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STUDIES IN SPANISH HISTORY.—NO.
Aragon.

Tuc kingdom of Aragon, which, by a fatality ever to be'R§
by the fricnds of Spain, has‘always held a secéndary rank in T
renean Peninsula, was originally a fief of Navarre. A Count of Aragon
was present at the elcction of Ifigo Arista, the first king of Navarre who
falls within the dawn of real Spawish history, (A. D, 819 or 885). The
first union of the two states was effected by the marriage of Garci
Ifiiguez®, Arista’s son, with the daughter of Fortun Ximengg, Count of
Aragon.

Tghat Tniigo Arista, as well as most, if not all the founders of the
stales of Navarre, Aragon, and Sobrarbe, came from the northern side
of the Pyrenges, is certain. Purcr sources than the oppressive laws of
the Spanish Visigoths were resorted to for materials in the political es-
tablishment of these sovereignties. In the preamble to the Fuero or
Constitutional laws of Sobrarbe, it is said, that, Spain being in the pos-

a

* We wish, thus early, to acquaint the reader with the original use and forma-
tion of Spanish surnames. The Spaniards, like the Greeks, showed their imme-
dinte descent by a patronymic, ending in ez, We do not recolleqt any exception to
this hut Garcia, whichagenerally loses the last letter, as a Christian name, and
suffers no alteration as a patronypnic, e. g.: Garc Perez, Garcin, the son of Peter ;
Pedro (antiently Pero) Go¥cua, Peter, the son of Ghrcia. There is also Garces,
which we take to be the regula? derivation from Gareua, the z~changed into s, to
avoid the immediate repetition of the dental sound of the ¢, *formerly written ¢,
which is the same as that of the z. In a similar manner, Sanchez signifies the son
of Sancho ; Gonzalver, more commonly Gonzalez, the son f Gonzalvo, generally
written and pronounced Gonzalo. From Rodrigo was derived Rodriguez, and from
Ruy, the abbreviation of that name, Ruyz. Men of distinction added to these two
names an agnomen, taken from their estates, or from the place where their ances-
tors lived when they rose into notice. This, tNe Spaniards call solar ; the ground
otglot of a family.” Hence, the preposition de or d-I, which is always prefixed to
this designation, may be generally taken to be a mark ofy good descent. The
proudest names in Spanish history are formed in this manner :—Ruy Diezt del
Brwar ; Garce Perez de Pargas; Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordola, &c. gr.—'l‘he af-

t fectation of distinguishcd birth induced® manygto add the name of their birthplace
to the patronymic, a fashion much in vogne among the learned of the sixteenth
centty ; and, in progress of time, this addition was adopted as the surname of &
whole family, either singly or with the patronymic; which, in modern times, is
never altered. This is the cause of the multitude of Rodriguez, Sanchez, Fetnandez,
which, like the British Johnsons, Jacksons, Jamesons, &c. are found among the
Spagish peasantry. -

+ Or Diax, as it may be derived from Diego or Drago, (James) from which comes
Santiaﬁ), i. ¢, San Diago, the combination of ds before the a being intended Yo ex-
press the sound of the j in Jacolo, afterwards gonvmed into Jacomo, in.other parts
of Europe. R - -~

YOL. X. NO. KXXVII, B
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2 Studies in Spanish( History.
1}

session of the Moors, the Ricoshombres(chiefs or barons, literally, wealthy
men,) had agreed to choose Inigo Arista for their kings and that for
the purpose of establishing the fundamental coée of the new kingdom,
. they had enquired among the Lombards and Franks, from whose statutes
and .customs such laws had been se’ected as were most suitéd to their
infantamonarchy. The new Constitution was confirmed by the Pope,
and became onc of the chief sources of the enterprising character,
which, actuated by the consciousness of rights and freedom, made the
Aragonese and Catalans so conspicuous in the history of the middle
ages. Had the kingdom of Navarre been inseparably united with
Aragon, it is probable that the Aragonese would have eventually pre-
vailed over both the Moors and the other Christian states of the Pe-
ninsula, spreading with their preponderance much sounder principles
of government than the Castilian princes established among their
subjects.

The original Aragoncse government was a monarchy more limited
by a feudal aristocracy than that of England under the:immediate
successors of the Conqueror. In England, the whole country was
actually parcelled out to the barons who assisted William in seizing
the crown.* In Aragon, the king, who neither by birth nor wealth was
much above the noblcs, could only make grants of what the national
enemy had still in their hands, These grants might be therefore called
fees in military reversion, the chances of which depended on the united
valour and success of the Christian chiefs. To their kings they were
indebted for little more than the advantages of %ubqrdination, and such
others as, in that warlike age, might arise from the personal talents
and couragc of the monarch. The form of words eommonly reported
as used by the Aragonese peers at the installatfon of their kings,
though unattested by any historical document with which we are ac-
quainted, is very much in the spirit of their original constitution.* By
the Fuero de Sobrarbe, the king was 'made to swear that he would
govern the country according to law, and maintain the noblemen in
their rights, so as always to lean tewards, the chcrease of their privi-
leges.+ This they claimed as their due for putting into the king’s hands
the towns and districts which they had already taken, or were to take,
from the Moors., It was also enacted, that when any new conquest was
made, the king should give proportionable shares of its emoluments_to
the Ricoshombres (barons), the Cavalleros (knights), and the Infanzunes
(esquires or gentry). That ncither Inigo Arista, nor any of his sue~
cessors, should hold a court of law, nor sit in judgment upon any case
without a council.. That the king should not make peace, declare war,
grant a truce, or enter into a coalition with other princes, unless he had
the advice'of twclve ricoshombres, ow an equal number of counselloxs,
chosen from among the elders; and the learned of the land. « THe$d
laws,” says Zurita, “ were religiously observed in this kingdonf, the
authority of the ricoskombres being so great that nothing was done with-
out their opinion, advice, and sanction. The government, in fact, of

* ¢« We, who singly are thy equals, and jointly arc above thee, deliver unto thee
this kingdom, that thou mayest govern it according to law ; if otherwise, we do
not."”—S8i non, non.

t ¢“Que los manternia en derechq, y siempre les mejoraria sus fueros,” Zu-
rita, lib. i. ¢. v.
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the state, the conduct of war, and the administration of justice be-
longed, from that time, to the nobles, and the principal barons who
werge present at the election, and by whom the land was defended.
These and their descendants were called ricoshombres, a class so re-
spected by the kings that they made them appear their equals, With
them the mon&rch was obliged to share the revenues that accrued from
the towns gained of the Moors, while, on the other hand, the ricoshom-
bres were bound to do military service by themselves, their knights
and vassals, according to their allotted portions in these revenues,
which were called Zonours. 1t must be confessed (Zurita concludes)
that the kings who first reigned in Spain after the invasion of the
Moors, were very similar to those that were originally raised to that
dignity, and who are described in history as, permanent chieftains of
armed bands.”

The establishment of the Justicar® of Aragon is nearly as ancient as
the constitutional monarchy ‘of that kingdom. His authority was
directed to the prescrvation df the Fueros, or Constitutional laws.
Had the love of liberty, and the jealousy of supreme authority, stopped
Liere, the constitution of Aragon might have rivalled tHat which has
raised England to the proud rank which she holds in the history of
fige nations. But the Aragonese noblemen were too independent of
the crown to endure that degrec of subordination, without which a
monarchical government, after being distracted with scdition and
anarchy, generally endls in uncontrolled despotisn.

By the original compact between the king and the ricoshombres,
these might depose the reigning prince, and proceed soefreely to the
clection of another} that even a Mahometan would have been cligible,
had not the barons felt ashamed of that prifilefe. They claimed, how-
ever, and obtained another more adverse to the presgrvation of legal
freedom. By the Iight calledede la Union, the Aragonese bdrons were
constitutionally entitled to gise in arms agaigst the fing, whenever they
judged that the crowit excegded it prerogative.  This monstrous pri-
vilege was granted by Alonso II1. 1in the latter parts of the thirteenth
century ; but the Cortes repealed it, under Peter 1V. before the end of
the fourtcenth. L'he right of deciding, in casc of & disputed succession,
was used by the Aragonese peers till a comparatively late period.
Ferdinand, Infante of Castille, the first king of that name, in Aragon,
was chosen in 1412, among several claimants, by the award of the nine
chief barons of the kingdom. The history of that transaction is ex-
tremely intercsting, and gives a high idea of the wisdom and justice of
the leading men of Aragon at that period. Ferdinand was well known
for his honourable conduct towsrds his ward and nephe& John IIL
of Castille, whose crown Lie might have usurped without the least oppo-
sitiof, or hazard. It was this act of virtuous forbearance that gained
him the votes of the clectors. .

The privileged classes of Aragon and Catalonia having been united
at an early period, (A. D. 1137,) it is as difficult as it would be tedious
to mark munutely the peculiar diffcrences which belonged to cither
country. As both, however, derived their modified feudal system®from

<
* We can sec no reason why this classical English word should not be employed
to translate the Spanish Justicia,

L <



4 Studies in Spanish History.

France, a great similarity appears in the distribution of power and its
attendant honours.. The Aragonese had their Ricoshombres de Nutura,
lineally descended from the first founders of their monarchy, who were,
we believe, ten in number. Analogous to then were the Nine Barons
of Catalonia ; yet, to judge from the circumstances of the election of
Ferdinand I. these obtained precedence of all the Aragonese peers, at
the union of the two states, upon the marriage of Berenger, Count of
Barcelona, with Petronila, the daughter of Ramiro, the monk, when
the arms of Catalonia were preferred, by agreement, to those of Aragon.
These nine barons, and such noble Catalans as had the title of Count,
together with the Aragonese Ricoshombres, formed the original class
of peers in the Cortes of Aragon. But their number was augmented,
about the middle of the thirteenth century, by a patent of James I.
called the Conqueror, who raised his own immediate retainers, the Ca-
valleros Meznaderos,® to the rank and privileges of peers of the kingdom.

Lands appear to have been of little valuc while exposed to the daily
incursions of the Moors. We find, actordingly, that the military fecs
in all the Christian kingdoms of Spain took their denomination from
the towns on which the lords levied taxes. We do not, consequently,
observe that gradation of tenures which prevailed in other countries.
After the conquest of a large town, the principal leaders who assistgd
at the siege, had districts called Barrios, appointed to each, from the
inhabitants of which they received the contributions otherwise due to the
crown. In proportion to the amount of these taxes was the number of
knights which each nobleman of the first rank was bound to lead into the
field. The grants of such revenues being, in Aragon, called Honores,
the service of the attendant knights was named Cartallerias de Ifonor.
The same grants were denominated Feudos in Catalonia, and En-
tierrast in Castjlle.

On the taking of Zaragoza by Alfonsv, the champion (A.D. 1118),
the Spanish inhabitants were exempted from taxes, and classed with
the Infanzénes or gentry of the kingdom. ]It seems a natural inference
from this fact that the Christian population of Zaragoza, under the
Moorish dominion, was small and of little consequence, and that this
measure was intended to draw such inhabitants to that important city
as might be able and willing to preserve it from future invasion. The
ancient name by which the members of the privileged gentry were
known, is Hermunios; a corruption, as Zurita believes, of the Latin word
Immunes. The denominations of Hidalgo, in Castille, and Hom de pa-
ratge, in Catalonia, ire nearly equivalent to that of infunzon, in Aragon.
Paratge is synonimous with Peerage, in the sense of equality to the
privileged classes. Serfs, in the strct sense of the word, were un-
known in Castille, and, we believe, nearly so in Aragon; but the evils
of that sort of slavery were long prevalent in Catalonia. The feudal
glaves were known by the appellation of komes de Remensa.

The early history of Aragon is, a good dcal, mixed with romance
and legendary fable. We will neither enter into critical discussions,
nor undertake a connected narrative, but merely glance over the inte-

.

® Mexnada was a military division following the standard of onc leader.

+ Though this word might seem to bring the Castillian fiefs nearer to the character
of those of England and France, every circumstance in the history of that country
shows, that the lords depended not on rent, but taxation.
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resting history of that kimmgdom, selecting whatever is characteristic of
the people, or of the original historians themselves. Fables and legen-
dary taﬁes are highly valuable in this light. '

The birth of Sancho Abarcap the second king of Aragon, after its
first union with the crown of Navarre, which at that period (A.D. 912)
was styled the kingdom of Pamplona and Sobrarbe, may he classed
with those traditionary kgends, which, from a similarity in their marvel-
lous circumstances, might be supposed to have some common origin,
if the kindred features were not more naturally accounted for from a
general resemblance in the early stages of civilization, among the
European nations, not excluding the Greeks and Romans themselves.
Abarca is the Romulus of Aragon, not indeed in every incident of the
story, which is less improballe than that of the son of Mars, the nurs-
ling of a she-wolf, but in the extraordinary manner of his birth and the
rural education of his youth. ,

Garci Ifiiguez, Abarca's father, succeeded Inigo Arista, in the crown
of Pamplona. His wife, a coufitess of Aragon in her own right, being
far advanced in pregnancy, perished, with her husband, by the hands
of-the Moors, who fell suddenly upon a defenceless village where the
. royal couple had retired with a small retinue. The original historians,
thpugh not agreed as to the place of this melancholy scene, are unani-
mous in asserting, that an infant was artificially brought to light just
at the deatlt of the mgther.* The child, in this interesting and preca-
rious state, was taken in charge by an Aragonese knight, from whom,
according to Ptince Carlos 1, the historian of Navarre, he afterwards
derived the name of Abarca. Sancho was reared, probibly uncon-
scious of his rank} among the fastnesses of the Pyrenees, during that
period when Mahomet, the son of Abdoulrahman, the second of that
name of the caliphs of Cordoba, led an army against Navarre,
which wasted the whole territoty of Pamplona, and took three castles
from the Navarrese. 1 . . .

Connected with the histogy of this invasion is the cgse of a Navar-
rese knight called Fortunyo§, whose good fortune is remembered
as one of the many instances of generous mynificence, among the
Spanish Moors, which the national jealousy of the Christian historians

# Abarca’s birth is thus related by the Archbishop Don Rodrigo. ¢ Cumque
quadam die minus caute in quodam viculo, qu? Larumbe dicitur, residerct, super-
venientes Arabes improvidum occiderunt, et Reginam Urracam, uxorem pregnan-
tem, in utero lancea percusserunt. Sed continud, adventw suorum, latrunculis
Arabum effugatis, Regina morti proxima, tamen viva, per vulnus lancee, sicut
Domino placuit, infantulum cst enixa ; et fotus ministerio muliebriy vite, mira-
culo omnium, cst servatus, et Sancius $Garsi®, fuit vocatus.”’—De Rebus Hispanie,
lib. v. ¢, xxii.

+ @arlos, Prince of Viana, and rightful sovercign of Navarre, was kept from
that crown and persccuted by his father, John 11. of Aragon, in a manner not un-
like that of Philip II. towards his unfortunate son of the same name, (Sce New
Monthly Magazine, vol. V. p.231.) The Prince of Viana died in 1461, He was a
man of considerable learning. He translated the Nicomachean Ethics of Aristotle,
from the Latin of Leonardo Aretino, and wrote a Chronicle of the Kings of Navarre,
which is still in manuscript. .

1 Zurita, lid. i. c. vii. L -

§ We belicve that ay is the only combination of letters which, in }hc English
alphabet, can express the sound of the Spanish n. We have .ndoptcd it ghe more
readily, as it represents the Latin »i followed by a vowcl, which the Spaniards ax~
press by the i Fortufio comes fiom Fortumius.
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has not been strong enough to conceal. Betng taken prisoner in one
of the castles just mentioned, Fortunyo followed the conqueror to
Cordoba, where he lived twenty years. Zurita says, that at the end of
that long captivity he received his liberty, and a large fortune, iné)re-
sents, from Mahomect. Both the length of Fortunyo’s residence at Cor
doba, and the noble manner of his release, however, claim the honour
of the transaction for Mahomet’s successor, iff the power, though not
in the title of Ommiade Caliph, his brother Abdoulrahman, the Magni-
ficent.* Tortunyo’s namc has been saved from oblivion chiefly by
the extraordinary longevity which crowned the cventful prosperity of
his life. He lived one hundred and twenty-six years.

The elcction, or rather recognition of Sancho Abarca scems to have
been made after an intcrregnum, prebably occasioned by the invasion
of the Moors of Cordoba. The historical accounts, howerer, only lead
to this Inference.  Abarca was in his fifteenth ycar when the nobleman,
the guide and protector of his childhood, presented him, in the dress of
a peasant, to the mceting of the noblemen, who were convened at Jaea,
for the purpose of filling the vacant throne.t 'The proof of his royal
birth being cvident, the rustic youth received the homage of the peers,
and was installed in the throne of his fathers.  In the glorious achieve- -
ments of his reign, there is abundant confirmation that a noble and
gencrous nature never fails to improve by an early acquaintance with
the trials and cvils of human life. *

* The reader, we trust, will thank us for transcribing the beautiful passage
where Mr. Southey sketches the history of the third Abdoulrahman, (Introduction
to the Chronicle of the Cid, p. xxviit.) ¢¢ His history is like a tale of Eastern
splendour with an Eastern moral at the end. "T'o gratify the vanity of a favourite
slave, he built a town and called it after her name, Zchra, which signifies the or-
nameui of the wolld. There were in its palace one thousand and fonrteen columns
of African and Spanish marble; nineteen from Italian quas¥ies, and one lLundred
and forty heautitul epongh tae be presents from the Greek emperor. The marble
walls of the hall of the Caliph were inluid with gold. Birds and beasts of gold,
studded with jewels, spouted water into a marble bason in its centre: the bason
was the work of the best Greek sculptors; and above it hung the great pearl which
bad been sent to Abdowlrihman by the Emperor Leon.  The extent of the building
may be imagined by that of his seraglio, which contained six thousand and three
hundred persons. This was his fuvourite abode.  After the chase, to which twelve
hundred horsemen always accompanied him, he used to rest in a pavilion in the
gardens. The pillars were of pure white marble ; the floor of gold, and steel, and
jewellery; and in the midst there was a fountain of quicksilver.  Yet Abdonlrahman
Jeft a writing which contained this testimony against the vanity of the world. From
the moment when I Began to reign, [ have recorded those days in which 1 enjoyed
real and undisturbed pleasure; they amount to fourteen Mortal man,-sonsider
what this world is, and what dependence is to be placed upou its enjoyments !
Nothing seems wanting to my happimess ; riches, honours, to say every thing, sove-
reign power. I am feared and estcemed by my contemporary princes : they cnvy
my good fortune ; they are jealons of my glory ; they solicit my friendship.~ Fifty
years have | reigned, and in so long a course of time, can count but fourteen days,
- “which have not been poisoned by some vexation.”

+ ¢¢....Cum equite, qui enm clam nutriverat, veluti pastoris filius, vilissimis
tectus indumentis ct peronatus adducitur.”  Rodericus, ilwd. The perones, or raw-
leather shoes being called Atarcas, in Spanish, some imagine that the young prince
deriged his appellation from that part of his dress. Others pretend that it was
ow to his having enabled his army to cross the Pyrenees after a great fall of
snow, by means of such shocs. But thesc forget that the raw-leather shoes are
used hy the Spanish peasantry in all the mountainous districts of the North, and
that they are probably the first covering for the feet likely to have Leen invented in
all countries. : . ot
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In Abarca’s son, Garch Banchez, we find a curious instance of that
Jarring and discordanee between the mind and her organs of sensation
—that mixed disease of body and soul, which, probably from its fre-
quency in latter times, has forced a name from language, distorting the
word nertous into an expression of weakness.* Garci Sanchez, though
a man of tried tourage, never prepared for battle without visibly trem-
bling from head to foot.t He is known in Spanish history by the un-
chivalrous addition of the Trembler.

Sancho, the Great, succeeded his father Garcia, in 1084, To the
erowns of Aragon, Navarre, and Sobrarbe, he united the earldom of
Castille, in right of his wife, and made the river Pisuerga the boundary
between his territory and the kingdom of Leon. By a first wife,
Sancho had a son, called Ramiro.t  Elvira, the daughter of Sancho,
Earl of Castille, whose lords did not assume the title of kings till the
next generation, gave him threg, sons, Garcia, Gonzalo, and Fegnando,
whose wicked and infamous codduct towards their own mother is one
of the well attested instances 8f the impunity with which the most
sacred laws were broken in the dark ages, to which some admirers of
the romantic would give the preference, compared with modern refine-
ment.

At the instigation of Garcia, the two younger brothers entered into
a conspiracy to accuse their mother of faithlessness to the royal bed.
If the menteon of such a monstrous and unnatural plot stagger the be-
licf of a modern readef, he will feel disposed to look upon the whole as
a fable, when he ledrns the motive assigned by the early Spanish histo-
rians. They say that King Sancho, being obliged to leave his favourite
horse when he was® to set off upon an expedition against the Moors,
committed it to the care of his Queen, with'an‘express injunction that
no one should ride him in his absence. Urged, howeyer, by the en-
treaties of her eldo‘st son Gareia, Elvira would have consented to his
using the horse, but for the yemonstrances of a faithful knight, whose
name, though omitted’by most of she original writers, is reported to
have been Sesé. Incensed by disappointment, and dce}ﬂy hurt at being
thwarted by a subject, Garcia vowed revenge against the Queen and
her adviser. An accusation of adultery was the thost obvious means
of involving both in the same ruin. His brothers, either intimidated
by his fierce courage, or swayed by his habitual ascendancy, agreed to
back him in the combat by which he wasto establish the charge.

Such is the uniform account which is found in the earliest records of
the country. As no possible motive can be imagined for a fiction of
this nature, we should, before we reject a mass of historical evidence,
consider the customs and opiniongof the times, as well as the manner
in which history was written by the old chroniclers.

There is nothing improbable in the importance given to the king's
charger at the Court of Navarre, nor in the fierce dudgeon of a semi-
barbarian youth of royal birth, at being denied an indulgence on which

*® Dr. Johnson, probably in a fit of nervous peevishness, has marked the modern
sense of the word as medical cant. *

1 ¢ ....Garsias. . ,.regnavit, qui dictus est Tremulosus, eo quod quando rumores
periculi audiebat, vel debebat in preelio experiri, a principio totus tremulabat, sed
postea constantissimus persistebat.—Rodericus, De Rel. Hisp. lib. v. c. xxvi.

¢ It is very probable that this Ramiro was a bastard. Mariana think so;
though the accurate Zurita says he was legitimate.
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he Imd set his heart—and that at the suggeetion of his mother’s trasty
adviser, who, it may well be supposed, had frequent occasion to exert
his influence against the insolent rashness of the three princes. Had
every minute circumstance been mentioned, the fact would have ap-
peared in aftertimes, without any character of improbability. But the
rude and artless writers of those ages had not even a auspicion that a
display of motives, and circumstances, which were obvious and familiar
to every man in their days and country, would be required at a future
period. Such cautionary descriptions, indeed, never occur in history,
till the customs, which alone can elucidate an otherwise doubtful and
suspicious narrative, are becoming obsolete, and strike the writers
themselves as something curious and worth mentioning. Don Rod-
rigo, Archbishop of Toledo, whom we have more than once quoted,
thought it necessary, about the middle of the 13th century, upon relat-
ing the story of Elvira and her sons, to observe that, in those times, the
value set upon an excellent horse, and ‘the necessity of having it always
at hand, to be in readiness against a'sudden incursion of the Moors,
induced the kings and noblemen to build the stables close by their
ladies’ chambers.* Few, indeed, will require being reminded that
Andromache is represented by Homer as in the habit of feeding her
husband’s horses.

Having thus endeavoured to remove the critical doubts of the reader,
we will now give him the conclusion of our story. o

The day for the trial of the queen being come, the lists for the com-
bat were opened before the castle of Naxera, whiere she was kept a
prisoner. It was feared by those who knew the courage, power, and
revengeful spirit of Prince Garcia, that the accused would hardly find
a champion among the ncbility of her kingdom. But the herald had
scarcely proclaimed the trial by battle, when a knight, armed at all
points, rude boldly towards the high scaffold on which the king and
the judges were scated, and flung his gauntlet almost in the accuser’s
face. It was Ramiro, his half-brother, who swore he would either
wash the stain ‘ixed uponthe queen, in the blood of her recreant sons,
or seal with his own the high opinion he had of her virtue.

The Master of the Field | had already examined the armour and
weapons of the combatants, and placed them so as to avoid either of
them being dazzled by the sun, in the encountert, when a holy man,
who inbabited' a solitary cel) in the fastnesses of the neighbouring
mountains, broke through the surrounding multitude, and rushing
fearlessly between the levelled lances, loudly called upon the king to
stop the combat. The authority of austere sanctity was never dis-
owned among the warlike Spaniards, Atthe monarch’s command, the
Master of the Field, who had bicked his horse towards the barrier, dart-
ed, atone leap, between the combatants ; their lances were raised, and all
hung breathless on the emaciated lips of the Hermit. *Lady,” cried he
to the queen, who, veiled from head to foot in a black scarf, sat on alow

# ¢5.Fanta erat tunc temporis infestatio Arabum, quod Milites, Comites, et etiam
in domibus, ubi uxorum thalami ornabantur, equis stationem parabant, ut
uacumque hora clamor invadentium insonaret, ad equos et arma possent sine di-
?dione aliqua festinare.,”—Lib, v. ¢, xxvi,
+ Maestre de Campo.
3 This was called Partir el Sul, dividing the:sun, and was mever omitted amoung
the Spaniards, w ' <
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stool below the platform,,* Lady, look up-to Heaven, and fear not
that He who sits far higher than that throne from which thou dreadest
the blind award of man, hath left thee to perish in thine innocence.
And thou, credulous king, canst, thou thus cast thy best jewel to be
trampled upon, because the foul breath of calumny dared for a mo-
ment to dim itelustre ! The wrath of Heaven fall. . ..but God forgive
me, for thus forgetting the meekness of him whose minister I am.
Look not, O king, for satisfaction to your doubts, from human
blood. By that which was shed on the cross I swear, thy queen ig
innocent. The villainy of her accusers was but last night avowed
to me by one of them, under the sacred seal of sacramental con-
fession. 1 cannot—Heaven itself cannot save them from the shame
which is due to their felony. But no other punishment may be in-
flicted upon them. The wdrd of a priest hgs been pledged to the
repentant sinner, when kneeling at my feet in voluntary confession of
his crime. I cannot reveal the name of him who now saves his niother’s
life and honour; and it would sbe unjust that he suffered with the ob-
durate and impenitent. Beware, therefore, O king, of a fresh error,
worse and more impious than thy first. Beware of sealing up the lips
of sinners by. thy severity, and stopping their only access to the seat of
mercy. Pardon thy sons, O king. 1 charge thee, pardon them as
thou wilt have forgiveness.”—*“1 will pardon them, holy man,’ said
the king, half-choked with contending feelings,—* but can you, you
my injured wife, pardBn either them or me {"—* [ have already done
it : I forgave them"hefore I left my prison, when I implored forgive-
ness and protection for myself,” answered Elvira, raising the corner of
her black veil, andslooking with a peaceful and composed countenance
on her husband. A shout of enraptured admtration rang round the
lists. The sound of popular acclamation seemed to breathe an air of
dignity over the mild and sereae features of the queen.® She flung the
scarf, at once, upon”her shoulders, and turning first to the people, then
slightly inclining her majestic figure towdrds th® king, * Sir,” she
said, “my forgiveness wolld be as full and uncqrtlitional as that
which I desire from Heaven, if I alone were concerned. My..sons..

yes, they shall still hear that name..My sons*have been appointed
heirs. to your vast dominions, each to wcar an independent crown.
Let this your will remain unaltered. Yet I owe a sacred duty to my
subjects of Castille. The proud inherjtance which Providence has
})laced in my hands must not have reason to accuse me of having neg-
ected its honour. One alone of my sons has evinced a true sense of
bis guilt. Who it is must fer ever remain sealed up in the bosom of
the holy priest who heard his cgnfession. But certain its that the
disclosure, which has saved me from dfshonour, could not come from
the author of the conspiracy. No: my Castillian subjects shall never
do homage. t¢ Garcia. Would that 1 had the power to reward, with

that erown, my noble, my generous champion! But I will not involve
these kingdoms in a destructive quarrel merely to gratify my private

feelings. All I demand is that the portions of the inheritance be dif-

ferently allotted. Since one of the three must have Castille, let. it be
given to my son Fernando. A mother, next to God, can see into the
hearts of her ¢hildren. I well remember when last he hung upon my
neck-1I still feg] his last kiss, and it tells me he could not have joined

his mother’s encmics but in the hope to save her.” At these words,
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one of the knights, lifting both his hands and pressing them against his
close helmet, was observed to lose his balance in the saddle and drop
helpless on the horse’s neck. A look of inexpressible tenderness was
directed by the queen to the spot; but beckoning with her hand to
hush the disturbance which the prince’s attendants had occasioned to
prevent his falling to the ground,—* My last and most sacred duty,”
she continued, “the acknowledgment of my gratitude, remains to be
performed. Thou, Ramiro, shalt henceforward be my adopted son.
The states of Aragon, which, upon my marriage, the king settled upon
me, shall be thy own inheritance. It is not in my power to do more.
Heaven, I trust, will crown thee with such blessings, as man cannot
ensure even with the gift of a throne. Strong, however, as is the im-
pulse of my gratitude, and ardent as my prayers are for thy prosperity,
I still more fervently implore mercy upon'the unrepentant. But prayer
is sooner heard when asking blessings, than when it attempts to stand:
between a hardened offender and the upfifted arm of divine vengeance.”

Fernando inherited the states of Castille, raising themto the rank of
a kingdém, from that of an independent earldom. By his marriage
with Sancha, the only child of Bermudo, King of Leon, he ascehded
the throne of that kingdom. His eldest brother Garcia, the author of
the conspiracy, who reigned in Navarre, engaged in war against him;
but, being slain at the battle of Atapucrca, (A.D. 1054) Fernando, for
the first time, joined the three kingdoms of Castille, Leon, and Navarre,
and was called Emperor of Spain. Gonzalo, whd had been made King
of Sobrarbe and Ribagorza, fell by the hand of*an eassassin. His
estates accrued to the noble Ramiro, the queen’s champion, who
joined them in perpetuity to his kingdom of Aragon.

ANNUS_MIRABILIS! OR, A PARTHIAN GLANCE AT 1823.

January.—Dr. Doyle, a Roman Catholic bish8p, in his pastoral
charge, recommends Orartgemen tg be citil Orangemen, and Papists
not to be bigoteil : nothing new under the*sun: Sir Joseph Jeky]{,, in
the reign of Qucen Anne, bequeathed his fortune to government to pay
off the National Debtq and a half-witted waterman, in the reign of
George the Third, moored his boat to the centre-arch of London Bridge
and tried to catch the tide in his bob-wig. The Duke of Sussex swal-
lows an embrocation at Bognor that was meant for a fomentation :
Royal Dukes at public dinners have swallowed stranger things and no
danger apprehendgd. Salt-tax diminished by thirteen shillings a
bushel, but still no improvement in modern comedy : new picces gene-
rally offensive after the third night. .A Chancery-suit in the good old
times recorded to have lasted 120 “years, Old Parr being clerk in
court and Henry Jenkins solicitor. Cobbett gluts up church-liwngs
and three per cents. for sale by auction at a Norfolk meeting: Mr.
Coke bids against him, but articles knocked down tp‘ the former.
Clara Fisher at Drury-lane Theatre pronounced to be only nine years
of age : hint taken from her patronesses the Aonian maids, who have
been ,only nine ever since the days of Apollo. She is advertised ‘in
% Old and Young :” much curiosity excited as to which part she means
to perform. Simpson and Co. successful by mere dint of dia-
logue: actors much amazed, not knowing what to do for an upper-
gallery in the event of the sky falling. Golden axe laid to the root of
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the dead pantomime. Gueat improvements in Billingsgate-market:
wholesale and retail departments kept separate : railing fixed by proper
land-marks : no lady allowed to hold forth for more than five minutes
at a time; and if two or more Najads utter the same execration, oath
to be put up again. Canonical clergy of Durham conrivially defended
by the Revereptl Dr. Phil-pots: to the best of his knowledge and be-
lief, not a stall in the diocese that does not contain an animal over-
worked and under-fed. Serpentinc-river covered with skaiters: usual
average of human heads just peeping above the slippery horizon :
printed notice of the Humane Society to the public, not to venture on,
actually obeyed by three individuals: one of them a woman with a
child in her arms : whole mob in arms at the prodigy! Judith O’Clark
prosecuted by Excise at Kilkenny for having an illicit still, which she
had contrived to conceal behind her tecth for fifteen minutes ; an effort
which nearly cost the poor creature her life. Robbery in the Tower:
three of Henry the Eighth’s ribs, Queen Mary’s bowels, James the
First’s head, Charles the First’s eyes, and Queen Elizabeth’s heart not
to be found : strict search making after the robbers. New winter
Home circuit cstablished : Baron Graham asks the Grand Jury if they
do not find it very cold : in looking over the Gaol calendar his lord-
shjp overlooks the Gardencr’s, which advises that ¢ old trees should be
pruned” in January, Augusta, or the Blind Girl, makes her appear-
ance at Covent-garden ; not the right sort of cataract to please the pub-
lic. Several sentimental ladies wish to visit Claremont : they are en-
ticed into a notoridus house in Covent-garden, and in lieu of a park
are introduced to a theatrical performer who carries his cane like a
rope-dancer’s pole.* Infallible cures for chilblains advertised : lots of
hobbling boys, notwithstanding, blockading tht front windows of the
confoctioners’ shops, allured by the figure of his Majest¥ treading upon
plum-cake. Only, nincty-nine» new 1nagazines, two of whith do not
promise to outstrip all their, predecessors. .
February.—Several wild swans scen flying over Brighton, to the no
small amazement of several tame geese who happengf to be waddling
along the Steine: the bills of the former said to be three inches long :
those of the latter much longer. Mr. Mocattap a defaulter at the
Stock Exchange, stated to be brother-in-law to Mr. Rothschild and
nephew to Mr. Goldsmidt: John of Gaunt’s armour at the Tower ob-
served to look blue at finding its tall proprietor thus outshone in
genealogical Justre.  Moore’s Loves of the Angels: two omitted,
viz. one at Islington and the other at the back:of St. Clement’s.
King James’s crown jewels dramatically exhibited at Covent-garden
Theatre : rather too late for profit: fashion of them 2 little on
the wane, being superscded by siibsequent brilliants from the
sanfe shop. Great and expensive preparations making to prove
Lord Portsmouth out of his wits: self-evident propositions being at a
discount. Law changes: Daniel Whittle Harvey in his road from an
attorney’s office to a barrister’s chambers waylaid and knocked down
by a body of benchers. Oratorios during Lent: sacred beautifully
ovetailed with prophane, viz. “ Ye spotted Snakes” with the “*.Beau-
tifal Maid,” *Together let us range the Fields” with *Deeper and
deeper still,” and “ Slow broke the Light” with ¢ Hey! for the merry
Blind Boy.,” Two Englishmen by mistake confined all night in the
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catacombs at Paris ; let out next morning hy means of a skeleton-key.
Valentine’s-day : Mr. Freeling applies to the postmaster-general for
two waggons to convey the extra letters, and for permission to get
them drawn by the asinine inditers, yoked two and two.

March.~Action brought by Mr. Cruickshank against proprietor of
stage-coach for breaking his leg: most ungrateful relurn for an in-
tended benefit. Letter in the Paris papers announcing that a young
man had been kicked out of one of the Hells at the west end of London:
plain proof of the superiority of the Moderns: “evadere ad auras”
not so easy in Ancas’s time. Lord Manners refuses to dine with the
Lord Lieutenant: Qu. title in abeyance when the note was trans-
mitted? Mademoiselle Mercandotti is married to Hughes Ball: con-
sequent investment of the lady with a noble birth: shrewd hints of
Scottish origin : Garrick and Mademoiselle Violetti quoted as a case
in point : sad consequences of the alliance in a series of epigrams in
the Morning Post : the lady’s original appearance alleged to have been

_in Pandora—the worst box in the King’s Theatre. - Fifty cabriolets
are licensed to ply on hackney-coach stands: *“ We're a’ nodding,” in
consequence, more popular than ever. Much vapouring in the French
papers, which actually carry their effrontery so far as to call Hughes
Ball Hughey. .

April—Month ushered in by divers hoaxes suitable to its first day:
among others, Age of Bronze palmed upon Lord Byeon. New
London Bridge: one alderman votcs in the teth of his own conve-
nience : another even consents to the removal of Fishmongers'-hall,
notwithstangding the consequent loss of a monthly dinner there of ne
ordinary excellence : it is to be hoped that these irstances of patriot-
ism will meet their sweetest reward in the whisper of an applauding
conscience. Old woman taken for a witch at Taunton, and Mr. Ex-
Sheriff Parkins for the Goddess Justice, in London, owing to his
skill in holding a balance in hand. Smart farce “written by a titled
dandy : and alarm of fire*given by a monkey. * Mrs. M‘Kinnon ex-
ecuted for muréer at Edinburgh : her head afterwards phrenologically
compared with those of a clergyman and a good woman : assertion
doubted very muchy as a good woman has no head. General averment
in the Scottish journals that the family of M‘Kinnon is originally Irish,
and not Scotch. Cork mail runs one day without beipg fired at
from behind a hedge—¢ Then,is doomsday near.”

May.—New London Orphan Asylum at Clapton: platform gives
way, and his Highness of York narrowly escapes the ceremony of
laying the first duke : subsequent dinner at the City of London Tavern
on the ground-floor, “by particular desire of several persons of dis-
tinction.” House of Common§ highly interested by a protracted en-
quiry into the conduct of the High Sheriff of Dublin. Openifig of
Vauxhall Gardens, and consequent rise in the price of umbrellas.
Duc D’Angouleme nicknamed the Royal Ram, from having his head-
quarters at Miranda. Lady Mayoress's Easter ball: great scram-
bling after ices in the Egyptian-hall—Query, Isis? Easter hunt:
droves of unhorsed Londoners find their way as they can from:
Epping “Forest to Bishopsgate-street—* all on foot he fights.”
Opening of annual exhibition at Somerset-house: great influx of
onc-shilling ctitics, who know as much of the matter as the blue
checque taken at the door. More *Portrait of a Gentleman” then
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usual.  Why not make sthe catalogue-printer prove his words,
and thus reduce the number to a snug coterie of some half-
dozen? Portrait of Mr. Barber Beaumont arrayed in an objectionable
pair of pantaloons, casting a lomging look at his own fire-office.
Desdemona is smothered at the Opera-house in the embraces of
Rossini. WansPead house, which cost 800,000/. knocked down for
10,000Z.-—1 will stand the hazard of the die.” First appearance of
Quentin Darward, and consequent dissension in divers book-clubs,
eacly member thinking his predecessor detains it from him out of mere
spite. Only five men kicked out of the Cannon coffee-house for
saying that they have not read it.

June.—An old soldicr advertises to quell the Irish rebellion for
10,000/ :—Query, whick of them? London syb-ways: plan of Mr,
John Williams, of Cornhill, for constructing subterraneous passages
under the streets: much patronized by divers young citizens, who
have reasons of their own for not wishing to face their tailors. The
Princess Olive of Cumberland’s fanifesto to her faithful subjects the
Poles. TFlowers of Billingsgate mutually scattered by Alderman
Roweroft and Mr. Hunt : the latter bound over by the Lord Mayor to
keep the peace; a ceremony voluntarily performed by him for many
yeays last past.

July.—Closing of Drury-lane and Covent-garden Theatres: cus-
tomary tharnks from Mpssrs. Fawcett and Terry for past favours, and
promises of future improvement. Fite given by the Marquess of Hert-
ford at Queensbhry-house, Richmond : the Duke of Devonshire keeps
his heart, but loses his hat. Sweethearts and Wives, notwlthstanding
the dissimilarity of tifeir attractions, much approved of at the Haymarket
Theatre. The proprietors of Vauxhall Gardens ‘inform the public that
“ nothing can damp their ardour :” certainly if the presenf weather can-
not, nothing can. Tom and Jetry are killed at the Cobourg Theatre.
Dangers attendant on the libesty of the press ip China, illustrated by the
fate of Whang-se-hoo, who had the*audacity to assert ig print that he
was descended from Whang-tee. By a fatal accident d;ld it may be
added an unaccountable one) the perpetual curatg of Sawley loses his
life. Westminster improvements: New Law Courts said to be “so built
as to be uniform :” arrangement highly approved of by the public, several
of whom have heretofore been turned round and whisked out of the
Court of King's Bench before they knew where they were, while others
have spent a whole life in thg Court of Chancery without being able
to find their way out. Much money taken at a dodr in Fleet-strect
by a speculator, who exhibited, at a shilling a head, a live man who
had not been to Fonthill Abbey. o

August.—Ezekiel Cohen, a Jew, is cruelly prosecuted for merely
assunfing the character of an attorney. The ghost of John Knox
makes its appearance in Cross-street, Hatton-garden, arrayed in black
whiskers and a dandy shirt-collar. Rossini, the Italian composer,
nearly killed by eating six fat lobsters, to qualify himself to sing ¢ O
Piscator del’ onda.” Prince Hohenlohe miraculously cures “a lady
of. respectability, who had been for many years one of the religious
community of Ranelagh:" the chief part of the miracle being the
conversion of a fashionable community into a religious one, A new
comedy kept sweet nine nights by opening the belly of its third act, taking
out ifh sentiments and filling the orifice with powdered charcoal. A mar-

-y
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ried churchwarden at Dundee] by mistakeswrites his own name in the
register in lieu of that of the bridegroom : * Insatiate archer, would not
one suffice ?” The Canal in St. James'’s-park cleansed of its im;urities
by mistake instead of the Mall. Meeting at the Freemasons’ Tavern,
to decide whether Mrs. Serres shall or shall not be Princess of Cum-
berland : decided in the negative, but resolved that she'shall be Princess
of Poland :+a decision satisfactory to her Royal Highness, diet being
her object. Mr. Graham seems disposed not to mount in his balloon
from White Conduit-house Gardens : several of the mob threw brick-
bats at him to make him fly. A large fungus, of the citizen species,
is found sticking to a mansion in Connaught-place: it measures
five feet in height and six round the girdle. Witcheraft advertised
to be abolished by Dr. Gardner’s alterative medicine, in lieu of
the old remedy of actual cautery. James Brandon is removed from
his situation in Covent-garden Theatre: proprietors much blamed
for assuming the privilege of dismissing their own servants. Rain
still continues, to the grievous annoyance of divers brokers, who are
constrained to refrain from Brighton, and to attend to their business
from want of something better to do.

Scptember.—Ghost of *“ Knocking Jack of the North,” still knocking
and scratching in Cross-strect, Hatton Garden @ large and tumultuous
asscmblage of women of fashion, ministers of state, courtesans, poets,
players, judges, and barristers, who expericnce an extraordinary de-
light in being sent to the devil to their faces." Tithes raised in three
London parishes : inhabitants advised to use Rowlandis kalydor, which
“ affords & pleasing relief after shaving.” Morc controversy between
Mr. Owen of Lanark and the Presbytery of thae Ilk : in spite of the
parallclograms of thé fdrmer, people in gencral no better than they
should be. A London Gazette 1s published without a single whereas :
in the e¥ening the several tradesmen Hluminated their houses.  Fall of
the Trocadero anpounced upon the Royal Exchange : benevolent hope
expressed by an alderman that it did not hurt any body. “ The Great
Unknown” is ®amned at the Haymarket Theatre, after undergoing
that ceremony from all the romance writers of Great Britain. Dcath
of Robert Bloomficlit the poet: dismay and surprise of several senti-
mental young ladies on finding that the Farmer's Boy was fifty-six
years old. New coinage of double sovereigns : much cavilled at by Sir
W. C. who hoped that Williem and Mary would have proved the last.

October.—The winter theatres open, as usual, with God save the
King !—“let sclfoolmen tell us why.” r. Dando summoned before
the Lord Mayor on a charge of detaining the money of another person :
he is discharged, as incurable, on pleading that he spells his name with
ay. Law courts at Westminster in a progressive statc : ** the memo-
rable old pump” said to be * still suffered to remain :” meaning; it is
presumed, the British public. The Weslgyan Missionary Society dis-
patch two emissaries to labour in Palestine and a like number to Eu-
topia. Memorial of a murdered gentleman inserted in the Dublin
papers. Cobbett 1ersus Levy, lessce of the Kensington tolls: mach
mutual .ebjurgation before the Bow-street magistrates : plaintiff proves
defendant a Jew, but the latter fails in proving his adversary a
Christian, Lord Cochrane in the Brazilian line-of-battle ship, Don
Pedro the First, shows an wnabated love of prize-money. Several
instances of somnambulism in the theatrical world: actors and
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actresses seen groping thgir way in Little Russell-street and Hart-
street through the stage-doors of the wrong theatre; play-goers
much puzzled to know where to find tfem. In consequence of
the projected improvements of Sg. Jamea's Palace, several old women
have received sotice to quit. Captain Patry returns from the North
Pole, and meets with a degree of coldness not experienced by him
in Baflin’s Bay. Tomb of Baron Swedenborg openedgand the de-
ceased found to have no head: letter from one of his disciples to
Mr. Sylvanus Urban, showing that he lost it before he wrote his
Arcana Celestia.

Nozember.—Several stray murders lying at the police-offices to
be owned, were claimed by the wrong perpetrators. Mr. Sinclair,
the singer, denies the temperature of his sitting-room, not wishing to
be “ thought a greater fool than he is.” The abbey church of Romsey
broken into by some thieves, but the nave of the church happening
to be in the pulpit escaped theit.sacrilegious clutches. Another Polar
expedition talked of—* At him again, ﬁ’lordecai, he’ll get into a dom
scrape by and by.” Mr. Maberly’s horse-bazaar is removed to the
winter theatres. Much mischief donc on the fifth of November, being
Guy Faux day, but much more done on the sixth, being the first day
of Term. Lord Mayor’s day: numerous fcmales at open windowg,
with bare throats gazing at nothing till something comes, and then
closing the casement on account of the cold. A woman pitched
from the roof of the Fortitude Kentish-town coach into an under-
taker’s shop, apd escaped with only a few slight bruises, to the
great mortification of the sable shopkgeper. The Reverend C. C.
Colton made a bangkrupt as a wine-merchant: no good ever comes
of preaching over one’s liquor. Providentiel escape! the elbows of
nine fiddlers, at the Cateaton-street concert, gave way, and fell down
with a tremendous crash; fortupately nobody was near.” The author
of Waverley said to have a curious mode of acquainting his domestics
with his wants, by having the words * breaRfast, lanch, dinner, sup-
per,” painted upon a board. * N.B. The only poet onAcord who can
call for four meals in a day. A £50. bill said to be swallowed by a
denkey at Liverpool, and the printed statement®o# it swallowed by
several of the species in London. The usual quantum of suicides:
several poor bodics rescued by the Humane Society from a watery
grave to be interred in an earthen one.

December.—Meeting of Common Council at Guildhall to propose a
Statue to Riego: ditto in Lincoln’s-Inn Hall to propose a Statue to
Lord Erskine : ditto in Leadenhall to propose a Statue to Mr. Charles
Grant: a Scotch India stock-holder proposes that they slMould be
clubbed together in the characterof the three Graces, and that Sandy
Mac-chisel, the stone-mason in Argyll-strect, should have the job.
Royal Society of Literature offer a new premium for poetry: not a
garret in Grub-street to be hid. Ghost of John Knox taketh unto
itself a wife, to be shade of its shade: less knocking and seratching
in Cross-street than heretofore: mysteries, moralities, and Drury-,
lane dramas all end with a marriage. Doctrinal points still undecided ;

One thinks on Calvin Heaven’s own spirit fell,

Another deems him instrument of Hell.
Dreadful storm of wind blows over the metropolis : melancholy effects
thereof : Sir Walter Stirling cannot keep his hat upon his headbs Miss
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F. H. Kelly is cast by violence into Palermo, and falls through the
boards : Mr, Cobbett and Mr. Wilberforce are thrown violently against
. each other, and some fav@urite American trees of the former arc torn
up by the roots: an eddy of the remorseless gale carries divers school-
boys prematurelyto town for the Christmas holidays : numerous caitiffs
in white great coats are blown from their qun #usesinto those of other
people, muttering something about the-gompliments of the season:
flights of Norfolk turkies are driven to London: dinner-cards whisk
through the air bringing heterogencous relations together on Christ-
mas-day : gallanti-showmen can hardly keep their legs: red morocco
almanacs sail about on the wings of the wind, and the vendors ef
them, from fear of a falling stack of chimnies, are forced to take
refuge in the first blind alley, where the few of them that read
Horace, reflect, that the year 1823 is rapidly following her departed
sister, and exclaim
¢ Eheu! fugaces, Posthume, Posthumc
Labuntur Anni.” - .

THE FIELD OF GRUTLI, -

Ox Italy when parting sunbeams pl;?',
And lake, and plain, and palace, float in light,
What scene is fairer than her close of day—
What sky is brighter than her cloudless night? -
I've seen the midnight moonlight silvering o’er
Fair Venice—scen Benacus’ sunset strand, *
And dreamt till fancy from the gulphs of yore
Before me bade the Lyric Roman stand :
But never feeling to my inmost soul
So thrill’d, as when the dark Waldstetter sea
Ifelt beneath in waves tumultuous roll,
Bearing to Grutli’s field of Libérty— .
To Grutli’s feld, where, when th’ o’erhanging tower
Of Selisberg at midnight still had flung *
To rock,%and vale, and lake, the startiing hour—
So far, that forked Mythen’s echoes rung—
In former diys, by midnight unappall’d,
The gallant Schweitzer launch’d his silent bark
With muffled oar—and they of Unterwald,
And Uri’s men—sought, guiding through the dark,
The cynosure of freedom kindled there:
And there with pure, devoted, fearless heart
Did each stern patriot to his Country swear
Again its ancient frecdom to impart.
And.how they kept their vow, let the page tell
Which registers the tyrant 8gssler’s death ;
The hosts that in Morgarten’s valley fell ;
And Morat’s blood-stain’d lake, and Laupen's crimson’d heath,
No—while my memory holds, my lif¢-pulse beats,
No other scene can ¢’er again excite
The emotion kindled by those wild retreats
Of patriot freemen—or the decp delight
With which I gazed, green Grutli, on thy shore, >
And those sublime and glacier’d peaks around,
And the dark surge lashing the rock-base hoar,
And drank of that pure rill which glads thy sacred ground.
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FERNEY.

¢t Rousseau, Voltaire, sur Gibbon, and de Stsél,
Leman ! these gpmes gre worthy of thy shore.”—Byron.

From Calviy, down sdfMadame de Staél, the banks of this * lake of
beauty” have scarcely eversbeen without their great mam, for it is no
bull to include Aer in this term. It is true Madame de Staél owed
little of her inspiration to her country,—nor was her genius at all of
the dry severc order which seems to be its natural product. But still

~she lived much at Coppet, if she did not much love it; and her name
is inseparably interwoven with the associations connected with Geneva
and its neighbourhood. But it is her name only. Her residence on
the banks afthe lake was but the physical, ndt the mental, locale of
her works. * Neither, indecd, does the place itself convey any very
romantic feelings or ideas; it {s a substantial, and, for the Continent,
peculiarly comfortable gentleman’s house,—and nothing more,

But Ferney is the direct contrary of all this, if we except its outward
appearance, which is exactly that of a French chateau, and therefore

«formal and unsightly enough. But, otherwise, it is, of all places inha-
bited by men of genius, one which has the greatest claims to interest.
It s a name more closely conuccted with its great owner, than is ge-
nerally that of the dwelling of any writer. “ Du chateau de Ferncy” is
the date of nearly all tHose interesting letters, which, like the scattered
limbs of Osiris,, hate been collected since his death. “ Le patriarche
de Ferney” is the name by which he is familiarly distinguished by his
disciples. In a wosd, Ferncy is almost as intimate to the ear of his

. admirers as his own name. > o

There is scarcely any man, distinguished for intelle'ct, who ranks

higher than Voltaire. .
L] -

“He rgn

M Through each mod:e of thedyre, and was master of all 1”

—poet in all styles,—dramatist—historian—and, as a wit, supcrior
even to him of whom the line I have quoted was eriginally written. *
Where is the man who, like him, attained a high rank in every branch
""" rary genius? Who can bear, like him, comparison and competi-
b those who have devoted their whole lives and minds to the
atio ne pursuit? It has been the fashion of late to under-
TWoltaire as a poet, and, as I think, solely because of his unapproach-
ed pre-eminence as a wit. When a man is associated in our minds with
ludicrous sensations, even though it be only as exciting them against
others, it is with difficulty that*%e cm reconcile ourselves to his
eing equal to the higher branches of poetry. But it will scarcely, I
think, be doubted, that the anthor of Zaire and Mérope is entitled to
the rank of a poet of a very high, if not of the very first, order. 1In-
deed, 1 think it is owing to the insurmountable nature of the French
ol, that Voltaire is not by the side of the highest poets of all. We
ggﬂsh never can be brought to think the language itself equal to the

) * Moore’s verses on the death of Sheridan. ,
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nobler, even if it be to the more teSAder, degrees of expression. But
added to this, the ineffable trammels of the French Theatre—its
statue-like cdldness and rigidity—its monotony—its heartless inflation
~—who can be a poet fettered down by such shackles as thesc? But
Voltaire, while he feared to abandon the forms, a#east, of a style, with-
out which he knew that in France he had no chance of specess, showed
how he felt the iron of his chains—and, by what he has done in despite
of them, proves what he could have done had he been wholly free.

But if our national taste blind us in some measure to the beauties of
Voltaire’s higher poetry, there cannot be—and I believe there are not
—two opinions with respect to his unrivalled wit. Sheridan, our
greatest name in that way, * pales his ineffectual fires” before Voltaire.
To borrow, and differently apply, one of the expressions of the former,
Voltaire's wit *“ is as heen, but, at the same time as polished, as his
sword.” Perhaps, on this account, it cuts the deeper—but, at all
events, we turn from the severity of the wound to gaze upon the beauty
of the weapon.

But the wit is not wit alone; it always carrics with it argument
equally unavoidable and resistless. Look at the whole of Candide;
throughout that which appears to slight readers, nothing morc than a
laughable, and somewhat loose tale, there is never for an instant lost
sight of the metaphysical position which it is his object to establish.
This is displayed in every illustration, however ludicrous—promoted
in every incident, however farfetched —while the whole is stamped and
graven on the mind by the matchless felicity of his imagery and terse-
ness of his phrase. There is at times, too, a dash of the pathetic, sel-
dom conjoined with such powers of satire. There are one or two
flashes of real nature and tender fecling in 1’ Ingenu, which go more to
the heart, at least to my heart, than all the spun-out sophisms and
wrought sprotestations ot Julic and St. Preux. But the ctruth is, that
Voltaire was a man of both great generosity and eenderness of feeling.
His exertions in béhalf of*the family of Chlas bespeak more active and
effective benevilence, than all the cosmopdlitism of le citoyen de Généve ;
and who so fully as he answered that truest touchstone of goodness
of heart, and kindliness of disposition—bcing beloved by his friends ?
A man who excites strong attachments—not merely the attachment of
sexual love, for that is frequently unconnected with real merit of any
kind, but the affection of a surrounding family and independent friends
—such a man neter cun be deficient in those qualities which alone
deserve, as they alone create, suck attachment.

In this, as in almost every thing else, how different from Rousseau !
No one loved Zim—no one could lgve him. ‘Those, who, from sini-
larity of opinion, and admiratién of genius, and, still more, from common
hatreds, were inclined to form, and in fact who did form, connexions
of fricndship with him, never could hold them above a year or two.
Perversely and peevishly selfish, the manner as well as the matter made
any continuance of intercourse with him impossible. ~ Self, self, was all
that he loved : it was his Alpha and Omega—his first and his last—his
only—his all. Indeed, I cannot at all comprehend how any one who
has read the Confessions can ever hear afterwards the name of Rousseau
mentioned without mingled feelings of contempt and disgust. Itis
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not of his filthy details that I nolv speak. Some of them, it is true,
are utterly bestial—but df others, the filthiness chiefly consists in their
being recorded and published. But there are disclosureg in the Con-
fessions of a nature (to me) far more revolting than these.  For a sample,
the casc of the unhapgy fellow-servant of Rousseau’s in Italy, whom he
allowed to be discharged with ignominy for a theft committed by him-
self. 1le records the prayers and entreaties of the poor girl (who knew
he was the thief), which must have cut into two any thing worthy of
being called a human heart. But the truth is, that Rousseau had no
heart at all : — ay, despite Julie, and St. Preux, and Madame Iloude-
tot, not so much as would fill the shell of a shrivelled hazel. Ttis true
he made Madame Houdetot’s old flannel petticoat into an under-waist-
coat, but I will be bound he would not have given so much as a shirt-
trill to save her from perishipg with cold. .

His defenders have pleaded madness, but his madness was not of a
nature te wmake the plea admissible. It was of that sort and degree
which prove it, as I may say, to be, to a certain extent, under the con-
trol of the person in whom it ‘exists. It was afické—he was vain of it
—and if it was truc in a little, it was feigned in a great deal. It was
more the sourness and skinlessness of exorbitant vanity and self-love
than at all what we are accustomed to call insanity. It was no more
to be pitied than the real madness of Swift, which was caused by, or
rather which =as, only the excess of all the bad passions which belong
to human ffature. o

What a differenge, indeed, between the citoyen de Ginéte, and the
patiarche de Foncy !—the one talked sentiment, the other felt it;—the
one preached universal philaathropy, the other did substdntial, but at
the same time exfensive good ;—the one preached love and practised
hatred, the other, if he wrote epigrams, displayed in his deeds kindli-
ness and warmth of heart.  What a contrast, indeed, do the, circle and
habits of Ferney f@nito whathas been so forcibly and justly called

. . o .0
. ——— *“ghe mite dnd strife,
And vanitits of that man’s life !> # P

But I go even farther—and now I speak undeg correction, and trem-
blingly, as it becomes a literary heretic. To my shaine be it spoken, I
never could read though the Nouvelle Heloise. It is to me dull, and
that simply because I think it unnatural. Those letters are not, in my
humble judgment and experience, the letters which two people would
write under such circumstances. They have the tone of what the
French call faue des phascs :—de belles phrases, 1 admit, but still they
are “ head-work.” It lias often been spoken of as matter ,of wonder
that Rousseau wrote slowly and %ith qifficulty. Now this does not at
all gurprise me. His eloguence, eloquex}cc though 'it be, h?s the ap-
pearance of being painfully elaborated : it docs not, in my view at the
least, seem heartgushing and spontancous. I am perfectly aware that

* Moore's Rhymies on the Roud.~—I1f 1 have sometimes lost paticnce at th praises
lavished on Rousseau by those who, one would think, ought to know or to feel
better, I bave been proportionably gratified by sceing, at last, a man of genius

stand forward to speak of him as he deserves.
c?
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this is far from being the general opitiion; but, after having tried once
and again, I cannot help 1ts being mine. I flrst attempted to read the
Heloise when I was betwceen seventeen and eighteen, and again about
two years afterwards—ages when the head is brimmed with poetry, and
the heart with passion. And yet, the first time [ did not get through a
volume—the whole appeared to me so overwrought—the author seemed
so much se battre les_flancs to be tender and impassioned, that, after con-
siderable toil, I gave up the labour in despair. The next time 1 got
farther, having linished the second volume. DBut still my fecling re-
mained the same. 1 could not see nature and passion in what seemed to
me the woik of an author, not the feelings of overwhelming and uncon-
trollable love. 'T'ake one instance, which is not far from the begin-
ning of the book, and of which poor Julie herself is made to complain,
Rousseau evidently thinking some apology to be necessary. 1 mcan
when, at the crisis almost of their fate, when it is doubtful even whether
they shall cver meet again St. Preux writes her a long letter on the
relative merits of French and Italian music!  And this is the nature,
directness, and simplicity for which Rousseau has acquired so much
fame !

But all this, as I have said, is quite under correction ; for where so
many and such people have united in admiring passion and eloquence,
they assuredly must in some measure exist. 1 am only grieved that |
am blind to them. But with respect to Roussean as a man, it is more
matter of fact and less matter of opinion. T'lre apostle of loye —the
beau id{al of all that is fond and fervent, impassimu-d, delicate, and
tender, is content to share his mistress, and his first mistress, with her
servant of all work !—-the creator of Julie, and St, Preux marries his
maid—the author of Iimile sends his children to the Foundhing hos-
pital !—and, therefore, all who visit Geneva must talk ecstasics about
Rousscaud .

Give me Ferney ! for the reality of Voltaire, withk all his faults, is to
me relief after the*sickly” and cragy eloquences of Jean Jacques:—
procced we thif:gr.  The house stands abéut a mile within the French
boundary, on the road between Geneva and Gex. It is of considerable
extent, squarc-builk, with broad caves, the walls white, and the sbut- "
ters of bright green. An avenue of poplars leads up to the door frpm
the gate, about fifty yards. On one of the wings are astronomica} and
geometrical emblems, on the other theatrical ones, meaning, perhaps,
to designate the observatory, 1f one there were, and the theatre. But
I have read somewhere that the theatre stood before this wing—and I
do not exactly see what Voltairc would do with an observatory. Cer-
tain it is, however, thesc cmblems ¢xist there. There are only two
rooms of the house which arc®shown, the rest being occupied by the
family of the present proprietor. These two are said to be exactdy in
the same state in which they were when Voltaire left Ferney on his last
journey to Paris, and they have every appearance that the truth is so.
The first was the salon de compagnie ; it is an octagon form, with crim-
son tapestry, and a large ornamented and gilded stove, crowned with
a bust of Voltaire. 'This recalled to my mind the famous story of
Phidias Pigalle, recorded by Grimm ; but I could not make out from
our very stupid conductor whether this had any thing in common
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with that celcbrated proguction.® The room is also adorned with a
number of indifferently painted pictures of Venuses and Cupids—all
sufficiently naked. There is, however, onc other which is very re-
markable for its subject, though jts exccution is even inferior to that of
the next. It is an emblematical picce, representing, in the centre,
Voltaire, witlethe Henflade in his hand, being prescnted by a female
figure representing France, to Apollo. There is a strange and some-
what ludicrous contrast between the stiff modern French habits of
Voltaire and his conductress, and the classical nudity of the god. A
little to the right are flying figures —something like Cherubim or Cu-
pids—crowning the bust of Voltaire in a full-bottomed wig. On the
left are Fame and other allegorical personages, whom I could not re-
cognize,—while in the front are Furics annihilating Fréron and Vol-
tairc’s other enemics, whose®works are labelled on their backs! The
most extraordinary part of the whole is, that, we were assurcd this piece

vas composed under the imrkediate direction of Voltaire himself! I
cross-questioned the old guide with regard to this repcatedly, but he
stuck immovably to his point.

But the bed-room was the chicf object of interest—for here, besides
the very bed on which he slept, is the tomb erected by Madame Denis,
which contained his heart. T'he heart was removed to the Pantheon at
the time of the sale of the chateau to M. de Brudet, the present occu-
pant. The tomb is pyramidical, and crowned with a bust.  Over the
whole are these words ™ Mes mancs sont consolles, puisque mon caur est
at milicu de veus,™ and, on a black board, strctched across the centre
of the monument, is inscribed in letters of gold, «“ Son asprit est par-
tout, et son caur es ici.” How true, said my companion, that son es-
prit est partout ! for here are we, two Englishmen, who have all day been
doing nothing but spouting extracts from his works, and are conte in
pilgrmage to his dwelling. Bhe board, howerver, doc§ not eontain the
whale of the inscription I have transcribed, for a part was broken off—
the work,as we were Yold, of the Awstrians, Who also had mutilated the
monument in a manner which till then I had ascribga’to the dilapida-
tion of Time. My blood boiled, and my choler rose at this. The
barbarians I—the worse than savages! Do they all partake the spirit
of their blockhead Emperor, who desired to have no learned men in
his dominions, thus to hate so strongly all that emanates from mind
that they mutilate the monuinent of departed genius 7 It has becen the
fashion to cry out against the licence of the French soldiery,—but they
always respected literary glory. During the war (the first war) in
Spain, when there was so much exasperation on both sides, the inha-
bitants of Toboso were sparedefrom all exaction, solely*because it
was the fictioned residence of Dulciffea.t And could not the very

* It was one of Voltaire’s peculiaritics that he would not sit for his portrait ;
and when Pigalle was sent from Paris by his followers and admirers, to mould bis
bust, he always made the most ontragcous grimaces whenever the artist attempted
to catch the likencss. He was about to return to Paris in despair, when onc day
the conversation happened to turn on Aaron’s golden calf, and Pigalle gave it as
his professional opinion that such a picee of sculpture could not be completed in
the time stated,—which delighted Voltaire so much, that, as a veward, he sat
down quite still for half an hour, during which the model was completed.

+ See M. de Rocca s account of the War in Spain.
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abode —the tomb itself—of one like Voltaire flad mercy in the sight of
those who lay claim to be ranked among the civilized nations of the
earth? I can understand, if I cannot pardon, their robbing this room
of two pictures, because they were worth two hundred louis; but for
them wantonly to deface this humble tomb and the inscription of the
poet’s praise,—this indecd argues a base and utter brutality of feeling,
which it is to be hoped none but those who wear the livery of Francis
of Austria can feel.

Thebedstead is of plain unpainted deal. Therc is a small canopy over
itin the French style, within which is a picture of Le Kain—a head
wreathed with laurel. I thought, but it might be leal, that the coun-
tenance bore some resemblance to Talma-—though it was not quite so
full a face as Talma’s is.now. On onc side hung a portrait, in silken
embroidery, of Catherine of Russia—which the guide said was d0dé de
sa main ; but this, besides its great improbability, was cvidently not the
case, as in the corner was written * Lasalle wv. et fe.” and at the
bottom was ¢ Presenté @ M. de Voltare par Pautcur.” Between this
and the bed was a picture of Frederic the Great, It is the only
one I ever saw not representing him an old man; in this, he does
not appear above forty, and I think the countenance lacks, especially
about the mouth, much of that intense shrewdness which the Tater pie-
tures present. As a fellow to this, on the other side of the bed, hangs
a picture of Voltaire himsclf, at about the same.period of 1ffe, or per-
haps a few years older. This is a very excellent pigture—the expres-
sion of the eyes is peculiarly real and cutting. Opposite to Catherine
is M™*. de Chiltelet, and in this I was disappointed. The picture, it is
true, was faded and fecble ; but there was nothing rétnarkably interest-
ing in it in any way, except the fact of its being that of M™. de Ché-
telet. On caclwside of the window which faces the bed, were several
prints of his most celebrated contemporirics, with gome distinguished
additions. There were, or onc side, Diderot, a fine striking Roman
head —Newton - Franklin—Racine™—Milten—Washington—Corneille
—DMarmontcl ;—‘('in the other, Thomas—Leibnitz—Mairan—d’Alem-
bert—Helvetius—and the Duc de Choiseul. The portrait of d’Alem-
bert, of whom 1 had never seen one before, disappointed mc a good
deal ; it was more like that of a sharp, vivacious, humorous French-
man, than of the great geometrician—though I believe Spurzheim
would say that, like the turnig, he had a mathematical forchead. In
addition to these, there was a print of the family of Calus 1eceiving the
order for the reversal of his sentence. I do not wonder that Voltaire
should like_to look upon this,—for of all the actions of his li ¢ there is
none to which he might revert with $hch unmingled satisfaction. He
saw what he believed to be an act of cruel and bloody injustice, and he
stepped from his way to relieve, as far as it was yet possible to releve,
the sufferers. He gave his time, his talents, the influence of hip great
fame, to redressing the wrongs of those who had no claim en him but
that of being aggrieved fellow-creatures. He braved the danger vhich
he incurred from bigotry in power, to which he was alrcady obnoxious
—he raised his voice till the truth could no longer be roncealed—till
justice could no longer be denied.

Near this hangs a sort of emblematical print of the tomb af Voltaire
in Paris, dedicated to * La Marquisc de Villette, dame de Ferncy”—



Ode to the Closing Year. 23

“ belle et bonne,” as he used to tlAll her. In another part of the room
are two very pretty pictures of a boy and a Madonna-looking girl,
which our old Cicerone said were painted by order of Voltaire. The
boy is a Savoyard, with a tattered cocked-hat, and the young woman,
we were told, was “ La Blanchdsscuse,” and more than that deponent
knew not. If it were'really of the blanchisseuse, I can only say that
Voltaire had a very pretty washerwoman. :

The church which *“ Deo erexit Voltaire” was locked, and the man
who kept the keys was at work in the fields. The far-famed inscrip-
tion is taken down, and there is nothing to distinguish the church ex-
cept a plain pyramidical monument, very much resembling in shape
that in the bed-room, which Voltaire had built for himself in case he
had died at Ferney. Over a stable-door nearly adjoining, is the quaint
inscription * Ostium non hoséium.” .

We went into the garden, which is laid out in the old French taste,
with a fish-pond in the middle, and arboured walks, square parterres,
&c. From the terrace there i§ a very fine view of the Jura on one side,
and of tlie Alps with Mont Blanc on the other. If [ were inclined to
moralizc in analogy, I might say that such a locale is in good keeping
with Voltaire’s writings and genius. e was confined within what has
been termed “ the trim parterre of the Gallic Muse;” but yet he had
a’commanding sight of free and gigantic nature. If he was in some
measure ip thraldom, he knew what liberty was; if—but it is late at
night, and if I get intthis train, as the man says in the farce,  there is
no reason why I should ever stop,”—so I shall wish myself good-night

at once. - .

ODE TO THE CLOSING *YEAR.

Os, why shopld [ attempt to ring -

» The knell of Time in sorrowing tone,

resadly tune my lyre to sing .
A requigm o’erthe year that’s gone?,
It has not been to me so bright 7

That I should mourn its timely end,
Or sit me down in grief to writes
Farewell to a departing friend !
And if *twould tarry now with ine,
1 should in sooth be apt to say,
¢ Pass on! I’ve had tob much of thee
To thank thee for an hour’s delay.”

Thy course was mark’d, dark closing year,

By many a sigh and bitter tear,

By promised joywtoo Igng delay’d,

By EOPes that only bloom’d to fade,

By all that steals the cheek’s warm glow,

And wrings the heart with silent woe,

Damps the gag plumes of Fancy’s wing,

And nips her blossoms ere lhe{y spring,

And turns the lightsome lay of gladness

E’en in its flow to strains of sadness,

And shades with clouds of care and fear
The promise of another year. A

e ———————



(24)

PATENTS AND PROJECT‘Q EXTR.AORDINARY!

« Qur victories only led us to farther visionary prospects ; advantage was taken
of the sanguine temper which success had wrought the nation up to.” ——SwiFT.

WAt pigmies in intellect, however gigantic in stature, were those
old rebellious Carbonari, the Litans, with their clumsy expedient of
piling Pclion upon Ossa, and their hopeful project of taking the skies
by escalade! It is the moderns, with their diminutive bodies and Ti-
tanian intellects, piling up one discovery upon another, and bringing all
matter under the dominion of mind, who have climbed up, as it were,
into the heavens, detected all the laws, motions, and distances of the
celestial bodics, and brought the whole system of the universe as much
within the grasp of our apprehension as if it were as tangible as the
planispherc upon our table, by which it is represented in epitome.
Having found for our moral lever what Archimedes wanted for his
material onc—a basis, we have perforried what he threatened, by
raising the world. When Qucen Elizabeth told Bacon that hjs house
was too small for hiin, he replied—* It is your Majesty who hare made
me too big for my house ;” we are all of us in the same predicament with
respect to the earth wherein we dwell; the majesty of our m'nds has
made it too narrow for our full expansion. This paltry sphere was
well enough in the outset of our carcer, but we have penetrated into
all its secrets, analysed its composition, sifted, weighed, decongpounded,
exhausted, used it up, and conquered it, and have*hothing left, but, like
so many Alexanders, to sit down and blubber for #new one. Have
we not rummaged and ransacked its uttermost corners until the Row is
reduced to the greatest difliculty in keeping up the annual supply of
new travels ? have we not mnunted above the clouds in balloons, made
our descent upon the earth in parach‘htes, like so many Apollus with
umbrellas akove ‘dur heads ; drawn down electric fire from heaven with-
out incurring the punishment of Prometheus; spérted beneath the
waves in diving bell§, and‘constructed subaqueous cdifices with as
much composure as_if we were Tritons runfing up a coral palace for
Amphitrite ; crawled into the very bowels of the carth to extract its
riches by the assistarce of Davy’s wire-gauze lamp, more wonderful
than Aladdin’s; and sunk wells with as much perseverance as if we were
digging to unkennel that fresh-water mermaid—Truth? By wiclding
the omnipotence of an impalpable vapour we have acquired such a
dominion over matter that there is nothing too stupendous for the all-
subjugating grapple of our machines, while we can impel ponderous ves-
scls through the waves, even against wind and tide, with the velocity of
a thunderbol¢ :— from coal and oil we hgve extracted a subtle gas, which
being conducted for miles through su&&rrancan darkness, or hrought
to our doors and retailed by the pint or half-pint, supplies at will a
perpetual light ;—by means of the telegraph we can converse in a few
hours with persons stationed at the distance of a whole Continent : and
by the magic of writing we can not only conjure up a portrait of
the minds of the ancients, by referring to their works, (so much morc
interesting than any copy of thcir bodily lincaments which might have
betn committed to the perishable rccords of paint or marble,) but we
can eternize our own thoughts, sentiments, almost our very voices, and
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transmit them unimpaired to the l!atest posterity, when the evanescent
frame from which they cmanated shall be scattered in the air in the
form of dust. Really, Mr. Editor, one’s mind may be allowed to
strut a little in the pride of its achicvements—to parody the artists
“ ed io anche son’ Pittore!” by exclaiming, * I, too, am a man!”"—to
look down withesome contempt on its fleshly tegument as upon a scurvy
companion whom it only condescends to notice from certain ties of
consanguinity ; and even to consider the spacious earth itself as but a
larger species of prison, or cage, from which we shall ultimately escape,
and take our flight to enjoy in a nobler sphere a more exalted destiny.
If we are already prone to leap out of our materiality in the vain-
glorious aspirations of the spirit, what shall restrain us within the
bounds of moderation when all the improvements now projecting shall
have received their full accomplishment, and the new patents for which
applications have been made shall have been practically developed ?
‘The company for realizing Dr. Darwin's suggestion of moderating the
burning awdours of the torrid €one, by towing a large portion of the
icchergs from the northern to the southern latitudes, is alrcady in a
considerahle state of forwardness, and the shares are selling at a hand-
some premium.  From this most ingenious process a double advantage
will be derived : — first, in so tempering the rigour of the arctic circle,
by ‘withdrawing the frozen barrier in which it is immured, that the
Esquimaux gnay be enabled to crawi, for thrce whole months of the
year, out of the holes ih which they live, without having their noses
nipped off by the scissors of Boreas; while the Laplanders may turn
the woolly side of the skins in which they are clothed, outwards in-
stead of inwards, testhe great comfort of the inhabitants of the country,
and the paramount discomfort of the inhabieanes of the fleece—videli-
cet, the flcas.  (Such are the terms set forth in the application to Par-
liament for a charter.)=-Sccondly, by cflecting such a modification of
the torrid temperatu?e that the negroes who now produce wool upon
their heads and the sfieep hair, may cffect an excflange, to the mani-
fest advantage of both parties, and the obvious increase of British com-
merce. It is calculated that the natives of the great Desert will shortly
be enabled to purchase ice-creams at three cowtids the glass, and to
row blackberries, sloes, and crab-apples, where the soil now pro-
guces nothing but figs, melons, and pomegranates ; while, if we cannot
realize the much-ridiculed notion of washing the blackamoor white, we
may reasonably hope to cool him down to a bronze heat, or perhaps
ultimately refrigerate him to a bright mahogany. Many subsidiary
benefits will result from this grand undertaking. It is notorious that
we have sent two expeditions toethe I:Iorth Pole, at a gréat risk of
human life and a prodigious consumption of time and coals, for the
purpBse of making the notable discovery that a certain under-secretary
was wrong in all his positions and anticipations ; but if the opposing
mountains of ice be fairly hauled away to be hung up to drﬁ: on the
equinoctial line, or rather to undergo their annual liquefactid®, like the
blood of St. Januarins, it is presumable that our next Discovery ships
will be enabled to proceed without opposition to the loadstone axletreay,
which is supposed to protrude from the sea at the North Pole, carry a
specimen of it through Baflin's Bay to the sea of Kamschatka, and so
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make a short voyage home by thé new cut across the Isthmus of
Darien. A second and not less important advantage will be the great
impulse given to our manufactures from the number of steam-engines
that must necessarily be employed ip removing and towing such im-
mense masses. Perkins’s apparatus will be used, and by navigating the
vessels by Carbonari from the neighbourhood of Mouns Vesuvius, who
are accustomed to coals and explosions, it is caleulated that a pressure
of fifteen hundred atmosphercs to the square inch may be safely expe-
rimented, at which charge an engine of the smallest dimensions will at-
tain such a prodigious concentration of power, as to drag an iceberg of
a mile in circumference, supposing the requisite impulsion and velocity
can be communicated to it, at the rate of twenty miles an hour. As
the whole of the shares are not yet sold, a few subscribers may still be
taken in upon application at the proper office.

A second undertaking, not less gigantic in its conception or bencficial
in its object, has been suggested by the following portion of an ancient
Milesian astronomical hymn, entitled ‘ Langolee.”

« Long lifc to the moon, for a noble sweet ¢reature,
That serves us with lamplight each night'in the dark;
While the sun only shines in the day, which by nature
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ;—
But as for the moon, by my soul, I’ll be bound, Sir, ¢
T would save the whole nation a great many pound, Sir,
To subscribe for to light her up all the year round, Sir,
Ochi ! it’s true as 1 ’m now singing Langolee }” -

L
This valuable hint is likely to be realized by an ingenious applica-
tion of Dr. Black’s theory of latent heat, It is wecll known that all
bodies contain a certaln Portion of caloric, which they give out by
pressure ; almgst every substance becomes warm by friction, cold metals
may be himmered till they are hot, and we have now a familiar illus-
tration of this pringiple in_the new instantgneous-1fght machines, which
produce fire by simple pressure of-the atmosphdre. Independently of
the quantity of this subtle element with which the moon, in common
with all matter, is pcrvaded, she must have absorbed, almost to
saturation, the ardnl rays of the sun which have been playing upon
her surface for such a succession of ages, and we have thus an immensg
reservoir of quiescent moonshine ready to be reconverted into active
sunshine, if adequate means can be found for its expression. To effect
this purpose it is proposed to raise in patent balloons a sufficient num-
ber of hydraulic presses to compel the moon to give out caloric in the
proportions that may be required. From accurate calculations it ap-
pears thal a sufficient quantig myg be easily procured to double the
attraction of that planet upon the ocean, and. of course to enablc ships
to work double tides—an incalculable bencfit to our commerce.* By
converging the rays into a focus, and directing them to particular ponds
and lakes, their temperature may be raised to the boiling point, or 212
of FahreMeit, which will effect an important saving in the making of
tea and all culinary processes, to say nothing of the improvement of the
ogeneral health by such extensive and natural warm baths. From the
known influence of this luminary upon lunatics, some unfavourable
symptoms may at first be manifested by our amateur actors, craniolo-
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gists, writers of Visions o Judgment, followers of Joanna Southcote,
believers in Prince Hohenlohe’s miracles, March hares, and holders of
Spanish, Poyais, and Columbian Stock ; but on the other hand, the ad-
ditional heat will enable us to grow at lcast double the quantity of cab-
bage, an important solace to artisans in general, but more particularly
to our tailors. *Compensation must of course be made to our writers
of Sonnets to the Moon, who will be cut short of their whole fourteen
lines if they cannot apostrophise her as pale Cynthia, and dissert upon
her chaste ray and mild lustre ; but this expense will be more than re-
paid by the treasures that will doubtless be discovered in that repertory
of all lost things, from the wits of Orlando down to the wit of Don
Juan. The Lord of the lantern and bush, who hasso long stood in his
own light, will be let down by a parachute and exhibited at Bullock’s
in Piccadilly, as the Man out of the Moon, from which it is expected to
procure a sufficient revenue to raise the wind for the balloons.

Many ingenious mechanicians entertain scrious doubts as to the
feasibility of the third scheme, for which patents have been taken out,
though I cannot myself see any scientific grounds for their misgivings.
Volcanoes are now ug,¥ersally admitted to owe their projectile power
to steam. Water from’ the surface of the carth, or from some of the
cagerns of the deep, comes in contact with the subterranean fires, pro-
ducing such an instantancous expansion of vapour that in its cfforts to
escape, it tears open, ;thg surface and carries all before it, thus forming
a natural steam-cngine.  Hitherto its tremendous power, being left to
its own irregular eéncrgies, has cither ended in smoke, or produced
terror, havock, and destruction, by desolating plains and overwhelming
cities. Itis high time to stop these mischievous pranks, and avail our-
sclves of that stupendous engine which Naturt herself has built, and
offers us ready made and for nothing, even supplying ag inexhaustible
reservoir of fucl without onc shilling expense. It is propdsed to fix
an apparatus over tfnq cratar of Vesuvius, sg as to, convert the moun-
tain into a regular stcam-enginc, turning a river into one of the smaller
orifices to gencrate the vapour in any quantities, and of course provi-
ding safety-valves for its escape after a certain pressure, which, as the
mountain itself forms the boiler, may be carried'to many thousand at-
mospheres upon the square inch. The direction of this incalculable
power, which will give the shareholders the command of the whole
world, is a matter for future consideration ; but it is proposed in the
first instance to make Vesuvius instrumental to the complete excavation
of Herculaneum and Pompeii, which secms but fair, as it was the sole
cause of their destruction, and to project all the excavated rubbish into
the Hellespont, so as to stop the pasgage of the Dardanclles to the
Turkish flcet, and thus operate a favourable diversion for the Greeks.
The’ projector is decidedly of opinion that by this enormous engine he
can, if necessary, stop the diurnal motion of the earth upon it axis—an
invaluable security to our Asiatic possessions, as in the event of a mu-
tiny or revolution in that quarter we could kecp them in tH® dark for
six months, and so ruin themin the cost of candles ; or renew the days
of Phaéton, by scorching them in the sun until they allowed us to rule
the roast. A certain theorist has suggested that we might cven raise
the earth nearer to the sun, provided it was previously lightened by
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embarking in balloons all our heaviest and anost bulky articles—such
as the History of Brazil, the Court of Aldermen, Busby’s Lucretius,
Louis Dixhuit, all our tomes of controversial divinity, the elephant at
LExeter Change, &c. &e.—but I confgss I am disposegd to consider this
scheme as the chimara of a visionary. s

Others may perhaps be disposed to pronounce a similar judgment upon
the fourth project, which will, however, be very shortly in a course of
actual experiment. It appears by the last papers from America that a
Colonel Sims has proposed to the President to discover a new world,
and has demanded a squadron for the purpose. This terra incognita
he maintains to be situated within our own globe—that the old earth, in
fact, has a young one in its stomach ; and the arguments by which he
supports this strange position are both numerous and plausible. If
Columbus, by merely consulting a map of the world, became convinced
that the equipeise of the system required a counter-ponderant conti-
nent in the southern ocean, the colonel insists that we may « fortiori
conclude that the carth must contain¢another within it. in the first
place, he obscrves, that Nature is ever economical of her meuns, creating
nothing in vain; but that if we presume the “whole concents of our
planet, which is ncarly cight thousand miles in diamecter, to be solid,
there would not only be an incredible waste of materials, but that the
weight of such a prodigious mass would infallibly drag us out of our
sphere in the system of the universe, and pregipitate us into the blind
abysses ofspace. M. Dupin calculates the weight of thegreat pyramid
at above ten millions of tons ; yet what is this huge pile, enormous as it
is, compared to a single mountain ? and what are all the mountamms and
seas upon the surface of the earth, compared tosits cubic contents?
By supposing it to be hbllow, its buoyancy in space becomes no longer
inexplicable, apd the principal difficulty that remains is to discover
the door df entrance, which the colonel conﬁdently pronounces to be
situated at the North Pgle. It is conjecjured that all the mountains
of the undiscovered land are formed of loadstond] and that the position
of the aperture laading to them occasions the polarity of the needle.
Its name occasioned some little difficulty, the term new world being
already applied, the ntw new world being deemed tautologous ; Simsia
was rejected as not being classical, Simia as exposed to a lndicrous
perversion, Subterranea as not strictly accurate, the country being
rather within than beneath oum own, on which account it was finally re-
solved to term it Interranca. A loan has alrcady been raised for the
ncw government, and the Interrancan five per cents. are quoted at
96, l}aving been done at a 100, A bookseller in the Row has given a
considerable sum for the copyrightaof the Voyage, and the public of
both Coatinents (who now discover the appropriatencss of that designa-
tion since they contain another within them) are looking with the uthost
anxiety for the results of this interesting voyage. H.
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FEL‘.OW TRAVELLERS.
NO. II.

It may not algays be possible, in the formation of travelling alli-
ances, to foreseﬂlat opposition of tastes and opinions which I have
described as tenlfhg, in various ways, to damp enjoyment and awaken
disgust ; but the inconvenience arising from a discrepancy of pursuits
may generally be anticipated. 1 have therefore avoided the mineralogist,
with his two-pound hammer and his budget of broken stones, looking as
if he had carried off one of Mr. M‘Adam’s roads ; I have shunned the
botanist, who would lead me through miles of marsh to meet with a
nondescript duckweed, or starve me on a barren crag while he com-
pleted his set of lichens, or fix me a whole day in a hedge-alehousc,
that he might study a scarce kind of houseleek ; and I have generally
kept aloof from all those ardent travellers who pursue any study or
amusemert so indiscrectly and with so little prudent resp8ct of persons,
times, or places, as to procuré themselves a mortifying notoriety
wherever thev appear. A very well-meaning enthusiast of this class
is my respec*cd nctjtx‘%jptance Mrs. Sarah Clackmannan, a lady of
great literary attainménts but unbounded simplicity, who makes it her
boast to study human nature from the drawing-room to the cottage.
Every journey she takes is, to her, a sentimental one, and the choicest
results of her observation are from time to time collected into clegant
volumes and" printed for private distribution ; a harmless indulgence
of vanity in a maidep of large fortune and of “ a certain age.” In the
drawing-room her peculiarities are understood and humoured ; but the
cottage which she has visited as a stranger (for where she is’known her
approach is welcome*notwithstanding her eccentyicity of conduct) never
receives her a second time without marked uncasiness ; and very often,
if she has been descried at a distance, every inmate is gone to ghe fields
by the time she tapsat the door. Her custom is to establish herself in
the midst of the ruralfamily, and interrogate every person in down-
right terms upon such mattess as applar to her most inferesting ; the
men upon their village feuds, their amours, jealousies, pecuniary losses,
and the faux-pas of their female relations; the wgmen upon their ma-
trimonial cxpectations, their rivalries, and their disappointments in
love. Unhappily, naturc has not formed her for the arts of insinuation ;
her hodily proportions approach rather to those of the elk than of the
antelope ; in other words, she is a large,’ bony person, about six feet
high ; she steps up a staircase like the statue in Don Giov*anni; her
voice says in all its tones * We are a giantess;” her laughter might be
supposed the cackle of Sindbad’s & ; her condolence, the mpaning of
Glumdalclitch for the loss of Gri i%; and when she adopts a sooth-
ing tane, it is as if onc should make love through a speaking-trumpet.
Meceting her once at a watering-place, I was ensnared into an accept-
ance of her offer to carry me in her pony-chaise through some of the
neighbouring villages. At the first of these she began her aceustomed
visits to the cottages ; and she questioned an innocent-looking girl, the
parish-clerk’s daughter, in such a manner that I became uncomfortable
at the third query, and in five minutes was obliged, from mere embar-
rassment, to stroll into the street. By and by I had great difficulty to
dissuade her from alighting at a house where it was evident no modcs:
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woman ought to be seen, nor indeeg any man who valued appearances.
At last groups began to assemble at the dodrs and gaze after us, and I
overheard some talk of a man in woman’s clothes ; my fair companion
asked me what the people said ; I muttered something about a typhus
fever, and Mrs. Clackmannan, who s afraid of every thing, but par-
ticularly of infectious diseases, wheeled her pony about and fled home
with as much alacrity as I could desire. .

I cannot forget, among the fcllow-travellers who have exposed me
and themselves to an unwelcome share of public notice, a gentleman
who once accompanied me from Lausanne, when I had ocrasion to leave
that city in considerable haste. We were setting out before daybreak,
in a very dark morning. All at once it struck my companion that be
had never paid a visit to the celcbrated house and garden in which Mr.
Gibhon completed his Roman History. Without explaining himsclf to
any one, he took up an ostler’s lantern, and very quictly walked down
the street to Gibbon’s house, where he made such vigorous application
to the bells and doors as rouscd not only the inhabitants of this classical
abode, but their neighbours on cvery “side. To make himsclf under-
stood by the quaking porter, who at last answered his summons, was
an affair of more time than the emergency allowed, and the bold
Briton, first putting an écu into the man’s hand und desiring him not
to be uneasy, marched familiarly through the house, let himself intg
the garden, took two turns on the terrace, examined the summer-
house with his lantern, and came back well satistied with his ewploit,
and very indifferent to the opinions of some hundred lookers-on, who
were gathered together in the streets and at the windows, part of them
terrified, purt angry, part amuscd, but all willing to put the worst
consiruction upon this outrage of the mad Enghsh. It required the
sacrifice of a few more ¢¢us to abridge our explanation with the police
oh this upscamnable tribute to departed genius, and we aid not escape
from Lausannc till it was hight enough*for the sapey citizens to laugh
in our faces. Again, in ¢he course of the saing journcy, we had fixed
our residence for the evening in“one of the soberest Swiss towns, Lu-
cern; my companion was, by some accident, separated from me, and
I presently found him, to my infinite shame and consternation, shout-
ing at the highest pitch of his voice in a court of the Ursuline convent.
When he had finished this exercise, he laughed several times with great
cnergy, after which he changed his place and shricked, then barked
like a dog, and was at last beginning to thunder out a stave of “Old
Towler,” when I recovered preseuce of mind enough to lay hands upon
him and cut short his amusement. Several domestics of the convent
had becn,gazing at him in silent alarm, but without daring to approach,
as they naturally supposed hig to W& some raging demoniac, or a per-
son just seized with hydrophobia. I ¢nqpired what ailed him, and if
he were determined to bring the whole town upon us? * Do not in-
terrupt me,” he said, (and began to crow like a cock,) “ I amn only try-
ing for an echo. It is very odd, I am sure I read in—I don’t know
whose iravels, that there was an echo about the Ursuline convent in
this city, whigh gave five responses. But these things are very hard
to find sometimes. I once shouted three days at an old abbey in
Treland before I could make it answer. The people were so ignorant
they knew nothing about it. But, as you say, perhaps I am in a mis-
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take here. I thought it was the Urgulines. We will try the Carmeélites
as we walk home,” .

My first assocfate in any tour of pleasure was my honest, simple,
and affectionate schoolfellow George Waters, an enthusiastic lover of
the picturesque, and an humble fbllower of Gilpin and his disciples.
His chief solace agnd amusement, even from childhood, was to sit in
the open air and draw landscapes ; but one hard fatality has attended
all his efforts from that time even to the present ; that no person, un-
less previously informed, could ever say with certainty what place his
drawing represented. At the time of our first leaving school, my
friend Waters and I set out on a pedestrian tour through Wales ; I un-
dertaking all meaner cares of the expedition, and he engaging to sketch
the country as we went along, till we should have the whole princi-
pality in our portfolio. Poor Waters’s execution was rather tardy, and
untoward events would sometimes interrupt our proceedings: once in-
deed we narrowly escaped rough usage from the natives, when my
friend had got into a tree for thg sake of improving his prospect, not
noticing that the boughs bore apples, nor reflecting that he had climbed
a fence to arrive at this, station. It was obvious that no other place
would have afforded a“deééent side-screen to the landscape in hand, but
the clowns did not understand painter’s English, and the drawing was
not *sufficiently advanced to speak for itself. Shortly afterwards,
either from sitting too long on a tombstone while my companion deli-
néated the church of Llangibby, or from remaining several hours ex-
posed to the sun andflies on a similar occasion, in a swamp near Har-
lech, I was attacked with fever; our journcy was interrupted at its re-
motest point, our funds failed, and, before any remittances could reach
us, poor Waters had" sold his pencils, his inks, his mathematical in-
struments, and in short, his whole drawing-case piece by piece, re-
taining only bis landscapes, which nobody could be prevdiledsupon to
buy. .
Immediately after the last*peace we again became fellow-travellers
in Italy and the Tyrol ; butsadvancing years had now'robbed both
friends of that elastic spirit and that openness to pledsurable impres-
sions which had given a charm to our earlier expsdition, in the midst
of its disasters. Ile had become more inert, I more impatient, and
although I estcemed his character and took delight in his conversation,
I was now fully scnsible of the ridicule to which his peculiarities ex-
posed us. Once indeed I was highly provoked, when I heard the
people of a small town where we then resided, call one another to see
the Englishinan dancing a minuet with their church-steeple, and on
looking out, perceived my friend (a gaunt stiff man of a molancholy
countenance) deliberately stepping¥rom left to righ and from right to
left of the church-yard, and eycing the steeple with great earnestness,
as if it had really been his partner in a ball-room. He did not even
perceive the groups that were amusing themselves at hig expense, so
entirely was he occupied in fixing his point of view f8F a projected
landscapce, by bringing the church into a line with some distant glaciers.
On our return northward we met with an adventure even more un-
pleasaht than the affair of the apple-trece. We had cntered a frontier
town where the garrison regulations were at that time enforced with
great vigilaftee and severity. My friend, notwithstanding several ad-
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monitions, had persisted in sketching certain picturesque points about
the citadel, till at length he was arrested“and carried before some of
the officers on duty, as a person suspiciously employed in noting down
the defences and inlets of the place. The trespasses he had really
committed in this way were too trifling for a m%gn_ﬁp notice, but in
turning over the whole of his sketchbook, these Saggtious inquisitors
found weighty matter of accusation. ¢ Here,” said one of the Ger-
mans, “here is a view of the Old Sallyport; not a stone forgotten
upon my word !” “Sallyport!” cried the unlucky sketcher, “ that is
the tomb of Virgil at Nuples.” ¢ Naples is an open town,” replicd the
phlegmatic man of war ; “ there are no such works as these in an open
town. Do not trifle with us, good friend.” ** And this,” said another,
after several minutes pondering, and with the air of a man clearing up a
mystery, “this decides the matter at onge. Here is a complete ground-
plan of the place, outworks and all, from the West Gate io St. Stephen’s
Battery.” “ Good Heavens!” cried she impatient culprit, *“my bird’s-
eye view of the Borromean Islands !, Ah, Sir! wait till this sketch is
filled up and tinted, and then talk to me of ground-plans!” The
officers merely observed that the gentleman was very jocose, consider-
ing his situation ; they secured his sketchbook, ‘gnd left poor Waters
not so much perplexed at the dilemmna in which be stood, as offended
by the indignity offered to his graphic powers. The commandant,
however, was immediately acquainted with what had pagsed, and this
officer, whose wife occasionally amused herself with drawing, very
readily comprehended that the Sallyport might be meant for Virgil's
tomb, and the ground-plan for Lake Maggiore angl its islonds : he
closed the investigation with a polite apology, and, in consideration of
what had passed, he liberally gave my friend permission to copy any
thing he pleased while the town should be honoured with his presence.

It will nof, I hope, be thought that the foibles I have exhibited in
these and the preceding sketches have been dwelt upon in a misan-
thropic and unsocial spifit. I have journeyed alone with pleasure, and
have also llad'cgmpanions from whom Ihave grieved to part. There
are times when the most capricious humourist I have described would
be a desirable associate ; there are also moments in which perhaps no
converse of human kind could increase the sum of enjoyment. When
we read those well-known lines of the Traveller,

“ Even now, wherg Alpi.r'lé solitudes ascend,
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ;
And, placed on high above the storm’s career,
Look downward where an hundred realms appear :
«  Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide,
The pomp of kings, th@hcpherd’s humbler pride”—

will the most gregarious of mortals affirm that his feeling of the de-
scription would be improved by reading “ Wz sit us down ?”

- But the question with whom to travel, or whether the cxpedition
shall be solitary or otherwise, must of course be decided according to
each man’s humour and inclination, his views in undertaking the
journey, and his opportunities of selecting a companion. Upon these
points no individual can determine for another, nor have I attempted
to propose any rule. Good manners, temper, and common scnsc may,
indeed, be set down as indispensable in all cases; beyond these requi-
sites I scarcely hnow of any that car be uciversally insisted on. For my-
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self, I could never turn mg back Wpon such qualities as wit, gaicty, and
the tulent of conversation; but a” busjpess-like explorer of countries
would, perhaps, blame even these astending to interrupt the principal
pursuit. And I must confess (if ] may, in conclusion, refer once more
tomy own advi ) that the most unprofitable journey 1 ever made, in
respect of mere ‘Mstruction, was that in which my companions were
the most agreeable and accomplished men. We traversed Holland and
a part of North Germany; our plans were always regulated by the pre-
vailing inclination of the moment, and the general ease was held para- ,
wount to all other travelling considerations. We floated carelessly
upon the canals, and rolled along the roads without any impatience to
arrive ; indeed we were often stopped in the midst of some playful al-
tercation or trifling literary argument, and found with surprise that our
stage was alrcady performed.* In the towns wt dwelt just so long as
they afforded novclty and excitement; if our introductions promised
well, we mixed in private socicty, if not, we hilnted for eccentricities
on the surface of public life ; if both failed, we had always wherewithal
to make the hour pass, among oursclves, in rallying, or speculating on
fanciful topics, or repopting our separate adventures. To the tyranny
of valets-de-place we pever submitted ; but if occasion served, we al-
lowed the cicerone topeak to us of a stadt-house, or a botanic garden,
or 'a gallery of pictures, and cven went with him to view these objects,
unless, as if too frequently happened, some other momentary whim
interfered to forbid the xpedition. When we arrived in any place, we
were, like the lyriceoet, morce disposed to enquire * quo Chium pretio
cadum mercemur ?” than to learn old municipal ancedotes, or stories
of battle and siege ; indeed, if we had compiled a narrative of this ex-
cursion, it would have been about as scanty in«the statistical details as
Horace’s account of the journey to Brundusium, and would, perhaps,
have turned upon nearly the same topics. Our memorindam-books
were a spacious blamk ; we had made no record of churches, palaces,
or villas, nor even of*books or pictures ; much less had, we attempted
to preserve cstimates of popiflation, commercial returns} or notices on
the state of partics. We had not heard the organ of Haarlem; we had
not enquired after the shop-board of John of Leyden; we were not
sure that any of us had seen Pecter the Great’s cottage. Our recollec-
tions were, that in such a place we had dined with some formal wilitary
pedants, in another, kept vigils with g bon-vivant professor ; here we
had resolved that no such thing existed as Dutch beauty, and there we
had read cur recantation; in such a house we had plotted hoaxes on
the Hollanders with a lively Frenchwoman ; on such a canal we had
fomented a mutiny in the trecks t ; at Utrecht we had astonished
a learned doctor by addressing K ip¥the Latin of lgnoramus and
Dulman; at Ryswick, while drinking elarct under a bower of lime-
trees, we had made our imaginary partition of Kurope among the
living authors. It wil§ plain we were in no condition to lay our re-
marks before the public; we had acquired little knowledge, but had
enjoyed much pleasure, and secured much future happiness, for we had
prosperously terminated one of thdse ventures in social life, which,
when successful, tend in a peculiar manner to strengthen copﬁdence,
increase regard, and give the mellowness of ancient friendship to the
fervid intercourse of youth.
VOL. X. NO., XXXVII, D
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TaBLE TALK.—Noc xi1.
On the Spirit of Obliga‘lium'.

Tux two rarest things to be met with are good sense and good-
nature. For one man who judges right, there are twenty who-can say
good things ; as there are numbers who will scrve yox or do friendly
actions, for one who really wishes you well. It his been said, and
often repeated, that * mere good-nature is a fool :” but I think that the
dearth of sound sense, for the most part, proceeds from the want of a
real, unaffected intercst in things, except as they react upon ourselves ;
or from a neglect of the maxim of that good old philanthropist, who
said, * Nihil humani @ me alienum puto.”’ The narrowness of the heart
warps the understanding, and makes us weigh objects in the scales of
our self-love, instead of those of truth ahd justice. We consider not
the merits of the case, or what is duc to others, but the manner in
which our own credit or consequence dwill be affected; and adapt-our
opinions and conduct to the last of these rather than to the first. The
judgment is seldom wrong where the feelings are right ; and they gene-
rally are so, provided they are warm and sincere. He who intends
others well, is likely to advise them for the best; he who has any causc
at heart, seldom ruins it by his imprudence. Those who play the

" public or their friends slippery tricks, have in sccret no objection to be-
tray them. .

One finds out the folly and malice of mankind by the impertinence
of friends—by their professions of service and tenders of advice—by
their fears for your reputation and anticipation of what the world may
say of you; by which means they suggest objectjons to your enemies,
and at the same time'sbsolve themsclves from the task of justifying
your errors, by having warned you of the consequences—by the care
with which they tell you ill-news, and conceal from you any flattering
circumstance—by their dread of your engaging #n any creditable at-
tempt, and wmortificatiorf, if you succced—by’ the difficulties and
hindrances thty throw in your way—by their satisfaction when you
happen to make a slip or get into a scrape, and their determination
to tie your hands sbehind you, lest you should get out of it—by their
panic-terrors at your entering into a vindication of yoursclf, lest in the
course of it, you should call upon them for a certificate to your cha-
racter—by their lukewarmyess in defending, by their readiness in
betraying you—by the high standard by which they try you, and to
which you can hardly ever come up—by their forwardness to partake
your triumphs, by their backwardness to share your disgrace—by their
acknowledgmentof your errors oyt of candour, and suppression of your
good qualitics out of envy—M oﬁpir not contradicting, or by their
Joining in the cry against you, lest they too should become objeets of
the same abuse—by their playing the game into your adversaries’ hands,
by always letting their imaginations take pal with their cowardice,
their vanity, and selfishness against you ; and thus realising or hasten-
ing all the ill consequences they aff¢ct to deplore, by spreading abroad

-that very spirit of distrust, oblogwy,and batred, which they predict will
be excited against you!

In all these pretended demonstrations of an over-anxiety for our
welfare, we may detect a great deal of spite and ill-nature lurking
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under the disguise of a frlendly afd officious zeal. It is wonderful how
much love of mischief ¥nd rankling spleen lies at the bottom of the
humen heart, and how a constant supply of gall seems as necessary to
the health and activity of the mind as of the body. Yet perhaps it
ought not to excite much surprise that this gnawing, morbid, acrimo-
nious temper should produce the effects it does, when, if it does not
vent itself' on others, it preys upon our own comforts, and makes us
see the worst side of every thing, even as. it regards our own prospects
and tranquillity. It is the not being comfortable in ourselves, that.
makes us seek to render other people uncomfortable. A person of this
character will advise you against a prosecution for a libel, and shake
his head at your attempting to shield yourself from a shower of ca-
lumny—It is not that he is afraid you will be nonsuited, but that you
will gain a verdict! They caution you against provoking hostility, in
order that you may submit to indignity. They say that ¢ if you pub-
lish a certain work, it will be 'your ruin”—hoping that it will, and by
their tragical denunciations, bringing about this very event as far as it
lies in their power, or at any rate, enjoying a premature triumph over
you in the mean time. What I would say to any friend who may be
disposed to foretel a general outery against any work of mine, would
be to request him to judge and speak of it for himself, as he thinks it
deserves—and not by his overweening scruples and qualms of con-
science on my account, to afford those very persons whose hostility he
déprecates the cue they are to give to party-prejudice, and which they
may justify byehis huthority.

Suppose you are about to give Lectures at a Public Institution, these
friends and well-wighers hope “ you’ll be turned out-—if you preserve
your principles, they are surc you will.” Ff that your consistency
gives them any concern? No, but they are uncasy at your gaining a
chance of a little popularity——they do not like this new featfer in your
cap, they wish to sé it stryck out, for the suke of your character—and
when this was once the case, it would be an additiona), relief to them
to see your character following the same road the next day. The exer-
cise of their bile scems to be the sole employment and gratification of
such people. They deal in the miseries of hunrt life. They are al-
ways either hearing or foreboding some new grievance. They cannot
contain their satisfaction, if you tell them any mortification or cross-
accident that has happened to yourselfy and if you complain of their
want of sympathy, they laugh in your face. This would be unaccount-
able, but for the spirit of perversity and contradiction implanted in
human nature. If things go right, there is nothing to be done—these
active-minded persons grow restlgss, dull, vapid—Ilife is a sleep, a sort
of euthanasia—Let them go wrom Kd all is well again; they are
oncé more on the alert, have something to pester themselves and
other people about ; may wrangle on, and * make mouths at the invi-
sible event!” Luckily, there is no want of materials for this disposi-
tion to work upon, there is plenty of grist for the mill. If you fall in
love, they tell you (by way of consolation) it is a pity that you do not
fall downstairs and fracture a ligsh+#-it would be a relief to your mind,
and shew you your folly. So they would reform the world.  The class
of persons I speak of are almost uniform grumblers and croakers
against governments ; and it must be confessed, governments are of

p 2
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great scrvice in fostering their humburs. v Born for their use, they
live but to oblige them.” While kings are ¥eft free to exercise their
proper functions, and poet-laureats make out their Mittimus to Heaven
without a warrant, they will never stop the mouths of the censorious
by changing their dispositions; the juices of faction will ferment, and
the secretions of the state be duly performed! I do not mind when a
character of this sort meets a Minister of State like an east-wind round
a corner, and gives him an ague-fit; but why should he meddle with
me? Why should he tell me [ write too much, and say that I should
gain reputation if 1 could contrive to starve for a twelvemonth ?  Or if
I apply to him for a loan of fifty pounds for present necessity, send me
word back that he bas too much regard for me, to comply with my re-
quest? It is unhandsome irony. It is not friendly, 'tis not par-
donable. ® * ‘

I like real good-nature and good-will, better than I do any offers of
patronage, or plausible rules for my comduct in life. I may suspect the
soundness of the last, and I may not e quite sure of the motives of
the first. People complain of ingratitude for benefits, and of the neg-
lect of wholesome advice.  In the first place, we pay little attention to
advice, because we are scldom thought of in it.  The person who gives
it either contents himself to lay down (ex cathedra) certain vague,
general maxims, and “ wise saws,” which we knew before ; or, instead
of considering what we ought o do, recommends what he lieself would
do. He merely substitutes his own will, caprice, and prejudices for
ours, and expects us to be guided by them.  Instead®of shanging places
with us (to sec what is best to be done in the given circumstances), he
insists on our looking at the question from his pointsf view, and acting
in sucih a manner as to prewse him.  This is not at all reasonable; for
one man’s meat, according to the old adage, is anotier man’s poison.
And it is not Strange, that starting from such opposite premises, we
should seldom jump in a conclusion, and that tI® art of giving and
taking advice ig little better than a game at cross-purposes. I have ob-
served that thosé who are the most inclined to assist others are the least
forward or peremptory with their advice ; for having our interest really
at heart, they considerewhat can, rather than what cunnot be done, and
aid our views and endeavour to avert ill onsequences by moderating
our impatience and allaying irritations, instead of thwarting our main
design, which only tends to make us more extravagant and violeut than
cver. In the second place, benefits are often conferred out of ostenta-
tion or pride, rather than from true regard ; and the person obliged is
too apt to perceive this. People who are fond of appearing in the
light of patrons will perhaps go thrgugh fire and water to serve you,-
who yet would be sorry to find *ywif#o longer wanted their assistance,
and whose friendship cools and their good-will slackens, as you are*re-
ligved by their active zcal from the nccessity of being further beholden
to it. Compassion and gencrosity are their favourite virtues; and
they countenance you, as you afford them opportunities for exercising
them. The instant you can g alone, or can stand upon your own
ground, you arediscarded as unf® for their purpose.

* This circumstance did not happen to we, but to an acquaintance.
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This is something more than there good-nature or humanity. A
thoroughly good-natured*man, a yeal friend, is one who is pleased at
our good-fortune, as well as prompt to seize cvery occasion of relieving
our distress,. We apportion our gratitude accordingly. We are thank-
ful for good-will rather than for services, for the motive than the guan-
tum of favour reccived—a kind word or look is never forgotten, while
we cancel prouder and weightier obligations ; and those who esteem
us or evince a partiality to us are those whom we still consider as our
best friends. Nay, so strong is this feeling, that we extend it even to
those counterfeits in friendship, flatterers and sycophants. Our self-
love, rather than our self-interest, is the master-key to our affections.

I am not convinced that those are always the best-natured or the
best-conditioned men, who busy themselves most with the distresses of
their fellov-creatures. I do ot know that thoe whose names stand
at the head of all subscriptions to charitable institutions, and who are
perpetual stewards of dinners ad meetings to encourage and promote
the establishment of asylums forvthe relicf of the blind, the halt, and the
orphan poor, are persons gified with the best tempers or the kindliest
feelings. I do not dispute their virtne, I doubt their sensibility. I
am not here speaking of those who make a trade of the profession of
humanity, or set their names down out of mere idle parade and vanity.
I mican those who really enter into the details and dradgery of this sort
of service, cgn amore, and who delight in surveying and in diminishing
the amount of human misery. I conceive it possible, that a person who
is going to pour,oil and balm into the wounds of afflicted humanity, at
a meeting of the Western Dispensary, by handsome spcechgs and by a
handsome donation (pot grudgingly given) may be thrown into a fit of
rage that very morning, by having his toast=8o much buttercd, may
quarrel with the innocent prattlc and amusements of his children, cry
“ Pish!” at every observation his wife utters, and scarc®ly feel a mo-
ment’s comfort at ang period, of his life, except when he hears or reads
of some case of presding distress that calls’for his imyediate inter-
ferencc, and draws oft his atfention from his own situgtidn and feelings
by the act of alleviating it. Thosc martyrs to the cause of humanity,
in short, who run the gauntlet of the whole catadloyue of unheard-of
crimes and afflicting casuoltics, who ransack prisons, and plunge into
lazar-houses and slave-ships as their daily amusement and highest
luxury, must generally, T think (though ngt always), be prompted to the
arduous task by uneasy feelings of their own, and supported through it
by iron nerves. Their fortitude must be equal to their pity. 1 donot
think Mr. Wilberforce a case in point in this argument. He is evi-
dently a delicately-framed, nervousy ensitive man. I shoulds suppose
him to be a kind and affectionatelfifisp8scd person in all the relations
oflife. His weakness is too quick a sense of reputation, a desire to
have the good word of all men, a tendency to truckle to power and
fawn on opinion. But there are some of these philanthropists that a
physiognomist has hard work to believe in. They scem made of paste-
board, they look like mere machines : their benevolence may he said
to go on rollers, and they are serewlfl to the sticking-place by the
wheels and pulleys of humanity : et

“If to their share some splendid virtues fall,
Look in their face, and vou forget them all.”
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They appear so much the creaturestof the head and so little of the heart,
they are so cold, so lifeless, so meghanical, so much governed by cal-
culation, and so little by impulse, that it seems the toss-up of a half-
penny, a mere turn of a feather, whether such people should become
a Granville Sharp, or a Hubert in “ King John,” a Howard, or a Sir
Hudson Lowe ! .

“ Charity covers a multitude of sins.” Wherever it is, there nothing
can be wanting ; wherever it is not, all else is vain. * The meanest
peasant on the bleakest mountain is not without a portion of it (says
Sterne), he finds the lacerated lamb of another’s tlock,” &c. (See the
passage in the Sentimental Journey.) I do not think education or cir-
cumstances can ever entirely eradicate this principle. Some professions
may be supposed to blunt it, but it is perhaps more in appearance than
in reality. Butchers are not allowed to'sit on a jury for life and death ;
but probably this is a prejudice : if they have the destructive organ in
an unusual degree of expansion, they #ent their sanguinary inclinations
on the brute creation ; and besides, they look too jolly, rosy, and in good
case (they and their wives), to harbour much cruelty in their disposi-
tions. Neither would I swear that a man was humane, merely for abs-
taining from animal food. A tiger would not be a lamb, though it
fed on milk. Surgeons are in general thought to be unfeeling, and
steeled by custom to the sufferings of humanity. They may be so, as
far as relates to broken bones and bruises, but not to pther things.
Nor are they necessarily so in their profession ; for we find different
degrees of callous insensibility in different individuals. Some practi-
tioners have an evident delight in alarming the apprehensions and cut-
ting off the limbs of their patients: these would pave been ill-natured
men in any situation in-dife, and merely make an excuse of their pro-
fession to indulge their natural ill-humour and brutality of temper. A
surgeon whé is fond of giving pain tp those who consult him will not
spare the feelings of his neighbours in other resgects ; has a tendency
to probe other wounds Besides those of the body ; and is altogether a
harsh and dishgrecable character. A Jadk-Ketch may be known to tie
the fatal noose with trembling fingers; or a jailor may have a heart
softer than the walls of his prison. There have been instances of high-
waymen who were proverbially gentlemen. I have seen a Bow-street
officer* (not but that the transition is ungracious and unjust) reading
Racine, and following the recitation of Talma at the door of a room
which he was sent to guard. Police-magistrates, from the scencs they
have to witness and the characters they come in contact with, may be
supposed to lose the fine edge of delicacy and sensibility : yet they arc
not all alike, but differ, as one star differs from another in magnitude,
One is as remarkable for mil!]n“éxand. lenity, as another is notorious .
for harshness and severity. TheTate Mr. Justice Fielding was aanem-
ber of this profession, which (however little accordant with his own
feelings) he made pleasant to those of others. He generally sent away
the disputants in that unruly region, where hepresided, tolerably satis-
fied. I have often seen himy’escaped from th& noisy repulsive scene,
sunning himself in the adjoiq§ walks of St. James’s Park, and with
mild aspect, and lofty but uffWieldy mien, eyeing the verdant glades

* Lavcnder.
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and lengthening vistas wlgre perlgaps his childhood loitered. He had
a strong resemblance to his father, the immortal author of * Tom
Jones.” I never passcd him, tha§I did not take off my hat to him in
spirit. I could not help thinkigg of Parson Adams, of Booth and
Amelia. I seemed to belong, by intellectual adoption, to the same fa-
mily, and would willingly have acknowledged my obligations to the
father to the son. He had something of the air of Colonel Bath.
When young, he had very excellent prospects in the law, but neglected
a brief sent him by the Attorney-General, in order to attend a glee-
club, for which he had engaged to furnish a rondeau. This spoiled
his fortune. A man whose object is to please himself, or to keep his
word to his friends, is the last man to thrive at court. Yet he looked
serene and smiling to his latest breath, conscious of the goodness of
his own heart, and of not havimg sullied a name that had thrown a light
upon humanity !

There are different modes ofybligation, and differcnt avenues to our
gratitude and favour. A manr:)ay lend his countenance who will not
part with his money, and open his mind to us who will not draw out
his purse. How many ways are there, in which our peace may be as-
sailed, besides actual want! How many comforts do we stand in need
of, besides meat and drink and clothing ! Is it nothing to * administer
to’a mind diseased”—to heal a wounded spirit?  After all other diffi-
cultics are removed, we still want some oue to bear with our infirmi-
ties, to impart our confitlence to, to encourage us in our kobbics (nay,
to get up and xide behind us) and to like us with all our faults, True
friendship is self-love at second-hand ; where, as ina flattering mirror,
we may see our virtues magnified and our errors softened, and where
we may fancy our opinion of ourselves confizmed by an impartial and
faithful witness. He (ofall the world) creeps the closest in our bosoms,
into our favour gpd esteem, who thinks of us most neaidy as we do of
ourselves. Such’a gne is indeed the pattern of a friend, another self—
and our gratitude fogthe blEssing is as sincere, as it is hollow in most
other cases! This is one rveason why entire friendship is scarcely to
be found, except in love. There is a hardness arfd severity in our
judgments of one another ; the spirit of campetjtion also intervenes,
unless where there is too great an inequality of pretension or diffcrence
of taste to admit of mutual sympathy and respect; but a woman’s
vanity is interested in making the object of her choice the God of her
idolatry ; and in the intercourse with that sex, there is the finest ba-
Jance and reflection of opposite and answering excellences imaginable !
It is in the highest spirit of the religion of lave in the female breast,
that Lord Byron has put that beaugiful apostrophe into the mouth of
Anah, in speaking of her angel-lgfge"(alas! are not the sons of men
too, when they are deificd in the hearts of women, only * a little Jower
than the-angels ")

«« Aud when I think that his immortal wings
Shall one day hover o’er the sepulchre
Of the ‘;hor child of clay, that so »lored him,
As he adored the ITighe th becomes
Less terrible ! e
This is a dangerous string, which I ought never to touch upon ; but
the shattered cords vibrate of themselves!
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The difference of age, of situatiog in lifegand an absence of all cousi-
derations of business have, I apprehgnd, something of the same cffect in
producing a refined and abstracted ffiendship. The person, whose doors
I enter with most pleasure, and quitywith most regret, never did me the
smallest favour. { once did him an uncalled-for service, and we ncarly
quarrclled about it. IfI werein the utmost distress, I should just as soon
think of asking his assistance, as of stopping a person on the highway.
Practical benevolence is not his forfe. He lcaves the profession of that
to others. His habits, his theory arc against it as idle and vulgar. His
hand is closed, but what of that? His eye is ever open, and reflects
the universe : his silver accents, beautiful, venerable as his silver hairs,
but not scanted, flow as a river. I never ate or drank in his house ;
nor do I know or carc how the flies or spiders fare in it, or whether a
mouse can get a living.  DBut I know that I can get there what [ get
nowhere else—a welcome, as if onc was expected to dropin just at
that moment, a total absence of all respg ct of persons und of airs of self-
consequence, endless topics of discouwse, refined thoughts, made more
striking by ease and simplicity of manncr—the lhusk, the shell of
humanity is left at the door, and the spirit, mellowed by time, resides
within ! All you have to do is to sit and listen; and 1t is like hearing
one of Titian's faces speak.  To think of worldly niatters is a profana-
tion, like that of the money-changers in the Temple ; or it is to regard
the bread and wine of the Sacrament with carnal eyes.  We enter the
enchanter’s cell,and converse with the divine fahabitant. To have this
privilege always at hand, and to be circicd by that spell whenever we
choose, with an ¢ Eater Scssame,” is better than sitting at the lower end
of the tables of the Great, than cating awkwardly from gold plate,
than drinking fulsome saests, or being thankful for gross favours, and
gross insults!

Few tithuds tend more to alicnate fricndship thag a want of punc-
tuality in our engagements. I have known thc)xeach of a promise to
dine or sup hreak up mbre than one imi’macy. A disappointment of
this kind rankles in the mind—it cuts wup our pleasures (thosc rare
events in human life, which ought not to be wantonly sported with !)
—it not only depmwes us of the expected gratification, but it renders
us unfit for, and out of humour with, every other ; it makes us think
our society not worth having, which is not the way to make us de-
lighted with our own thoughts; itlessens our sclf-estecm, and destroys
our confidence in others; and having leisure on our hands (by being
thus left alone) and sufficient provocation withal, we employ it in riI:
ping up the faults of the acquaintance who has played us this slippery
trick, aml in forming resolutionggto pick a quarrel with him the very
first opportunity we can find.e l{@yself'_oncc declined an invitation to
meet Talma, who was an admirer of Shakspeare, and who idalized
Bonaga;te, to keep an appointment with a person whaohad forgot
it! « One great art of women, who pretend to manage their hushands
and keep them to themselves, is to contrive sgme excuse for breakine
their cngagements with friends, for whom thi#¥ ntertain any respec;’
or who are likely to have anyfluence over them. ’

There is, however, a class 8f persons who have a particular satisfac-
tion in falsifying your expectations of pleasure in their society, who
make appointments for no other ostensible purpose than not to heep
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them ; who thiok their ill gehaviopr gives them an air of superiority
over you, instead of placing themgat your merey ; and who, in fact, in
all their overtures of condescendfog kindness towards you, treat you
exactly as if there was no suchyperson in the world. Friendship is
with them a mono-drama, in which they play the principal and sole part.
They must needs be very imposing or amusing characters to surround
themselves with a circle of friends, who find that they are to be mere
cyphers. The egotism would in such instances be offensive and in-
tolerable, if its very excess did not render it entertaining. Some indi-
viduals carry this hard, unprincipled, reckless unconsciousness of every
thing but themselves and their own purposes to such a pitch, that they
may be compared to «utomata, whom you never expect to consult your
feelings or alter their movements out of complaisance to others. They
are wound up to a certain poiat, by an internalanachinery which you do
not very well comprehend ; but if' they perform their accustomed evo-
lutions sc as to cxcite your wepder of laughter, it is all very well, you
do not quarrel with them, but Yook on at the pantomume of friendship
while it lasts or is agrceable.

There are (I may add here) a happy few, whose manner is so engag-
ing and deliglitful, that injure you how they will, they cannot offend
you. They rob, ruin, ridicule you, and you cannot find in your heart
to’say a word against them. The late Mr. Sheridan was a man of this
kind. He could not make encwices. If any one came to request the
repayment of a loan frdm him, he borrowed more. A cordial shake of
his hand was g receipt in full for all demands. He could “ coin his
smile for drachmas,” cancclled bonds with bon mots, and gave jokes in
discharge of a bill. _ A friend of his said, “ If [ pull off my hat to him
in the street, it costs me fifty pounds, and if,he speaks to me, it's a
hundred !”

Only onc other reflection occurs to me on this subjegty, I used to
think better of thq world than 1 do. 1 thought its great fault, its
original sin, was barbarous’ignorance and wunt, which would be cured
by the diffusion of civilizavion and letters.  But I find®(or fancy I do)
that as selfishness is the vice of unlettered periods® and nations, envy
is the bane of more refined and intellectual oncg., Vanity springs out
of the grave of sordid self-interest. Men were formerly ready to cut.
one another’s throats about the gross means of subsistence, and now
they are ready to do it about reputation. The worst is, you are no
better off; if you fail than if you succedd. You are despised if you do
not excel others, and hated if you do. Abuse or praise equally weans
your friends from you. We cannot bear eminence in our own depart-
ment or pursuit, and think it an igpertinence in any other. _Instead of
being delighted with the proofs W@’llcncc and the admiration paid
to«t, we are mortified with it, thrive ouly by the defeat of others, and
live on the carcase of mangled reputation. By being tried by an ideal
standard of vanity aud affectation, real objects and common people be-
come odious or insipid. Instead of being raised, all is prostituted, de
graded, vile. Lvér¥fthing is reduced, to this feverish, importunate,
harassing state. 1’m heartily sick * , and I'm sure I have reason if
any one has. !
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ON VULGA; ERRQRY.

¢ Quod petiit, spernit ; repltit, quod nuper oinisit,
Astuat, et vite disconverft ordine toto,
Diruit, adificat, mutat qt‘adrnta rotundis.
Insanire putas solennia—'

Wz hear nothing more frequently than complaints oftthe multiplicity
of periodical publications ; yet there is no complaint more wholly
divested of a solid foundation. If there be any branch of commerce
more closcly regulated by the demand than another, it is that of
periodical literature. Nor, indeed, can it be otherwise : for the quick
succession of the seasons renders the return of printers’ bills, and of
gratuities to * occasional correspondents,”* so pressing, that if the

ublic does not clear the bookseller’s shelves as fast as he loads them,
ﬁe must very soon find'his way into the’gazette.  An Irish nobleman,
lately deceased, being sentenced to three months’ imprisonment for
having on some occasion administered(justice as a magistrate a little
@ PIrlandais, in order to shorten his tific and avert the tedium of con-
finement, drcw, at the beginning of his incarceration, a bill at ninety-
one days ; observing, that in the long course of his lifc he had found
no time fly away so rapidly as that which intervened between the pass-
ing a bill and the day of its becoming due. If this noble lord had
been concerned in a review or magazine, he would not have stood in
need of such an expedient: for whether he had been editor or author
to collect the imatter, or publisher to collect the cash, he would have
found the first of the month return quite as soon as*was,agrecable. No
periodical publication, therefore, can keep its ground which is not
called for by some considerable class of rcaders ; apd its continued ex-
istence is proof positive +hat it is wanted. At the moment in which I
write, the supply of periodical literature is still below the demand ; and
that branck-af literary speculation is susceptible of much further deve-
lopement. For such is the avidity of the public for this sort of ware,
and such the cppricious vhriety of its appetite, that scarcely a month
passes away witnout the appearance of a ndw adventure, calculated for
some hitherto neglected description of “ gentle reader,” who, like the
horse-leech’s two daughters, cries unceasingly “ Give, give.”

Among the desiderata in this line I would earnestly direct the atten-
tion of the “trade” to the getting up a work dedicated exclusively to the
consideration of public credulity, and to noting down the changes which
take place in popular opinion and in fashion, respecting what is, and
what is not, a vulgar error.

Horar.

“ Truth is one, but error is multifarious,” said a celcbrated French
preacher (and a most sophlstlt':?%by the by, did he ma of this

* A redlly *“ occasional correspondent,” 7. e. a’gentleman who gividi
nication to the Editor gratuitously, in nincty-nine cases out of a by
very just value on his article. Those who pcssess any thing worth mORs]
cover the secret of obtaining money for it, and papers worth reading are rarely
imparted withont a valuable consideration. ‘There are, it is true, some periodical
publications which subsist on elecmosynary donations, bufthe goods may be known
at once by their quality. The vanity which finds its account in secing itself in
print, is seidom allied to high excellenge. Those publications, therefore, that pan-
der to the cacoethes scrilendr of country parsons, or of half-educated sectarinn me-
chanics, and of village apothecaries, are bought and read by the communicants and
their friends, and by—no one clse. :
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aphorism) : it is not, then, gurprisigg, when we consider the multiplicity
of men’s caprices, the extent of tfeir ignorance, and the complication
of their interests, that their opinidns should fluctuate in an unceasing
change, and that mankind should ptill continue discarding and receiving
notions, like a loo-player, with a run of ill-luck ; that is to say with-
out at ull imprqving the hand by the operation. The vulgar errors of
to-day are never those of yesterday; and the opinions most in vogne
at the passing moment will to-morrow infallibly be as out of date as a
stale newspaper. In the present condition of society, in which opinions
weigh so much more than facts, when success in life depends so much
more on the cut of a man’s creed (not only in religion and politics, but
in a thousand other nameless particulars) than on his conduct and
morals, it would be difficult to point out a work more useful, more in-
dispensable, than a periodical census of currens notions, a plain direc-
tion of what it is right to think and safe to belicve, and an index of
what should be utterly repudiated and decried—a sort of * Every Man
his own Sense-keeper, or infal‘ib]e guide to court politics, fashionable
rcligion, and dandy sentiment;” which being got up, in point of type
and form, uniformly with the Court Calendar, might be bound up with
that useful compendium, and with it would form a complete circle, or
encyclopadia of neccssary knowledge. .

*A moment's consideration will point out the utility of such a work:
for surely it is by no means less essential to know * what,” than to be
informed of “who” is in, and who out. A mere catalogue of barren
names is the least essential part of the lore of life. Of what avail is it
to enquire whether Mr. Canning or Mr. Brougham be placed at the
helm of affairs, whether the Bishop of Pcterborough, or of Norwich, is
to be your patron, ﬁnless you have at the same time a short method of
getting at their opinions, and working upon their frail humanity by
flattering their prcjudices and echoing their sentiments, Without-ac-
curate information gn this poifft, a pliant insinuating rogue is no better
off than the most s&-neck‘bd man of independence that rusticity and
much reading of the classies ever produced. The mgst contemptible
sycophant that ever wriggled his way to place and to consideration,
would, thus unprovided, be as likely to be taken for  black sheep” as
Sir Pertinax’s squcamish chaplain himself, — dnd would have quite
as little chance of “ rising in the Church.”

There are, it is true, a favoured few, possessed of that intuitive force,
that they can catch at a glance the pecubiarities of the passing moment ;
and in arriving at a levee, or a cabinet-dinner, can dctermine with pre-
cision, gt the first coup-d'eil, the exact shade of cant which will put
it imison with the great mag,bf the society ; but this is not every

&

ot:é _anil there are thousardiligdf gretty fellows possesséd of every
#lint pour parvenir; who fail for want of a delicate tact to seize
kd#o¥ieas the nuance du jour. Nature, which has provided the
insect t#1BE with antenne to guide their steps in the dark, and to vi-
brate to the slightest shock of extérnal bodies, has not gifted the human
race with any cerebr@ boss, or protuberance, for directing them intui-
tively in the labyrinth of opinion, ax&“ teaching them *the way they
should go.” To add also to the mischicf, thc great are so confoundedly
uncertain, that there is no counting on cxpericnce. A great man who
will at one time almost let you give him the lic without taking offence,
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will, at another, turn you adrift forgver ugen some trifling neglect of
etiquette or of assentation. Nay, h§ will-even encourage you to fami-
liarity, and when he has warmed ypu into a notion of friendship and
of admitted cquality, he will turn sh{rt at a tangent, petrify you with a
look, and blight all your hopes of advancement in their bloom, like a
frosty night in the month of May. e

In respect to popular errors there are two ways of going wrong.
We may reject a fashionably current opinion, or we may stick to a
mistake which it is no longer bon fon to maintain. It is ncedless to say
which of these errors is the most dangcrous; for the latter draws on
you only the contempt, while the former brings on your head the
hatred of society ; and it is obviously better to be laughed at than
stoned—better to be quizzed by a half-witted pretender, than railed at
by an Attarncy-general, or preached to death by a sentencing Judge.
Who, indeed, cver heard of any onc’s getting into a scrape for be-
lieving too much, except the Irish Cathplics ; whose chance it has been
to get more abused and ill-treated for Yelieving in the * real presence,”
than the Jews have for reviling and denying the great object of
all Christian veneration ? but in this, as in all other zarthly matters,
il n’y-a que hewr ot malheur, and luck’s a lord.

1t must, however, be admitted as not a little hard upon those old-
fashioned persons, who still fancy it ill-luck to spill the salt, who tretn-
ble at the ticking of a death-watch, object to your sitting cross-legged,
or insist upon kicking a thirteenth person out* of company, that they
should even be treated with the unmeasured contempt to which they
are usually exposcd. Why should mankind be so hard upon the sim-
plicity which belicves an elephant to have no joints, or that a hazel-rod
will indicate the presence of metals in the earth? “I'ew persons enter-
taining these notions so far forget themselves as to set about explain-
ing how suexglrmatters come to pass; but contenting themselves with
what they take for cxperience, grope their way guietly in the dark ;
and the wisest and best dano more. The populaﬂ}errors, on the con-
trary, which arg now in vogue, are wilful coafusions of ideas, the results
of false and flimsy reasonings, contradictions n termums bolstered up
by sophisms, and more the creatures of pride and self-interest than of
simplicity and ignorahce. In strict justice, is not an adorer of legiti-
macy a much fitter objcet for contempt than the poor girl who sces a
winding-sheet in a tallow-candle ? and is not an advocate of corn-laws
and anti-combination acts moré worthy to be despised, than a washer-
woman who looks for a coach and six, or a love-lctter, in the bottom
of her tea-cup? Besides, the retailers of by-gone errors do not cry
out “ mad dog” after those who differ from them, and have never been
known to keep reviews and Supdayspapers in their pay, for. the pur-
pose of reviling and slandering all who are sceptical enough’ to dopbt
that a woman has one rib less than a man, or to deny the witali-expelling
efficacy of a horsc-shoe nailed to the door-sill of the honse”

Among the many vulgar errors noted in that very curious volume
written by Thomas Browne, Doctor of Physicke, there are none more
flagrant than his own proposition, that “ as for popular crrors, they are
more nearly founded upon an erroneous inclination of the people, as
being the most deceptible part of mankind, and ready with open arms to
receive the encroachments of error.”  For the people, of all the classes
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of society, are the least pfone to pmistake concerning those matters
which are within the scope of their pbservation, Within their limited
sphere of action, they go more dirdetly to their ends, and make fewer
crrors in their calculations than thd privileged classes. Their percep-
tion of the self-contradictions and false colourings of their betters is,
indeed, far too acute for the selfish interests of the Corinthian capital.
They may be deceived by a false analogy, and think an egg “ bad for
the bile” because it is yellow ; but they can trace the injurious opera-
tion of a tax and perceive the mischievous consequences of a bad law,
when their superiors in education are quite led astray by the false lights
of too much learning. I defy the whole round of popular absurdities
to produce a blunder that shall match the parliamentary doctrine of
starvation from over-production, or of the abstract merit of time as a
cure for national evils ; without reference to the'manner in which that
time shall be expended, —whether its lapse shall be marked by a per-
severance in waste, or a return t(&wholesome and beneficial economies.

The errors of the common ptople, morcover, are the leavings of
their instructors; and when the humbler classes fall astray, it is by
the mislcading of those who look on their mistakes with so much con-
tempt. If a nursc-tender stitles and roasts her patient, does she not
deriye the practice from that of the physician of the olden time? and is
not the water-doctor of the poor the lawful descendant of the court
Galens of twe centuries back?  So likewise the days are not very far
distant, when even kings affected with small-pox were wrapped in
scarlet cloth, on account of the sympathy of colour between the dis-
eased skin and the clothing. Yet with all this prostration of intellect
to the authority of ghe learned, it may be questioned whether the
people, with the same means of forming their jsdgment that the upper
classes possess, would fall incontinently into the belief that Pope was
no poet, because some wiseacre @r two of note chose to asfer it : and
they are far too knowigg to gut their thoughts and tongues implicitly
into the keeping of an‘academy of belles-lttres, and submjt their plea-
sures to be modelled by forty pretending pedants, on the credit of a
royal patent for the monopoly of words and sentences.

On many accounts, the vulgar errors of the grcat are by far the
most important. I should therefore, strongly recommend the publisher
who would embark in my proposed undertaking, to invent a new appel-
lation for his book, and by no means to calljt a Review of Vulgar Errors.
In the first place it is not good to affront your reader at the moment
you solicit his custom ; and even a common box-lobby lounger would
reject a magazine as ** cursedly low,” if it bore such a title.  After all,
in spite of the fraternizing influence of * the Fancy,” with its dog-fights
and rat-klaughters, —in spite of the HarroW minds, coarse feelings, and
intell®etnaf-yulgarity of some of the “lords of the creation,” there is
a distinctidnBetween the great and the little vulgar ; and it is a mere
confusion of terms to include the vulgarity of both in one common de-
nomination. The opinigns of the little valgar have no iierest save as
an object of curiosity fof the antiquary and moral philosopher, or as
themes for a Scotch novel ; and they would form a very subordinate
part of the proposed volume. What matter is it to “ les gens comme il

Saut,” how the common people think, provided they be properly re-
strained from printing their thoughte® I grant it would be desirable
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that they should say their catechigm andfsubmit themselves to all in
authority over them; but that, resller, you know, has little to do with
thinking. To call the proposed wrk * vulgar errors” would, indeed,
be a double misnomer ; for, first, sich a work should not treat so much
of the errors of the vulgar, as of the more profitable dogmas, ¢ which
taken at the tide lead on to fortune :” and secondly, she errors of thc
great are not errors at all, but durante bene placito good and lawful
truths, and a legal tender in all societies and upon all occasions, which
it is highly penal to refuse, until, being discarded as no longer service-
able or modish, they are consigned to_the gentlemen of the second
table, along with the cast suits of the corporeal wardrobe.

To treat the matter, indeed, logically, it is not quatenus truth or
crror, but quatcnus fashionable or heterodox, that an opinion is impor-
tant. Although, thertfore, it is scarcely possible to treat of the “ quid
verum atque decens,” the loyal, proper, and decent opinions, which it
is right that “all Christian men” shquld maintain, without hinting, at
least cxclusité, at what is the contrar;;,u yet (as the Jansenist priest said
of the belief in a Deity) cela n'est pas U'esscntiel, and it *vould be wrong
to put this part of the subject too forward. Rather let the publisher
and his friends endeavour after a more taking title, sach, for instance,
as (a Greek name always does well) “ The Court Noometer, or Pantiso-
cratic view of men and things,” ¢ The intellectual Diorama tor the year
18—,” * The Laureate’s directory,or Church and State manual ;" which
are all in their way as good as *Highways and Byways,” or the
cramped grimgribber of the Northern “secondary poveclists,” which
have all sycceeded so admirably in catching the eye of the public.

Next, as to the choice of an Editor. This, indged, is a grave matter,
and not lightly to be~&:termined upon. The pessonage in question
should possess no ordinary tact, and no trifling experience, to perform
his funcwem creditably and beneficjally ; especially in these latter
times, when unanimity is no longer deerged csggntial to the manage-
ment of statc affairs. Otthodoxy, said a wag, isty doxy ; and lietcro-
doxy anothe® man’s doxy ; but now-a-days there are so many stan-
dard-bearers whose my is worthy of consideration, that the case is by
no means so sknple. Who, for nstance, can say from autharity,
whether the Lord Chancellor’s doxy or Mr. Canning’s is the ortho-
doxy of the day ; whether Lord Liverpool's or Mr. Robinson’s politi-
cal economy are most in vogue “in the highest quarter;” or whether
Mr. Plunkett’s or Mr. Peel's church polity is the sound doctrine of
the current year? Then if we consult the ministerial journals to guide
our researches, ““ m/ fuat unquam tam dispar sibr.” The best way would
be to get an Editor appointed in Downing-street ; but if that cannot be
done, the writer of the courtﬁourh’éls, or the Attorney-general for the
time being, might be depended upon as safe men. .

Another important consideration regards the periods of publication.
On account of the Court Calendar, [ should prefer an annual appear-
sace; but it may be doubted whether quarterly or monthly publications
would not bettcr meet the public demand. Of late, the fluctuations of
opinion have been very rapid ; and state orthodoxy has changed its
tone as often, and by as abrupt dieses, as if government were one of
RBeethoven's concertos.  On this point, however, experience is the best
guide ; and therc is no reason why a shorter period should not be
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adopted for this, no less than for the other periodical disseminators of
‘ sound learning and religious edufation.”

The most important part of the frork, for consultation, would be the
Historical Register, which should nbtice the slightest changes of shading
in the current orthodoxy, and should be followed by an ample obituary
of all principles.and opinions defunct since the publication of the last
numero. In the historical register the subjects should be separately
classed ; for which purpose the following may serve as a precedent :—

Povitics.—Since the publication of our last, none of ¢ the lights of
the land” have been extinguished, and no rising young statesman has
appeared on the horizon. Legitimacy, however, is two per cent. on the
decline. They talk more of civil liberty and of British commerce, of
late; and itis less disloyal to speak ill of the Holy Alliance. The re-
form question much the same"as at the last quotation. The currency
question gone «d plures—N.B. The tread-mill is for the present an
wholesome exercise, and bread {md water a sufficient dict for untried
prisoners.

Rericron.~ -Sarntsuir daily acquires vogue : ¢ there must be some-
thing in it when great men’s butlers look grave.” The Hatton-garden
Chapel looks downwards. Greek independence has positively nothing
to do with Christianity, there being (as the licensers of the Koran long
ago’ determined) nothing in that book contrary to the doctrine and dis-
cipline of thg Catholic Church. Prince Hohenlohe a puzzle to some
leading personages. Might not miracles be introduced to protect the
establishment against innovators in matters of tithe ? Catholic eman-
cipation, see Obituary. .

LiteraTure.—Las Cases’ Journal very interesting, and Napoleon,
like his grg.t ally, hot quite so bad as he Las been painted. The
Journey to Brussels a striking portrait of its royal author. The Scotch
novels just hold their own—the market overstocked. Thi=Eakers, see
Obituary. The threg unities spoken slightingly of in some French cir-
cles. The Literary Qaciety in growing disrcpute abroad and at home.
New Monthly Magazinc unitersally approved. ‘

MisceLnaneous.—Tom and Jerry put down by acclamation. Gam-
bling no longer a Christian virtue. Slave-trade.discussions, for the
present, are to he taken as the infallible occasions of Black insurrec-
tions. Natural infirmities during the ensuing winter will be deemed
sufficient causes for penal inflictions. 'Horses the best actors; and
real water and real fire are the only approximations to the truth of Na-
ture, which should be encouraged on the stage. N.B. Mr. Larpent, a
better judge of tragedy than Aristotle. Religious steam-boats ought
to be exempted from the scarches of custom-house officers ; as smug-
gling is nosbar to sanctity, and piety ands prudence are by no means in-
compatibles.

In the présent state of literary adventure it is not necessary to add
more in the way of illustration. A hint is sufficieyt to the wise. That
the speculation would succeed, hardly admits of doubt. There are «0
many points on which the best judges know not what to think, that I
should not despair of seeing bishops and cabinet councillors becoming
subscribers.  If the publisher played his cards tolerably well, his book
would be distributed by the Tract Saocietics, and whole edmor.ls would
be disseminated for the edification of the poor. The aphorisms and



48 To Time.

maxims of the volume, as they stgnd, woald form a proper supple-
ment to “The Whole Duty of Mi§n ;” and, turned into dialogue, or
dramatized into a story, they wouldfbe rendered fit accompaniments for
* Sinful Sally, “ Poor Joscph,” andfthe unfortunate Footman of Mr.
and Mrs. Fantom, the philosophers. To maidel{ members of the
House of Commons the volume would be indispegg#fble ; and 1 would
not advise any one to stand candidate for F.R.S8.%or F.S.A. without
first duly studying its pages. In the two Universities it would become
a necessary adjunct to the College courses ; and its introduction would
afford a fit opportunity for following the examplc of T'rinity College,
Dublin, by banishing from the lecture-room the dangerous and
schismatic writings of Locke. You will, therefovejefdr. Editor, be
pleased to submit this paper to Mr. Colburn ; and #*¥is hands are too
full to embark in the concern, you will*give it publicity for the benefit
of the trude, by an insertion in some carly number of the New Monthly
Magazine. r M.

TO TIME.

Wivr thou not leave a sinzle charm

Of all that now my idol grace,—

No one where, fice fiom change or harm,

The others’ lihencss 1 may trace ¥«
Well, fake her eye’s uncarthly blue,

Ay, and her roseate blushes too;
The treshness of her loving hp;

The hightness of her fairy trip ;

Steal on, ull not a beauty *s left,—

I Il laugh at every pedy theft.

The vonl that hindled up her chegf,
That gave her silent glance to speak,
That made her kiss so watm for him

She doted on,~—blest heaven! for me,—
That motion’d every beauteous limb

With maiden grace and dignity,—

T'hat voul thou shalt not, canst not, claim ;
Nor hurt—it mocks thy deadliest aim.
The spirit which, m youdd’s full burst

Of feeling, shonc throughout her frame,
May shrink from oIl the deeds arcurst
In the world’s guilty bosom nurst,

Back to the heart frons w}evee iy came;
Butev’n whea ¢ia®harh own“d thy sway,
And thou shalt seek the nobler prey
Within, thy dark ‘nteut shall miss’;

For, though thou seizest as thine own
Ttre chill and mouldering chrysalis,

Thou’lr find the Luttafly is flown.”
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4
PYRAMUS AKD THISBE.
A BALLAD.

LY
Pyramp@and Thisbe, of dashing renown,
Dawelt uscs adjoining in Ba?)ylon’s town,
And"Hirted in circles of fashion :
They had vow’d love eternal—squeezed hands at Almack’s,
But their cursed crabbed relatives would not relax,
And swore to extinguish their passion.

Ah, but Love is like stcam in an engine, inclined
Stil onger to burst out, the more it’s confined.
fénts chuckled in vain at their art in
Bribing spies who reparied a parcel of lams ;
So to watch them with house-maids and valet de shams,
It was all in my eye Betty Martin!

Love-letters between thém in walnut-shells pass’d,

Though, alas, wicked jaws crack’d the secret at last,
Luen, O Lord, what a rampus was brew’d up !

What carpeting, storming, hysterics, and prayers,

Tears and rummaging trunks! till the young folks up-stairs
Were in garrets respectively mew’d up.

*T'was a harsh step, no doubt, that the homes of their sires
Were made bridewells for bridling their bridal desires,
And a justification here isn’t meant
But the Habeas Corpus had just been put down,
Aad no lawyer wnu\(l budge in all Babylow’s town  *
For a wyit ’gainst their wrongous imprisonment.

3 .
N%lt camne and no nightingale sang o’er their heads,
Bat the cats squawl'd ducts among chimneys and lengs,
Aund the owls kept owhooing and staring ;
In her cham¥er poos Thisbe lay weepipg a flood,
. While Pyramus 1 his, damn’d the old people’s blopd,
Ia soliloquies cdrsing and swearing. .

At last, like old Bajazet, rising in rage, . e

And resolved with his brains to bespatter his cage,
Headforemost he dash’d ; but the gable

Was nat battery-proof for a skull-picce so new

Aund so solidly built that it fairly went through
Bricks as old as the building of Babel.

The Lady at first, you may guess, got a shock,

That a gentdeman's head at her chamber should knock,
Ang so unceremoniously enter,

Like a thief on the pillory hanging his phiz ;—

¢ Lord,” she cried, ** what a charming adventure !

"ﬁﬁccognizin at length Ly the rush-light *twas his,

““ Yet oh, Mister Pyramus, dear=t of lambs,

What a blow for your skull! ‘twould have broken a ram’s .
Let me fetch you some equ dr Cologne for *¢."—

*“ No, no, sweetest Thisbe, sit down ¢é/c & téte,

And a smack from your lips for the smack on my pate
Will be far more acceptable comtort.”

X. NO. XXXVIt. 1



Pyramus and Thisbe.

Now to paint all the kissing and holy delights

‘That took place at this holef partition o’ nights,
Might, perhaps, seein t§ some folks improper ;

So I’ve only to note, where fhe bricks bad been broke,

That the damsel by day-timd suspended her cloak,
And the youth hung his old flannel wrapper.

Thus woo’d they in attics—but somchow their thste
Was not Attic enough for two attics so placed ;
And their hearts growing ardent as Atna,
They began to converse about parsons and rings,
Post-chaises, and such other rapturous things,—
In a word, of cloping to Gretna.

All things being managed by means of a nurse,

With her muff and her monkey, and cash in her purse,
From an old sentimental attorney,

Little Thisbe one moon-shiny morning at threc

Whipt away to the sign of the, Mulberry-tree,
1alf a mile out of town ffir their journcy.

Now here let me state, (for in matters of fact
It is right to be plain, conscientivus, exact,)
You must pin not a tittle of faith on
Old Osid’s narration—but mine ’s to be met
In a genuine antique Babylonish gazette
That was publish’d by Sanchoniathon.

But to follow my story—conceive her.despair
When arrived at the inn aud no Pyramus shere,
Nor a light in the wholc habitation s
Not a pair, nor a post-chaise to drive themn from town,
Not a boy on _l.l)c saddle to bob ul; and doawvn—
Do you wonder she wept with vexation 2

=¥ hile thus in the coach-yard_bewailing her pickle,
The tears of the damsel continued to trickle,
As saltas & mine-spring of Cfacow,
Ouysprang a chain’d mastift—atirghted she ran,
While.away went her wits, and her muft and her fan,
Antl away went unfortunate Jacko.
L 3

Poor pug was soon eat up, and so would the muff,
If its wadding and fur had been eatable stuft,
But ’twas torn and the spot was still bloody,
When the youth ofeher soul, whose unhapny delay
Had been caused by his drinking some winc by the way,
Arrived with his brains rather muddy.

All_ was hush’d (for the dog having sated 1~ maw,
Laid his jowls very guictly down a1 the straw)
When Pyramus halloo’d out, “ There lics
Both the blood and the muff ~f -ny mistress so sweet 1" —
She, to tell you the truth. b:d slipt down a by-street,
To escape from the Cyprians and Charlics.

A groom cn a bulk, who had during the death
Of poor pus “lept as sound as the grooms in Macbeth,
Vehe at length ;—but small comfort he ave, he
Had no d-ubt that the young lady’s blood had been shed,
But that he had not injured a hair of her head
He was ready to make affidavy.
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** But there ’s ruf§jans,” says he, ‘¢ that goes roaming the streets,
And sbusing all decent yung women they meets,
More esrecially thedp as be virgins;
So the ludy, 1’1l wager r§y head 1o that muff,
Has been ravish’d and rder’d and stript to the buff,
And her body’s been sold to the surgeons.”

Rash’ Pyramus, founding too stable belief

On a stable-boy’s words, in a phrenzy of grief
From his pocket a small pistol popt out,

Which he aim’d at his noddle to finish his woes;

But his head that broke bricks was not doom’d to oppose
The Jead ball, for it luckily dropt out.

So he fell, rather wondering he wasn’t quite dead,
As the flash had but stunn’d him and blister’d his head !
And his fate he continuced to rave at,
Till the inn-folks came out, aund supposing his brains
I1ad been partially spilt, to sccure the remains
They \)ouud up h’s head with a cravat.

By this time his Thisbe took courage enough

To rcturn for her lover, her monkey, and muff—
In his arms Mister Pyramus lock’d her;

But the landlord sent each to a separate bed,

And at inorning, believing them wrong in the head,
Sent to Bedlam express for a doc:or.

- »

The physician, a smug little prig of 2 man,
Whaq,belitving two heads to be better than one
A gold head on his cane always carried,
Examined his patients with questions profouund,
Rubb’d hit nose, and by sl\il‘ in nosology found

They were both going mad to be married.

So says he (for his heagt was the kindest on earth >«
Towards people of fortune and fashion and birth)
< L.et Wot Gretna your fancies chamour,
But keep here, and obseryve the prescriptions 1°s# writ,
And they’ll help you to marriage-bonds pleasanter knit
T'han a Gretna-Green blacksimith cox.zl«.l bhammer.”’

To the youth ’*twas enjoin’d he should foam in his speech,

And bite all who came ncar him excepting his Ieech,
Shamming hypochondriacal vapours ;

Whilst the latTy was loudly to stack with her lips,

Pirouette like a top—practise opera skilw,
And alarm the w\mlc house with her capers.

LEre loug, 1n their coaches appear’d at the inn’s .
Gate old specracled noses‘aml mutcracker chins,
In whose looks you might sec civil war lower;
*Twas relations in que«t of the fugitive brace,
When the short physic .nan with a very long face
Made his bow in the Mulberry parlour,

<« Well, Doctor, what news of the culprits 2’ Iie sigh'd.
s« Let tis sce them.”—* No, not for the world,” he replici.—
« Then for God’s sake cxplain what their pliglit is,”"—
« Oh, a dreudful disorder, whose symptomns consist
In a rage to dance, bite, and to kiss and be Kkiss’d,
We, the faculty, call it Smackitis,
r <
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« Even now (and the charge in youf bill is to come)
The poor youth has just bithpft the head-waiter’s thumb,
o inveterately fierce hif discasc is ;
And the lady has alxtal prognpstics, T fear,
Of her dancing and chirruping fit being near,
Which will end in a Hyperuresis.”

.
He had scarce spoke the words when above little Miss
Smack’d her lips,—ah! with none to return her the kiss;
Then away she went wheeling and jumping,
And she so figurante’d them out of their wits,
That her Aunty below lay a figurc in fits,
While her father and mother sat glumping.

At last cried the crusty old carle, ¢ Afore Gad,
She deserves to be smother’d, tke gipsy—she’s mad!™”
Quoth the doctor, * Sir, spare that infliction—
She may die in a trice, the poor dear rantipol,
Or the rest of her life be a mef: dancing doll,
If you offer the least contradiction.”

Oh, there’s nought like a dance to make people change sides,
Aud a doctor may rule in a house that divides,
One did once in our own House of Commons; v
So our lecch having gain’d the majority’s will,
Sat like Addington carrying the Medical bill,
And would bend his opinion to no mai’s. .

The mother of Thisbe eried ¢ Monster! and fool !

Talk of smothering my child in a manner as cotl

«  As of smothering a rabbit in cookery!”

In a trice her poor helpmate grew meck aga lamb,

And sat twirlum: his thumbs—for he knew the old dam
11ad a tongue that would bother a rookery.

Then said Pyramus’ father, “sl.et’s first, il you pleace,

Cure this smack—what & ye call i —teetgtum discasd,

Ere we set to dispute with our spouses ;

For%o see one’s own prozeny biteflike a bear,

Or go skipping like apes at a Bartemy fuir,
Wonilt assuredly grieve both our houses.

¢ Let the doctor restore the young folks if he can”-
Here the women supported f]im all to a man,
And the doctor, who solemn and budge meant,
To a merry conclusion grave matters to bring,
Look’d as wisc as a kitten at play with astring,
While they swore Lo abide g’y his judgment.

“ As to smothering, with fwo featherbeds it is done,
But my clinical treattnent requires only onc,
. _And the help ofa conjugal tether;
So I order a ring from the jeweller's shop,
Aud prescribe the afflicted young couple to hop
o the temple of Hynien together.”

f:Hg! a hiting disease,” cried the churls ; * and we’re bit 1’
Their wives, though they long’d at cach other to spit,
. Saw their fate, and gave in—the curmudgeons
Sent for lawyers to town, order'd dinner at six,
And when ask’d by the landlord what fish they would fix,
Groan’d, and answer’d * A couple of gudgeons.”



The Months. 83

But 1 wish 1 were Homer to tell you how all
Dumps were cufed by tlpt wedding, and banquet, and ball,
Jow the codgers gt glorious with claret,
How the lawyers punn’fl glibly—the priest with loop’d hat
StufP’d his carcase, a pullding of onhodox fat,
While the doctor conversed like a parrot.
Thisbe’s fame might have had, like her gable, a crack,
1lad she single to babbling old Babylon gone back,
But a bride she defied every gazer
So they arch’d into town in the grand style of yore,
With the footmen in favours and fiddlers before,
Playing ¢ God save King Nebuchadnezzar i

THE MONTHS~NO. I,
January.

Tuose - Cynthias of a minukte,” the Months, fleet past us so swiftly,
that, though we never mistake them while the} are present with us,
yet, the moment any one of them is gone by, we begin to blend the
recollection ¢f its features with those of the one which preceded it, or
thaggwhich has taken its place, and thus confuse them together till we
keow not “which is which.” And then, to mend the matter, when
the whole of ti.cm have danced their graceful round hand-in-hand be-
fore us, not being ablesto think of either separately, we unite them all
together in our imagination, and call them the Past Year ; as we gather
flowers into a bunch and call them a bouquet.  Now this should not
be.  Each one of the sweet sisterhood has features sufficiently marked
and distinet to entile her to a place and a name; and if we mistake
these features, and attribute those of any onc to any other, it is because
we look at them with a cold and uninterested, and therefore an inob-
servant regard.  The lover of Yulie could trace fifty minute particulars
which werc wanting\in thedportrait of his myjstress ; though 10 any one
clse it would have appeareg a likeness : for to commen obscrvers “a
likeness” means merely a something which is not sp :H)sulutcly unlike
but what it is capable of calling up the idea of the original to those who
are intimately acquainted with it. *t

Now I have been, for a long while past, accustomed to feel towards
the common portraits of The Mounths, of which so many are extant,
what St. Preux did towards that of his smistress : all I could ever dis-
cover in them was the particulars in which they were not hike.  Still T
had never ventured to ask the favour of either of them to sit to me for
her picture; having scen that it was the very nature of them to be for
ever changing, and that therefora to attempt to fix them wbuld be to
trage the outline of a sound or give the colour of a perfume. At
length, however, my unwearicd attendance ou them in their yearly
passage past me, and the assiduous court that I have always paid to
cach and all of their charms, has met with its reward: for there is his
especial differencg between them and all other mistresses whatever,
-—that, so far from being jealous of each other, their sole ground of
complaint against their lovers is, that they do not pay equal devotion
to cach in her turn: the blooming May and the blushing Juxe disdain
the vows of thosc votaries who have not previously wept at the feet of
the wceping ApriL, or sighed in unison with the sad breath of Marcn
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And it is the same with all the rest. They present a sweet emblem of
the ideal of a happy and united hurjan family—to each member of
which the best proof you can offer that you are worthy of Aer love, is,
that you have gained that of her sisters; and to whom the best evi-
dence you can give of being able to love either worthily, is, that you
love all. This, I say, has been the kind of court that I have paid to
them—loving each in all, and all ineach. And my reward, in addition
to that of the love itself—which is a * virtuc,” and therefore * its own
reward,” has been that each has condescended to watch over and in-
struct me while I wrote down the particulars of her brief but immortal
life—immortal, because ever renewed, and bearing the sceds of its re-
newal within itself. These instructions, however, were accompanied
by certain conditions, without complying with which I am not permitted
to make the results available to any one but myself. Foi my own
private satisfaction I have liberty to personify the objccts of my ad-
miration under any form I please; but if I speak of them to others,
they insist on bemng treated merely as portions or periods of their
beautiful parent Tie Yrar—as she is a portion of Tiuc, the great
parent of all things ; and that the facts and events [ may have to refer
to shall not be essentially connected with fhem, but merely be considered
as taking place during the period of their sojourn on the earth respec-
tively. I confess that this condition scems to savour a little of the fa%-
tidious—not to say theaffected. And, what is still more certain, it cuts
me off from a most fertile source of the poetical and the picturesque.
L will frankly add, however, that I am not witheut yny suspicions
that this latter may have been the very reason why the condition was
imposed upon me; for T am by no means certain that, if 1 had been
left to myself, I should nor have substituted cold abStractions and unin-
telligible fictions (or what would have seemed such to others) in the
place of that simple wformation which if is my object to convey.

The only other condition imposed on me, with which the rcader has
any concern, is, that I shall communicate what 1‘have learnt, through
the medium of the New Monthly Magazine—that being the favourite
godchild of the aforenanied sisterhood, and the one on which they be-
stow their especial couyntenance and protection.

Laying asidc then, if I can, all ornamental figures of speech, I shall
proceed to place before the reader, in plain prose, the principal events
which happen, in the two worlds of Nature and of Art, during the life
and reign of each month ; beginning with the nominal beginning of the
dynasty, and continuing to present, on the birthday of each member
of it, a record of the beauties which she brings in her train, and the
good deeds which she either inspires or performs.

Hail! then—hail to thee, Jevuary! all hail! cold and wintry as
thou art—if it be but in virtue of thy first day—rne day, as the French
call it, par excellencc—* Lr jour de 'an.”  Come ahout me, all ye
little school-hoys that have escaped from the unnatural thraldom of
your taskwork,-—ceme crowding about me, with your untamed hearts
shouting in your unmodulated voices, and your happy spirits dancing
an untaught reasure in your cyes—come ‘and help me to speak the
praises of Ncw Year's Day—your day—one of the three which have of
late become your’s almost exclusively, and which have bettered you
and been bettered themselves by the change : Christmas-day—which
wes ; New Year's Dav—whick is ; and Twelfth-day—which is tobe ; let
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us compel them all three jpto our presence—with a whisk of our ima-
ginative wand convert them intqp one, as the conjuror does his three
glittering balls—and then enjoy them all together,—with their dress-
ings, and coachings, and visitings) and greetings, and gifts, and * many
happy returns!” with their plum-puddings and mince-pies and twelfth-
cakes and neguses ! with their forfeits and fortune-tellings and blind-
man’s buffs and snap-dragons and sittings up o supper! with their
pantomimes and panoramas and new penknives and pastry-cooks
shops ! in short, with their endless round of ever new nothings, the
absence of a relish for which is but ill supplied in after-life by that
feverish hungering and thirsting after excitement which usurp without
filling their place.  Oh! that I might enjoy those nothings once againin
fact, as I can in fancy!—But I fear the wish is worse than an idle one ;
for it not enly may not be, but it ought not to be. * We cannot have
our cake and eat it t0o,” as the vulgar somewhat vulgarly but not the
less shrewdly expess it : And’this is as it should be,—for if we could,
it would neither be worth the eating nor the having.

If the reader complains that this is not the sober style which I just
now promised to maintain, I cannot help it. Besides, it was my sub-
Ject that spoke then, not myself; and it spoke to those who are too
happy to be wise, and to whom, thercfore, if it were to speak wisely,
itmight as well not speak at all.  Let them alone for awhile, and they
will grow too wisc to be happy ; and then they may be disposed and at
leisure to listen to reason.

In sober sadnesy, then, if the reader so wills it, and after the ap-
proved mannef of modern moral discourses, the subject before us may
be regarded under three distinet points of view ; namely, January in
London—January i the Country—and January in general. And first
of the firsi.

January in London. .

Now—but before T procced Yurther let me bespeak the reader’s in-
dulgence at least, ifwot hid favour, towardssthis everlasting monosylla-
ble, now, to which my batters have from time to ting been so much
indebted, and on which I shall be compelled to place so much depen-
dance in this mny present undertaking.  Itis the pass-word, the “open
sesame,” that must remove from before me all lets and impediments—
it is the charm that will alternately put to silence my imagination when
it may be disposed to infringe on the office of my mewmory, and awaken
my memory when it is inclined to sleefi—in fact it is 2 monosyllable of
infinite avail, and for which, on this as on many other occasions, no
substitute can be found in our own or any other language : and if I ap-
prove above all other proverbs that which says ‘“there’s othing like
the time present,” it is partly bechuse ¢ the time present” is but a peri-
plvasis for Now !

Now, then, the clondy canopy of sca-coal smoke that hangs over
London, and crowns her queen of capitals, floats thick and threefold—
for fires and feastings are rife, and every body is either “out” or * at
home” cvery night.—-Now schoolboys don’t know what to do with
themselves till dinner-time—for the good old days of frost and snow,
and fairs on the Thames, and furred gloves, and skaiting ¢n the canals,
and sliding on the kenncls, are gone by; and for any thing in the
shape of winter, one might as well live in Italy at once !---Now, (on the
evening of twelfth-day) mischievous maid-servants pin elderly people
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together at'the windows of pastry-cooks’ shops—thinking them # weeds
that have no business there.”—Now, {f a frosty day or two does happen
to pay us a flying visit on its way home to the North Pole, how the
little boys make slides on the pathwaps for lack of ponds, and, it may
be, trip up an occasional housekecper just as he steps out of his own
door ;—who forthwith vows vengeance, in the shape of ashes, on u_ll
the slides in his neighbourhood—not, doubtless, out of vexatioq at his
own mishap, and revenge against the petty perpetrators of it, but
purely to avert the like from others !—Now Bond-street begins to be
conscious of carriages—two or three people are occasionally seen
wandering through the Western Bazaar—and the Soho ditto is so
thronged, that Mr. Trotter begins to think of issuing annther decree
against the inroads of single gentlemen.—Now lincn-drapers begin to
% gell off” their stock at “ fifty per cent.. under prime cost,” and con-
tinue so doing all the rest of the year—every article of which will be
found on inspection to be of * the last pew pattern,” and to have been
“ only had in that morning!”—Now oranges are caten in the dress-
circle of the great theatres, and enquiries are propounded there whe-
ther * that gentleman in black,” mcaning Hamlet, “ is Harlequin?”
And langhs and “La! Mama’s” resound thence, to the remotest
corners of the house; and “ the gods” make merry during the play, in
order that they may be at leisure to listen to the pantomime! and Mr.
Farley is consequently in his glory, and Mr. Grinaudi is a great man:
as, indeed, when is he not?—Now newspapers teem with twice-ten-
times-told-taies of haunted-houses, and great sca~snakes, and mer-
maids ; and a murder is worth a jew's-eye to them; for “the House
does not meet for the dispatch of business ull the fifth of February.”
And great and gricvous are the lamentations that 4re heard in the said
newspapers over the lateness of the London scason, and its detrimental
effects on the interests of the mciropolis :”—Dbut they forget to add,
“Erratum —for sactropalis read mouspif+rs.”—Now Moore’s Almanack
holds “ sole sovcreign sway and mastery” imongf the readers of that
class of literatdre ;—for there has not yetebeen time to nullify any of
its predictions—nbdt even that which says * we may cxpect some frost
and snow about thig period.”—Finally,—now periodical works put on
their best attire—the old ones expressing their determination to become
new, and the new ones to become old ; and the New Monthly Maga-
zine in particular —which is both new and old, and which realizes in
its performances the pretensiofis of all the othe rs ()-—inakes a point of
putting forth the first of some pleasant serics of papers (ecce signum!)
which cannot fail to fix the wavering propensitics of the most periodical
of readerg, and makc him her own for another twilve wonths at least!
Januwr g tn e Country.

This has but a dreary sound to those who go into “the country”
only that they may not be seen in * town.” But to those who seek the
country for the same reason that they seek London—namely, for the
good that is to be found there—the one has at least as many attractions
as the other, at any given period of the year. Lot me add, however,
that if ‘there is a particular period when the country puts forth fewer
of her attractions than at any other, it is this—probably to try who are
her real lovers, and who are only false flatterers, and to treat them ac-
cordingly. And yet—xow, the trees, denuded of their gay attire,
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they did when dressed iry all the flaunting fashions of midsummer.
Now their voices are silent, and tlgeir forms are motionless, even when
the wind is among them ; so that the low plaintive piping of the robin-
redbreast can be heard, and his hjding-place detected by the sound of
his slim feet alighting on the fallen leaves. Or now, grown bolder as
the skics become more inclement, he flits before you from twig to twig
silently, like a winged thought *, or like the brown and crimson leaf of
a cherry-tree blown about by the wind—or perches himself by your
side and looks sidelong in your face, pertly, and yet imploringly ; as
much as to say-—‘ though I do need your aid just now, and would
condescend to accept a crumb from you, yet I’'m still your betters, for
I’m still a bird.—Now onc of the most beautiful sights on which the
eye can open, occasionally presents itself: we saw the shades of even-
ing fall upon a waste expanse.of brown earth, shorn hedge-rows, bare
branches, and miry roads, interspersed here and there with a patch of
dull melancholy green ; but when we arc awakened by the late dawning
of the morning, and think to look forth upon the same, what a bright
pomp greets us | what a white pageantry! It is as if the fleecy clouds,
that float about the sun at Midsummer, had descended upon the earth
and clothed it in their beauty ! Every ohject we look upon is strange
and yet familiar to us—*another yet the same.” And the whole
affects us like a vision of the night, which we are half-conscious s
a vision ;—we know that it is there —and yet we know not how long it
may remain there; sincé a motion may change it, or a breath melt it
away. And what 2 mysterious stillness reigns over alll a white si-
lenca! Even the  clouted shoon” of the enly peasant is not heard, and
the robin, as he hops from twig to twig with undecided wing, and
shakes down a featlfery shower as he goes, hushes his low whistle, in
wonder at the unaccustomed scenc.

Now the labour of the husbandman is for once in the year at a stand ;
and he haunts the alehouse fire; or lolls listlessly over the half-door of
the village smithy, :ind watches the progress of the labour which he
unconsciously envies -—tasting for once in his life (witlput knowing it)
the bitkerness of that ennui which he begrudges to his betters.—Now
melancholy-looking men wander “ by two’s gngd three’s” through
market-towns, with thin faces as blue as the aprons that are twisted
round their waists—their incffectual rakes resting on their shoulders—
and a withered cabbage hoisted upon a pole,—and sing out their dole-
ful petition, of ¢ Pray remember the pdor Gardeners, who can gct no
work 1"—Now the passengers outside the Cheltenham night-coach look
wistfully at the Witney Blanket-mills as they pass, and meditatc on the
merits of a warm bed.—Now people of fashion,—who canngt think of
coming to their homes in town b eaxly in the season, and will not
think of remaining at their homes in the country so late,—seek out
spots on the sea-shore which have the merit of being ncither town nor
country, and practise patience there (as T'imon of Athens did) en
attendant the London winter—which is ordered to commence about the

first week in Spring, and cnd at Midsumg_ner !

(<1

January.

* I scarcely know whether it is worth while to meation that, since the u‘.:qve
was written and sent to press, 1 have scen, in a number of a little “vork cnll'cq The
Literary Pocket, a paper noticin? certain appearances connected with the different
seasons, in which the swallows that flit about in scarch of insects, are c_ompurcd to
‘¢ winged thoughts.” The writer of the pleasant paper I allude to is of course en-
titled to the credit (if credit there be) of priority. .
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But we arc forgetting the garden, all this ewhile ; which must not be,
for Nature does not. Though the gardener can find little to do in
it, she is ever at work there, and ever with a wise hand, and graceful as
wise. The wintry winds of December having shaken down the last
lingering leaves from the trees, the final labour of the gardener was
employed in making all trim and clean; in turning up, the dark earth
to give it air—pruning off the superfluous produce of summer—and
gathering away the worn out attire that the perennial flowers leave be-
hind them when they sink into the earth to seck their winter home,—
as Harlequin and Columbine in the pantomimes sometircs slip down
through a trap-door, and cheat their silly pursuers by leaving their
vacant dresses standing erect behind them.—All being left trim and
orderly for the coming on of the new year, Now, to resume our
friendly monosyllable, all the processes-of Nature for the renewal of
her favoured race, the flowers, may be more aptly observed than at any
other period. Still, therefore, however desolate a scene the garden
may present to the general gaze, a particular examination of it is full of
interest, and interest that is not the less valuable iur its depending
chiefly on the imagination. Now, the bloom-buds of tl.¢ fruit-trees,—
which the late leaves of autumn had concealed from the view,—stand
confessed, upon the otherwise bare branches; and, dressed in their
patent wind and water-proof coats, brave the utmost severity of the
season ;—their hard unpromising outsides, compared with the forms of
beauty which they contain, reminding us of their friends the butterflies
when in the chrysalis stute.—Now the perennials,—having slipped off
their summer robes, and retired to their subterranean slecping-rooms,—~—
just permit the tops of their naked heads to pecp above the ground, to
warn the labourer from disturbing their annual reposc.—Now the
smooth-lcaved,gnd tender-stemmed rose of China hangs its pale, scent-
less, artiticinl-looking flowers upon the check of winter—reminding us
of the last faint bloem npon the facc of a fading beauty, or the hectic
of disease on that of a \ying one; and a few «chrysanthemums still
linger—the wieck of the past ycar-—their various-coloured stars look-
ing like faded imtations of the gay glaring China-aster. 4

Now, too,—firsu exidences of the revivifying principle of the new~
born year—for all that we have hitherto noticed are but lingering rem-
nants of the old— now the golden and blue crocuses pcep up their
pointed coronals from amidst their guarding palisades of grecn and
grey leaves, that they may be ready to comc forth at the call of the
first February sur that looks warmnly upon them; and perchance one
here and there, bolder than the rest, has started fairly cut of the earth
already, and half opened her trim form—pretending to have mistaken
the true time:—as a forward sehoolmiss will occesionally be scen co-
quetting with a smart cornet, before she has becn regularly produced
—as if she didn’t know that there was  any harm in it.”

January in general.

When the palm of merit is to be awarded among the Montls, it is
usuntgnssign it to May by, gcclamation.  But if the claim depends on
the surfof delight which each witnesscs, or brings with her, I doubt if
January should not bear the bell from her more blooming sister, if it
were only in virtue of her share in the aforcnamed festivities of the
Christmas Holidays. And then, what a happy influcnce does she not
exercise on all the iest of the year, by the family mectings she brings
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about, and by the kindling@nd renewing of the social affections that
grow out of and are chiefly dependent on these! And what sweet re-
membrances and associations does she not scatter before her, through
all the time to come, by her gifts—the “new year’s gifts!” Christmas-
boxes, as they are called, are but sordid boons in comparison of
these — they ar¢ mere money paid for mere services rendered or
expected—wages for work done and performed—barterings of value
for value—offeritigs of the pocket to the pocket. But new year’s gifts
are offerings of the affections to the affections—of the heart to the
heart. 'The value of the first depends purely on themselves, and the
gratitude, such us it is, which they call forth, 1s measured by the gross
amount of that value. But the others owe their value to the wishes
and intentions of the giver; and the gratitude they call forth springs
from the affections of the receiver.

And then, who can see a new year open upon him without being
better for the prospect—without, making sundry wise reflections—(for
any reflections on this subject must be comparatively wise ones) on the
step he is about t) take towards the goal of his being ?  Every first of
January that we arrive at is an imaginary mile-stone on the turnpike
track of human life—at once a resting-place for thought and medita-
tion, and a starting point for tresh exertion in the performance of our
journey. The man who does not at least propose to humself to be better
this year than he was last, must be either very good or very bad in-
deecd. And only to propose to be better, is something ;—if nothing
else, it is an ackpowledgment of our need to be so,—~which is the first
step towards amendment.  But in fact, to propose to onesclf to do
well, is in some sort to do well, positively ; for there is no such thing
as a stationary point n human endeavours: he who is not worse to-
day than he was yesterday, is hetter; and he who ¥ not better is
worse. The very name of January,—-from Janus—twofaced—* look-
ing before and af‘ter,”—indigatcs the reflective propensities which she
encourages, and whicl? when duly excrcised cAnnot fail to lead to good.

And then January is the youngest of the yearly brodd, and there-
fore, prima fucic, the best: for I protest most strenudusly against the
comparative age which Chaucer, I think, has assigacd to this month by
implication, when he compares an old husband and a young wife to
“ }anuary and June.” These poets will sacrifice any thing to allite-
ration—even abstract truth. m sorry to say this of Chaucer, whose
poetry is more of ¢ a true thing” than that of any other—always ex-
cepting Mr. Crabbe's, which is too much of a true thing. And no-
body knew better than Chaucer the respective merits of the months,
and the peculiar qualiti~s and characteristics which appertainsto each.
But, I repeat, alliteration is the Scyla ard Charybdis united of all who
cmbark on the perilous ocean of poetry; and that Chaucer himself
chose occasionally to “ listen to the voice of the charmer, charmed she
never so unwisely, " —the above example affords sufficient proof. I am
afraid poets themselves are too self-opiniated people to make it worth
while for me to warn them on this point; Qut I hercby pray algrose-
writers pertinaciously to avoid so pernicious a practice. This, however,
by the bye.

I need scarcely accumulate other arguments and examples to show
that my favourite January deserves to rank first among the months, in
merit as she docs in place. But lest doubters should still remain, I
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will add—ask the makers-out of annual agcounts whether any month
can compare with January, since then they may begin to dope for a
settlement, and may cven in some cases venture to ask for it ;—which
latter is a comfort that has heen denied them during all the rest of the
year ; besides its being a remote step towards the said settlement. And
qn the other hand, ask the contractors of annual accounts whether
January is not the best of all possible months, sincé then they may
begin to order afresh, with the prospect of a whole vyear’s impunity.
The answers to these two questions must of course decide the point,—-
since the two classes of persons to whom they are addressed include
the whole adult(erated) population of these comnercial realms ! Z.

THE HOUR OF DEATH,

Leaves have their time to fall,

Aud Aowers to wither at the North-wind’s breath,
And stars to sct—but all,

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh, Death!

Day is for mortal care,
Ere for glad meetings 1ound the joyous hearth,

Night for the dreams of slcep, the voice of prayer—
But all for thee, thou Mightiest of the Earth!

The banquet hath its hour,
Its feverish hour of miith, and song, and wine ;
There comes a day for Grief’s o’crtvhelming potor,
A time for softer tears—but all are thine! .

Youth and the opening rose

May look like things too glotious for decay,
And smile at thiee '—but thou art not of thos

That wait the ripen’d bloom to scize their proy!
Leaves have therr time to fall,

And flowers to wither at thegNorth-wind’s bic uh,
And stars to set—but all, .

Thou ha«t e/ stasons for thine own, oh2Death !

‘eknow when moons shall wane,
When summer-birds from far siall cross the sa,
When sutumn’s hue shall tinge the golden gmam—
But who shall teach us when to look for thee?
Is it when spring’s first gale
Comes forth to whisper wherg¢he violets lic 2
Is it when roses i our pathe grow pale ?
They bave one season—all are ours to die!

Thou art where billows foam,
Thou art where music melis upon the air;
Thou art around ys in sur peaceful home,
And the world calls us forth—and thou art there !

Thou art where friend meets friend,
Beneath the shadow of the clm to rest;
, Thou art where foc meets foe, and trumpets remd
T'he skies, and swords beat down the vrincely crest.
Leaves bave their time to fall,
And flowers to witherat the North-wind’s breath,
And stars to set—but all,
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh, Death ! ¥, .
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MY UNCLE:—A PORTRAIT.

< This fellow, now, is like an over-ripe melon—rough outside, with much
swectness under it.”—The Mountaincers,

ImaciNe a short burly-faced man, in a pepper-and-salt coat, red
waistcoat, light kerseymere breeches, and short gaiters; his hat beagy
ishly inclined a slight degrec from the perpendicular over his right
ear, the leit scantily covered with a few grey hairs suspiciously dis-
guised with powder ; an eye of varied expression ; dignified when glan-
cing at an inferior, courteous in the salutation of an equal, and sala-
ciously amorous when ogling a pretty girl. Imagine too *a fair round
belly with good capon lined,” and that air of consequential importance,
which the ever present reflection of being worth a plum never fails to
impart ; and you have a tolerable camera-lucida portrait of My Uncle,
Timothy Tomkins, esq. citizen and bachelor.

Your plodding London tradesmen of the last century never suf-
fered their imaginations to stray to green fields and rural felicity, ’till
they had worn out the pith of their existence in the acquisition of a
competence. They built substantial mansions in narrow alleys, and
immured themselves and their progeny in their brick warrens, till the
thirst of money-getting was sufficiently quenched to prompt the wish
for'retirement ; and then they very prudently withdrew from the tur-
moils of traffic, to dic of ennui and nothing-to-do-ishness in a dull
country village. My hbdnoured kinsman, though somewhat tinged
with antiquated notions and gone-by prejudices, was yet wise enough
to lcave off bargain-driving and stock-jobbing, before he had lost all
relish for rurality ; but having passed the meridian of his life unbur-
thened with connubial eares, he found, after a few months’ possession
of his snug cottage on Hampstead Heath, that the prattle of' children
and the music of a woman's tongue might have proved less annoying
than chewing the cud of his own musings, nodding over a newspaper,
or contemplating the stagnant viridity of @ duck-pond. He grew
tired of gazing on the Heath, and listening to the cawiilg of rooks and
the tinkling of sheep-bells. The blue sky and the®green ficlds, his
grotto and hermitage, his thickset hedges, angle his flower-prankt
arbours, became alike indifferent to his unpoetical imagination ; and
he sighed for the busy bustle of Cornhill, and the grateful hum of the
Royal Exchange. Yent up in his green sBhtude, he felt convincingly
how dreary a thing it was to lead the litt of a bachelor; and then he
fcll to reflecting how silly it was of him, some twenty years back, to
break off his courtship with Miss Biddy Briggs, the rich saddler’s
daughter, for disliking his pea-green coat ; and that if he hagd bridled
his anger, he might have sccured the tender bit for himself, instead of
holding the stirrup, like a fool as he was, to fat Ferguson, the fellmon-
ger of Bermondscy, who vaulied in his place, and galloped off with the
prize. Al this, however, was now * past praying for ;” and though he
liad retired, that was no reason he should be hypped to death with the
blue devils on Hampstead Heath. He, therefore, made up his mind to
drive to London once a day, that he might look around and see how
the world wagged ; scrupulously resolving to drive no bargains cither
for time or tallow, but merely to ¢ peep at the busy Babel,” and occa-
sionally secure an old friend to sharc half his gig, and gake adinner and
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a bed at his rural domicile. Besides, there were other causes beyond
the mere sense of loneliness, to induce him to adopt this plan. Among
the rest, he missed his morning’s sandwich and his comfortable bason of
turtle. He had a tolerable cook, to be sure; and those of his old
friends, who occasionally enlightened his solitude by dropping in, pro-
unced her culinary fabrications to be excellent. Their commenda-
tions gratificd his ear, but did not convince his judgment ; and Birch's
soups remained ne plus ultras, which her skill could never achieve.

As he had no one to please but himself, his scheme was soon put
into practice ; and a new gig was ordered ; a vehicle, by-the-bye, he
had little fancy for, and in which nothing but the prejudice of the old
school against riding in a stage-coach, could have induced him to peril
his neck. I had the honour of initiating him in the noble science of
driving; an acquirement, he said, which he never thought of living to
sec a gentleman take a pride in. e was immensely awkward at first ;
the clumsiest Phacton that ever had a fancy for horse-flesh. His fat,
fleshy knuckles grasped the reins with a most ungraceful air, and he
brandished the whip like a carman. Ilowever, he was highly delighted
with his new toy; and I shall never forget the glee with which he
bundled into Batson's, and shook hands with a dozen of his cronies after
a twelvemonth’s absence.  Even the waiter came in for a share of his
regards.—* What, Joe! What, here still, ch, Joe? Not in business
yet, eh ?  And Kitty the bar-maid, too, I declare! Well, Kitty, how
d’yc do? Not married yet, I see. Joe and you make a'match of it,
eh? Can set up Joe’s coffee-house then, you kuow."—A new dawn
seemcd to have gleamed on the old gentleman’s existence. He grew
fat and frolicsome, and had snug turtle-dinners and bacchanalian revels
at his 1us in wrbe, ’till, like Sir John Falstaff, he grew  ont of all com-
pass—out of all reasonable compass.” Self-willed, as old bachclors
usually are, he would no longer suffer me to drive, and my equestrian
services were dispensed with.  “ Young, hair-brained fellows like
you,” he said, * are not it companions for sedate elderly folks.” The
fact was, he Had no mind I should witnees the midnight orgies of his
rural retirement,-and I had no inclination to partake of them. It hap-
pened one morning, after one of his customary devotions at the shrine
of good fellowship, that he attempted to drive to town, his head half
muzzy with the last night's debauch. The tit that run in his gig, was
a fine blood mare of my o%n choosing ; and I had more than once told
him, that if he did not wish td drive to the devil, the whip and her hide
must be kept at a respectful distance. “ Attempt 1o brush a fly off
her neck,” said I, *“ and dcpend on it she'll break yours.” Well, what
does my sagacious kinsman do, but just as he came to that dcep
descent on the Hampstead-noad, *between the Heath and Camden
Town, and where any man in his senses would have held tight the zeins,
he lays half-a-dozen swingeing lashes on the mare's flank. Away she
scampered, helter-skelter ; off flew the wheel, snap went the shafts, and
out tumbled my uncle Timothy. The horse was stopped with diffi-
culty, the gig was dashed to atoms, and uncle was conveyed home to
bed. The old boy was more frightened than hurt. All bis limbs were
sound, and he had no bruises ; but terror performed the work of reality,
and introduced him, for the first time in his life, to the pleasures of the,
gout. The grossness of his habit, and the irregularities of his living,
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were powerful auxiliaries tgpthe virulence of his disorder. His temper
was not one of the mildest in the world, and he indulged freely in the
popular remedy of expletives. To be tied down to his arm-chair was
punishment enongh; but to be tortured into the bargain would have
excited cataraphobia in a less irritable temperament than his. I re-
ceived a note from him a day or two after his accident, written in much
apparent pain, if' I might judge by the hieroglyphics that were jumbled
together in its composition. It was couched in the following terms :—

‘“ Bob, you scoundrel, why don’t you come to me? I am dying,
you undutrl cub, and you won’t stir a peg.....I 've had 2 sad accident,
Bob.  Spilt from that kickshaw cockle-shell, the gig. All my bones
b_roken....Confound that mare! Your buying, Bob—on purpose, I be-
lieve, to break my ncck.....Got.the gout, too, Bob. 'The gout, you vil-
lain, and you know it, and won’t come. Yes; here I may die ; nobody
cares for me: nobody cares for an old bachelor.....Bobby, my boy,
come to your poor lame uncle’....You rascal, if you don’t set out
directly, I'll cut you off with a shilling.

“ Your loving uncle, Tivoruy Tomxins.”

My sensations, on perusing this epistle, were none of the most agree-
able: not that I disliked the old gentleman; but I was so well aware of
the testiness of his temper, that I felt my dependence on him at this
moment strdfiger than ever. 1 knew that it hung upon a thread ; and
that, square my behgviour as I would, T could hardly hope to please
him.  Besides, I*had a tale to unfold, on the reception of which the fu-
turc happiness of my lifc depended; and if the variable wind that
guided his weatherceck disposition should happen to set in the wrong
quarter, a long farewell to all the fairy pictures of felicity my ardent
imagination had painted. I have already glanced at an attachment of
the old gentleman in his youngdr days to Miss Biddy Briggs, who
wedded his nival.  The lady certainly acted adittle precipitately in the
aflair ; for had she waited she cbullition of my uacle’t passion, he
would doubtless have been the first to have made overtures of peace.
However, she promptly decided on giving her hand % the fellmonger,
and left her quondam-beau to recover his chagrin and surprise as he
might. Smnce that period, he had cherished a bitter dislike to the fell-
monger ; and whencver the image of Biddy €rossed his mind, he drove
it away with the epithets of a jilt, a coquet, and an inconstant. Now
it happened, by the most singular chance in the world, that the daugh-
ter of this couple was introduced to me at a ball—that grand mart, time
out of mind, for thc exchange of hearts; and, as a matter of cpurse, I
fell in love. I hope none of my reallers will take offence at this old-
fashianed method of imbibing the tender passion; for I can assure
them, that even now, hearts are sometimes lost in ball-rooms, as well
as in the days of Sir Charles Grandison. [ skip over the honied hours
that precedcd my offer and acceptance—lovers' tétcs-a-téte are maudlin
matters for paper. Two obstacles alone opposed our union,—trifles,
perhaps, to some folks, but not so to us—I mean the consent of her pa-
rents and of my uncle, on whom the reckless generosity of a liberal-
minded but ill-fortuned father had left me utterly dcpendent. It was
agreed that I should write to the former, and make a vivd vace appeal
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to the latter. Mr. and Mrs, Ferguson were good sort of folks, who were
anxious to sec their daughter happy ; and they wrote me in repl{‘, that
if my uncle’s consent could be obtained, their’s should not be withheld.
Their letter contained many expressions of regard for their old friend,
and an anxious wish for an union, which would connect both families
in bonds of closer friendship. This was the sum and substance of
their cpistle, worded in a somewhat more homely style, but containing
all I could desire. And now, said I, for my uncle!

It was at this critical juncture that his letter reached me ; and this was
the business I had to impart. Oh! thought I, the miseries ofdependence!
And on an old bachelor too, the testicst animal in the world! Old
bachelors are a sort of wild beasts. They carry their untamed ferocities
about them, to the annoyance of their fellow-creatures ; while a married
man, in nincty-nine cases out of a hundred, is the gentlest being imagin-
able. He is swayed and curbed and softened down, 'till he loses all his
celibacious asperities, and becomes a reasonable creature. Marriage,
like the gentle arts, © emollit mores, nec simt esse feres ;” it prevents men
from degenerating into brutes, and, by the constant collision with
woman’s milder mind, gives them a portion of her tender spirit, and
humanizes the soul.  All these reflections were engendered by the fear
that the ancient animosity of my uncle to the very name df FCM .
should stand between me and the consummation of my hopé®*™
glided up the stajrs that led to his apartment, and as I held the handle
of the door in dubious suspense, endcavourcll to screw nfy courage to
the sticking-place, ere I turned it round and ventyred into his presence.
The effort was made, and the door opcned. By thé side of the fire,
half-encircled with an old-fashioned screen, sat my uncle Timothy, in
a capacious arm-chair; his legs enveloped in flanncls and fleecy
hosiery 5 his hands resting on the elbows of the chair; his counte-
nance flushed ond fiery with pain and vexation, and his eycs glaring at
the glowing embers in abstracted vdcancy. As 1 advanced towards
him with the best look 8f condolence 1 could eommand, he raised his
head, and the¥following dialogue ensued :o

“So, youare comeat last. A pretty.dutiful nephew—atender-hearted
kinsman. Yes, herg I might lic and languish in agony "till doomsday.
Lven my own brother’s son cares nothing for me ; no, notan atom. Well,
sir, what do you stand there for, like a stock-fish?  Why don’t you get a»
chair ?”—* Sir,” I replied, mechanically obeying him, “I assure you I
never heard of your accident®till the receipt of your letter ; and I set ofl
on the instant.”—¢ Dare say you did. Don’t think it, though. Hoped
to find your old uncle at his last gasp, I've no doubt. Disappointed,
mayhap; shall live long enough yet to tire yon out. Sound at the
core, Bob. No chance for eyou {hese twenty yecars. Took care of
myself when I was young, and didn’t waste my health and my money
in drinking and raking. No Tom-and-Jerrying in thosc days.”—* ]
should hope, sir, my conduct would acquit me of any undutiful wish
towards an uncle who has always proved so kind to me as you have."—-
“Eh? Well, perhaps it would. "As you say, I haven't descrved it,
Bob. Don’t think you are hard-hearted ; never did. You are toler-
ably well as the world goes; only a little flighty.  Young mren, now-a-
days, are not as they werc when I was a stripling. Bobby, my boy,
just shift my leg on this cushion Zounds! you scoundrel, you've
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crippled me. You villaig, do you suppose my toes have no more feel-
ing than a horse’s hoof DiX you think you were handling a bed-
post?” I stammered out an apology, attributing my inadvertency to
my anxiety to relieve his pain. This soothed him a little. * Why,
lookye, Bob : you know I am naturally good-tempered, but it would pro-
voke the patience of a saint to be cooped up here like a capon, roasted
as I am by a slow firg, drenched with drugs, and fed upon slops. But
tell me, what are you doing? How do you like the law? Fancy you
like the playhouses better. Prefer hopping at Almack’s, to studying
Coke upon Littleton, eh ?”—* Sir, I never go to balls.”—* Never go
to balls! More shame for you. Dare say you never said a civil thing
to a lady in your life.”—¢ I trust, Sir, I have never been found deficient
in the attentions due to the fair scx.”—* Pshaw ! I don’t believe you.

I know you are a shy-cock. You've no more gallantry than a goose,
—no more spirit than a tom-tit. You’re an animated iceberg.
Zounds! when I was a youngster, the glance of a bright eye acted on
me like a spark in a powder-Barrel : I was in flames in a moment.
Dare say you never formed a single attachment. Sorry for it. Should
like to sce you married, Bob.”"—* Perhaps, Sir, you could recommend
me a wife.”—* Not I, Bob. I never played the part of a match-maker

. W life. You must beat up your own game, lad, and run it down
‘youself.”— Then, my decar uncle, to confess the truth, so far from
being the cold composition you imagine me, I am actually engaged to a
lady.”—* The devil you are! And pray who is she!”—I hesitated,
and changed colour. *“What areyou stammeringat? You'renotashamed
of telling her name,surcly.”—* Oh, no, sir. Her name is hier name
that is, Ler name is — Miss Julia Ferguson.” He stared atme a
second or two in mute surprise. ““ Ferguson! No relation, I hope, to fat
Ferguson the fellmonger.” Here wasa crisis! It was in vain to repent
my precipitancy. Sincerity was all I had to trust to, and I confessed she
was his daughter. The effect was fearful. He never uttered a word ;
but I could see the workings of pride, passion, and resentment, as they
alternately displayed themsglves in the fiery glances gf his eye, the
flushings of his cheek, and the quivering of hislips. Opposite his win-
dow therc grew a sturdy oak. He turned his eye to.wards it, and thus
addressed me, with an assumed coolness : “ Bob, look at that oak.
When your strength shall be able to bend its trunk, you may hope to
bend my wishes to your will. Ierguson! I detest the name, and all
who bear it ; and sooner than you should wed her, I would follow you
to your grave.” There was something so appalling in his manner as
he uttered this denouncement, that I was unable to reply; but I was
spared the effort by the sudden opening of the door, and the entrance
of an old friend of my uncle’s, whe stopped suddenly, struck by the
expression on both our countenances. “ Heyday!" said he, * what's
the matter ? Uncle and ncphew at loggerheads !"—* Here's Bob,” re-
plied my kinsman, * has dared to acknowledge a passion for the daugh-
ter of fat Ferguson, the fellow that "_& Married your adorable,
because you was too sulky to ask her hand for yourself. _Well, what
is there so wonderful in that? Julia Ferguson is a fine girl, and de-
serves a good husband.”—-* Very likely ; but do you suppose I would
ever give my consent to her union with my nephew ?"—¢ And why
not? Let me tell you, the Fergusons are a respectable and a worthy
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family.”—¢ But their blood shall never mingle with mine.”—¢ Lo?kyo,
Tomkins ; you’re an unforgiving fellow : your blood would suffer no
contamination by the union : and I can tell you this, that w'hmever ani-
mosity you may bear to them, they always speak in the highest termns
of you. Mrs. Ferguson, to this day, says you arc the best-hearted man
she ever knew.” My upcle’s features here assumed a more complacent
aspect. * Answer me one question,” said he. ¢ Can you deny that
she jilted me ?"-~*1 can. You might have had a regard for her, but
it does not follow that she was in love with you; and surcly she had a
right to consult her own happiness by marrying the man of her heart.”
—* Humph! well, I care little about that now. [ hate animnosity as
much as any man ; and Bob knows it has always been my wish that he
should be happy; and if I thought they really wished to renew the
acquaintance—.” I interrupted the conclusion of the sentence by
putting into his hand theletter I had just'received. He was much agi-
tated while perusing it, and I could sec a tear in the corner of his eye.
He wiped it away with the back of his hand, and desired mc to reach
him the writing-apparatus. In a few minutes a letter was written,
announcing his wish for a reconciliation, and giving his consent to the
marriage. Our hearts were too full to speak. My uncle reached out
his hand to his friend. He shook it heartily. ¢ You’ve acted,” said
he, “like yourself. This is as it should be.” I quitted the room to
despatch the letter, and in three weeks’ time became the husband of the
fellmonger’s daughter. . Q Q. Q.

THI TALL OF GRENADA, OR THE MASSACRI OF THE
ABENCEREAGES.*

Avruameri! Alhambra! red are thy courts with gore,

Thy marble courts that murder’s hand ne’er sta’n’d with bloodBefore
Alhambra' Albambra! Grenada mourns shy shame,

No more thy country’s chivalry shall glory in thy name.

Where are ‘l]ly.gl”dl]l chieftains now proiid of unsullicd blood ?
Where are thy stately virgins now the pride of maidenhood ?

Dim are their fulleblack eyes with tears, their swelling bocoms shaw,
With deepfelt agitation heaved, their’s is no common woe.

* The rapid descent of the Boorish empire in Grenada may Le dated from the
Massacre of the Abencerrages in the reign of Bondillin, the son and sharer of the
crown with his father Muley Hassan at the (lose of the 15th centurv,  The Aben-
cerrages, the most faithful, powerful, and brave, of the Moorish factions, being
envied by the Zegris and their partisans, the latter secretly persunded the king
that AlbineHamar, an Aliencerrage, had bgen too intimate with his Queen Alfauna.
The monarch immediately joined the Zegrisin a scheme of revenge, without en-
quiry respecting the innocence or guilt of the accused party, and thirty of the
Zegris, well armed, having placed themselves in the Court of the Lions, in the Al-
hambra, agreed to despatch the Abencerrages of the palace, one by one, as they
were acnt through it by the King on different pretences.  Thirty-six Abencerrages
were thus destroyed, when a page, who followed the last and witnessed Lis master’s
death, ran off and alarmed the other Abencerrages of the pulace, and those in
the city, who immediately armed themsclves, attached and destroyed two hundred
of the Zegris, wade the hing fly, and sct fire to the Alhambra, which was partially
burned. Soon afterwards the Abencerrages left the city, and joining the Spaninrds
beeame Christiane.  After their departure, Grenada becume tributury to Spain,
and the glory of the Moorish empire was no more.



The Fall of Grenada. 67

No common wae is thgjr’s to-day, for inany a knight is dead,
On whom with looks of love they gazed, in whom they gloried 5
No other robes their fair limbs shade but sacred ones of grief,
And bursting hearts, and bosowms rent, call death to their relief.

Moum, beautiful Grenada! mourn, thy bravest sons are low,
["hou 't widow’d noweand left forlorn by treachery’s sccret blow ;
Cursed be the King, the coward King, that sacrificed the brave,
And by the assassin’s lurking hand gave them an unwarn’d grave.

Thoughtless of treachery, one by onc, th” Ahencerrages were sent,
Where thirty Zegris watchfully in crouching ambush bent,

And many pass’d, but one tru¢ page, that saw the murderous sight,
T'old of his noble master’s fate upon his timely flight.

The Lions’ marble court and walls with their heart’s blood arc dyed,
'l"lerce stand the Z.egris, swozd haund, bathed in the reeking tide,
They wait the victim coming next, and gaze with silent rage
Toward the fatal door, nor dream the tidings of the page.

.
None cnter more to glut their ire, but with no vain delay
Th* expeeted vietims roused and arm’d dash through the portal’s way
The Zegris fight and seck to fly, but fight and flight are vain,
Upon the blood they basely shed th? assassin band is slain.

Revenge! revenge ! the people call, and every street carecr,

With cymiter and torch in hand th” Abencerrages appear,

T'wo hundred Zegris pay the price of their assassin deed,

Amid the stgects, in their own halls, at their own hearths they bleed.

Aud now thg climbing flame ascends and ruin stalks along,

The red fires Hash on Daro’s wave and shake theiry olumes strong,
Th' Alhambra blazes, Yemen’s sons® no pause in anger make,
Dear 15 the game at which they play, for vengeance 15 the stake.

A"l’:lllll)l‘d ! Athamibia! thou totterest to thy fall,

Alréady shoots the piuless flane through corridor and hall,

It wreathes around thy eglumns white, it chaiks thy friczes fur,

"Il quench’d withgore th’ aspiring blaze dits in the burning air.
]

Alhambra! Alhambra! (‘rrenzuh'e boasted pride, s

Though balf-consumed, thou’rt beautiful as a dark Moorish bride 1
But neyver shalt thou be azain the thing whichi theu®hast been,

Of love, of faith, of loyalty, the high and gallant scene!

Mourn, beautiful Grenada! mourn, no more thy tourncys gay
Shall make thee envied as the pride andesoul of gallantry ;

Thy bravest knights are low in death, thy monarch hides his head,
His heart is base, his word a lie, his race is tarnished.

Long shalt thou grieve m weeds and dust thy cmpite’s mighty Joss,—
"T'hy bravest sons tuin infidel and eaise yhe impious cross—

0, slur on Moorish constancy! stain on thy prophet’s fame' !

Gurse on the Zegris faction vile that covered thee with shame!

Mourn, beautiful Grenada! mourn, from this unhappy day
Declines thy sun of glory fast, swift parts thy power away— L
Mourn, beautiful Grenada! mourn, soon ot thee all shaf! be )
Au empty dream of by-gone power, 4 tale of chivalry!

[ ‘.d“

* I'he Abencerrages were supposed to be descended from Yemen.
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THE SPIRITS OF THE AG€.—NO. I.
Jeremy Bentham.

Mgr. Bentham is onc of those persons who verify the old adage, that
“ a prophet has no honour, except out of his own country.” His re-
putation lies at the circumference, and the lights of his understanding
are reflected, with increasing lustre, on the other side of the globe.
His name is little known in England, better in Europe, best of all in
the plains of Chili and the mincs of Mexico. He has offered Consti-
tutions for the New World, and legislated for futurc times. The peo-
ple of Westminster, where he lives, know little of such a person; bat
the Siberian savage has received cold comfort from his lunar aspect,
and may say to him with Caliban, ¢ I know thee and thy dog and thy
Jbush”—the tawny Indian may hold out the hand of fellowship to him
across the Great Puacific.  We believe that the Empress Catherine cor-
responded with him; and we know that the Emperor Alexander
called upon him, and presented him with his miniature in a gold snuff-
box, which the philosopher, to his eternal honour, returned. Mr.
Hobhouse is a greater man at the Hustings, Lord Rolle at Plymouth-
Dock ; but Mr. Bentham would carry it hollow, on the score of popu-
larity, at Paris or Pegu. The reason is, that our author’s influence is
purely intcllectual. He has devoted his life to the pursuit of abstract
and general truths, and to those studics,—* that waft a thought from
Indus to the Pole,”—-and has never mixed bhimself up with personal
intrigues or party-politics. Ile once indeed stuck up'a hand-bill to
say that he (Jeremy Bentham) being of sound mind# was of opinion
that Sir Samuel Romilly was the most proper person to represent
Westminster, but this was the whim of the moment. Otherwise, his
reasonings, if true at all, are true everywhere alike: his speculations
concern humanity at large, and are not confined to the hundred, or
bills of mortality. It is in moral as ir physical magnitude. The little
is seen only ncar - the great appears in its proper dimensions only from
a more communding point of view, and gains strength with time, and
elevation from distance!

Mr. Bentham iy very much among philosophers what La Fontaine
was among poets—in gencral habits and in all but his professional
pursuits, he is a mere child. He has lived for the last forty years in a
housec in Westminster overlooking the Park, like an anchoret in his
cell, reducing law to a system, and the mind of man to a machine.
He hardly ever goes out, and sees very little company. 'T'he favoured
few, who have the privilege of the entréc, are always admitted one by
one. Hg does not like to have witnesses to his conversation. He
talks a great deal, and listeng to gothing but facts. When any onc
calls upon him, he invites them ro take a turn round his garden with
him (Mr. Bentham is an economist of his time, and sets apart” this
portion of it to air and exercise)—and there you may see the lively old
man, his mind still buoyant with thought and with the prospect of
futurity, in eager conversation with some Opposition Member, some
expatriated Patriot, or Transatlantic Adventurer, urging the extinc-
tion of Close Boroughs, or planning a code of laws for some * lone
island in the watery waste,” his walk almost amounting to a run, his
tongue keeping pace with it in sbrill, clattering accents, negligent of



Jeremy DBentham. 69

his person, his dress, and his manner, intent only on bis grand theme
of UriLiry—or pausing perhaps for want of breath, and with lack-
lustre eye, to point out to the stranger a stone in the wall at the end of
his garden, (over-arched by two beautiful cotton-trees) Inscribed to the
Prince of P'oets, which marks the house where Milton formerly lived.
To shew how little the refinements of taste or fancy enter into our
author’s system, he proposed at one time to grub up these beautiful
trees, to convert the garden wherc he had breathed the air of Truth
and Heaven for near half-a-century, into a paltry Chreistomathic School,
and to make Milton’s house (the cradle of Paradise Lost) a thorough-
fare, like a three-stalled stable, for all the rabble of Westminster to pass
backwards and forwards to it with their cloven hoofs. Let us not, how-
ever, be getting on too {ast—Milton himself tanght a school !'—There
is something not altogether dlssimilar between Mr. Bentham’s appear-
ance, and the portraits of Milton—the same silvery tone, a few dishe-
velled hairs, a peevish, yet puritanical expression, an irritable tem-
perament corrccted by habit and diseipline.  Or in modern times, he
1s something between Franklin and Charles Fox, with the comnfortable
double-chin, and sleck thriving look of the one, and the quivering lip,
the restless eye, and animated acuteness of the other. His eye is
quick and lively, but it glances not from object to object, but from
thought to thought. e is evidently a man occupied with some
train of fine and inward association. He regards the people about
him no more than the flics of a summer. He meditates the coming
age, Ile hecare and sccs only what suitg his purpose, some * foregone
conclusion ;” and looks out for facts and passing occurrences only to
put them into his logical machinery and grind them into the dust and
powder of some subtle theory, as the miller looks out for grist to his
mill! Add to this physiognomical sketch the minor points of costume,
the open shirt-collar, the singlesbreasted coat, the old-fashioned half-
boots and ribbed stockings; and you will find in Mr. Bentham's ge-
neral appearance, aSingular mixture of boyish simplicity and of the
venerableness of age.—In‘a word, our celebrated jdrist presents a
striking illustration of the difference between the plulosophical and the
regal look ; that is, between the merely abstracted :}nd the merely
personal. 'There is a lack-a-daisical bunhommic about his whole aspect,
none of the fierceness of pride or power; an unconscious neglect of
his own person, instead of a stately assymption of superiority ; a good-
humoured, placid intelligence, not a iynx-eyed watchfulness, as if it
wished to wmake others its prey, or was afraid they might turn and
rend him; he is a beneficent spirit, prying into the universe, not lord-
ing it over it; a thoughttu] spectagor of the scenes of hfe,_ or yuminator
on the fate of mankind, not a painted pageant, a stupid idol set up
on its pedestal of pride for men to fall down and worship with idiot
fear and wonder at the thing themselves have made, and which, with-
out that fear and wonder, would itself be nothing! ' )
M. Bentham, perhaps, over-rates the importance of his own theories.
Ie bas been heard to say (without any appearance of pride or af!bcta-
tion) that  he should like to live the remaining years of his life, a
year at a time at the end of the next six or eight centuries, Lo see th?’
effect which his writings would by that time have upon t!)e ivgr]d.
Alas! his name will hardly live so long! Nor do we think, in point of
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fact, that Mr. Bentham has given any new or decided impulse to the
human mind.  He cannot be looked upon in the light of a discoverer
in legislation or morals. He has not struck out any great leading
principle or parcnt-truth, from which a number of others might be de-
duced ; nor has he enriched the ccmmon and established st_ock of in-
telligence with original observations, like pearls thrown into wine.
One truth discovered is immortal, and entitles its author to be so : for,
like a new substance in nature, it cannot be destroyed. Dut Mr. Bent-
ham's forte is arrangement; and the form of truth, though not its
essence, varies with time and circumstance. He has methodised, col-
lated, and condensed all the materials prepared to his hand on the sub-
jects of which he treats, in a masterly and scientific manner: but we
should find a difficulty in adducing from his djffercnt works (however
elaborate or closcly reasencd) any new element of thought, o1 even a
new facg or illustration.  Hjs writings are, therefore, chiefly valvable
as books of reforence, as bringing down the acconnt of mtellcctua.l in-
quiry to the present period, and disposing the results in a compendious,
connected, and tangible shape ; but books of reference are chiefly ser-
viceable for facihtating the acquisition of knowledge, and are eon-
stantly liable to be superseded and grow out of fashion with its pro-
gress, as the scaffolding is thrown down according as the building is
completed. Mr. Bentham is not the first writer, by a greatnany, who
has assumed the principle of Urinity as the {foundation of just laws,
and of all moral and political reasoning:—his merit is, that he has
applied this principle more clgsely and hiterally, that ke has brought
all the objections and arguments, more distinctly labelled and ticketed,
under this head, and made a more constant and explicit reference to it
at cvery step of his progress, than any other writer. Perhaps the
weak side of his conclusions also is, that he has carried this single
view of his subject too far, and not made snflivient allowance for the
varietics of human nature, and thc caprices and irrcgalarities of the
human will.  “He has not allowed for the wind. It is not that you
can be said to see hig favourite doctrine of Ulility glittering every where
through his system, like a vein of rich, shin‘ng ore, that is not the na-
ture of the material,#-but it might be plausibly objected that he had
struck the whole mass of fancy, prejudice, passion, sense, and whimn, with
his petrific, leaden mace, that he bad * hound volatile Hermes,” and
reduced the theory and practige of human bfe to a caput mortuum of
reason and dull, plodding, technical calculation. 'T'he gentleman is
himself a capital logician ; and he has been led by this circumstance
to consider man as a logical animal.  We fear this view of the matter
will hardly hold water.  If we attend to thg mora/ man, the constitu-
tion of his mind will scarcely bt found to be built up of pure rcason
and a regard to consequences: if we consider the crmmnal man (with
whom the legislator has chicfly to do), it will be found to be still
less so.

Every plcasure, says Mr. Bentham, is equally a good, and is to
be taken into the account as such in a moral estimate, whether it be
the pleasure of scose or of conseignce, whether it arisc from the exer-
cise of virtue or the perpetration of a erime.  We are afraid the human
wind does not 1cadily come into this doctrine, this witima ratio philu-

ophorwm, tahen according to the letter.  Our moral sentiments ae
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made up of sympatbies'and antipathies, of sense and imagination, of
understanding and prejudice.  The soul, by reagon of its weakness, 1s
an aggregating and an exclusive principle; it clings obstinately to
some things, and violently rejects others. And it must do so, in a
great mcasure, or it would act contrary to its own nature. It needs
helps and stages in its progress, and * all appliances and means to
boot,” which can raise it to a partial conformity to truth and good (the
utmost it is capable of ), and bring it into a tolerable harmony with the
universe. By aiming at too much, by dismissing collateral aids, by
extending itself to the farthest verge of the remote and possible, it
loses its clasticity and vigour, its impulse and its direction. The mo-
ralist can no more do without the intermediate use of rules and princi.
ples, without the "vantgge-ground of habit, without the levers of the
understanding, than the mechanist can discard the use of wheels and
pulleys, and perform every thing by sigple motion. If thegmind of
man were competent to comprehend the whole of truth and good, and
act upon it at once, and independently of all other considerations,
Mr. Bentham's plan would be a feasible one, and the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth, would be the best possible ground to
place morality upon. But it is not so. In ascertaining the rules of
moral conduct, we must have regard not merely to the nature of the
object, but to the capacity of the agent, and to his fitness for appre-
hending or attaining 1t,  Pleasure is that which is so in itself: good is
that which approves itself as such on reflection, or the idea of which
is a source @f sdtisfaction. All plegsure is not therefore, morally
speaking, equally a good; for all pleasurce docs not equally bear re-
flecting on.  There are some tastes that are sweet in the mouth and
bitter in the belly ; and there is a similar contradiction and anomaly in
the mind and heart of man.  Again, what will become of the Posthec
memnisse jurabit of the poet,if a principle of fluctuation and reaction
is not inherent in the very coustitution of pur nature, or if all moral
truth is a mere litetal truism. We are not, then, sq) much to inquire
what certain things arc abstractedly or in themselves, as how they
affect the mind, and to approve or condemn them accordingly, The
same abject scen near strikes us more powerfully than at a distance :
things thrown into masses give a greater blow to the imagination than
when scattered and divided into their component parts. A number of
mole-hills do not make a mountain,, though a mountain is actually
made up of atoms : so moral truth must present itself under a certain
aspeet and from a certain point of view, in order to produce its full
and proper effect upon the mind. The laws of the aﬂ'ecthns are as
necessary as those of optics. A galcnl‘ation of consequences”is no more
equivalent to a sentinent, than a scriafim enumeration of particles
totiches the fancy like the sight of the Alps or Andes.

To give an instance or two of what we mcan. Those who on
pure cosmopolite principles, or on the ground oi"a‘lbstract humanity,
affect an extraordmary regard for the Turks and Tartars, have been
acensed of neglecting their duties to their fricnds and next-door neigh-
bours. Well, then, what is the state ot the question here? One hu-
man being is, no doubt, as much worth in himself, mdel.iendent]y of
the circumstances of time or place, as another ; but he is not of so
much value to us and our affections. Could our imagination take
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wing, with our speculative faculties, to the otlier side of the globe, or
to the ends of the universe, could our eyes behold whatever our reason
teaches us to be possible, could our hands reach as far as our thoughts
or wishes, we might then busy ourselves to advantage with the Hot-
tentots, or hold intimate converse with the iphabitants of the Moox ;
but being as we are, our feelings evaporate in so large a space, we
must draw the circle of our affections and dutics somewhat closer, the
heart hovers and fixes nearer home. It is true, the bands of private,
or of local and natural affection, are often, nay in general, too tightly
strained, so as frequently to do harm instead of good : but the present
question is, whether we can, with safety and effect, be vyholly eman-
cipated from them? Whether we should shake them off at pleasure
and without mercy, as the only bar to the triumph of truth and
Justice? Or whether bencvolence, cohstructed upon a logical
scale, wguld not be mcrely, rominel,—whether duty, Fals_ed to too
lofty a pitch of refinement, might not sink into callous indifference or
hollow selfishness ?—Again, is it not to exact too high a strain from
humanity, to ask us to qualify the degree of abhorrence we fcel
against a murderer, by taking into our cool considcration, the pleasure
he may have in committing the deed, and in the prospect of gratify-
ing his avarice or his revenge? We are hardly so formed as to sympa-
thise at the same moment with the Assassin and his victim. The de-
gree of pleasure the former may feel, instead of cxtcnuating, aggra-
vates his guilt, and shews the depth of his malignity. Now the mind
revolts against this by mere natural antipathy, if it is gself well-dis-
posed ; or the slow process of reason would afford but a feeble resist-
ance to violence and wrong. The will, which is necessary to give
consistency and promptness to our good intentions, cannot cxtend so
much candour and courtesy to the antagonist principle of evil: virtue,
to be sincere and practical, cannot be divested entirely of the blindness
and impetuosity of passion! It has been made a plea (half jest, half
earnest) for the horrors of war, that they promote‘irade and manufac-
tures —it has bedn said as a set-off for the atfocitics practised upon the
negro-slaves in the West-Indies, that without their blood and sweat,
5o many millions of people could not have sugar to sweeten their tea
—fircs and murders have been argued to be beneficial, as they serve to
fill the newspapers, and for a subject to talk of:—this is a sort of so-
phistry, that it might be difficylt to disprove on the bare scheme of
contingent Utility, but on the ground that we have stated, it mast pass
for a mere irony. What the proportion between the good and the evil
may be in any of the supposed cases, may be a question to the under-
standing : but to the imagination and the heart, that i8, to the natural
feelings of mankind, it admits of none!

Mr. Bentham, in adjusting the provisions of a penal code, lays too
little stress on the co-operation of the natural prejudices of mankind,
and the habitual feclings of that class of persons, for whom they are
more particularly intended. Legislators (we mean writers on legisla-
tion) are philosophers, and governed by their reason : criminals, for
whose control laws are made, are a set of desperadoes, governed only
by their passions. What wonder that so little progress has been made
towards a mutual understanding between the two parties ! They are
(it a different species, and speak a different language, and are sadly at
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a loss for a common interpreter between them. Perhaps the Ordinary
of Newgate bids as fair for this office as any one. What should Mr.
Bentham, sitting at ease in his arm-chair, composing his mind before
he begins to write by a prelude on the organ, and looking out at a
beautiful prospect when he is at a loss for an idea, know of the princi-
ples of action of rogues, outlaws, and vagabonds? No more than
Montaigne of the motions of his cat! If sanguine and tender-hearted
philanthropists have set on foot an inquiry into the barbarity and the
defects of penal laws, the practical improvements have been mostly
suggested by reformed cut-throats, turnkeys, and thief-takers. What
even can the Honourable House, that when the Speaker has pro-
nounced the well-known, wished-for sounds,  That this House do now
adjourn,” retires, after voting a royal crusade or a loan of millions, to
lic on down aud feed on plate in spacious palaces, know of what
passes in *he hearts of wretches in garrets amd night-cellars, petty- pil-
ferers axd maarauders who cut throats and pick pockets with their own
hands? The thing is impossible. The laws of the country are, there-
fore, incftectuul and abortive, because they are made by the rich for
the poor, by the wise for the ignorant, by the respectable and exalted
in station for the very scum and refuse of the community. If Newgate
would resolve itself into a Committee of the whole Press-yard, with
Jack Ketch at its head, aided by confidential persons from the county-
prisons or the dlulks, and avould make a clear breast, some duta might
be found out to procced upon; but as it is, the criminal mind of the
country is a bookssealtd, no one has been able to penetrate to the in-
side! Mzr. Bentham, in his attempts to revise and amend our criminal
jurisprudence, proceeds entirely on his favourite principle of Utility.
Convince highwaymen and housebreakers that it will be for their in-
tgrest to reform; and they will reform and live honest lives ; according
to Mr. Bentham. He says ¢ All men act from calculation, even mad-
men reason.” And in our opinion, he might as well carry this maxim
to Bedlam, or St. Luke’s, and apply it to the inhabitantsy as think to
cocrece or overawe the inmates of a gaol, or those shose practices
make them candidates for this distinction, by the mgre dry, detailed
convictions of the understanding. Criminals are nét to be influenced
by reason; for it is of the very essence of crime to disregard conse-
quences to itself and others. You may as well preach philosophy
to a drunken man or to the dead, as to these who are under the insti-
gation of any ruling passion. A man is a drunkard, and you tell him
lic ought to be sober ; he is debauched, and you ask him to reform; he
is idle, and yon recommend industry to him as his wisest coursc; he
gambles, and you remind him that he may, be ruined ; by this foible he
has lost his character, and you advise him to get into some reputable
servie€ or lucrative situation ; vice becomes a habit with him, and you
request him to rouse Bimself and shake it off; he is starving, and you
watr him that if he breaks the law, he will be hanged. None of this
rcasoning reaches the mark it aims at. The culprit, who violates and
suffers the vengeance of the laws, is not the dupe of ignorance, but the
slave of passion, the victim of habit or necessity.  To argue with strong
passion, with inveterate habit, with desperate circumstanccs, is to talk
to the winds. Clownish ignorance may indeed be dispelled, and taught
better : but it is seldom that a eriminal is not aware of the conscquenges
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of his act, or has not made up- his mind to the alternative. They are
in general too Anowing by half. You tell a person of this stamp what is
his intcrest; he says he does not care about his interest, or the world
and he differ on that particular; but there is one point in which he
must agree with them, namely, what ¢hey think of his conduct, and this
is the only hold you have of him. A man may be callous and indiffe-
rent to what happens to himeelf, but he is never indifferent to public
opinion, or proof against open scorn and infany. Shame, not fear,
is the shect-anchor of the law. He who is not afraid of being pointed
at as a thicf, will not mind a month’s hard labour.  lle who is prepared
to take the life of another, is a'ready reckless of his own. Bnt every
one makes a sorry figure in the pillory; and the being launched from
the New Drop lowers 2 man in his own opinion. The lawless and vio-
lent spirit, that is hurried by Leadstrong self-will to break the laws,
does not like to have the ground of pride and obstinacy struek from
under his feet.  This is what gives the swells of the metropolis such a
dread of the treudmil—it makes them ridiculous. It must be con-
fessed, that this very circumstance renders the reform of criminals
nearly hopeless. It is the apprchension of being stigmatised by public
opinion, the fear of what will be thouglit and said of them, that deters
men from the violation of the laws, while their character 1emains un-
impeached ; but honour once lost, all is lost.  The man ean never be
himself again! A citizen is like a soldierea part of a machine; he
submits to certain hardships, privations, and dangers, not for his own
ease, pleasure, profit, or even conscicnee, but—Yor same.  What is it
that keeps the machine together in either cise? Not punishiment or
discipline, but sympathy. 'T'he soldicr mounts the breach or stands in
the trenches, the peasant hedges and ditches, the mechanie plies his
ceaseless task, because the onc will not be called a couard, the other a
roguce : but let the one turn deserter«and the other vagabond, and there
is an end of him. The grinding law of*nccessity, which is no other
than a namey a breath, loses its force, he is no‘longer sustained by the
good opinion of others, and he drops out of his place, a useless clog !
Mr. Bentham takes a culprit, and puts him into what he calls a panop-
ticon, that 1s, a sort of circular prison, with open cclls, like a glass bee-
hive. He sits in the middle, and secs all he does.  He gives him work
to do, and lectures him if he does not do it.  He takes liquor from him,
and society, and liberty ; but he feeds and clothes him and keeps him
out of mischicf, and when he has convinced him by force and rcason
together, that this life is for his good, turns himn out upon the world, a
reformed man, and as confident of the success of his handy-work, as
the shoemaker of that which he has just taken off the last, or the Pari-
sian barber in Sterne of the buckle of his wig. “Dip it in the ocean,”
said the perruquicr, “and it will stand!”  But we doubt the durability
of our projector’s patchwork. Will our converf to the great principle
of Utility work when he is from under Mr. Bentham’s &ye, because he
was forced to work when under it? Will ke keep sober, because he
has been kept from liquor so long?  Will he not return to loose com-
pany, because he has had the pleasure of sitting vis-d-v2s with a philoso-
pher of late 7 Willhe not steal, now that his hands arc untied ? Will he
not take the road, nov that itis frce tohim ?  Will he not call his bene-
factor all the names he can set his tongue to, the moment his back is
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turned?  All this is more than to be feared. The charm of criminal
life, like that of savage life, consists in liberty, in hardship, in danger,
and in the contempt of death, in one word, in extraordinary excitement ;
and he who has tasted of it, will no more return to regular habits of
life, than a man will take to water after drinking brandy, or than a wild
beast will give over hunting its prey. Miracles never ccase, to be
sure; but they are not to be had wholesale, or to order. Mr. Owen,
who is another of these proprictors and patentces of reform, has lately
got an American savage with him, whom he carries about in great
triumph and complacency as the antithesis to his New View of Society,
and as winding up his reasoning to what it mainly wanted, an epigram-
matic point, Does the bencvolent visionary of the Lanark Cotton-
mills really think this natural mqn will act as a foil to his artifictal man ?
Does he for a moment imagine, that his dddress to the higher and
middlc classc s, with all its advantages of fiction, makes any thing like so
interesting a rownance as Hunier’s Captacity amons the North dmerican
Ind'ans :  Ths de any thing to shew, in all the apparatus of New
Lanark and its desolate monotony, to cxcite the thrill of imagination
like the blankets made of wreaths of snow, under which the wild-wood
rovers bury themselves for weeks in winter 2 Or the skin of a leopard
which our Lardy adventurer slew, and which served him for great coat
and bedding ¢ Or the rattle-snake that he found by his side as a bed-
fellow ? Or his rolling himself into a ball to escape from him? Or
his suddeniy placing himself against a tree to avoid being trampled to
death by the herdeof'wild buffaloes, that came rushing on like the sound
of thunder 7 Or his account of the huge spiders that prey on bluc-
bottles and gilded flies in green pathless forests? Or of the great
Pacific Ocean, that the natives look upon as the gulf that parts time
from eternity, and that is to waft them to the spirits of their fathers ?
After all this, Mr. Hunter must find Mr. Owen and his parallelograms
trite and flat, and will take an opportunity to escape from them.

Mr. Bentham’s methdd of reasoning, though comprehensive and
exact, labours under the defect of most systems—it isstoo topical. 1t
includes every thing, but it includes every thing alike. It is rather
like an inventory than a valuation of different a*guments. Every
possible suggestion finds a place, so that the mind is distracted as
much as enlightened by this perplexing accuracy. The exceptions
seem as important as the rnle. By attending to the minute, we over-
look the great; and in summing up an account, it will not do mercly
to insist on the number of items without considering their amount.
Our author’s page presents a very nicely dove-tailed mosaic payement
of legal common-places. We slip ard slide over its even surface with-
out being arrested any where.  Or his view of the human mind resem-
bles a map, rather than a picture : the outline, the disposition is cor-
rect, but it wants colouring and relief. There is a technicality of
manner, which renders his writings of morc value to the profussional
inquirer than to the general reader.—Again, his style is unpopular,
not to say unintelligible. Ile writes a language of hisown that darkens
knowledge. His works have been translated into French—they ought
to be translated into English. Pcople wonder that Mr. Bentham has
not been prosecuted for the boldness and severity of some of his in-
vectives.  Lle might wrap up Eligh Treason in one of his inextrigable
periods, and it would never find its way into Westminster Hall, "He
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is a kind of Manuscript author—he writes a cypher-hand, which the
vulgar do not pry into. The construction of his sentences is a curious
framework with pegs and hooks to hang his thoughts upon for his own
use and guidance, but quite out of the reach of any body else. Itisa
barbarous philosophical jargon with all the repetitions, parentheses,
formalities, uncouth nomenclature and wverbiage of law-Latin; and
what makes it worse, it is not mere verbiage, but has a great deal qf
acutencss and meaning in it, which you would be glad to pick out if
you could. In short, Mr. Bentham writes as if he had but a single
sentence to express his whole view of a subject in, and as if, should
hie omit a single objection, circumstance, or step of the argument, it
would be lost to the world for ever, like an estate by a single flaw in
the title-deeds. This is overrating the importance of our own dis-
coveries, and mistaking the nature and object of language altogether,
Mr. Bentham has acquired this disability—it is not natural to him.
His admirable little work On Usury, published forty years ago, is
clear, easy, and spirited. But Mr. Bentham has shut himself up since
then “in nook monastic,” conversing only with followers of his own,
or with “men of Ind,” and has endeavoured to overlay his natural
humour, sensc, spirit, and style, with the dust and cobwebs of an ob-
scure solitude. T'he best of it is, he thinks his present mode of ex-
pressing himsclf perfect, and that, whatever may be objected to his law
or logic, no one can find the least fault with«the purity, simpiicity, and
perspicuity of his style.

Mr. Bentham, in private life, is an amiable and cxémplary character.
He is a little romantic or so; and has dissipated part of a handsome
fortune in practical speculations. He lends an car to plausible pro-
Jjectors, and if he cannot prove them to be wrong in their premiscs or
their conclusions, thinks himself bound in reuason to stake his money on
the venture. Strict logicians are lrcensed visionaries. Mr. Bentham
is half-brother to the late Mr. Speaker Abbott—Prok pudor! He was
educated at [iton, and still takes our npvices to task about a passage
in Homer, or ametre in Virgil. He was afterwards at the University,
and he has described the scruples of an ingenuous youthtul mind about
subscribing the articles, in a passage in his Church of Englandism,
which smacks of truth and honour both, and docs one good to read it
in an age when *“to be honest (or not to laugh at the very idea of
honesty) is to be one man picked out of ten thousand !”  Mr. Bentham
relicves his mind sometimes, after the futigue of study, by playing on a
noble organ, and has a relish for Hogarth's prints. = He turns wooden
utensils in a lathe for exercise, and fancies he can turn men in the
same manner. He has no greatefondness for poetry, and can hardly
extract a moral out of Shakspeare. His house is warmed and lighted
with steam. He is one of those who prefer the artificial to the natural
in most things, and think the mind of man omnipotent. He has a
great contempt for out-of-door prospects, for green ffélds and trees,
and is for referring every thing to Utility. There is a little narrowness
in this, for if all the sources of satisfaction are taken away, what is to
become of Utility itself? It is indecd the great fault of this able and
extraordinary man, that he has concentrated his faculties and feel-
ings too entirely on onc subject and pursuit, and has not *looked
enough abroad mte universality.”



(77)

CABTLE BUILDERS.

It is well for man that his mental amusements are frequently cal-
culated for restoring his intellectual faculties when they are wearied
with exertion ; and not a little singular that this renovation should be
sometimes eflected by the cxercise of those functions which have been
most recently in use. The mind, perhaps, never really tires; it is only
the corporeal organs, through which impressions are received, that
suffer fatigue, and require intervals of rest. Suppose we are exhausted
ever so much by thinking on an abstruse subject for a long time toge-
ther: let us lay it by and commence building castles in the air, we at
once forget our exhaustion, lucid forms come before us, a fairy region
opens to our view glittering with unrivalled splendours, bright suns
scatter with their golden rays the lassitude that oppressed us, we make
for ourselves a little heaven and enjoy its glories,—all nature and art,
the worlds or truth and fiction, lay their wealth before us, and the
mind rccovers itself in the enjoyment of its own air-woven paradise,
and finds rclaxation from what appears to be almost the cause of its
suffering. Tam fond of castle-building ; and who is not? It is delight-
ful to lay ene’s head on the pillow at night, and rear these airy edi-
fices, which, though Himsy fabrics, it must be granted, amuse and restore
the mind at the time we are at work upon them. Those who cannot
thus indnlge, may be very safely put down for dull unimaginative
beings, having no buoyancy, mere ponderous clods—¢ leaden souls that
love the sround.”, The castle-builder’s is a region

-of calm and serene air
Above the smohe and stir of this dim spot
Which men call earth.
He may visit the “ sphery chime,” command time, and subdue space.
Hec may surmount physical impossjbility, and with inexhaustible ardour
follow bis object over every impediment. Neither dungeons nor bars,
situation nor climate, can rob him of his recréation.—Castle-building,
to be bricf, is an enjoyment Ibss liable to be disturbed by external ap-
pliances than any other. It is essentially a thing of mind, an intel-
lectual banquet.  On retiring to rest when sleep fliss"from us, during a
morning walk, or in an after-dinner chair, it is delightful to give place
to this beguiler of mental ennui. The subject will necessarily always
prove an agrceable one.  Last night, after, a scries of complicated ope-
rations, and begging a question or two, I cut an exccllent canal, from
the Nicaragua lake into the Pacific dcean, communicating with the gulph
of Nicoya. I calculated all probable obstacles, and soon overcame them,
I entered into a treaty with the local government. I took levels, built
my locks, and finally, in an hour or twd, rendered the navigation a
mattct of snall difficulty for vessels of six or seven hundred tons. 1
drew for money to carry on my work upon the sums allotted and ex-
pended for Northern expeditions, which [ again collected into masses
for my purpose, and found that I was possessed of ample funds; that
Captain Parry necd labour no more among the Polar ice, that our
merchants might ship goods to Panama via the gulph of Florida, and
receive their returns in little more than the short space of time required
for a Jamaica voyage, and that the East India Company might trade
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to China, and import teas and mandarins by the route of Cape Blanco.
I had at last the satisfaction of sceing a British squadron, consisting of
three-deckers, pass through my canal into the Pacific.

It is not o weck ago since I purchased Fonthill, and having turned
Farquhar and Phillips, and the buycrs and jobbers, out of the temple,
I completed the edifice on its original model. Here, within a day’s
journey of the metropolis, and with a property in nubibus not equal to
what some of our rich ones possess, I determined to fix my carthly rest,
and to labour for posterity. A gallery, as long as any conducting to
the halls of Eblis, I devoted to sculpture, and to cxact modecls of
the antique. I visited Rome to obtain the casts of ancient works, and
thosc of Michel Angelo and Canova.  Another gallery I filled with a
noble collection o paintings as numerous as select.  Every thing was
severely and tastefully arranged, and 1 sufered no gewgaws and toys
of wurtu to cnter my apartments.  No Chinese nor Kamskatchan sa-
loons made even the day-light hideous, but a severe simplicity go-
verned every thing.  The great hall ¥ fitted up as a library to contain
books of every nation, tongue, and people.  The tower was iny obscr-
vatory, and | constructed a great telescope, to which Herschel's at
Slough might serve as an cye-glass., [ established a sclool for a
hundred boys, taking good carc to provide that the master should not
have it in lis power to subvert the founder’s intention, and add to his
profits by reducing his scholars to some half-a-dozen, a thing not un-
common in siuular institutions—thanks to Mr. Brongham for the dis-
closure. I then made my will, and devised the whole to the Nation as
a great seminary for public instruction without distineétion of’ creed. 1
crew up a code of laws for its government, and provided that the stu-
dents should learn somcthing more than to be tolerable classies and
mathematicians—something adapted to fit them for the active pur-
poses of life, according o their respective prospects.  In short, not to
be tedious, I regulated my university agrecably to the state of modcrn
discoveries and the presgnt enlightened era, and rejected what smacked
" monkish tiincs, past superstitions, and all that in the present day is
worse than usclgss. But I must not waste time in enumerating the
Lingdoms set free from despotism—public works constructed —tri-
umphs of art achi¢ved, and labours for the gencral benefit without
nwmber, which I have thus brought to perfection.

Sut 1 shall be told, perhaps, that all castle-building is “blear illu-
sion,” and that though every instance of it may not be followed by the
consequences which overtook the unlucky castle-builder Alnaschar,
the glass-seller, in the Arabian Nights, it is equally empty and unsub-
stantial.  But I contend that it is better to build castles than not to
employ*the mind at all—thag to lie down like the boor and steep both
body and soul in oblivion, or to sit in one’s after-dinner chair 3 very
corpse with respect to intellectual action.  The first hint thus casually
afforded to the mind has been sometimes brought within the limits of
possibility, shaped and fashioned for practical use, and ultimately
proved of important service to society. Castle-building differs essen-
tially from what students call  thinking ;” in the latter case the niind is
cmployed in one particalar way upon a given subject with the greatest
degree of intensity.  No play is allowed to the imagination ; but the
mental fibre, if' 1 may so express myself, the vibrations of which bhe-
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long to that one subject, becomes overstretehed and overworked, and
i5 injured by being kept a long tiwe acting in,the same direction. Cas-
tle-building, on the contrary, adapts itself ro all the different functions
of the mind, and to those in a peculiar manner which are agrecable to
us at the moment. It may thus be styled a sort of spiritual game, in-
vigorating while it affords deliglt, and enabling us to return with fresh
cnergy to close study. There is something highly agrecable in the
(uiesceince we experience when we are rearing these shadowy cdifices :
fancy lhas full play, and we invent the most graceful images—our
thoughts reflect * colours dipt in heaven"—an interval of that happi-
ness is felt, which consists in an absence from every disagreeable sen-
sation and the enjoyment of a dclightful illusion. Thus in the midst
of the turmoil of life, in the very jaws of care and sorrow, we snatch
a momentary respite from the troubles that environ us. "Our enjoyment
is not like dreaming, deflective in its essentials, the judgment at one
time being asleep with the body, and at another time the memory, so
that the images which appear hefore us are incongruous and defective.
The castle-bwilder is awake in the full plentitude of his mnental func-
tions 5 he may ride, or walk, or sit, or lie, and enjoy his amuscment.

But 1t 1s obvious that the architecture of the edifices so constracted
will partake of the leading chaicter of the individual that plans them,
and be coloured with the hue of the habits and manners to which he
has been accustomed.  What an infinite variety of these schemes muast
be cternally at, work, and how amusing a couple of hundred close-
printed folios would be, descriptive of the better part of them, espe-
cially of those thaieare begotten by genius, and that

¢ Float in light visions round the poet’s head.”

Different nations also have their characteristics, agrecably to the pecu-
liar impressions of each. The East is the centre of magnificent sensual
castle-buildine, if we may judge from the fictions of the people. Tn-
cited by opium, the disciple of Mhihomet sits stately and speechless
upon his rich carpets for,hours together, building palaces of topazes
and emeralds, stocking his haneins with the beauties of Pdradise, and
guarding them with the most faithful cunuchs of Africa; now lulled to
repose by soft music in the midst of the luscious dopcees of the most
beautiful Circassian slaves ; quaffing rich wine for sherbet, slyly, out of
ruby cups, in spite of the commands of the Koran ; inflicting the basti-
nado even upon grand vizirs: cutting off the heads of Christian dogs H
impaling Israelites; exploring enchanted islands, and supping with
Mahomet and Cajira in the third heavens, At a less magnificent extreme
of castle-building, but equally delightful to the architeet, is the sober
London citizen. His harem contains but one plump carneous fair-
one, the emblem of plethoric vacuity,*in whose presence he rears his
morc hymble edifice over a pipe and brown-stout after a calorific sup-
per.  The fabric which his less excursive and more humble fancy
crects, will be limited by the possession of a brick-house of two or
three stories in the City-road, or in the purlieus of Hackney, a onc-
horse chaise, a hot joint every day, with added pudding to * solemnize
the lord’s,” in a state of retirement fromhis shop in Cripplegate. His ut-
most stretch of mind never grasps a coach-and-four, nor does his notion
of space extend muchtbeyond Finchley in one direction, and Norwood
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in another; a steam-boat line to Margate, perhaps, excepted. Beyond
this, the world, save through the speculum of a newspaper, is a ferra
tncognita, and never enters into his fancies. Yet while contemplating
the Ultima Thuleof his desires, he is equally satistied with the turban’d
Musulman in the pomp of his paradisaical meditations. How infinite
the variety betwcen the before-mentioned extrcmes —the merchant
gazing on his visionary plums, and aping the nobility at the West-end ;
the parson contemplating accumulated tithes, pluralities, mitres, and
translations ; lawyers dazzling themselves with the glitter of gold
gathered from litigations, bankruptcies, and felonies, amid a harvest of
human misery ; statesmen enjoying premierships with submissive par-
liaments and easy sovereigns; painters with cartoons out-Raphaelling
Raphael, and jmagining themselves without rivals ; booksellers, each
with an army 6f Scotch novelists ; courtiers with toy-shops, ribbons,
and baubles; princes with newly usurped powers and uncontrolled
authority ; and authors with literary leisure and literary glory.

Certain great geniuses have been notorious for castle-building. Fon-
tenclle, the centenarian, was so accustomed to indulge in erecting
these airy fabrics, that he may be said, fairly enough, to have lived as
much out of the world asin it, and by this means there can be no donbt
he prolonged his life.  His perfect indifference to all those matters that
commonly raisc a great interest among mankind in general, .uade his,
temper even and placid, and his love of castle-building contributed to
his long good health. Deaths, marriages, carthquakesy murders, cala-
mities of all kinds, scarcely affected him at all. He built castles by
day and by night, in socicty and out of it. Hi§ body was a machine
with a moving power, and went through its actions mechanically, but
his mind was gencrally in some region far remotc from the situation it
occupied. He got at one time among the stars, found them peopled,
and began to study the laws, manners, and dispositions of the inhabi-
tants of worlds many million times farther from the carth than thrice
to * th’ utmost pole.” , Going one day to Versailles carly in the morn-
ing, to pay 1 visit to the court, he was observed to step under a tree,
against which he placed his back, and beginning to castlg-build, he was
found pursuing his architectural labours in the evening upon the self-
same spot. Kingds, courtiers, and such “small gear,” were unable to
abstract him from following his favourite amusement, when the tempta-
tion of enjoying it was strong. Perhaps Fontenclle and Newton may
illustrate the difference betveen the profound thinking of the scholar,
and the amusement of which we are treating. Newton directed all his
faculties into one focus upon & single object, procecding by line and
rule to develope the mystery which it was his dcesire to unravel. No
play Wwas allowed to the fancy, nor operation to more than one facul-
ty of the soul at once; it is this which is so wearying to the frame,
that gives pallor to the student’s complexion, and frequently abridges
life. ~Your castle-builder, on the contrary, may be a ruddy, florid,
healthy personage. Hec quaffs an clivir vite ; his abstractions arising
only from a pleasurable pursuit in following his wayward fancies, and
not from painful attention to a single subject. Sancho Panza was
something of a castle-builder, jolly-looking as he was. 1 mention him
merely to show its cffect on the person. When he appeared asleep,
and his master demanded what he was doing, he seplied I govern,”
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being at that very jnstant busy in regulating the internal affairs of the
island of Barrataria, of which the worthy Don had promised him the
government when he had conquercd it himself. Don Quixote, on the
other hand, was not a castle-builder of the higher class. He called in
the strength of his arm to aid his delusions, believing to be matter of
fact those airy nothings which the true castle-builder regards as recre-
ative illusions, and which cease to be harmless, if he attempt to realize
them. The Knight of Cervantes took shadows for substances, and this
leads me to denominate the style of castle-building which I contend is
so agrecable, refreshing, and innoxious—the Poetic, in contradistinc-
tion to what may be called the Prose order. The last species is a de-
lusion respecting something, the attainment of which ig possible, though
itis extremely difficult and improbable. In furtherﬁe of the actual
realization of our schemes, wetlay under contribution every moral and
physical aid. Pyrrhus King of Epirus was an adept in this kind of
castle building, as his conversytion with Cincas proves. When we
bave taken Italy, what do you design next? said Cineas; Pyrrhus
answered, to go and conquer Sicily. And what next ?— then Libya
and Carthage. And what next?—why then to try and reconquer
Macedon, when, his legitimateship said, they might sit down, eat, drink,
and be merry, for the rest of their days. Cineas drily advised the
king to do that which was alone ceitainly in his power—the last thing
first. In like manner, a German author has recently constructcd a
casile: he hds undertaken a work, which for bulk and labour will leave
Lopez de Vega and,Voltaire sadly in the lureh. It is to include the
history, lcgislation, manners and customs, literature, state of arts,
and language of cvery nation in the world from the beginning of time ;
and this, which he proposes to complete himself, will occupy Lim la-
boriously for half-a-century, and carry his own age several years heyond
the hundred. The French are clever at this style of castle-building :
they plan adwirably well, commedce their labours with enthusiasm, but
leave off in the middle, of them. Canals, harbours, triumphal arches,
constitutions, and Utopian plans of polity. abundantly attdst this. Who
but a Frenchman would have written to Fraoklin, off¢ring, with a pre-
liminary apology for his condescension, to be King.of Ameiica, and
actually expect pecuniary remuncration for humbling himself' to such
a purposc! Poor Falstaffwas one of this latter class of cas‘tlf*-_l)mlders,
though it must be confessed he had something of a foundation upon
which to ercct his edifice, when he hedrd the Prince of Wales was
king and cxclaimed, “ Away, Bardolph, saddle my horse—Master
Robert Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land, ’tis thine—
Pistol, I will double charge thee with dignities.” So are lovers who
cherish cxtravagant hopes and infgine their mistresses to be some-
thing, between a very woman and an angel—like fish, neither flesh nor
fowl. The supporters of a balance of power in Europe, for which
Englaud has entailed on herself and upon her posterity such an enor-
mous debt, is like Falstaff’s interest with the new king, .:mfl, together
with the payment of the said debt, a piece of castle-building worthy
of King Pyrrhus.

But poetical castle-building alone is a pleasant and harmless amuse-
ment of the faney; which we must lay by when we pursue our every-
day avocations, without suffering it to interfere with the realities of
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existence, It is the mixing these up with its air-built pleasures that
produces mischievous effects. An example of this may be found in
the worthy country divine, who, having preached a score or two of
orthodox sermons, thought therefore, in the simplicity of his heart,
that he had some claim for patronage upon all good statute Christians,
whom he determined to edify by publishing his labours for their benetit.
He little guessed, greenhorn that he was, the real hold of religion
upon his supposed patrons, and the true state of the market in re-
spect to such commoditics. His guilelessness of soul made him suppose
that where there was a church-establishment, there must necessarily be
among its numcrous members a high value for religious discourses
such as his were—an crror he fell into for want of knowledge of the
world. He caleulated every thing, not forgetting the expenses or
the profits of his undertaking; and that he might keep within the
bounds of modesty, and show nothing like self-presumption in respecet
to the worth of his Jucubrations, he determined to limit the impression
of his volume to one copy for every parish. lle printed, therefore,
fearlessly, cleven thousand copies.  The sequel may be gathered by
enquiring about the affur in the Row.
“The wisest schemes of mice and men
Gang aft awry,”

says Burns. In these malters, therefore, castle-building must give
place to dry evidence and the matter-of fact ‘testimony of the senses.
Those who act otherwise in these affairs waste their years in running
round a circle, and find themscelves in the end at the point from which
they sct out.  Among thesc materializers of the airy nothings of the
mind, are the perpetual-motion-hunters, who astound socicty with
their discoveries, and are at last obliged to creep off, as the sporting
people say, * like dogs with their tails between their legs.”  The cre-
dulous experimenters after the discovéry of the philosopher’s stone ; of
an universal remedy, the elixir of life, by which man is to defy sick-
ness and defef death for a thousand yeans; the gambler's martingale
for subduing chaice; and the navigators to the moon—afford examples
enough of the folly,of endeavouring to realize the fantasies of imagi-
nation, and of trying to build with sunbeams and prismatic colours the
coarse and pondcrous edifices of man’s ereetions.

These objections, however, do not affect castle-building of the right
kind : the cnjoyer of which truly believes his visions too subtle for
the common world, from which he must withdraw himseclf to see
them. He sets out with the perfect consciousness that the feast of
which ke is going to partake, belongs not to tangible existence, that it
consists of cthereal aliment leid ofit in the universe of spirit, and that
consequently it is an intelleccual entertainment upen * ambrosial food,”
which, while he tastes, must receive from him no alloy of corporeal sub-
stances. He knows that this pleasure is an illusion, like all others,
even thosc that consist of better things; but he, nevertheless, derives a
temporary satisfaction from it. Pleasant to him is the short interval
of rest in hi> armed-chair after dinner, for, when the foolish world
thinks him taking his nod, he is in an elysinm—pleasant are his silent
devotions to Raleigh's soothing weed, to the solace of his segar or
hookah—pleasant is the still honr of night when sleep is deferred a
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little only to be the sounder when it comes, and the unslumbering
faney revels in unwearied luxury and rears the noblest edifices in ber
matterless region-—pleasant, in short, is castle-building whenever the
mind wants renovation, or amusement of its own peculiar character,
and can so employ itself without a waste of time or attention from
more important objects.

Y.L

THE LAST LOOK OF GRANADA.

0! the eveuing sun goes sweetly down
On the old Alhambra walls ‘

At the close of day, when the sunbeams stray
Through the lone and silent halls :

When the shifting gleams of the parting beams
Come softly trembling in,

Through the branching boughs that the myrile throws,
On the marble Aloor wrhn.

Where the gilded arches bow'd their heads—
The stars are sparkling through ;

The colonnade, where the fountam play'd,
Night freshens with its dew ;— ’

I sce the slow-paced beadsman go
Where The daneat’s footsteps flew ;

1 hear the knell of the vesper bell

® Where the lordly trumpet blew.

And the stream has spread from its dusty bed,
Aund the founi is waveless there—

And the weeds are rank, where the roses diank
The balmy evenmg air:

The scrolls that tokl of the deeds of old
Are vaiceless on the wall,

For a hind unseen hath manded them !
In a green dhd wossy pall. .

But a mournful heautraits above o
That grecuness of decay—

Bright names will shine, though the fane decline,
Aud the kingdom pass away;

And the orange-blossom bregthes as sweet
When the sultry day is done,

And the dews of might as softly hght
Ou the Garden of the Sun.*

O! well ay the Mogrish maiden weep—
And the Ioslem’s%omlh burn,

As he bows the knee, when he prays to see
Boabdel’s reign return ;

As he dreams of the days, when the torch’s blaze
O'er the mazy Zambra shone—

Thiough these dim halls, where the footstep falls
With a wild unearthly toue.

* El Generalife.

a ?
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*T'was a fearful hour that saw the power
Of the Moslem rent away—

fad shapes were diiven o’er the darken’d heaven
Through the long and weary day.—

The biceze’s breath was still as death,
Yet sounds came wandering by,

Like the moan that woods and waters make
When winds are in the sky.

The erescent there shone highin air
When the sun of morning broke—

At the cvening hour, from Comares tower
Fernando’s trumpet spohe:

Our king comes in, with the music’s din
Aud the victor’s proud array ;

And one must part, with a heavy heart,
From the city of his sway.

ILe look’d not round—he spake no sonnd—
e stoop’d not from his pride,

"L'ill his step he stay’d, where the pines o’ershade
The lonely Daro side ;

Then he turn’d hum back, on his exiled track
He turn’d him once again,

And his eyes they took their last fond look
Of the z’amdi:c of Spain.

They wander’d down, where tower and town ¢
In the yellow moonbeam lay

Nevada’s height look’d out m light
Aund the white-wall’d Santa Fe

Tt slept upon the Vega field—
It sparkled on the nll ;—

The stars of night lay calm and bright
In the silver-waved Genil.

1

But the Christian hymn, from the city dim,
Camie loud upon flia ear— ‘

He heard the shout of the rabble rout
"And Lt could not bear to hear.

Ha turn’d aside, for he felt the tide
O1t tears begin to flow;

But the drops came fast, and he weptat last
In the bitterness of woe.

“ Farewell! ye'towers, and streams and bowers,
A last farewell,” he said :—
Outspake his queenly mother then
As sheraised her stately head :
“’Tis well thy part—the coward heart
Should e¢nd .15 it began,
And he may weep, that could not kt::p
His kingdom like a man.”

G. M.
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—** See the minutes how they run
How many make the hour full complete,
How many hours bring about the day,
How mauy days will finish up the ycar,
Low many ycars a mortal man may live."—SHAKSPEARE.

Eienrien hundred and twenty-three years have elapsed since the
Infant of Bethlechem changed the history of the Universe. 1f we cast
our eycs backward along the stream of time, from the present moment
to that eventful @ra, what a strange succession of human revolutions
crowds upon our vision! The Roman Empire———My dear Sir, ex-
claims the reader, Gibbon's Decline and Fall occupies of itself twelve
goodly volumes, and if you purpose lcading us through all the inter-
mediate time, even in the briefest summary, we may come to the end
of our days hefore you will have completed your centuries.  Your ex-
ordium is too solemn and grandiloquent : what is antiquity to us, or
we to it? T'ime in the wholesale is rather too bulky a commodity for
cither a writer or reader of periodicals ; but if you have any little re-
tail article referring to that portion of it with which we have both been
conversant, and which therefore comes home to our business and
bosoms —any cpitapls, for instance, upon the year which has just ex-

ircd, we will prowise you, provided it be not too much in the lapidary
style, (as Dr. Johnson terins it,) to honour it with a resolute attempt
at perusal.—Céntributors to magazines are like actors—* they who
live to please must please to live,” and therefore, most conditional
reader, (for I darc not assume thy retention of that title, if I do not
tickle the sides of thine understanding,) I promise to limit our exeur-
sion to the three hundred and siaty-five days which our common
hobby-horse the Earth has cmployed in performing his last gallop
around the sun. .

A forcigner of dis’tinctio,n once ashed a British mgmber of Par-
liament what had passed in the last scssion ;—“Jive months and
fourtcen days” was the reply ; and if many of us were ashed what we
had accomplished in the last year, we might be rediced to the necessity
of stating, that we had not only become twelve months older ; but that,
exclusive of our little terrestrial excursions from London to our country
houscs and back, we bad been travelling round the sun at the ratc of
fifty-cight thousand miles every hour, and, in the rotatory motion of
the carth upon its own axis, had completed an additional five hundred
and cighty milcs in every similar space of time.  So far we have esta-
blished our claim to be consideredaas a part of the sublime stheme of
cregtion ; but as to any thing that we have performed worthy of an in-
telligent being, moving in such a magnificent pageant, and obviously
framed for the most noble destinies, it is to be feared that very few
have reason to be proud of their exploits. Hundreds of thonsands are
at this moment making up the accounts of the last year, with a refe-
rence to their profit and loss, but how many dream of a mental debtor
and creditor statement to ascertain the gains or dcteriorations Vylllch‘
they have experienced in the affections of the heart, or the faculties of
the head ? or how many calculate their chances in that eternity to which
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they are three hundred and sixty-five days nearer than they were at the
outset of last year ?

Methifs I hear the jingling of sovereigns in the breeclnes pocket of
some warm, portly, and purse-proud reader of Clapham Common &r
Stamford Ilill, as with a complacent chuckle he mutters to himself—
1 laid by four thousand six hundred pounds last year"—which he
dcems a full and triumphant answer to all such impertinent interrogato-
ries. Among a nation of gold-worshipers like the English, bowers of
the knee to Mammon, adorers of the glittering deity which Jeroboam
set up in Dan and Bethel, I can understand the origin, though I do not
recognize the validity of this plea.  Nay, it is not difficult to compre-
hend the gratifications of the professed miser. Nothing is so ridicu-
lous as to pronounce such a man, because his enjoyments differ from
our own, to be miserable, in that acceptation of the word which implies
unhappiness. His mode of life being his own free election, is a proof
of its being the best adapted to his own peculiar notions of pleasure,
for no man voluntarily prefers wretchedness.  Avarice has been desig-
nated the vice of old age; may it not sometimes be its consolation
also? When the senses have failed, when the affections are dried wvp,
when there is no longer any intellectial interest in the world and its
aflairs, is it not natuizl, that Like drowning men, we should grapple at
straws ; that we should clutch whatever will still furnish us an excite-
ment, and attach us to that busy scene from which we should other-
wise sink down into the bhenumbing torpor of ennui, snperannuation,
and fatuity 7 A miser has always an interest in existente : he proposes
to himself a certain object, and day by day has the consolation of re-
flecting that he has made new progicss towards its attainment.  An
old man was lately hving in the city, and perhaps still vegetates, who
declared that Le wished for protracted yems, becanse it had always
been the parmmnount ambition of hi- soul to wariant this inscription
upon his tomb-stonc- -+ Tlere lies John White, who died worth four
hundred thousgmd consols.”  Ignoble, sogdid, base as this ambition
was, it cheercd him on in the Joneliness and deerepitude of his eightieth
vear, and is, perhaps, still ministering a stimulant to the activity of his
narrow mind. Nor 1s it a trifling advantage to such men, who being
generally worth nothing but money, would, if left to their intrinsic
claims, be abandoned to solitude and contempt, that their reputation
for wealth procures them fricnils, flatterers, associates, who watch over
them with more than the tenderness of consanguinity, condole with
their sufferings, sympathise with thein in their successes, submit to
their cap‘rices, humour their foibles, and pamper them with presents.
Call them, ifyou will, parasites pluaderers, legacy-hunters : still their
good offices are not the less acceptable. If the object of their ma-
neeuvres see through their motives, it is a grateful homage to his
wealth, an admission of his superiority, a sacrifice to the deity whom he
himself adores. If he do not, he affords one more proof, that the great
happiness of life consists in being pleasantly deceived. Alas! there
are many besides the miser, who would wring their own hearts, if the
window of Momus enabled them to discover that of their friends.

But while the money-spinner is endcavouring to sweeten the dregs
of lifc, he is unconsciously embittering death. Unable to take his coin
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. with him, not even the obolus for Charon, he is only hoarding up a
property of which hec is to be robbed ; for whether he is to be taken
from his wealth, or his wealth from him, the result is equaliw torment-
ing. Post-obits and reversions, however he may have gaifitd by them
after the death of others, will bring him in nothing after his own; so
that he will have the mortification of reflecting, that he has been accu-
mulating money, and eking out his life, only to aggravate the pangs
of parting from both. Submitting this * trim reckoning” to the con-
sideration of the aforesaid citizen of Clapham Common or Stamford
Hill, I would suggest that his four thousand six hundred pounds may
not be so all-suflicing an evidence of the beneficial employment of last
year, as the jingling of the sovercigns in Lis pocket may have led him
to conclude. .

And your Ladyship 7—may I enter upon record that you are well
satisficd with the employment of the eight or nine thousand hours of
the last year !—* 1 have at lest passed them, sir, in a manner perfectly
becoming my rank and station. I have been at cvery fashionable
party of any notoricty ; my own routs have becen brilliantly attended ;
my pearls have been all new sct by Rundell and Bridge; my Opera-
box has been exchunged for onc in a better situation ; it is universally
admitted that 1 dress more tastefully, as well as expensively, than Lady
Georgiana Goggle ; | have beeome so far perfeet in Ecarfe, that though
I play mose, 1 lose less, and adverting to this unquestionable proof of
improvement, it caunot be said that 1 have altogether lost my time."—
Certainly notemadan, you have only thrown it away. [ acquit you of
its oceasional and accidental, in order to convict you of its constant and
premeditated misapplication,

Be not alarmed, young lady: it is unncessary to subject you to the
same mterrogatory, for those downcast cyes and that half-suppressed
sigh sufticiently 1cveal that yeu are but ill satisfied with the appro-
priation of your time during the past yeur, It is the misfortune, and
not the fault of our’youthlul fomales, that “the artificjal and perverted
modes of socicty, as it 1s constituted in England, ,condenn _them to a
perpetual struggle with all the aspirations of nuture ;—that they are
sentcneed to a round of hiear tless dissipation, to be’ paraded and trotted
up and down tlie matrimonial Smuthfield, in the hope of striking the
fancy of some booby or bruatal lord and master; and that a failure in
this great object of their existence, pitiable as it ig, cmbitters the ter-
mination of every year with corroding anticipations of waning beauty,
and all that silent fretting of the spirit, which gnaws the heart inwardly
while it suppresses every external manifestation.  Few objects arc more
distressing than to contemplate oye of these garlanded vicums, gradually
withering like a rose upon its stalk, shedding the leaves of her beauty
ofie by one, and at last falling to the earth in premature decay, or pre-
serving a drooping cxistence with all her charms and brightness fading
utterly away.  These are the bloowing virgins yearly sacrificed to the
Minotaur of Luxury, which, prohibiting all marriages in a certain class
of life, that are not sanctioned by wealth, debases one svx-by driving
it to licentiousuess, and dooms the other to become a pining prey to
unrequited affections and disappointed hopes. )

Never have 1 been wmore paintully awakened than when in the dead
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silence of midnight, I have been startled by a peal of ** triple bob-majors,”
which, in performing their foolish cerecmony of ringing out the old
year, se:ﬁorth their inappropriate echoes into the universal darkness,
and scare¥he reposc of natnre with their obstreperous mirth. It is an
unballowed and irreverent mode of solemnising the twelvemonth’s
death. It is as if at the funcral of a deceased parent a rejoicing chime
should suddenly burst like a peal of laughter from the belfry, instead of
the sad—slow—deep toll of the single passing bell.  These iron tongues
should not be allowed to shout out their indecent merriment at a consum-
mation fraught withso many inscrutable mysteries and appalling asso-
ciations. What! are we cannibals so to rejoice that a portion of our best
friends has been actually eaten up by the omnivorous maw of time ?
Are we saints and of the elect so fully prepared for the blow of death that
we can carol at being brought three hundred and sixty-five days nearer
to the edge of his scythe ?—Perhaps it may be urged, that these noisy
vibrations are rather meant to salute thespresent than the past year, to
celcbrate a birth, not a death, to welcome the coming rather than to
specd the parting guest: and that upon the accession of a new year,
as of a new king, their brazen and courticr-like loyalty finds morc de-
light in the glory which is rising and full of promise, than in that
which has just set and can bestow no more.  The ancients divided their
annual homage with a less obscquious sclfishness,  Janus, who stood
between the two years, gave his name indeed to the first enonth, but
he was provided with a double face, that by gazing as steadfastly upon
past as future time he might inculcate upon his worshipers the wis-
dom of being retrospegtive as well as provident. But Janus was an
ancient and a god; had he been a modern and a man, he would have
known better ! :
However it may have been partially misapplicd and wasted, the last
year may still, perhaps, have materially advanced the sum of human hap-
piness, and as it is impossible to solve this point by an examination of
individual evidence, we will decide it by a show of hands. All you
who are as muck or more discontented with' your present lot, than you
were twelve months ago, please to hold up your hand.—Heavens ! what
an atmosphere of pulws, gentle and simple, fair and furrowed, cosme-
ticised and unwashed ; what a forest of digits, some sparkling with
diamonds, some unadorned, and a whole multitude cinctured with the
wedding-ring!—You, on the contrary, who fcel yourselves happier
than you were—hold up your hands. Alack! what'a pitiful minority !
A few youths who left school at the Jast Christmas holidays, and an
equal number of girls who, having dismissed their governesses, are to
come out this scason.  Young and sanguine dupes, enjoy your hap-
piness while ye may : T am not serpent enough to whisper a syllable
in your ear that might accelerate the loss of your too flecting paradise!
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ON THE DEATH OF RIEGO.

Tuey bore him forth to mect his end,
The hero of his time,—

The name that Freedom’s holy breath
Hallows in every clime.

Pricsts, and inquisitors, and kings,
Exulting saw him die,

Like demons glutted with their joy
At damning misery.

They drugg’d the bowl with coward art
Aund treachery refined,

Lest he should tell them from the tree
The triumphs‘ of his mind.

And yet it booted not that he
With dying prophecy

Should warn the recreants of the doow
Vengeance is bringing nigh.

That doom is on the rolls of Fate,
*Tis register’d and seal’d,

And like th’ Assyrian pestilence
Shoul® blast them unanneal’d.

&l'he sced is sown by Freedom’s hand,
[ts growth is sure though slow,
Its harvest of arm’d men shall work
For the destroyer's woe.

Then life’s last agonies no more
Shall glut a tyrant’s hate,
Nor ignorance cowl’d, nor perjury crown’d
Curse Spain’s unhappy state.
ot N
Then from some mighty intellect L
The banded kings shall ly,
Great as Napoleon’s, with a heart o °
More just to hberty.

O deem not that the patriot’s blood
Is ever vainly shed, -

It cries to Heaven—it cries to Earth—
>Tis heard among the dead.

The lightning bears it on its wing,
*1'is scen upon the cloqd,

It calls amid the ocean’s roar,
And from the tempest loud.

It bids upbraiding from the dust
Indignant nations rise,

sShake off their chains, and dare assert
Man’s nobler destinies !
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PRIVATE CORRESPONDENCE OF COWPER,*

Prruars no poet of modern times excites a more perfect sympathy
in the reader than Cowper—there is no one with whom we cherish,
and desire to cherish, so purely personal a feeling. But this feeling,
though created and called forth by means of his writings, does not
point at them, or even secm to have any necessary connexion with or
dependence upon them. It is not with Ais writugs that we sympathise ;
so far from it, there are nany portions of these which we peruse with
pain, and turn away from not without indignation. And the parts
which we do admire, and which unquestionably include a large pro-
portion of the whole, do not lay hold of our affcctions, or fix them-
selves upon our memory, as those of many other pocts do.  We do not
dwell and harp upon them, and repeat them to ourselves, and quote
them to others, and dream of them, and recur to them in the midst of
other things, without being able to’ avoid it. He has no passages
that haunt us like a strain of music, and w2/l not be got rid of. We
are able to lay his poetry down, and take it up again, just as we
please—to put it'on and off, like a garment. But it is not so with our
abstract notion of the men.  1In hon, and in all that seems to concern
him, we feel a personal interest : and after a time we vead his writings,
not so much for their own sake, as for his, and because we desire to
know all his feciings, and the causes and oonsequences®o! them ; we
read them as a means, not as an end -~as a means of reading Aim.

This was strikingly the case even before the publichtion of Ilayley's
Life of the poet.  Dut when that took place, the teelings of personal
regard which liad before been called forth by Cowper's por try, became
encicased to a pitch of almost paintul mterest by means of the letters
which his biographer, with a kind of unconscious judgment and good
taste, substituted in the place of any other detail of the writer's hie :
for “ Hayley's Life of Gewper” is Iuchily to be found no wheie but in
the title-pagq of his volumes— the poct being permitted to tell his own
story, so far as it suited the views of his friend to let that story ap-
pear.  The letters to which we now refer, were, almost immediately
on their uppcarm‘lc?", allowed to take their station beside the most dis-
tinguished productions of any time or comntry, in the class to which
they belong.  And they in fuct deserve that station 5 a very great pro-
portion of them being moddals of the epistolary style. in point of case,
grace, and unaffected simplicity ; and being, moreover, the pure effu-
sions of as gentle and tender a heart as cver beat within a human
bosom. But Cowper’s letters, as they appeared in the publication
alluded to, were caleulated to engender other feelings than those of ad-
miration towards themselves, ‘and affectionate regard towards the writer
of them. Previously to this time, certain parts of his poetry, which
nced not now bLe particularly referred to, had raised suspicions that
something was at work in the writer’s mind which ought not to have
been there.  There was occasionally a tone of feeling, and a turn of

* Private Correspondence of William Cowper, Esq. whth several of his most in-
timate Friends. Now first published from the Originals in the possession of his
kinsmangJohn Johnson, LL.D.rector of Yaxham with Wclborne, in Norfolk.
2 vols, Bvo.
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expression, which seemed to indicate, weither that the writer’s views on
the subjects which he tréated were unsettled and utterly at variance
among themselves, or (what it was scarcelypossible to believe) that they
were not put forth to the world with that thorough good faith, without
which one of their chief charms would have been wanting. Now, the
“letters published by Hayley in 1806 were pretty generally supposed to
have explained this apparent inconsistency. They discovered to us, in
the poet of The Task, a being with natural qualities and dispositions,
both of mind and body, calculated to render him blest in himself, and
a delight and blessing to all around him——with an eye prone to discover
all natural and moral beauty whercver it existed—a heart ever open
to receive that beauty, and to leap with joy at the acquisition of it—
and a mind gifted with the almost magical power of multiplying that
beauty, and spreading it abroad upon all other minds and hearts within
its reach. But in discovering to us these natural qualities and dispo-
sitions, they also discovered that, from some source or other, a fatal
taint had found its way among them--a plague spot was every now
and then visible, which, if it did not spread over and disfigure all, at
least announced the presence of an influence which was likely to do so
during every moment that it lasted. In plainer language, if it be
needed, the letters of Cowper, as published by Mr. Hayley, discovered
to us that, during the whole long period in which they, as well as his
poetry, werd written, the writer ot them was labouring under an in-
tellectual inalady, complicated in its nature, and in its effects more fatal
to the sufferer ¥nd more pitiable to the beholder than perhaps any
other of the kind on record ;—that in fuct Cowper, at those periods
when he was not actually in a state of mental darkness or aberration,
was perpetually dreading the immediate approach of such a state, and
was at the samne time perpetually taking the very surest means of
bringing that state upon him, by pamperng the growth of certain re-
ligions views which had taken entire and esglusive possession ol his
active and susceptiblr:', but somewhat timid imaginatica; and which
views were utterly at variance with the pereeptions.of his quick and
penetrating intellect, and the impulses and sugzestions of his pure and
gentle heart. ’

This is what the letters in question disclosed to the sympathising
reader. DBut, if we remember them rightly, this is a/l that they dis-
closed ;—thus leaving the matter still involved in a painful and per-
plexing mystery—leaving us still in_doubt as to the relation between
the innate and the external source of Cowper’s malady, or whether the
one had any necessary connexion with the other: in short, giving us
no clue by which to find our way e the, beginning of that matady, or
to trace its progress;—but only pcrmm.ing us to sce a few of its
wretched consequences, and to weep over its fatal end. )

It is not our present intention to enquire minutely into the question,
whether Hayley was justified in withholding from the world the clue
above alluded to-—supposing that he possessed it: or whether, on the
other hand, those persons were so justified who ufterwur(}s, in 1815
and 1816, furnished the world with something of the kind, in the
shape of a Posthumous memoir of Cowper’s carly life, written by his
own hand. We conceivo that these are matters with which the public
have little or no concern.  They, the public, may be perfectly justified
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in recciving and applying to their own purposes, what the persons
who supply them may have been imprudent or impolitic, or even
grossly unjustifiable, in placing at their disposal. And on the other
hand, we do not know that they have any right to complain of an
editor who prefers kis views, of letting them know no more than he
wishes them to know, to theirs, of knowing all that is to be known.
Certain it is, however, that, in the case more immediately before us,
the public are anxious to know the real truth ; and it is equally certain
that they have not hitherto received the clue which will lead themn
to it. Whether that clue has not at last been placed in their hands, is
a question which we shall not absolutely dctermine, except for our-
selves—since it involves matter almost too delicate and at the same time
too dangerous for a public journalist to handle; but we are greatly
mistaken if the unprejudiced reader will find any difficulty in making
the decision for himself, after he has perused some of the intcresting
and aflecting matter to which we now cud} his particular attention.

The work before us consists of two additional volumes of the pri-
vate letters of Cowper to his most intimate friends ; and it is ushered
into the world by a Preface explaining the views of the editor, Dr. J.
Johnson, the poet’s kinsman in putting it forth, and the sources from
whence it has been obtained; and adding, what will perhaps be con-
sidered as unnecessary at least, the testimony of two of the editor’s
friends as to the merit and interest of the matter : though ue can so
easily excuse the said cditor for printing the clegant eulogy of one of
those friends, that we shall follow his example, and imert it here, as
well in justification of what we may hereafter have to say in favour of
the work, as to furnish the rcader with an opinion which he may safely
accept as worth more than any ancnymous one that is likely to be
offered to him. .

« It is quite unnccessary to say that T perused the letters with great admi-
ration and delight. I have a!ways concidered the letters of Mr. Co;vper as the
finest specimen of the epistolary style in our 131’121138("; and these appear to me
of a superior description to the former, a> much beauty with more piety and
pathos. To an air of inimitable ease and carclessness, they unite a high
degree of correctness,isuch as could result only from the clearest intellect,
combined with the most finished taste. 1 have scarcely found a single word
which is capable of being exchanged for a better.

“ Litcra?' errors I can discern none. The sclection of words and the
structure of the periods are inimitable ; they present as striking a contrast as
can well be conceived, to the turgid verbosity which passes at |}rcscllt for fine
writing, and which bears a great resemblance to the (‘egcncracy which narks
the style of Ammianus Marcellinus, as compared to that of Cicero or of Livy.
A perpetaal eflort and struggle is made to supply the place of vigour, garish
:ms dazzling colours are substituted fof chaste ornament, and the hideous dis-
tortions of weakness for native strength.  In my humble opinion, the Kudy
of Cowper’s prose may, on this account, be as useful in forming the taste of
young people as his poetry.”— Extract of a letter to the cditor -from the Rev. R.

Hall, of Leicester.

With respect to the other parts of this explanatory preface, we learn
frow it, that, with the exception of one series, the letters now pub-
lished had becen previously submitted to Mr. Hayley, and by him
rejected, as not suited to the views of Ais publication. Now this
notificatian, which could not in candour be withheld by the editor, but
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which he evidently puts forth with fear and trembling, as likely to cast
a damp upon the interest of his work,—is precisely that in which we
find its chief value to consist ; and we fully anticipate that this will be
the case with respect to many other readers besides ourselves—though
certainly not to the majority. Those who have been accustomed to
take a deep interest in the melancholy fate of Cowper, and who yet
feel that they bave not hitherto been able to penetrate into the real
causcs of that fate, will be likely to exclaim, on reading the passage
which contains the above announcement :— * Now, then, we shall pro-
bably be able to ‘ pluck out the heart’ of poor Cowper’s mystery!
It cannot be but that mystery is developed somewhere or other in the
course of lis privato letters; for whatever his poems might be, his
letters were evidently the effusions, not of his pen but his heart : and
here are those which have beenhitherto suppressed by the person whose
object, perhaps whosc duty, it was to give to the world nothing but
what might prove creditable to the memory of the poet, and agreeable
to his surviving friends. We shall surely find something kere, then,
which will prove to us that it was not in Cowper's own heart that were
engendered those monstrous and degrading notions of God, and Man,
and Nature, which shattered his intellect and blasted his peace; or, at
all events, that if they were engcndered there, it was not there that they
found the foul materials on which they fed, and grew, and flourished !”
We do not conceive that it falls within our provinee to determine, for
the readers in question, whethcr they will find what they seck; espe-
cially as they arg likely to he as well qualified as we are to make the
decision for themselves on perusing the work. And in fact nithout
perusing it, or at least all those various portions of it which bear
upon the point, they would not be cntitled to make any decision at all ;
and it does not consist with our plan to lay those passages before them.
But we may, perhaps, be allowed to say to those readers, (addressing
them, not as critics, but as individuals deeply interested like themselves
in a question no less important as a moral enquiry than affecting as an
instance of human suffering,) that we have scarched tl.& work before
us in the spirit in which we have supposcd that they will search it, and
that, for ourselves, we heve found what we sought | + And we will add,
that the discovery has given us more sincere, though not unmingled
delight, than any thing clse of the kind that we remember to have
met with.

But we are perhaps treating of thi§ work with too exclusive a
reference to what are likcly to be the views and feelings of a few
readers respecting it.  Passing over the remainder of the editor’s
Preface, therefore,— which docs not claim particular attention, gither on
account of its style or matter,—let'us cnamine the work with a view to
its general character, as a collection of letters from the pen of a favou-
rite poet, and an amiable and accomplished man. We shall take a
cursory glance at the general contents of the two volumes, omitting
for the present all farther allusion to those particular portions of it to
which we have referred in the beginning of this paper. But if our
space will permit us, we shall probably again recur for a moment td
that part of the subject. ‘

The first volume commences with several short, but most agreeable
letters to Mr, Joseph Hill, of the Temple; the only malg friend,
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except Hayley, not decidedly devoted to religious pursuits, with whom
Cowper kept up any connexion or correspondence after his retirement
into the country. Some of these letters are delightful specimens of
that casy gaiety of heart which, notwithstanding all the adventitious
gloom with which it was so fatally blended, was, after all, the only
natural turn of Cowper’s disposition. There are many others through-
out the volumes addressed to the same person, and of the same cha-
racter. For the sake of variety, however, we shall extract as we go.
Was there cver seen so graceful a mode of asking for a remittance, as
the following short note presents ?—

By this time, [ presumne, you are returned to the precincts of the law.
The latter end of October, 1 hnow, generally puts an end to your relaxa-
tions ; such as reading upon sunshiny banks, and contemplating the clouds,
as you lie upon your back. ' .

¢ Permit it to be one of the aliena negotia centum, which are now begin-
ning to buzz in your ears, to scnd e a twenty pound note by the first oppor-
tunity. 1 beg my affectionate 1espects to iny friends in Cook’s-court.”

Here is another equally short, and interesting from the literary
opinions it includes.  One of thosc opinions will sound a little startling

to the admirers of Milton.

I have been reading Gray’s Works, and think him the only poct since
Shakspeare entitled to the character of sublime.  Perhaps you will rememn-
ber that I once had a ditferent opinion of him. ., | was prejudiced. He did
not belong to our ‘Thursday society, and was an Eton man, which lowered
him prodigiously in our csteem. I once thought Swift's Letters the best
that could be wiitten ; but 1 like Gray’s Letter.  Hlis humour, or his wit, or
whatever it is 1o be called, i- nover ill-natured or offensive, and yet, 1 think,
equally poignant with the Dean’s ”

There is somcthing very touching in the following reflections” on
Mr. Newton’s quitting Olney ; and they are expressed with a sweet
simplicity : —

“ You have Hbsetvad m common comversation, that the man who coughs
the ofiencst, (I mean if he has not a co'd) docs 1t because he has nothing to
say. Even soitis in letter-writing: a long preface such as mine, is an ugly
symptom, and alway forebodes great steuhty in the following pages.

* The vicarage-house became a nwancho?’v object, as saon as Mr. Newton
had leftit; when you lelt it, it became morc melancholy : now it is actually
occupied by another family, even 1 cannot look at 1t without being shocked.
As 1 walked in the garden thi$ evening, 1 saw the smoke issue from the
study chimney, and said to wyself, ‘That used to be a sign that Mr. Newton
was there ; but it is so no longer. The walls of the house know nothing of
the change that has taken place ; the boltof the chamber-door sounds just as
it used to do; and when Mr. P + goes upstairs, for aught I know, or
ever shall know, the fall of his*foot could hardly, perhaps, be distinguished
from that of Mr. Newton. Bat Mr. Newtou's fout will never be heard tpon
that staircase again. These reflections, and such as these, occurred to me
upon the occasion; * * * * # + I | were 1n a condition to leave Olne
t00, 1 certainly would not stay in it. It is no artachinent to the place that
binds me here, but an unfituess for avery other, I hved in it once, but now
I am buried m it, and have no business with the world on the outside of my
sepulchre ; my appearance would startle them, and theirs would be shocking

to me.”
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T'he first part of the following is admirably expressed. It secms to
refer to a solicitation which he had reccived from his friend Mr. New-
ton, to reply to some pamphlet which had just appeared on a reli-
gious controversy in which his friend was engaged. But we give the
extract chiefly on account of the last passage, which is full of a wild
pathos that is affecting in the highest degrec. :

“If I had strength of mind, I have not strength of body for the task which,
you say, some would impose upon me. I cannot bear much thinking. The
meshes of that fine net-work, the brain, are composed of such mere spinners’
threads in me, that when a long thought finds its way into them, it buzzes,
and twangs, and bustles about at such a rate as seems to threaten the whole
contexture.—No—1 must needs refer it again to you. -

““ My enigma will probably find you out, and you will find out my enigma,
at some future time. | am not in & humour to transcribe it now. ~Indeed 1
wonder that a sportive thought should ever knock at the door of my iutellects,
and still more that it should’ gain admittance. It is as if harlequin should
intrude himself into the gloomny chamber where a corpse is deposited in state.
His antic gesticulations would be unscasonable at any rate, but more espe-
cially so it they should distort the features of the mournful attendants into
laughter.  But the mind long wearied with the samencss of a dull, dreary

rospect, will gladly fix its eyes on any thing that may make a little variety in
its contemplations, though it were buat a hitten playing with her tail.”

The following passages are exceedingly interesting : one on account
of the insightelt gives us jnto the use to which the poet applied his
art; and the other, as explaining his own views on one of his principal
works :— .

4 At this season of the year, and in this ¢loomy uncomfortable climate, it
is no easy matter for the owner of a mind like miue, to divert it fiom sad
subjects, and fix it upon such as may administer to its amusement. Poetry,
above all things, is useful to me in this respeet. While L am held in pursune
of pretty images, ora preity way of expressing them, 1 forget every thing thae
is irksome, and, like a boy that plays (Puant, detennine to avail myself of the
present opportunity to be amused, and to put by the disagrecable recollection
that I must, afier all, go hdnie and be whipt again.” »

»

1 send you Zuble Talh. Itis a wedley of many things, some that may
be useful, and some that, for aught 1 know, may be very diverting [ am
merry that 1 may decay people into my company, and gré&ve that they may be
the better for it.” Now and then I put on thie garb of a philosopher, and take
the opportunity that disguise procures me, to drop a word in favour of reli-
gion. In short, there is some froth, and here and there a bit of swectmeat,
which seems to entitle it justly to the name ofa certain dish the ladies call a
trifle. I did not choose to be more facetious, lest 1 should cousult the taste
of my readers at the expense of my own approbation ; nor more serious than
I have been, lest 1 should forfeit theirs. A pocet in _m{l circumstances has a
difficult part 10 aot : One minute obligéd tO_l)'l'l(“(': his humour, if he s any,
and the next, to clap a spur to the sides of it> Now ready to weep from a
seuse 4f the importauce of his subject, and on asudden constrained to laugh,
lest his gravity should be mistaken for dulness. 1f this be not violent exer-
cise for the mind, 1 know not what is; and if any man doubt it, let him try,
Whether all this management and conirivance be necessary, 1 do not know,
but am inclined to suspect that if my Muse was to go forth clad in Quaker
colour, without one bit of ribband to enliven her appearance, she might
walk from oue end of London to the other, as litile noticed as if she were

one of the sisterhood indeed.”
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Here is another passage similar to one of the preceding :—

“ If a Board of Enquiry were to be established, at which poets were to un-
dergo an examination respecting the motives that induced them to publish,
and I were to be summoned to attend, that I might ii\'e an account of mine,
T think I could truly say, what perhaps few poets could, that though I haveno
objection to lucrative consequences, ifany such should follow, they are not my
aim; much less is it my ambition to exhibit mysclf to the world as a genius.
What then, says Mr. President, can possibly be your motive? I answer
with a bow—Amusement. There is nothing but this—no occupation within
the compass of my small sphere, Poetry excepted—that can do much towards
diverting that train of melancholy thoughts, which, when I am not thus em-

loyed, are for ever pouring themselves in upon me.  And if 1 did not pub-
riah what I write, I could not interest myself sufficiently in my own success,
to make an amusement of it.”

We have hinted that Cowper’s natural disposition was of a joyous
character. It was so to a pitch of boyishness. He was, in fact, as
pure and innocent as a child, and might haic been as happy—sporting
away his pleasant hours like a bird. How he delighted to make little
riddles, and send them to his friends, and listen to their wrong solutions
of themn, and then send them the right!  We have several instances of
this in these volumes, and most affecting onces they are, occurring as
they do in the midst of a gloom deep and deadly as that of the grave!
Here follows one.  Ile had sent his friend a cucumber, telling him that
it was one “ of my raising, but not raised by me.” ° :

It is worth while to send yor a riddle, you make sucha variety of guesses,
and turn and tumble it about with such an industrious curiosity. The solu-
tion of that in question is—let me sec ; it requires some consideration to ex-
plain it, even though I made it. I raised [\1@ sced that produced the plant
that produced the fruit, that produced the secd that produced the fruit ['sent
you. This latter seed T gave to the gardener of Terningham, who brought
me the cucumber you mention.  Thus you see I raised 1t—that is to say, 1
raised it virtually by havipg raised its progenitor; and yet I did unot raise it,
because the igentical seed from which it grew was raiscd at a distance.  Yon
observe 1 did’not speak rashly, when I spoke of it as dark cnough to pose an

“dipus ; and have no need to cull your own sagacity i question for falling
short of the discor ery.”

We extract the following short passage for the purpose of pointing
out the singular mixture which it presents, even within the same para-
graph, of the adventitious, or perhaps we should say, the habitual, and
the natural. The change from the one to the other, at the last clause,
is striking.

¢ Though much obliged to you for the favour of your last, and ready enough
to acknowledge the debt, the “present, however, is uot a day in which I
should have chosen to payit. A dejection of mind, which crhaps 1aay be
removed by to-morrow, rather disqualifies me for writing,—a husiness I would
always perform in good spurits, because melancholy is catching, especially
where there is much sympathy to assist the contagion. But certain poultr
which I understand are at‘out to pay their respects Lo you, have advertised or
an agrecable companion, and I find myself obliged to embrace the opportunity
of going to town with them in that capacity.”

The following is very plcasant and natural, and the style of it is the
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perfection of casy simplicity. The occasion was that of having just
converted a little summer-house in his garden into a writing-room.

“ It is an observation that naturally occurs upon the occasion, and which
many other occasions farnish an opportunity to make, that people long for
what they have not, and overlook the good in'their possession. This is so
true in the present instance, that for years past I should have thought myself
happy 10 enjoy a retirement even less flattering to my natural taste than’ this
in which [ am now writing; and have often looked wistfully at a snug cot-
tage, which, on account of its situation at a distance from noise and disagrec-
able objects, secmed to promise me all I could wish or expect, so far as hap-
piness may be said to be local ; never once adverting to this comfortable nook,
which affords me all that could be found in the most sequestered hermitage,
with the advantage of having all those accommodations near at hand which
no hermitage could possibly atford me. People imagine they should be
happy in circumstances which thiey would find insupportably burthensome in
less than a week. A man that {as been clothed in fine linen, and fared
sumptuously every day, envies the peasant under a thatched hovel ; who, in
return, envies him as much his palace and his pleasurc-ground. Could they
change situations, the fine gentleman would find his ceilings were too low,
and that his casements adinitted too much wind ; that he had no cellar for
his wine, and no wine to put in his cellar. These, with a thousand other
mortifying deficiencies, would shatter his romantic project into innumerable
fragments in a moment. The clown, at the same time, would find the ac-
cession of so much unwicldy treasure an incumbrance quite incompatible
with an hour’s case. His choice would be puzzled by variety. He would
drink to excdss, because ht would foresee no end to his abundance ; and he
would eat himself sick for the same rcason. He would have no idea of any
other happiness *than sensual gratification ; would make himself a beast,
and die of his good fortunc. The rich gentleman had, perhaps, or might
have had, if he pleased, at the shortest notice, just such a recess as this ; but
if he had it, he overlooked it, or, if he had it not, forgot that he might com-
mand it whenever he would. 'The rustic, too, was actually in possession of
some blessings, which he was a fool to relinquish, but which he could
neither see nor feel, because he hadthe daily and constant use of them ; such
as good health, bodily strength, a head and a heart that never ached, and tem-
perance, to the practice of whigh l!e was bound l_)y necessity; that, humanly
speaking, was a pledge and a sccurity for the continuance,of them all.

*Thus I have sent you a school-boy’s theme.”

The following is another singular compound of *gloom and -hl?mour.
It would be worth extracting, if it werconly for the capital simile about

the riot-act.

“ 1 do not at all doubt the truth of what you say, when you complain
of that crowd of trifling thoughts that pesters you without ceasing; _but
then you always have a serious thought standinﬁ at the door of your imagina-
tion, like a justice of peace with the riot-act in his hand, ready to regd it, and
disperse the mob. Here lies the diffcrenge between you and me. My
thoughts are clad in a sober livery, for the most rart as grave as that of a
bishdp’s servants. They turn too upon sl:irilua subjects, but the tallest
fellow and the loudest amongst them all, is he who is continually crying with
a loud voice, Actum cst de te, periisti. You wish for more attention, I for less.
Dissipation itself would be welcome to me, so it were not a vicious onc ; but
however earnestly invited, it is coy, and keeps at a distance. Yet with all
this distressing gloom upon my mind, I experience, as you do, the slipperiness
of the present hour, and the rapidity with which time escapes me. Lvery
thing around us, and every thing that befalls us, constitutes a variety, which,
whether agreeable or otherwise, has still a thievish propensity, and steals from
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us days, months, and years, with such unparalleled address, that even while we

say they are here, they arc gone. From infancy to manhood is rather a

tedious period, chiefly, 1 suppose, because at that time we act under the con-

trol of others, and are not suffered to have a will of our own. But thence

downward into the vale of years, is such a declivity, that we have just an op-

Rortuuitz to reflect upon the steepness of it, and then find ourselves at the
ottom.

. The exccrable passage which follows we should willingly have passed
over, if we could have persuaded ourselves that it really belonged to
Cowper. We can only trust ourselves to say that it is addressed to
the Rev. Mr. Newton, the poet’s friend and religious Mentor—a person
who not long afterwards  improved the occasion” of Handel’s cele-
brated Commemoration, by preaching a sermon on the monstrous pro-
fanation of that ceremony !

¢ He seems, together with others of our acquaintance, to have suffered con-
siderably in his spiritual character by his attachment 10 music. . The lawful-
ness of it, when used with modcration, and in its proper place, is unquestion-
able; but 1 believe that wine itself, though a man be guilty of habitual
intoxication, does not more debauch and befool the natural understanding,
than music, always music, music in season and out of season, weakens and
destroys the spiritual discernment.  If it is not used with an unfeigned refer-
ence to the worship of God, and with a design to assist the soul in the per-
formance of it, which cannot be the case when it is the only occupation, it
degenerates into a sensual delight, and becomes a most powerful advgcate
for the admission of other pleasures, grosser perhaps in degreep but in their
kind the same.”

We meet with several passages in these volumes in* which Cowper
roundly asserts that all the light and humorous passages in his poetry
are mere tricks—a species of pious frauds—invented purely to inveigle
the reader into listening to something more serious and useful. To
this, as before, we shall only venture to say, that the passages in question
occur in letters addressed to Mr. Neutoa.  Iere are two of them :—

“Be that as it may, it i¢ quite suflicient that I have played the antic my-
self for their diversion; and that, in a state_of dejection such as they are
absolute strangers to, I have sometimes put on an air of cheerfulness and vi-
vacity, to which I nyysclf am in reality a stranger, for the sake of winning
their #®ention to mort useful matter.”

“ By the way—will it not be proper, as you have taken some notice of the
modish dress I'wear in Table 7[:11:4, to include Convcrsation in the same de-
scription, which is (the first half of it, at least,) the most airy of the two ?
"They will otherwise think, perhaps, that the observation might as well have
been spared entirely ; though I should have been sorry if it had, for when 1
am jocular I do violence to myself, and am therefore pleased with your telling
them, in a civil way, that I play the fool to amuse them, not because I am
on¢ myself, but because I have ntfooliah world to deal with.”

The following is as agrecable a spccimen as we ever recollegt’to
have met with of the intentional ** parturiunt montes,” &c.

¢ This afternoon the maid opened the parlour-door, and told us there was
a lady in the kitchen. We desired she might Le introduced, and prepared
for the reception of Mrs. Jones. But it proved to be a lady unknown to us,
and not Mrs. Joucs. She walked directly up to Mrs. Unwin, and never drew
back till their noses were almost in contact. It seemed as if she meant to
sulute her. An uncomunon degree of fumiliarity, accompanied with an air
of most extraordinary gravity, inade me think her a little crazy. I was
alarmed, and so was Mrs. L));]win. She had a bundle in her hand—a silk
uandkerchief tied up at the four corners.  When 1 found she was not mad, I
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took her for a smuggler, and made no doubt but she had brought samples of
contraband goods. ~ But our surprise, considering the lady’s appearance and
deportment, was tenfold what it had been, when we found that it was Mary
Philips’s daughter, who had brought us a few apples by way of a specimen of
a quantity she had for sale.”

The letters addressed to Mr. Newton may be searched long enough
before we shall find in them such a passage as the following, Poor
Cowper, with all his tenderness of heart, never forgot what was due to
that gentleman—or rather what was expected by him. 'The passage is
part of a letter to his old friend Mr. Hill, and refers to some one whom
he has introduced to Cowper.

I have seen him but for half an hour, yet, without boasting of much dis-
cernment, | see that he is polite, easy, chcerful, and sensible.” An old man
thus qualified, cannot fail to charm the lady in question.  As to his religion,
I leave it—I am neither his bishop nor his'confessor. A man of his charac-
ter, and recommended by you, would be welcome here, were he a Gentoo,
or a Mahometan.” .

We cannot resist the temptation of contrasting this with another
passage of a frightfully diffcrent character. Cowper has been describing
the brilliant career of a man of family and fortune, who, after passing
his youth abroad in folly and extravagance, returns, and “again makes
a splendid figure at home—shines in the senate—governs his country
as itgministet—is admired for his abilities—and, if successful, adored,
at least by aparty;” and this imaginary person he contrasts with one
of the poor but pious cottagers at Olney. He adds—* Who would
suspect, that hasnot a spiritual eye to discern it, that the fine gentleman
was one whom his Maker had in abhorrence, and the wretch last mentioned
dear to him as the apple of his eye?”—(Vol. i. 230.)—Who, indced |—
We need not say to whom ¢kis is addressed.

Having already found that our limits will not permit us to say all
that we wish to say, on the painful part of our subject to which this
last extract belongs, we had abandoned our intention of making any
farther allusions to it oh the present occasion. But the above passages,
written within a very short period of each other, offared’, to our think-
ing, so striking an illustration of the real state of.thc case, that we
could not refuse to pick them up in passing, and 9ay them befete the
reader, who may draw what inference from them he pleases. Once
for all, however, we entirely acquit Mr. Hayley of all blame in
suppressing such passages as the lase that we have given; for
they are no more to be attributed to his amiable and gentle-kearted
friend, than the foul and blasphemous ravings of the youthful priestess
of some Indian idolatry are to be considered as proceeding from
the gentle form through which they do but pass. Neither do”we, on
the ather hand, attach any thing hike censure to the gentleman who
has now given these passages, and a variety of similar ones, to the
world. Whatever may have been his motive for so doing, (and we
cannot conceive it to have been other than a justifiable one, as it
respects himself and his deccased rclative,) we, the Public,—who des_ire
to know all that can be known about every onc of whom we are in-
terested in knowing any thing,— are obviously indebted to him:
though we cannot but suspect that he little anticipated the use to
which the information he has furnished us with is capable of bejng

applicd.
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But pass we on to the more agrecable part of our task. Nothing
can be more picturesque than the first rortion of the following extract,
nor more amiably casy than the second

s« At seven o’clock this evening, being the seventh of December, I imagine
I see you in your box at the coffec-house. No doubt the waiter, as inge-
nious and adroit as his predecessors were before him, raises the tea-pot to the
ceiling with his right hand, while in his left the tea-cup descending alinost to
the floor, receives a limpid stream ; limpid in its descent, but no sooner has
it reached its destination, than frothing and foaming to the view, it becomes
a roaring syllabub. This is the nineteenth winter since I saw you in this
situation ; and if nineteen more pass over me before I die, I shall still re-
member a circumstance we have often laughed at.

«“ How different is the complexion of your evenings and mine! yours,
spent amid the ceascless hum that proceeds from the inside of fifty noisy and
busy periwigs ; mine, by a domestic fire-side, in a retreat as silent as retere-
ment can make it; where no noise is made but what we make for our own
amusement. For instance, here are two rustics, and your humble servant
in company. One of the ladies has been playing on the harpsichord, while
1, with thé other, have been playing at batiledore and shuttlecock. A little
dog, in the mean time, howling under the chair of the former, performed, in
the vocal way, to admiration. This entertainment over, I began my letter,
and having nothing more important to communicate, have given you an ac-
count of it. I know you love dearly to be idle, when you can find an op-
portunity to be so; but as such opportunities are rare with you, I thought e
possible that a short description of the idleness I enjoy might give yogplea-
sure. The happiness we cannot call our own, wg yet seem toepossess, while
we sympathize with our fricnds who can.”

_ We hold this to be the perfection of letter-writing. What follows
is equally good in its way. Itis, in fact, one of the best spccimens
of cool, contemptuous irony that we are anywhere acquainted with,

““ I give you joy of the restoration of that sincere and firm fricudship be-
tween the Kings of England and France, that has been so long interrupted.
Itis a great pl?‘, when hearts so eordially united are divided by trifles. Thir-
teen piuful colonies, which the King of England chose to keep, and the
King of Franc.c to obtain, if he could, have disturbed that harmony which
ngﬂd clse, no<loubt, have subsisted betweeu those illustrious personages to
this moment. It the King of France, whosc greatness of mind is only
equalled by that ofehis Queen, had regarded them,” unworthy of his notice as
they Were, with an eye of suitable indifference ; or, had he thought it a matter
deserving in any degrec his Krmcgly attention, that they were, 1n reality, the
property of his good friend the King of Engiand; or, had the latter been less
obstinately determined to hold fast his interest in them, and could he, with
thae civilit and politeness in which monarchs are expected to éxcel, have
entreated his Majesty of France to accept a bagatelle, for which he seemed
to have conceived so strong a predilection, all this mischief had been pre-
vented. . But monarchs, alas! crowned and sceptred as they are, are yet but
men ; tTle{ fall out, and are recopciled just like the mcanest of their subjects.
I cannot, however, su{ﬁuentl‘y admire the moderation and magnanimity pf the
King of lingland. * His dear friend on the other side of the Channel i:!s not
indeed taken actual possession of the eolonies in question, but he has effec-
tually wrested them out of the hands of their original owner, who, neverthe-
less, letting fall the extinguisher of patience upon the flame of his resentment
and.glowing with no other flame than that of the sincerest affection em-
braces the King of France again, gives him Scenegal and Goree in Africa ’givcs
him the islands he had taken from him in the \/écst, gives him his con Juered
territories in the East, gives him a fishery upon the banks of Newfoundland ;
and, s if all this were too little, mercly because he knows that Louis has a
partiality for the Kiug of Spain, gives to the latter au island is the Mediterra-

.
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neat, which thousands of English had purchased with their lives ; and, in
America, all that he wanted, at least all that hie could ask. No doubt there
will be great cordiality between this roysl trio for the future: and thov.:gh
wars may perhaps be kindled between their posterity, some ages hence, the
present generation shall never be witnesses o(P such a calamity again. 1 ex-
pect soon to hear that the Queen of France, who, just before this rupture
happened, made the Queen of England a present of a watch, has, in ac-
knowledgment of all these acts of kindness, sent her also a seal wherewith
to ratify the treaty. Surely she can do no less.”

Here is an exceedingly droll description, written in Cowper’s own
genuine and exquisitely humorous manner :—

“He had stolen some iron-work, the property of Griggs, the butcher.
Being convicted, he was ordered to be whipt ; which operation he underwent
at the cart’s tail, from the stone-housc to the high arch, and back again.
He seemed to shew great fortitude, but it was all an imposition upon the
public. The beadle, who performed it, had filled his left hand with red
ochre, through which, after every stroke, he drew the lash of his whip,
leaving the appearance of a wound upon the skin, but in reality not hurt-
ing him at all. ' "This being perceived by Mr. Constable H , who fol-
lowed the beadle, he applied his cane, without any such management or
precaution, to the shoulders of the too merciful executioner. The scene im-
mediately became more interesting. The beadle could by no means be pre-
vailed upon to strike hard, which provoked the constable to strike harder;
and this double flogging continued, till a lass of Silver-end, pitying the pitiful

.beade thus suffering under the hands of the pitiless constable, joined the pro-
cession, and placing herself immediately behind the latter, seized him by his
capillary club, and pulling*him backwards by the same, slapt his face with a
most Amazouian, fury. This concatenation ‘of events has taken up more of
my paper than Iintended it should; but I could not forbear to informn you
how the beadle threshed the thief, the constable the beadle, and the lady the
constable, and how the thief was the only person concerned who suffered
nothing.”

We shall conclude our extracts from the first volume, with a
charmingly light and lively passage, on the manner in which time
escapes from us in these short postdiluvian days:—

¢ It is wonderful how, by means of such real or seemirg necessities, my
time is stolen away. I have just time to observe that time is short ; and, by
the time | have made the ohservation, time is gone., 1 have wondered in
formner days at the patience of the antediluvian world ; that they could en-
dure a life almost millenary, with so little variety as seems to have fallen to
their share. [t is probable that they had much fewer employments than we.
Their affairs lay in a narrower compass i their libraries were indifferently
farnished ; philosophical researcheg were carried on with much less industr
and acuteness of penetration, and fiddles, perhaps, were not even iuvented.
How then could seven or eight hundred years of life be supportable? I have
asked this question formerly, and been at a loss to resolve it; but I think I
can answer it now. I will suppose mysclf born a thousand years béfore Noah
wag born or thought of. rise with the sun; 1 worship; I preparc my
breakfast ; [ swallow a bucket of goats’-milk, and a dozen good sizeable
cakes, I fasten a new string to my bow ; and my youngest boy, a lad of
about thirty years of age, having played with my arrows till he has stript off
all the feathers, I find myself obliged to repair them. The morning is thus
spent in preparing for the chace, and it is becomne necessary tl)atq should
dige. | i%up my roots ; 1 wash them; I boil them ; 1 find them not done
enough, 1 boil them again; my wife is angry; we dispute; we settle the
point; but in the mean time the fire goes out, and must be kiudled again,
All this is very amusing. I hunt; [ biing home the prey; with the skin of
it I mend an old coat, or I make a new ome. By this time the day'is far
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spent; I feel myself fatigued, and retire to rest. Thus, what with tilling the
ground, and eating the fruit of it, hunting and walking, and running, and
mending old clothes, and sleeping and rising again, I can suppose an inhabi-
tant of the primzval world so much occupied as to sigh over the shortness of
life, and to find, at the end of many centuries, that they had all slipt through
his fingers, and werc passed away like a shadow. What wonder then that I,
who live in a day of so much greater refinement, when there is so much
more to be wanted, and wished, and 1o be enjoyed, should feel myself now
and then pinched in point of opportunity, and at some loss for leisure 10 fill
four sides of a sheet like this? Thus, however, it is; and if the ancient
gentlemen to whom [ have referred, and their complaints of the dispropor-
tion of time to the occasions they had for it, will not serve me as an excuse,
I must even plead guilty, and confess that I am often in haste, when [ have
no good reason for being so.”’

It seems almost superfluous for us to say, that a work, from which
such extracts as these four last can be culled in the space of a few
pages, recommends itself to gencral attention, as a source of the most
agreeable amusement. .

The second volume of these letters is not so light and miscellanecus
in its character as the first; but to many readers it will prove even
more deeply interesting, on account of its admitting us more fully
into the melancholy places of Cowper’s mind. Leaving the reader,
however, to make this part of the investigation for himself, we can
only afford space for a slight reference to that portion of the present
collection which has now, for the first timg, been submitted to the
selecting hand of editorship. These are the series of letters addressed
to Mrs. King, the wife of Dr. King, Rector of Kimbolton; and we
may safely pronounce them to be, generally speaking, and in pro-
portion to their extent, of equal value and interest with any of the
writer’s that have hitherto been submitted to public notice. [t scems
that the lady, on the appearance of Cowper's poems, had commenced
a correspondence with him, on the score of an ancient intimacy with
his brother. This led to an interchange of civilities, which ended in
a strict and intimate friendship; and the letters now published as
part of this wérk, are a selection from the results of that intimacy.
These letters are for the most part of a light, lively, and cheerful
description ; contdiring reminiscences of the happy part of the poet’s
past life, notices of the pragress of his works, sketches of the manner
in which he spends his time, &c. &c. And all this ncarly unmingled
with any melancholy or despopdence ; and the whole written with that
delightful ease of manner, and grageful propricty of expression, in
which Cowper has never been surpassed. In fact, to those readers
who search these volumes for mere amusement, the portion of it to
which we are now referring will form its chief attraction; and the
rather, that, as we before hifited, it has never passed through any
selecting hands. Our limits preclude us from giving any farther
extracts; but we refer the general reader to the following letters,
as especially proving what we have now stated : the letter at page
117, giving a rapid sketch of the writer's past lifz; that at page 150,
where he draws an imaginary portrait of hie correspondent, whom he
has not yet seen ; the charming one at page 162, where he describes to
her his mode of passing his time before he took to writing poetry ; and
onc at page 218, where he describes his manner of writing his trans-
lation of Homer, out in the fields, on scraps of Zer letters, In short,
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the whole of these letters to Mrs. King are a most valuable addition
to Cowper’s general corre:ipmdence ;—of this new portion of which we
now take leave, by sincerely thanking, ot more accounts than one, the
reflgtive through whose intervention we owe the public appearance
of 1t.

THE NAUNTED CHAMBER, A BALLAD,
¢¢ Mcmini, nec unquam oblivisear, illius noctis.”’—Cicrro.

I sLerT one night (how could 1 sleep ?)
Within a chamber lone and drear,

Where ghosts might well their vigils keep,
And ghostly people quake and ?ear.

My bed was tall ; and, dim with age,
Yts yellowish curtains circled round ;
The counterpane was wrought, 1°d ’gage,
By hands long moulder’d in the ground.

Three carved oak-chairs, of ponderous weight,
Relieved the wainscot’s dismal length :

A moonbeam, through the window’s grate,
Shone sickly o'er their limbs of strength.

The dust of years lay damp and thick
On all that"met my musing eye:

My lamp was low ; its drooping wick
Ststain’d a flame that soon must die.

The mantlepiece, antique and broken
In stain’d and chilling marble stood ;
And near the hearth-stone glared a token—
Oh, God! it is the hue of blood !

Above, in colour’s radiauce, hung
A mother and her infant child: ,

1 look’d—ner face was bright and young—
And, as I look’d, mcthought she smiled. ,

Iler dark and lightning eyes confess’d
The fulness of maternal joy,

While pillowing on her snow-white breast
The soft cheek of her blooming boy.

Aud lo, her consort !—Curtainld o'er «
By half a century’s dusty veil—
Suspended "twixt the gothic door
And princely couch—a chief in mail !

How fine the expression ! all the fire
That ever lit the Italidh eyes

Burns in those orbs—distinct from ire—
Just like the lightnings of the sky.

His cheeks are colourless—yet warm—
As tinged in Oriental clime :
His brow is mark’d ; perchance the storm
Of passion mark’d it—’twas not Time.
Perhaps, thought I, in days of old,
This warrior and his lady bright
In this dim chamber loved to hold
Sweet converse—rested here at night.
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Perchance those lips, whereon I guze,
Full oft were to eat{h other prest,—

While that dear babe’s apgelic face
Lay, like a rose, on the white breast !

Now they are nothing :—what their fate 2
Does no romantic legend tell ?
They were most lovely—were they great?
here did that child of beauty dwell?

Thus, lost in reverie, I stood
Riveted there,—until a blast,

W hich shook the window-frames, subdued
The spells that o’er my soul were cast !

I started back—'twas still as death.
I eyed the tapestry o’er and o’er;
I listen’d, and ll heid m‘y bieath—
But all was silent as before.
The legend-tales of fear, that threw
Enchantment o’er that haunzed room,
Rose to my mind, in dread review,
Like sheeted spectres from the tomb.

I raised the expiring lamp on high,
And dizzily scaun’d the portrait old.
Out went the hght !—and mwardly
Sank my crush’d heart! *Twas bitter cold.

heard the wainscot near meecreak— .
I saw the elm’s huge branches wave
Black through the casement—and a shriek
Rang in my cars as from the grave !
& * L ] L ] * ®

What could it be ?—1 knew no more
Than you who are my story reading !
Perhaps it was some grating door—
Perhaps some peacock—serenading.
e . » « ., .
1 slrilzll)’d i’ the dark, and went to bed,
And my o’erwearied cyelids closed,
Al&i, though I’d goblins in my head,
Soon in the arms of sleep reposed.
Whether, while Somnus held me bound,
The ghosts and goblins frisk’d in pla
About the aprtment, round and roun
My bed, is—what I cannot say.
Spectres wmight join their pale hands o’er
My slumbering head, for what I know,
And with theif ghoatly optics pore
Upon my face :—(L hope not, though.)
The lovely lady might step out
From her rich frame, and kiss my face—
Taking me for her spouse, no doubt,
As I lay sleeping 1n his place.
*Tis all surmise. But on that head
I'’1l own, if uny ghost, for fun,
Presumed to glide about my bed,
I hope twas she—that rose-lipp'd aje.
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LIVING FRENCH POETS.—NO. IlL
Casimir Delavigne,

‘T'uis author, at the moment in which I write, (for the digity of the
personal plural must on this occasion be discarded,) has reached the
summit of popularity ; and while I take up the pen to trace a notice of
lvim as man and poet, the enthusiastic plaudits of hundreds, shouting his
name as with a single voice, are still ringing in my ears. 1 have, in
fact, just returned from the first representation of his comedy * L’Ecole
des Vicillards ;” and, before the freshness of the animating display
fades from my mind, I am willing to commence an article upon the
general character of the author and his works, which has been hitherto
delayed to allow some mention qf this touchstone of his fame.

Nothing for a considerable time past has excited so much movement
in the literary circles of Paris as the cxpectation of this play. Dela-
vigne is certainly, De Dérenger ckeepted, the most popular writer of the
day ;—with the public fromn his patriotism and the versatility of his
talents, with men of letters from his gcnius and modesty, with his
friends from the almost unrivalled amiability of his disposition, and
with his party from the firmness of his principles. So many elements
of populacity have been scldom combined; and the only cement re-
quired to form them into a solid construction was furnished lately in
the destitution of this distinguished individual from a trifling situation,
by which he became marked as an object of government persecution,
and therefore of public sympathy. T shall have occasion to revert to
this pdint hereafter, und only mention it now as one of those causes
which, indcpendent of the author’s celebrity, tended to excite so strong
an interest for the representation of his last work. In the present state
of the English stage, little notion can be formed with us of the anxiety
with which a genuine comedy is watched for in Paris.  The lighter in-
spirations of Thalia scem to have quite abandoned our original au-
thors ; for while those among them who attempt dramaticyvriting give
their rcal devotion to the sombre influence of her sistersmuse, Comedy,
if’ it cap e sg ¢alled, has fallen into the hands o(: a'qu writers, ‘who
appeglf quite éontent to exercisc their ingenuity in”adaptations from

ench, or the arrangements of some popular romance. The ir-
remistible talent for caricature possessed by two or three of our actors
exercises also a most unfortunate influcnee upon true comedy, which
seems gradually losing all its pretension to what was distinguished by
the now rather unfashionable word * genteel,” and sinking deeper and
deeper into the amusing but cxtravagant buﬂ'ooperics of broad farce,
forming with us a parallel, but not precisgly a similar, degradation to
that of Italian comedy so bitterly complained of by Addison in his
time. In reference to this subject I may be allowed a passing remark
upon the complaints made indiscrimina.tingly against z_mthors who
write far particular performers. I think it extremely unjust to make
this matter of blame on all occasions. Nothing secms more natural
than that a poet, composing his tragedy, should find in the warmth of
his conceptions an association with the particular powers of the actor
who is to give them utterance. Who could aveid indulging the anti-
cipation of the palpaBle touch of Fame, conducted, as it were, through
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the medium of the performer ; or hesitate in giving scope for the re-
spective merits of Siddons or Kean, or Duchesnois or Talma ? It ap-
pears to me, that such a feeling must af all times have influenced, and
happily influenced, those authors, from ZEschylus to Delavigne, who
wrote with the inspiring hope of seeing their pieces performed ; and
that very much of the merit of plays has arisen from this influence, in-
voluntarily exercised by the player. The danger or the degradation
does not consist in writing up to genius, but in writing down to grimace.
But, returning from this point to the one from whieh it branches, we
must allow that, as regards pure comedy, “ they manage these matters
better in France;” and however justly we may despise the vapid recitations
which they call tragedy, we must allow that, in the other department of
theatrical art, they offer us a good example, by which we do not benefit.
The nice shades of classification into which they divide their dramatic
productions is certainly advantageous to particular branches, however
it may deteriorate from the effect of the whole.» The divisions of
Italian poetry into epic. narrative, and romantic, are not mere accurately
defined or more scrupulously observed than the tragie, tragi-comic,
melo-dramatie, comic, and farcical compartments of the French stage.
This atlords, of course, a very limited ficld for those strong contrasts
which we consider the essence of dramatic merit; and it would appear
an additional proof of the inconsistency which secems the very vis anime
of this people, that while thosc nicely-marked distinctions are pre-
served to the letter in their plays, it is the great boast of their society
(of which those representations are presumed reflections) to merge all
dietinctions, and bring manuers to one level.  But the fact is, that the
French do not look for general pictures of life upon the stage. They
do not seck a display of what might be called the historic pictures of
dramatic att.  They require individual figurcs, from the observation of
which they are not likely to be attracted by broad and gencral delinea-
tions ; and if their scenic portraitue be suffered to extend itself into a
group, the group must.be a family one, where nothing out of keeping
is allowed. € Destructive as this taste is Lo the bolder efforts of drama-
tic talent, and hopeless as it renders any effort to shew the striking
features of every-tday life, it is by no means prohibitory, as is commonly
supposed, of representations of nature. On the contrary, it seems to
allow of a minuteness of detail as to particular traits of character, of a
drawing out and developement, that a more crowded and involuted
display would in a great nteasure preclude. It is this, more than any
peculiar tact attributed to French writers, which cnables them: to shew
such minuteness and fincsse in the scanty characters of their pieces, and
in their narrowness of incident and plot; and in proof of this I can
have no more appropriate iljustration than * L'Ecole des Vieillards."”
The characters of this piece are M. Danville, his wife, her grand-
mother, a Duc I)’Elmar his patron, M. Bonnard his friend, and an old
male servant. The representation passcs in a salon in Paris; the time
occupied is about twenty-four hours ; and the plot is simply as follows.
Danville, a man of sixty years of age, arrives from the country after
two months’ absence ; he finds his young wife and her grandmother in-
dulging the utinost cxtravagauce of a Parisian life, the former being
closely besieged by the tender assiduities of the Duke, who is nephew
to a minister of state.  Danville, dissatisfied at this career, jealous of
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the Duke, yet tenderly attached to his wife, opposes her pursuits ; and,
after a vain effort to dissuade her, at last consents to her going that
evening to a ball given by the minister. She, in her turn, becomes
gencrous, and voluntarily abandons her resolution to go. Danville,
quite happy, goes out to transact a necessary formality for his appoint-
ment to a lucrative place, and soon returns to sup with his wife and
his expected friend Bonnard; but she in the mcan while, yielding to
the persuasion of her grandmother and the Duke, has sct off to the
ball, and left a note for her husband, announcing this change of reso-
lution. Distracted at the confirmation of his jealous fears, he dresses
hastily, and follows to the minister’s, where he was also invited : but
while he vainly searches for his truant spouse, she returns dissatisfied
with herself and all she had seen ; and as ghe sits in expectation of her
husband’s appearance, she hears a carriage approach, flics to the door,
and is surprised and shocked by the presence of the Duke, who, taking
this favourable opPortunity, first presents her with her husband’s com-
mission, signed that evening by the minister, and follows this up by a
declaration of love.  The indignant wife repels him with disdain; but,
terrilied by the noise of Danville’s approach, she puts him into a closet,
assumes tranquillity, and Danville enters.  He, having ascertained that
the Duke was with his wife, questions her with severity, and is con-
vinced by her confusion that the object of his jealousy is hidden in the
closet.  Tle retires to his cabinet ; she flies to her own chamber, leaving
the doors opeh for thc Duke’s escape; but Danville instantly returns,
opens the closet, and peremptorily ordersthe Duke to come out.  The
Duke does so - arfd, afier an animated scene, a meeting is lixed for day-
break, and the fourth act ends. The fifth opens with Danville’s re-
turn from the ticld, where he has been disarmed by his adversary.
Worricd by the congrauuiations of his friend and his wife’s grandmother,
he is almost driven to frenzy when the wife hersclf comes in. Heis all
at once tranquillized by her regret and her innocent explanations ; and
the play euds by her reading a letter which she had written to the Duke,
repelling his daring offers ; gnd by her making a requast, to which
the hushand gladly consents, that he would remove *her from Paris
instanter. ) 2t

Such is the construction of this picce: and such, without underplat,
incident, invention, or involution beyond what I have related, or change
of scene or decoration, has been received by one of the most crowded
and select Parisian audiences with bursts of rapturous applause.®
Much of this was no doubt owing to the inimitable acting of Talma
and Mademoiselle Mars, in the husband and wife; but much more to
the gracefulness of style, the piquancy of some passages, the smpooth
flow of the verse ; and, abovc all, to te keaping and natural tone of the
charaggers; or to that prompt s aliment de convenance, whichis Vqltairc"s
definition of esprit. Iow such a play would have bce_n rcccxveq in
England is a question, perhaps, not very difficult to decide; but it is
a fact, that it is pronounced by many competent judges to be a chef-
d'wurre of an author otherwise highly distinguished. 1t has had the ad-
ditional merit of fixing an cpoch in the annals of the French stage, for

* Since this aiticle has been written, the play continues to rnn a course of con-

tinued prosperity.
)
[
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the character of Danville was Talma’s first appearance in comedy in
Paris. He has in “ Misanthropie ct Repentir,” * Falkland,” and
“ Shakspeare Amourcux,” occasionallys verged on the borders of this
sacred domain; but, what with the nicely-defined boundaries of
melodrame on the one hand, and those of farce on the other, he has
never till now taken his unquestionable station as the hero of genteel
and legitimate comedy.

It is not within my limits, nor my intention, to criticise this play
minutely. Its plan affords no evidence of great originality of inven-
tion, and its leading characters*will call to the English rcader’s mind
Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, Lord and Lady Townley; and, more parti-
cularly still, Moody and Peggy. M. Delavigne has, I know, both read
and warmly admired ¢ The.School for Scandal,” to which he no doubt
owes the subject of this piece : but of s still more striking coincidence
with the * Country Girl” he was quitc ignorant, never having heard of
that play till the eve of the representation of his own.

ITaving devoted so much space to the subject of M. Delavigne's
most receng work, I must be restricted to limits too narrow to give a
detailed notice of the many productions of his versatile talents. He is
the author of onc other comedy, “Les Comddiens;” and two tragedies,
“ Les Vipres Siciliennes” and * Le Paria;” besides those still more po-
pular poems, *“ Les Messéniennes,” on which his chief claim to celebrity
nmay, after all, be considered to rest.  The general distingtive character
of the author is an extreme flexibility of talént; and his style possesses,
in a great measure, the suppleness and variety which djstinguish his con-
ceptions.  Less energetic and profound than Delamartine, he is more
clegant and correct.  Yet there is no timidity in his style, nor a servile
following of Racine, of whom we may casily recognise him to be a dis-
ciple. He overcomes with singular felicity many obstacles arising from
the difficulties of versification, which the French alone consider beauties,
but which the rest of the world thinks deformities,  In all the varictics
of style pecu‘]mr to tragctly, comedy, elegy, and pde, that facility has com-
municated te him the secret of introducivg those images and expressions
which properly helong to cach; and he succeeds in throwing into verses
that may be weulin thought, a suavity of expression which steals upon
the heart in tones as harmonious as can be drawn from the harsh instru-
ment of French versification.  He s, indeed, particularly attentive to
the exactness of rhyme, paying strict regard to those graces to which so
much of the celebrity of Lis great master is due.  His chief faults are
an oceasional want of point ; procceding, perhaps, from a premature
abandonment to the impulse ot ideas not perfectly defined to himsclf;
and easual passages of redundapey, when the too ardent love of ele-
gance leads, as it generally does,”to weakness,

Casimir Delavigne is the sccond of three brothers, the eldest of whom
has also displayed considerable dramatic talents, and is the author of
scverf popular picces. The subject of this notice was born at Havre
de Grace in the year 1794. At the age of seventeen, while yet at col-
lege, he published a copy of verses on the birth of the King of Rome;
but, after tha boyish proof of his poctical turn, he prudently abs.
tained from appearing before the public until 1816, when he gave to
the world his first series of political poems, entitled * Messénicnnes.”
The novelty of the idea, and the brillianey of the execution of these
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picces, suiting so well with the tone of public feeling at that period,
ensured them prompt success. But the strong sentiments of liberalism
which they displayed, mixed with their exaggerations, particularly
where England was the subject of the poct’s dispraisc, stamped them as
the effusions of a young and heated mind, and placed the author, as a
party man, in the foremost ranks of opposition. It is easy to be believed
that he became, from that moment, a marked object for royalist enmity,
affording one of the many proofs, that no public man, however amiable
or talented, can venturc to identify hirgself with the political feelings
of one party, without instantly incurring the dcadly hatred ofghe other.
Such has been the state of public feeling for several years past; nor is
it at all subsiding. The consolidation of royalist power, and the defeat
of liberal hope, seem only to have widened the breach; and it is la-
mentable to see literature and its professors clinging to the worst ex-
ample held out byspolitics. Tt is easy to comprehend the fatal eflect
this must produce upon literature in most of its departments ; but it is
probably less injurious to poetry than to the others. Poetry is a great
generalizer; and, even when it is political, poetry is so much woven
with imagination, that its rcalitice attract but a comparatively small
share of hostility : and though one could net hope to meet in the sume
salon two authors of opposite coulcurs, a popular tragedy may attract
general applause, let it come from the right side or the left, from
Soumet or Arnault—while Marchangy, the Ultra Avoeat-gencral,
and Le Brun, the poet of Napoleon, sit cheek-by-jowl together in the
same box, as I saw them at the first representation of ““ I’Lcole des
Vieillards.”

It would be perhaps unjust to give a decisive opinion as to the bent
of Delavigne’s genius.  Ile has tried many walks in his art, and has
trod every onc of them with gracclulness and success.  But bis
powers have not yet found their level.  He is but thirty years of age;
and we have the dictum of the most acute of French crities, that he
has not lived long cnouh to have acquired suflicient kyowledge of
life and the human heart for sdrmounting the diflicultics of dramnatic
writing. If a judgment, not premature, might be formed from what
he has already done, we should be perhaps inclinca® to say that Vol-
taire’s decision is applicable to his casc; for, in none of the four picces
which he has given to the stage are to be found those bold and master-
ly delineations of the heart and the mind, that stamp an author as a first-
rate dramatic genius. There is, however, cnough of power as well as
pathos in the tragedics, and biilliancy in the comedies, to give a surc
promise of still greater excellence. We must, morcover, rccollt-c't'll]at
the great staple of success in French dgamatic writing, power of vcrsifi-
cation, is possessed by Delavigne in an eminent dcgre'c ; and that
necither Racine nor Moli¢re were as successful in their first essays as
he has been in his. .

But, as I have before said, his chicf distinction is probably not so
much founded on these laborious efforts for the stage, as on the lighter
and less difficult pieces called * Mess¢nienncs.” These have procured
for him, not only the fame and cmolument naturally attached to a suc-
cessful production, but also the nomination, hx the late garde-de-
sceaur M. Pasquicr, of librarian of the Chancdllui, and the not less
markcd honour of an unmerited dostitution at the hands of that wminis-
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ter’s successor, M. de Peronneyt. On this occasion the Duke of Ol
leans, with a promptness at once liberal and princely, placed him-
self before this first attempt at persccution, and appointed the poet his
librarian ; a situation not subject to the shiftings of ministerial, or even
monarchical caprice.

M. Delavigne’s four theatrical pieces have appeared during the
spacc of so many years. The most popular of the three which have,
up to this moment, passed the ordeal of criticism is * Les Vépres
Siciliennes.” It has been, by, the legalised and inscrutable despotism
of the cossorship, lately prohibitcd from representation, The “ Mes-
sénienncs” to the nmnber of eight, with some smaller pieces, have ap-
peared at intervals.  Of the last three of these a notice was given, soon
after their appearance, in a former number of this work* ; and it may
therefore be unnecessary to swell out this rather desultory article by any
comment upon them or their fellows.  Another series is, it is said, re-
ceiving the last preparatory touches'for publication from the author’s
elegant pen; and if an ardent wish might be expresscd in homely
phrase, 1 would utter a hope that the pen may not be nibbed too
fincly, but that the author may give, as he did in * Parthénope et
IEtrangire,” an intrepid and vigorous specimen of genius, wiclding
the only weapon, now that swords arc sheathed, which may be used by
hands devoted to the cause of freedom.

I had nearly omitted to mention that, at the last vacaucey in the Aca-
demy, Casimir Delavigne was put in nomination ; but rejected to make
way for the Abb( Freyssinous! It is fitting that a politico-religious
candidate should meet with preference before a poet, in an institution
formed by a Cardinal Richelicu, and in which Moliére never found a
seat. 'This recollection may console Delavigne, as he talks over his
failure in the domestic circle of which he is so truly an ornament.

G.

. SONNET,

The Nexw-made Grace.

THgrL was a new-made grave, on which the sun

Lis western beams was flinging as in scorn

Of thosc in sable garb, that, sorrow-worn,
Approach’d with him whose carthly course was 1uu.
L then rememberd it was dug for one

Who should bave wedded on the very morn

Of this sad eve, on which 1 saw him borne
To the abode of those whose days are doune.

. And she in widow’s weeds, who thought to wear
'l:hc bride’s gay trdppings, stood all pale and cold,
Grasping the pall with the unconscious hold

OF onc too frozen in her own despair
To teel its depth, or have a tear to shed
O'cr the loved relies of the happier dead. A.S.

* Vol. Vopp, 385 and 197




(1)

GRIMM’S GUOST,
LETTER XV,

Wie any thing provoking occurs in Great Britain, it is, by a vulgar
adage, said that * flesh and blood can’t bear it.” The phrase, if it pro-
ceeded from a discmbodied mouth like mine, would constitute what is
here called a bull. I shall therefore content mysclf with remarking,
that the treatment which one Mr. Willwm Tittup, commonly called
Tittup the Citilian, has reccived and i% recciving from the other sex,
has excited my high displeasure. To shew the origin and extent of
his injuries, I must enter rather at large into his history.

Mr. William Tittup was born, it is supposed—for he carcfully con-
ceals the date,—somewhere between the years 1776 and 1780. Ile
was an only son : there I pity him, for I sincerely believe it was no
fault of his. That circumstance qualificd him to take a part in a trio
of dementation ; inasmuch as, according to another English adage, a
man, his wife, and onc child, are three fools. Ilis parents, determining
not to fly in the face of the proverb, educated him at home. Mr. George
Tittup, his father, had been formerly a Blackwell-hall factorin Alderman-
bury, and at one period thought himsclf a rich man.  Mecting, however,
with a knavish partner, who had drawn or accepted—I never could
ascertain which—certain hi]ls of exchange inthename of the firm, without
the cognizance of his scnior partner, the latter took fright, dissolved
partnership, andgeas he expressed it, * backed out of the concern” with
about ten thousand pounds. Having snatched this brand out of the fire,
Mzr, Tittup, like the pious FEneas, walked off with his wife and his
little Ascanius to Twickenham, a village on the banks of the Thames,
where he took the lease of a house in Montpelier-row. When little
Billy, as the son was always called, notwithstanding his increasc of
stature, had attained his ninth yi‘ar, Mr. John Austin, his maternal
uncle, a thriving salesman in Houndsditch, shggested to the parents
that it was high time that Bill should be sent to some public school,
adding a benevolent hint that he would not mind being at half the
expense. The proposition was naturally referred bysthe father to the
mother.  “I wish my brother would mind his own business,” exclaimed
this grateful and prudential mamma, “and not interfere with our plans
about William.”—** Qur plans, my dear!” said Mr. Tittap:  Lwas not
aware that we had any.”—¢ Oh yes, we have: at least [ have.”—* May
Iinquire what they are ”—*That he shall be educated athome: it is
decidedly the best arrangement for a youth with Billy’s expectations.”
M. Tittup slightly wrinkled his forghead at the word ¢ expectations ;”
but it passed off, and his wifc continued2-* Only look at my brother’s
eldest boy Tom ; he’s at Eton: did you cver sec such a savage?
Never well dressed ; and so excessively rude! The last time he was
herce, he knocked his trap-ball over our garden-wall into Mrs. Simms’s
summer-louse ; and when that lady brought it back in her own muff,
neatly wrapped in a sheet of gilt-cdged letter-paper, he merely said
“Thank ye,” and never thought of making a bow! Somuch for Fton !
That comes of public cducation I”—William Tittup was, of course, edu-
cated at home.

It would be disingenuous if T were to omit to mention onc advantage
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derived by the youth from his apron-string tether—an advantage
which he never could have obtained at Eton or Harrow. Nothing
came to his mother from the Richmond circulating library without his
co-perusal. Before he was thirtcen, he had read Lady Julia Mande-
ville, the Apology for the Life of George Annc Bellamy, Bucl.lan,s
Family Medicinc, Hayley’s Essay on Old Maids, and Mrs. Gunning’s
Appeal to the Public against the General her Flusband. At fourtecn
he l;md mastered the Secret History of the Green-Room, Anthony
Pasquin’s Life of the then late Larl of Barrymore, the Quarrel
between Anne Kearsley the Bristol Milkwoman and Hannah More
the Bristol Rhapsodian, and Mrs. Steele’s Memoirs of Mrs. Baddeley.
But it was not until his intellect had attained the vigour of fiftecn,
that he was entrusted with the perusal of Mrs. Robinson’s Vancenza.
1 forbear to mention Moll Flanders, and the third volume of the New-
gate Calendar, as these were lent to him, by Alice the cook, under a
promise of secrecy. )

The same battery of argument, which had knocked down cvery idea
of sending her son to school, was now played off by Mrs. Tittup
against establishing him in any trade or profession. The Church, Mrs.
Tittup admitted, might do well enough, provided he could get the
living of Pctersham, or even of Kingston, for then he would be near
his parents: but the present incumbents —she rather felt disposed to
call them incubnses—seemed as if they never would moye off, e
great objection to the Law was the necessity of travelling the circuits.
“You may remember, my dear,” addressing her husband, “ when yon
had that cause to try with Sir Thnothy Take-in, at Maidstone, ahout
the sorrel mare. Mr. Serjeant Doze, who then led the circnit, was
positively obliged to put up with a paltry sitting-room and bed-cham-
ber over a crockery-ware shop, without any private entrance: his
clerk’s office was the Scrjeant’s bed-room ; and as we went up-stairs
to the consultation, yon may recoltect I actually saw scven briefs
lying upon the counterpane. Thank Heaven, qur Billy is not reduced
to that !"—-This objection disposed of the Law; and the then revo-
lutionary Frenchewar as rapidly disposed of the Army and Navy. “In
short, my dear,” goncluded Mr. Tittup, * you mean Billy to be a gen-
tleman.”—* Certaiflly,” added his wifc: “and why not? Will he not
have the family estate when you and I are dcad and gone ?”—William
Tittup was, of course, a gentleman,

Fraught with the accomplishments above enumerated, with the addi-
tion of such French as the usher at Kingston Academy could afford to
instil into him on half-holidays, provided it did not rain, William
Tittup commenced doing the ciial among the old ladies in the Row.
At thefr whist-parties he snuffed the candles and threw on the coals;
he handed round the tea-cups, and ran across the room like a lamp-
lighter to carry back the vacant china: if he had occasion to drive
away the sleeping cat from the hearth-rug, in order to get at the hot
water, he regularly reinstated the dappled animal when that ceremony
was over. His attentions at the Chapel, in the Row, were positively
pestering. No man looked out a text so quickly, or pushed the
page under the eye of his female neighbour so rapidly, he was inimi-
table at poking out a hassock, but candowr forces me to own that in
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following a psalm he was apt to issue notes upon the wrong firm ; for
while the clerk was chaunting Sternhold and Hopkins, Billy was sadly
addicted to singing Tate and Brady. The nickname of Tittup the
Civilian was bestowed upon him by Captain Clavering, whose regi-
ment was then quartered at Richmond. ¢ Pray, Captain,” inquired
old Mrs. Simms—(who had never forgotten the opposite behaviour of
the two boys, when she carried home the trap-ball in a sheet of gilt-
edged paper)-—“ why do you call Mr. William Tittup, Tittup the
Civilian ?””—¢ Not from any allusion to Doctors’ Commons, Madam,”
answered the Captain:, “‘I can venture ta prophesy that the young
gentleman will never go there for a wife of his own, or be carried there
for making free with any other man’s.” Mrs. Simms was silenced, if
not satisficd,

Years drawled on in this unprofitable kind of handywork, during
which the Civilian seldom extended his visits beyond the Row. Ile
once, indced, made an attempt to ascertain the flavour of the Souchong
in Maid-of-Honour Row, on Richmond-green : but the wind, as he
crossed the bridge homeward, gave him a swelled face, and his mamma
again drew in her tape tether, so as to confine her young donkey to his
previous pasturc. A retired Blackwell-hall factor can never stand the
country long : Old Tittup had not amused himself many years in gazing
at Mr. Cambridge’s tall trees in fiont of his mansion, before he sickened
and died : his widow was too dutiful to continue his relict long ; and
Tittup the Civilian, the lcase being cxpired, quitted the vicinage of the
tall trees aforesaid, to enter “ the forest of chimneys” in the great Me-
tropolis.  On looking into his pecuniary affairs, he found that his pro-
perty did not quite ascend to four hundred pounds per annum.
* Something must be done,” sighed he to himself. The god Apolle,
when similarly circumstanced, according to O'llara, exclaimed, *“ A
lucky thought—turn shepherd I So cjaculated Tittup ; that is to say,
he resolved to be a swain—an adorer of the ladies. ~ “ I'll make my for-
tune by marriage,” said the young man as he posted forth, from his new
lodgings in Bury-strcet, St.James's, to order a new suit of clothes.
His ci-devant bustling attention was straitway converted into an air of
romantic tenderness when he addressed a woman, especially if he be-
lieved her to have any dealings in Threadnecdle-strcet: he cast
lavender-water upon his cambric handkerchief, and he took to singing,
“ When you tell me your heart is anogher’s:” occasionally, too, he
howled forth his sufferings through the aperture of a German-flute.
Yet still, somchow, it did not do. With all his attentions, the women
endured rather than admired him : he made fiftcen offers of marriage
which werc rejected in favour of fiftecn other men, who paid the sex
no attention at all. How was this to b& accounted for? His cousin
Tomt Austin let him one day into thesccret.  *“ William,” said the latter
during a friendly téte-a-tcte, I see what your plan is: take my word
forit, it will never answer.”--* My plan, cousin Thomas ?”"—¢ Come,
come, you want to marry a woman of fortunc: you have not a single
requisite for that object.”—¢ You flatter.”—* By no means: you are
all wrong, and I'll tell you why.”—*1 am all attention.”-~* Why, in
the first place, I would advise you totally to discard your present man-
ners, and trust to nature for a new sct. You are very well if you would



114 Tuttup the Civihan.

but lcave yourself alone. When there is nobody but myself and my
mother present, I have known you to be natural and rather agreeable ;
but no sooncr does any other woman makc her appearance, than you
are all in a screw : every limb is disjointed : you lisp and you smile;
and you put on such a look of wonder about nothing at all, that you
really worry every body to death.”—**Have you done ?"—** Almost,
but not quite. Last Monday se’'nnight, at The Grange, you were at your
old tricks, never leaving the women a moment to themselves. After
breakfast, Jack Talbot, Smithers, Jellicoe, and myself, took ourselves
to our own several pursuits. One went to look after his gun, another
adjourned to the library, and so forth: but what did you do?”"-—1
really don't recollect.”—*“ No! why, then, I'll refresh your memory.
There sat you from ten o’clock to fourin the breakfast-room, with your
two hands stuck up, like a double culprit at the Old Bailey ; and your
thumbs starting off at right angles, helping Nancy Meadows to wind
silk upon a card. What was the consequence?  You sat down to
dinner at six, without a fresh idea in your head—with body and mind
equally unrefreshed by exercise.  The great secret of attracting women,
William, or of attracting any body, is to shew that you can do without
them. Doctor Baillic’s dictum for the welfare of the stomach is, Leave
off dinner with an appetite. Never lean upon the world. Take my
word for it, if you do, the world will jump aside and you will get a
tumble. We had a trick at Eton—"—* Ay, you had a greatmany sad
tricks at Eton! Thank Ifeaven, I was brought up at home !”—* We had
a trick at Eton, I tell you, which will exemplify what I am saying. A
fellow would lay his hand flat upon the desk, palm downward, and
then say to another fellow, ‘ Now, dig your knuckles into the back of
my hand as hard as you can, you cannot hurt me.” Well, the other
fellow would do so: upon which the first fellow, after erying, ¢ Lean
harder, harder!” would suddenly draw away his hand, and bounce
would come the knuckles of the second fellow upon the hard desk.
That, William, is precisely your predicament.”

Thhis advicé was reccived as advice usudlly is. The Civilian, nothing
daunted, sallied forth on the following day *“to sow his dinner-seed,”
as he humorously {for the nincty-ninth time) called leaving his cards
at the doors of his acquaintances. This sced is, for the most part, cast
upon rock. Tittup upon these occasions is the source of frequent dis-
cord betwcen hushands and wives. Not wpon the score of jealousy :
quite the reverse.  ““ My dear,” will the wife say in getting up a dinner-
party, “ we 1cally must ask Mr. Tittup. We have had him to tea and
turn-out till I am really ashamed!”—*Oh the devil, no!” is upon
these becasions the pretty uniforin_answer of the husband. The result
is, that our Civilian handles ds,many tea-spoons, and as few knives and
forks, as any private gentleman within the bills of mortality. A few
years ago an incident occurred at the Opera-house which had nearly
proved fatal to him. Captain Claveringsaw him in the pit, bowing and
smirking and grinning to all the ladies whom he knew, in utter con-
tempt of the majestic Grassini, and determined to play him a trick.
The celebrated Mrs. Scbright was, at the conclnsion of the entertain-
ment, walking off alonc to her carriage; whereupon Clavering, in the
Jobhy, muttered as thongh to himsclf, while meaning to be overheard
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by Tittup, * Bless me ! if there is not Lady Larkin unattended!”  The
train instantly took fire: Tittup tripped forward upon his toe, pro-
truded his hand, and exclaimed, “ Will your ladyship give me leave ?”
The courtesan smiled and assented ; and Tittup led off his prize through
the lobby, holding thelady’s hand at arm’s length as if he were dancing
a minuet, and bowing and smiling to all the correct females around
with whom he had the slightest acquaintance. The fatal fact did not
long cscape undiscovered: he handed his prize into a glass-coach at
the corner of Pall-Mall, in which three of the co-sisterhood had been
previously deposited. ¢ What the devil made you so late?” vociferated
the three damscls : and Tittup, wild with horror, rushed back to the
lobby to explain the mistake. The attempt only added fuel to the
flame. ¢ Was it not enough, Sir,” said old Mrs. Vicars,  to escort
such a creature in public; but must you at the Very moment be inflict-
ing your nods and winks upon us women of character ?”  Tittup took
to his bed in a high fever. '

Tittup’s present lioness is Mrs. Lum of Berwick-street, who gives
readings. Ile overtook that lady walking a few days ago in Oxford-
street, and, with his usual fidgety perscverance, fastened himself upon
her. Ile of course feels it a part of gallantry to be nearest the kennel.
I shall never forget his start of horror, and his look round, when he
discovercd that, having crossed over the way, he bad actually allowed
Mrs, Lum to walk twenty-three paces on the outside of the pavement.
I rcally thought he had trodden upon a rattlesnake. Mrs. Lum’s
readings are irfesistibly attractive. You enter and behold that lady
seated at a small mahogany table, with two-wax lights, a tumbler of
spring-watcr, one big book, and three little ones. Her last entertain-
ment of this sort occurred last Thursday. Lord Robert Ranter and
Sir Hans Dabs Oliphant were there: so was the Civilian,  *¢ There’s
one thing here T don’t quite approve of,” said Lord Robert to the
Baronet.  * The sofas are continuous all reand the room—nothing to
lean against in case one should be overtaken.”  She rpd the story of
Le Fevre; the Quarrel of Brutus and Cassius ; Sir Bertrand, a frag-
ment ; and Theodosius and Constantia, unfortunagely no fragment.
The company werc then cheered up with a little I1émonade ; and Mrs.
Lum, fecling rather fatigued, beckoned to Tittup to go on with the
entertainment. The Civilian, nothing loth, walked on tiptoe across
the carpet for fear of awakening Lord Robert and Sir Tans Dabs,
who by this time were mutually propped, back to back, like two
cherubs crowned with a cenotaph, and were already as fast as two
churches.  The portion of literature which devolved upon Tittup was
Crabbe’s Borough, letter the third.  With a bow and a smife, and a
perfumed pocket handkerchief, he pursued his task till he came to the

following passage :—
Ye lilics male, think, as your tca you si]),
Whilc the town small-talk flows from lip to lip,
If the vast world may not some scene produce,
Some state, where your small talents might have usc.
Within Seraghos you might harmless move,
Mid ranks of beanty and in haunts of love :
There from too daring man the treasure gnard,
An easy duty, and its own ren ud,
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Nature’s soft substitutes you there might save

From crime the tyrant, and from wrong the slave.
Lady Lum looked hard at Mrs. Vicars, and Miss Templeton touched
the elbow of Mrs. Sharp; but the Civilian read on in placid uncon-
sciousness.

It is thus that Tittup the Civilian has walked, smirking, cringing,
and tea-drinking, through two-thirds of the probable extent of his exist-
ence. He is now rapidly thinning off; insomuch, thag the calf of his
leg is hardly bigger than that of a tom-tit.  Still the labourer is worthy
of his hire: and if some woman with a fortunc of 7500/, or at lcast
5000/., does not soon walk with him into the Temple of Hymen, I
must repeat my opening asseveration—Tittup the Civilian is an ill-
used man. Should he die in his vocation, let a subscription forthwith
issue for a statue to be erected to his memory in the centre of Cado-
gan-place, the chief scene of his Bohea beverages.  Certain it is, that,
in hus calling, he has been to the full as industrious as Lord Erskine o

Mr. Charles Grant.

POETICAL SCENES.—NO. |

MICIHHALL ANGELO.

(SceNE.—Te Study of Michacd Angelo at Rom: )
Micuaer ANerLo anv Puprns,  «

Mich.  So, ’tis well done, Battista ; ably drawn.
Do thus, and thou wilt ueed no wmarble faue

15¢ Pup. Look, Michacl!

Mach. Ah! tis bad.  These colours <lecp
Like death upon thy figures : touch them thus.
This flesh i> {ilxc a cardmal) red and dall :
Thought should lie pale upon the scholar’s cheel,
Thus,—thus.—And now, my young friend, Cosimo,
Give me lh{ sketch ; nay do not fear me: So—
Why thou hast overwrought this shape, my child,
Cheatugg (fie on’t!) air-travelling Ganymede
Of his boy-beauty.  See,—’tis thus : that eye—
Lash’t with dark fringe: touch the hp tendeily,
And hide his forehead all in cloudy gold.
See, let him lie this,—hclpless ; thus, my child ,
And clasp the cagle’s talon round his arm,
There,—it is done. What think’st thou ?

2d Pup. Oh'! "us b

. *Tis brave. Thy eagle ig the king of cagles,

As thou art king of painters.

Mich. Idle child!
2d Pup. Shall I win fame?
Mickh. Fame is a bountcous tice .

Upon its branches hang bubbles and gold.
hich wilt thou have ?
2d Pup. Both, Michacl.
Mich. Art so gicedy
Thou’lt scarcely prosper.  Wilt thou be the dog
Who grasp’d at flesh and shadow, and lost all 2—
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Bring me that head of Faunus, Giacomo :
That—big as a giant, with snaky locks,

And the wild eyes, and nostrils stretch’d and blown.
Ha! this is right.

3d Pup. ’Tis like a Titan, Michael.
None but thyself can master these great shapes.

Mich.  Ha, ha!'—There, give it me, good Giacomo.
Why, how thou fix’st thine cye upon its eye :
Wouldst thou wage battle with it, Giacomo?

3d Pup. Shdll I not copy it ?

Mich. Surely : but take heed :—
Mar not the thought which thou dost gaze upon,
Translating it in blind obedience ;

But steal the spirit, as old Prometheus won

From Phacbus’ fiery wheels the living light.

It is not dainty shadows, nor harlot hues,

(Though flush’d with sunset, like Vecelli’s gawds,)
Will make a painter, Take great heed the mind
Live in the eye, and the wild appetite

Breathe through the bosom and the sinewy shape.
Come near me. Mark | do not thou miss that turn

[RAFPAELLE enters.]

Raff. Good morrow, Michacl. How thrive thy designs
TFar the Pope’s chapel ?

A Pup. Buonarotti !
Mach. Ha!
Wheo speaks ?
Raff. Thy pupil. Come I in good time?
Mich.  lLook and decide. (Shews the picture.)
Raff. *Tis grand and beautiful.

Mk, This visage came upon me while I slept.

Raff: O therich sleep!  Couldst thou not cozen het
To quit lrer poppies, and aye toil for thee ?

Mich.  Methought I lived three thousand years ago,
Somewhere in Ligypt, near a pyrannd, .
And in my dreamaf heard black Memnon playii®
He stood twelve cubits high, and, with a voice
Like thunder when it breaks on hollow shoses,
Call’d on the sky, which answer’d. Then he awoke
His marble music, and with desert sounds
Inchanted from her chamber the coy Dawn.
e sang, too—O such songs ! , Silence, who lay
Torpid upon those wastes of level sand,.
Stirr’d and grew human : fromn its shuddering reeds
Stole forth the erocodile, and birds of blood

Hung listening in the rich and burning air. .
Rafl Didst dream all this? »
Mch. Ay, Raffaelle ; and so gazed

On Theban Memnon, that his image sunk
Fix’d in my brain. Lo ! this is he thou look’st on.
Raff.  *Tis Faunus, is it not?  That wreath of leaves,
The crook, the panther skin, the laughing cyes,
And the round cheek—or Bacchus?  Ah! ’tis Ae
Michk No, ’tis the wood-god Faunus,
Rafl. A brave god.
Stay '—let me caze upon it Thus—ay thus—



118

Mich,
Raff.

Mich.

Rafl.
Mach.

Pupe.
Mich.
Pope.

Mich.

Pope.
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] ’l)])l ".
Mich.
Pope.
Mich.
Pope.
Mich

Dupe.
Mach.
Pope.
Mich.
RafF.

Pope.
AMich.
Pope.

Mich.

Raff.
Mich.

Poctical Seecnes.

You drove your pencil round, and thus—and thus :—
1 uever stood before a face so fine.
*Tis a free sketch ; 1 know it

Thou shouldst paint
Gods, my good Michacl, and leave earth to me.
The children and the women thou i/t have :
W hat veed to ask what thou hast won alieady.
Hark ! there arc footsteps coming.

>Tis the Pope.

Y

[Pore Jurtus 11. enters, with attendants.]

We come to visit thee, good Buonarotti.
Y our holiness is welcome.
What hast done ?
Since yesterday 2—but lidtle, save design :
This head, and that.
T'his takes my fancy much
Y our holiness is right. -
So, who art thou?
Tis Rufluelle Sanzio.
Ha! and who is he?
A pamter, holy father ; and a good one.—
What else?
Some drawings, which your holiness
Wl prize but litde.  1’ve been plotting lately.
Thine is a tedious art: is’t not so, Michael?
*T'1s hard to compass.
Ay, and slow to live.,
True ;—Dbut it lives for ever.
Like Renown,
Which clothes with sun and life the deeds of men,
Butlding ou carth a world which may ontlast
lts strong foundation.  Give me Fame—on carth;
Awnd, whea I leave sweet carth, afiner sphere,
Where Beauty breaketh Ilke a sumumer morn.
Let me have*voices, too, heart-wakening words,
All touch’d Iike pictures with the sonl of thought -
So wWill T dream over LElysian florvers,
Andisten to music, and quafl nectar-dew,
Aud Ife in the light of love, and pamt for ever—
Peace! peace! what’s this?
He lhath a liberal faney.
He fills his horn fpller than Fortune's.
Now [ would rather lic on some vast plain,
And hear the wolves upbraiding the cold moon,
Or on a rock when the blown thunder comes
Booming along the wind. Ay dreams are nought,
Uunless with gentler figeres ficrce ones mix,—
Giants with Angels, Death with Life, Despair
With Joy:—even the Great One cowmes in terror
To me, apparell’d like the fiery storm.
Thy fancy was begat i’ the clouds.
My soul

Finds best communion with both ill am)l’ good.

Some spirits there are, all carth, which only thiive

In wine or lJaughter.  So my nature breathes
Darkness and Night, Power or the death of Power ;—
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A mountain riven—a palace sack’d—a town
Rent by an carthquake (such as once uptore
Catania from its roots, and sent it down
To the centre, splitin frigments)—Famine,—Plague—
']‘:arth running red with blood, or deluge-drown’d.
I'hese are my dreams:—and sometimes, when my brain
Is calin, I lie awake and think of God.
Michael !
A vision comes which has no shape;
Noune, though I strain my sight, and strive to draw
Some mighty fashion on the trembling dark,—
Tis gone :—again [ draw, again *us flown,
Aund so | toil in vain.
But thou must dream
Again for me, good Michael. 'We must shew
A dream that shall outlast the walls of Rome.
[’IEdo my best ; but thought is as a root
"That strikes which way it will through the durk brain -
I cannot force’t. *
What wilt thou paint,—a orld ?
Ay—its Creation.
Muke it fresh and fair:
Breathe all thy soul upon it, until it glow
Like day.  Clasp itall round with Paradise,
Colour, and hght, green bowcers—
I’It make it bare.
aLike man when he comes foith, a naked wreteh,
So shall hus dwelling be,—the barren soil.
T'hjs must not be.  Itis not writ i’ The Book.
Pardon me: I must chase my own poor thought,
Which way soever it turn.
Still earth should bloom ?
It should be like the time. I will not paint
Antediluvian Adam when first he sprang
From dust,—<troug, active, like theautumnal stag:
But * with limbs dawnimg into sinewy strength.
Nor will I plant the {ull-blown inteflect
On his bright cye, but therein gently unfold 2
Young Adoranon— ’

Right ! "Twill grow and blossom.
Now for thine Fie. *

Um! Must there be a woman ?
¢ Must ”—Thou wouldst paint a barren world indeed.
Thou never lovedst. .

I have @ nay, I love still.

Whom? what?

MiNE ART.

Why, sodo I :—yet 1 love women too.
Thy humour feeds one sqnse apd starves the rest.
A poor cconomy.  The youth speaks well.
Perhaps : yet, the first nan was _born alone,
Companiouless, a prodigy, like Light,
Birds and the desert brates awaited him :
Noughit clse. A world there was (fair if thou wiit) ;
Yeu Liden grew not before Adam rose.

« See his picture. €€ Dominus Deus formavit hominem cx solo terre.”
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After his irth, mdeed, we may have wrought

"I'hat pleasant parden, wherein the Devil stole

And tempted Raffaelle’s goddess soon to sin.
Raff.  Stop there, stop there! The man—

Mich. Alas! he fell.
He ate perdition from the woman’s hand.
Deatk: for himsclf—(he was not lorn to die, .

But live, the lord of this eternal star)—

Death for himself and race, despair and toil,
Peril, and passion which no joy can quench,
Grief here, and Hell hereafier,—these he earn’d.
Shall I paint all this truly?

Raff. Why not 2—yes.
Pope. Do as thou wilt. Man’s life is full of troubles.
Mich. Tt is a pillar writ on every side
With fiery figures. Shal{wes'hew them all ?
Popc.  No: the first fall,~no more.
Mich. Yes, the fierce moral.

Thae let me doj; for 1 have sheteh’d already

Dark phamtasies, and broke up graves, and blown,

In thought, the heart-piercing trumpet, whose loud cry
Shall blast the dreamns of millions.

Pope. What is this?
Raff. The Judgement.
Alich ’ Ay, the Judgement.

f.ook!—In the middle, near the top, shall stand
Jesus, the Saviour: by his side mild crowds <
Of followers, and Apostles hovering near.
{1ere shall be seen the bless’d, and there the damn’d,—
Sinners, whom diabolic strength shall hurl
Down to perdition.  Insolent visages,
Born in the slecp of Sin, shall ﬂcsﬁ their fangs ;
Dwarfs, devils, and hideous things, and brute abortions ;
Some who make sick the moon, and some who hide
Their nionstrous foreheadq in a reptile’s mask :
Pale Palsy, and crook’d Spasm, and bloated Plague,
And Fear, made manifest, shall fill tke wind

‘ith [Iell,—for Hell is horror, link’d to pain.—

Popr No more. Thou dost bewitch my flesh to ice.
Raff.  No more, good Buonarotti. Now farewell !
Mich Farewell !

Ruff. Thy figures haunt me, like Discase.

I must go hear somne Roman melody,

Accomplish’d mugic, and sweet human words,

And bkask beneath the smiles which thou dost scorn.

When I amn disenchanted
Mach Come again.
R I will : farewell ! Father, thy hely blessing.
Pope. My blessing on thee, son! Michael, farewell !

| Feweunt.
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SKETCHES OF THE IRISH BAR.~—NO, Villi.
Serjeant Govld.

Tur French Revolution had scarcely burst npon the world, and its
portentous incidents were still the daily subjeet of universal astonish-
ment or dismay, when there arose in the metropolis of Ireland a young
gentleman, who, feeling jealous of the unrivalled importance which the
Continental phenomenon was enjoying, resolved to start in his own per-
son as an opposition-wonder. He had some of the qualifications and
all the ambitions self-dependence befitting so arduous a project. Na-
ture and fortune had been extremely kind to him. He was of a re-
spectable and wealthy funily. Ilis face was handsome; his person
small, but symmetrical and clastie, and peeuliarly adapted to the per-
formance of certain bodily feats which he subsequently achieved.  As
to his general endowments, lie was, upon his own showing, n fac-simile
of the admirable Crichton. [le announced himself as an adept in
every known department of hutan learning, from the prophetic revela-
tions of judicial astroloay, and the more obsolete mysteries ot magice
lore, up to the lightest productions of the amatory muse of France.
He professed to speak cvery living language (except the Irish) as
fluently and correctly as if he had been a native-born. He played,
sung, danced, fenced, and rode with more skill and spint than the
masters of those respective arts who had presvmed to teach him. Il
had a deep sense of the value of so many combined perfections, and
acted under the persuasion that he was called upon to amaze the world.
His friends, who had perceived that beneath his incomprchensible
aspirations there lurked the elements of a clever man, recommended
the Bar as a profession in which with industry, and his 10,000/., for he
inherited about as much, and a rising religion, for he was a Protes-
tant, he might fairly hope to gratify their ambition, if not his own. He
assented ; and submitted to pass, through the preliminary forms—ra-
ther, however, under the idea, that at sowe figture period it might suit
his views to accept the*chancellorship of Ircland, than with any imne-
diate intention of squandering his youthful encrgies upon so inglorious
a vocation. Ile felt that he was destined for Iighar things, and pro-
ceeded to assert his claims. e never appeared abidad but in a costly
suit of the most persuasive cut, and glowing with bright and various
tints. He set up an imposing phacton, in which with Kitty Cut-a-
dash, of fascinating memory, and then tlfe rcigning illegitimate belle of
Dublin, by his side, lic scoured through streets and squares with the
brillisncy” and rapidity of an optical illusion. He entertained his
friends, the choicest spirits about town, with dinners, such as bachelor
never gave before-—dishes so satisfying, and scien}iﬂc, as to fill not
only the stomach, but the mind—clarct, such as few even of the Irish
bishops could procure, and champaigpe of vivacity exampled only
by his own. He furnished his stable with a stud of racers; and if [
am rightly informed, he still, half-laughing, half-wondering at his
former self, rccalls the times when n#®unted upon a favourite thorough-
bred, and flaming in a pink-satin jockey-dress, he distanced every com-
petitor, and bore away the Curragh cup. I have spoken of his dancing.
Pradition asserts that it was not confined to ball-rooms. 1 am told
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that at the private theatre in Fishamble-street, a place in those days of
much fashionable resort, he was known to slide in between the acts, in
the costume of a Savoy peasant, and throw off a pas seul in a style of
original dexterity and grace, which to use an Irish descriptive phrase,
“ clicited explosions of applause from the meny’and ecstatic ebullitions
of admiration from the ladies.” He was cqually remarkable for his
excellence in the other manly cxercises. He thought nothing of vault-
ing over four horses standing abreast. IHe was paramount at foot-ball ;
and astonished and won wagers from the Bishop of Derry himself
(the noted Lord Bristol), who was supposed to be the keenest judge in
Ircland of what the toe of man could achieve. Before assuming the
forensic robe, our aspirant for renown sct out upon a Continental tour ;
and according to his subsequent rcport, although he travelled in strict
wcognito, gathered fresh glory at every post-town through which he was
whirled along.  After a considerable stay at Paris, where, however, he
artived too late to stop the revolutionary torrent, he passed on and
visited several of the German courts—gave “ travelling opinions” upon
the course of policy to be respectively pursued by them at that critical
juncture, and afterwards satisticd himself that the most important events
that followed were mainly influcnced by his timely interposition. He
left Germany with some precipitation. The rumour ran that there
were state-reasons for his departure.  The subject was too delicate to
be revealed in all its circumstances, but upon his return to Ircland his
friends heard in broken sentences of a certain Palatine princess—the
dogged jealousy of royal husbands—the incorrigible babbling of maids
of honour—muttered threats of incarceration—and a«confidential re-
monstrance on the part of a very sensible man, a member of the Aulic
council, respecting the confusion that might hereafter ensue, should it
comne to he suspected that the streain of reputed legitimacy had been
1cinforced by a tributary rill of Munster blood.

Upon his reappearance in Ireland, our prodigy, exulting in the fame
of his Contincntal exploits, was about to commence a new course of
wonders in his native land, when an unforescen vceurrence in the form
ofa dishououfed gheck upon his banker came to

o —~—repress his noble rage
. ! .
And%reeze the genial current of his soul.

He discovered that Lic was & ruined man. The patrimonial ten thou-
sand pounds which had given an cclut to all he did, had vanished. The
road to glory still lay before him, but he was without a guinea in his
pochet to pay the travelling expenses.  In this emergency there were
three courses open to him—to cut his throat—to sell his soul to the
Protestant ascendancy—or to be honest and industrious, and ply at his
profussion,  1le chose the last—antd (the most wonderous thing in his
wonderful career) it camc to pass, that notwithstanding the many appa-
rent disqualifications under which he started, he rose, and not slowly,
to an eminence which no one byt himself would have ventured to pre-
dict. He is now “ quantwin mutajgs ab illo,” a very able and distin-
guished person at the Irish Bar, Mr. Serjeant Goold. And if I have
ushercd in my notice of this gentleman with an allusion to the freaks of
lus youth, of which after all I may have received an exaggerated
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account, it is because I consider it to be infinitely to his praise that he
should have so manfully surmounted his early pretensions and disap-
pointments, as the progress of his professional history has evinced.
The study of * four-day rules,” and “ notices to quit,” demands no ex-
traordinary reach of intellect ; but the transition from the airy specula-
tions of a sanguine and ambitious disposition to these unimaginative
details is one of the most abrupt and mortifying that ever tried the
elasticity and patience of thc mental powers. Mr. Goold, notwith-
standing the friskiness and levity of his external deportment, had the
inward energy to face and surmount the repelling task. Ile plunged
with a hardy and exploring spirit into the wilderness of law—burst
through its perplexities, drank freely, and made no wry faces, from its
bitter springs ; and by a perseverance in patient. and solitary labour,
cntitled himsclf to more substantial returns than that applause which
he had once prized above every carthly compensation.

Some time after Mr. Goold had formed this neritorious resolution,
an incident befell him, of which' it is difficult to say whether it was
most calculated to quicken or to damp his new-born ardour for lahori-
ous occupation. When Burke’s celebrated Reflections on the French
Revolution appeared, the anthor and the book, as all my readers know,
were vigorously assailed. Mr. Goold, considering the subjeet not un-
worthy of his powers, had thrown himself into the controversy. He
was at the time in a frame of mind befitting a suudy partisan. Ile had
recently returnéd from Paris, where, during a residence of senie tine,
he had been an cye-witness of the disgusting clamour anld excesses of
the period. He whs also still smarting from the recollection of certain
rude accolades that had been forcibly imposed upon himself by sundry
haggard Naiads of the Halle—a perversion of the authentic rights of
men and of women, against which, when he came to record the fact, he
did not fail to protest with genuine antigallic indignation. His pamphlct
was entitled, characteristically enough, a Defence of Mr. Burke'’s work
¢ against all his opponents.” The number thas had already declared
themselves in print amoufited to ten—two anonymous ladieg, and eight
gentlemen—among whom were 'Doctors ‘Towers, Price,>and Pricstley.
The defender of Burke took cach of them in detail.  'The gentlewomen
he despatched with a good deal of gallant forbearadce ; but for the
doctors and their male auxiliaries he had no mercy. Ile belaboured
them with unsparing logic and more rclentless rhetorie, until every
»ign of sense and argument was beaten ou? of them, and proclaimed
his victory by a final flourish of trumpets to the renown of Burke.
“ 1 never, says he, saw Mr. Burke but once. Isaw him from the
gallery of the House of Commons. T know no man 'thut knows bLim,
I probably shall know no man that knows him. In afew weelfs Ilcave
this country, perhaps never to return. 1 expect but little from any
man. I shall never ask any thing. In whatever country I may live,
in whatever sitnation I may be placed, I shall look down on grandeur,
I shall look up to greatness. Nor wealth, nor rank, nor power, nor
influence shall bend my stubborn necl, T am prostrate before talents;
I am prostrate before worth;—my admiration of Mr. Burke amounts
almost to cnthusiasm,” &c. This was pretty strong incense, and there
was more of the same kind ; but I am quite certain that it was offered

K 2
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without the remotest expectation of any return cither in praise or pro-
fit; and as to the writer’s professions of independence, though very
hazardous in so young an Irishman, they have been amply justified by
his subsequent life,  The pamphlet, however, taken altogether, at-
tracted the notice and excited the gratitude of Burke. The fact is
rather curious, as illustrating the predicament of feeling in which that
eminent person’s new theories and new connexions had involved him.
Ie had just quarrelled with his old political associates for adhering to
the spirit of the principles he himself had taught them. Still professing
the tenets of “ an exalted freedom,” he was pouring forth curses and
derision upon one of the most provoked and necessary acts of freedom
which the world had ever witnessed ; and such is the sophistry with
which a favourite passion can practisc upon the strongest intellect, he
would fain persuade himself that he was consistent to the last, and that
doctrines which were hailed with joy in cvery despotic coferie of En-
rope, were the only genuine and unadulterated maxims of a British
Whig. But though hold even to overbearing in his public assertions of
his personal consisteney, it is not unreasonable to surmise that in his
private hours his heart was ill at case. He must have felt that his
fame, if not his conscience, was in want of external support. Certain
however it is, that he grasped at the voluntary offer with something
like the sign of a sinking spirit. T'he tributes of ardent admiration and
respect so profusely scattered through his young countryman’s pam-
phlet touched the vetcran's feclings,”and lived in his mefory upon the
fivst occasion that offered of marking his sense of the obligation.

The opportunity scemed to present itself upon the appointment of
Lord Yitzwilliam in 1795 to the government of Ireland. ~ One cvening
Mr. Gocld was sitting alone in his lodging, and indulging (if it can be
called an indulgence) in those depressing reflections upon his future
prospects with which the stoutest-hearted junior barrister is occasion.
ally visited, wiien an English letter was put into his hand. It was
from Edmund Burke. . It imported © that he had not forgotten Mr.
G.’s admirable pamphlet, and that he was modt desirous to advance, as
far as it in his power lay, the author’s fottunes.  An occasion appeared
to offer.  The pew viceroy of Ireland was coming, preparatory to his
departure for that country, to pass some days at Beaconsfield ; and if
the demolisher of the ten opponents could contrive without loss of
time to cross the Channel, aud meet his lordship at Mr. Burke’s, the
happiest results might be anticipated.” None but those who know the
briskness of Mr. Goold's temperature, even at the present day, can
well conceive the delicious perturbation of spirit that must have ensued.
The lustre of the invitation itself—the expected glory of heing present
at conferences where the approaching redress of Irish wrongs was to be
frecly canvassed—the elevating prospect of being himself officially sc-
lected to contribute the aid of his attainments to the labours of a pa-
triotic administration—these and many other bright concomitants had
just arranged themselves into a picture almost too dazzling for mortal
eye, when one miscrable reality intervened like an angry cloud, and
the gorgeous imagery fuded away into melancholy dimness. [le was
under a financial incapacity of complying with the generous proposal of
Mr. Burke. He was pondering over this mortifying obstacle, when
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one of his friends, the late Sir Charles Ormsby, entered the room.
“ Was therc cver such an unlucky fellow ?” said he, handing the letter to
Sir Charles. ¢ Sec there what an opportunity of making my fortune
presents itself, and yet, for want of about a hundred pounds to go over
and make a proper appearance at Beaconsfield, I must let it slip.”  Sir
Charles was not in those days as rich as he subsequently became, but
his father was a wealthy and good-natured man.  ““ Go to my father,”
said he, ¢“shew him the letter, state your situation, and I undertake
to suy that he’ll accommodate you.” The experiment succecded. Mr.
Goold flew to Beaconsfield ; was too late to catch the viceroy, who had
already set out for Ireland ; passed some days with Burke; reposted
to Dublin, the bearer of a powerful introduction to the favour of Lord
Fitewilliam ; was graciously received, and would in all likelihood have
been included in the political arfangements then in progress ; but the
Beresfords were at work on the other side of the water—their fatal
counsels prevailed—the patriotio viceroy was recalled—the doom of
Ireland was scaled, and the subject of the present sketch reconsigned
to the hard destiny of a legal drudge. TFortunately, however, and
honourably for himself, Lis spirit was too buoyant to sink beneath the
disappointment. e betook himselt” with unabated ardour to his
former pursuits.  is professional acquirements and cfficieney became
known ; clients poured in upon him; in a few years he was invested
with a silk gqwn : and bad not kis political integrity interfered, he
would, if current report be true, have before this been scated on the
bench. .

Serjeant Goold’s practice bas been and still is principally in the
Nist Prius courts. I have not much to say of his distinctive qualities
as a lawyer.  He is evidently quite at home in all the points that come
mto daily question, and lic puts them forward boldly and promptly.
Here indeed, as clsewhere, he aftects a little too much of ommniscicnce ;
but unquestionable it is, that he knows a great deal. There is not, I
appr¢hend, a single mewber of his protession less hable to be taken by
surprise upon any unexpected point of evidence, or practic®, or plead-
ing, the three great departments of our law to which his attention has
been chiefly dirccted. ~ But there is no want of origuility in his ap-
pearance and manner.  His person is below the middle size, and, not-
withstanding the wear and tear of sixty ycars, continues compact,
clastic, and airy. His face, though he sorpetimes gives a desponding
hint that it is not what it was, still attests the credibility of his German
adventures.  The features are small and regular, and keen without
being angular.  His manner is all bis own. His quick blue eye is in
perpetual motion. It does not look ypon an object; it pounces apon
it.  So of the other external signs of cha¥acter. His body, like his
mind, moves at double-quick time. He darts inte court to arguc a
question of costs with the precipitation of a man rushing to save a be-
loved child from the flames,  This is not trick in him, for among the
collateral arts of attracting notice at the Irish Bar is that of scouring
with breathless speed from court to court, upsetting attornics’ clerks,
making panting apologics, with similar manifestations of the counsel’s
inability to keep pace with the importunate calls of his multitudinous
clients.” Scrjeant Goold stands too high, and is, I am certain, too
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proud to think of resorting to these locomotive devices. His impe-
tuosity is pure temperament. In the despatch of buginess, more espe-
cially in the chorus-scenes, where half-a-dozen learned throats are at
once clamouring for precedence, he acquits himself with a physical
energy that puts him almost upon a par in this respect with that great
“lord of misrule” O’Connell himself, FHe is to the full as restless,
confident, and vociferative, but he is not equally indomitable ; and I
have some doubts whether with all his bustle and vehemence, he ever
ascends to the true sublime of tumult which inspires his learned and
uncmancipated friend. The latter, who is in himself an ambulatory
riot, dashes into a legal affray with the spirit of a bludgeoned hero of
a fair, determined to knock down cvery friend or foe he meets ¢ for the
honour of old Ireland.” He has the secret glory too of displaying his
athletic capabilities before an audiefice, by many of whom he knows
that lie is feared and hated. Serjeant Goold, who has not the same
personal incentive, is more measured and courtly in his uproar, and
will often, long before his lungs are spent, as if his diguity had taken
a sudden fiight, declare off abruptly, and invoke the talismanic inter-
cession of the Bench.  Let not the unlearned reader imagine that I am
affecting a tone of idle levity, These forensic rants are of daily recnr-
rence; and to have nprves to withstand them is a matter of no little
moment to barristers and clients. It is within the sanctuaries of justice
that much of the rough work of human concerns is trangacted ; and the
subjects, to be handled well, must be roughly handled. The knave
must be vehemently arraigned; the injured clamgrously vindicated;
the factious and dishonest witness tortured and stunned until his soul
surrendcers the bidden truth.  The man who can do this is of value in
his calling 5 but should his taste recoil from the rude collision, hie may
still attain to legal distinction by other and less rugged paths—but as
he values lus interest and fame, let him resign all hope of making a
figare m a Nisi Prius court. '

Serjeant, Goold passes in the Irish courts for an eloquent advpcate,
In one semsc of the word he is so; for though far from being a pleas-
ing speaker, and having manifold defects of delivery and action, he still
contrives to makc a very strong impression upon a jury, where feeling
is to be excited, or the understanding forcibly impelled in a particular
dircction. Ilis faults of manner are angularity, abruptness, and violence.
His articulation is rapid and unmusical. ~His diction has no cquability
of flow,—it bursts out in irregular spirts. Buthe has a clear head, much
cxpericnee of human character and passion, and infinite reliance upon
himself.  His tones, however faulty, are fervid and sincere. His sen-
timents, though often extravagantly delivered, are bold and natural, and
reach the heart. T would' desc¥ibe his ordinary style of addressing a
jury by saying, not that it deeply moves them, for that would imply a
more regular and finished order of speaking, but that it * stirs them
up.” Tna word, he bustles through an appeal to the intellect or pas-
sions with great ability. He commits many faults of taste, but no
essential breach of skill. The jury are often startled by his detona-
tions, and often join in the general smile that follows those little per-
sonal cpisodes into which the learncd Serjeant occasionally diverges;
but after all, they sce that they have before them a man who knows
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well what he is about. They listen to him with attention and respect ;
never suspect ghat he has the slightest design to puzzle them; and
when they retire to cool their fancies in the jury-room, feel extremely
disposed to agree that the views he had thrown up to them were
founded in the justice and good sense of the case.

Mr. Goold sat in the last Session of the Irish Parliament. The
occasion of his presence there is much to his honour. I have not
heard by what particular influence he was returned. It is sufficient
to state, thathe had already earned a character for talent and public
integrity, which pointed him out as a fit person to co-operatc in de-
fending the last pass of the Irish Constitution against the meditated
surrender by its perfidious guardians.

_ The secret history of the Union has not yct transpired in all its
ignominious details. = A work professing to perform such an act of his-
torical vengeance, and emanating from an eyc-witness, was undertaken
about eighteen years ago. A kind of prefatory volume taking up the
subject at an ominous distance, was published as a specimen. The
continuation, or, more strictly speaking, the commencement, was anxi-
ously expected. I have no authority for asserting that there was any
tampering with the writer’s indignation ; but it may be mentioned as a
curious coincidence, that the suspension of his design was cocval with
his appointment to be judge of the Court of Admiralty in Dublin, over
which, if there be any truthin the pld maxim, ‘¢ Major ¢ longinquo reve-
rentia,” he must be allowed to have presided in a style of the most
imposing dignity. e has for many years been a resident of France;
sometimes, no doubt, sojourning in the Isle of Oleron, where our sca-
laws were originally compiled and promulgated by Richard the First,
and latterly in the town of Boulogne-sur-Mer, where his marine medita-
tions must be greatly assisted by the visible aspect of ¢ things flotsam,
Jjetsam, and ligan,” to say nothing of the cheering influence of an oc-
casional wreck, in reminding hira of the convenience of judicial func-
tixs that can be perfgrmed by deputy. Had Sir Jonah Barrington
p®evered in his design, he yould have hud some strang4 things to tell
of the Lonourable gentlemen who sold their courftry. There was
much, however, that could not be concealed. The measure, smoothed
and varnished as it might be to meet the public eye, retained all the
coarse and disgusting outlines of an Irish job. It was proposed in
1799, and rejected.  The following year, the proposition was renewed
and carried.  In the interval wonders Aad been done in the way of
an amicable arrangement. The predatory rights of an Irish repre-
scntative were duly considered and admitted. A vote and its con-
comitant privileges were not now to be estimated at the old market-
price of seven years purchase but? beiag to be bought up n per-
petuity, a just and commensurate equivalent was allowed to meet
the increased cost of a majority, all kinds of compensation In pos-
session and reversion were forthcoming.* 1"ragcs were given

* Numerous ancedotes of the legislative higgling on this accasion are current in
Ircland,—some of them sufficiently dramatic. One member, for example, tendered
his terms. They were accepted, aud a verbal promuise gisen that the contract
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down. The Bench was mortgaged.  The carnest of a pension wag
advanced to soothe the impatience of the reversiqgary placeman:
Boroughs were declared to be private property, and 5o excellent and
certain a provision for the patron’s younger children, that it would be a
violation of all justice to exact their gratuitous surrender. 'Their pecu-
niary value was ascertained, and the public fuith solemnly pledged to
treat a customary breach of the constitution (a title to property of which
Blackstone never dreamt) as one that by ¢ the courtesy of Ireland”
gave the prescriptive offender an equitable interest in 1ts gontinnance.®
These are but a few specimens of the means resorted to in order
to precipitate a measure that was announced in all the pomp of pro-
phetic assertion, as the sure and only means of conferring prosperity
and rcpose upon the lrish nation; and were it not for certain
counteracting circumstances, such as—sthe nightly incursions of Cap-
tain Rock 3 the periodieal celipscs of the Constitution by the interven-
tion of the Insurrection Act—a pretty, general insecurity of life and
property ;5 the decay of public spirit; the growth of faction,—a weekly
list of iusolvencics, murders, conflagrations, and letters from Sir Har-
court Lees, unprecedented in the annals of a happy country ; but for
these, and similar visitations, all originating in the comprehensive and
inscrutable cfforts of the prophets themselves to falsify their prediction,
the Union, notwithstanding the demerits of its supporters, might long
since have ccascd to be a standing topic of popular exeeration.  The
disasteis that, in point of fact, have followed, were pretty accurately
foreseen by the men who opposed this much vauntcd measure,  They
failed ; but they did their duty fearlessly and well, and not one of
them, it is but just to say, in a spiiit of more entire selt-oblivion, and
more earnest sensibility to his public duties, than the person whose
name is prefixed to the present article.  His manly and upright con-
duct, as usual in Ireland, excited decp and lasting resentment. e
was stigmatised as an honest Irishnran, and, disdaining to atone by
after-compliances for his eriginal offinee, had to encounter all those gn-
pediments tozprofussional advanceent which systematically folloWed
50 obnoxious a disqualification.

Here I had inynded to close my observations upon Serjeant Goold ;
but it aceurs to mé that there remains one topic, not indeed connected

should be faithfully observed. He insisted upon a written guarantee,  This was
refused, and the treaty broken off. «I'he member went down to the house, and vented
a vittuous harangue against the proposed measure. As soon as he sat down, the
written security was handed to him. He put it in his pocket, voted against his
speech, and was in due scason ap pointed to a lucrative office which he still enjoys,
defying the historian and laughing at the notion of posthumons fame. ’

* Byhe Act of Urion, cighty fqur boroughs were distranchised. Remuneration,
to the amount of 15,000/, each, was voted to the patrons. In the detate on the
latter point, one of Lord Castlereagh’s arguments was that the pitrons could not
have been brought to enter upon “ a cool examination,” of the generzl question,
had not their fears fog their personal interests been set at rest by a certainty of
compensation. 'l‘hcmustin- of annibilating provisions in family scttlements rest-
ing upon the security of boroughs was also insisted on. I like better the stern
logic of Mr. Sautin ; ¢ There can be no mjustice in denying property to he ac-
quired by acts whnch the Law declares to be a erime,  As well mivht the highway-
man, upon a public road Feing stopt up, eaclaim again.t the disterhance of his
richt to plander the passengers.”
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with his professional life, but of so much notoricty, and to this day so
often canvassed,that a total silence upon it might be misconstrued—I
allude to the evidence which he gave in the year 1818 at the Bar of the
Ilouse of Commons upon the enquiry into the conduct of Mr. Wyad-
ham Quin. An imputation was cast upon his character at the time;
and though stifled as far as it could be, by the vote of animmense
majority of the House, it has not wanted external support in that un-
charitable spirit which is ever rcady to pronounce a summary verdict
of conviction upon no otheMoundation than the fact of a charge hav-
ing been made. I have now before me the report of the debates, and
the minutes of the evidence in question.  The latter are so voluminous
that it would be altogether unjust to the party concerned to propose
repelling the accusation by any analysis and comments that ¢ould he
condensed into my present linhits. I can merely state the ggneral
conclusion to which I have come upon a minute examination and com-
parison of the several parts of the evidence; and that is my full and
unhesitating conviction that Mr. Goold was as incapable as the most
high-minded of his accusers, of intentionally withholding or misrepre-
senting a single fact which he was called upon to disclose, Ile was,
[ adwit, what is technically called “ a bad witness”"—barristers are
proverbially so (instead of an answer they giveaspeech).  Mr. Goold,
from his habits and temperament, is peculiarly so. Upon cvery
matter, great and small, he is hot and hasty; and announces his views
with the tone and temper of a partisan.  1r is a part of the constitution
of his mind to haye an undue conlidence i the intallibility of his facul-
ties and the importance of his personal coneerns. — All this broke ont,
as it docs every where else, at the Bar of the ITouse of Commons:
he conld no more repress it than he could the movement of his ar-
teries ; and the eftect upon the minds of strangers to his peculiarities
may naturally enough have been unfavowable 5 but when the question
arisen, is a denial of a collateral aitd unessential matter ot fact, a lapse
of memory, or a medityted suppression, surely every one, who wonld
not‘wantohly shake the stabilify of character, should feel dound to put
the tenor of a long and honourable life against a most improbable
supposition. This was the view taken by those whq *knew him best :
among the rest by the late Mr. Grattan, whose friendship alone furied
high cvidence of a spotless reputation.  For thirty years Mr. Grattan
had been his intimate friend, and had seen him pass through the ordeal
of times, which tried, as far as any e:u-lh’ly process can try, the worth
and honour of a man; and what was his impassioned exclamation ?
« Mr. Goold is thoroughly known to me. would stake my exist-
cenee upon his integrity, as 1 would upon my own. If he is not-to be
trusted, 1 know not who is to be truhﬂcq % 'T'o this attestation, and its
inference, T cannot but cordially subscribe.

T
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TNE THREFE DBDLIND TIPPLERS,

‘I'uree sightless inmates of the sky,
Whose names were Justice—Fortune—Cupid,
Finding their public life on high
Somewhat monotonous and stupid,
Resolved one morning to unite
‘Their powers in an Alliance Iloly,
And purify the Earth, whose {)lﬂf"hl
They all agrced was melanc Ty.
uoth Justice—Of the world below
1 doubtless have the bestidca,
Since in the Golden Age, you know,
I ruled it jointly with Astrea;
While, therefore, we on earth abide,
For fear our forces should be paited,
Let me be your perpetual guide :—
Agrced, nem. con. and ofl they started.

Love first, and Fortune next descends,
Then Justice, though awhile she tarried,
When Cupid cries—This flight, my friend-,
Has made my throttle somewhat arid :
Bencath cach wing, before our trip,
I popp’d a golden rase of ncctar,
And 1 for one should likc a sip,
What says our worshipful director 2

‘T'he proposition, ’twas decreced,
Redounded to the mover’s glory,
So down they sate upon the mead,
And plicd the flagon cor amore ;
But not reflccting that the draught
With air of earth was mix’d and nmuddied,
Before the second vase was quafl’d,
They all became completely fuddled.

Now reeling, wrangling, they procead,
¢ Each loudly backing his opiunion,
Anad *stead of letting Justice lead,
+  All struggle fiercely for dominton:
W hereat her sword in wrath she draws,
And throws it in her scales with fury,
Maintaining that the rightful causc
Requires no ogher judge and jury.

Fortune, purloining Cupid’s darts,
Tips them with gold K)r sordid suitors,
Making sad jgpvoc in the hearts
Of matrimonial compuaters ;
While Love on Fortule’s wheel apace
Plagues mortals with incessant changes,
Gives flying gliinpses of his face,
Th'cn presto ! pass i-—away he ranges.
‘Their pranks, their squabbles day by day
Gave censurers a better handle,
Till Jove impatient of their stay,
And anxious to arrest the scandal,
Bade Fortune—Justice—l.ove rcturn ;
But to atone for their miscarriage,
J.est men for substitutes should ycarn,
He sent them down Luck, Law, and Maisiage. H.
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THE MONTHS.—NO. 11.
February.

Some onc has said of the Scotch novels, that that is the best which
we happen to have perused Jast. It is thus that I estimate the relative
value and virtue of my betrothed mistresses, The Months. The one
which happens to be present with me is sure to be that one which I hap-
pen to like better than any of the others. I lately insisted on the su-
premacy of January on vasious accounts. Now I have a similar claim
to put in, in favour of the next in succession. And it shall go hard
but I will prove, to the cntire satisfaction of all whom it may concern,
that each in her turn is beyond comparison the ¢ wisest, virtuousest,
discreetest, best.” Indeed I doubt whether, on consideration, any one,
but a Scotch philosopher, will be inclined to dispute the truth of this,
even as a logical proposition, much less as a sentiment. The time pre-
sent is the best of all possible times, because it is present—because it is
-—because it is somnething ;—whercas all other times are nothing. The
time present, thercefore, is essentially better than any other time, in the
proportiongot’ something to nothing! I hope this is logic; or meta-
physics at the least. If the reader determine otherwise, ““he may kill
the next Percy himself!”  In the mean time—(and that, by the bye, is
the best time, next to the preseut, in virtue of its skill in connecting to-
gether two refractory periods)—-in the mean time, let us search for
another and a better reason why cvery one of the months is in its turn
the best.  The cleverest Scotch philosopher that ever lived has said, in
a memoir of his own life, that a man had better be born with a dispo-
sition to look on the bright side of things, than to an estate of ten
thousand a year. He might have gone farther, and said that the dis-
position to which he alludes is worth almost as much to a man as being
compelled and able to carn an honest livelihood by the sweat of his
brow! Nay, hc might almost have asserted, that, with such a dispo-
sition, a man may chance to be happy, cvea though he be born to an
estate of twenty thousand a year! But I, not being, ®hank my stars!
a Scotch or any other philosopher, will venture to fo still farther, and
say, that to be able to look at things as they are, is best of all.  To him
who can do this, all is as it should be—all things work together for®
good—whatever is, is right. To him who can do this, the present time
is all-sufficient—or rather itis all in all; for if he cannot enjoy any other,
it is because no other is susceptible of being enjoyed, except through
the medium of the present. But

—“Ye gods,‘ﬂr(\tc
While the most noble month I the year R
Stands unsaluted by 1 »

From the sublime to the ridiculous is but a step. Consequently,
from the ridiculous to the sublime must be about the same distance.
In other words, the transition from metaphysics to love is easy—as Mr,
Coleridge’s writings can amply testify,—Hail! then, February ! month
and mother of Love! Not that Love which requires the sun of Midsum-
mer to foster it into life ; and is so restless and fugitive that nothing
can hold it but bands made of bright eyebeams ; and so dainty that it
must be fed on rosc-leaves ; and so proud and fantastical that bowers
of jasminc and honeysuckle arc not good enough for it to dwell in, or
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the green turf soft enough for its feet to press, but it must sit®beneath
silken canopies, and tread on Turkey carpets, and breathe the bl:ea?h
of pastiles; and so chilly that it must pass all its nights within
a gentle bosom, or it dies. Not his Love; but its infant cousin,
that starts into life on cold Saint Valentine’s morning, and sits by the
fire rocking its own cradle, and listening all day Iong for the “ sweet
thunder” of the twopenny postman’s knock !—I1lail! February !—
virgin mother of this love of all loves-—which dies alinost the day that
it is born, and yet leaves the odour of its sweetness upon the whole
after-lite of those who were not too wise to admit it tor a moment to
their embraces!

The sage reader must not begrudge me these innocent little rhap-
sodies. e must remember that all are not so wise and staid as he;
and as in January he permitted me to” be, for a moment, a mmipg
school-boy,—so in February he must not object to my reminding him
that there are such persons in the world, as voung ladies who have not
yet finished their education! he mast not insist, that, * because ke is
virtuous, there shall be no more cakes aad ale ” Besides, to say the
truth, I do not see that it 1~ quite fair to complain of us@anounymous
writers, cven if we o occasionally insinuate into our lucubrations a
few lines that are directed to our own exclusive satisfaction.  Far be it
from me to hint aught against the liberality of the worthy proprictors
of this immaculate miscellany, the New Monthly Magazine. But [
must think that no pecuniary pay would be cquivalent to the privilege
of writing nonsensc now and then 5 and editors as well as readers may
restassured that if once they enter into a conspiracy to cut us wholly off
from this sweetest source of our cuolument, we shall very soon strihe:
—for if a man is always to wiite sense and reason, he might as well be
an author at once—which, we of the New Monthly flatter oursclves that
none of us are. I putit to the candour of Mr. Colburn himself, whether,
'L were to insist on placing my namé in the corner of cach of these
cgregious portraits of THe Mouths-—so and so pinvit 1821—he would
not offer me dsuble price to refrain from se unpcriodical a proceeding ?
Then let him use his interest with the Editor to allow me but half a
page of nonsense fy cach number, and I am content to leave posterity

“in the Jurch, and live only till I die. I have now expended my portion
of this paper, and shall heneeforth willingly “ keep bounds” till the
next month - to which end, however, I must be permitted to call in the
aid of my able suggestive, Now.

Now, the Christmas holidays arc over, and all the snow in Russia
could not muke the first Naanday in this month look any other than
blach inethe home-loving ck of liftle school-boys ; and the streets of
London are once morc evacuattd o happy wondering faces, that look
any way but strait before them ; and sobs are heard and sorrowful faces
are seen to issuc from sundry post-chaises that carry sixteen inside, in-
cluding cakes and boxes; and theatres are no longer conscious of un-
conscious éclats de rire, but ther whole audience is like Mr. Words-
worth’s cloud, “which moveth altogether, if it move at all.”——En re-
tanche,—Now newspaper cditors begin to think of disporting themsclves ;
for the great national school for * children of a larger growth” is met
in Saint Stephen’s Chapel, * for the dispatch of business” and of time,
and conscquently nowspapers have become a nonentity, ard thoese
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writers ﬁlo sign themselves “constant readers” find their occupation
gone. Now, the stones of Bond-strect dance for joy, while they
“ prate of the whereabout” of innumerable wheels ; which latter are so
happy to meet again after a long absence, that they rush into cach
other’s embraces—* wheel within wheel”—and there ’s no getting them
asunder. Now, the Italian opera is open,‘and the house is full ; but
if asked on the subject, you may safcly say that “ nobody was there ;"
-—for the opera-hats that you meet with in the pit evidently indicate
¥that the wearers appertain to certain counters and counting-houses in the
city, or serve those that do —having “received orders” for the opera
in the way of their business.—Now, a sudden thaw after a weck’s fros
puts the pedestrians of Cheapside into a pretty pickle.—Now, the tro/-
{oir of Saint James’s-street begins to know itself again; the steps of
Raggett’s are proud of being pressed by right-honourable feet; and
the dandies’ watch-tower is once more peopled with playful peers peering
after beautiful frailties in furred pelisses.—Now, on fine Sundays, the
citizens and their wives begin to hie them to Hyde Park, and having
attained Wellington-walk, fancy that there is not more than two pins to
choose between them and their betters on the other side the rail ; while
these latter,—having come abroad to take the air (of the insides of
their carriages) and hill the time and cuare the vapours,—permit inqui-
sitive cquestrians to gaze at them through plate-glass, and fancy, not
without reason, that they look like flowers scen through flowing water :
Lady O——=, for example, like an overblown rose ; Lady I1 like
a painted lady-pea; the Countess of B like a newly opened appic-
blossom ; and her demure-looking little sister beside her like a prim-
rose.—Now, Winter being on the wane, and Spring only on the ap-
proach, Fashion, for once in the ycar, begius to feel herself in a state
of interrcgnum, and her ministers, the milliners and tailors, don’t know
what to think ; Mrs. Bean shakes her head like Lord Burleigh, and de-
clines to determine as to what way be the fate of future waists 5 and
Mr. Stultz is equally cautious of committing himself in the affair of
collars ; and both agiec in coming to the same conclgsion with the
statesman in Tom Thumb-tthat, ¢ as near as they can guess, they
cannot tell ”—Now, therefore, the fashionable shops ,are shorn of their
beams, and none can show wares that are strictly i’ season, except the
stationer’s. But Ais, which for all the rest of the year is dullest of the
dull, is now, for the first fourteen days, gayest of the gay—for here
the poctry of love and the love of poetry  are displayed under all possis
ble and impossible forms and metaphors,—1{rom little cupids creeping
out of cabbage roses, to large overgrown hearts stuffed with double-
headed arrows, and uttering pitcous complts in verse while they fry
in their own flames. And this brings ug safe back to the point from
which we somewhat prematurcly sct out ;—for Now, on good Saint
Valentine's eve, all the rising geweration of this metropolis who feel
that they have reached the age of indiscretion, think it full time for
theny to fall in love, or be fallen in love with. Accordingly, infinite
are Me crow-quills that move mincingly between embossed margins,

« And those rhyme now who never rhymed before,

And those who always rhymed now rhyme the moie,” .

to the utter dismay of the newly-appointed twopenny postmun the next
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morning ; who curses Saint Valentine almost as bitterly as dogg in her
secret heart yonder sulky sempstress, who has not been called upon for
a single twopence out of all the two hundred thousand* extra ones that
have been drawn from willing pockets, and dropped into canvass bags,
on this eventful day. She may take my word for it that the said sul-
kiness, which has some show of reason in it to-day, is in the habit of
visiting her pretty face oftener than it is called for : if it were not so,
she would not have had cause for it now.
But good Bishop Valentine is a pluralist, and holds another see be- {

sides that of London.

¢ All the air is his diocese,

And all the chirping choristers
And other biids are his parishioners ;

He marries cvery year

The lyrique lark, and the grave whispering dove ;

The sparrow, that neglects his life for love;

The houschold bird with the red stomacher;

IHe makes the blackbird speed as soon

As doth the goldfinch or the haleyon.”
Let us be off' to the country without more ado ;—for who can stay in
London in the face of such epithets as these—that scem to compel us,
with their sweet magic, to go in scarch of the sounds and sights that
they characterise 7—* 'T'he yric lark I”— Why a modern poet might live
for a whole season on that onc epithet '—Nay, there be thgse that Zave
lived on it for a longer time—perhaps without knowing that it did not
belong to them! “The sparrow—tlat neglects fos life for love!”
“ The houschold bird, with the red stomacher ”—That a poet who could
write in this manner, for pages together, should be almost entirely un-
known to modern readers, (except to those of a late number of the Re-
trospective Review,) would be somewhat astonishing, if it were not for
the consideration that he is so well known to modern writers! It
would be doing both parties justice‘if some one would point out a
few of the coingidences that occur between them. , In the mean time, we
shall be doingrbetter in looking abroad foy ourselves into that Nature
to which /e looked, and sceing what she offers worthy of particular ob-
servation in the ¢anrse of this last month of Winter in the country,
though it is the first in London. Our “ now” in regard to the latter
place finished on Saint Valentine’s Day.  Let it here begin on that day :
for the first half offers nothing that can expressly distinguish it from
its sister January.

Now, then, about the middle of the month, a strange commotion
may be seen and heard anfng the winged creatures—portending mo-
mentous matters, The lark is high up in the cold air beforc day-light,
seeking for the unrisen sun ; atd hfs chosen mistress is listening to him
down among the dank grass, with_the dew still upon her unshaken
wing. The bird “with the red stdmacher” has left off, for a brief
seaso®, his low plaintive piping,—which, it must be confessed, was
poured forth for his own exclusive satisfaction,—and, reckoning om his
spruce looks and sparkling eyes, issues his quick peremptory lave-call,

hd This‘ was the number of letters that passed through the twopenny post-office
on the 14th of February, 1821, in addition to the usual daily avernge.—Sce the
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in a most_ungallant and husband-like manner. The sparrows, who
have latelfbeen sulking silently about from tree to tree, with ruffled
plumes and drooping wings, now spruce themselves up till they do not
look half their former size ; and if it were not pairing-time, one might
fancy that there was more of war than of love in their noisy squab-
blings. But the crouching forms, quivering wings, and murmuring
bills, of yonder pair that have quitted for a moment the clamorous
cabal, can indicate the movements of but vre passion. Among the

risters, the only one, except the lark, who now finds leisure to
practise his spring notes, is the thrush; and he not till towards the end
of the month—nor then unless the scason is mild and forward. The
yellow-hammer and the chaffineh may indeed occasionally be heard
towards the latter end ; but their short interrupted notes, pleasant as
they are, can scarcely as yet be called singing, but rather the talking
of it :—for

¢ | shall not ask Jean Jaques Rousseau
If birds confabulde, or no ;”

but shall detcrmine at once that they do—at least if any dependence
may be placed on eyes and cars. But let us leave the birds to them-
selves now :

¢ Sacred be love from sight, whate’er it is.”

We shall have enough opportunities of observing all their other pretty
ways hereafter,

For the great general face of nature, we shall find that much in the
same apparent state as we left it last month.  And we must look into
its individual features very minutely if we would discover any change
even in them. The trees arc still utterly bare—the skies are cold and
grey—the paths and ways are for.the most part dank and miry—and
the air is cither damp and clinging, or bitter, cager, and shrewd. But
then what days of soft air, and sunsl‘line, and unbroken blue sky do now
and then intervene, and transport us into the very heart of May, and
make us look about and wonder what is become of the green leaves
and the flowers! Now hard frasts, if they come at all, gre Tollowed by
sudden thaws ; and now, if ever, the mysterious old song of our school-
days stands a chance of being verified, which sings of»

“ Three children sliding on the ice
All on a summer’s day,
It so fell out they all fell in,
The rest they ran away !”

Now the labour of the husbandman recommences ; and it is pleasant
to watch from your library window, the plough-tcam moving almost
imperceptibly along, upon the distant,upland that the bare trees have
disclosed to you. And now, by the way, it you are wise, you will get
acquainted with all the little spots that are thus, by the bareness of the
trees, laid open to you. e ol

But we must not neglect the garden; for though “ Nature's jollr-
neymen,” the gardeners, are undergoing fin ignoble leisure this month,
it is not so with Nature herself. She is as busy as ever-—if not openly

Jaand obviously—sccretly, and in the hearts of her sweet subjectsgthe
blJowers—stirring them up to that rich rivalry of beauty,.wlnch ; to
Jast €€t the first footsteps of Spring, and tcaching them to prepare them-

Vo
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selves for her advent, as young maidens prepaie, months beforchand,
for the marriage festival of some dear friend.  If the flowers think and
tecl—and he who dares to say that they do not, is either a fool-or a
philosopher—(let him choose between the imputations !)—-if the flowers
think and feel, what a commotion must be working within their silent
hearts, when the pinions of winter begin to grow, and indicate that he
is at least meditating his flight! Then do ticy too begin to meditate
on May day, and think on the delight with which they shall once wore
breathe the fresh air, when they have leave to escape from their su
terranean prisons; for now, towards the latter end of this month, they
arc all of them at least awake from their winter slubers, and most
are busily working at their gay toilets, and weaving their fantastic
robes, and shaping their trim forms, and distilling their rich cssences,
and in short getting ready in all things, that they may be duly pre-
pared to join the bright procession of beauty that is to greet and
glorify the annual coming-on of their sovereign lady, the Spring!--
[tis truc none of all this can be seen. “But what a race should we be, if
we knew and cared to know of nothing but what we can sce and
prove ! -
« Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes,

e is a slive—the meanest you can meet.”

But therc is much going on in the garden now, that may be scen by
“ the nahed ey e” of those who carcfully look for it.  The bloom buds
of the shrubs and fruit-trees are obviously swelling; and the leaves of
the lilac are ready to burst forth at the first favourable call.  The
laurestinus still braves the winds and the frosts, and bloams m blithe
defiance of them.  So does the China rose; but mecekly, and like a
maiden who will not droop though, her lover be away,—-because she
knows that he is true to her, and will soon return.—Now, too, the
visible heralds of spring appear; but they have not yet put on their
gorgeous tabards or surcoats of many colours. The chief of these
are the tulips ; who are now just showing themselves, shrouded closely in
their sheltesing alcoves of dull green.  'I'he hyacinths too have sent up
their trim feneés of green, and are just peeping up from the midst of
them in their grgen veils—the check of each flower-bud pressed and
clustering against that of its fellow, like a host of little heads pecping
out fiom the porch of an ivy-bound cottage, as the London coach
passes. Now, too, those pretty orphans, the crocuses and snowdrops
—those foundlings, that belbng neither to Winter nor Spring—that are
ncither lingering remnants of the one, nor early heralds of the other——
show their modest faces scarcely an inch above the dark ecarth, as if
they. were afraid to rise from it, lest a stray “March wmd” should
whistle them away. . 0

Pardon me this 1hapsody, gentle reader, and I promise to be as
“sober-suited” as the cditor of an encyclopedia, for this twe months
tdgomne.—Nothing—not even the nightingale’s song in the last week
in April—shall move me frogp my *“propricty.” But I will candidly
confess that the effects of May-day morning are more than I can ven-
ture to answer for.  Even the chimney-sweepers are allowed to dis-
pon‘hemsu]ves then; so that when that arrives, there is no knowing

what may happen.
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CONSTANTINOPLE.

W5 arrived at Pera near Constantinople, after a very good passage
of eighteen days from Marseilles, without much incident. The worst
part of it was a calm of four days, that came on as we lost sight of
Sardinia : during which the utter want of interest and variety brought
a most wearying vacuity upon the mind; sitting upon the deck, sick,

azing only on the sea and sky, and thc waste of waters heaving
und. On the fifth day a beautiful brceze sprang up, and sick-
ness and weariness fled away. The Morea came in sight, and we
gazed with intcrest on its lofty coast ; then the islands of Cerigo and
Milo. The appearance of the sky in the Mediterranean is not of the
clear fine blue of a summer’s day in England; it is a kind of French
gray, growing very light towards the horizon: and ncver yet had we
seen a sunset equal to some I have seen in England. But onc lovely
evening, the island of Zea was on one side, aud a very pretty Greck
town of white houses with flat roofs on its declivity, and a church at
the bottom, with its town, just like one of our country village churches :
the high and romantic land of Greece, very barren, was on the other
side; over which the sun sunk gradually with indescribable splendour.
But the twilight here is much shorter than with us; nor do the hues of
sunset, though more dclicate and soft, linger so long in the sky. The
range of Grecian country terminating in the capes Colonna and Negro-
pont was extremely lofty, and the hills fincly wooded ; and far in the
back-ground were mountains covered with snow. The islands of
Mitylene, Ipsera, and at last Tenedos came in sight, with the land of
Troy. But the land of the East, to which we were fast approaching,
now became the great object of interest ; and the entrance of the Dar-
danelles at last opened ; a vessel or two preceding us, when a gun
from the fort told us that all was not peace. We were ordered, from
a Turkish frigate, into a position ntar the shore. The captain con-
cealed his money. Two boats boarded us on bdth sides with soldicrs
and several officers ; but they ogly came to know if we had #hy design
to assist the Greeks with stores or ammunition, and they at last gave
us permission to depart. o

After some hours’ stay we proceeded up the Dardanclles, Europe on
one side and Asia on the other ; and soon Turkey opened on us with
its loveliest scencry. I do not know if I cap convey a proper idea of
it, it is so diffcrent from that of Europe. What gives a peculiar beauty
to the Turkish towns and villages, is their being so embosomed in trees.
You always see theso of the livelicst verdure, hanging over and shad-
ing the greatest part of the houses. 'The habitations are rather low,
and built generally of wood, with gently’sloping roofs ; they are either
of a red, white, or lead colour, with windows of framework of wood.
The neat white minaret of the mosque rises eminent amidst every vil-
lage. The country was rich in many parts with corn, which had been
already cut; and a cool kiosque was seen, shaded with its luxuriance of
wood. But all this only whetted my impatience to belhiold Stamboul, as
the Turks call it ; and night came down again to augment it. For the
last few days the sky had become more beautiful, of a most delicale
blue, bounded near the horizon by a ridge of white clouds; and the
last day of our voyage was particularly fine, when a gentle breeze
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brought us towards the capital of the East. The first view rather dis-
appoints you ; the surrounding shores are not striking, and you are in-
clined to ask, where is the magnificence of Constantinople? ~But when
you enter the canal, and turn the point where stands the seraglio, and
the site of the city, being built on declivities, rises higher, so that
houses appear to range on houses—and Pera and Galata, with the
immense dark grove of cypress on the place of graves that crowns the
hill, open to your view—you are struck with admiration. The houses
of wood, of which the city is chiefly built, have indeed nothing gran
in their appecarance ; three-fourths of the fronts are taken up with win-
dows. But it is the novel and beautiful blending of trees and verdure
with every part; the innumerable minarets, some with gilded tops
that glitter in the sun; and the superior mosques, of a nobler appear-
ance, and towcring above all other buildings,—which impress the mind
of a stranger with feelings unknown at the sight of any other Euro-
pean city. .

Our vesscl being bound for Odessa, proceeded up the river to the
village of Buyukderé, a few miles distant, celebrated for its beauty.
This afforded an excellent opportunity to view the scenery; and few
who have once done this can ever forgetit. Eachside of the river—
a noble strean, of a mile, or sometimes half that in width—was thickly
covered with habitations. In one part was a mosque of the purest
white marble, most richly ornamented and gilded, and the dark cypress
around it. On the left, a summer seraglio of the Sultan, with its
small pleasure-ground, stretched along the shore. The hills on the
European side, descending nearly close to the river, and prettily
wooded, yet so small that they looked in miniature; and the little
‘Turkish houses, standing in the river, or hanging in parapets over it,
or thrown back in a retiring wood,—put you in mind of what you had
imagined of Chinese scenery and dwellings. My view often wandered
with delight over the Asiatic sidé, as the scene of future pleasures.
At last, I'said to mysclf,—My long cherished hopes are acéomplished ;
it is all orfental tha' I'sec: but my cxpectations are surpassed. After
casting anchor at Buyukderé, the captain procured a boat to carry us
back to Constaatinople. One "Turkish rower only had to pull against
a strong wind for some miles ; it was most laborious work for him,
though well paid : it was the fast of Ramadan ; and the poor fellow
pointed to his stomach very expressively, to signify he had eaten nothing
all day. It was evening as we cntered the basin of Constantinople ;
and it was like a scene of enchantment. T'he seraglio, in pa:t a range
of white buildings, beautifully figured in front, with hanging roofs of a
lead colour, but without any magnificence of architecture, stood close
to the water’s edge ; behinid was a rich and moveless mass of cypress,
varied by the vast domains of the palace, which occasionally glittered
through or rose over it. On the left was Scutari, one of the suburbs
on the Asiatic side, with its white mosques : and as we drew nearer the
landing-place, large boats, with Turks of all ranks and dresses, passed
rapidly by. ‘

We were not aware of the tumults and massacres of which Constanti-
nople had been the scene. It was not safe for a European to pass
throngh Pera and Galata without a janizary. On landing at the latter
stburh, we entercd a coffee-house : but the Turks, with impressive ges-
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tires, warhed us away. Not only the soldiers, but all the populace,
Bore arms: the very boys had their pistols and ataghan, and had learned
to dip their hands in blood. Almost every day some dreadful atrocity
was acted. There was no mercy for the Greek, wherever discovered :
no home could shelter him, save the palaces of the ambassadors. The
windows of the lofty apartment where we lodged looked down on a
cemetery, with its cypress-grove. As soon as evening set in, the firing
of musquets and pistols commenced around it, and was kept up at in-
tervals through the night: this rendered it very unsafe to walk there
after sunset. Of the Greek boyars, or noblemen, scarcely one now
remains. ‘Those who were not slain in the tumults have fled from their
homes, and left their families and possessicns at the mercy of the
Turks. The village of Therapia on the Bosphorus was cclebrated
alike for the beauty of its women®and the uncommon loveliness of its
situation. It was a luxury to a stranger in the cool of evening to see
the Greek ladies and princesses walking there, with their raven hair
scarcely confined, and the rich veil turned aside ; their classic features
and fine forms harmonizing well with the exquisite scenery around.,
But now every path is silent there, and their palaces are deserted.

As I sat one afternoon beneath the portico of the Palace of the Jani-
zaries in Constantinople, two Greeks, of a superior class, were brought
in under a guard. It was impossible not to be moved at such a scene.
They were both, elderly men; and as they walked with a firm step, their
looks were placid and resigned. Their fate was inevitable; their re-
treat had been discovered, and they were torn from their families to die.
Indeed it was singular to observe the resignation, approaching to
apathy, with which the Greeks in general met their fate. One unfor-
tunate man had made his escape ; but so strong was his dcsire after 4
few weeks to sec his family again, that he ventured back. The very
evening of his return he was discovered in Galata, and dragged forth.
The Greek knelt down, folded his afms on his breast tranquilly, with-
out any change of featurg, and was instantly stot. I passed by the
body of this man twice afterwards: the Turks, as was thei# {requent
practicc after beheading, had fixed the head between the knees mn an
upright position, so that its ghastly aspect was sure tg*mect the pas-
senger. 'The Musulmen certainly excel all other people in their dexte-
tity in taking off the head at onc blow. Afterwards, at Smyrna, 1
went early one morning to the execution of twenty-three Greeks,
who were put to death in this way without pain. But the scene was
closed before I arrived at the spot, where the bodies were then lying
in a heap. Tt was truly shocking to see how cheap human life was
held. The women were better off in this respect : but woe to these
who had any beauty! they always fouhd their way to the harems of
the Turks, to become their slaves and mistresses ; while the plain ones
were cared nothing about. A young and very lovely Greek was of-
fered for sale by an Armenian merchant at Constantinople for twenty
thousand piastres (about six hundred pounds). Omne of the pashas
owed him that sum, and sent him this lady, who had become his cap-
tive, as payment, with directions that he must sell her for the full
amount. The sex were, indeed, sadly degraded at this period. At
the storming of Hivaly, a Greek town on the coast of Asia Minor, the
Turks having put all the men to the sword, and secured the few
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beauties for their seraglios, sold the rest of the women for fifty piastres,.
or thirty shillings, a-picce. In several of the uarehouses of the English
merchants at Smyrna, the ladies were crowded together, of all kinds,
ranks, ages, and charms, too happy to escape the hands of the trite
believers, never daring to quit their retreat, and supplied with food by
the generosity of their protectors.—But to return to Stamboul. How
entire a change from the freedom and gaiety of France, which we had
solately left! The women you meet have a most repulsive appéarance :
a huge cloak hangs down to their feet, and a thick white veil covers thé
upper part of the face ;—the pallid hue of the small part exposed, with
the dark eyes peering earnestly over the veil, gives them just the ap-
pearance of corpses.

The various costumes of the Turks have much interest for a stranger.
They are certainly, in personal appearance, the finest people in Europe,
and their figures are much set off by their magnificent dress. During
the feast of Beiram, when every map, from the prince to the peasant,
puts on his best apparel, nothing could be more striking than the
mfinite variety and splendour of their dresses. The beauty of the
Turks is peculiar; the features have a general bluntness, without
‘“ points or angles.” The thick and hecavy cyebrow covers a full,
round, and dark eye; the nose straight, and the chin round, with a
very handsome mouth. They walk extremely ercct; and their large
limbs, their slow pace, and flowing garinents, give them a very majestic
air. They will sit on benches spread with soft carpets, in the open
air, a great part of the day; and you sce some of them reclining so
moveless, with their head and noble white beard resting on their
bosoms, and clothed in a light pink or white drapery, that they bring
to mind the scene of the ancient Roman senators, when the Goths
first rushed into the Forum and took their tranquil forms for statues.
But nothing can exceed their indolence : they hold a string of beads
in their hands of different colours, ¢o play with like children, from mere
inanity of thought, during the intervals of smoking. -

From the extreme tranquillity and r%ularfty of their lives, and their
freedom from’strong passions, derangement is a very rare circum-
stance with thig people. We one day visited the house for lunatics, the
ounly one in the city. It possessed a spacious court, with a fountain
and trees in the middle; and the cells were ranged around. The per-
sons confined were very few; and the madness of each one was quiet
and meditative, if such an ‘expression is allowable. There was no vio-
lence or strong emotion of any kind manifested. One old man was
happy to play his guitar and sing to any visitor.

J.ove can have little power on the mind, with a people among whom
the free association of the seses, or the knowledge of each other, is
forbid by custom. For ambition, or the restless desirc o rise in the
world, whether to riches or fame, the Turk certainly cares less than any
other being. The pride of family, or the trouble of sustaining it,
affects him little, there being no orders of nobility amongst them.
Give him his Arab horses, his splendid arms, his pipe and coffee, his
seat in the shade, and the Turk is in general contented with the ;tute
which Alla has assigned him. The pleasures of the table have few
charms for him, for no other nation can equal his temperance at table.
But his idol, his ruling passion, is beauty : for this, he will pay any
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pricc. He will procure thisrom every nation: when the first wife of
hig fancy begins to lose the freshness of her charms, he will seek
another more seductive; no matter whether Persian, Circassian, Greek,
or Armenian. How admirably the prophet has adapted his paradise
to the passions of his countrymen!—¢ The banks of roses on which
the true believer sinks down, the palm, the orange, and the trees of per-
fume waving their eternal shadows over him, the fountains which gush
away with a sound as of melody—all would be tame and unavailing, but
for the maids of immortal beauty who await him there.”

The feast of Beiram having commenced, we went to see the cele-
brated game of the jerrid, or hurling the blunt javelin; forming a
party of six gentlemen, and attended by three janizarics The coffee-
houses in the suburbs of the city are often beautifully situated and
shaded : near one of these were a number of little cars, very gaudily
painted and canopied, with carpets in them ; where the Turk reclined
at his ease, and was drawn by the hand, by means of a long pole affixed.
‘The weather was very hot; and our path was through the immense
barial-ground on the summit of the hill, covered with its dark mass of
noble cypress-treces. The tomb-stones were narrow, four or five feet
high, with a turban of stone carved on the top, and adorned with va-
ri(])(llxs inscriptions, many of which, as well as the monument, were richly
gilded.

You could net help contrasting this Eastern cemetery with that most
interesting one at Paris of Pére La Chaise. There all was taste, cle-
gance,’and tenderness. The beds of flowers and garlands that adorned
the neat mausoleums of white marble, on which the sun shone—or the
darker monuments which stood apart, shrouded by the cypress—all
kept so clean aund sacred, that a survivor might delight to retire there
to mourn. Here there was a decp and impenetrable gloom, and a
stillness well suited to it. You saw only here and there a female
figure sitting on the earth, and mourning at thestomb of her husband
or son: but her grief hal no voice; and her face then partly un-
shrouded, with its pallid hue, ooked as little enchanting as death it-
self.  On emerging from this vast cemetery, we descended the hill, and
entered a° small wood, where groups of Turks were "scated in the
shade, or beneath awnings, smoking and conversing, or amused with
a buffoon. The field of action presented a scene truly interesting and
oriental. It formed a kind of amphitheatre, the steep declivity of
which was covered with innumerable spectators, who sat in rows on
the ground, their turbaned heads, of all the colours of the rainbow,
rising in ridges onc over the other o the summit. Above these, .on
the brow of the hill, were pitched a number of tents ; and beside them
stood several open carriages, filled with Turkish ladies, yet veiled.
The Sultan was in a kiosque that overlooked the field, before which
were ranged his guards, uncommonly fine men, all in white dresses.
A number of beautiful Arabian courscrs, richly caparisoned and held
by grooms, stood around, and gave a variety to the scene. lp the sm_all
valley below were the combatants with the jerrid. The wild Turkish
music struck up, and the game was warmly engaged in. The dexte-
rity of the players was admirable ; starting at full speed in all direc-
tions, they threw the jerrid with infinite skill, and warded off their
antagonist’s, or caught it as it flew. - -
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Though there are no carriages here, yet the Turkish boats, in whicl:
you are borne rapidly to any part of the shores of the Bosphorus, are
an excceding luxury. They are very light, and finely carved within,
and often gilded. You are pestered, the moment you arrive at the
water’s edge, with innumerable applications. The boatmen are admi-
rable rowers: so many of them have the privilege of being the pro-
phet's cousins, that the green turban is quite common among them.
We embarked one fine morning to visit the islands of Chalcé, Prinkipo,
and others, scven miles from the city. The scenery they contamn is
really exquisite. Therc is a convent in each: a recluse could never
wish for a lovelier retirement. A party of the natives were seated in
the shade of a large tree, smoking and sipping coffee. It would be
worth while to know how far a Turk is sensible of the picturesque;
he certainly has the range of the finest parts of the world. Butitis
quite amusing sometimes to see him seated beneath the portico of a
coffee-house, that overlooks scenes wifich have no cqual : with his little
cup of coffee or sherbet, which he sips at intervals, musing betwecn, or
eating swectmeats with childish fondness; while his deep external so-
lemnity, his forinidable weapons, and lofty demeanour, afford a singu-
lar cantrast. On landing at Prinkipo we were surrounded by a num-
ber of unfortunate Grecks, who were (ruly objects of sympathy and
pity. 'They bad not taken any part in the revolution; but, being not
wholly frce from suspicion, were sent here by the Turkish government
to await their doom. What this would be they knew not : they put
the most eager cuestions to us: the deep dejection of their counte-
nances, for most of them looked pale and wretched, shewed how bitter
was the state of suspense in which they were held ; and it was not in
our power to give them any consolation.

We sct out very early one morning, a party of six, to make the tour
of the walls of Constantinople. It was a very sultry and cloudless day ;
but any fatigue would. have been repaid by such a promenade. The
country inJthe immediate neighbourhood it 4s vain to attempt to de-
scribe. These*ancient walls have a mdst noble and venerable appear-
ance; they arq about forty feet high in many parts, with their towers
quite shrouded With ivy. But it was in vain we attempted to discover
the place of the breach by which the Turks cntered. The whole
circuit of the walls is cighteen miles ; but the line towards the sea is not
so lofty. About a mile off, on the plain, is the lofty mound, wheie
Mahmoud planted his standard, and first beheld the city; and, trans-
ported with its beauty, swore by the prophet never to stir thence till
1t was his own. It is directly opppsite the gate of Topiicani, whenee
the unfortunate Constantine made his last sally, and, Yeing mortally
wounded, was borne to a shaded spot ncar by, where he expired.
There was an Armenian coffee-house at this place, outside the wall:
we entered it, and soon felt the reality of Oriental luxury. When ex-
hausted by heat and fatigue, to recline on soft cushions by the sidc of
a fountain, to drink Arabian coffce or sherbet, and take the Argillée,
where the sinoke, after passing through a vase of water, comes cooled
through a soft and curling tube to the mouth; all this acts on the
senses with a powerful charm. We afterwards came to the ruins of a
small Greek church latcly destroyed, that had been held in peculiar
veneration, on account of some sacred fish preserved there in a pool



Constantinople. 143

with infinite care, At the storming of the city by Mahmoud, the wall.
near which this church stood was considered impregnable. One of
the Greek priests was frying some fish, secure in his situation. On a
messenger entering with the news that the Turks were forcing their way
in, “ T would as soon believe,” exclaimed the priest, *“ that these fish
would leap out of the pan, and swim about the room, as such an impos-
sible event.” Strange to say, the thing actually happened ; and these
sacred fish were preserved till lately inviolable, but they too have fallen,
with their masters, before the sacrilegious Turks. While we were there,
twp poor Greeks drew nigh, with marks of the deepest reverence ; and
one of them shed tears at sight of the ruins. We then took a boat and
landed not far from the Atmeidan, or chief square of the city: here
stands the splendid mosque of Sultan Mahmoud ; but no European
at that time was allowed to enter the mosques, and we could only gaze
on the outside of Saint Sophia. On passing by one of the gates of the
seraglio, it stood open and afforded a glimpse at the rich gardens
within : but this was forbidden ground. At the foot of the gate lay a
number of hcads of the wretched Greeks, and the boys were tumbling
them about like footballs. Near this was a large fountain of a strik-
ingly rich and elegant appearance, carved and gilded on the four
sides, with several streams of water gushing out. The care shown by
this people to provide the lnxury of water for the traveller cannot be
too highly Braised, and prevails all over the Fast. At intervals
along the roads and within the city are erected neat stone fountains,
placed, if possible, in the shade of trees; with a tin vessel suspended
by a chain, to drink out of. We entered next the great bazaar,
called the Bezestein. The bazaars arg places of high intcrest to
lounge in. Each trade has its own strect and department. The cir-
cular roof, by which also the light enters, screens them from the heat.
It is a great treat to sit beside one of the merchants on his elevated
seat, and observe the variety of people of various ranks and costumes
who pass before you. The Persian, the Amnenian, the Nubian, and
the Tartar merchants,” arrived with caravans from the'.most distant
parts of Asia; pilgrims from Mecca, with their gréen turbans, and
toil-warn yet haughty features—for cach devotee holds his head higher
after that enterprise. Dervishes, who traverse all parts of the empirc,
some half naked, others decked in various ornaments. The Turkish
merchant comes here at an early hour, mounts into his little shop, sits
in his soft slippers, with his pipe in h#% hand, and is supplicd with
coffee at intervals from the seller close by : he ncver asks for custom,
but waits tranquilly till applied to. Thus he remains till sunset,

We spent a few days very delightfully at Therapia, at the hquse of
Mr. L. ; where a very singular adVenture befel us. After sunset we
set out on a long walk with Mr. and Mrs. L. and ascended the hill
above thc village. After enjoying a good while the wide and exquisite
scenery which the path commanded—the whole channel of the Bos-
phorus, ghe Black Sea, and the seven-hilled city in the distance—we
proposed to return direct home ; but the lady preferred descending to
the water-side, and to return by a more agreeable and circuitous path.
The tents of the Turkish soldicrs, wild and irregular troops lately
arrived from Asia Minor, were scattered on the declivities around ; and
it was certainly not prudent to be walking at so late an hoar, and with-
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out aguard. We had nearly gained the foot of the hill when we were
challenged by a sentinel from a bank above : several others soon came
up, and arrested our progress. They conducted us to the tent of their
chief, in the midst of which he was reclining on a carpet; but the én-
tire ignorance of each other’s language rendered the interview useless.
The scene was very striking. The group of tents stood on a lofty bank
at the water's edge, and the watch-fires at the entrance of each threw a
vivid glarc around : the whole was overspread by a noble group of trees,
through the massy foliage of which the moonlight scarcely penetrated.
We were then ordered to a spot outside the tent, where the roges
crossing formed a sort of barrier. They most probably took us for
Greeks ; for soon after leaving Therapia a party of soldiers came there
in search of two Greek gentlemen and a lady ; and our companion's
dress, in a light blue turban and black veil, favoured this idea. ‘the
chief at last allowed us to enter his tent, where he again endeavoured
to examine us, He was a bold-looking man, with a handsome black
beard and very graceful gesture : his tent was dimly lighted by a large
lamp, made of fine oiled cotton ; and many of his soldiers, wild-looking
fellows, and variously armed, formed a circle round. At last they
brought coffee and pipes, the pledges of peace, helping the lady last,
as an inferior being in their eyes, who throughout had shown great
coolness and presence of mind. We had no prospect now but of
spending the night here ; and the idea was any thing but pleasant.
Mr. L. at last thought of sending a message to Georgi, a French
servant in Therapia, who spoke Turkish. The chief in thc mean
time grew more friendly ; he drew from beneath his pillow his beautiful
Damascus sabre, two-edged for about half the blade, and inscribed
with characters from the Koran. After a long delay Georgi at last
arrived, and soon explained who we were: but the bey insisted on
sending us under a guard before the Pasha, who with his army was
encamped in the beautiful valley of Buyukderé, about two miles dis-
tant. Iour soldiers attended us ; and as we drew near the camp, it pre-
sented a scesfie truly interesting. The white tents in one part were
ranged close to the edge of an inlet of the Bosphorus ; and the light of
their watch-fires, §pread over the waters, mingled with the most soft
and cloudless moonlight. As we advanced into the wood, large
groups of soldiers were seated smoking bencath the trees, and almost
shrouded by their deep shade. Farther on in the valley, this camp of
seven thousand troops was likhted by numerous lines of fires; or the
blaze of the pine-torch suspended from the trees. We reached at last
the tent of the Pasha, who was absent from the camp; but his chief
officer, the Kiaia Bey, was there, with two more officers of rank.
The tent was lined with crimeon dlk, and floored with a rich Persian
carpet. ‘The chief behaved in a very polite manner ; apologized for his
people having arrested us; but advised us never to walk out late again
without a guard, in such disturbed times, as he could not be answer-
able for the behaviour of the irregular troops. Delicious Arabian
coffee was then introduced in small china cups, placed in another cup
of chased silver, according to the eastern custom. The spectacle
around was truly barbaric ; some large pine-torches, hung from the trees,
were ficrcely burning before the tent, and their light was thrown over
the various-coloured and splendid dresses .of 2 number of soldiers
ranged around ; while at a short distance, amongst the trees, the wild
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yet sweet Turkish music was played, accompanied with singing. The
general ordered a guard of six soldiers to accompany us back to The-
rapia, where we arrived at a late hour. .

The mosque of the whirling dervishes afforded a singular exhibition
during the feast of Beiram. Taking off our shoes at the entrance, we
mingled among the assemblage of Turks that was seated on the floor.
There was a great deal of simplicity and elegance in the building : a
large circular space in the middle was enclosed by a railing, within
which were near twenty dervishes. Above was a gallery, with a front of
gilt lattice-work, which held a great number of spectators as well as
the musicians. The devotions, if so they may be called, began withthe
chanting some parts of the Koran, by a dervise in the gallery, whose
voice gradually became louder, and the dervishes below began to walk
round in a circle, slowly, with ¢heir arms folded. At last the music
struck up a lively strain ; and one of them, advancing into the middle of
the circle, began to spin round ljke a top. They all threw off th. outer
garment, and in their white vest set to spinning, with their arms ex-
tended in a line with the top of their head, and their eyes closed. Itis
really incredible how they could endure such an incessant motion for
such a length of time, it being continned for more than an hour, with
two or three intervals of rest of a few minutes each. Though so many
in a small space, and their vest flung out like a parachute, they did
not come in contact with each other.

"The same day we had the pleasure of seeing the Sultan go in pro-
cession to the mosque. e landed from his splendid barge at the en-
trance of the fort, and advanced slowly on a most beautiful charger,
surrounded by his guards and chicf officers on foot. First came the
janizaries in red ; then the soldiers, who wore magnificent plumes of
white feathers, in the form of a crescent, fixed on their gilded helmets :
these carried battle-axes richly adorned. Immediately around the
Sultan were his body-guards, uncommonly fine men, their turban and
whole dress of the purest white. He is a very handsome man, with a
mild and melancholy aspect, about forty years of age. s

THE TWO SWANS. A FAIRY TALRHK.

ImMorTAL linogen, crown’d quecn above

"T'he lilies of thy sex, vouchsafe to hear

A fairy dream in honour of true love—

Truce above ills, and frailty, and all fear—

Perchance a shadow of his own carcer

Whose youth was darkly prison’d and long twin’d

By serpent-sorrow, till white I3ove drew near,

And sweetly saug him free, and round his miud
A bright horizon threw, wherein no grief may wind

1 saw a tower builded on a lake,
Mock’d by its inverse shadow, dark and deep—
"T'hat seem’d a still intenser night to make,
W herein the quiet waters suuk to sleep,—
And, whatsoe’er was prison’d in that keep,
A moustrous Snake was warden :—round and round
Iu sable ringlets 1 beheld him creep
Blachest amid bfdék shadows to the ground,
Whilst his eu'(n‘nwus-héagI the topmost turret crowi'd.
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From whence He shot fierce light against the stars,
Makiog the pale moon paler with aflright ;

And with his ruby eye out-threaten’d Mars—

‘That blazed in the mid-heavens, hot and bright—
Nor slept, nor wink’d, but with a steadfast spite
Waich’d their wan looks and tremblings in the skies ;
And that he might not slumber in the night,

The curtain-lids were pluck’d from his large eyes,

So he might never drowze, but watch his secret prize.

Prince or princess in dismal durance pent,
Victis ot old EEnchantment’s love or hate,

Their lives must all in painful sighs be spent,
Watching the lonely waters soon and late,

And clouds that pass and leave them to their fate,
Or company their grief with heavy tears :—
!\Icanwl\ile that Hope can Spy no golden gate
For sweet escapement, but in darksome fears

I'hey weep and pine away as if immortal years.

No gentle bird with gold upon its wing

Wil perch upon the grate—the gentle bird

Is safe in lealy dell, and will not iring
Frecdom’s sweet key-note and commission word
Learn’d of a fairy’s fll)b, for pity stirr’d—

I.est while he trembling sings, untimely gucst!
Watch’d by that cruel snake and darkly heard,
He lcave a widow on her lonely nest, .

"T'o press in silent grief the darlings of hcr breast.

No callant knight, adventurous, in his bark

Will seck the fruitful perls of the place,

‘To rouse with dipping oar the waters dark

That bear that serpent-image on their face.

Aud Love, brave Love! though he attempt the base,
Nerved to his loyal death, he may not win

I1is captive lady from the gtrict embrace

Of that foul serpent, clasping her within

Hjs sable folds—like Eve enthrall’d by.the old Sin.

“ But there is none—no knight«n panoply,
Nor Love, iutrench’d in his strong steely coat :
No*hule spech—no sail—no helper nigh,
No sign—no whispering—no plash of boat :—
I'he distant shores show dimly and remote,
Madc of a deeper mist,—serene and grey,—
And slow and mute the cloudy shadows float
Over the gloomy wave, and pass away,

Chased by the silver beams that on their marges play.

And bright and silvery the willows sleep

Over the shady vgrge—eno mad winds tease

Their hoary heads; but quietly they weep

Their sprinkling leaves—half fountains and hall . ¢-
There lilies be—and fairer than all these,

A solitary Swan her bieast of snow

Launches against the wave that seems to freeze

Into a chaste reflection, still below

I'win-shadow of herself wherever she may go.

And forth she paddles in the very noon
Of solemn midnight like an elfin thing,
Charm’d into being by the argent moon—
Whose silver light for Tove ofr’%ccr Jair wing
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Goes with her in the shade, still ‘worshiping
Her dainty plumage :—al} around her grew
A radiant circlet, like a fairy ring ;
And all behind, a tiny little clue
Of light, to guide her back across the waters blue,

Aud sure she is no meaner than a fay,
Redeem’d from sleepy death, for beauty’s sake,
By old ordainment :—silent as she lay,
Touch’d by a moounlight wand I saw her wake,
And cut her leafy slough, and so forsake

The verdant prison of her lily peers,

That slept amidst the stars upon the lake—

A breathing shapc—resiored to human fears,

And new-born love and grief—self-conscious of her tears.

And uow she claspsher wings around her heart,

And near that lonely isle begins to glide

Pale as her fears, and ofttimes with a start

Turns her impatient head from side to side

In universal terrors—all too wide

To watch ; and often to that marble keep

Upturns her pearly eyes, as if she spied

Some foe, and crouches in the shadow’s steep
That in the gloomy wave go diving fathoms decp.

And well she may, to spy that fearful thing
All down the dusky wal?{s in circlets wound ;
Alas! for what rare prize, with many a ring
Girding the marble casket round and round?
His folded tail, lost in the gloomn profound,
Terribly darkeneth the rocky base;

But on the top his monstrous head is crown’d
With prickly spears, and on his doubtful face

Gleam his unwearied cyes, red watchers of the place.

Alas! of the hot fires that nightly fall,

No one will scorch htm in those orbs of spite,
So he may, never sec beneath the wall

That tind little creature, all too bright, .
"Chat stretches hér fair neck, slender and white,
Invoking the pale moon, and vainly tries

Iler throbbing throat, as if to charm the nijht
With song—but, hush—it perishes in sighs,

And therc will be no dirge sad-swelling though she dics !

She droops—she sinks—she |(ians' upon the lake,
Fainting again into a lifeless tlower ;

Bat soon the chilly springs anoint and wake
Her spirit from its death, and with new power
She sheds her stifled sorrows in a shower

Of tender song, timed ® heg falling tears—
That wins the shady summit of that tower,
And, trembling all the sweeter for its fears,

Fills with imploring moan that criel monster’s car~

And, lo! the scaly beast is all deprest,
Subdued like Argus by the might of sound—
What time Apoﬁo his sweet lute addrest

To magic converse with the air, and bound

The many monster eyes, all slumber-drown’d :—

So on the turret-top that watchful snake
Pillows hi&ﬁm‘;ﬁe“, and lists profound,
As if bis wrathful spite would never wake,

Charm*d into sudden aleep for Love and Beauty’s sake!
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His prickly crest lies prone upon his crown,
And thirsty lip from hp disparted flies,
‘To drink that dainty flood of music down—
His scaly throat is big with pent-up sighs—
And whilst his hollow ear entranced lies,
His looks for envy of the charmed scnse
Are fain to listen, till his steadfast eyes,
Stung into pain by their own impotence,
Distil enormous tears into the lake immense.

Oh, tuncful swan! oh, melancholy bird!
Sweet was that midnight miracle of song,
Rich with ripe sorrow, necdful of no word
To tell of pain, and love, and love’s deep wrong—
Hinting a piteous tale—perchance how long
‘Thy unknown tears were mingled with the lake,
W hat time disguised thy leafy mates among—
And no eye kuew what human love and ache
Dwelt in those dewy leaves, and sheart so nigh to break

Therefore no poet will ungently touch
The water-lily, on whose cyelizs dew
‘Trembles like tears ; but ever hold it such
As human pain may wander through and through,
Turning the pale leaf paler in its hue—
Wherein life dwells, transfigured, not entomb’d,
By magic spells. Alas! who ever knew
Sorrow in all its shapes, leafy and plumed,

Or in gross husks of brutes eternally inhumed ?

And now the winged song has scaled the height
Of that dark dwelfing, builded for despair,
And soon a little casement flashing bright
W idens self-open’d into the cool air—
That music like a bird may enter there
And zoothe the captive in his stony cage;
For there is nought of grief, or painful care,
But plaintive song may happily engage
Fronr sense of its own ill, and tenderly asstiage.
And fotth into the light, small and remote,
A creagure, like the fair son of a king,
Draws t0 the lattice in his jewell’d coat
Against the silver moonlight glistening,
And leans upon his white haud listening
To that swcet music that with tenderer toue
Salutes him, wondering what kindly thing
Is come to soothe him with so tuneful moau,
Singing beneath the walls as if for him alone!

And while he listens, the ‘nysterious song,
Woven with timid particles of speceh,
Twines into passionate words that grietc along
T'he melancholy notes, and softly wcach )
“T'he secrets of true lose,—that trembling reach
His carnest ear, and through the shadows dun
He missions-like replies, and each to each
Their silver voices mingle into onec,
Like blended streams that make onc music as they run.
¢« Aht Love, my hope is swooning in my heart,—
Ay, sweet, my cage is strong and hung full high—
Alas! our lips are held o fatiapant,. < < .-
Thy waqrds come fuint, they have so' far to fly!—
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If [ may only shun that serpent-eye,—
Ah, me! that serpent-eye doth never sleep ;—
Then, nearer thee, Love’s martyr, I will die {—
Alas, alas! that word has made me weep!

For pity’s sake remain safe in thy marble keep!

My marble keep ! it is my marble tomb—
Nay, sweet! but thou hast there thy living breath—
Aye to expend in sighs for this bard doom ;—
But 1 will come to thee and sing beneath,
And nightly so beguile this serpent wreath ;—
Nay, 1 wil{ﬁnd a path from these despairs.
Ah, needs then thou must tread the back of death,
Making his stony ribs thy stony stairs.—
Behold his ruby eye, how fearfuﬁy it glares!”

Full sudden at thesg words, the princely youth

Leaps on the scaly back that slumbers, still

Unconscious of his foot, yet not for ruth,

But numb’d to dulness by the fairy skill

Of that sweet music (all more wild and shrill

For intense fear) that charm’d h'm as he lay—

Meanwhile the lover nerves his desperate will,

Held some short throbs by natural dismay,
Then down, down the serpent-track Ixegins{lis darksome way.

Now dimly seen—now toiling out of sight,
Eclipsed and cover’d by the envious wall ;

« Now fair and spangled in the sudden light,
And clinging with wide arms tor fear of fall ;
Now dar%: and shelter’d by a kindly pall
Of dusky shadow from his wakefu(f}oe;
Slowly he winds adown—ditnly and small,
Watch’d by the gentle Swan that sings below,

Her hope increasing, still, the larger he doth grow.

But nine times nine the serpent folds embrace
‘I'he narble walls abgput—which he must tread
Before his anxious foot may touch, the base :
Loong is the dreary path, and must be sped!
But Love, that holds the mastery of dread,,
Braces his spirit, and with constant toil
He wins his way, and now, with arms n;.lenprmd.
Impatient plunges from the last long coil :

$So may all gentle Love ungentle Malice foil.

The song is hush’d, the charm is all complete,
And two fair Swans are switAming on the lake .
But scarce their tender bills have time to meet,
When fiercely drops adown that cruel Snake—
His steely scales a fearful rustling make,
Like autumn leaves thag tremble and foretell
The sable storm ;—the plunfy lovers quake—
And feel the troubled waters pant and swell,
Heaved by the giant bulk of their pursuer fell.

His jaws, wide yawning like the gates of Death,
Hiss horrible pursuit—his red eyes glare
The waters into blood—his eager breath .
Grows hat upon their plumes :—now, minstrel fair!
She drops her ring into the waves, and there
It widens all around,: a fairy ring .
Wrought of the Silver light—the fearful pair
Swim in the very mi and pant and cling

The closer font’hﬂ fears, and tremble wing 40 wing.

.
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Bending their course over the pale grey lake,
Against the pallid East, wherein light play'd
In tender flushas, still the baffled Snake
Circled them round continually, and bay'd
Hoarsely and loud, forbidden to invade
The sanctuary ring—his sable mail
RolPd darkly through the flood, and wiithed and made
A shining track over the waters pale,
Lash’d into boiling foam by his enormous tail.
And so they sail’d into the distance dim,
Into the very distance—small and white,
Like snowy blossoms of the spring that swim
Over the brooklets—follow’d by the spite
Of that huge serpent, that with wild affright
Waorried them on their course, and sore annoy,
Till on the grassy marge 1 saw them ’lighy,
And change, anon, agentle girl and boy,
Lock’d in embrace of sweet unutterable joy!
Then came the Morn, and with her pearly showers
Wept on them, like a mother, in whose eyes
Teais are no grief; and from his rosy bowers
The Oriental sun began to rise,
Chasing the darksome shadows from the skies;
Wherewith that sable Serpent far away
Fled, like a part of night—delicious sighs
Fiom waking blossoms purified the day,
And little birds were singiug sweetly from cach spray.

SNEEZING.

Mpr. Eprror,—All the world has heard of St. Kilda, though all the
world has not been in St. Kilda ; and all the world has read Martin, cx-
cept that part of the world which has only heard of Martin. Theietore
all the world knows thatavhenever a stranger lands in St. Kilda, St.
Kilda catches A cold and falls a-sueczing. I dd not mean St. Kilda
himself, because ht has been dead and biried thirteen hundred and
sixty-three years; nor the island, because though it has a Ness, or
nose, that nosc is thade of granite, and consequently not subject to
what is called the catarrhal inflammation. No, Sir, the philosophical
fact is, that all the inhabitants of the island of St. Kilda, amounting to
one hundred and ten individuals at this present writing, catch one Inn-
dred and ten colds, and perform one hundred and ten sneczes, multi-
plied by a given number of times, at the advent of any stranger who
may land on this favoured island of the western main.

Considering the wide scale of agé, from one week to seventy years,
and the consequent variation in the nasal organs, the external forms
ranging from pugs almost invisible to protubcrances which might
parallel Mr. Broaden’s, and the frontal and maxillary sinuses varying
from the size of a nutshell to that of a porter pot, 1 shall leave you to
imagine the harmony which results from this sympathetic consent of the
noses of St. Kilda, because it is likely that you will never hear the
symphony itself. .

If you doubt me and Martin, you may.cogsult. Macaulay ; and if you

_choose to doubt hini, you may read Buglian:.:If you are so provokingly
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incredulous- that you will believe none of us, read Dr. Johnson : and if
that will not do, read Boswell ; or go yourself, or send a deputation of
the commissioners of the New Monthly. To ascertain but one philo-
sophical truth, in this age when truths are become so scarce, isan affair
worthy even of that learned body.

I hope, however, that they will have better luck than I. Did T
not land in St. Kilda on the twenty-ninth of last August, was I not a
stranger, were not all things fitting, and yet not a sneeze consented to
rouse St. Kilda’s echoes, and “none did ery God bless him?? I
thought at least to see the crystal drop pendent from each nose ; but I
lvoked in vain. Was it possible that this universal catch-cold could
have been concealed in the very scanty allowance of pocket-handker-
chiefs which St. Kilda contained ? Alas! not even the finger and thumb
gave notice that a stranger was on their shores; and even the babe un-
born seemed unconscious of the catarrh-provoking visit.

But what have facts to do with belief! what has belief to do with
evidence ?  Martin believed, Macaulay believed, Buchan belicved, Dr.
Johnson believed, Boswell believed-—I would have believed if 1 could,
for all St. Kilda believed. I asked the question, I put the question, 1
pushed the question, ordinaire and extraordinaire ; and the whole
1sland joined in one indignant shout of assent. It was so, it had al-
ways been so, it must be so.  Where was it now? Every onc looked
at cvery other’s nose ; yet no drop distilled, no sound was heard, no
echo reverherated the tale from rock to rock. I applied to the higher
powers, to the constituted authorities. It was part of the law of the
land. The minister vowed it was canon law. It had becn so from
the foundation of the monaichy,—of the church. St. Kilda himself
had sneezed at cach visitation,—it must be so. It was not so. But
what ou earth has cvidence to do with belief? Aska jury; ask the
Jlaw. All St. Kilda belicved in its own belief; and whenever those
villanous strides which philosophy is making across the world shall
cause it to set one foot on St. Kilda, why then St. Kilda will wonder
what has become of the catch-cold ; and this catarrh wilf, follow to the
limbo of forgotten creeds, all the ghosts, and goblins, and second-
sights, and brownies, and fairies, and Lhamdeargs, ard Bhodach glases
that have been the terror and the amusement of us’ and our ancestors
for the last sixteen centuries and three quarters.

But as there is a reason for every thing, it is our business to find it
out. Martin says, that they snceze with most particular vehemence
and sound when the steward arrives to collect the rents.  Some one else
says, that they pretend to have a cold that they may claim an cxemp-
tion. Macaulay and Buchan say nothing to the purpose ; and Boswell
and Johnson say less than nothing! The philosophers, who have a
reason for cvery thing, say, that they sneeze because it is always an
cast wind when strangers land :—which is an unlucky reason ; because
it is impcssible to land in an cast wind. But your true philosopher is
known by the abundance of his rcasons. e would rather account for
every thing than know any thing; because the real business of philo-
sophy is not to be wise, but to_appear so. Of which should there be
any doubt, I refer you to the Précicuses and the Scavantes, who wear
their acquirements in chemistry gnd criticism just where they carry the
flounces which Madame: T¥iaud applies to the same super ficies,
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The truth is, that this is an old, an ancient superstition ; and the
Kildenses have remembered what the rest of their Highland neigh-
bours have forgotten. On some of these coming days, Mr. Editor, if
you approve, | will show you into these antique superstitions of our
Highland neighbours a little deeper : in the mean time, if you plcase
to blow your nose, you shall see how this matter has arisen.

In the days of yore sneezing was ominous, and much more. It was
also the All-hail ; probably, because the vocal nose stood in lieu of a
trumpet or a horn, “ ere horns and trumpets were invented.” If St.
Kilda sneezes now on the arrival of a stranger, it is because Egypt and
Greece did the same before; and if you ask me what Egypt and
Greece have to do with St. Kilda, I must tell you somc other day, as
it would make rather too long a note, and as notes are not the fashion
in your fashionable journal. The Greek and Roman poets say of a
beauty, that the Loves and Graces sneezed a welcome at her birth.
Therefore, St. Kilda sneezes a weclcome on a stranger’s arrival ; or
imagines it, which is the same thing. “T'he opinion remains wher the
practice is forgotten, just as he who falls aslecp on its highest moun-
tain awakes a poct, because Hesiod did the same before on Parnassus ;
or because—but [ must not quote Latin ; and, thercfore, the learned
may consult the first Satire of Persius. The other learned, who do not
care for Persius, may consult Scoockius or Strada, or the Dissertation
of Mons. Morin, if they wish to be still more learned in the matter of
sneezing. But lest they should not like that trouble, I must even
drain a few drops of ink on the subject, as neither Strada nor Scooc-
kius is just now any more within my rcach than theirs. As to Cle-
ment of Alexandria, I shall pass him by, as he knew nothing about
the matter. He talks like an apothecary on the subject; and when
did ever an apothecary talk to any purpose? The Greeks and Romans
thought better of this business ; and more like the philosophers, which
they have always shown themselves.  Sulve, said the old Roman to his
sneezing neighbour ; Znf:, said the Greek. Because sneezing was
dangerous, says the apothecary. Pownc du tout, it was the excuse for
a compliment. “Sternutamentis salutamur,” says Pliny ; it is a duty
in well-bred society. The Emperor Tiberius insisted on this compli-
ment from all his courtiers, even on a journey, and in the country :
which is a proof that it was a court etiquette, dispensed with on ocea-
sions of familiar intercourse. As we must not read Apuleius or Pe-
tronius, it is sufficient to say,that in the latter, Eumolpus ¢ salvere
Gitona jubet,” as Monsieur Giton happened to snecze under the bed ;
and that, in the former, a similar complimerit is paid to the baker's
wife in a parallel case of malapropos. So much for compliments.
But the compliment is borrowedc from the omen, says Clement of
Alexandria. He has borrowed, himself, from the Rabbins. tt was an
omen of death, say the Rabbins from the creation. Jacob prayed that
it might be altercd. It was altered ; and hence the custom of saying
Tobinr Chaiim, Long life, when a man sneczed. You may consult
Buxtorf if you want the Hebrew characters for Tobim Chaum. As to
what Mr. Charles Sigonius says, that this compliment originated in the
time of Pope Gregory, in consequence of a mortal pestilence attended
by sneezing, it only proves that he had uever read his classics, and was
equally unlearned in Rabbinical knowledge. This story has been told
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by all the old women, and is told still, because it was told in the
entleman’s Magazine some years ago. Let us hope that the New

Monthly will put the old women right. Pope Gregorylived in 750 ; and

Jacob,—all the world knows how long before that he lived.

To return to our compliments. When the Emperor of Monomotapa
sneezes, the whole city is in an uproar. As he did not borrow from
Pape Gregory, I suppose we must go back to Jacob at least for the
origin of this outcry. Doubtless, our friends of St. Kilda have it fgom
the same source: because Jacob’s stone was brought from the plains
of Luz to Spain, thence to Ireland, whence it was transferred by Fergus
I. to Dunstaffnage, whence Kenneth carried it to Scone, to be forcibly
abducted by Edward to Westminster Abbey, where it may now bc
seen for one shilling and ninepence—thanks to the liberality of the
Church! .

But when the Lama sncezes, then, indeed, all Asia feels it to her ut-
most verge and limit : the sound travelling from nose to nose till it is
reverberated from the great wall of China. The French consider it bois-
terous to say “ God bless you” on these occasions; so much does France
difter from Tartary. It is only permitted, in the Code de Politesse, to
pull off your hat and make a silent bow.

Aristotle, heaven bless him, is rather dull on this point, considering
that he was a natural philosopher, and, somewhat more. Sneezing,
saith the Stagyrite, proceeds from the brain, and is a mark of vigour.
The brain expels oftensive or superfluous ideas through the nose, says
he. It were to be desired that this were thc usage still ; as now-
a-days they are apt to find vent through the mouth, to the vast annoy-
ance of liege subjects. And, therefore, we salute the brain when it
sneezes its energetic tokens of cvacuated folly aud incumbrance.
Lnough of the Aristotelian philosophy ; and as to what Polydore
Virgil says, it is as little to the purpose as the predication of Clement
of Alexandria. .

If they make sneezing a state concern in Mopomotapa and Tartary,
so they do also in Mecsepotamia (or did), and in Siam. . When the
latter potentate sncezed, a gemeral rejoicing took place in all that
iriangle which intervenes between the Euphrates and the Tigris; so
that the whole nation wés in a perpetual uproar whenwver his Majesty
‘hanced to have a cold. Hence it was not allowed to tuke snuff] lest
the 'vhole business of the state should fall into disorder. In that dis-
trict of Plvto’s dominions, which is set apart for the Siamese, the
judge keeps a ledger of his prospective subjects. Occasionally he
consults his-tablets; impatictt for the arrival of the next comer ; and
thus on whosesoever name he fixes his fiery eye, the fated individual’s
nose responds in sympathetic snceee. 4 Hence it is, that the men’ of
Siam blesse  h other from the foul fiend, whose influence is marked in
imgu.dmg omens on the echoing nosc. .

ut enough of nasal compliments. 1f St. Kilda’s hundred and ten
noses do not snceze 2 hundred aud ten compliments to the stranger,
why then they snceze a hundred and ten omens of dire mishaps, from
expected rents to be raised, and further evils to ensue. .

n Old Egypt, the nosc was a familiar demon—a walknpg’?rncle:
a minchin Malicho, meaning migchief when the moon was in Taurus,
and a blessed token when ig,.;gﬂé;iﬂ,‘ Libra, Capricorn, or Pisces.

YOl. X. NO. XXXVIIf, . ¥ 'y
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Frommorning to midnight it was a bad prognostic, but it wasa happy one
from midnight to morning. It was an evil sign to sneeze in rising from
table of in getting out of bed ; and the only remedy was to go to bed
again and sleep, or to sit down again to dinner, or to takea cup of bouza
to defeat the demon of thenose. A double snceze was double trouble.
But of sneezes to the left and sncezes to the right—of sneczes at work
and sneezes at play, what can I do better than refer you to the works
of & Sanchoniatho, Manetho, and Berosus,” or to Cicero, and Seneca,
and Aristotle, where you will find as much as you will choose to read,
and somcwhat more. It is a great mistake of that great soldier the
Duke of Wellington, that, though from the cut and figure of his nose
it must makec a noise cqual to a thirteen inch mortar, he never con-
sulted it in his campaigns. In the time of Cyrus, no general officer
would have attacked a ravelin, or monnted a breach, against the advice
of his nose. Whenever even a corporal sneezed in his Imperial Ma-
jesty’s army, Mithra or Arimanes was invoked for directions how to
proceed. Socrates, who was certainly not quite so good a soldicr as
his Grace, had similar respect for the prognostic of the nose; though
his own, it must be confessed, was but an unhappy-looking specimen.
Habuit pro Damonwo, says souic one. Sneezing was the omen of victory,

» says some oneelse. If youask who all these somebodies were, Plutarch,
Aristotle, and Aristophanes, are the men. Would you have better
authorities ?

If they consulted their own noses, so they complimented each his
own proboscis, as well as those of their neighbours.  Why clse should
Ammian have written an epigram on a man whose nose was so long,
and consequently so far off, that he could not hear himself sneeze, in
consequence of which he was unable to say, * Bless thee, snout !”

If Socrates was not much of a soldier, no one will deny that praise
to Xenophon, particularly as he was a great foxhunter and knew as
much as even Arrian about the reaying of young puppies. Like “Mr.
Leach he made a speech” to his army on a particular occasion, as every
schoolboy knows, which was answered by tke responsive sneeze of a
quartermaster of dragoons, on which all the ariny fell on their knees
and worshipped Jupiter Sternutator.

The first thiug which the Man of Prometheus did was to snecze.
I know not if Mr. Godwin’s child, Master Frankenstein, made the same
entry into the world of walking-gentlemen. Alexander Ross, whom
nobody ever read over, notwithstanding what Hudibras says, asserts
that this was the real origin of sneezing. But we need not mind him.
As to Themistocles and Euphrantides, if they had done no more than
sneeze, Xerxes would have had some other reasons to boast of his
bridge over the Hellespont, Amnd so I shall pass over what Horman-
nus and Pictorius and Del Rio, and Bartholinus, and Villaret, and
Minutius Felix, and Sir Thomas Browne, and twenty more say about
this matter ; for if you are not tired, I am.

But lest your fair readers should be wearied of all these crabbed
ancients, I must pass to the affair of love—love, the beginning and end
of every thing, as it must be the end of my dissertation.

Sneezing is critical in matters of love. Not only does your nose
itch to prognosticate what every one knows; not only does it sneeze
good and evil omens, but the very'loves and graces themselves watch
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over the noses and sheeres of lovers. If you doubt, read Aristanctus.
Does not Parthenis write a billet-dour to her lover, and does gpt she
sneeze at the most tender passage? And when she sneezes, does not
she know by the consciousness that belongs to true love, that, at the
same instant, her lover’s absent nose sneezes in amorous responsiveness,
ominous of success as of sympathy.

I could say much more, but though I have just sneezed into this very
paragraph, I connot hear yours in rcturn. Let me still hope that you
will not open this most Icarned essay without being moved, and that
you will sneeze two sneezes to the right hand in token of approbation.
[ had some thought of dusting the ink with Irish blackguard to ensure
a favourable omen; but trusting to the sterling worth of the matter
itself, and confident that you will not crook your silent nose at me,
shall subscribe myself, : Naso.

THE LOVER’S QUARREL.*¥

‘I'HE mormng bright bathed in rosy light
San Lucar’s ample street,

When Gazul drest in a snow-white vest
Mounted his courser fleet ;

With purplc and green and in golden sheen
His trappings and harness shoue,

wtately and loud and with champings proud
Caracoll’d his brave steed on.

At a mansion high with a balcony,
Where a form of beauty stood

Like an angel fair in the clear blue air
On an errand of mortal good ;

Gazul checks his rein, for the pride of Spain
Was there in her matchless grace .

On his soul she gleams as the sun’s fiist beams
O’cr a soft cloud’s silvery face.  »

He lights on the gsound with a wagrior’s bound,
And his knee to the carth 18 bent,

But his gazc 15 above at the maid of his Jov - *
From his heart’s devotion sent :—

« To Gelves 1 go and the tourney's show,
() viston of hope to me'!

And thou art the chaim that shall nerve my arm
With the power of victory ”

But with haughty scorn from the warrior-born

Zelinda looks away,
His love she spurns, for hat bospm burns

In a hell of jealousy.— L '
«« Go, haste to the tily, or the maid,1f thou wilt,

Whom thou lovest far more than me !”
Not a moment is past and the casement is fast,
While the lover is on his knee.

* The Moorish Romance in Gines Pérez, beginuing *¢ Por la Plaga de San

Lucar,” is sinailar to the aboye in story.
ue



The Lover’s Quarrel.

He gazes around, then low to the ground
Casts a thunder-stricken glance,

And in wild despair on the marble there
Shivers his useless lance :

From the gallant féfe and in downcast state
He back t’ward Granada hies,

While the sorrow and pain that madden his brain
Gush forth in his humid eyes.

But the fairest frame that may chill love’s flame
With the fear of a rival’s art,

Will ofttimes see that, like ghaunt envy,
She preys on her own torn heart.

Ere evening was near, after many a tear
Paid by burning love to pride,

Zelinda once more from her chamber-door
Calls her page to hercouch’s side.—

“ My eyes overflow, haste, my dear page, go
To Gazul the Moorish knight,

Say Zelinda will wait at her garden-gate
At the hour of pale moonlight.r ,

Yet stay—oh, nol—yecs, my good page, go.”’—
Then she calld hit back s fast. =

As her pride prevail’d and love’s impulse fail’d,
But she sent him away at last,

The moon slept sweet on San Lucar’s street,
And the trembling stars were bright,

When the lover stole to the maid of his soul,
Through the shades of that lovely night.

To the gate he is come where the page stands dumb
With the wicket in his hand :

He has enter’d there to his mistress fair,
The star of Granada’s land.

Zelinda blush’d, but her voice was hush’d
At the thought of her pride and scorn,
And t!}e Moor look’d down as he fear’d a frown
Might wither his hope new-korn.
. A moment they stood as all lovers would
‘That had suffer’d a like annoy ;
¢, Then the knight in his arns lock’d his mistress® charms,
" In his bosom’s speechless joy.
o g our prophet 1 swear, my Zelinda fair,
(Said the knight when he silence broke)
That I’d sotner die by my enemy,
Or sufler the Christian’s yoke,
Than day by day drag my life away
Unwarm’d by thy eyes’ bright beam,
And the lists to ge bring no victory
But by sfell ol thy magic name.

“ When I couch my lance, I sec thee advance,
And direct it to my foe ;

When faint grows my stroke, I thy name invoke,
And it nerves my falchion’s blow ;

No laurels I wear but for thec, my fair,
No hopesin my bosom spring—

And I give no prayer where thou dost not share
My heart’s whole offering.”
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In the eloquence of her dark cyes’ sense,
On the knight the maiden gazed,

They told her tale more than words avail,
And the flame that within her blazed :~—

“ Go, Gazul, Fo to the tourncy’s show,
Thy turban 1”11 dress for thee,

Lest men should say that my fault to-day
Robb’d thy arm of a victory.”

On his barb he sprung, while the morning hung
Like pearl in the eastern sky,

And rock, tower, and tree, la tranquilly
In their colourless nightly J’yc.—

To Gelves he went to the tournament,
With his mistress’ token and prayer—

Could he fear a blow from the boldest foc,
When Love was his annour there?

REMARKS ON POETRY AS COMPARED WITH PAINTING
AND SCULPTURE. '

Tue received opinion, that every well-described poem must also fur-
nish a good subject for the artist in painting or sculpture, and that
the representation of the two latter is the absolute criterion of the
poet’s merit, so far at lcast as the artist is able to follow the poet in all
the features of the poem, requircs some limitation, even when the sphere
of both is considered @ priori. For poetry must be considered to
possess a much wider sphere than the finc arts, in the unlimited region
of the faney, and the immateriality of her figures, which may coexist
in the greatest mumber and varicty, without one covering, or injuring
the other: whereas in the representation of the things themselves,
or of their natural symbols, by the artist, it is confined within the
limits of time and space. However, though the sphere of the fine arts
cannot comprehend the greater one of poctry, yet it must be acknow-
ledged that the former is always contained in the latter ; thas though it
cannot be said that every subject on which the post descants will pro-
duce the same good effect, when represented on canvass, or in marble,
yet every pleasing rcprescntation from the artist must produce the
same effect when described by the poet. For what we find beautiful
in works of art docs not prove to be so by its effect on the eye alone,
but by its influence on our imagination thyough the medium of the
senses ; if, thercfore, the same image could be raisefl in our mmt_ls by
the arbitrary symbols of language as its representation by the painter,
or sculptor, it would produce a similar effect on our imagination.

The identity of Poctrpand Puinting. .

Poetry and Painting alike present to our minds absent objects as
present—rcprescnting appcarances as roalltle.s; both effect an llluslqn,
and the illusions of both please. The pleasing nature of both has its
origin in the same source, in the form of beauty. That conception of
beauty which is formed in our imagination through the process of the
mind in abstracting the varicty of forms from matc:enal objects, is sub-
ject to general rules, and may be applied to actions, thoughts, and
forms. But, notwithstanding this essential identity, it could not be
said with correctness, that painting is but mute poctry, or that the
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latter is a loud expression of the former ; and it was justly observed,
even by the ancient critics, that though the works of both produce a
similar effect on our fancy, yet they are dissimilar both in their produe-
tions, and in their manner of imitating nature.

The limited naturc of Puinting and Sculpture compared with Pocetry.

The boundaries which the ancients have fixed to the productions of
art, are :—1. Beautiful objects, so as to exclude from its eﬁ'orts.tI/Ic
mere pleasure to be produced by a true imitation only, when the objéct
represented is not pleasing on account of the bcauty of its form. To
this strict rule the Greck artists particularly adhered. They, more-
over, condemncd every effort to represent a likeness by exaggerating
the ugly parts of the original ; in other words, they condemned carica-
ture. Lo represent beauty in all its forms was the chief rule of the
Greck artists, with but few exceptions. The gencral characteristic in
the painting and sculpture of the Greeks is, according to Mr. Winkel-
man, a graceful racveté and a solemn grandeur, both in the attitude and
expression of the objects represented.  As the depth of the sca remains
continually calim amidst the rage which reigns on its surface, in the
same manner does the expression in the statues of the Grecks, under
the dominion of the passions, exhibit a great and steady soul.

2. The distinguishing boundaries of art, in comparison with poetry,
were, with the Greeks in particular,—never to represent the extremc
expression of the various passions, but always to confjne their imita-
tions of them to some degrees lower, and to leave it to the imagination
of the beholder to gucss at the rest.—Those degrees of the various
passions which manifest themsclves by an awkward distortion of the
face, and which cause the whole body to assume suchya posture, that
the beautiful lines, by which the human figure is circumscribed, arc
lost, were either not represented at all, or, at least, some fainter exhibi-
tion of the same passions were fixed upon by the Greek painter o
sculptor. Rage and despair are hever represented in their master-
pieces; ang it may Be said, that they nevgr depicted a fury. They
lowered imtlignation to mere earnestness. According to their pocts, it
is the indignant Jupiter who slings the lightning, but their artists re-
present him as merely grave. Lamentation was softened into sorrow
by these artists, and where this softening could not be effected, as in
the picture of Timanthes, representing the sacrificing of [phigenia, in
which sorrow, in all its various degrees, is depicted in the faces of the
bystanders, the countenance of the father, which must have expressed
the highest degree of it, is, as has been well remarked, veiled, 1 order
to hide the distorted face of Agamemnon, which must otherwisc have
been so represented. In a word, this covering of the father’s face, far
from considering it, as sote Rave supposed it, a prudent step of the
painter not to strive to represent the sorrow of a father on such an oc-
casion, which must be above all representation, should be rather con-
sidered as a sacrifice on his part to the forms of beauty, in only depict-
ing that in which beauty as well as dignity could be maintained ; but
that which he could not, in compliance with the rules of beauty, repre-
sent, he left to the imagination to guess.

However, modern artists have enlarged the aforesaid limits in their
representations, and extended their efforts at imitation to all visible
objects in nature, of which those which are beautiful form but a small
part ; and have conceived that as nature itself gencrally sacrifices beauty
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to higher purposes, in like manner must the artist allow beauty of form
to yield fo expression and truth ; and never follow beauty farther, but
rest satisficd that in realizing the latter, he has made a deformed ob-
ject of nature a handsomc one of art. But even allowing these ideas
to remain undisputed, still the artist must in some measure be restricted
in representing the expressions of the mind, and never fix upon the
highest degree of expression in any human action. The reason for this
is as obvious as it is indisputable : for as the artist can imitate nature,
whicli is ever changing, in one of her single moments only, and even
that single moment can be represented by the painter only from one
point of view ; therefore, if both the sculptor and the painter wish their
performances to be perceived not only at one time, but to be repeatedly
contemplated, and to be reflected upon for a long interval of time, it
must be obvious, that the single moment, and the single point of view
of that single moment, in the imitation of the catastrophe, can never be
chosen too prolific for the fancy of the observer, and that that image
alone can be considered as such Which leaves ample scope for the ima-
gination. The more the beholder secs, the more he must be able to
add to the parts of the object represented ; the more he fancies, the
more must he imagine to find in the work.

But in considering any effect whatever, in all its varions degrees, we
shall not find onc single moment less favourable in effecting the former
object, us when the utmost extreme of such an effeet in nature is re-
presented ; fo¥ beyond that is nothing more, and to shew to the eye
the uttermost is to clip the wings of thg observer’s fancy, and to
force the imagination to occupy itself with weaker images beneath
the representation, as it is impossible for it to overreach the impression
produced on the senscs by the representation, the perceivable plenitude
of which the imagination dislikes. When the sculptor represents
Laocoon as sighing, our imagination is able to hear him crying out ;
had he represcnted him as crying out, the imagination would not be
able to advance a step higher, or to descend lower, without changing
the whole into an unintcresting scene. Our fancy would then erther
hear him but sobbing, or perceive him alrcady dead. . *

Further, as the single moment of the effget obtains by the represen-
tation of the artist an immutable durability, it is cersdin that the for-
mer ought not to cxpress such as cannot be conceived by the mind,
except as transitory. All those phenomena, to the nature of which we
think it essential that they can only for ope moment be what they ap-
pear to be, all such phenomena, whether they produce an agreeable or
a horrible cffect, obtain by the pcrmanef®y which the artist gives th.em
such an unnatural appearance, that with each repeated contemplation
their impression becomes weaker, ang we are at last either disgusted
or shocked by the representation. La Metrie, who l\a:s been repre-
sented by the painter and cngraver as a second Democritus, laughs at
the first sight ; but if we look at him often, the philosopher appears
like a fool, and his laughter like a grif. It is the same with the repre-
sentation of one crying out with pain, &c. The violent pain which
forces a man to cry out, either subsides soon, or it destroys thp suffer-
ing object. Although, therefore, the bravest man may sometimes cry
out, yet he does not do so incessantly, and it was owing to the seeming
continuity prodgced by the imitation of art, that the artist was prevented
from representing Laocoon as erying out, although it might not in any
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way have injured the beauty of the form, and it would be the same
if it had been allowed to the artist to express a state of suffering
without a beautiful form.

Among the ancient painters Timomachus scems to have best chosen
the moment of the utmost effect in his representations. His raving
Ajax, his infanticide Medca, were much admired paintings, He repre-
sented them so that the observer had to imagine the utmost, but not to
behold it; he chose such moments as we do not necessarily connect
with the idca of being of but transitory duration. He represents the
Medea, not in that moment when she actually murders her children,
but at some minutes previous to the murder—at a time when motherly
love still struggles with jealousy. The artist makes us but anticipate
the catastrophe that cnsues, and our imagination outstretches every
thing which the painter could have axhibited to us relating to that
horrible moment. But so far from blaming the painter for repre-
senting Medcea to us in a moment when the struggle is undccided, we
rather wish it would have remained so'in the real occurrence, that the
combat of the passions had either remained undetermined, or at least
had lasted sufliciently long for time to subdue her rage, and at length
insure a victory to maternal feelings. As to his Ajax, Timmomachus
does not represent him when he is raging, but sitting down, exhausted
after having performned his mad deeds, and forming the design to kill
himself; and this is really the raging Ajax, not because we see him in
a rage, but because we perccive that he has raged,—bédcause we are
forcibly struck with the magnitude of his previous rage, which we con-
jecture from his being now driven to despair by shame, of which he
himsclf appears to be sensible; in like manner as we perceive the
violence of a storm by the wrecks and corpses which are thrown on the
shore.

As to Poetry and the extent of its efforts, without at present enter-
ing into an examination how far thg poet can succeed in describing
corporal beauty, this mpust be considercd as indisputable, that the
whole of the immense region of perfection is open to his imitation ; that
the imperceptible covering under which e makes an accomplished ob-
ject to appear beautiful, is hut onc of his fecblest efforts to render his
subjects intcresting to us.

Beauty, so far from being a principal object with the poet, is often
entircly neglected by him, assured that his hero, to gain our affections,
must so much occupy our atéention by his more noble qualitics, that
we shall not even think of his bodily form, or that they will so far vre-
possess us in his favour, as to fad him to suppose we shall imagine bim
handsome. Much less will the poet have regard to the perception of
our stases in the delineation of these features which do not immediately
hclong to the face.  When Virgil describes his Laocoon as crying out
with pain, who when rcading it will imagine, that, in order to a per-
son’s crying out, an enlargement of the mouth is nccessary, and that
such a mouth disfigures the face ?—itis sufficient that the poet power-
fully strikes the ear with “ clamores horrendos ad sidera tollit,” how-
ever faint the effect may be on the eye.

The next advantage the poet has over the artist is, that he is not
obliged to concentrate his effccts at one single moment; he assumes,
at his pleasure, every action of the catastrophc, comgencing at the
origin, and following them through all their modifications to the end,
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and thus unites them in one description ; whereas the artist is obliged
to divide them into so many different representations. Owing to this
succession of moments in the event he describes, the poet is able to
soften some of the less agreeable ones, either by some subsequent or
antecedent effects, so that the whole will produce the best impression.
When, for instance, we read in Virgil that Laocoon cries out when
bitten by the serpents, although it may be considered unbecoming for
a man to cry out in the agony of pain; yet as this Laocoon is the very
person whom the poet has previously caused us to admire as a prudent
patriot, and a tender father, we do not attribute his crying out to his
mental weakness, but solely to his insupportable sufferings. If it has
heen proved to be just in the painter not to represent his Laocoon as
crying out, still it should be considered justifiable in the poet so to
describe him. .

Another distinction between the poct and the artist is, that the artist
ought not to represendhis images as covercd with garments; and to this
rule we find that the ancients adhcred. For instance, the poet describes
his Laocoon as clothed with a pontifical dress, but the artist represents
him as naked. The reason for this deviation in the latter is obvious : for
though it may be considered as contrary to the rulesof costume to re-
present the son of a king, who was also a priest, as undressed, yet no
garment wrought by slavish hands can possess so much beauty as the
work of cternal wisdom. expressed in an organized body. Necessity
has given rist to dress, but what has the artist to do with that? Beauty
is the highest object for the imitation of art ; and although it be agreed
that there is some beauty in dress, yet what is it when compared with
the beauty of the human form? Should he who can acecomplish the
greater object satisfy himself with the less? It is not so with the poet ;
a garment with him is no garment, for it covers nothing: our imagi-
nation penctrates every thing. If the forchead of Laocoon, deseribed
by Virgil, is encircled with a prigstly turban, so far from injuring, it
strengthens the eonception we have formed of the sufferer. But
should the sculptor, in placing before us the group, represent the fore-
head of Laocoon as bound with a turban, he would considerably weaken
the effect: for the forehead would be partially covered, and the fore-

licad is the scat of cxpression. .

THE SOULS OF TIIE JUST.

L
SouLs of the just! whose truth and love,
Like light and warmth, once lived below,
Where have ye ta’en your flight above,
Leaving lil)(i’s vale in wintry woc ?
God hath withdrawn you negr his throne,
Centre and source of brightness all,
As o’cr yon hills the evening sun
Recalls his beams when shadows fall.

But there are wistful eyes that find
A loss in every parting ray

And there are cxiled souls behind
That long with you to fly away.

Oh ! happy hour, when ev'ry germ
Of captive spirit shall be free,

‘ml shine with you, all l)ri.gy and warm, .
Around one g{ormus Deity? T.D.
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ON KEEPING, OR COSTUME IN CHARACTER.

¢ Servetur ad imum
Qualis ab incepto processerit, et sibi constet.”

I aM not going to write a dramatic essay, as the language of my
motto, and the source whence it is drawn, might seem to indicate : so
the reader, if he pleases, in translating my quotation may substitute
the indicative for the subjunctive mood.

My business is with the actual existing drama of real life; and my
office, not to prescribe, but to describe. A very general complaint is
made respecting this said drama, of the want of consistency in most of
its individual characters. But I shrewdly suspect that this complaint
is unfounded, and that the inconsistency will be discovered to lie not
in character, but in actions. -

Our friend Flaccus asserts that men in gencral not only differ from
each other, but that the same man cannot rema® for two hours like
himself. ‘This may be very true, as far as actions are concerned. The
motives of human conduct are frequently very complicated, and gene-
rally, as well as the circumstances in which they originate, are hidden
from our view. From childhood to youth, from youth to manhood,
from manhood to old age, the character remains essentially the same
in every individual. In all the vicissitudes of fortunc, in all the varie-
ties of conduct, the character is still the samc; and the most opposite
actions, could we discover their secret springs, would afford no argu-
ment of inconsistency in the person who performed them.

Every man, even the weakest, possesses a portion of self-command,
which he can use, when the wmotive is sufficiently urgent, to control
his natural disposition, and conceal his real character. We sometimes
see a man whose general conduct has-been pusillanimous, act like a
man of spirit. Do we conclude from this that he has changed his na-
ture all of a sudden, and been transformed from a coward into a brave
man? No! we naturally look into the circumstanées of the case, to
discover the #ause of such singular discrepancy’in his conduct, and to
account for the uhusual eflort of volition. * In like manner, when a man
of approved courage behaves on one occasion like a coward, it is
more philosophical, as well as more charitable, to attribute it to some
peculiarity of predicamcnt than to a change of character. Though, to
be sure, the general cast of a man’s conduct does not, in all instances,
present us with the best critetion of his real character. Here a dis-~
tinction is to be observed not very flattering to poor hwan nature:—
though the actions are in gencral praiscworthy, still the solitary lapsc
may Qetray the real character, for the motives to habitual dissimulation
may be powerfully and genexally®operative ; but, on the other hand,
where vice is predominant in the conduet, the solitary virtue proves
little in favour of the disposition.

But I do not mean to enter deeply into this copious and important
subject, which is well worthy of the powers of some one more pro-
foundly versed in the philosophy of life. 1 shall confine myself to ob-
serving on the correspondencies that exist between the minute and ap-
parently trivial particulars of conduct with the general and essential
attributes of character.  ‘The harmony, the proportion, the keeping, as
it werc, that is found in the dgtails of dress, manners, westic habits,
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&c. with the general intellectual and moral conformation of the indivi-
dual. This is a department of the subject certainly not the least
amusing, and, peradventure, not the least important and conclusive in
its results.

Dress is much more essentially connected with character than is
generally supposed. Putting dandyism entirely out of the question, there
Is scarcely any individual who does not exhibit some peculiarity in
dress, more or less striking ; and I venture to assert, that there is not
one man in five hundred wholly inattentive to the subject. However
remote a man may be from a coxcomb, or however ncar he may be to
a sloven, he will have some choiec in the cut, colour, or quality of his
habiliments. A perfect indifference in these particulars is not always
a proof of a mind superior to trifles ; it as often argues a deficiency of
taste, and a neutralized insipidity of character.

There are many coxcombs beside the unfortunate dandy * par ex-
cellence.” Look afthat young physician carefully habited in sables,
with silken hose, or Hessian boots (the order of the day for those who
would be very grave and very dressy), with his hair cropped shortish,
curled, and mayhap powdered. Is he less a coxcomb than the young
hussar, with his lace and his trappings, his spurs and his feathers? Is
the smooth Quaker, with his fine broad-brimmed beaver, his superfine
napped cloth, and his snow-white linen, less a dandy in his way than
the most finished exquisite at Almack’s? Look at the parson, with his
nice regulafion hat, cambric handkerchiet (a powerful auxiliary in the
pulpit), and general chasteness and dccorous propriefy of costume.
There is nothing out of character here, all is graceful harmony. No
part of the dress discovers the shape completely except the stockings.
There is an orthodox width in the coat-flaps, an Athanasian laxity in
the inexpressibles, the cravat s adjusted with ecclesiastical precision,
and the very wig is redolent of Church establishment! T'his is what
we expect ; this is as it should he. But do not suppose for a moment
that this revercnl gentleman’s toilet has cost him less pains than that
of Lady Caroline when she goes to court, or General Burbelow when
he attires for a field-day. #Why does Mr. I——g wear such a profu-
sion of hair? Is it that he has no time to have it cut, or that he is so
absorbed in divine cogitation as never to bestow®a thought on the
subject? Or, do we not recognise in this particular, trivial as it may
seem, that love of distinction which has raised him to popularity as a
preacher, and something analogous tos that unpruned luxuriance of
imagination, which has overloaded his discourses with Asiatic pomp
of dietion and metaphorical redundancy ?

When I see a young man studiously attired in accordance with his
professional pursuits, I augur well of hjs future progress in the career
of life which he has chosen. On the contrary, if he manifest any re-
markable deviation in costume from the recognised standard of his
profession, I conclude that he has made a mistake in the choice of his
trade, or that somecbody else has made one for him, and that he is
not likely to experience much success in that particular line, whatever
it may be; that he and his pursuit are unfit for cach other, and t.he
sooner they shake hands and part the better. A clergyman, for in-
stance, with brass spurs, is monstrous. I knew one who always wore
a frock coat puttoned to the throat, blagk stock, and cossack trowsers.
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His actions have since proved to the world that he descrved to be un-
frocked, but his frock coat proved it to me long before. A clerk in
the Forcign Office was remarked for wearing mustachios. The head of
his department rcmonstrated with him, to no purpose, for this unofficial
demonstration : he obstinately resisted the razor, and resigned his
place rather than shave his upper lip. This young gentleman after-
wards entered the army, and developed no ordinary share of military
talent ; but he was evidently never cut out for a diplomatist.

There are a number of men in the world, mostly old ones, whom we
call characters or quizzes. These humourists generally possess some
oddity of temper or disposition that exposes them to ridicule. They
arc very far, however, from being fools. They are usually men of
irritable tempers, shrewd and caustic in their remarks, blunt in their
manners, and utterly regardless of ceremony. They are stiff in opinion,
and obstinate in adhering to old prejudices. You will always find a
correspondence between the dress of such men their characters.
They are quizzes all over, inside and outside, from top to toe. They
are always distinguished by some marked difference from the reigning
fashion 1in every particular, and by a pertinacious adhesion to one pe-
culiar style of dressing which they never vary; and this is in perfect
analogy with the general obstinacy of their characters.  While T am on
this subject, I cannot avoid remarking one fact, which I think decisive
in favour of my theory of correspondencies. Swindlers, cheraliers d'in-
dustrie, who live by imposing on mankind, always bear some external
mark of their $ropensitics and habits. This I take to be one of the
most curious phenomena of human character. 'T'hese gentlemen are
in general excessivcly fond of dressing in a singular and conspicuous
style. They make a rash sortic beyond the extremest lines of fashion,
and expose, by some tasteless and gaudy decoration, their persons to
the observation of the enemy. An embroidered waistcoat, a hat of
peculiar cock, a coat with a superabundance of braiding or of buttons,
tremendous whiskers, or green spectacles,—some article of this sort
they are sure lo cxhibit. One should imagine; that a person of so
ticklish a profession would avoid every singnlarity of the kind, would
try to conform hjs appearance as much as possible to the ordinary
level of gentility, would studiously avoid every thing that had a ten-
dency to render him a marked man. But no, the direct reverse ;s al-
most always a fact: whether it is that want of sense and wasft of
taste are inseparably connccted with want of principle, or that fate
has decreed that those natural encmies of socicty should carry the
““ hunc caveto” on their forcheads, as a kindly compensation for the
cvil of their existence; just as the noise of the rattle-snake advertises
its approach, and warns the trayelles of his danger.

The fact indeed is, that the same perverseness of mind which leads
a man out of the plain paths of honour and honesty, will also lead him
into a thousand other absurditics. The * dim suffusion” of the intel-
lectual eye that obscures the perception of moral relations, is cqually
prejudicial to the cxercise of the discerning power on almost every
other topic. '

The genuine dandy, who loves dress for its own sake, will, I think,
be always found to be a dandy in every other particular.  Many men
are sct down as dandics very crroneously, mercly from a contemplation
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of their outsides. Persons may dress very elcgantly, nay even cox-
comically, from other motives than personal vanity, or the womanish
love of ornament. But your dandy of the true breed shows blood in
every thing. All about him is arranged in the nicest possible order ;
his toilet, dressing-case, desk, &c. every thing in short that he possesscs
is evidently selected with a view to show and outside, from the merest
ornamental appendages of his person, down to the lowest articles of
vulgar household utility. If he be fond of reading, for cxample, his
books will be as complete dandies as himself, sporting their gay liveries
of purple, green, or red embroidered with gold. If he write, he will
have (like Rousseau when employed in the composition of Eloise) his
portfolio tied with ribbons of rose-colour, his bronze inkstand, his
superfine gilt-cdged paper, and his gold sand. He can drink his wine
out of nothing but the finest cut-glass, nor his tea but’ from the most
costly china. He is a marvellous amateur of nickknacks. Carries
the pretticst snuff-b#xes, scent-bottles, tweezer-cases, penknives, gold
tooth-picks, in the universe. He must always have the best ivory in
his nail and tooth-brushes ; he is not less critical in the choice of boot-
hooks than of boots, of shoeing-horns than of slippers. Nor is it the
eye alone that he is studious to gratify. He must “ sweets to every
sense disclose.” He delights in bon-bons and comfits, perfumes and
swansdown. Our great moralist has thus poetically described one of
this character, whose rank and wealth enabled him to indulge his pe-
culiar tast@:—¢ The dishes of luxury cover his table, the voice of
harmony lulls him in his bowers; he breathes the fragrance of the
groves of Java, and sleeps on the down of the cygnets of Ganges.”—
Be it observed, however, that it is not a taste for magnificence and
splendour that characterises a man of this sort, so much as a fondness
for all that is neat, effeminate, finical, and »ick-knackish.

If the genuine dandy have a turn for literature, the same sort of
taste will accompany him therc, that belongs to him in other marters.
He may talk of Shakspeare or Milton, but be ncver reads them, But
he is onc of those whe would have read Waller when it %yas the fashion
to read that poet. He is caught with the tinsel of language, and can-
not discriminate the sterling ore of thought. He pgefers Thomson to
Milton, and Darwin to Pope. The sentimentalfty of Zimmerman
weighs more with him than could the manly sense and profound philo-
sophy of Bacon. If he understood Latin, he would prefer Quintus
Curtius and Florus to Tacitus and Livy as he does the ambitious and
ornamental style of Gibbon to the unaffected simplicity of Hume. But
it is the French writers that enjoy the highest place in his affections and
esteem. With the exception of some great names, the French Jliterati
may be pronounced a race of danddes, pr of writers to please a dandy.
Even some of their best authors are not wholly untinctured with this
character. The flimsy philosophy of Helvetius, the clegant immorality
of Marmontel, the couleur dc rose style of Florian, the sentinent
and tone of pretension in the highly-gifted, but affected ‘‘ premicre
femme du sitcle,” the dandy superficial religionism of Chateaubriand,—
all are in perfect unison with such a taste as I have described. Dan-
dyism is indeed the pervading character of the French nation. It is
mixed up with their best and with their worst qualities. It is found in
the court, in the scnate, at the altar, and in the field ; amid the gravest
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acts and the most frivolons amusements, It was equally conspicuous
in the heartless profligacy of the old ‘ régime” and the ruffian atrocities
of the Revolution.  The French present a striking specimen of that
sort of keeping in national character, which I have attempted to de-
monstrate in individuals. Neither the lapse of time, nor the changes
of circumstance, have affected the essential attributes of the Gallic mind.
The same appetite for novelty, the same lightmindedness, the same
ferocity, which marked the Gaul and the Frank in the days of Ceesar
or of Clovis, belong to the modern Frenchman under Napoleon or
Louis.

Inherent delicacy of taste and fecling, when it forms the main fea-
ture of any character, shows itself in the merest trifles. A man of a
naturally coarse mind will be perpetually doing or saying something
offensive. He will act thus even though his disposition be naturally
good. If he sit ncar you, for instance, you will always experience
some annoyance from his approximation. A fewepokes in the side, a
kick or two on the shins, or some other tangible appeal to your physical
sensibilities, will often scrve to remind you of your neighbour’s charac-
ter. A man of this sort always leans very heavily on the arm of any
onc with whomi he walks. He is in general utterly careless of how
he wounds the feelings or infringes on the comfort of others ; and when
told that his conduet has produced such an effect, he cannot at all com-
prehend why it should have done so. Trace this man’s character a
little higher, follow him into matters of more importance, you find him
the same. I venture to assert that he is a stranger to all the more re-
fined feelings of love and friendship ; that he has no real relish for the
beauties of literature and art, and still less for those of nature ; that he
can have no sympathy with suffering virtue, self-devoted affection and
generous magnanimity. e will be found too, if T err not, a thorough
egotist, and eminently deficient in those qualities which constitute a
true gentleman. .

Let mc observe here, ag [ have mentioned the term, that this charac-
ter of gentlemen consists wholly in the delicacy ef feeling above alluded
to. It is this characteristic which makes @ man carefully shun every
action which can_tend to the annoyance of his friend or neighbour.
When possessed in en eminent degree, it renders him positively incapable
of any such action. It produces an instinctive scnsitiveness through
his whole frame, in respect to every motion that can possibly incom-
mode another ; his limbs seemyof their own accord, without an act of
the will, to assume the position best suited for the accommodation of
those about him. It is this, too, which makes him anticipate every
want, without officiousness, and without apparent effort, leaving his
guests to enjoy the most perfect liberty, while he pays them a sceret
and unrcmitting attention.

It is almost ncedless to observe-that the soi-disant gentleman of the
day is totally the reverse of all this. That he attends to nobody’s con-
venience but his own, and cares little how much he may annoy others.
That in proportion as he is more rude, more selfish, more coarse in his
feelings, and more offensive in their demonstration, so in his own esti-
mation, and that of his stupid associates, is he more of a gentleman.
But the term gentleman is not an arbitrary sign, like the letters in
algebra, which may represent any quantity or any property; it is as
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tixed and limited in its application as the figures of arithmetic, or the
diagrams of geometry, and represents the sum of those qualities which
give a certain moral value to the human character. 1t can be set down
to signify a blackguard or a clown, with as little propriety as 2 can be
made to stand for 4, or a square for a circle.

Some men are prone to indulge in gross and obscene conversation
for its own sake, and such men are accordingly found to be deficient in
refinement of taste and feeling in a thousand other ways. I am not
very fastidious ; and, where there is real wit and humour, can tolerate
much that is not perhaps consistent with the strictest delicacy. When
we discover a lump of sterling ore, we must not complain of the dross
and clay about it. But filth by itself is a positive nuisance ; and when
we find any man taking a disinterested delight in obscenity, we may
safely conclude him to be coarse and mindless in all other respects.

Hand-writing is said to be connected with character; and I believe
this te be true, except when some peculiar style is affected for a given
purpose. A small, ncat, regular hand, shows a love of order, and per-
haps, at times, a too minute attention to trifles. A large, firm, and
regular hand, denotcs decision and consistency. A bold, but irregular
style of penmanship, bespeaks a careless temerity of disposition ; while
small, unsteady, and ill-formed writing, marks a feeble vacillating cha-
racter. ‘These remarks, however, must be understood to apply to those
only who choose their own style of writing, and are not led by profes-
sional pursutts to follow implicitly any given model.

A love of otder and method is the distinguishing characteristic of
some persons, while others are equally noted for a disregard of every
thing systematic. These opposite traits are perceptible in the minutest
actions of such people. The man of order is methodical in every thing,.
from the management of his fortune down to the regulation of his
wardrobe. He is, in general, cconomical; but even when otherwise,
there is a systematic arrangemen in his extravagance, a method in his
madness and folly ; he ruins himself by rule, and perishes on principle.
But the careless fellowsis alike disorderly in the conduct f his affairs,
and the tying of his shoes. 1le never keeps a friend, nor an appoint-
ment ; flings into the fire documents of the last impgrtance ; is ruin-
ously prodigal without the least enjoyment; penurtously economical
without the slightest profit. He is no richer at the year's end for all
his meanness; for where he has saved many a penny he has spent
many a pound. . e

I conclude, then, that the conduct in trifles leads to a discovery of
the main attributes of individual character; and conversely, that an
acquaintance with the main attributes will enable us to predict the con-
duct in triflcs. Nothing .is wanting to any theory, but this perfect
coincidence in the results of analysis and synthesis, where the facts
furnish the materials of the systefir; and the system, in turn, serves to
explain the facts : nor do I apprehend that the phenomena of affectation
form any exception to my theory of hum#én character, or present any
impediment to its application. Men affect nothing, but because it is
conducive to their interest or consonant with their taste. The pecu-
Jiar nature, then, of the affcctation, will indicate the cause of its
assumption ; and from this, again, we may deduce the character of him
who has assumed it. IL.
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LINES WRITTEN IN THE BAY OF NAPLES.

Ir is the hour, the glorious hour, .
When twilight’s lingering mists grow dim,
And infant daybreak loves to shed
Her kindling rays on sea and shore,
And all is beautiful to him
Who muses upon splendour fled.
'The very air is sweet—the breeze
That wantons o’er Campanian seas
Bears, on its pathway through the deep,
Memorials of a golden clime,
Where ia their lonely glory sleep
The mightiest sons of olden time :
It tells of groves, whose deathless flowers
Twice blosson int the gircling year ;—
It breathes of those delicious hours
When Pastum’s second buds alR)car,
Anund, in the bay-tree’s dusky shade,
The little nightingale is heard
Trilling its own autumnal notcs—
A fond and solitary bird.

And now. 1 gaze upon the strand
To which in infancy I turn’d,
When thoughts, as of some magic land,
Rush’d o’er my spirit, aud it burn’d
In Fancy’s fairy dream to trace
Fuaint image of a loftier race
Than this, which, dcad to honour’s claim,
Owns nought of Roman, save the namec.
Yes! unto thce my kindling soul
In fervent hour its worship paid,
And feelings, that disdain’d control,
My youthful heart in thraldom laid.
For thou to me wert holy—thou,
Clime of the bard, the chicf, the sage—
Couldst «cach my thrilling breast to bow,
As, ’mid the sanctity of age,
*Reft of all aid, T saw thee®stand,
.A changed, and yct a lgvely land.

“Thy hoary temples speak ; for they,
Like ghee, are beauteous in decay,
As from the scagirt cliff afar
They beam upon the mariner
The beacens of his way.— .
But their’s is like a tale of dread—
The lonely legend of the dead,
That tells of glory vanished.
* My bark is bosunding on the 3¢a,
That wafts me fr n.}lr’arl.honépe;
Yet would m fa%cy fondly view
Her opening heavens of spotless blue,
Her terraced*heights, and swift canoe,
That lightly shoots through ficlds of foam,
- Bearing the welcome fisher,home.
Still secms to tinkle on mine ear
The boatsong of the Gondolier ;
And beanty’s lute, from castled steep,
Wakes music on the slumbering deep.

P
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THE BENCH AND THE PRESS.

Iris impossible to consider some of our Law proceedings, and to escap.
being struck with the soreness of feeling which is displayed in them,
by the dispensers of the justice of the country, towards whatever con-
cerns the press. Its excesses, instcad of being regarded as the over-
flowings of a pure and vivifying strcam, bearing health and refreshment
through the land—here and there perhaps causing a trifling mischief,
but fertilizing and rendering productive the whole surface of the coun-
try—are used as arguments against the thing itself. There is a uniform
tendency to say something injurious respecting it on the most trivial
opportunity available for the purpose—and that something generally
grounded on the most untenable rcasoning—as if the press were the
declared enemy of the profession’and practice of Law. There seems a
constant wish to master its ffee spirit, and to confine it to the most
narrow and petty regulations.” Could those who indulge in their
vituperations agaiust the press carry the matter in their own way,
nothing would cver be #llowed to appear in print but what was literally
proveable on oath. The examination of public men and their measures,
the pursuit of truth, the arraignment of cvils too subtle for the coarser
bonds of an act of parliament to restrain, must ccase at the dictum of
lawyers, and free discussion be chained to the formalities of the most
narrowing and sclf-consequential of human pursuits. This disposition
is partly gencrated by the opposite characters of the press and of the
law. Lifted, after years of laborious practice, to the bench from a
confined arena of quibble and set usage, of well-paid disputation on
matters where the heart is never to be consulted, it is next to impossi-
ble that thc common-place lawyer should have any congeniality of
feeling with the *“ chartcred liberting;” or appreciate any thing, the essence
of which is freedom from constraint. They who are accustomed to
subject thought and reason to the written institutes of others, cannot
travel out of their own boaten track, and therefore labour to bring every
thing within the stinted circumferencc of theirownminds. They cannot
judge largely and liberally : hencg an accomplished lawyer neither cuts
a figure in the senate, nor exhibits the grand views of the statesman.
*Law belongs more immediately to human action—to deed, and not to
thought. The press belongs to mind and to imagination, and is not to
be judged of as we judge of fact. It.is within the empire of intellect,
and {ts range cannot be defined by statute, ndr its errors and mistakes
rectified by human jurisprudence, though an excess of one particular
character may. The errors of the press can only be subdued by, the
operation of reason and moral fecling. , Law is a very limited em-
pire as respects mind : thatof the press is boundless. Thelawyer is a
mere expounder of the institutions of the legislator : hie is his agent to
effect certain limited objects. It is not his busincss to listen to nor act
upon the suggestions of genius, nor alwilys even of sound reason.
ritten laws confine him to the very letter of his duty. How can it
be expected he should be otherwisethan he is, when life is too short for
him to penetrate through the cloud of involution and perplexity in
which the study of his own profession has been laboriously enveloped ?
The power of the press is also an object of his envy. Its property of
VOL. X. NO. XXXVl N
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influencing large bodies of men, of moving mankind en masse, is viewed
with jealousy; and as it is one of the safeguards of liberty, it has a ten-
dency to enlarge instead of restrain ; a quality the very reverse of law.
It can, therefore, hardly be wondered at, that some feeling of antipathy
should be shown towards it, arising from the habits as well as ambition
of lawyers. But it by no means follows that it is prudent to exhibit it
on every occasion. We have always been plcased at the respect borne
towards the dispensers of justice. « On his circuit the judge is almost
regarded as a sacred personage by the people; and his respectful recep-
tion by the gentry in the country, adds to the salutary impression
made on their minds by the awful nature of his duties. While he con-
fines himself to the impartial exercise of his functions, he will be regard-
ed with veneration and respect. But let him be cautious of travel~
ling out of the path of his professipnal duties. No human being
can have less hope of displaying universality of knowledge than
a member of the bench. 1t is ten chances to one, if he attempt to give
the gentlemen of the grand jury a disquisition on finance, a lecture on
political cconomy, or a chapter on politics; but he shows his ignorance
on cach subject, and many who hear him are inwardly smiling at his
want of knowledge of their most simple details.  Mr. Justice Park
is said to have lutely declarcd that he should not be governed in the
performance of his duty by public opinion ; we should hLope not, if pub-
lic opinion could run counter to it; but it never has, nor can do so.
What is called the applausc of a mob, is a very different thing from
pubiic opinion ; which is the expression of society, of the wise and the
considerate—not of the unthinking. It is the unerring testimony of
the * multitude of counscllors” to the principles of right and wrong.
It fixes the character of events, consecrates great actions, rewards
public virtue, incites to emulation, never fails in making just discrimi-
nutions, and is the terrible Simoom that blasts for ever the wrong-doer,
let his pretensions be what they may. The gratuitous declaration ot
the learned judge we must therefore, in common charity, refer to the
partial and' temporary fecling of a mob; and not to the aggregate
opinion of this‘mighty nation ; or, in osher words, to public opinion in
the true scnse of the term.

It is only of“late that this censorious spirit toward the press has
manifested itself so openly. The Recorder of London has comein too
with his censures, and frowned from his official seat in Jjudicial terrors
at the press, as the diabolical cause of prize-fighting, and the mother of
all mischief—E¢ tu Brute! this is the cruelest cut of all. The trial of
an individual for killing his antagonist in one of those degrading ex-
hilitions, the patronage of which is not confined to blackguards of the
lower degrecs. afforded ay opportunity for an harangue upon the
crimes of the press, in consequence of its uppearing that the youthful
gladiator had felt his ambition roused by reading an account of a prize-
fight. Oxford, when Aristotle and moods and predicates were in
their glory, could not have offered a finer example of logical display,
which might be thus cmbodied :—Prize-fights exist, newspapers re-
port prize-fights, people rcad newspapers ; therefore the press en-
courages prize-tighting. Thus the Aldermen of London give rich
dinners, newspapers report them, people read newspapers ; therefore the
press encourages gluttony.  ‘The felicitous reasoning of Mr, Knowlys,
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by the same rule, demonstrates that the murders, rapes, and burglaries
happening in this country are caused in the same manner as the sale of
Warren's blacking—by reading about them. Take the hint, ye legis-
lators of Great Britain! Ye may now repeal the Vagrant Act, that stain
on English jurisprudence —ye may repeal all the statutes, and make the
Old Bailey a desert,—simply by extinguishing the press, and arraigning
our typographers for *causing printing to be used, contrary to the
King, his crown and dignity,” as Jack Cade has it. But 1 ought to
apologise to the reader for treating this subject so lightly, were it not
that, while it shows the animus of some persons respecting it, the un-
soundness of their reasoning might be put in a true light.

But the press confers high bencefits upon the justice of the land it-
self; it has contributed to cffect a remarkable diminution of the more
atrocious crime§, which the Repart for inquiring into the state of our
criminal laws vouches for. In the cnlightencd district of the metro-
polis murders have diminished in the proportion of three to one, in the
very place where the press excerts inost influence, and where it is the
more immediate burthen of judicial censure.®* Lawyers are advocates
for a privity in law proceedings, or for what may properly be called in-
quisitions. They have high opinions of the integrity of the Jowest
members of their caste.  Attorneys or coroners are always most
honourable characters ; else how, according to luw reasoning, could they
act as attorneys or coroners? But the press is a check on the conduct
of officials everr in law, and greatly contributes to preserve the purity of
justice. This was manifestin the late attempt of a coroner to screen a
murderer; which conduct would, it is probable, but for the press, have
been unknown and unpunished at this moment.  Not only is the pub-
licatian of law evidence of service, but publicity is in all cases the very
esseiice of justice itself.  With a sophism common to legal argument, it
has been urged that the publication of evidence creates a prejudice
against a prisoner. —What, when the verdict of a coroner's jury has
already stamped his guilt? Tt tends, morcover, tg sccure the veracity of
witnesses, who would not fear falschood in a private examimmtion : it is
2 restraint on the conduct of judges, and a sccurity to the reputation of
the government, which sceret tribunals have universally brought into
disrepute, and in some cases have overturned. No state san possess any
thing worthy the name of liberty where the-press is not free in respect
to all matters relative to justice. In the designs of the Governor of the
world, for the advanccment of man to anore clevated degrees of
knowledge and moral feeling, liberty appears to be the active agent ;
those states which are most free, being the most powerful, wise, and
wealthy. In free states, spy systems, inquisitions, and a geadarmerie,
conld not exist; though they are necgssary in despotic countries ‘to
regulate the most trivial matters, to apprehend offenders, and to prescrve
order. The press in free countries, by infusing a better moral feel-

* The committee for inguiring into the state of criminal laws have boldly and truly
laid down, that ¢¢ the practice of immediately publishing the circumstance of every
atrocions erime, and of circulating in various forms an account of every stage of
the procecdings which relates to it, is far more prevalent in England than in any
other country; and in our times, than in any fo!'mc:r age. 1t is, on the whole, of
great utility, not only as a control on courts qf judicature, but ﬂlso. as a means of
rendering it extremely difficult for odious criminals to escape.  In this country, no

atrocious erimes remain secret!”
N2
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ing, recording public opinion, restraining folly, detecting and exposing
offenders against the laws, and aiding their delivery to justice, acts
more beneficially than a minister of police with an army of armed men,
and an office of passports and licenses, inadmissible where a shade of
freedom exists. Is a murder committed in London, for example, and
has the murderer escaped—in twenty-four hours he is followed into
every quarter of the land, into every village and house, where no
knowledge of the fact could otherwise reach. He is pointed ont to
the public, and every man is made his encmy : he is marked, go where
he may, and consigned to the retribution of the law;—a happy attribute
of the press. The publication of all facts thus materially assists in the
ends of justice. The stability of a government must, in free states,
depend in a great measure upon the openness and ingenuousness of its
acts, of which the press is the exhikhitor. A state is a great family,
which should have no mysteries among its members. In the dispensa-
tion of justice, our forefathers admtted this principle even in more
arbitrary times.  All courts must be open to the public ; all England is
present in them, according to our ancestors; yet lawyers oppose the
printed publication of the proceedings, which our ancestors make it a
rule that all England should hear—a strange deduction from a funda-
mental principle in their own profession, and, like too many other objec-
tions, mere senseless drivelling.  That the publication of actual truth
can injure a prisoncr while it is confined to facts, cither before trial o
after, has in no instance been proved, while great good has often re-
sulted from it. In the case of Thurtell and Hunt, which has been cited
in example, there is no proof of their having sustained detriment, though
many falsehoods were circulated respecting them.  The class in life
which the culprits lived, the magistrates themselves by their conduct
before and after committing them, rumours of mysteries unexplained,
and tremendous precautions for their seclusion before trial, excited the
public curiosity to a high pitch. Had the crime been committed in
Middlesex, they would have been sent to Newgate with no fear of
their rescue, and have remained with comparative little public notice
until their triake  The denial of their solicitors secing them, the moving
the Court of King’s Bench in their favour, the extra guards to the
prison, while skowing a want of knowledge of the human mind and of
public fecling, made them subjects of morc cager notice.  What atro-
cious murderers, so steeped in blood, would an English mob rescue ?
Politicalrioters, or some offanders committed on chargesvulgarly deemed
venial, might have given just ground for alarm. But the keeper of
Newgate would have known there could be no reason for fearful pre-
cautions therc against rescuers. There were many collateral causes,
therefore, to feed public curiosity, and to induce the press to satisty it.
Murders were heaped on murders, and all gamblers were implicated
with them ; as if a gambler, who is always a fool, must necessarily be
an assassin. The supply is always in proportion to the demand. The
press was eager to gratify its patrons: every rumour was printed and
published unsparingly, the whole being an event out of the regular
course of things. But what evil resulted? The truth remained on the
day of trial, and the rumours were forgotten. Neither judge, nor jury,
nor the bar, nor the audience, exhibited one instance of prejudice
against the prisoners. The short time allowed them for their defence,
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owing to the obstacles thrown in the way of preparmng it by the ma-
gistrates, formed a sufficient ground for reasonable delay, without
throwing it on the shoulders of the press ; the excesses of which, while
we do not mean to defend them—for what on earthis perfect ? (take the
law and its absurdities for example)—we boldly assert to bear no more
proportion to the sum total of its benefits than time does to eternity.

That the censures of lawyers upon the press have of late years in-
creased, when, among all just reasoners, among all profound observers
of society, and those who are accustomed to study the tendency of the
public mind, there is declared to be less ground for it than there ever
was, may at first appear singular. This is not, however, so difficult to
account for.  The profession of the law must naturally remain
stationary under one system, apd always be after the age in ideas
generated by increasing knowledge. A lawyer of fifty years ago,
and one of the present day, would have the same duties to perform,
and see professional things with nearly the same optics, though the
younger of the two might have a few more statutes and cases to
peruse. He must lay down the law as his predecessor did, he must
address a jury in the same manner, he must sce the same ends in his
practice, and view the laws in the same light. He must pore over his
books with similar intentions, his tictions and forms must (necessarily
perhaps) be the same ; even his dog-Latin, wig, and gown, arc a noli me
tangere to medern times—all is behind the present era. Lawyers are
conscious of something of this stationary character themselves. The fact
1s, that the law has its limits ; and the man who studies it must remain
within them, as much as the mechanic who is advised nc sutor ultra cre-
pdam. A free pressis for all times, and for every people. Laws are but
for onc people, and then must be moditied once every two or three
centuries. Lawyers must not, therefore, expect to find the perpetually
advancing mind of man stand still, that they may run the race together.
They were not always thus severd on the press: Judge Ashurst, in an
address to the jury at Warwick, on the trial of one Binns for libel, in
1797,* went so far as to allow that “ it would not only be commenda-
ble, but the bounden duty of cvery man, to take arms and resist the
attempts of the executive power, if it strove to wrest from the people
the liberty of the press and the trial by jury :”"—an acknowledgment,
however true in itself, that no lawyer on the bench would make in the
present day. -

It 1s the middle class of the English people over which the press
excrcises the greatest control; the class that, except in fashion, the
tollower of the courticr, gives a tonc to public feeling, and the united
opinion of which is irresistible. Thg majority of the higher clfsses
think very little—at all cvents, they reason’but little ; and with the lower
it ismuch the same. Not but that there are splendid exceptions in the
House of Lords, for cxample; but the majority of the very highest
class is the servant of precedent and prejudice, and of the lower of pas-
sion and ignorance. The astonishing increase of literary publications,

* [t was in the course of this trial that the late Mr. Perceval, on the part of the
Crown, alluded to what he called a ¢ false philosophy,” or ¢ the monstrovs
doctrne of men sacrificing their lives in the cause of posterity.” It can easily be
believed that Mr. Perceval was sincere in this remark - that which he had not a
mind and habits formed to feel, he could not comprehend.
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of late, shows how much the spirit of inquiry is enlarged ; and this in-
erease of demand for the productions of the press is accompanicd by
an amazingly productive revenue, flourishing manufactures, and a more
harmonious state of fecling at home. The press lays open every
corner of the earth, its productions and wants, for the direction of
mercantile speculation, analyses every discovery in scicnee, and cn-
deavours to turn all to a uscful account, nothing being lost; it en-
forces a habit of reflection that leads to improvement, and thus opens
new sources of national wealth; it cherishes freedom, the very breath
of honourable life; it exposes folly and crime without distinction of
persons ; it spreads the glory of England over the whole earth ; it de-
fends our privileges, and overawes our national foes, by displaying the
front of public opinion, that wall of triple brass against external
enemics ; it controls the members of government, some of whom ap-
pear sensible of its value, if we may judge from the few instances of
prosecution it has experienced rccently from that quarter. 1 do not
refer, in speaking of forbearance, to instances of prosclutions origi-
nating in societies owing their origin to the lust of lucre in onc or two
individuals, who contrive to make a profit of them, and that arc a stain
upon the country. It is not then beecoming in lawyers to censure the
press, even for what they may imagine a solitary evil,but which is per-
baps in reality no evil at all, without looking far beyond the imme-
diate cause of complaint, and, if theymcan take in such an extended
view, recollecting that were they able to clip the wings of the mighty
tenant of air, and confine him in their own narrow inclosure for
a time, his pinions would again grow out and bear him aloft, into s
former regions of splendour and liberty.

Thus it is much to be desired that the professors of the law could
take just views of things out of their own professional pale, and they
would see that to cramp the press is to destroy it. A few spots and
blemishes which appeared on a brilliant surface, would never then be
held as a reason for dhmning the rich refigetion which surrounded
them. Let England and America, the oply two naiions where the press
is frce, be contrasted with the besotted governments of the Continent;
with Spain and gthe dominion of the creature that governs it, with
Austria or Prussia,  Let the monarch of England be seen travelling
long distances on the roads of his country, without guards, or more
numerous attendants than ywould accompany the private gentleman,
well known, yet as perfectly secure as if he were the humblest
citizen ; and let the lawyers say what Continental king can venture
to copy such an example. It is not the sanguinary laws, nor the
exerution of criminals, nor t‘be zcal of judges, that cffects this;
it is the characteristic of*a free government—the high scnse of
what is due from man to man—the discriminating knowledge of
the age, owing to a free press, that will not fawn on the one hand,
while on the other it knows upon what shoulders to lay cvery thing,
and convinces all that the monarch has the right of the citizen as well as
his own, and that he should be equally secured in the enjoyment of it.
The subjects of nations not having the liberty of the press, are indiffe-
rent as to their national intcgrity : armies must be kept up for overawing
them. The citizen feels himsclf a party concerned in preserving peace
at home, and iu resisting foreign aggression, wherever there is a free
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Ert?ss. This national feeling is rendered doubly valuable, now the
oly Alliance is accustoming the people of the Continent to look at the
occupation and government of their respective countries by foreigners
with indifference. I necd go no farther in detailing the blessings, next
to the hope of immortality, of the noblest of the gifts of Heaven to
man, .

In respect to the publication of examinations of criminals before
magistrates, or of coroners’ inquests, great good is often induced ; and
witnesses come forward, and facts are disclosed, that would else re-
main unknown. The reporters for the public press might, on the
score. of courtesy, on the cxpression of a wish for a temporary sup-
pression only of the appcarance of any particular fact by an authority,
comply with such delay. The public could not suffer, and the com-
pliance would not be deemed assacrifice of any moment. I should de-
precate the question of right as to this matter coming before a court of
lawyers, for many reasons ; especially when I believe the majority of
the profession to be friends neither to a frce press nor free discussion.
The question will be a new one, still there are musty precedents enough
which an ingenious tortuousness may call in to assist in deciding the
point ; and it is not difficult to conjecture what the decision would
be. Though every court is an open court, and all England is present,
and hears the case, and rumour distorts facts and perverts cvidence,
and spreads falsehoods respecting it, this may continuc to be the case;
but the truth nust not be written, lest all England may read it, and
the assassin be prcjudiced in his defence by the testimony against him
being published— the midnight robber be unable to find an honest jury,
and men become more in the dark as to a just state of facts the more
they know of them! The statement being true (this must be under-
stoad as to sense and weaning at least,) the more the public are intorm-
ed of the mcrits of a case, the better for all parties. A jury deciding
on cvidence drawn from the testimony of present witnesses, and from
that alonc, will decide on what it hears acgording to its oath. ‘I'he
prejudice of few men against those fiom whom they never individually
rceeived injury, will not overpower ocular and auricular testimony in
presence of a court of justice. It is at best, thercfore, exccedingly
ill-judged to censure the press for every trivial aberration from what
in stiictness may be considered its correctest course.  But how much
more ill-judged is it to carp at those uses of it, which, so far from de-
serving censure, are entitled to beranked among its greatest blessings !
Neither the beneh nor the profession of the law generally, can be
benefited by an open contest with it.  The combat would be that of' a
giant and a pigmy, of a Hercules and a common mortal; and the re-
sults would be decidedly injurious to lag, becausc the latter is s6 open
te attack in many quarters, so full of absurditics, and stands so much
in need of purification by the legislature : it is better, therefore, that it
should refrain from forcing an exposition of its weakness before the
world, and thereby diminishing that respect in which it is held at present,
and with which it should cver be surrounded. Y. L
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HOW TO OBTAIN THE CAP OF I'ORTUNATUS.

¢ He that within his bounds will keep

May baffle all disasters,

To fortune and fate commands he may give,
Which worldlings call their masters;

He may dance, he may laugh, he may sing, he may quatt,
May be mad, may be sad, may be jolly ;

He may walk without fear, he may sleep without care,
And a fig for the world and its folly.” Wit RESTORED.

Ix the deep serenity of an autumnal evening, I placed myself upon
the terrace of the chatcan at Versailles to enjoy the setting sun, the
rays of which cnamclled the glassy surface of the waters before me with
a golden bloom, burnished the bronze figures of the marble fountains
by which I was surrounded, glistened kike fire upon the windows of the
great gallery, illuminated by reflections from the wall of mirrors
within, and after flickering along the casements of the eastcrn wing
threw a rosy tinge over the Bois de Satory where it is embosomed,
the leaves of which were as motionless as if the whole wood already re-
posed in the first flush of sleep. Having recently visited the stu-
pendous aqueducts of Buc and Marly, works worthy of the ancient
Romans, and observed how the whole of the circumjacent country was
perforated with tunnels and reservoirs for the supply of the palace, I
doubted whether that pile with its six thousand rooms had cost so much
human labour as the various subterrancous works radiating from it in
all directions ; and I appreciated the difficulties to be overcome when
the vainglorious Louis Quatorze resolved to conquer nature, and to
make this spot, situated upon a sandy height, thc most celebrated
place in all Europe for those elaborate playthings, its waterworks,
All around me were the cvidences of his apotheosis and deification.
In the baths of Apollo I had seen him sculptured as that deity, while
the matchless chisel of Girardon had heen prostituted to the 1epresen-
tation of his six mistresseg, as attendant nymphs, performing the most
menial offices bout his person. On the ceiling of the great gallery I
had gazed upon the paintings of Le Brun, in which he appears wielding
the thunder of Jupiter, while Venus, Diana, and Juno were on all sides
compelled to wearethe faces of his shamelcss courtesans. When I re-
flected that the greater part of Lurope was convulsed with war by his
mad attempts at foreign supremacy, at the very moment that the whole
resources of the country were davished for the gratification of his mag-
nificence and his vices at home, I endcavoured to calculate how much
actual enjoyment had probably been attained by that individnal for
whom so many millions of men had sacrificed theirs.

Wlien the decrepit monarch was obliged to be wheeled about his
stately terraces in an arm-chair, he could hardly fail to draw humili-
ating comparisons between the palsied reality of his fleshly limbs and
the divine symmetry of his marble portraits; nor could he well avoid
sharing the fecling of Vespasian, who, being flattered upon his death-
bed, exclaimed in bitter spirit, “ O yes, I fcel that I am becoming a
god.” But we will take him in the vigour of his health and youth
without availing ourselves of Bacon's observation, that it is a sad thing’
to have nothing farther to desire and a thousand things to fear; or of
Iiis cqually apposite position, that monarchs are like the hcavenly bodies,
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which have a great deal of glory and very little repose. Legitimate as
he was, and misgoverning by unquestionable right divine, it will still
be admitted that he had but five senses, or inlets of bodily pleasure;
and Nature herself in the beneficent equality of her dispensations, has
prevented us from usurping any undue share of pleasurable sensation,
by limiting our capacities to that portion of enjoyment which is pretty
much within the reach of all classes. She has not only placed a senti-
ncl at each gate to warn us against over-indulgence, but has provided an
cxpress and complicated economy by which she compels us to reject
cvery excess with disgust and loathing. A king cannot devour more
than one dinner in a day, a peasant eats no less; and as to the different
qualities of the ingredients, custom, which makes the soldier’s * flinty
and steel couch of war his thrice driven bed of down,” produces the
same effects in an opposite direétion, and renders the banquet of the
palace not more stimulant or palatable than the {rugal meal of the cot-
tage. Probably it is less so, if there be any truth in the old adage,
that health is the most exquisite cook, and hunger the best sauce, It
i« the same with the other senses as with the appetite. You cannot
discount life and spend it before it is due.  You cannot live upon the
capital of your body, instead of contenting yourself with its legal in-
terest, without inevitable exhaustion and poverty. Your portion being
limited, the more you condense your gratifications the more you curtail
their duration, and the more inevitably do you condemn yoursclf to the
horrors of debility, satiety, taedinm, and ennui.  This is the lot of those
kings who, having blunted and worn out their sensations by abuse, sit down
in a blank and torpid desolation, and would willingly, like the Roman
cmperor, offer an immense reward for the discovery of a new pleasure.
Ienry the Righth and Francis of France, in their meeting on the field of
@old cloth, had completely exhausted in fourtceq days all _the means of
gratification which the wealth and genius of their respective cquntries
could supply or devise ; and when we recq]lect the enormous riches of
King Solomon, and his multif?rious lu:'(urlo's, among W]llC}l we should,
perhaps, be hardly warriuted in including his seven _hu_ndrcd.wwes and
three hundred concubines, w¢ need not wonder at his declaring that all
was vanity and vexation of spirit. R ‘
These, it may be urged, are the mere pleasures of sense, which are
for all classes equally grovelling and evanescent ; but the }.ugh In station
may still preserve a wider range over the pure world of intellect, and
all “those enduring delights that emanat® from the head and heart,
Alas! the spirit and matter whereof we are compounded are fellow-
travellers, one of whom cannot be goaded beyond his strength without
fatiguing the other. We cannot exhaust the body by intemperdnce
without debauching and emasculating’theanind ; and even whgre a rare
course of personal temperance has preserved the faculties unimpaired,
it is almost impossible to drink largely of power without supcrinducing
that mental intoxication which has precipitated so many rulers into the
mischievous pranks of ambition. Where it assumes not this active
tendency, it is apt to bemuddle its victim into that morbid and pitiable
state of fretful lethargy termed Ennui. As nothing is so deplorable as
the want of a want, there is not one of us who would not b_e a mnscrable
loser by being * as happy as a king.” Thf\y are the spoilt C]l.l]dr(‘ll of
Fortune, and like the juvenile members of the class arc too often way-

-
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ward, peevish, and ill at case.  As to the pleasures of intellect, Loid
Walpole’s Rescarches have not been able to redeem many royal authors
from the dust ; for it is much casicr to win and wear a dozen crowns
than to achicve a single wreath of bays. Too busy or too indolent for
literary pursuits, they read despatches instead of books, and pension
laureats instead of perusing them. Recasons of state equally debar
them from the solace of those delights that emanate from the heart.
Cupid is a Carbonaro who owns no allegiance to thrones; there
is no sweet courtship in courts; a king goes a wooing in the per-
son of his privy counsellors; marries one whom he never saw, to
please the nation, of which he is the master only to be its slave ; views
his bride with indiffercnce or dislike, and is generally cut oft from those
domestic enjoyments which coustitute the highest charm of existence.
Friendship cannot offer itself as a substitute, for cquality is the basis
of that delicious sentimnent, and he who wears a crown is at once pre-
vented by station, and prohibited by etiquette, from indulging in any
communion of hearts. Verily he ought to be exempted from all other
taxes, since he pays quitc enough already for his painful pre-eminence.
If it be bad to have nothing to hope, it is not much better to have
cevery thing to fear. Tt is humiliating cnough for such exalted per-
sonages to be perpctually giddy with the height they have attained ; to
envy the meancest mortal who can exclaim that
““Treason has done his worst ; nor steel, nor poison,
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing
Can touch him farther;”

to be incapacitated from looking out upon the face of nature or art
without encountering some impertinent memento.  1f they gaze upon
an eclipse, they are forthwith perplexed with fear of change; the tull
moon snubs them with the reflection that they, hke her, have accom-
plished their sphere; that they cannot become greater, and have
nothing lcft but to decline and wane . the high tide twits them with
the conscioygness that they have Leen raised by the flood of fortunc,
and may subsidg again with its c¢bb : a natural storm catechises them
about the chances of a political one ; a Volcano thunders them a lesson
upon conspirackes of the Carbonari ; and they cannot open a book with-
out being schoofed by croaking ravens as to the instability of human
grandeur. All the dethroned monarchs, from Ncbuchadnezzar and
Belshazzar down to Napoleon, are flung in their face ; they are pleasantly
reminded that the lightning strikes the tallest towers first ; that those
who arc the most elevated have the farthest to fall ; that when the
sportsman Death goes out a shoaoting, it is a matter of perfect in-
difftrence to him whether he launches his arrow through the cottage
casement, or the window of thé palace; and that in r—nany a royal
cemctery—
““ Here ’s an acre sown indeed

With the richest royal seed

That the earth did e’er suck in

Since the first man died for sin.

Here are sands, ignoble things,

Dropt from the royal sides of kings.”

Well might Napolcon, in the plenitude of Ius power, revert with a
sad complaceney to the days of his childhood, declaring that he even
recollected with delight the smell of the earth in Corsica ; and that the
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happiest period of his existence was when he was roaming the streets
of Paris as an engincer subaltern, to discover a cheap place for dining :
and there can be as little doubt that his successor would gladly ex-
change ‘the heart-corroding splendour of the Tuileries for the tran-
quil obscuity of Hartwell.

As the ocean is subject to unrcposing tides to prevent it from stag-
nating, so is the human mind destined to a perpetual ¢bb and flow of
excitement, that it may be stimulated to fresh enterprises, and thus
conduce to the gcneral advancement of the species by the develope-
ment of individual activity. The mental Lhunger must be gratified as
duly as the corporeal ; and, unfortunately, there is this analogy between
them, that whatever cither of them tastes it destroys: the vulgar adage
* that we cannot have our cake and eat it too,” is equally applicable to
the feast of reason. Air that hak remained a certain time in the lungs be-
comes unlit for the purposes of respiration, and whatever has once passed
through the mind Igses with its novelty its power of future gratifica-
tion. Some pleasures, like the horizon, recede as we advance towards
them® others, like butterflics, are erushed by being caught. Reader,
didst thou cver see a squirrel in a cage galloping round and round
without moving a step forwarder ! or the same animal at liberty, jump-
ing from bough to bough of a hazel tree, and shaking the ripe nuts
into a pond heneath, in his anxiety to catch them?  Art thou bustling
—oenterprising—grasping, and yet disappointed, thou hast seen an
exact portrait of thyself. Pleasure unattained is the hare which we
hold in chase, cheered on by the ardour of competition, the exhilarating
cry of the dogs, the shouts of the hunters, the echo of the horn, the
ambition of being in at the death. Pleasure attained is the same hare
hanging up in the sportsman’s larder, worthless, disregarded, despised,
dead.

As an epicure in the enjoyment of life, T thank the gods, that by
placing me above want and below riches, they have given ne little to
fear and much to hope. I rcjoice that so large a portion of enjoyment
remains unpossessed, ‘that T have spoilt so little by ulage, and that
seven-cighths of the woilJd yemain yet to beconqueréd, at least in hope.
The ancients were quite wise in placing that goddess at the bottom of
Pandora’s box ; it was like making the last-drawn ticket, after a suc-
cession of blanks, the capital prize.  Oh the matter-of-factness of ima-
gination—the actuality of reveries—the bond fide possession of those
blessings which we enjoy in hope—thepresent luxury of anticipation !
Thesc are the ouly enjoyments which cannot be taken from us, which
arc beyond the reach of the blind fury with the abhorred shears, or
her sightless sister of the cver-revolving wheel. To the windg do I
cast the counting-house morality isculgated in the story of the milk-
maid with her basket of eggs, Alnaschar with his panier of crockery,
and all such musty apologues of the fabulists. There is a loss in
breaking cggs or cracking teapots, but is there no gain in faneying
onesclf, for however short a period, a princess or a grand vizier, and
revelling in all the delicious sensations which those respective dignities
confer npon the imaginary, but withheld from the rcal incumbent ?
Surcly if the fancied delight be real, and the positive cnjoyment of those
stations illusory, the non-possessor has the best of the bargain.  Credo
quod habeo, et habeo. 1t is incredible what riches and estates 1 hold by
this tenurc. I pity the title-deed proprietors of manors, parks, and
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mansions, who, keeping them in fear, and quitting them with regret,
may truly exclaim from their narrow tombs—
¢ Of woods and plains, and hills and vales,

Of fields and mecads, of parks and pales,

Of all 1 had this I possess,

1 need no more—1I have no less.”
I have but to put on my Fortunatus’s cap and all such domains are
mine, for I have the full enjoyment as 1 walk through them, or gaze
over the park-paling, of all the prospects they present, the breezes they
watft, of the song of their birds, the hum of their bees, the fragrance
and the beauty of their flowers. Like Selkirk in Fernandez, * I am
monarch of all T survey” and *“ my right there is nonc to dispute.” Nor
is my omnivorous mind easily satiated. The Marquis of Stafford’s
gallery is minec—Lord Spencer’s colledtion is mine, and mine more
than theirs, for T am probably less satiated with gazing upon their
beauties.  Fonthill, Knole, Petworth, Blenheim, rceficld, the Lea-
sowes arc not only mine, but Windsor Castle, and Hampton-court ; and
as I have as unbounded a stomach for palaces as the builder f the
latter, I keep the Louvre, Versailles, Fontainebleau, and Compiegne for
my summer residences when I make my annual excursion to Calais in
the steam-boat. All these, my establishments, cost me not a farthing
for their maintenance. I live in no fear of losing them ; I stand in no
awe of thieves; fire gives me no apprehension; I as little dread the
watery St. Swithin, lest the damp should injure my pictures and sta-
tues ; I am unvisited by tax-gatherers, and nntormented by servants.
Mine is the only secret by which so rich a man may be so perfectly at his
casc. Then my literary distinctions! I am a regular lron among the
hlues every time that my imagination walks out of its den: 1 am con-
versazioned by the Countess of C , routed by the Marchioness of
S——, read by the public in the New Monthly, praised by the critics,
courted by the Row. In due course 1 become as good an LL. D. as
Dr. Pangloss; and were'I to recapitulate all the literary honours I
achicve by the same process, I fear the rcader would extend to me the

worthy doctor’s subscquent dignity, and sct me down for an A double S.
. 11

THE WALL-FLOWER.

WhERE the wall-flower lives on high
O'cr the sculptured oriel-stone,
Steals a perfume on the sky
With the night-wind’s hollow moan.

Thus ’tis o’er the waste of years
Comes an uadistinguish’d throng,

Ruin’d hopes, and mingled tcars,
And gentle wishes cherish’d long.

Hopes though ruin’d, lovely vet ;
Tears for oue though dead to me

Thoughts I may not e’er forget ;
Wishes that can never be.

Ask not if they *re good or ill—
All are sad, yet pleasing all ;—

Nor how many haunt e still— .
Count the rain-drops as they fall. W.T.
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THE PHYSICIAN.—NO. XII.
On Corpulence.

I nmave somewhere met with the observation, that there are persons
in imaginary health who are not so deserving of ridicule as the Malads
mmaginaires, at whose expense that satirist of physicians, Moliére, made
himself so merry ; but for which the vengeance of Hygaa overtook him,
since he was scized, during the representation of this cclebrated comedy,
with an illness which afterwards carried him off. These healthy per-
sons in their own imagination are the plethoric and corpulent, who take
weight for the standard of health, and look with pity on the spare and
meagre. It is to such great folks that 1 address this paper, and I claim
no thanks from them if I should be so fortunate as to convince them
of their crror. I am well aware how gratifying it is to retain errors
which persuade us that we are huppy ; for this very notion confers hap-
piness. I know what pleasure is felt by one who is congratulated on-
the portliness of h?orporalion, and the goodly rubicundity of his
visage, It is this pleasurc of the corpulent that I intend to spoil. 1
shall prove to them that they are diseased ; and, instead of confirming
them in the ideca that they are pictures of health, I will strike a terror
into them that shall penetrate to the very centre of their sub-pectoral
protuberances. I can easily foresce how they will reward me for my
pains, and I shall, therefore, reply to them in the words of the culprit,
who, when the judge had commented on the heinousness of his crime,
and concluded with asking him, what he thought he had deserved by
it—coolly answered, “ Oh! ’tis not worth mentioning—I desire no-
thing for it!”

When the blood contains too many nutritious and oily particles,
these transpire by innumerable, almost invisible pores, through the ar-
teries and veins, and collect in the cellular substance, which covers
nearly the whole body. Here they form vesicles, or small bags of fat,
which become fuller and larger the more of this superabundant
nutritious matter is conducted to them. Ih this manyer the other-
wise empty interstices of the body are filled up, and jt acquires rotun-
dity and corpulence. The fat deposited in these interstices has all the
properties of an oil, when it appears in a fluid form.* In this state fat
exists in some fishes; and Pocock relates of the ostrich, that when it
is dead, the Arabs shake it till its fat dissolves and is changed into an
oil, which they apply externally in contractions and pains of the limbs,
and also administer internally. o

A person may grow fat from various causes, the principal of which
consists in the use of soft, fluid and nutritious food ; such as gravy-
broth, juicy flesh, a milk and farinageous diet, and strong beer. t/pon
the whole, all alimentary substances which convey many fatty particles
into the blood, should be avoided by people in good health.

Another cause of corpulence is want of exercise. “ A man who
lives well,” says Hippocrates, *cannot be healthy unless he takes
cxercise, and attention should always be pfud to kc_ep the exercise
ang food in equilibrium.” It is the violatxou. of this rule that pro-
duces corpulence, and hence corpulence has justly been described
as a™mark affixed by Nature upon those who transgress her pre-
cepts. In fact, we know from experience, that nothing fattens so
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rapidly as good cating and drinking, combined with bodily inactivity
and love of ease. We sce how soon horses grow fat when they are
well fed and not worked. T'he oxen which have been used for draught,
when turned into a rich pasture, are soon covered with wholesome fat.
By means of abundant food and confinement, gecse, turkeys, and other
poultry, may be rendered prodigiously fat ; and the same cffect is pro-
duced by them upon man.  When Demetrins Poliorcetes was kept in
confinement, and yet provided for in a royal style, he acquired such cor-
pulence that he died of it in a few months.

Tranquillity of mind also tends to promote corpulence when super-
added to the circumstances already mentioned.  Henee we rarely find
that persons subject to violent passions grow fat; but in general that
such as are disposed to corpulence are cither volatile or not overbur-
dened with sensibility.  For the same reason much sleep encourages
the increase of fat. If it be true, as some naturalists assert, that the
bears, which sleep all the winter, are fat when thgy come forth again
from their retreots, this is to be aseribed to no‘er cause but the
torpid state in whichthey have passed their time.  Why do carp grow
so {at when enveloped in moss, unless because they are kept in a state
of inactivity and stupor out of their natural element ?

The absence of such passions as reduce the strength and consume
the vital spirits contributes not a little to corpulence.  Compare only a
patient ox and a quiet gelding with an ungovernable bull and a fiery
stallion, and you will find that a more weakly body and cooler blood
render the former infinitely more disposed to fced than the latter.
This calmer circulation of the blood is favourable to the seerction of fat
in general ; and this is the reason why most persons increase very much
in bulk between the ages of forty and fifty years. At that period the
pulsations of the heart and the circulation are not so strong and so
rapid as in the heyday of youth, and to this the cessation of the growth
of the body must certainly contribute its share. A man after he has
ceased to grow continues to live, as far as regards food and excrcise,
Just as he did ©efore ; the consequence is, that,the Juiccs which used
to be applied to the cnlargement and completion of the members, are
from this time produced in asuperabundancc, which turns to fat.  The
same is the case with pcople who have lost their arms or legs. As
they eat and drink no less, though they have no longer those limbs to
nourish, they become in general exceedingly plethoric and fat, since
they daily retain a quantity ofenutritious juices that is not distributed
as formerly in the deficient members.

From these obscrvations any one who wishes for rotundity of form
will know how to procced in order to obtain that desirable quality. 1
am not so biasscd, however, as to assert that no advantage whatever 1s
attached to corpulence. A fat man may tumble into the water with
less apprehension than a raw-boned figure; because the fat being a
substance of a lighter nature is better calculated to keep him afoat
than the muscle of the latter, who needs the a'd of a couple of blown
bladders or of cork to give him the buoyancy which the former de-
rives from his portly paunch. As fat saves from drowning, so also it
may preserve for a time from the effects of intense frost, because it pro-
tects the flesh from the inclemency of the weather,  On other accounts
it would not be well to have no fat: for it renders the joints supple and
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fitter for wotion ; it prevents the friction of contiguous parts, keeping
them always moist and slippery ; it communicates a greasiness to the
skin which renders it soft and smooth, and defends it from the sharp-
ness of the air ; it unites the fibres of the muscles into comnpact masses,
and secures them from becoming entangled with each other, and with
the minute vessels and nerves which are every where distributed
among them ; it scrves the purpose of a soft and compressible cushion
on which we sit and lic more comfortably; it prevents wrinkles, by
imparting a pleasing plumpness to the contours of the body ; and it
adds to the whiteness of the complexion, owing to the transparency of
the skin, whercfore the sick and meagre people usually have a sallow
look. All these are real benefits, but they are attached to a moderate
degree of corpulence alonc.

Quesnay calculated that a grpwn person, when in bis natural state,
ought to have about cight pounds of fat. The average weight of a
man is about one hyndred and sixty pounds: but as there have been
very fat people \vh“avv weighed four, five, nay even six hundred
pounds, it may casily be imagined, that in these cases there must have
been a prodigions deviation from the state of nature. There havebeen
~een persons with fat six inches decp under the skin; and similar in-
stances have been known among brutes.  Hogs have been made so fat
that their skin was fiftcen inches above the bone.  An ox, which other-
wise would weigh five or six hundred weight, may be fatted to nearly a
ton and a half, which is half the wcight of an elephant. These
astonishing deviations from nature cannot possibly be attended with
beneficial results ; and of tlns physicians in all ages have been tully
aware. It is an obscrvation as ancient as Hippocrates, that health,
when at the highest, as in the fat athlete, was precarious, because it
could not then experience any change, unless for the worse. Celsus
considered a square-built figure, neither too fat nor too lean, as the best.
Sanctorins observed, that after the process of digestion is finished daily,
a man ought to be as heavy as hewas before it, it he is in perfect health.
But how can this hold good respeeting people, who,. after cvery
meal, add to their weight a egnsiderable guantity of superfluous juices ?

In cnumerating the dangers to which very corpulent personsare ex-
posed, I shall quote the words of other physicians, w'!fhout taking any
personal share in these sinister predictions. Apoplexics hold a promi-
nent place in the list.  Hippocrates knew from cxperience, that fat
persons more commonly die a sudden depth lhan. ]oan. ones ; and so he
says in several places.  Boerhaave ascribes the disposition of corpulent
persons to apoplexics, to the obstructed circulation of the blood through
the vessels compressed by the fat. The blood gives way to this
pressure, and accumulates in those glaces where thcr(.: is no fut to'pre-
vent the expausion of the vessels.  As’then the brain never beconies
fat, the blood accumulates in its vessels and 'expan(!s them to such a
degrec that they burst, which is froquen_tly the immediate cause of apo-
plexy. Haller mentions it as a l'act'l‘lmvcrsally kwnown., .tlmt corpulent
persons are disposed to apoplexy. T'he annals of medicine rclate, that
a man who, though weighing upwards of’ six hundred pgunds, never-
theless possessed extraordinary agility, and whose waisteoat would
button, without straining, round seven men of ordinary dlmc-n.smns,
died in his twonty-ninth or thirtieth year, leaving a preguant wife and
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five children. Louis Coute, who measured cight feet round the body,
and whose fat, after the removal of the skin, was, from the outer sur-
face to the abdominal muscles, between thirtcen and fourteen inches
thick,—in short, a man weighing eight hundred pounds, died in his
forty-sixth year of apoplexy. The intestines were neither larger nor
fatter than in an ordinary subject. Iis liver, on the other hand, was
triangulay and indurated; and it was attached for the space of five
inches to the omentum. No person can hesitate to believe such evi-
dence, which is moreover confirmed by the experience of all ages.

Somnolency is another complaint to which corpulent persons are
liable. Boerhaave once had an interview with a doctor, who had grown
fat with frequent unnecessary bleeding, and who was so lethargic that
he fell asleep at least ten times during their conversation. ~Athenacus
relates of Dionysius, tyrant of Heraclpa, that he was so slecpy, owing
to his excessive corpulence, that it was impossible to keep him awake
without thrusting pins through the fat into his flggh.

The inscnsibility and stupidity of corpulenifersons go hand-in-
hand with this discase ; for the fat covers and buries the nerves, which
must be touched by sensible objects, in order to our having any percep-
tion of them. It moreover comnpresses and paralyses the muscles, the
nerves of which also it incapacitates for moving them. Nicomachns,
of Smyrna, was by corpulence rendered incapable of locomotion 5 and
we have had instances in England of persons, who, from the same
cause, could scarcely stir from the spot. The meagre animals, on the
contrary, which might be supposed to be weak, such as greyhounds,
racers and hurters among horses, stags, &c. arc remarkable for their
agility, and appear to fly through the air.

As the exuberant fat compresses the lungs, it is obvious why cor-
pulent persons experience a difficulty of respiration, and are sometimes
suddenly suffocated. The same thing frequently happens to ortolans
and other birds, which arc apt to grow very fat. Similar instances are
related of men.  Aristotle makes mehtion of a man who was suflocated
by his fat, which was six inches thick ; and Dionis observes, that in-
fants at the breast are sometimes carried, off in the same way, because
the milk contains many butyraceous particles, which are casily trans-
formed into fat.. Hippocrates also was acquainted with this species of
death. Corpulent persons, says he, are frequently suffocated by in-

* flammatory fevers and shortness of breath, and in general die suddenly.

The corpulent have also geason to apprehend a deficiency of bloodl.
Their alimentary juices are deposited in too great quantity, and as it
were in a crude state in the cellular substance, because their impaired
powers arc incapable of digesting them. The blood-vessels, moreover
are™oo much compressed by fat ¢p be able to contain much bload. On
this account Boerhaave makes a fundamental distinction between fat
and plethoric persons. ‘“The corpulent,” says he, * are considered as
plethoric, because they are out of breath at the slightest motion ; he-
cause the most trifling circumstance impels the blood to the head ; and
because they are so liable to apoplexy.” But all this merely proves
that the blood does not flow freely through the straitened vessels, and
by no means that those vessels contain too much of that fluid. This
observation is of practical utility. Bleeding is scrviceable to the ple-
thorie, and must of course be pernicious to the fat, unless in cases like
that related by Boerhaave, who, by bleeding, saved the life of a very
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corpulent person. 'I'he patient had overheated himself by too violent
exercise in summer. The melted fat had discharged itself into the
vessels, and distended them to such a degrec as to produce apoplexy,
which was removed by the bleeding.

“ Lastly,” says Haller, *“ excessive corpulence induces dropsy, and
this is the most common end of such persouns, in whom thage blood-
vessels, which ought to reccive the returning gaseous fluids, are pro-
bably obstructed.  Finally, there are observations proving that stoncs
are liable to be formed in the kidneys when overloaded with fat.”

What a terrific catalogue of ailments for you, miserable gorbellies!
But what is still worse, every word of this is true, and not a single
point can be denied, or even doubted. I feel for you much too sin-
cerely not to lay beforc you all the means that should be employed by
those who would cither prevent or rednce corpulence. Here you will
find lessons which will make your hair stand on end.

Abstinence is a regly golden mean against the exuberance of nutri-
tive juices. By long continued abstinence serpents become quite lean,
In autumn the cellular substance of the ecmmeleon, the lizard, and the
frog, is full of fat ; and after the winter’s fast, they are found in spring
quite cmpty. But though it is certain that fasting cannot make a
person fat, still it is not a little of it that will make him lean. A
young man who drank nothing but water, abstained trom drinking at
one time sixty days and at another forty-six.  During the first of these
periods he took animal food, but in the sccond nothing but such ali-
ments as the Catholic church authorizes in fasts.  Being weighed both
before and after, he was fonnd cach time a few pounds lighter ; but
after the second abstinence, this reduction was greater than after the
first. By drinking afterwards twice a day, he recovered his former
weight in six days, and gained a few pounds in addition. Tlence we
very speedily recover, by means ot the most temperate meals, what we
have lost by rigid and long-contirued abstinence, even though we were
to confine ourselves to a fast-diet, which furnishes a sma}ler quantity
of juices than animal fodd, but yct more than is requijsite for the sup-
port of life.  We must therefore seek more eflicacious means.

Galen commended the effect of mental cares :mg; anxietics as a
remedy for corpulence, and Ovid was well acquainted with their ope-
ration : — '

Attenuant vigiles corpus iniserabile,curx ;
Adducitque cutim macies et in aéra succus
Corporis omnis abit : vox tantum atque ossa supersunt.

Haller mentions two cases in point, which I mustintroduce. * Cares
and cxertion of the mental powers yender the body very lean; &nd
those persons arc invariably fatter in whom the passions are more
moderate. Hence, Ceesar was accustomed to say that he was not
afraid of *fat, sleck-hcaded men,’ because such men are not in general
very solicitous about the connmon weal or the preservation of liberty.
The celebrated Dean Swift, while involved in cares and hostilities, was
extremely meagre ; but became excessively corpulent after his mental
faculties failed, and he had fallen into a state of ideocy.” .

In this list may be classed all the violent passions.  Strong exercise
also reduces fat; but this method should not be resorted to, till great
part of the cxuberant fat has been absorbed in some other manner.
This follows of conrse, for the shortness of breath and indolence of
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corpulent people, forbids much bodily exertion. Ilence, other means
must previously be tried for reducing the ¢ huge hill of flesh,” and to
this end friction, which is a passive motion, may probably conduce.
Zacutus Lusitanus, Muys, and Quesnay, relate, that by oft-repeated
friction unwieldy corpulence has been completely removed. Fever di-
minishes fat in a wonderful manner. One person lost from this cause
thirty pounds, another after salivation fifty pounds, and a third in the
small-pox eighty pounds of his weight. But it should be observed,
that after illness and a course of medicine, the fat usually accumulates
again as fast as it before diminished. This increase and decrease are
generally very rapid. A hog that is fastened up may be made fat in
three days, and a lark fatted in one night becomes much poorer in the
course of the ensuing day.

1 wish corpulent people no diseases Yor their cure; still less can I
recommend mcdicines to them. Dr. Fothergill observes, that a strict
adhercnce to vegetable diet reduces exuberant faggmore certainly than
any other means that he knows, and Dr. Cheyne furnished, in his own
person, an extraordinary instance of its eflicacy. 'This physician, when
between thirty and forty years of age, had, by indulgence in the plea-
sures of the table, swelled to such a size as to exceed thirty-two stone
weight. He was obliged to have the whole side of lis chariot made
open to admit him; and he grew short-breathed, lethargic, nervous,
and scorbutic, so that his life hecame an intolerable burden. Tn this
deplorable condition, after trying in vain all the power of mecdicine,
he resolved to confine himselt to a milk and vegetable diet, the good
effects of which quickly appeared. His size was reduced almost a
third, and he recovered his strength, activity, and checrfulness, with
the perfect use of all his fuculties.

White Castile soap has been proposed as a remedy to melt down
and facilitate the absorption of fat. A very corpulent man took every
evening half an ounce dissolved ix half a pint of water, and in
two years hgcame half & hundred weight lighter. [le continued the
use of it, and m six years was perfectly cured.” The soap operated as
a diuretic without any inconvenience. ‘Boerhaave employed acids,
crystals of tartar, cream of tartar, and such like purgatives ; but Haller
relates that vinegar taken for this purpose by a master-builder, occa-
sioned incessant vomiting and death, after which the inner coat of the
stomach was found indurated to the depth of an inch or more.

Lieutaud recommends acctm scilliticum taken in small doses, with
frequent purging and brisk exercise: but it will seldom happen that
the patients will be found sufficiently steady to persist in any of thesc
coumses ; the disorder, from its nature, rendering them irresolute and
inattentive to their conditions The principle use of rules, therefore,
must be with a view to prevention ; and persons disposed to corpulence
should be carcful in time to prevent it from becoming an absolute dis-
ease, by taking a great deal of exercise, not indulging in sleep, and
abridging their meals, especially supper.

Instead, however, of the tedious and partly dangerous means enume-
rated ahove, I would recommend to my corpulent rcaders, nocturnal
vigils and meditation. There is no remedy for reducing obesity with
more honour than a/gebra, if the patient only studies it fundamentally
at night and cuts wood by day. This remedy is sympathetic : it
operates through the spirits, and remaves fat by a 4 6.
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THLC SPIRITS OF THE AGE.—NO. 11.
My, Irzing.

Trrs gentleman has gained an almost unprecedentcd, and not an al-
together unmerited popularity as a preacher.  As he is, perhaps, though
a burning and a shining light, not “one of the fixed,” we shall take
this opportunity of discussing his merits a sccond time, while he is at
his meridian height ; and in doing so, shall “ nothing cxtenuate, nor
set down aught in malice.”

Few circumstances shew the prevailing and preposterous rage for
novelty in a more striking point of view, than the success of Mr.
Irving’s oratory. People go to hear him in crowds, and come away
with a mixture of delight and astonishment—they go again to see if
the effect will continue, and send others to try to find out the puzzle—
and in the noisy conflict between extravagant encomiums and splene-
tic objections, the true sccret escapes observation, which is, that the
whole thing is, nearly from beginning to end, a tramsposition of
¢deas.  1f the subject of these remarks had come ont as a player, with
all his advantages of figure, voice, and action, we think he would have
failed : if, as a preacher, he had kept within the strict bounds of pul-
pit-oratory, he would scarcely have been much distinguished among
his Calvinistic brethren: as a mere author, he would have excited at-
tention rather by his quaintness and affectation of an obsolete style and
mode of thinking, than by any thing else. But he has contrived to
Jumble these scveral characters together in an unheard-of and unwar-
ranted manncr, and the fascination is altogether irresistible.  Our Ca-
ledonian divine is equally an anomaly in religion, in literature, in per-
sonal appearance, and in public speaking. To hear a person spout
Shakspeare on the stage is nothing—the charm is nearly worn out—
but to hear any one spout Shakspeare (and that not in a sncaking
under-tone, but at the top of his voice, and with the full breadth of hi§
chest) from a Calvinistic pulpit, is new and avonderful. | The Fancy
have lately lost somethifig of their gloss in public (-sth‘nation, and after
the last fight, few would go far to sec a Neat or a Spring set-to ; —but
to see a man who is able to enter the ring with either of them, or
brandish a quarter-staff with Friar Tuck, or a broad-stvord with Shaw
the Life-guards’ man, stand up in a strait-laced old-fashioned pulpit,
and bandy dialectics with modern philosophers or give a cross-buttoch
to a cabinet-minister, there is something'in a sight like this also, that
is a cure for sorc eyes. It is a3 if Cribb or Molyneux had turned Me-
thodist parson, or as if a Patagonian savage were to come forward as
the patron-saint of Evangelical religion.  Again, tl3e doct:rme of aser-
nal punishient was one of the stapld arguments with which, eternally
drawled out, the old school of Presbyterian divines used to kecp then
audiences awake, or 1nll them to sleep ; but to which people of taste
and fashion paid little attention, as inelegant and barbarous, till Mn
Irving, with his cast-iron features and sledge-hammer blows, pufling
like a grim Vulcan, set to work to forge more classic t'hundvr‘bolte, and
kindle the expiring flames ancw with the very sweepings of sceptical
and infidel librarics, so as to excite a pleasing horror in the female
part of his congregation. Inshort, our popular declaimer has, contrary
to the Scripturc-working, put new wine into old bottles, or new cloth
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on old garments. He has, with an unlimited and daring licence,
mixed the sacred and the profane together, the carnal and the spiritual
man, the petulance of the bar with the dogmatism of the pulpit, the
theatrical and theological, the modern and the obsolete ;—what wonder
that this splendid piece of patchwork, splendid by contradiction and
contrast, has delighted some and confounded others? The more
serious part of his congregation, indeed, complain, though not bitterly,
that their pastor has converted their meeting-house into a play-house :
but when a lady of quality, introducing herselfl and her three daugh-
ters to the preacher, assures him that they have been to all the most
fashionable places of resort, the opera, the theatre, assemblics, Miss
Macauley’s readings, and Fxeter Change, and have been equally enter-
tained no where else, we apprehend that no remonstrances of a com-
mittee of ruling-elders will be able to Uring him to his senses again, or
make him forego such sweet, but ill-assorted praise. What we mean
to insist upon is, that Mr. Irving owes his triumphant success, not
to any one quality for which he has been extolled, but to a combina-
tion of qualities, the more striking in their immediate effeet, in pro-
portion as they arc unlooked-for and heterogeneous, like the violent
opposition of light and shade in a picture.  We shall endeavour to
explain this view of the subjeat more at large.

Mr. Irving, then, is no common or mean man. Ie has four or five
qualities, possessed in a moderate or in a paramount degree, which,
added or multiplied together, give him the important spacc he occupies
in the public eye. Mr Irving’s intellect itsclf’ is of a superior order;
he has undoubtedly both talents and acquircments beyond the ordinary
run of cvery-day preachers.  These alone, however, we hold, would
not account for a twenticth part of the cffect he has preduced : they
would have lifted him perhaps out of the mire and slough of sordid
obscurity, but weuld never have launched him into the occan-stream of
popularity, in which he “ les floating many a rood ;”~but to thesc
he adds uncommon height, a graceful figure and action, a clear and
powerful voice, a striking, if not a fine face, a bbld and fiery spirit, apd
a most portentous obliquity of vision, wHich thiow him to an immea-
surable distance beyond all competition, and eflectually relieve what-
ever there might®ne of common-place or bombast in his style of com-
position. Put the case that Mr. Irving had been five feet high—-
Would he ever have been heard of, or, as he does now, have “ bestrode
the world like a Colossus ?”* No, the thing spcaks for itself. 1l
would in vain have lifted his Lilliputian arm, people would have
laughed at his monkey tricks. Again, had he been as tall as he is, but
had wanted other recommendations, he would have been nothing,

* The player’s province they but vainly try, ‘
Who want these powers, deportment, voice, and eye.”
Conceive a rough, ugly, shock-headed Scotchman, standing up in
the Caledonian chapcl, and dealing * damnation round the land” in a
broad northern dialect, and with a larsh, screaking voice, what car
polite, what smile screne, would have hailed the barbarous prodigy
or not consigned him to utter neglect and derision? But the Rev.’
lidward Irving, with all his native wildness, * hath a smooth aspect
fran)ed to'makc wumen'i saints; his very unusual gize and height are
carried off'and moulded into elegance by the most admirable symmetry
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of furm and vase of gesture; his sable locks, his clear iron-grey cow-
plexion, and firm-sct features, turn the raw, uncouth Scoichmnan into a
noble Italian picture ; and even his distortion of sight only redeems the
otherwise * faultless monster” within the bounds of humanity, and,
when admiration is exbausted and curiosity ceases, excites a new in-
terest by leading to the idle question whether it is an advantage to the
preacher or not.  Farther, give him all his actual and remarkable ad-
vantages of body and mind, let him be as tall, as strait, as dark and
clear of skin, as much at his ease, as silver-tongued, as eloquent
and as argumentative as he is, yet with all these, and without a little
charlatanry to set them off, he had beea nothing. He might,
keeping within the rigid line of his duty and professed calling,
have preached for ever ; he might bave divided the old-fashioned
doctrines of clection, grace, reyrobation, predestination, into his six-
teenth, seventecnth aad cighteenth heads, and his last/y have been
looked for as ““a consumination devoutly to be wished ;” he might have
defied the devil and all his works, and, by the help ot a loud voice and
strong-sct person —
¢ A lusty man to ben an Abbot able”—

have inereased his own congregation, and been quoted among the
godly as a powerful preacher of the word 3 but, in addition to this, he
weat out of his way to attack Jeremy Bentham, and the town was up
marms.  The thing was new. Ile thus wiped the stain of musty
ignorance and formal bigotry out of his style.  Mr. Irving must have
something in him, to look over the shining close-packed heads of
his congregation, to have a hit at the Great Jurtsconsult in his study.
Ile next, ere the report of the former blow had subsided, made a
lunge at Mr. Brougham, and glanced an cye at Mr. Canning; mysiified
Mr. Coleridge, and stultificd Lord Liverpool in his place—in the
Gallery. It was rare sport to sce him, *like an cagle in a dovecote,
flutter the Volscians in Corioli.”, He has Tound out the sceret of
attracting by repelling.  All those whom he attacks are curious to
hear what he says of thtm: they go again, to show that “they do not
mind it. It is no less interesting to the by-standers,’who like to wit-
ness this sort of onslanshit,—like a charge of cavalry,.the shock, and
the resistance.  Mr. Irving has, in fact, without ledve asked or a
licence granted, converted the Caledonian Chapel into a Westininster
Forum or Debating Socicty, with the sanctity of religion adde‘d to it.
Our spirited polemice is not contented to 'defc‘nd the citadel ol ortho-
doxy agzainst all impugners, and shut himscli‘up in texts 0(" Scripture
and huge volumes of the Comnentators as an impregnable (o‘rtrcss §—
he merely makes use of the strong-hold of religion as a resting-plgce,
from which he sallies forth, armed with ngodern topies and wigh penal
fire, like Achilles of old rushing from the Grecian tents, againsc the
adversaries of God and man. Peter Aretine is said to have laid the
Princes of Furope under contribution by pcnnil')g satires against
them: so Mr. Irving keeps the public in awe by insulting all their
favourite idols. He does not spare their politicians, their rulers, their
moralists, their poets, their players, their cri_tics, fheu‘ reviewers, their
magazinc-writers; he levels their resorts of business, their places of
amusement, at a blow -citics, churches, palaces, ranks‘and profesgons,
arts and clegances—and leaves nothing standing but himself, a mighty
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land-mark in a degenerate age, over-looking the wide havoc he has
made! He makes war upon all arts and sciences, upon the faculties
and naturc of man, on his vices and his virtues, on all existing institu-
tions, and all possible improvements, that nothing may be left but the
Kirk of Scotland,and that he may be the head of it. He literally sends
a challenge to all London in the name of the King of lIEAvEN to
evacuate its streets, to disperse its population, to lay aside its employ-
ments, to burn its wealth, to renounce its vanitics and pomp ; and for
what?—that he may enter in crowned with glory ; or after enforcing
his threat with the battering ram of logic, the grape-shot of rhetoric,
and the cross-fire of his doublc vision, reduce the British metropolis to
a Scottish heatis, with a few miserable hovels upon it, where they may
worship God according to the root of the matter. Such is the pretension
and the boast of this new Peter the 1]ermit, who would get rid of all
we have done in the way ot improvement on a s.ate of barbarous igno-
rance, or still more barbarous prejudice, in order to begin again on a
tabula rasa of Calvinism, and have a world of his own making., Itis
not very surprising that when the whole mass and texture of civil so-
ciety is indicted as a nuisance, and threatened to be pulled down as a
rotten building ready to fall on the heads of the inhabitants, that all
classes of people run to hear the crash, and to see the engines and le-
vers at work which ave to effect this laudable purpose. What else can
be the meaning of our preacher’s taking upon himself to denounce the
sentiments of the most serious professors in great cities, as vitiated and
stark-naught, of relegating religion to his native glens, and pretending
that the hymn of praisc or the sigh of contrition cannot ascend aceep-
tably to the throne of grace from the crowded strect as well as from
the barren rock or silent valley?  Why put this affront upon his hear-
ers?  Why belie his own aspirations ?
“ Gud madc the country, and man made the town.”

So says the poet; does Mr. Irving say so? If he docs, and finds
the air of the city dcatk to his piety, why does he not return home
again? But if he can breathe it with impurfity, and still retain the
fervour of his early enthusiasm, and thé¢ simplicity and purity of the
faith that was once delivered to the saints, why not extend the benefit
ot his own cxpérience to others, instead of taunting them with a vapid
pastoral theory? Or, if our popular and eloquent divine finds a
change in himself, that flattery prevents the growth of grace, that he
is becoming the god of his dwn idolatry by being that of others, that
the glittering of coronet-coaches rolling down Holborn-Hill to Hatton
Garden, that titled beauty, that the parliamentary complexion of his
audience, the compliments of poets, and the stare of peers, discompose
his wandering thoughts a litile ; ‘and yet that lie cannot give up these
strong temptations tugging at his heart ; why not extend more charity
to others, and shew more candour in speaking of himself? There is
cither a good deal of bigoted intolerance with a deplorable want of
self-knowledge in all this; or at lcast an equal degree of cant and
quackery.

To whichever cause we are to attribute this hyperbolical tone, we
hold it certain he could not have adopted it, if he had been a little man.
But his imposing figure and dignified manner enable him to hazard
sentiments or asseitions that would be fatal to others.  His controver-
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sial during is backed by his bodily prowess, and, by bringing his intel-
lectual pretensions boldly into a line with his physical accomplishments,
he, indeed, presents a very formidable front to the sceptic or the scoffer.
Take a cubit from his stature, and his whole manner resolves itself
into an impertinence. But with that addition, he overcrows the town,
browbeats their prejudices, and bullies them out of their senses, and
is not afraid of being contradicted by any one less than himself. It
may be said, that individuals with great personal defects have made a
considerable figure as public speakers; and Mr. Wilberforce, among
others, may be held out as an instance. Nothing can be more insig-
nificant as to mere outward appearance, and yet he is listened to in the
House of Commons. But he does not wield it, he does not insult or
bully it. He leads by following opinion, he trims, he shifts, ke glides
on the silvery sounds of his ungulating, flexible, cautiously modulated
voice, winding his way betwixt heaven and earth, now courting popular-
ity, now calling servility to his aid, and with a large estate, the “ saints,”
and the population of Yorkshire to swell his influence, never ven-
turing on the forlorn hope, or doing any thing more than * hitting
the house between wind and water.”  Yet he is probably a cleverer
man than Mr. Irving.

There is a Mr. Fox, a dissenting minister, as fluent a speaker, with a
sweeter voice and a more animated and beneficent countenance than
Mr. Irving, who expresses himself with manly spirit at a public meet-
ing, and is the darling of his congregation ; but he is no more, because
he is diminutive in person. His head is not seen above the crowd the
length of a street off. He is the Duke of Sussex in miniature, but the
Duke of Sussex docs not go to hear him preach, as he attends Mr.
Irving, who rises up against him like a martello tower, and is nothing
loth to confront the spirit of a man of genius with the blood-royal.
We allow there are, or may be, talents suflicient to produce this equa-
lity without a single personal advantage; but we deny that this would
be the effect of any that our great preacher possesses. We conceive
it not improbable that, the consciousness of ‘muscular power, that the
admiration of his person by, strangers might first have inspired Mr.
Irving with an ambition to be something, intellectually speaking, and
have given him confidence to attempt the greatest things. He has not
failed for want of courage. The public, as well as the fair! are won
by a show of gallantry. Mr. Irving has shrunk from no opinion, how-
ever paradoxical. He has scrupled tg avow no sentiment, however
obnoxious. He has revived exploded prejudices, he has scouted pre-
vailing fashions. He has opposcd the spirit of the age, and not con-
sulted the esprit de corps. He has brought back the doctrme§ of Cal-
vinism in all their inveteracy, and remitted the inveteracy of his worth-
ern accents. Fle has turned religio and the Caledonian Chapel
topsy-turvy. He has held a play-book in one hand and a Bible in the
other, and” quoted Shakspeare and Melancthon in the same breath.
The tree of the knowledge of good and evil is no longer, with his graft-
ing, a dry withered stump ; it shoots its branches to the skies, and
hangs out its blossoms in the gale—

¢ Miraturque novos fructus, et non sua poma.”

He has taken the thorns and briais of scholastic divimty, and gar-
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landed them with the flowers of modish literature. He has done all
this, relying on the strength of a remarkably fine person and manner,
and through that he has succecded —otherwise he would have perished
mijserably.

Dr. Chalmers is not by any means so good a looking man, nor so
accomplished a speaker as Mur. Irving; yet he at one time almost
equalled his oratorical celebrity, and certainly paved the way for him.
He has therefore more merit than his admired pupil, as he has done as
much with fewer means. He has more scope of intellect and more in-
tensity of purposc, Both his matter and his manner, setting aside his
face and figure, are most impressive. Take the volume of * Sermons
on Astronomy” by Dr. Chalmers, and the *‘ Four Orations for the
Oracles of God” which Mr. Irving lately published, and we appre-
hend there can be no comparison as to their success. The first ran
like wild-firc through the country, were the darlings of watering-places,
were laid in the windows of inns,” and were to be met with in all places
of public resort; while the ““ Orations” get on but slowly, on Milton’s
stilts, and are pompously announced as in a Third Ldition. We be-
licve the fairest and fondest of his admirers would rather see and hear
Mr. Irving than read him. The reason is, that the groundwork of his
compositions is trashv and hackneyed, though set off by extravagant
metaphors and an aftected phraseology ; that without the turn of his
head and the wave of his hand, his periods have nothing in them; and
that he himsclf'is the only «dea with which he has yet enriched the pub-
lic mind. He must play off his person as Orator Henley uscdl to dazzle
his hearers with his diamond-ring. The small frontispiece prefixed to
the “ Orations™ docs not serve to convey an adequate idea of the mag-
nitude of the man, nor of the case and freedom of his motions in the
pulpit. How different is Dr. Chalmers! He is like a monkey-preacher
to the other.  Ile cannot hoast of personal appearance to set him oft
But tlien he is like the very genius, or demon, ei theological contro-
versy personified. He has neither airs nor graces at connnand; he
thinks notlnpg of himseK; he has nothing theatrical about him (which
cannot he said of his successor and rival); but You see a man in morial
throes and agony with douhts and difficultics, seizing stubborn knotty
points with lus teeth, tearing them with his hands, and straining his
eycballs till th¢ almost start out of their sockets, in pursuit of a
train of visionary reasoning, like a Highland scer with his second-sight.
‘The deseription of Balfour of Burley in his cave, with his Bible m one
hand and his sword m the other, contending with the 1maginary encmy
of mankind, gasping for breath, and the cold moisture runniug down
his face, gives a lively idea of Dr. Chalmers's prophetic fury in the
pulpit. If we could have looked in to have seen Burley hard-besct
“by the coinage of his heat-eppressed brain,” who would have asked
whether he was a handsome man or not? It would be enough to
see a man haunted by a spirit, under the strong and entire dominion
of a wilful hallucination.” So the integrity and vchemence of Dr.
Chalmers’s manner, the determined way in which he gives himself

* We remember finding the volume in the orchard at Burford-bridge near Box-
hill, and pussing awhole and very delightful morning in reading it, without quitting
the shade of an apple-trce.  We have npt been able to pay Mr. Irving’s book the
same compliment of reading it at a sitting.
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up to his subject, or lays about him and buftets sceptics and gain-
sayers, arrcsts attention in spite of every other circumstance, and fixes
it on that, and that alone, which excites such interest and such eager-
ness in his own breast! Besides, he is a logician, has a theory to sup-
port whatever he chooses to advance, and weaves the tissue of his
sophistry so closc and intricate, that it is difficult not to be entangled
in it, or to escape from it. “ T'here’s magic in the web.” Whatever
appeals to the pride of the human understanding, has a subtle charm
init.  The mind is naturally pugnacious, cannot refuse a challenge of
strength or skill, sturdily enters the lists and resolves to conquer, or to
yield itself vanquished in the forms. ‘'his is the chief bold Dr. Chal-
mers had apon his hearers, and upon the readers of his ¢ Astronomical
Discourses.” No one was satisfied with his arguments, no ore could
answer them, but every onc wanted to try what he could make of them,
as we try to find out a riddle. ¥ By his so potent art,” the art of lay-
ing down problematical premises, and drawing from them still more
doubtful, but not impossible, conclusions, ¢ he could bedim the noon-
day sun, betwixt the green sea and the azure vault set roaring war,”
and almost compel the stars in their courses to testify his opinions.
The mode in which he vndertook to make the circuit of the universe,
and demand categorical infermation * now of the planetary and now of
the fixed,” put one in mind of Hecate’s mode of ascending in a machine
from the stage, * midst troops of spirits,” in which vou now admire
the skill of the artist, and next tremble for the fate of the performer,
fearing that the audacity of the attempt will turn his head or break his
neck.  The style of these ¢ Discourses” also, though not elegant or
poetical, was like the subjeet, intricate and endless. It was that of a
man pushing his way through a labyrinth of difficultics, and determined
not to fliech.  The impression on the reader was proportionate; for,
whatever were the menits of the style or matter, both were new and
striking ; and the train of thought that was unfolded ai such length
and with such strenuousnc.s, was bold, continuons, and consistent
with itself. * ’

Mur. Irving wants the'continuity of thought and manner which dis-
tinguishes s rival—and shifles by patches and in bursts.  He does
NOt warm or acquire Incieasing torce or rapidity \\illl his progress.
e is never hurried away by a deep or lofty enthusiasm, nor touches
the highest point of’ genmus or fanaticism, but ¢ in the very storm and
whirlwind of his passion, he acquires and begets a temperance that may
give it smoothness.” Tle has the sclf-possession and masterly execution
of an experienced player or practised fencer, and doces not scem to ex-
press his natural convictions, or to be cngaged in a mortal struggle.
This greater case and indiflerence is the result of vast superiority of
personal appearance, which ““to be Hdlllll"(ll n(.:eds _but to be s_een," and
does not require the possessor to work lnmsclt up into a passion, or to
use any violent contortions to gain attention or to keep it. These two
celebrated preachers are in almost all respects an antithesis to each
other.  1f Mr. Irving is an example of what can be done by the help
of external advantages, Dr. Chalmers is a proof of what can be done
without them. ‘T'he one is most indebted to his mind, the other to his
body. If Mr. Irving inclines one to suspeet fashionable or popular
religion of a little anthropomor piism, Dr. Chalmers cffectually redeems
it from that scandal.
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THE PATRIOT AND THE APOSTATE™ DAUGHTER, OR FHk
GREEK LOVER’S FAREWLLL.

Aovhos kexAfobar aloxtvopar.— Euripudis Hecuba,

*Twas on a lonely spot they met—
And silvery moonEeams l);nger’tl by,
To steal a hght more lovely yet—
The light of weeping Beauty’s eyc.
« "I'ts done—the die of Fate is cast—
And when this meeting hour is gone,
(’cr the wild visions of the past
Wave thy dark wing, Oblivion !
Why from a dying mother's arms,
Why was 1 borne a sigkly boy;
Aud rescued {rom a thousand hars,
"That sorrows might the man desuoy !
Why was I, by the whim of Fate,
Cradled in infancy with thee—
And destined, by a hke estate
Of life, thy equal here to be !
Why did our infant sports unite,,

And, as the seasons o’er us stole,
Why did we twine, with fond delight,
The ties that bind us soul to soul !
Farewell—"twere vain to cherish hope,
And vainer still without 1t love :—
What with the will of Ileaven can cope---

Or what thy sordid father move ?
Yes! sordid traitor ! basely won
By treasure to the oppressing cause,
He would persuade all Hellas shun
The road to Freedom's sacred laws .
This Heathen Sultan’s tyranuy,
That ranks the Chrisgian with the brute,
His purckased voice calls sancuty,
And bids us meet the scourger rnute
But, no! the soul of Greece is up—
Indignant fire plays o’er her heart—
Jhe field shall drink each ruddy drop
That warms 1t, erc that fire depart :
This tyrant now shall gall no more—
Or, on a desolated plain,
Scourge limbs that sufen in their gore,
And lord 1t o’er a nation slain.
‘The chains of slavery must fall
From arms that nobly dare be free;
Aud iu one dire cogvulsion all
Now welcome death or liberty.
Triumphant shouts shall ride the wind
Till trembling skies their echo drink—
Or, to eternal death consign’d,
Greeee in gigantic ruin sink.
He, thy lascivious Prinee, shall lean
How weak the hnk by tyrants forged—
Aud, with despairs \vnhf horror, turn
From ficlds with Turkish carrion zorged !
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Thy father too, though now secure
In his o’crbearing patron’s might,
May find that Grecce, a slave no more,
\X’ields a dread sword in Freedom’s fight.
T'ell him from me, that there are some—
Ay! thousands, too—and one am 1—
Who, let what fate soever coine,
W ill nobly do, or nobly die.
T'ell him that we this oath have sworn—
¢ Freedom or Death shall be our lot 3
And though our /Zimbs are shackel-worn,
Our souls their rights have ne'er forgot.
We with our fathers’ spirit glow ;
And Hellas® sous will yet be free—
Her soil we tread 5 and every blow
Shall work us tquubs or hiberty.
"INis fit alonce for such as he—
Apostate from his Country’s crecd—
‘I'o bend the slavish minion’s knee,
And kiss the haund that bids him bleed.
Nay—purdon me if I offend
With terms so rude that fihal car—
’1'1s true, thy Sire was once my friend ,
Bat bas he proved his friendship here ?
He knew I loved my native land—
Haii’d her revolt with joy elate—
Y et urged me, with a villain’s hand
T'hat nauve soil 1o desolate:
When my msulted pride rebell’d,
And spurn’d the mean advice he gave,
Thy beauty as a bribe he held,
And thought to bind me thus a slave.
But, HHcavens! one hour of I'recedom’s strite,
Bclieve me, 1 would rather live,
‘T'han drain a slave’s protracted life
Mid all the joys thy love could give.
T'hen fare thee well—the bitter pain
Thus, shus of rending heart from heart,
This thought ust lull—We meet again »
Where angel-souls need never part;
Yect, stay! one kiss—ah, me! the last i—
It makes my very blood congeal—
Oh, pangs of hell have ne’er surpass’d
The deepening agonies 1 feel !
This chilly sweat that’s on my limbs—
Ab, that I could this minute die!
A tear—a tear—oh, Heaven! it dims,
But freezes ere it quits my clye.
1 dare not stay—this must not last—
And, now our farcwell haur is gone,
O’er the wild visions of the past
Wave thy dark wing, Oblivion!?”
They parted—she to seck a tomb
By sighs—and he to wix in slaughter:
A bullet fix’d the patriot’s doom—

Aund gricl cut down the Apostate’s daughter.
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FTAREWELL TO AIRDRIL,
ArLone beneath the cloud of night,
A wretched, weary, wandering wight,
Spite of her tears 1 took my flight

From her I love in Airdrie.
Though doon’d her fond suit to deny,
"I'was languaged by the tell-tale eye,
Hlow much my heart wish’d to comply,

Nor leave my love in Airdrie.
Though mantled o'er with winter’s snow,
And deem’d mnmersed in floods of woce,
I feel within Love’s warmesi glow

Whene’er 1 thmk on Airdric.
“ Forget me not #”? when lelen sings,
Or Margaret’s sigh renfembrance brings,
Or Mary wahes the trembling strings,

My heart-—my soul’s in Airdue.

PERSONAL IDLNTITY.

< Imperd Caesar, dead and tuin’d to clay,
AMhght stop a hole to keep the wid away.
O that that carth, which hept the world in awe
Should pateh a wall to expel the winter’s flaw '™
Havara.

It was a great streteh of imagination that led Shakspeare to this
point of philosopiy.  For though the physical verity is set down * with
modesty enough and likelihood to lead it,” yet is the morality protound
tor the period at which our « divine bard” wrote.  To follow the clay
of “ the world's great master”™ ull it mends a cranny in some wretched
hut inhabited by one of the canaille,—to «“ trace the noble dust of
Alexander till it is found stopping a bunghole,” was a most rare and
unlooked-furreach of precocions damocracy in ¢he *“quecne’s servant:.”
amounting almogt to a mopheey of those notions which aive such -
casiness to the Alhcd Sovereigns, and which have stamped the age we
live in with an #dchble stain of disloyalty.  Accordingly we of the
latter time are prone o read the passage with much complacencey, and
to derive no small pleasure from the notion, that, let the wighty ones
hector and storm as they willy ““ to this complexion they must come at
last.”

That the dead should be reduced “ to such vile unses,” is a truth
“hi.ch, in reference to ourselves, is not painful : for, though some or
us are very shy of a dissccting-rosm, join loudly in the outery against
resurrcction-men, and wou](T willingly hang a surgeon for his en-
deavours to discover and curc our inward discases, yot very few trouble
onr heads to look farther into affairs, and inquire after the fate of the
constituent parts of our bodies, when nature has played the anatomist
with us, and, in spite of all our care, has resolved into its elements that
«harming combination of earths and gases, “ our noble selves,”

* A shont Ballad written by H. P, on presenting to a young lady, the little blue
tlower called Myosoles, Mouse-car, Scorpion grass, or ¢ Forget me not ™
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But the casc will not, perhaps, be precisely the same, when the
reader comes to know that this dissolution, of which we think so little
hereafter, is actually going on daily and hourly,— here on this bank
and shoal of time,”—and in our living bodies ; and that there is no one
capable of perusing these pages, who has not already been decomposed
and re-formed so often, and changed over and over again so com-
pletely, that there is not a single particle of the original body he re-
ccived fromn his mother remaining, by which he could in a court of
justice prove his filiation, or lay claim to a property in his own person.
Such, however, is the trath; and a truth so firmly demonstrated upon
the surest basis of physiology, that the only doubt among the learned
rests upon the exact time 1t takes for the soul to get rid ofrits old
clothes, and manufacture for itsglf an entirely new suit.  On this ab-
struse point the opinion to which'T am the most inclined is that which
fixes on forty days for an entire revolution of our corporeal structure ;
and to this belief I am the rather led, inasmuch as it coincides precisely
with the duration of Lent. For as the Catholic church, in determining
upon this period of annual fasting and mortiiication, had an eye to the
total cradication of the lusts of’ the flesh, it is to be presumed that she
limited the consumption of cod and haddock to the exact titnethecessary
for such a metamorphosis.  Insomuch, that T do not hesitate to declare
my conviction, that if the rule were observed in all its pristine stiict-
ness,—if we abstained rigidly froinbeet and mutton on every day of the
week throughout Lent, we should by Laster Sunday arrive at such a
pitch of piscatory perfection, as not to have a single grain of peceant
quadrupedal matter npon our bones ;—no, nor in our bones either.

“ We are,” says a French writer, ¢ really and physically like a river,
the waters of which pass in a continued stream.  The river is the same
in its bed, in its banks, its source and its mouth, in every particular
which is not the river itselt’s but in that which constitutes its essence—-
the water—it is undergoing an incessant change, so as ta be absolutely ex-
empt from all identity.” Richerand prefers comphring the human body in
this particular to the shii) of the Argonauts; but a mare familiar, and
therefore more intelligible image of the truth, is to be found in the far-
famed stockings of Sir John Collyer, which, having oncg been woollen,
were at length mended till they became converted thread by thread
into entire silk. The only point in which the comparison fails is, that
we, on the contrary, begin life as silk stockings, and are gradually
mended down to the coarsest yarn hose : a melancholy truth; and I for
one most heartily wish it were otherwise.

This discovery, like all other innovations, will be found to affect
humanity in a vast variety of ways. Some interests it will cross most
provokingly ; and the parties thus affected will, no doubt, be the first
to deny the position, and to cry blasphemy against any person suffi-
ciently imbued with the principles of the French school to uphold it.
With other interests it will perhaps coincide ; and these parties will as
assuredly find that it is © part and parcel of the law of the land :” and
both partics will be equally 1ight; for,

What’s the worth of any thing
But so muach money as ’twill bring?

To those rovers in love who are perpetually railing against the “ (oujours
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perdriz,” and who complain with Sir John Brute that man and wife
are one flesh, it must be a great consolation to know that, without the
risk either of Doctors’ Commons or of standing in a white sheet, they
may have a new wife nearly once a month; and that, although the
minister with his cabalistical forms may (in the language of the British
Critic) transmutc “ two human beings into one matrimonial animal,” yet
it is quite beyond his power to bind a man for any duration to the same
woman. So far, indeed, from the wicked knight's having cause to dread
the kissing himself in his lady, he cannet at the end of forty days be
sure of himself in his own proper person. To those, on the contrary,
who have an high esteem for themselves, and look down upon the rest
of marhind as on an inferior caste, it must be the very devil and all to
learn, that in forty days they must part with the bright object of their
incessant adoration ; and not only that some of théir own * divine par-
ticles’” may pass into a cauliflower or a cabbage—or, what is worse
still, into the bodies of thosc they so heartily despise—but that they
themselves mayj; in all probability, be polluted and contaminated by re-
ceiving in exchange some of the cast-off clements of others, and so
fraternize in a worse than Mezentian embrace with the ‘objects of their
high disdain. '

To the prisoncr and bondsman it must be a delightful revelation to
be told that his habeas corpus i so near at hand; that no hard-learted
creditor, no obdurate gaoler, can retain a single particle about him in
custody for more than forty days; and that while they attack the form
and shadow only of the outward man, the substance, ere two revolu-
tions of the moon, must fade from their grasp, to wander in all the
frolic of unlimited freedom through every element of nature. Should
the knowledge of this truth be widely disseminaced through society, it
can scarcely be doubted that it will form an available plea of error per-
sone. Who, indeed, will be able in surety of conscience to swear to
“ the prisoner at the bar,” if forty days shall have elapsed between the
commissions of the crinme and the day of trial? O vanity of human
justice! the thief who stole the jewels escapes, and a wretch, neither in
mind nor body the same individual, swings in his stead: while the fine
gentleman thay, figures at court with stars, garters, and medals, has
nothing in common with ‘“ the Great Captain” who won the battle and
conquered the peace! ‘

To the advocates for Negyp Slavery this physical fact is invaluable, as
an unassailable rock upon which they may build anirrefragable argu-
ment in favour of their right to the persons of their victims. Allowing
all that nature, Christianity, and common scnse have advanced in
favour of the slave's original right to his own body, must it not be
at once conceded, that, aftef forty days’ bondage, that right wil! com-
pletely evaporate; the body having become so much animalized
meat and drink, the undisputed goods ahd chattels of the master,
worked up merely into a more valuable form, and as much at the
service of the proprietor as a steam-engine constructed at his own pro-
per charges and with his own ironand timber ?

This continyed-flux of onr corporeal being, this metensomatosis (as
Plato would have ‘called it, had Plato known any thing of the matter,)
which is perpetually going on with such incessant activity, is accom-
panied by a similar change in our passions, feelings, refleetions, voli-
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tions, ‘and all the other habits of our intellectual being: and I pray
you, reader, if you be an inquisitor, or a taker of the altitude of other
men's consciences in any shape whatever, to observe, that I do not say
that these facts stand to each other in any degree in the relation of
cause and effect. I have no wish to bring down on my head a disputer,
armed with a volume of polemics to attack me, because he may fancy
my orthodoxy an inch or two below the standard measure. Leaving,
therefore, this ticklish question to be settled by the anatomists and the
divines—who are equally competent to decide, the one knowing as
much about the matter as the other,—I content myself with noting the
fact, that the two sets of phenomena run together pari passu, like two
well-trained horses in a curricle ; and that, as fast as we are finging
overboard our old selves, and tgking in fresh cargoes of fleshly per-
sonality, we are likewise discharging aw infinity of whims, caprices,
tastes and distastcs, opinions, prejudices, facts, and fables, and stow-
ing away others in their place to the full as absurd, mischievous, or
useless as the earliest freights of our youth and inexperience.

Many of us, I am sure, there are who wonder what in the name of
Heaven is gone with the Greek and Latin which cost 6ur fathers so much
noney, and ourselves (I mean our former selves) so many stripes in
our quondum behinds.  Can it be that some ill-advised absorbent has
asported it in a lump of medullary matter,. or an artery overlaid it with
a quantity of unflogged and unbarassed cercbral substance ! This,
however, as | have already said, I leave to others decper in transcen-
dentals than myself, thé Kants and the Cants of the land.  For me itis
truth enough to know that gone it is, strophes and systems, Asclepiads
and Glyconics, prosody and grammar, and all; leaving scarcely enough
behind to puzzle the country gentlemen readefs of the Magazine from
time to time with an odd quotation, abstracted from my common-place
book. Yes! gone it is, into that valley

Ove mirabilmente era ridutto

Cid che si perde, o per nostro dif8tto

O per colpa di tempo o di fortuna. .

. Ariosto, Canto 34, Stanza 73.

And with it are gone * Love’s young dream,” the abstract pleasure of
existence, the sweets of novel-reading, the charm of reverie, the de-
lights of the Nouvelle Heluise, the bright image of Susan T'ruefaith, (and
divers other inages ; to wit, three thousand'four hundred and fifty-four,
as a special pleader would lay the count;) and, worse than all, an hearty
appetite and a sound sleep. In the place of these valuable commodi-
ties, what have I acquired? Much caution and more ennui, much respect
for money and more discontent, an increasing sympa'thy with the caif-
tic severity of Byron and Voltaire, and mare toleration for the dry ar-
guments of less profanc writers, a growing partiality for the pleasures
of the table, and a closer intimacy with doctors and apothecaries.
Alas! alas! what changes are here! The “purple light of love” re-
placed by a pair of spectacles, and the fire of youth by fleecy hosiery
and the glow of a gouty foot; the heart-aches of passion superseded by
the heart-burns of indigestion, and the thrills ot desire by the twinges
of the liver! When I try to forget for a moment these growing ills,
by mixing in society, and take my part in the old glee of “Oh no,
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no, no, wine eannot cure the pains I endure,” an incvitable association
makes me think much less of “my Chloe” than of the last frost.

These curious facts and inferences had been rolling in my head for
some days, when, falling into a dozefor five minutes after dinner in my
easy chair, I dreamt a dream. Methought I was still sitting in my
casy chair awake, and pendering the theme which in reality had led me
from reverie to rest, when, suddenly, a thin scarcely visible vapour
emanated from my person, and gradually concentrating itself over the
vacant seat which my wife had just left that I might enjoy my nap un-
disturbed, took the form of myself as cxactly as if veflected from a
looking-glass. .

Yo must be convinced, said my spectred self, that your notions on
personal identity are perfectly true ; and though to your own conception
man is an unit, a whole, a person, to the intellect of ah atom, (for atoms
think and feel intuitively and without organs,) he is a compound of the
most incongruous diversity. In this sense, and in this alone, man is a
microcosm, a thing “of shreds and patches,” an assemblage *“undique
collatis membris,” “mnon bene junctarum discordia semina rerum,”
picked up from cvery region of sublunary nature. His humours de-
pend on his digestion, his thoughts and his propensities change with
his dict ; a glass of brandy makes him a madmanj a dose of physic re-
duces him to a sage. Cuvier has said, that he is an attracting and
repelling focus. ''o me he is a mere machine, fabricating virtues of
vegetables ; converting beer and wine into oaths and curses ; working
beef, as Lord Byron conjectured justly, into ferocity ; and converting
luxurious dict *“ as sure as rain engendereth hail” into wanton wishes.
You yourself are no more the same gay, light-hearted, presumptuous
coxcomb you were at twenty-three—

In sul fuo primo giovenile crrore

Quand’ e22 1 parte alte’ huom da quel che e sei,
(I beg Petrarch’s pardan for the liberty taken with his quotation)—than
you are Napolcon Bonaparte, John Wesley,.or the Bishop of Peter-
borough. Nay, you are no more the samc man you were before din-
ner, when you were so cross anl cantankerous, than you are the sickly
urchin, muling» and puling in the nursc’s arms, of forty ycars ago.
Havingarrived at this part of his discourse, the figure commenced along
tirade of obscure and unintelligible metaphysics, which he learned, 1
know very well where. lle talked at great length on essences and
entities, on the vital principle, and Malthus on Population : but I
observed, that in proportion as the ideas .became more confused, the
ingage hecame more indistinet ; its visible form partaking cvidently
of the confusion of its own notions: when suddenly the door opened ;
Sancho, according to the established etiquette in these cases, jumped
on my knee; and I awoke, with the full determination of writing down
all1 had heard, and leaving it to the reader to decide, whether this drcam
passed through the ivory gate, or through its colleague

Cornea, quze veris facilis datur exitus umbris.

M.

P ————
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SALVATOR ROSA, AND HIS TIMES.*

THE accomplished writer, whose work, under the above title, has
just issued from the press, might have spared herself the pains of re-
plying by anticipation to the question, why she should have selected
Salvator Rosa as the subject of her first essay.in Biographical writing ?
For if, in place of the above enquiry, it had been asked——* Supposing
Lady Morgan to try her versatile hand oh biography, who, of all the
distinguished dead that have hitherto remained without their duc meed
of posthumous attention, is she likely to fix upon ?” all who have been
able to take an unprejudiced view of her previous writings, and through
them of her peculiar tarn of thought and sentiment, would pzebably
have replicd with one accord,—* Who but Salvator Rosa?” Who buthe
—who was, by tif#s, the boyish’serenader of the beauties of Naples ;
the youthful wanderer among the wild heights of the Abruzzi, and the
captive and afterwards the companion of their banditti ; the poor, but
proud and unbending artist, who would study in no school but that
of Nature, and submit to no patronage but that of a whole pepple ;
the graceful and accomplished lover, who courted his mistresses in his
own poetry set to his own music—each of which was unrivalled in its
day ; the wild, witty, and enthusiastic Improvvisatore—who dared to
utter, into the very cars of the great, truths which others dared scarecly
to think ; the scnsitive and deep-thoughted philosopher, who distanced
the age in which he lived, and mcditated on what might be till he could
scarcely endure what was ; the dark and gloomy conspirator of the
Torrione del Carmine, and the active champion of Liberty against Op-
pression as a leader in the Compagna della Morte, under that most ex-
traordinary of all revolutionary cliefs, Masaniello, the fisherman of
Amalfi; the bold, bitter, and uncompromising satirist of all the vices
and corruptions of his debascd but still beloved country ;—he who was
all these and 1nuch more; and who added to and blended with them
all (at least during the latter ycars of his life) the charactgr of incom-
parably the most origindl, and upon the whole the most popular and
successful artist of the times ih which he lived ; this too in times when
high art was supreme over all secular things, and high artists were per-
mitted to hold-a rank next to that which man confers™pon hiprself—
when the nobility of Nature was considered as secord on'y to that of
name !

In fact, it must be admitted that Lady®Morgan has chosen her sub-
jeet most happily, both with reference to its own peculiar susceptibility
of amusing and instructive developement, and to the lfmd of talents aqd
acquirements which she brings to the task. It remains to be seen=in
what manner she has availed herself 8f these double advantages. But
before entering into this examination, perhaps we can sca_rc?ly do the
reader a more acceptable service, than by striking off a brief and rapid
sketch of the Lifc which Lady Morgan has undertaken to develope
in all its detail, and set forth to the world in all its singular variety of
shades and colours. 'The materials we shall use for this purposc are
chiefly those which she has here placed before us ; and for the sake at

* 2 vols. Bvo.
VOL. X. NO. XXXI1X\. »
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once of varicty, and to enable the reader to judge for himself as to the
mere style in which she has conducted her enquiry, we shall occasion-
ally use extracts from her work ; and the rather as it can scarcely as
yet be in the hands of any of our readers.

On one of the loveliest of all the lovely sites that overlook the Bay of
Naples, in the little village of Renella, was born, in the latter end of the
year 1615, Salvatore Rosa—sg called, probably, partly because it was the
fixed intention of his pious parents to devote their son to the church;
and partly because the name of Salvatore, when bestowed at the bup-
tismal font, was considered, in the superstitions of the time and country,
as something like a pass-word to eternal happiness. The little Salva-
tore, huwever, so far from exhibiting any early symptoms of saintship,
soon became the scape-grace of the village; and his_saving name was
speedily spoiled by the expressive diminutive of 8l —Salvatoriello,
Still, however, his worthy and respectable,® but indigent parents, were
inflexible in their determination o having their ouly son brought up for
the priesthood; and accordingly at a very carly age he was placed
under the discipline of the holy fathers who counducted a college at
Naples, called that of the Congregazione Somasca.  But even previously
to this early period, Salvator had shewn uncquivocal signs that Ins
destiny was not to be controled by the will of others, whatever it
might be by his own; and he had already evinced, to those who could
observe them, tolerably clear indications of the point to which his
genius tended. For he was in the constant habit of playing truant
from his imposed studies, to wander alone among the wild and sub-
lime scenery in the ncighbourhood of his native viilage; and when
imprisoned as a punishment for his imputed fault, he nsed to cover the
walls of the chamber in which he was confined with rude repetitions of
the various objects which had attracted his attention in his rambles—
done with pieces of burnt stick which he prepared for the purpose.
Nothing moved, however, by thesc natural indications of the line in
which their son’s genius’destined him to move—-but on the contrary,
greatly scandalized at the bare possibility of nis becoming an artist—
they lost no time in hurrying him gway td the College in which they had
with some difficulty procured him admission. 'I'he following imaginary
picture, of the'tather and son departing from their village-home for the
college at Naples, may be offered as a very pleasing and chaiacteristic
specimen of the manner in wllich Lady Morgan treats her subject.

“In an age and country so marked in all their forms and modes by the
picturesque, this departure for the College must have heen a scene to paint
rather than to describe. The mind’s-eye, glancing back to its graphic details,
beénolds, the ardent boy, with his singular but beautiful countenance, and light
and flexile figure, bot{; modelsdin a maturer age, issuing forth from the old
portal of the Casaccia toattend his father to Naples. He is habited in the fan-
tastic costume of the Neapolitan youth of that day; a doublet and hose, and
short mantillo, with a little velvet-cap, worn perhaps even then with an air gal-
ligrd,and a due attention to those black tresses so conspicuous in all his por-
traits for their beauty and luxuriance. Vito Antosio, on the contrary, at once
to shew his loyalty and decayed gentility, aflects the fashion of the reigning
court mode. For then, asnow, all that looked Halian was deemed suspicious ;

* His father, Vito Antonio Rosa, was an architect and land-surveyor, and oecy-
pied the largest house, the Casaccia, of the village.
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and the old casacca di cugjo of Vito, in spite of the rudeness of its material,
was doubtless made ““ Spanish-wise,” with

¢ Snip and nip, and cut and slish, and slash I’

The father and son, as they brush through the vine tendrils that festoon the
portico, are followed beyond its sill by Madonna Giulia and the weeping
sisters. The cornicello is bestowed, to avert an evil eye ; and then another
and a last ¢ 4ddio, Carino,’ is given, and the father and son descend the hill
of Renella, towards Strada Infrascata ;—the oue, with a bounding step, all
emotion ; the other, with a measured pace, all wisdom, pouring forth on the
unattending ear of his pre-occupicd companion such ¢ wise saws and modern
instances’ as might be decmed scrviceable to him who for the first time
leaves that
¢ Home wherce small experience grows.’
In their descent, what a scene developed itself to eyes that saw Béauty in
Nature under all itg aspects, :
< [Tl and dale,
Forest and ficld, and flood, temples and towers,’

too soon to be exchanged for the weary round of cloistered walls!  The cas-
tellated chimneys of the old Casaccia might still be seen through the dark
pines. The figure of Madonna Giulia might stull be distinguished by the
snow-white head-dress, which, like the bodkins that tressed her daughters’
locks, sparkled in the sunshine. As she watches the descent of her son, she
offers prayers to the Virgin that he might become, for sanctity and learning,
¢ Il siracolo del suo secolo.”  Another turn,and the scene shifts. The hum of
Naples, the most noisy city in Luarope, ascends like the murmuring of Vesu-
vius on the eve of an explosion. The precipitous declivities, covered with
pines and chesnut-woods, succeed slopes festooned with trailing vines, throw-
ing their tendrils round every object that could catch or sustain them. There
they obscure, and there they reveal, the dark chasm, €shagged with horrid
thorn,” and riven in the rocky soil by some volcanic convulsion ; while fanci-
ful edifices of many terraces, fragments of antique ruins, morscls of friezes
aund columns, hillocks of tufo, brown and bare, rise among hanging gardens
and groves; and chapcls, belfries, shrines, and altars gleam on every side,
till the noble Strada Toledo is reached, and its palaces exclude the magic
scene, supplanting it bg] one scarcel lcss picturesque.  Such was the scenery
of the Vomiro in the beginning of the 17th century; and such it is now.
From this magnificen mfh spacious quarter of the city of Naples, the two
Rosas procecded to the datk ahid gloomy part of the Citta Vecchia. The
portals of the Congregazione Somasca were but t0o soon reached ; the bell is
rang, and is answered by a lay-brother ; a puarental benediciwon is given, as it
is received, with tcarful eyes; and the gates of the monastic prison are
gratingly ciosed upon one of the freest spirits that ever submitted to the moral
ﬁefrra(%atiun and physical restraint inflicted, i all such seminaries, on youth
and nature.”

Here, in this monastic solitude,—a solitude the more galling to the
free and errant spirit of the young Salvator, from its being within sight
and hearing of all the hurry and hum of a city like Naples,—he must
have passed several years of his carly youth; but the deficiency of dates
—which is so conspicuous in all his biographers, including the one more
immediately before us—prevents us fiom determining how long.  Cer-
tain it is, however, that his confinement here was attended by the most
beneficial effects on his after-pursuits; since it impelled and enabled
him to collect that very considerable store of classical knowledge
which was so available to him as a direct source of appeal and illus-
tration, while it probably nourished and confirmed that enthusiastic
disposition which led to all the most interesting events of his life,
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The time at length arrived, however, when the rules of the society in
which he was cnrolled, compelled him to abandon the above path of
study—which was well suited to his genius and temperament—for one
which was dircctly averse to both. He was called upon at once to di-
vorce himself from the wondrous truths of the historians of his native
country, and the beautiful fictions of her poets, and to devote his
whole thoughts and studies to the dry logic and the spurious philoso-
phy of the schools. The consequences were natural enough; and not
a little fortunate for others, whatever they may have been for himself.
He refused to tread in the appointed steps—was expelled the college—
and returned once more to his parents, as poor, and no less wild and
romaqtjg than he had left them.

It so happened that, at the period of Salvator’s happy escape from
the drudgery of metaphysics, music was the ruling passion of the Nea-
politan people, and every thing but love gave way before it. What,
then, could the sensitive and enthusiastic youth of sixteen, just eman-
cipated from the thraldom of a cloister, be expected to do, but throw
himself freely into the arms of these two sister dcities? And what
could he do better 7—At all cvents, he did so; and presently became
one of the most successful serenaders and accomplished musicians
of the day, both as a composer and a performer. In addition to which
he is understood to have furnished music, even at this carly pericd,
with some of the most pleasing songs and lyrical pieces, which the lan-
guage of his day could boast. His genius, however, was of too strong
and peremptory a character, to admt of his trifling much of his time
away in delights of this kind. When he was between seventeen and
eighteen years of age, his sister married a young painter of some celebrity,
named Francesco I'rancanzani; and being compelled, at this time, by
the continued indigence of his parents, to choose a profession for himself,
he at once fixed on painting—for which his old passion returned, as
soon as he began to frequent the study of his new brother-in-law. It
appears that the latter, sobserving evident signs of talent and power in
all that Salvator attempted in his new pursait, would willingly have
afforded him every instruction in the study of it. But, luckily for Art
and for the world, the young aspirant was too impatient of restraint tc
follow any pracise rules, and too conscious of innate power to abide by
the practice of any particular school. Nature was the only model that
he would consent to study and imitate, and his own perceptions of her
qualities and attributes were the only criterions by which he would
permit his performances to be measured and judged. Accordingly, the
course which he now adopted was perfectly untried, and the results to
which it led were no less striking than they were new and original.
It was the faghion of the (Ey for every student in painting to com-
mence, or rather to prepare himself for, his public carcer, by making a
professional tour through the principal Italian cities; studying and
practising by turns the varicus styles then in vogue, and finally fixing
on that which might scem best adapted to his views and talents, Sal-
vator, too, commenced his carcer by making a profcssional tour; but
it was one of a very different kind from the above, and its consequences
were no less so. He sought out as models the different works of
Nature alone; and it was fer different manners only that he thought
worthy of study and imitation. In short, heset out on a desultory and
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unpremeditated pilgrimage, among the rude mountains and natural fast-
nesses of Calabria, and the still less cultivated and accessible heights of
the Abruzzi—passing in his way thither, and on his return, through all
the wild, romantic, and lovely scenery, that lay in the more immediate
neighbourhood of his native village; and every where he collected and
placed on record (either on paper, or in his almost equally retentive
memory) all that struck him as calculated to serve his after-purposes.
It was in this singular tour, too, that he had a rare opportunity of cul-
tivating that taste for the wild and romantic in manners and habits, as
well as in scenery, which never quitted him in after-life. It is an un-
questionable fact, that he passed a very considerable time among a
banditti that inhabited the heights of the Abruzzi; and it scems almost
equally certain, that his stay among them was voluntary—at leust after
a time,—for in no part of his lif¢ do we learn any thing to contradict
the fact, even from his friends—though his numerous enemies and ca-
lumniators made it a perpetual subject of charge against him. That
this romantic tour, and the adventures which he met with in the course
of it, produced a striking effect both on the moral and physical charac-
ter of his style, can scarccly be doubted ; and it is to be feared that the
somewhat savage and intractable disposition which never quitted him
afterwards, even in the height of his prosperity, was at least called into
action, if not created, by the same circumstances. At all events, on
his return to Naples, nothing—not even the absolute want and misery
of his family, which was now left, by his father’s death, entircly de-
pendent on him—could induce him to submit to the usual means of
obtaining employment in his art. The state of patronage in Naples at
that time was such, that if Salvator had chosen to enrol himself in
cither of the schools that were then dividing the favours of the church
and the public, his great and original talents would have procured him
instant notice and distinction. But his haughty and unyielding spirit
would truckle to no wncans of obtaining fame and favour, but the direct
one of deserving it; and the comsequence was, that he remained en-
tircly unknown and uncmployed, except by the little dealers of the
market-place, while artists of infinitely inferior talents were engaged in
ornamenting the palaces of princes and the altars of t!xe chur(.:h. :‘}t
last, however, the cclebrated Lanfranco—whc was just arrived in
Naples on an cngagement to ornament the cupola of the Chiesa del
Gesu—happened to see one of Salvator’s historical landscapes, at the
door of a little shop where it was hanging for sale,—which he not only
purchased, but after making fruitless enquiries concerning Salvato-
riello, the artist whose name it bore, gave orders to his numerous
pupils to collect for him' all the works they could meet with bearin

the same signaturc. This fact present}y came to the knowlcdge of the
delighted artist ; and it was the first foundation of his still tardy, but
from this time progressing fortuncs. This happencd at about his nine-
teenth year. In his twentieth he repaired to Rome; but not meeting
the encouragement he had expected, and h|§ hez}ltll a!so suffering from
the mal-aria, he again sought employment in his native country; but

was soon afterwards induced to accept of an asylum, for such it was,
Cardinal Brancaccia; for whom he painted.a
the first great works he had attempted.
t he could not help considering as

in the palace of the (
loggia and an altar-picce:
Soon, however, disgusted with wha
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a species of dependence, he once more returned to Naples ; and among
his first efforts on his arrival, was that which fixed and confirmed his
future fortunes. This was his celebrated picture of Prometheus;
which he painted for the Roman market, and sent there to a friend,
who contrived to procure it admission into an annual exhibition which
took place at the Pantheon. From this time the fame of Salvator as
a painter was fixed on a pretty sure foundation ; and all that remained
for him was to turn it to a good account. But this his haughty and un-
worldly disposition long prevented himn from doing. 1t did not, how-
ever, prevent him from taking another course, which, unintentionally
and unexpectedly on his part, led to the desived end : for we cannot
agree with Passeri, one of his contemporary biogiaphers, in considering
that he adopted this course advisedly, and with reference to his profes-
sion ;* but, on the contrary, wust regard it as a mere freak of his wild
and wayward disposition, brought on by the encreased gaiety and ani-
mal spirits attendant on his comparatively bettered fortunes. Let
Lady Morgan herself describe Salvator’s first appearance in his new
character.

“ Towards the close of the carnival of 1639, when the spirits of the revellers
(as 1s always the case in Rome) were making a brilliant rally for the represen-
tations of the last week, a car or stage, highly ornamented, drawn by oxen,
and occupied by a masked troop, attracted universal attention by its novelty
and singular representations.  The principal personage announced himsel€ 13
a certain Siguor Formica, a Neapolitan actor, who, 1u the character of Coviello,
as a Chailatan, displayed so much genuine wit, such bitter satre and ex-
quisite humour, rendered doubly effective by a Neapolitan accent, and na-
tional gesticulations, that other represcntations were abandoned ; and gipsies
told fortunes, and Jews hung, in vain. The whole population of Rome gra-
dually assembled round the novel, the immitable Formica. "The people relished
his flashes of splenetic humour, aimed at the great; the higher orders were
delighted with an fmprovvisatore who, i the intervals of his dialogues, sung to
the late, of which he was a perfect master, the Neapolitan ballads then so
mauch in vogue. The attempts made by his fellow-revellers 1o obtain some
share of the plaudits he 50 abundantly received, whether he spoke or sung,
asked or answered questions, were aﬁ abortive ; while he, says Baldinucer,
¢ come capo di tutti, e pur spiritoso, ¢ ben parlunte, con bei ﬁ]‘liribizzi e
lazzi spiritosi, teneva a sc mezza. Roma,’~at the head of every t ing by bis
wit, eloquence, and brilliant humour, drew half Rome to himself. The'con-
trast between “his beautiful musical and poetical compositions, and those
Neapolitan gestures in which he indulged, when, laying aside his lute, he
presented hus vials and salves to the delighted audience, exhibited a versatility
of genius, which it was difficelt to attribute to any individual then known in
Rome, Guesses and suppositions were still vainly circulating among all
classes, when, on the close of the carival, Formica, cre he drove his tri-
umphal car from the Piazza Mavona,which, with onc of the principal streets in
tire Lrastevere, had been the principal scene of his triumph, ordered his troop
to raise their masks, and remgving his own, discovered that Coviello was the
sublime author of the Prometheus, and his little troop the partigiani (fol-
lowers or partisans) of Salvator Rosa. All Romie was from this mgment (to
use a phrase which all his biographers have adopted) “filled with his Jame.
That notoriety which his high genius had failed to procure for him, was ob-
tained at once by those lighter talents, which he had nearly suflered to fall
into neglect, while more elevated views had filled his mind.” (Vol. i.p.253.)

From this moment Salvator became no less popular as a painter

* ¢¢ Rendendosi impaziente per non vedere quello che pin desiderava, di grido,
¢ di acclamazione, gli venne in pensiero per far maggiore apertura alla cognizione
della sua persona, di introdursi,” &c¢.—Passcrr.
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than an improvvisatore, and immediately took his station in the highest
rank of Roman society—visiting and entertaining princes and cardinals
—reciting to them his bitter satircs on themselves and their pretensions
—painting picturcs for them at his own price, or refusing to paint
them at any price, just as it happened to suit his wayward humour
—making himself a score of encinies for every friend—in short,
at once openly putting on the external garb of that character
which had always been the only one in which he felt himself at home ;
namecly, that of a wild, wayward, proud, obstinate, uncompromising,
and somewhat uncitilized spirit ; but always honourable, high-minded,
and generous—totally free from that *¢ envy, hatred, and malice,” and
never mixing himself with those paltry intrigues and cabals, to which
his profession has ever been proverbially prone—and moreovgr, always,
as far as regarded his own sentiments and meditations, raising himself
above, or projecting himsclf béyond, the age in which he lived, and
looking at man, nature, and society with the eye of a sage, a poet, and
a philosopher united. Our limits prevent us from accompanying him
farther in the details of this most interesting and instructive period of
his eventful life; for these we confidently refer the reader to the elegant
and most entertaining work before us. Before passing on, however, to
another of the most striking features of his history, we must extract one
or two most characteristic anecdotes, which belong to the period we are
now taking leaveof : the first rclates to his extemporaneous recitations ;

“ It vras in these conversazioni that Salvator tried the point of the sarcasms

against the church, the government, and the existing state of literature
and the arts, which were afterwards given to the world in his published
satires, and which still draw down on his memory the unfounded calumnies
that embittered his life. The manner of the daring improvvisatore, as left on
record by his chroniclers, or handed down by tradition, was no less singular
and attractive than the matter which inspired him. Theapartment in which
he received his company was affectedly simple. The walls, hung with faded
tapestry, exhibited none of his beautiful pictures, which might well have
attracted attention from the actor to his works. A few rows of forms in-
cluded all the furniture; and they were secured ae an early hoyr by the impa-
tience of an audience, select and exclusive, cither invited by hlmsc{f. or intro~
duced by his friends.  When the company were assembled, arfd not before,
Salvator appeared in the circle, but with the air of an host rather than that of
an exhibitor, until the desire to hear him recite his poctry, or to improwvisare,
expressed by some indwidual, produced a gencral acclamation of entreaty, It
was a part of his coquetry to require much solicitation ; and when at last he
consented, he rose with an air of timidity and confusion, and presented him-
sclf with his lute, or a roll of paper corftaining the heads of his subject.
After some hesitation, a few preluding chords, or a slight hem! to clear his
full, deep voice, the scene changed : the elcgant, the sublime Salvator disap-
peared, and was replaced by the gesticulating and grimacing Coviello, who,
ong before he spoke, excited bursts gf merriment, ¢con Te th ridicolose
smorfic, al suo modo Napolitano.’— (with the most laughable grimaces in the
true Neapolitan :tyle) that even the gravest of his audience were ready to
burst,® \‘Vhen the adroit improvvisatore had thus wound up his auditory toa
certain pitch of exaltation, and prepared them at least to receive with good
humour whatever he might hazard, Le suddenly stepped forth, and exclaimed
with great cnergy, in the broad Neapolitan of the Largo di Castello—* Siente
chisso v?, auza gli nocci’ (awaken and heed me!) He then began his reci-
tation. . .

“ With a thirst for praise, which scarccly an aprlupae could satisfy, Sal-
vator united a quickness of perception that rendered him suspicious ot pleas-
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ing, cven at the moment he was most successful. A gaping mouth, a closing
li(%, a languid look, or an impatient hem ! threw him into utter confusion,
and deprived him of all presence of mind, of all power of concealing his mor-
tification. When he perceived that some witty sally had fallen lifeless, that
some epigrammatic point had escaped the notice of his auditors, he was wont
to excﬁiim to his particular fricnds, when the strangers were departed,
« What folly, to lose my time and talent in reading before these beasts of
burden, who feel nothing, and have no intellect beyond what is necessary to
understand the strect-ballads of the Wind-tand ” Such is the power which
an insatiable love of glory may hold, cven over the most elevated intellect 1"’

This latter part is extremely characteristic of the lofty and impatient
spirit, which, while it could not resist the cravings of its appetite for
the applause even of the vulgar, could scarcely bear the conscious self-
abasemer: of seeking it.—We happcn to know, of a distinguished Eng-
lish smprotvisatore of the present day,that if nineteen of his brilliant
cfforts meet with their merited success, and the twenticth fails, the
wortification and even the dismay arising from the latter are not a tenth
part compensated for by all the applause called forth by the former.

Nothing can be better, or better told, than the following anecdote,
in illustration of Salvator’s mode of treating his rich and princely cus-
tomers : “ [lcaven help the individual (says one of his contemporary
Liographers, Baldinucci), who attempted to haggle with him!”

“ A Roman prince, more notorious for his pretensions to vired, than his
liberality to artists, sauntering one day in Salvator’s gallery in the Via Bah-
buina, paused before one of his landscapes, and after a long contempiation of
its merits, exclaumed, ¢Salvator mio, Yam strangely temipted to purchase
this picture ; tell me at once the lowest price —¢Two hundred scudi,” re-
lied Salvator, carclessly. € Two hundred scudi! Okime ! that #s a price!
but we’ll walk of it another time.—The 1llustrissimo took his leave ; but,
bent upon having the picture, he shortly returned, and again enquired ¢ the
lowest price’—* Three handred scudi,” was the sullen reply.—* Corpo di
Buceo P cried the astonished prince ; ¢ mi burla, vostra signoria !'—You are
Joking. I sce L must e’en wait upon your better humour; and so «addio,
Signor Rosa.’—The next day brought back the prince to the painter’s gallery ;
who on cntering saluted Sadvator with a jocosc air, and added, ¢ Well, Signor
Amico, how goes the market to-day? have prices risen or fallen ¥*—¢ Four
hundred scudiis the price to-day,” replied Salvator, with affected calmness;
when, suddenly giving way