet lies in anticipating his own
power over the imagination of others, I had
as much of the poetical feeling about me
while lying hid under that table as ever I
could boast since.

About the same time, or it might be a
year or two later, I was taken by my mother
on & visit to the country-house of some
friend of ours, whose name was, I think,
MacClellan, and who, though with all such
signs of wealth about them, as a carriage,
horses, country-house, &c., left on my me-
mory the impression of being rather vulgar
people.

Though T was, by all accounts, a very
quick child, I was still perfectly a child ; nor
had the least conscionsness of being different
from any other child in this respect. One
tribute, however, to my precociousness struck
my fancy too much to be unheeded or for-
gotten by me. A Captain Mahony, who
was at this time one of the guests at our
fricud's, used to say, laughingly, to my
mother, that he was sure I passed all my
nights with the “little peoplo” (meaning
tho fairies) on the hills; and at breakfast he
would often, to my great amusement, ask
me, Well, Tom, what news from your
friends on the hills? It was a fine moon-

light night, and I know you were among
them.”

I have said that Miss Dodd was the only
person to whom my mother would trust me
for any time away from herself; but there
was also a family of the name of Dunn, long
intimate with ours, with whom I once or
twice passed some part of my holidays, at a 1
smail country-house they had at Dundrum. |
In the middle of a field, near the house, stood |
the remains of an old ruined castle, and some |
of my playfellows—who they were I now
forget—agreed among themselves, to make
Tommy Moore the king of that castle. A
day was accordingly fixed for the purpose;
and I remember the pleasure with which I
found myself borne on the shoulders of the
other boys to this ruin, and there crowned
on its summit by the hands of some little
girl of the party. A great many years after,
when I wasin Dublin with my family, we
went one morning along with my mother, to
pay a visit a few miles out of town, to the
daughter of her old friends the Dunn's. I
had not been apprised that her house was in
the neighbourhood of that formerly occupied
by her futher; but as I stood by myself at
the bottom of the garden, and looked at the
field adjoining, there seemed something fa-
miliar to me in the whole scene as if it had l
passed often before me in my dreams, and at !
last the field where I had been crowned !
camo vividly into my memory. I looked '
in vain, however, for any signs of the castle -
that once stood in it. On my return into the
house, I asked Mrs. Graham (the former
Miss Dunn) whether there had not formerly |
been a ruin in the field next her garden? |
“There was, indeed,” she answered, “and |
that was the castle where you were crowned |
when a child.”

As soon as I was old enough to encounter
the crowd of a large school, it was deter-
mined that I should go to the best then in
Dublin,—the grammar school of the well~
knpwn Samucl Whyte, whom a reputation
of more than thirty years’ standing had
placed, at that time, at the head of his pro-
fession. So early as the year 1758, a boy had
heen entrusted to this gentleman's care,
whom, after a few years' trial of his powers,

!

1 ho pronounced to be “a most incorrigible
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i dunce.” This boy was no other than the
afterwards celebrated Richard Brinsley
Sheridan; and so far from being ashamed
of his mistake, my worthy schoolmaster had
the good sense often to mention the eircum-
stance, as an instance of the difficulty and
rashness of forming any judgment of the

! future capacity of children,

The circumstance of my having happened
| to be under the same schoolmaster with She-
| ridan, though at so distant an interval, has
led the writer of a professed memoir of my
life, prefixed to the Zwickau edition of my
works, into rather an amusing mistake : —
“His talents,” he is pleased to say of me,
“dawned so early, and so great atfention was
| paid to his education by his tutor, Sheridan,
that,” &e. &e.

The turn for recitation and acting which I
had so very early manifested was the tulent,
of all others, which my new schoolmaster
was most inclined to encourage; and it was
I not long before I attained the honour of
i being singled out by him on days of public
| examination, as one of his most successtul
and popular exhibitors,—to the no small
| jealousy, as may be suppused, of all other
mammas, and the great glory of my own.
As I looked particularly infantine for my
age, the wounder was, of course, still more
wonderful. “Oh, he’s an old little crabh,”
said one of the rival Cornelias, on an occa-
sion of this kind, “he can't be less than
eleven or twelve years of age.” ¢Then,
. madam,” said a gentleman sitting next her,
who was slightly acquainted with our fumily,
“if that is the case, he must have been four
* years old hefore he wasborn,”  This answer,
which was reported to my mother, won her
warm heart towards that gentleman for ever
efter. "\

To the drama and all connected with it,
Mr. Whyte had been through his whole life
warmly devoted, having lived in habits of
intimacy with the family of Brinsley She-
ridan, as well as with most of the other
ornaments of the Irish stage in the middle
of the last century. Among his private pu-
pils, too, he had to number some of the most
distinguished of our people of fashion, both

male and female; and of one of the three
beautiful Misses Montgomery, who had been
under his tuition, a portrait hung in his
drawing-room. In the direction of those
private theatricals which were at that time
so fushionable among the higher circles in
Ireland, he had always a leading share,
Besides teaching and training the young '
actors, he took frequently a part in the
dramatis personce himself; and either the
prologue or epilogue was generally furnished
by his pen.  Among the most memorable of
the theatricals which he assisted in, muay be
mentioned the performance of the “ Begyear's
Opera,” at Carton, the seat of the Duke of
Leinster, on which oceasion the Rev. Dean
Marley, who was afterwards Bishop of Wa-
terford, besides performing the part of Lockit
in the opera, recited a prologue of which he
was himself the author. The Peachum of
the night was Lord Charlemont; the Lucy,
Lady Louisa Conolly; and Captain Morris
(I know not whether the admirable song
writer) was the Macheath.

At the representation of “lIlenry the
Fourth,” by most of the same party at
C'astletown, a prologue written by my school-
master had the high honour of heing de-
livered Dy that distinguished Irishman,
Hussey Burgh; and on another oceasion,
when the masque of Comus was plaved at
(‘arton, his muse was associated with one
glorious in other walks than those of rhyme,
—the prologue to the pieco being announced
as “written by Mr. Whyte, and the cpilogue
by the Rt. Hon., Henry Grattan.”

It hags been remarked, and I think truly,
that it would be difficult to name any emin-
ent public man, who had not, at some time
or other, tried his hand at verse; and the
only signal exception to this remark is said
fo have heen Mr. Pitt.

In addition to his private pupils in the
dilettante line of theatricals, Mr. Whyto
was occasionally employed in giving lessons
on elocution to persons who meant to make
the stage their profession. One of these, a
very pretty and interesting girl, Miss Cam-
pion, became afterwards a popular actress

both in Dublin and London. She continued,
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1 think, to take instructions of him in read-
ing oven after she had made her appearance
on the stage; and one day, while she was
with him, a messenger came into the school
to say that “Mr. Whyte wanted Tommy
Moore in the drawing-room.” A summons
to the master's house (which stood detached
away from the school on the other side of a
yard) was at all times an event; but how
great was my pride, delight, and awe,—for I
looked upon actors then as a race of superior
beings,—when I found I had been summoned
for no less a purpose than to he introduced
to Miss Campion, and to have the high
hononr of reciting to her ¢ Alexander’s
Feast.” )

The pride of being thought worthy of ap-
pearing hefore so celebrated a person took
possession of all my thoughts. I felt my
heart heat as I walked through the streets,
not only with the expectation of meeting
her, but with anxious doubts whether, if I
did happen to meet her, she would conde-
scend to recognise me; and when at last
the happy moment did arrive, and she made
‘me a gracious bow in passing, I question if
a salute from Corinne, when on her way to
be erowned in the Capitol, would in after
days have aflected me half so much. .

Whyte's counection, indeed, with thea-
trical people was rather against his success
in the way of his profession ; as many parents
were apprehensive, lest, being so fond of the
drama himself, he might inspire too much
the sume taste in his pupils. As for me, it
was thought hardly possible that I could
escape heing made an actor, and my poor
mother, who, sanguinely speculating on the
speedy removal of the Catholic disabilities,
Lad destined me to the bar, was frequently
doomed to hear prognostics of my devotion
of myscif to the profession of the stage.

Among the most intimate friends of my |

schoolmaster were the Rev. Joseph Lefanu
and his wife,—she was the sister of Richard
Brindley Sheridan, This lady, who had a
good deal of the talent of her family, with a
large aljoy of aflectation, was? like the rest
of.tlm warld at that time, strongly smitten
with the love of acting ; and in some private

theatricals held at the house of a Lady
Borrowes, in Dublin, had played the part of
Jane Shore with considerable success. A
repetition of the same performance took
place at the same little theatre in the year
1790, when Mrs. Lefanu being, if I recollect
right, indisposed, the part of Jane Shore was
played by Mr. Whyte’s daughter, a very
handsome and well educated young person,
while I myself—at that time about eleven
years of age—recited the epilogue; being |
kept up, as I well remember, to an hour so
far beyond my usual bed-time, as to be near
fulling asleep behind the scenes while wait-
ing for my début. As this was the first time ,'
I ever saw my name in print, and I am now |
“myself the little hero of my tale,” it is but |
right I should commemorate the important |
event by transcribing a part of the play-bill
on the occasion, as I find it given in the
second edition of my Master's Poetical Works,
printed in Dablin 1792 : —
¢« Lady Borrowes’ Private Theatre,
Kildare Street.

On TuEespay, March 16th, 1790,

Will be performed

The Tragedy of
JANE SHORE:
Gloucester, Rev. PETER LEFANU.
Lord Hastings, Counsellor H1cGINsoN,
ete. etc.,

And Jane Shore, by Miss WHYTE.

An QccastoNAL Prorogur, Mr. Sxace.
Epilogue, A Squecze to St. Paul’s, Master MoORE.
To which will be added,
the Farce of
THE DEVIL TO PAY:

Jobson, Colonel FrexcH,
etc. ete.”

The commencement of my career in rhym-
ing was so very carly as to be almost be-
yond the reach of memory. But the first
instance I can recall of any attempt of mine
at regular versicles was on a subject which
oddly enables me to give the date with
tolerable accuracy; the theme of my muse
on this occasion having been a certain toy
very fashionable about the year 1789 or
1790, called in French a “bandalore,” and
in English a “quiz.” To such a ridiculous
degree did the fancy for this toy pervade

.




i at that time all ranks and ages, that in the
{ public gardens and in the streets numbers
. of persons, of buth sexes, were playiny it up
and down as they walked along; or, as my
. own very young doggerel described it,—
“ « The ladies too, when in the streets, or walking in
the GREEN,

Went quizzing on, to show their shapes and

graceful mien.”

Thave been enabled to mark more certainly
the date of this toy's reign from a circum-
stance mentioned to me by Lord Plunket
concerning the Duke of Wellington, who, at
the time I am speaking of, was one of the
aides-de-camp of the Lord-Lieutenant of
Ireland, and in the year 1790, according to
Lord Plunket's account, must have been a
member of the Irish House of Commons.
i “I remember,” said Lord Plunket, “being
| on a committee with him; and, it is remark-
i able enough, Lord Edward Fitzgerald was
also one of the members of it. The Duke
(then Captain Welledley, or Wesley?) was,
I recollect, playing with one of those toys
called quizzes, the whole time of the sitting
of the committee.” This trait of the Duke
coincides perfectly with all that T have ever
heard about this great man’s apparent fri-

' volity at that period of his life. y Luttrell,

i indeed, who is about two years older than

i the Duke, and who lived on terms of inti-

; macy with all the Castle men of those days,
. has the courage to own, in the face of all the
' Duke's present glory, that often, in specula-

! tmg on the future fortunes of the young men
. with whom he lived, he has said to himself,

4} inlooking at VVellesley s vacant face, “ Well,

} let who will get on in this world, you cer-
{ tainly will not.”  So little promise did there

I appear at that time of even the most ordinary
success in life, in the man who has since
i accumulated around his name such great
and lasting glory.

' To retur to my small self. The next
: effort at rhyming of which I remember hav-
 ing been guilty, sprung out of that other and

{ then paramount fancy of mine, acting. For

! the advantage of sea-bathing during the

! summer months, my father generally took a

" lodging for us, either at Irishtown or Sundy-

" |. chosen triump}
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mount, to which we young folks were usually
sent, undor the care of a fomale servant,
with occasionally, visits from my mother
during the week, to see that all was going on
well,  On the Sundays, however, she and
my father came to pass the day with us,
bringing down with them cold dinners, and,
generally, two or three friends, so thut weo
bad always a merry day of it.

Of one of those summers in particular I
have a most vivid and agreeable recollec-
tion, for there were assembled there at the
same time a number of young people of our
own age, with whose families we were
acquainted. Besides our childish sports, we
had likewise dawning within us all those
vague anticipations of a mature period,—
those little love-makings, gallantries, am-
bitions, rivalries,—which in their first stir-
rings have & romance and sweetness ahout
them that never come again.  Among other
things, we got up theatricals, and on one
occasion performed O'Keefe's farce of The
Poor Soldier, in which a very pretty person
named Fanny Ryan played the part of Norah,
and T was the happy Patrick,—dressed, I
recollect, in & volunteer uniform belonging
to a boy much older, or at least much larger
than myself, and which, accordingly, hung
about me in no very soldierly fashion.*

It was for this exhibition, which took
place a few days before our return to school,
that I made that second attempt at versify-
ing to which I have alluded, —having
written a farewell epilogue for the occasion,
which I delivered myself, in a suit of
mourning as little adapted to me as my
regimentals. In describing the transition
we were now about to undergo, from actors

* About this time (1790) a general election took
place, and Grattan and Lord Henry Fitzgerald were
tly to rey t the city of Dub-
lin. On the day of their chairing, they passed our
house, both seated in one car; and among the nn-
merous heads outstretched from our window, I
made my own, I recollect, 8o conspicuous, by the
enthusiasm with which I waved a large branch of
laurel, that I cither caught, or fancied I canght, the
particular notice of Grattan, and was of course pro-
digiously proud in consequence.
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to mere schoolboys, my epilogue had the
following lines: —,
« Qur Pantaloon that did so agd look,
Must now resume his youth, his task, his book.
Our Harlequin who skipp’d, leap’d, danced, and
died
Must no;v stand trembling by his tutor’s side.”
In repeating the two last lines of kind faro-
well,—
« Whate’er the course we're destined to pursue,
Be sure our hearts will always be with you,”

it was with great difficulty I could refrain
from blubbering outright. ~

The harlequin here described was myself;
and of all theatrical beings harlequin was
my idol and passion. To have been put in
possession of a real and complete harlequin’s
dress, would have made mo the happiest of
mortals, and I used sometimes to dream that
there appeared sometimes at my bedside a
good spirit, presenting to me a full suit of
the true parti-colonured raiment. DBut the
utmost I ever attained of this desire was
the possession of an old cast-off wand,
which had belonged to the harlequin at
Astley’s, and which I viewed with as much
reverence and delight as if it really pos-

‘sessed the wonderful powers attributed to it.

Being a very active boy, I was quite as
nmuch charmed with Harlequin’s jumping
talents as witheany of his other attributes,
and by constant practice over the rail of a
tent-bed which stood in one of our rooms,
was, at last, able to perform the head-fore-
most leap of my hero most successfully. *
Though the gay doings I have above
mentioned were put an end to by my return
to school, my brothers and sisters remained
generally a month or two longer at the sea-
side; and I used every Saturday evening to
join them there, and stay over the Sunday.
My father at that time kept a little pony for
me, on which I always rode down on those
evenings; and at the hour when I was
expected, there generally came with my
sister & number of young girls to meet me,
and full of smiles and welcomes, walked by
the side of my pony into tho town. Though
such a reception was, even at that age,

rather intoxicating, yet there mingled but
little of personal pride in the pleasure which
it gave me. There is, indeed, far more of
what is called vanity in my now reporting
the tribute, than I felt then in receiving it ;
and I attribute very much to the cheerful
and kindly circumstances which thus sur-
rounded my childhood, that spirit of enjoy-
ment, and, I may venture to add, good
temper, which has never, thank God, failed
me to the present time (July, 1833).

My youth wgs in every respect a most ’
happy one. Though kept closely to my |
school studies by my mother, who examined !
me daily in all of them herself, she was in |
everything else so full of indulgence, so
affectionately devoted to me, that to gain
her approbation I would have thought no
labour or difficulty too hard. As an in-
stance both of her anxiety about my studies
and the willing temper with which I met it,
I need only mention that, on more than one
occasion, when having been kept out too
late at some evening party to be able to
examine me in my task for next day, she
has come to my bedside on her return home,
and waked me (sometimes as late as one or
two o'clock in the morning), and I have
cheerfully sat up in my bed and repeated
over all my lessons to her. Her anxiety
indeed, that I should attain and keep a high
rank in the school was ever watchful and
active, and on one occasion exhibited itself
in a way that was rather disconcerting to
me. On our days of public examination
which were, if I recollect, twice a year,
there was generally a large ‘attendance of
the parents and friends of the boys; and on
the particular day I allude to, all the seats
in the area of the room being occupied, my
mother and a few other ladies were obliged
to go up into one of the galleries that sur- |
rounded the school, and there sit or stand as
they could. When the reading class to
which I belonged, and of which I had at-
tained the first place, was called up, some
of the boys in it who were much older and
nearly twice as tall as myself, not liking
what they deemed the disgrace of having so
little a fellow at the head of the class, when
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» standing up before the audience all placed
themselves above me. Though feeling that
* this was unjust, I adopted the plan which,
Y according to Corneille, is that of * lhonnéte
~ homme trompé,” namely, “ne dire mot,"—
and was submitting without a word to what
I saw the master himself did not oppose,
when to my surprise and, I must say, shame,
- I heard my mother’s voice breaking the
silence, and saw her stand forth in the op-
posite gallery, while every eye in the room
was turned towards her, ang in a tirm, clear
tone (though in reality she was ready to

sink with the eftort), address herself to the?

* enthroned schoolmaster on the injustice she
. saw about to be perpetrated. It required,
. however, but very few words to rouse his
. attention to my wrongs. The bigboys were
* obliged to descend from their usurped eleva-
tion, while I,—ashamed a little of the
exhibition which I thought my mother had
made of herself, took my due station at the
head of the class.

But great as was my mother’s ambition
about me, it was still perfectly under the
control of her strong, good sense, as may be
shown by a slight incident which now

the year 1792, a wild author and artist of
our acquaintance, named Paulett Carey, set
| up & monthly publication, called the Senti-
. mental and Masonic Magazine,—one of the

account of my beginnings in music,—the
only art for which, in my own opinion, I
was born with a real naturad love; my
poetry, such as it is, having sprung out of
my deep feeling for music, While T was
yet quite a child, my father happened to
have an old lumbering harpsichord thrown
on his hunds, as part payment of a debt from
some bankrupt customer; and when I was
a little older, my mother, anxious to try my
faculties in all possible ways, employed a
youth who was in the service of a tuner in
our neighbourhood, to teach me to play.
~My instructor, however, being young him-
selfy, was a good deal more given to romping
and jumping than to music, and our time
together was chiefly passed in vanlting over
the tables and chairs of the drawing-room.
The progress I made, therefore, was not such

occurred to me. About the beginning of

as to induce my mother to continue me in
this line of instruction ; and I left off; after
acquiring little more than the power of
playing two or three tunes with the right
hand only. It was soon, however, dis-
covered that I had an agreeable voice and
taste for singing ; and in the sort of gay life
we led (for my mother was always fond of
society), this talent of mine was frequently
called into play to enliven our tea-parties’
and 'suppers. In the summer theatricals
too, which I have alrcady recorded, my

singing of the songs of Patgck, in the Poor

; first attempts at graphic embellishment (and | Soldier, — particularly of the duct with

. a most wretched one it was) that yet had
: appeared in Dublin. Among the engravings
" prefixed to the numbers were, occasionally,
¢ portraits of public characters; and as I had,
' in my tiny way, acquired some little cele-
brity by my recitations at school and else-
" where, a strong wish was expressed by the
i editor that there should be a druwing of me
! engraved for the work. My mother, how-
} ever, though pleased, of course, at the
proposal, saw the injudiciousness of bring-
ing me so ecarly before the public, and,
| much to my disappointment, refused hLer
consent.

Having expatiated more than enough on

!
|
b
i
1
|
 my first efforts in acting and rhyming, I
|

must try the reader's patience with some]

Norah, into which I threw a feeling far
beyond my yrars,—was received with Lut
too encouraging applause,

About this time (1792) the political
affairs of Ircland began to assume a most
animated or, a8 to some it appeured, stormy
aspect.  The canse of the Catholics was
becoming every duy more national; and in
cach new step and vicissitude of its course,
our whole family, especially my dear mother,
took the intensest interest. Besides her
feclings, as a patriotic and werm-hearted
Irishwoman, the ambitious hopes with
which she looked forward to my future
career all depended, for even the remotest
chance of their fulfilment, on the success
of the measures of Catholic enfranchisement
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then in progress.  Somo of the most violent
of those who early took a part in the pro-
ceedings of the United Irishmen were among
our most intimate friends ; and I remember
being taken by my father to a public dinner
in honour of Napper Tandy, where one of the
toasts, as well from its poetry as its politics,
made an indelible impression upon my
mind, — ¢ May the breezes of France blow
our Irish oak into verdure!” I recollect
my pride too, at the hero of the night,
Napper Tandy, taking me, for some minutes,
on his knee, |

Most of these patriot acquaintances of
ours, of whom I have just spoken, were
Protestants, the Catholics being still too
timorous to come forward openly in their
own cause,—and amongst the most intimate,
was o clever, drunken attorney, named
Matthew Dowling, who lived in Great
Longford Street, opposite to us, and was a
good deal at our house. He belonged to
the famous National Guard, against whose
assemblage (Dec. 9, 1792) a proclamation
was issued by the government; and wus
one of the few who on that day ventured to
make theirappearance. I recollect his pay-
ing us a visit that memorable Sunday,
having engraved upon the buttons of his
green uniform a cap of liberty surmounting
the Irish harp, instead of & crown. This
unfortunate man who, not long after the
time I am speaking of, fought a duel at
Holyhead with Major Burrow, the private
secretary of the Rt. ITon.——Hobart, was
in the year 1798 taken up for treason. In
looking lately over ,the papers of Lord
Edward Fitzgerald, I found a note or two
addressed to his family by poor Dowling,
who was in the very prison to which the
noble Fdward was taken to breathe his last.
What became of him afterwards I know
not, but fear that he died in great misery.

Among my schoolfellows at Whyto's was
a son of the eminent barristet Beresford
Burston, who was about the samo age as
myself, and with whom I formed an in-
timacy which lasted a good many years.
My acquaintance with this family was one
.| of thoso steps in the scale of respectable

Py

.

gociety which it delighted my dear mother
1o seo me attain and preserve. Mr. Burston
was one of the most distinguished men, as a
lawyer, at the bar; and possessing also some
fortuno by right of his wife, lived in a style
not only easy but elegant; having, hesides
his town house in York Strect, a very hand-
some country villa near Blackrock, at which
I used to pass, with my young friend Beres-
ford, the greater part of my vacations. This
boy being an only son, was of course an ob-
ject of great solicitude to his parents; and
my mother used always to look upon it as a
most flattering tribute to me, that a man so
sensible and particular, as was Mr. Burston
in all respects, should have singled me out
to be his son's most constant associate. In
politics this gentleman was liberal, but re-
tiring and moderate; and this moderation
enhanced considerably the importance of the
opinion which, in concert with the Hom.
Simon Butler, he pronounced, in the year
1792, in favour of the legality of the Gereral
Catholic Committee ;—an opinion which at
that time procured for him very great
popularity. .
The large measure of Catholic enfran-
chisement which passed in the year 1793,
sweeping away, among various other dis-
qualifications, those which excluded persons
of that faith from the University and Bar,
left my mother free to indulge her long-
cherished wish of bringing me up to the
profession of the law. Accordingly, no time
was to be lost in preparing me for college.
Though professing to teach English himself,
and indeed knowing little or nothing of any
other language, Mr. Whyte kept always a
Latin usher employed in the school for the
use of such boys as, though not meant for

the University, their parents thought right
to have instructed in the classics sufficiently
for the purposes of ordinary life ; and under
this usher I had been now for a year or two
studying. It had been for some time a
matter of deliberation whether I should not
be sent to a regular Latin school; and Dr.
Cur's of Copinger Lane was the one thought
of for the purpose. But there were advan-

tages in keeping me still at Whyte’s, which
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my mother knew well how to appreciate.
In the first place, the person who had been
for some time our Latin usher, had —thanks
to my mother's constant civilities towards
him, and perhaps my own quickness und
teachableness—taken a strong fancy to me;
and not only during school-time, but at our
own house in the evening, where he was
always made a welcome guest, took the most
friendly pains to forward me in my studies.
Another advantage I had was in not being
tied to any class; for the few loarners of
Latin which the school contained, I very
soon outstripped, aud thus was left free to
advance as fast as my natural talent and
application would carry me. I was also
enabled to attend at the same time to my
English studies with Whyte (far more for-
tunate, in this, than the youths of public
schools in England, whose knowledge of
their own language is the last thing thought
worthy of attention); and, accordingly, in
reading and recitation, maintained my supre-
macy in the school to the last. An early
and quick foresight of the advantages and of
the account to which they might be turned,
had led my mother to decide upon keeping
me at Mr. Whyte's; and I accordingly re-
mained there till the time of my entering
the University in 1794, .

The Latin usher of whom I have here
spoken, and whose name was Donovan, was
an uncouth, honest, hard-headed, and kind-
hearted man, and, together with the Latin
and Greck which he did his best to pour
into me, infused also a thorough and ardent
passion for poor Ireland’s liberties, and a
deep and cordial hatred to those who were
then lording over and trampling her down.
Such feelings were, it is true, common at
that period among almost all with whom
my family much associated, but in none had
they taken such deep and determined root as
Min sturdy “ Old Donovan;” and finding his
pupil quite as eager and ready at politics as
at the classics, he divided the time we passed
together pretty equally between both, And
though from the first I was naturally des-
tined to be of the line of politics which I

MEMOIRS OF THOMAS MOORE.

[Aorar. 14,

8o say, born o rebel, —yet the strong hold
which the feeling tovk so carly, both of my
imagination and heart, I owe a good deal I
think to those conversations, during school
hours, with Donovan,

It was in this year (1793) that for the
first time 1 enjoyed the honour and glory
(and such it truly was to me) of seeing verses
of my own in print. I had now indved be-
come a determined rhymer; and there was
an old maid,—old in my eyes, at least, at
that time,—Miss Hannah Byrne, who used
to be a good deal at our house, and who,
being herself very much in the poetical line,
not only encouraged but wrote answers to
my young effusions. The name of Romeo
(the apagram of that of Moore) was the
signature which I adopted in our correspon~
dence, and Zelia was the title under which
the lady wrote. Poor Hannah Byrne!—
not even Sir Lucius O'Trigger's “ Dalia ”
was a more uninspiring object than my
“Zalin” was, To this lady, however, was
my first printed composition addressed in my
own proper name, with the following intro-
ductory epistle to the editor: —

To the Editor of the “ Anthologia Hibernica.”
“ Aungier Street, Sept. 11, 1793,

“Sir, —If the following attempts of a !
youthful muse seem worthy of a place in
your Magazine, by inserting them you will |
much oblige a constunt reader,

“Trn—x—s8 M—ngr."”

TO ZELIA,
ON HER CHARGING THE AVTHOR WITH WRITING TOO
MUCH ON LOVE.
Then follow the verses,—and conclude
thus: —
“ When first she raised her simplest lays
In Cupid’s never-ceasing praise,
The God a faithful promise gave,
That never should she fcel Love's stings,
Never to Burning passion be a slave,
But feel the purer joy thy friendship brings.”

The second copy of verses is entitled “ A
Pastoral Ballad,” and though mere mock-
birds’ song, has some lines not unmusical :—

have ever since pursued, — being, if I may
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“ My gardens are crowded with flowers,
My vines are all loaded with grapes;
Nature sports in my fountains and bowers,
And assumes her most beautiful shapes.
“The shepherds admire my lays,
When 1 pipe they all flock to the song;
They deck me with laurels and bays,
And list to me all the day long.
“ But their laurels and praises are vain,
They’ve no joy or delight for me now;
For Celia despises the strain,
And that withers the wreath of my brow.”

This magazine, the % Anthologia Hiber-
nica,”—one of the most respectable attetnpts
at periodical literature that have ever been
ventured upon in Ireland,—was set on foot
by Mercier, the college bookseller, and car-
ried on for two years, when it died, as all such
things die in that country, for want of money
and—of talent; for the Irish never either
fight or write well on their own soil. My
pride on seeing my own name in the first
list of subscribers to this publication, —
“Master Thomas Moore,” in full, — was
only surpassed by that of finding myself one
of its “esteemed contributors.” It was in
the pages of this magazine for the months of
January and February, 1793, that I first
read, being then a school-boy, Rogers’s
“Plensures of Memory,” little dreaming
that I should one day become the intimate
friend of the author; and such an impression
did it then make upon me, that the par-
ticular typo in which it is there printed, and
the very colour of the paper, are associated
with every line of it in my memory.

Though I began my college course at the
commencement of the year 1705, I must
have been entered, as I have already said, in
the summer of the preceding year, as I re-
collect well my having had a long spell of
holidays before the term commenced ; and
if I were to single out the part of my life
the most happy and the most poetical (for
all wasyet in fancy and in promise with me),
it would be that interval of holidays. In
the first place, I was not a little proud of
being a student of Trinity College, Dublin,
which was in itself a sort of status in lifo;
and instead of Master Thomas Moore, as I had

been designated the year before among the

“ Anthologian ”” subscribers, I now read my-

self Mr. Thomas Moore, of Trinity College,

Dublin. In the next place, I had passed my

examinations, I believe, creditably ;—at least,

g0 said my old master, Whyte, who, in pub-

1shing soon after, in a new edition of his
works, some verses which I had addressed
to him a short time before leaving school,
appended to them a note of his own manu-
facture, stating that the author of the verses
had “ entered college at a very early age,
with distinguished honour to himself as well
a8 to his able and worthy preceptor.” This
favourable start of mine gave, of course,
great pleasure to my dear father and mother,
and made me happy in seeing them so.
During a great part of this happy vacation
I remained on & visit with my young friend
Burston *, at his father’s country seat; and
there, in reading Mrs. Radcliffe’s romances,
and listening, while I read, to Haydn’s music,
—for my friend’s sisters played tolerably on
the harpsichord, — dreamt away my time
in that sort of vague happiness which a
young mind conjures up for itself so easily,—
“ pleased, it knows not why, and cares not
wherefore.” Among the pieces played by
the Miss Burstons, there was one of Haydn's
first simple overtures, and a sonata by him,
old-fashioned enough, beginning

These pieces, as well as a certain lesson of
Nicolai's of the same simple cast, I some~
times even to this day play over to myself,
to remind me of my young reveries.

Before I enter upon the details of my
collego life, a few particulars, relating
chiefly to the period immediately preceding
it, may be here briefly mentioned. Among
the guests at my mother’s gay parties and
suppers, were two persons, Wesley Doyle |
and the well-known Joe Kelly (brother of

* Young Burston entered college (as a fellow-
commoner) about the same time with myself.




12

MEMOIRS OF THOMAS MOORE,

[“Frar. 10,

Michael), whose musical talentse were in
their several ways of the most agreeable
kind. Doyle’s futher being a professor of
music, he had received regular instructions
in the art, and having a very swect and
touching voice, was able to accompany
himself on the piano-forte. Kelly, on th8
other hand, who knew mnothing of the
science of music, and at that time, indeed,
could hardly write his own name, had taken,
when quite a youth, to the profession of
the stage, and having a beautiful voice and &
handsomeface and person, met with consider-
able success. He and Doylé were insepar-
able companions, and their duets together
were the delight of the gay supper-giving
society in which they lived. The entertain-
ments of this kind given by my joyous
and social mother could, for gaiety at least,
match with the best. Our small front and
back drawing-rooms, as well as a little
closet attached to the latter, were on such
occasions distended to their utmost capacity ;
and the supper-table in the small closet
where people had least room was accordingly
always the most merry. In the round of
singing that followed these repasts my
mother usually took a part, having a clear,
soft vuice, and singing such songs as “ How
sweet in the woodlands,’”” which was one of
her greatest favourites, in a very pleasing
mauner. I was also myself one of the per-
formers on such occasions, and gave some of
Dibdin’s songs, which were at that time in
high vogue, with no small éclat.

My eldest sister, Catherine, heing at this
period (1793—4) about twelve or thirteen
years of age, it was thought time that she
should begin to learn music. The expense
of an instrument, however, stood for some
time in the way of my mother's strong desire
on the subject. My poor father, from having
more present to his mind both the difficulty
of getting money and the risk of losing it,
rather shrunk from any expenditure that
was not absolutely necessary. My mother,
however, was of a far more sanguine nature,
She had set her heart on the education of
her children; and it was only hy economy

this means it was that sho contrived to serape
together, in the course of some monthy, a
small sum of money, which, together with
what my father gave for the purpose, and
whatever trifle was allowed in exchange for
the old harpsichord, made up the price of
the new piano-forte which wo now bought.

The person employed to instruct my
sister in music was a young man of the
name of Warrer (a nephew of Dr. Doyle),
who became' afterwards one of the most
popular of our Dublin music-masters. There
had been some attempts made by Wesley
Doy and others, to teach me to play, but I
had resisted them all most strongly, and,
whether from shyness or hopelessness of
success, would not be taught ; nor waa it till
the piano-forte had been some time in our
possession, that, taking a fancy voluntarily
to the task, I began to learn of myself.

Not content with my own hoyish stirrings
of ambition, and the attempts at literature
of all kinds to which they impelled me, I
contrived to inoculate also Tom Ennis and
Johnny Delany (my father's two clerks)
with the same literary propensities. One
of them, Tom Ennis, a man between twenty
and thirty years of age, had a good deal of

natural shrewdnessand talent, as wellasa dry

vein of Irish humour, which used to amnse |

us all exceedingly.  Tho other, John Delany,
was some years younger, and of a far more
ordinary cast of mind ; but even him, too, I
succeeded in galvanising into some sort of
literary vitality. ,

As our house was far from spacions, the
bed-room which I occupied was but a corner
of that in which these two clerks slept,
boarded off and fitted up with a bed, a table,
and a chest of drawers, with a book-case
over it; and here, as long as my mother’s
brother continued to bho an inmate of onr
family, he and I slept together. After he
left us, however, to board and lodge else-
where, I had this little nook to myself, and
proud enough was I of my own apartment,
Upon the door, and upon every other vacant
space which my boundarics supplied, I
placed inscriptions of my own composition,
in the manner, as I flattered myself, of

thut she was able to effect her object. Dy




Shenstone’s at the Leasowes, Thinking it
the grandes! thing in the world to be at the
head of some literary intitution, I organised
my two shop friends, Tom Ennis and Johnny
Delany, into a debating and literary society,
of which I constituted myself the president;
and our meetings, as long as they lasted,
were held once or twice a week, in a small
closet helonging to the bed-room off which
mine was partitioned. ‘When there was no
company of an evening, the two clerks
always supped at the same time with the
family ; taking their bread and cheese, and
beer, while my father and mother had
their regular meat supper, with the usual
adjunct, never omitted by my dear father
through the whole of his long and hale life,
of a tumbler of whisky punch. It was after
this meal that my two literary associates
and myself, used (unknown, of course, to my
father and mother) toretire, on the evenings
of our meetings, to the little closet beyond
the hed-room, and there hold our sittings.
In addition tothe otherimportant proceedings
that occupied us, cach member was required
to produce an original enigma, or rebus, in
verse, which the others were bound, if
possible, to explain; and I remember one
night, Tom Eunis, who was in general very
quick at these things, heing exceedingly
mortificd at not being able to make out a
i riddle which the president (my august self)
had proposed to the assembly.  After various
fruitless cfforts on his part, we were obliged
to break up for the night leaving my riddle
still unsolved. After I had been some hours
asleep, however, I was awakencd by a voice
from my neighbour’s apartment, crying out
lustily, “a drum, a drum, a drum ;” while at
tho samo time the action was suited to the
word by a most vigorous thumping of a pair
of fists against my wooden partition. It was
Tom Enuis, who had been lying awake all
those hours endeavouring to find out the
riddle, and now thus vociferously announced
to me his solution of it.

This honest fellow was (like almost all
those among whom my early days were
passed) thoroughly, and to the heart’s core,
Irish.  One of his most favourite studies was
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an old pley in rhyme, on the subject of the
Battle of Aughrim, out of which he used to
repeat the speeches of the gallant Sarsfield
with a true national relish. Those well-
known verses, too, translated from the
Florentine bishop, Donatus, ¢ Far westward
lies an isle of ancient fame,”” were ever ready
on his lips. .

Though, by the bill of 1793 Catholics
were admitted to the University, they were
still (and continue to be to this present day),
excluded from scholarships, fellowships, and
all honours connected with emolument; and,
as with our humble and precarious means,
such aids as these were naturally a most
tempting consideration, it was for a short
time deliberated in our family circle, whether
I ought not to be entered as a Protestant.
But such an idea could hold but a brief
place in honest minds, and its transit, even
for a moment, through the thoughts of my
worthy parents, only shows how demoralising
must be the tendency of laws which hold
forth to their victims such temptations’ to
duplicity. My mother was a sincere and
warm Catholic, and even gave in to some
of the old superstitions connected with
that faith, in a manner remarkable for a
person of her natural strength of mind.
The less sanguine nature and quiet humour
of my father led him to view such matters

with rather less reverent eyes; and though
my mother could seldom help laughing at
his sly sallies against the priests, she made
a point of always reproving him for them,
saying (as I think I can hear her saying at
this moment), “I declare to God, Jack
Moore, you ought to bo ashamed of your-
self.”

‘We had in the next street to us (Great
Stephen Stree®) a friary, where we used to
attend mass on Sundays, and some of the
priests of which were frequent visitors at
our house. One in particular, Father Ennis,
a kind and gentle-natured man, used to be a
constant sharer of our meals; and it would
be difticult, I think, to find a priest less
meddling or less troublesome. Having
passed some time in Italy, he was able, in
return for the hospitality which he received,
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to teach me a little Italian; and I had also,
about the same time, & regular master for the
space of six months, in French,—an in-
telligent emigré named La Fosse, who could
hardly speak a word of English, and who,
on account of my quiclmess in learning, as
well ss my mother’s hospitable attentions to
him, took great delight in teaching me. To
such a lmowledge of the two languages as 1
thus contrived to pick up, I was indebted for
that display of French and Italian reading
(such as it was) which I put forth about
five or six years after, in the notes to my
translation of Anacreon.

I cannot exactly remember the age at
which I first went to confession, but it must
have been some three or four years before I
entered the University; and my good mother
(as anxious in her selection of a confessor for
me as she was in every step that regarded
my welfare, here or hereafter), instead of
{ sending me to any of our friends, the friars

of Stephen Street, committed me to the care
| of & clereyman of the name of O’Ialloran,

who belonged to Townshend Street Chapel,
and bore a very high character. Of this
venerable priest, and his looks and manner,
o8 he sat listening to me in the confessional,
1 have given a description, by no means
overcharged, in the first volume of my
Travels of an Irish Gentleman. It was, if
I recollect right, twice a year that I used to
sally forth, before breakfast, to perform this
solemn ceremony—for solemn I then cer-
tainly felt,—and a no less regular part of the
morning’s work was my breakfasting after
the confession with an old relation of my
mother, Mrs. Devereux, the wife of a West
Indin captain, who lived in a street off
Townshend Street; and a most luxurious
display of buttered toast, egg® beefstenk, &e.
I had to regale me on those occasions. To
this part of the morning’s ceremonies I look
back, even now, with a sort of boyish
pleasure; but not so to the trying scene
which had gone before it. Notwithstanding
the gentle and parental manner of the old
confessor, his position, sitting there as my
judge, rendered him awful in my eyes; and
the necessity of raking up all my boyish

A
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p@ccaéilloos, my erring thougljts, desires,
and deeds, before a person so little kuown to
me, was both painful and humilinting. We
are told that such pain and humiliation are
salutary to the mind, and I am not prepared
to deny it, the practice of confession as a
moral restraint having both sound arguments
and high authority in its favour. So irk-
some, however, did it at last become to me,
that, about a year or two after my entrance
into college, I ventured to signify to my
mother & wish that I should no longer go to
confession ; and, after a slight remonstrance,
she sensibly acceded to my wish, «

The tutor under whom I was placed on
entering College was the Rev,— Burrowes,
a man of considerable reputation, as well for
classical acquirements as for wit and humour.

There are some literary papers of his in the
Transactions of the Royal Irish Academy;
and he enjoyed the credit, I believe deser-
vedly, of having been the author, in his
youth, of a celebrated flash song, called “ The
night before Larry was stretcked,” i. e. hanged,
Of this classical production I remember but
two lines, where, on the “ Dominie ” (or par- |
son) proposing to administer spiritual conso-
lation to th® hero,—

“ Larry tipped him an elegant look,
And pitch'd his big wig to the devil.”

The fame of this song (however Burrowes
himself and his brother dominies might re-
gret it) did him no harm, of course, among
the younger part of our college community.
Having brought with me so much reputa-
tion from school, it was expected, especially
by my anxious mother, that I should dis-
tinguish myself equally at college; and in
the examinations of the first year, I did gain
a premium, and I believe a certificate. But
here the brief career of my college honours
terminated. After some unavailing efforts
(solely to please my anxious mother), and
some memento of mortification on finding
myself vanquished by competitors whom I
knew to be dull fellows,  intus ot in cute,”
and who have, indeed, proved themselves
such through life, I resolved in the second
year of my course to give up the struggle
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entirely, and to confine myself thenceforth
to such parts of the course as fell within my
own tastes and pursuits, learning just enough
to bring me through without disgrace. Tomy
mother this was at first a disappointment ;
but some little successes which I met with
out of the direct line of the course, and which
threw a degree of éclat round my progress,
served to satisfy in some degree her fond
ambition, It was a rule at the public ex-
aminations that each boy should produce, as
& matter of form, & short theme in Latin
prose upon some given subject; and this
theme might be written when, where, or by
whom it pleased the Fates; as the examiners
seldom, I believe, read them, and they went
for nothing in the scale of the merits of the
examined. On one of these occasions, I took
it into my head to deliver in a copy of En-
glish verse, instead of the usual Latin prose,
and it happened that a Fellow of the name
of Walker, who had the credit of possessing
more literary taste than most of his brother-
hood, was the examiner of our division.
‘With a beating heart I saw him, after having
read the paper himself, take it to the table
where the other examiners stood in confer-
ence, and each of them I observed perused
it in turn. He then came over to the place
where I sat, and, leaning across the table,
said to me in his peculiar methodistical tone,
“Did you write those verses yourself?”
“ Yes, gir,” I quietly answered ; upon which,
to my no small pride and delight, he said,
“Upon my word the verses do you much
credit, and I shall lay them before the
Board*, with a recommendation that you
shall have a premium for them.” He did
80; and the reward I received from the
Board was a copy of the “ Travels of Ana-
charsis,” in very handsome binding, — the
first gain I ever made by that pen which,
such as it is, has been my sole support ever
since. The distinction, I rather think, must
have been one of rare occurrence; as I re-
collect that when I waited upon the Vice-
Provost (Hall) to receive my certificato of
the honour, he took & long time beforo he

* The provost and senior fellows.
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could satisfy his classical taste as to the
terms in which he should express the pecu-
liar sort of merit for which I was rewarded ;
and, after all, the result of his cogitations
was not very felicitous, the phrase he used
being ¢ propter laudabilem in versibus com-
ponendis progressum.”

About the third year of my course, if I
remember right, an improvement was made
in our quarterly examinations by the insti-
tution of a classical premium distinct from
that which was given for science; and my-
self and a man named Ferral (who was said
to have been a tutor before he entered col-
lege) were on ome occasion competitors for
this prize. At the close of the examination,
so equal appeared our merits, that the ex-
aminer (Usher) was unable to decide between
us, and accordingly desired that we should
accompany him to his chambers, where, for
an hour or two, he pitted us against each
other. The books for that period of the
course were the Orations of Demosthenes and
Virgil’s Georgics; and he tried us by turns
at all the most difficult passages, sending one
out of the room while he was questioning the
other. At length, his dinner-hour having
arrived, he was obliged to dismiss us without
giving any decision, desiring that we should
be with him again at an early hour next
morning. On considering the matter as I
returned home, it struck me that, having
sifted so thoroughly our power of construing,
he was not likely to go again over thatground,
and that it was most probably in the history
connected with the Orations he would ex-
amine us in the morming. Acting forthwith
upon this notion, I went to an old friend of
mine in the book line, one Lynch, who kept a
ragged old stall in Stephen Street, and, bor-
rowing from him the two quarto volumes of
Leland’s Philip, contrived to skim their con-
tents in the courso of that evening, notwith-"
standing that a great part of it was devoted to
a gay music-party at a neighbour’'s. When
we reappeared before Usher in the morning,
the line of examination which he took was
exactly what I had foreseen. Returning no
more to the text of either of our authors, his
questions were solely directed to such events

15
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of the reign of Philip as were connected with
the Orations of Demosthenes; and as the
whole was floating freshly in my memory,
I answered promptly and accurately to every
point; while my poor competitor, to whom
the same lucky thought had not occurred,
was a complete blank on the subject, and
had not a word to say for himself. The
victory was, of course, mine hollow ; but it
was also in & more accurate sense of the word
hollow, as after all I did not carry off the
premium. It was necessary, as parfgof the
forms of the trial, that we should each give
in a theme in Latin verse. As I had never
in my life written a single hexameter, I was
resolved not to begin bunglingly now., In
vain did Usher represent to me that it was
a mere matter of form, and that with my
knowledge of the classics I was sure to make

out something good enough for the purpose.
I was not to be persuaded. It was enough
tor e to have done well what I had at-
tempted 5 and I determined not to attempt
anything more. The premium accordingly
went to my opponent, on his producing the
required quantum of versicles; and as my
superiority over him in the examination had
been little more than accidental, his claim
to the reward was nearly as good as my own.
That the verses were meant as a mere
form,—and a very bungling form too,—may
be believed without any difficulty ; our fel-
lows, in general, knowing little more of La-
tin verse than their pupils. Indeed, neither
in the English nor the Latin Parnassus did
these learned worthies much distinguish
themselves. Dr. Fitzgerald, one of the senior
fellows in my time, was the author of a pub-
lished poem called ¢ The Academic Sports-
men,” in which was the following remarkablo

couplet,—
“ The cackling hen, the interloping goose,

The playful kid that frisks about the house;”
and Dr. Browne,—a man, notwithstanding, of
elegant scholarship, and who is said to have
ascertained accurately the site of Tempe,
though never in Greece *,— was rash enough

Z

* He proved, if I recollect right, in this Kssay,
that Pococke had actually passed through Tempe
without knowing it.
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to publish some Latin poems, which, as
containing numerous false quantities, were
of course miserably mauled by the “ aucupes
syllabarum ” of the English Reviews.
Another slight circumstance, during my
course, which gave me both pleasure and
encouragement, took place one morning at
one of those comfortless Greek lectures which
are held at so early an hour as six o'clock,
and which, from not being a resident member
of the college, I was seldom able to attend.
Our Greek task at that period was the llws
3¢ wromav ovyypapew of Lucian, and, as
usual, I had prepared my translation iu the
best English I could stock my memory with,
—a labour which was left in general to its
own reward; as the common run of our
examiners, particularly at that early hour in
the morning, were but little awake to the

niceties or clegancies of style.  Our Greek
lecturer, however, on this occasion, was
Magee,—the hightlying archbishop of after-
days,—a man much beyond his compeers
both in leaming and taste.  Theusual portion
of translation which each boy had to scramble
through during the lecture was ahout half a
page or 80, lengthened out by constant in-
terruptions from the examiner; and in this
manuer the operation had proceeded on the
morning I am speaking of, till the book came
to my turn, when, from the moment I com-
menced, Magee stood silently listening, and
allowed me to go on translating, page after
page, to the amount of perhaps four or five;
when, expressing in a marked manner his
regret at being obliged to interrupt me, he
passed the book on to my neighbour.  From
Magee's high reputation, I felt this compli-
ment very sensibly; nor can I help saying
that his being so alive to a sense of taste or
duty—whichever it might have heen—at
so early an hour, on a raw candlelight morn-
ing, was in a high degree creditablo to him.

It was, I think, towards the end of the
second year of my course, that a crack-brained
wit, Theophilus Swift,— the same who called
out, and was wounded by Col. Lennox, after
the duel of the latter with the Duke of
York,—commenced a furious pamphlet war

against the fellows of our university, in
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consequenco of some injustice inflicted, as he
thought, by them on his son. The motto to
his chief pusquinade was “ Worth makes the
man, and want of it the fellow;” and the
most galling part of the attack was his expo-
sure of the shameless manner in which the
fellows, most of them, contrived to evade
that statute of the university which expressly
forbade their marrying. This they effected
by the not very seemly expedient of allowing
their wives to retain their maiden surnames,
and thus living with them as if they were
mistresses. The wife of my tutor, Burrowes,
for instance, went about with him in society
by the name of Mrs, Grierson,—she being
the daughter of Grierson, the King’s printer.
Magee’s wife was called Mrs. Moulson; and
so on. Ome of the points, indeed, enforced
coarsely, but bitterly, by Swift was, that
none of these ladies were, in the eyes of the
law, really married; and that, in case of
crim. con., their husbands would not be
entitled to damages. Inspeaking of the lady
of Burrowes, Swift commenced a sentence
thus : —“If & or some more youthful adven-
turer were to be caught in an amour with
Murs. Letter-press,” &e.

I forget whether any legal proceedings
were taken by any of the fellows against
Swift. But Burrowes, my tutor, being
tempted to try his wit, in & retort upon his
assailant, published a squib in verse, with
notes, for which he was prosecuted by Swift,
and sentenced to confinement, for about a
fortnight, in Newgate [Dublin]. I remem-
ber paying him a visit during the time of
his imprisonment; and it was undoubtedly
a novel incident in academic history for a
pupil to visit his reverend preceptor in New-
gate.  Swift’s son (who had been christened
Dean for the honour of the name), joined
also in a literary onset with his father, and
wrote a poem called the “ Monks of Trinity,”
which had some smart lines. In one, where
Magee was styled a “learned antithesis,” he
seems to have prefigured the sort of scrape
in which this ambitious priest got involved,
Some years after, by the use of that same
figure of rhetoric. Ina famous charge of his,
soon after ho became archbishop, in speaking

of the difficult position of the Irish establish-
ment, between the Catholics on one side and
the Dissenters on the other, he describes it
as placed “between a Church without e
religion and a religion without & Church.” *
Of this pithy sentence he was made to feel
the rebound pretty sharply ; and one of the
ablest of Dr. Doyle’s pamphlets was written
in answer to Magee’s charge.

I am now coming to & period of my youth-
ful days when a more stirring and serious
interest in public affairs began to engage my
attention, both from the increasing electric
state of the political atmosphere, and my
own natural predisposition to catch the
prevailing influence. But before I enter
upon this new epoch, a few recollections of
my course of life, out of the walls of college,
during the period we have just been consider-
ing, will not perhaps be unwelcome. In
pursuance of the usual system of my mother,
the person who instructed my sister in music
—Billy Warren, as we familiarly called him
—became soon an intimate in the family,

and was morning and night a constant visitor.
The consequence was that, though I never
received from him any regular lessons in

playing, yet by standing often to listen when '

he was instructing my sister, and endeavour-
ing constantly to pick out tunes—%or make
them-—when I was alone, I became a piano-
forte player (at least sufficiently so to accom-
pany my own singing) before almost any one
was in the least aware of it.

It was at this period,—about the second
year, I think, of my college course,—that I
wrote & short masque with songs, which we
performed before a small party of friends in
our front drawing-room. The subject of the
masque, as well as I can recollect—for not
a trace of the thing remains —was a story
of a lady (personated by my eldest sister
Kate), who, by the contrivance of a spirit
(Sally Masterson, an intimate friend of my
sister), was continually haunted in her

¢ « A church without what we can properly call
a religion, and a religion without what we can pro-
perly call a church.” This, if I recollect right, is
tho correct version of this belligerent antithesis, —
J. R.

(o}




r
"18

dreams by the form of a youth (myself)

whom she had never beheld but in this

visionary shape, After having been made

sufficiently wretched by thus having a phan-
, tom which haunts her day and night, ‘the
! lady is at last Agreeably surprised by finding
/ the real youth at her feet as full of love as
| herself,—having been brought thither by
" the kind spirit, who knowing that he had
long loved her at a distance, took this
method of preparing his mistress's heart to
receive him. The song sung by the sgirit I
had adapted to the air of Haydn's Spirit-
song, in his Canzonets, and the lady had a

ballad beginning ** Delusive dram,” which |

was very pleasingly set to music by Billy
Warren, and continued long to be very
popular as sung by myself at the pisno-
forte.*

The notoriety T had already acquired by
my little attempts in literature, as well as
my own ambition to become known to such
a person, brought mo acquainted, at this
time, with Mrs. Battier, an odd, acute,
warm-hearted, and intrepid little woman,
the widow of a Captain Battier, who, with
two daughters and very small means, lived,
at the time of my acquaintance with her, in
lodgings up two pair of stairs, in Fade
Street; and acquired a good deal of repu-
tation, besides adding a little to her small
resources, by several satirical pieces of verse,
which she from time to time published. Her
satires were chiefly in the bitter Churchill
style, and struck me,—then, at least,— as
possessing no small vigour. What I should
think of them now, I know not. Of all
some admired 