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PREFACE.

WE are not going to usher in our publication with any pomp, of
ﬁrospectus. We mean to be very pleasawt and iifrenious, of course;
but df.:clinc proving it beforehand by a long common-place. The
greatersthe flourish of trympets now-a-days, the more suspicious
what follows. Whaever it may be our luck to turn out, we at
lcast wave our privilege of Raving the way prepared for us by our
owif mouth-picces,—by words with long tails, and antitheses two

and two. If we succeed, so much the better. If not, we simll at
all events not die of the previous question, like an*honest proposal
in Parliament. . il

But we are forced to be prefatory, whether we would or no : for
others, it seems, have been so anxious to furnish us with sgme-
thing of this sort, tha§ they have blowrthe trum*:t for us; and
done us she honour of annouwcing, that ndthing less is to cnsuc,
than a dilapidation of all the outworks of civili%ed society. Such,
at lcast, they say, is our intentiop ; and such would be the conge-
quences, if they, the trumpcters, didenot talg? carc, by counter-
blasts, to puff the said outworks up again. ®We should be more
scnsible of this honour, if it did not arise from a confusion of ideas.
Thy say that we are to cut up rehguw ‘morals, cnd everything

" that is legltlmntq,—a pretty carving. It only shes what they
really thmk of their own opinions on those subjects., The other
day a ministerial paper said, that ¢ robes and corohations were
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the strong-hllds of  royalty.” We do not d(.ny ity-Lut if such is
theimstrengthy, what®is their wed{ncss? If by 1ehgson they meant
anything really worthy of divine or duman beings ; if by morals,

» they theant the only truc morals, justice and beneficence ; if by
everytling legitimate, they meant but half of what their own
laws gnd constitutions have, provided against the impudent preten-
sions of the despotic,—then we should do our best to lcavc reli-
gion and morals as we found them, and fhew their political good
faith at leaswhalf as much respect as we do. Bul when we know,
—and know too from our intimacy with various classes of people,
~—that there is not a greater set of hypocrites in the world than
theset pretcnded teachers of the honest and inexperienced part
of our countrymen;—when we know that their religion, cven
when it is i ewnest qa any point (which is very seldom,
means the most ridiculous and untenable notions of the Divine
Bering, and in all other cases means nothing but the Rerch of
Bishops ;—when we know that their worals consist for the most

.part in a sccret and practical conten¥pt of their own professions,
and for the Jeast and best part;’ of a few dull examples of scine-
thing & little more honest, clapped in front 1o make a show and o
screen, and weak enough 1o be made tools against all mankind ;—
and when we knows €0 crown allg that their < legitimacy,” as they
call it, is the most unlawful of all lawless and impudent. things,
tendhlg under pretence that the whole world are as corrupt. and
1gnorant as tl\emsehes, fo put it at the merey of the most brute
underst'mdmgs among them,—mg¢n by thcn very edycation in
thcse pretensions, rendercd the Jeust fit to sympathize with their
fc]low men, and as unhappy, after all, as the lowest of their
slaves ;—when wg know a]l tlus, and sce nine-tenthy of all the
intelligent men in tee world alive tocit, and as resolved as we are
to oppose it, then indeed we are willing to accept the title of
enemies to reljgion, morals, and legitimacy, and hope to do our
dql;y with a¥Pbecoming profaneness accordingly. God defend ur
from the piety of thinking him a monster! God defend us from
the morality of slaves and turncoats, and from the legitimacy
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of half a dozew-2fwless old gentlemen, to whom, it sqems, human
nature is an cstate in fee.

The object of our work is mot pelitical, except inasmuch as all
writing now-a-days must involve something to that effect, the con=_
nexion between polities and all other subjeets of interest to®man-
kind having becn discovered, never aggin to be done away. y We
wish to do ogr work quietly, if people will let us,—to contribute
our liberalities in the shape of Poetry, Essays, Tales, Translatigns,

* and other agienities, of which kings themselves may read and
profit, if they are not afraid of secing their own faces in cvery
species of inkstand. Italian Literature, in particular, will be a
favouyrite subject with us; and so was German and S'pzmis]f to
have been, till we lost the accomplished Scholar and Friend who
wWos to share our task ; but perhaps we gnay beable ‘to get a sup-
ply of the scholarship, though not of the friendship. It ay be
our godd, fortune to have giore than one foreign correspongent,
who will be an acquisétion to the reader. In the meantime, we
must 6 our best. by ourselves$ and the reader may be assured he
shalldave all that is in us, clear and candid at all events, if pothmg
else ; for -~

We love to pour out all ourselves as plain o
As downright SuternN gr as old Moymuasn.

There are other things in the world besides kings, or even syco-
phants.  There is one thing in particular with which we mpst
help to bring the politegvorld acquainted? which is }farure. Life
really does#hot consist, entirelye of clubs and ba]l-.rooms, of a collar
made by Wilkins, and of the west end of a town. We confess we |
have a regard for the Dandies, pyoperly so called ; not the spy-
rious race Who take their title from their sigys; we mean the
pleasant and pithy persomgw who began th® system, and who
had ideas as well as bibs in thesr head. eBut it was on that ac-
coun. We liked them, because they pyrtook of the E.l HERIDGES
®and Sugxrings of old: and why were the ETHERIDGES and
Sucxzmrs better than their neighbours, but because they in-
herited from Old Mother Wit as well as Mother West-end, and
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partook of “the prerogatives of Nature? We hrve a regard for
certain mo®ern Barons, as wpll as those who got the Great
Chagtet for us; but is it for thos¢ who would keep or for those
.*who would give up the Charter? Is it for those who identify
themfelves with every feeble King John, or for those who have
some of * Gon ALM1cHTY s Nobility” in them as well as their own?
Assuredly for the latter,—assuredly for those, why have some-
thipg in them ‘¢ which surpasses show,”, and which the breath of
a puffing ahd blowing‘legitimate cannot unmake. ¢
Be present then, and put life into our work, ye Spirits, not of
the Gavesrones and the Despenskns, but of the Joun o {GauNTs,
thé WickLiFrEs, and the Caaucers ;—be present, not the slaves
gnd sycophapts of King Hewxy the Eighth (whose names we have
forgotten) but ¢he Ilwiry llowanps, the Surreys, and we
WyarTs ;—be present, not ye other rapscallions and ‘ Looing™
slaves of the court of King Jamig, but ye Bucuanans and ye
WaLTeEr RaLEIGHS ;—De present, not yc béd-chamber lords, Aog-
ging-hoys, and mere soldiers, whdsoever ye are, from my Lord
TrHinguMEE in King Cnarcrs’s time, down to the immortal
Duke of WHAT'S-HIS-NAME NOW flourishing ; but the HExBEKRTS,
the Ilurcuinsons, the Lockes, the 'ores, and the PerErBO-
ROUGHS ;—bc prféstnt, not ye emiserable tyrants, slaves, bigots,
or turncoats of any party, not ye Laups or ye LaubErDALES, Yye
Legitimatc Pretenders (for so yc must now be called) ye Trrus
OaTEsks, BaprLows, GZRDINERS, SACHE}'EM:LLS, and SOUTHEYS ;
but ye Mirrons and ye MarvELLg, ye IloaDLEYS, ADPIsons, and
. STeELES, ye SoMERSES, Dons(r:'rs, and Priors, and all who have
thrown light and life upon man, instead of darkness and death ;
who have made\‘nm a thing of hope and freedons, instead of
despair and slave:y, a being progressive, instead of a creeping
creature retrograde :—if we lave no pretensions to your genius,
we at least glaim the x{xent of loving and admiring it, and of
longing to further its cxample. .
We wish the title of our work to be taken in its largest ac-
ceptation, bld as well as new,—hut g}ways in the same spirit of
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admiring and assx;tmg, rather than of profc!smg # We just as
niuch disclaim any assumption if it before the wif8, as wc® dis- .
claim any false modesty befdre all classes. All that we ugan is,
that we are advocates of every species of liberal knowledge, anW& *
that, by a natural conscquence in these times, we go the fall
length in mattars of opinion with large bodies of men wito are
called Lizegars. At the same time, when we say the full length,
we mean something vepy different from what certain pretegded
Liberals, asl all the llliberals, will take 1.t to be; for it is by the
very reason of going to that length, in its most liberal extreme—
—=¢ Ay, ay,” interrupts some old club-house Gentleman, inea buff
waistcoat and red-face,—* Now you talk sense. Extrgmes Heet.
Ferbum sat. Tam a Liberal myself, if you comejto that, apd
evilish liberal I am. 1 gave for instawee five guin.cas out of the
receipts of my sinecure to the Irish sufferers; but that is between
ourselves.  You mcan, that there are good hearty fellows «n all
parties, and that the %reat business is to balance them properly ;—
to let the people talk, provided they do no harm, and to let Go-
verntents go on as they do, have done, and will do fOl; cver.
Good,—good. TI'll take in your journal myself ;—hcre’s toathe
success of it ;—only don’t make it too violent, you Yogues ;—don’t
spoil the balance. (God! I'®e spilt my‘ blunper!) Cut up
SourTHey as much as you®please. We all think him as great a
coxcomb as you o, and he bores us to death ; but spare the King
and the Ministers andgall that, particufarly LordyCasTLEREAGH
and the ke of WrLLiNnGgTOM. JD—d geﬁtlemanly fellow, Cas-
TLEREAGH, as you know ; and bcsndcs he’s dead. *hockmg thing—,
shocking. It was all nonsensc gbout his being so cold-hearted,
and doing Freland so much harm. Heowas the most gentlemanly
of men. Wars must be carried on; Malthtis has proved that
millions must be slaughtered frem time ¢o time. The nonscnse
abow that is as stupid as the cry about the game-laws and those
mfernal yillains the poachers, who ought all to be stmng up like
hares: and as to Ireland, it is fying in the face of JLrovidence
to think that such horrible things could happen ’there, and
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be prevente€ by earthly means,—earthly meaps, sif. Lord Cgss-
TLEREAGH hMmself referred us topProvidence in all these unavoide
able pditers, and he was right ;—buit to think of his cutting his
Awn throat—Good God! so very gentlemanly a man, and in the
heighf of his power! It is truly shocking! Asto WELLINGTON,
he’s qot so gentlemanly a man, certainly; "but. then neither is
CANNING, if you come to that. He cannot make spegches, Iown;
butgno 1more can the King or my Lord MaryBorouGH, or a hun- |
dred other eminent cha'racters ; and he does not maka such cursed
awkward blunders as poor CasTLEREAGH used to do. He has not.
got a.very wise look, they say; but—I don’t know,—it's soldier-
1iké;, I thipk ; and if you come to that, what a strange fellow old
BLUCHER loqked, and Suwarrow, and all those; and between
ourselves, the reigning Meonarchs are a set of as common-looking
gentry, as you'd wish to sce in a summer’s day ; so I don’t know
whate people would have. No-—no-wyou ‘really mustn’t speak
against WerLLineTox. Besides, he prosecutes.”

We beg the reader’s pardon in hehalf of our worthy interrupter.
Whatever may be his right estimation of his friends, we neell not
sxyﬂ;at he misinterprets our notions of liberality, which certainly
do not consist ither in making the sort of confusion, or keeping
the sort of peace,“which he spesks of. There are, if he pleases,
very silly fellows to be found in mobt parties, and these may be
goqd enough to be made tools of by the clever ones; but to con-
found all partjes themselves with onc apother, which is the real
end of these pretended liberalit?es,,and assume that ndie of them

, are a jot better or worse than the other, and may contain just as
good and generous people,—thjs is to confound liberality with
illiberality, narrow views with large, the instincts of a Selfish choice
with those of a genferous one, and in the best and most imposing,
instances, the mere amenities and ordinary virtues of private life

" (which may be only a grageful selfishness, unless they go farfher)
with the noBlest and boldest sympathies in hehalf of the humaa«
race. It ig too late in the day to be taken in with this kind of
cant, even ‘by the jolliest of placemen in all the benevolence of
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his bumpers. The Duke of WELgINcTON is agreat dfficer, “ After
his kind.” Wc do not meah at court, where he is a vetylittle
officer, and condescends to change his Marshal's staff for the stick
of a Lord in Waiting. But he is a good hunting captain,—a sort
of human setter, We allow him all hig praise in that respec®, and
only wish he had not confounded the rights of nations with those
of a manor. What does he mean too by treating public meetings
with contempt? and above all, what did he mean by thdt extremely
odd assumption of the didactic, about teaching a ‘ great moral
lesson!” As to Lord CasTLEREAGH, he was one of the most illibe-
ral and vindictive of statesmen, if we must use that, word® for
every petty retainer, whom a bad system swells foraa time intoa
PErt of its own unnatural greatness. Lask at hie famous Six Acts !
Look at his treatment of BowararTe, his patronage of such in-
famous’journals as the Begcon, his fondness for imprisoningy and
for what his weak ob#inacy calls his other strong measures. But
he is déad, and people are no¥ called upon to be liberal! Let us
be so® in (nod's name, in the general sense we have of the mhrmn-
ties of human nature ; but it is one thing to be liberal in behalf
of the many, and another thing to be exclusively®so in behalf of
the few. Have the consequencesof Lord Castiereacn’s actions
died with him? Ave the S Acts dead? Are thousands of the
Irish living ? We will give a specimen of the liberality of these
new demanders of libegality. The other day, whgn one of the
noblest of suman beings, Percy Suzm.m who had more religion
in his very differences with rehgnon, than thousan(fs of your church~
and-state men, was lost on the co.ast of Italy, thc Courier said, that
““Mr. PErcY SHELLEY, @ writer of infidel poeisy, was drowned."
Where was the liberality of this canting insinuation? Where was
the decency, or, as it turned’out, the common sense of it? Mr.
SHERLEY's death by the waves was followed by kord CasTre-
eR&AGH's by his owp hand; and then the ery is for *ltberal con-
structions! How could we not turn such a death against the
enemies of Mr. SueLLey, if we could condescend to #ffect a mo-
ment’s agreement with their hypecrisy > Butsthe,Jcast we can do
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is to let theoe peopl? see, that wp know them, and to warn them
how gity assail us. The force ofeour answers will always be
proportioned to the want of liberality in the assailant. This is a
liberatity, at all events, upon which our readers may reckon. The
rest,cwhich we were going to say, is this ;—that although we con-
demn by wholesale certain existing demands upon our submission
ang credulity, we are not going to discover every imaginative thing
even in a réligion to be nonsense, like a éemi-liberalfged ¥rench-
man; obr, on the other hand, to denounce all levity and wit to be
nonsepse and want of feeling, like a semi-liberalized German. If
we %re great admirers of VorTaire, we are great admirers aigo of
GoETHE zmd ScriLLER. If we pay our homage to Dante and
Mu.’ron, we havantnbutg also for the brilliant sovercignties .f
Ariosto and Boccaccio.

Wherever, in short, we see the mind of man exhibiting powers
of its own, and at the same time helping te carry on the best in-
terests of human nature,—however it may overdo the matter a
little on this side or on that, or otherwise partake of the coramon
frailky through which it passes,—there we reccgnise the demi-
gods of liberal worship ;—there we bow down, and own our lords
and masters ;—tir€ we hope for the final passing away of all
obscene worships, however formalized,—of all monstrous sacri-
fices of the many to the few, however ¢ legitimatized” and be-
sotted.
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" THE VISION OF JUDGMENT.

Bv QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS.
L4 o
SUGGESTED BY THE COMPOSITION S0 ENTITLED BY THE AUTHOR OF ¢

¢ WAT TYLER.”
L]

“ A Daniel come to judgment! yea,a Danidl !
I thank thee, Jew, fos teaching me that word.”

SainT Peter gat by the celestial gate,
His keys were rusty, and the lock was dull,
So little trouble had been given of late;
Nohthat the place by any means was full,
Bug sidce the Gallic era eighty-eight,”
The devils had ta’en a longer, stronger pull,
And “ a pull altogether,” ag they say
*At sea—which drews most souls another wap.
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1L,

The, angels all were singing out of tune,
And hoarse with having little clse to do,
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon,
Or curb a runaway young star or two,
Or wild eolt of a comet, which too soon %
Broke out of bounds o’er the ethereal blue,
Splitting some planet with its playful tail,
AS$ boats are sometimes by a wanton whale.

Ls .
L]
o Py

I1I.

The guardian seraphs had retired on high,
Finding their charges past all care below ;
Terrestrial business fill’d nought in the sky
S‘we the recording angel’s black burcau;
Who found- indced, the facts to multiply
With such repidity of vice and woe,
That he had stripp’d off both his wings in quills,
And yet was in arrcar of human ills.

IV,

‘His business so augmented of late years,

That he was forced, against his will, no doubt,
(Just like those cherubs, earthly ministers,)

For somg resourcc to turn himself about,
And clahm the help of his celestial peers,

To aid hinr ere he should be quite worn out
By the imcreased demand for his remarks;
Six*angels agd twelve <aints. were named his clerks.
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Vs

* This was a handsome board-—-a.tl least for heaven;
And yet they had even then encugh to do,
So many conquerors’ cars were daily driven,
So many kingdoms fitted up anew ;
* Each day tog slew its shousands six or seven,
Till at the crowning carnage, Waterloo,
They threw their pens down in divine disgust—
The page was %0 besmear’d with blood and dust.

VI.

This by the way; ’tis no* mine to record

What angels shrink from: even the very devil
On this accasion his owh work abhorr’ d,

so surfeited with the infernal revel ;
Though he himself had sharpen’d every sword,

It alnost quench’d his innate thirst of €vi].
(Hcre Satan’s sole good wprk deserves insertion—
*Tis, that he has both generals in reversion.)

Let’s skip u fow short years gfcbollow peace,
Which peopled earth no better, Hell as wont,
And heaven none—they for the tyrant’s lease
With nothing but new: sxmes subscrtbed upon ’t3
, Twitl one day finish: meantime they jncrease,” ,
% With seven fieads and ten horns,” and all in ﬁm&
Like Saint Johy’s ﬁmtold beast; but ours are begh
Less formidable ip the bead then horn. 4

-
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WIII,

.t €
In the first ycur of freedom’s seecond dawn
Died George the Third; although no tyrant, one
Who shielded tyrants, till each sense withdrawn
Left him nor mental nor external sun:
A etter farmer ne’er brush’d dew from lawn, ‘
A worse king nevcr left a realm undone!
He died—but left his subjects still behind,
Ong half as mad—and t'other no less blind.

1X.

He died !—his death made no grea* stir on carth;
His burial made some pomp ; there was profusion
Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great dearth
Of uught but tears -—save those shed by collusion ;
For' these l;hmgs may be bought at their true worth :
Of elegy thue was the due infusion—
Bought also ; and the tor(.hes, cloaks, and banners,
Hecralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, '

X:

* Form’d a sepulchral melo-dragme, Of all’
The fools who flock’d to swell or see the show,

Who cared about!tie corpse ? The funeral
Made the attraction, and the black the woe.

There thropﬁ'd niot thefe a thought which picreed the pall ;
And-when the gorgeous coffin was laid low,

it seem’d ghe mockery of hell to fold. -

The rottenness of gighty years in gold.
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So mix his body with the dust! v might
Return to what it musf far soonet, were
The natural eompound left alone 5 fight
It way Yack into carth, and fire, and air;
But the wigatural bafssms merely blight
What nature made him at his birth? as bare
As the mere million’s base unmummied clay—
Yt all his spices but prolong decuy.

X11.

He ’- dead—und ypperearth with him has done :
He ’s huied ; snve the undertaker’s bill,
Ordapidary scrawl, the world is gone
For him, unless he left a German will;
But wherde ’s the proctor who will ash his sog?
In whom his gualities are yeigning swill.,
Exept that household virtue, most npcommon,
Of constancy to a bail, ugly woman,

*XJI.

“ God caye the king It ig a large cconomy
In God fo save the like; 5 butif ke will
Be saving, all the bettex; for not one am I
Of thosc whe think gumnamon better still :
I Hardly know tao if not quite alowe am 1
Ip this small hope of betering future ill
By circumscribing, with some slight restriction,
The aternjty of hell’s b3t jircisdictign.
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Xw.

I know this is ympopular; 1 know

*Tis blasphemous ; I know one may be damn’d
For hoping no one else miay ¢'er be 503 .

I know my catechism ; I know we are cramm d
Wifii the best doctrines till we quite ¢"erflow;

I know that all save England's church have shamm’d,
And that the other twice two hundred churches
A:n(LsSrnagoa,rnes bave made a damn’d bad purchase.

XV.

God kolp us all! God help me too! I am,

God know., as helpless as the devil can wish,
And not a whit moie difhcult to damn

Thartf is to bring to land a late-hook’d fish, .
Orto the butcher to purvey the lamb;

Not that I’'m fit fer such a ngble dish
As one day will be that imunortal fry
Of almost every body born to die,

L]

XV

Saint Peter sat by the cclestial gate,

And nodded o’er his keys; when lot there came
A wond’rous noise he bad not heug late—

A rushing sound of wind, aid , and flame;
In short, arofr of things extremely great,

Which would have made aught séve a saint exclaim ;
But he, with first & start and then a wink,
Seld, ¢ There’s angfher star gone out, I think.

A}
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But cre he could return to his repose,

A cherub flapp'd his right wing ¢’er his eyes—
At which Saint Peter yawn’d, and rubb’d his nose ;

« Saint Porter,” said the Angel, “ prithec rise!”
Waving a goodly wing, which glow'd, as glows.

An earthly peacoek’s tail, with healenly dycs;
To which the Saint replied, * Well, what’s the muttgr
“ J¢ Lucifer come back with all this clatter >” ‘

XVvIil.

“ No,” quoth the Chertb; * George the Third is deftl.”
“ And who is George the Third ?” replicd the Apostle ;

“ Ihat George® what Thivd " “The King of England,” said
The Angel. * Well! he wont find hings to JOSﬂL .

‘ Him on hig way; but does he wcar his head ®
*‘ Because the last we saws here had ¥ e,

“ Aud ne’er would have got into heaven’s good giaces,

*¢ Had he not fiumg his head in all our faces.

‘ XK.

“ He was, if 1 remember, king of France;

“ That bead of his, which cquld’not keep a crown
“ On carth, yet ventured-in my face to advance

* A claiin 4o those of mhrtyn—-i’kc my own:

X I?Ihadhadmyswokd #s 1 had dnce
. When I cut ears off, 1 had cut him down;

“ But having tut my keys, and hot my brand,
% I ouly knock'd his head from out bis ltend, '
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L]

XX.

‘“ And then he set up such a headless !xowl‘;
¢ That all the‘saints catie out, and took hiwn in;*
¢ And there Ke sits by Sf Paul, cheel by fowl; 3,
¢ That fellow Paul—~the parvend! The shin’
# (Jf Saint Bartholomew, which makes his cowl
 In heaven, and upon carth redeemy’d his sin
 So as to make,a martyr, never sped
* Better than did this weak and wooden head.

AX]

¢ Buthad it come up here uﬁo;n it«‘shoulders,
‘¢ There would have been a different tale to tell
“ The fellow feeling in the <aints hoholdery
e Secms to hiwve acted on them like 2 spell,
« £nd -o this very foolish head heaven solders
“ Bach on its eurik ¢ it maybe vefy wll,
* And scems the ctistom here to overthrow
* Whatever has been wisely done below.”

.

X

The Angel agswer’d,  Peter ! «do not pout ;
“ The king who comes hag’head hnd all eitire,
% And never knew mnch what it was about-—
 He did as doth th¢é puppetr-rby its wire!”
“ And will de Judgld k8 all the rost, po  achabt -
* My busigess gnd, your owu is not to inquire \
“ Into unch nhutte!s,*bh: to mind oyr euc—
% Which {s t8'act 2t wil gry bid to do.”
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XX

W hile thus they spake, the ancelic caravan.
Arriving like a rush of mighty wind,

Cleaving the field+ of spiace, as doth the swan
Sowme sig er stream (sny Gangos, Nile, or Inde,
Or Thames, or Tweal) and midst thewn an old nan

With an old «oul. and both estrenwly blind,
Ialted before the gate, und in his shroud
Seated thewr fellow-trax cller on 2 cloud.

XXV,

ButBringing up the rear of this bright host
A Sprrit of a dffcrent aspect waved
His wings, like thuuder-clouds above some coast
"W ho-¢ bacten beach with froquent wreels i pawyd
1lis brow was like the deep when tempest-tost ; *
Fierce and unfathomnlnle.thuuz;lu~ angraved
Ftern 1 wrath on hi= imgmortal face,
And ahere he gazed a gloom persaded space.

e JAV.

As hie ‘diew near,’ he gazed,upon the gate
Ne'er"to be enter’d more by bim or «in,

With such a glance of :upcu:uturul hate,

« As made Saint Peter wisB himsel within,

e potter’d with bis keys at a gmeat rate,
And sweatell through his apostohie shin:

Of course his per<piration was but ichor,

Or <ome such pther <Pirit ual liquor.

+
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XXVIa

The very cherubs huddled altogether,
Like birds when soars the falcon; and they felt
A tuigling to the &ip of wwery fdather,

And form’d a cirdle like Orion’s belt .
Aréand their poor old charge; who sdarce knew whitl
Hi- guards had ledehim, though they gently dealt

With royal manes (for by many storics,
, And true, we learn the angels all are Tories.)

XXVIL.

As thizgs were i this posturc, the gate flew
Astnder, and the flashiug of its hinyes

Tlung over space an waiversal hue
Of yyany-coloured flame, until its tinges

Reach’d even our speck of carth, and made a new
Aurora borcalig spread its fringes

O’cr the North Pole; the same seep, when ice-bound,

By Captain Parry’s crews, in ¢ Melville’s Sound.”

-

XXVIIE

And from the gate thrown open, issued beaming
A beautiful and mighty .Thing of Light,

Radiant with ghory, like a banper streamjog
Victorious from some world-o’erthrowing fight :

My poor compsrisoris must be ing
With carthly fikenesses, for here hi

Of clay obsourés onir best concepﬂons. Shving

~ Johanng Southcote, pr Bob Southey raving.
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XXIX,

*T'was the archangel Michael : all men know
The make of angels and archangels, since
There ’s scarce a scribbler has not one to show,

From the §iends’ leader to the angels’ prince.
*There also aje some alwar-pieces, though

1 really can’t say that they much evimce
One’s inner notions of immortal spirits;
But let the connoisseuts explain their merits.

XXX.

Michad) flew forth in glovy and in good ;
A goodly work of him from whom all glory
And good arise ; the poftal pawt-—lw stood ;
Bo?ure him the young cherubs and saint hoary,
(1 ~ay young, begging to be understood R

By looks, not years; and should be vepysorry -

To state, they were not older than Saint Peter,
But merely that they seem’d a little swecter,)
S

AXNLL

The cherabs and the saints how'd down before
That arch-angelic Hicrarch, the fifst
Of Essences angelical, Wi, wore
The aspeet of & god ; liht thik ne’er furkt
Pnde 4n his hon\?'emly bosom, ifwhos® rore

* No thought, save for his Maker’s service, durst °

Intrude, however glorified and high;
He kuew him but the'vicetoy of the sky

13
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LI

XXX

He and the sombre silent bpint met—
They knew cach othet hoth in' good and ill; R
Such was their powor‘,'gbat ncither could forgut
His former fiiend and fumre foe ; but still
There was a high, immortal, proud regret
In cither's eye, ae if *twerc less their will
Than destiny to make the eternal years
Their date,of war, and their ¢ Champ Clos” the spheres.

4

XXl

Bur here they were in neutral space : we know
From J b, thut Sathan hath the power to pay
A heavenly visit thrice a year or 0 ; 3
Aml that “ the Sons of God,” like those of clay,
Mu-t hee p bim company ; and we might <how,
Fromuthe camerhook, in how polite a way
The dialoguce is hdld hetween the Powers
Of Good and Evil—but *twould take up hom-.

XX&NIV.

And this is not a theologic tract,
To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic
If Job be allegory or a fact, '
But a true %n‘at'm‘: ; afd thus I pick
From oat the whole but subh and such an act .
As sets ide the clightest thought of trick.
Tis evgvy tittle true, beyond 41‘1“apicwn,
And aocurutc ag any other yvision,



THE VISION® OF JUDGMENT

XXXYV..

*The spirits were inl’ neutral space, before
The gate of heaven ; Tike eastern thresholds is
The place where Debth’s grand caus? is argned o’er,
And souls despatched to that world or to this ;
And therefor@Michael and the other wote
A civil aspect : though they did not ks,
Yet still between his Darkness and his Brightuness
Therg passed a mutual glance of great politencos.

XXXVL

Che Archangel bowegd, not like a modern beau,
But with a graceful Oriental beud,
Pressing one radiant arm just where below
The heart in good men is suppused to tend.
He turned as to an,cqual, not too low,
But kindly; Sathan met hi- encicnt fi icnft*
With more bauteur, is might an old Castilian
Poor noble meet a mushroom rich eivilian,

XXX VIL

He merely heot his diabolic Yriw

Au instant; and then ricifie ity hé stood
In act to awwers his right or wropg, and show

Cabse why King 'Goorge by nregns ¢quld o should
Make out a &hge £ be girémpt wor

Etexaal, more thwn otlior kiugs endued
With bettér sense and hemig#, whoni higtory mentidus,
Who long hiive * phved hell with their godtiutentions.”
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XXXWVIIL.

Michael begsn: * What wouldst thou with this man,
«  Now dead, and brought before the Lord? What ill
« Hath he wrought rince his mortal race began,
 That thou can’st ¢laim him ¢ bpeak' an{ do thy will,
% If it bo just ; if in this cafithly span
“ He hath beengreatly failing to fulfil
 His duties as a hing and mortal, say,
“*And he is thine ; if not, let him have way.” .

XXXIX,

« PMichael!” replied the Prince OF Air, © even here
* Before the gate of him thon scrvest, must
¢ glaim my subject ; and will make appear !
«* That as be was my worshipper in dust;,
« So shall ke be in spirit, althqugh dear
“To thee sl thine, becanse nor wine nor lust
« Were of his weaknesses ; yeron the throne
“ He reign’d o’er millions to scrve me alone,

‘XL.
¥ Look to our iof rather ming ; it was, .
“ Ongey thore tngster’s : bot I triymph not

“ ¥n this ﬁoor planer’s conquest, nox, alss!,
“ Need e sm;west;anvy me woy bot:

* With Bl1 thé of hright werlds which pase
§ “ In woralilp rBund,bim, he may,bave forgot '
4 Yon wesk mﬁymof such petgry things ;

"« X' think few whrth damuntion Mvs theie. kingn,
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« XL’

% And these hut as » kind of quit-rent, to

«« Apsert my right as lord ; ‘and evep had
“ I such an inclination, *twere (a8 you*

* Well knoW) superflyous ; they are grown so had
< That hell hi& nothing better left to do

“ Than lcave them to themselves. <o munh more mad
“ And evil by their own internal curse, ¢

* Hemen cannot make them better, nor 1 wotse,

'R

4 hif

“ Look to the carth, 4 said, and say again:
** When thi- old, blind, mad, helpless, weak, poar worm,
© Bogan in youtl’s first bloomand flush to reign,
T he world and he both wore a different form,
“ And much of earth and all the watery plam '
“ Of ocean call’d him king : through many a storm
“ Tis isles had floated on the abyss of Time ;
“ For the rough virtues chose them for their clime.

LXITL.

“ He came te his sceptré? yomgQ 3 he Jeaves it, old:
“ Look to the state in which hesfound his realm,
“ And lefi it ; and his annalé tog behgid,
¢ I-fyw t0 a minion first he ggve thg helm ; '
& dlow grew uponahis hem’\a thirst for gold,
“ The beggat’s vige, whigh'can but overwhelm
“ The meanest haggth; andfqr the rest, but glance
"« Thive eye alongeAmerica and France ! .
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X1y,

“*Tis true, ha was a tovl from first to last;

« ¢ (1 have the workmen safe) ; but as a tool
% So lct him be conSnmed ! From out the
:  Of ages, since maukind have hnown the yule
¢ Of monarchs—fyom the bloody rolls amass d

“ Of sin and slaughter—ifrom the Ceesar’s school,

“ Take the worst pupil ; and produce # reign
& More drench’d with gare, more cumber’d with the slan'!

%%

-~

LXV,

 He ever warr'd with frecdom ‘and e free :
¢ Nations as men, home subjects, foreign toes,
% So that they ntter’d the word ¢ Liberty I’
« ¥ Found George tic Third their first opponent  \Whoe
“ History Was eyer stain’d as Ins will be
“ VVith nafional and tndNidubl woes 2
“ 1 grant his household abstinehee ; 1 grant
¢ His ne‘ntn'al virtmis, which most monarchs want ;

» ¢ ‘
°

¢ XLVI.

« | know he was a constant cosart; owa
% He was a decent sirp, and middling lord,

 All this s inucly, and mpst Ypon a throne ;
‘¢ As tempporance, if ut Apicius* boatd,

‘¢ Ts Tnore than af an anchotite's supper shown .
“y grant himall tho kindest can wocord ;

* And Wi was Yyl for him, but gét for ehiose

dhmwm‘jhim«hww%s&m those. |
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xpevif, -

“ The new wotld shook him off ; the old vet groaus
** Beneath what he and his prepareg, if not
“ Completed . he leaves hewrs on many* thrones
LMol AN ices, without what begot
L ()ll)ll.lnl(,n*m‘ him—his tame virtues 3 drones
= Who deep, or despots who bave now forgot
¢\ lc-won which <hall be re-taught them, wake
* { pon the thione of Earth; but let them quake ! o

-

XLVIH.

* Frve nalhons of tlmpriu;itivo, who hold

*The fauh which mahgs ye great on earth. imnplored
“ A patr ob th vast ult they beld of old,—

¢ [racdom to worship-—not alone your Lord,
* NMochw l, but you, and you, Saint Peter (,'(.)ld'

** Must he your souls, it you have not abhorr’d
“The foc to Catholic particfpation
** Iu all the licence of a Christian nation.

R °
L]
XLIX.
“True! he allow’d them to pray God 3 but as
*“ A consequence of prayer, refused the law
* Which would have placed themy upon ghe sume base
w V\ﬁ.ih those who did not hold the spints in awe.”
IJug here Saint Petey started from bis place,
And @id, ** You way the prisoner withdraw :

(¢ Ere 1lcaven shall ope her gorials to this Guelf,
“ While 1 am guard,*may 1 be damn’d !I\‘Y\l'?f !
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,L‘

* Sooner will 1 with Cérberns eXchange
«¢ My office (ahd hig is na, éiéecurc)
¢ Than sge this royat Bed’l‘ni ‘bigot range
 The az ﬁ&lds of hehven, of that be sire
* Samt ™ replied Sathan, “yon do “awell to avenge
“ The wrongs he made your satellites endure ,
“ Aed if t0 thxs etclumge you should be given,
** PI} trg to chax our Cerberus up to heaven ” .

'
LY,

¢ Y
Here Michael interpased :  Good saitit! and devil!
« Pray not so fast; you both put-run disciction.
¢ Seint Peter! jpu were want to be more civil.
. & Sathaxl' excuse this watmth of his exprcssion,
“ And condewmiqn tp the vulgar’s level :
% Hven aaﬁnts WMGs‘ﬁ)r t themselves in session.
« Hgve you got m,:e to say 2’~% No!"— If you plcase,
# I'l} tropble you to eall your witnesses.”

« %
L1
1A

Tuen Sattvi'd and ghv'a He siaidhy basd,

"d wath i trio qualltxes
Clquda mﬁhcr off g cap under<tand,

Mh we find him ilomtnimpﬁ in our skies ;

Sofamal Wder shook both ses g land .

+ In ol thegigncts, gnd h%‘w

1A,
M v 3 () it
Aa que of Sathap(] swlime inventions, i
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.

LIM.

® This was a signal unto such damn’d souls
As have the ptivilege of their damnation

Extended far beyond the mere contibfs
Of worlds fpast, present, or to come; no station

"I« theirs pardcularly in"the rolls ]
Of hell assigned ; but where their indination

Or business carries them in search of gam
They, may range frecly—being damu’d the same.

LIV.

They are proud of this—as very well they may,

It being a vort of’\mghthood or gilt key
Stuely in their loins; or dike to an  entré”

Up the back stairs, or such free-masonry:

[ horrow my comparisons from clay,

Being clay myself.  Let uot those spirits be
Offended with such base loyw hkenesses'
We hnow their posts are nobler far thgn these.

BVs

When the great signal ran fromy heaven to hell,—
Ahout ten million times the dnstnﬁee reckon’d
From our sun to its carth, as we can tell
Il®wW much time it takes up, &ven to u second,
For cVery ray that travels to dispel * ¢
1 he foks of London; thmugh which, dimly beacon 'd,
The weathercocks are gilt, some thrice a year, *
If that the summer,is not {oo severe:—
c

L4
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. LVL

T say that I can tell—"twas hulf 8 minute;
T know the solar beums take up mote time
Ere, pack’d np for thefr journcy, they begin it;
But then thejr telegraph is less sublime,
And if they ran a race, they would tiot win it
Gainst Sathgn's eoariers boynd for their own clins,
The sun ta%:le years for cvery ray

Tp reach its e devil not balf a day.

LVIL

Upen the verge of space, about the size
Of half-a-crown, a Jittle speck appem d,
(’ve seen a something like it in thé skies
Iﬁ the AEgean, ere a squall;) it ncar'd,
*And, qrowmg bigger, took another guise;
Like an aerjal hip it tack)d, and steer’d
Or was steer'd (I am doubtful of the grammar
Of the last phrase, which makes the stanza stammer;—

van.

But take your.choice;) andethen it grew a cloyd,
And so it was—a cloud, of witnegsés.

But such & ¢loud! No land ere saw  crowd
of loeusts numerdus ns the heavens saw these;  °

They shadow'd with their myriads space; their loud
And varied cries were like those of Wlld-geese,

(I patidns may be liken'd to'a goose)

‘_And replized the phatse of ¢ hell broke Joose.”

AN
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LVIX,

* Here crash’d a sturdy oath of stout John Bull,
Who damn’d away his eyes as heresofore:

23

There Paddy hrogued “ by Jasus!”2+* What's your wull?”
The tem Scot exclaim’d: the French ghost sworc

* In ccrtain tefms I sha'ht translate in full, .
As the first coachman will; and mid€t the war

The voice of Jonathan was heard to express,

‘ Oyr President is going to ‘'war, I gue<s.”

.

XL.

Bcsides there weredhe Spaniard, Duteh, and Dane;
In short, an universal shoyl of shades

From Otaheite’s 1sle to Salisbury Plain,
Ot all climes and professious, years and trades,

Ready to «w car against the good king’s reign, »
Bitter as clubs in cards are ggainst splless

All summon’d by this grand ¢ subpcena,” to

Try if kings mayn’t be damm’d, like me or vou.

Xr

When Michacl saw this host, he firit grew pale,
As angels can; next, like Italiap tWilight,
He turned all colour—as a, peacock’s tail;
fdmuct streaming through a Gothie skylight
,Ig some old abbey, or 3 trout not stafe,
Or (i-tant lightuing on the Lorizon by night,
Or a fresh rainbow, or a grand review
of .thirty regimentsin red, green, and bluet
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‘

LXI1I.

Thea he address’d himeelf to Sathan: “ Why—
My good old friend, for suth 1 decm you, though
« Our different partics make us fight so shy,
S I'nc’er mistake you for a personal foe;
« Qur difference is political, and 1 *
¢ Trust that, whatever may occur below,
+¢ Yop know my great respect for you; and this
¢ Makes me regret whate'er you do amise—

LXI11.

« Why, my dear Luciter, would y8u abvse
“ My call for witnesses? I did not mean
¢ That you should half of earth and hell produce;
¢ *Tis even superfluous, since two honest, clean,
« True testnnomes are enough: we lose
“ Our time, ©iay; qur etcrnéty, between
“ The accusation and defence: if we

“ Hear both, “twill stretch our immortality.”
«y .
L]

!
[

‘ ixiv, -

Sathan replied,  To me the*matter is
“ Indlﬂ‘ergnt, in a peirsopal point of view:
¢“] can ha.ve fifty bett.er souls than this
% With far less trouble than we have gone through
« Already; and T merely argued his
“ Late Majesty of Britain’s case with you
¢ Upon a point of foarm: you may dispose
“ Of him; I’ve Wings enough below, God knows!”
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. oLXeV,

Thus spoke the Demon (late call’d’ * multifaced”
By multo-scribbling Southey.) “ Then we'll call

¢ One or two persons of the myriafiy placed
« Aroundyour congress, and dispense with all , ,

" ¢ The rest,¥ quoth Michacl: * Who may be so graced

¢ As to speak firgt? there’s choice enough—who shall

s ]t be?” Then Sathan answered, ¢ There are maayj

“ But you may choose Jack Wilkes a» well as any.”

LXVI.

A mo;ry, cock-cyed, curfous looking Sprite,
Upon the instant started from the throng,

Dregt in a fashion now® forgotten quite;
For all the fashions of the flesh stick long

By people iu the next world; where unite
All the costumes since Adgm’s, right»or wrong,

From Eve’s fig-leaf dowis to the petticoat,

Almost as scanty, of days less remote,

LXVIL

The Spirit look'd around upoyp the crowds
Assembfed, and exclaim’d, ¢ My,fricnds of all
‘ The spheres, we shall catch cold amongst these clouds
%S0 let’s to business: why this general call?
* Ifethosc arc freeholders I sec in ghrouds,
® % And ’tis forn election that bawl,
¢ Béhold a candidate with unturn’d-coat!
+¢ Saiut Peter, may I codnt upon your vatc?

- 1



26 THE VISION ‘OF JUDGMENT

LXVHI.

 Sir,” replied Michacl, * you mistake: the<e things
“ Are of a former life, aud what we do
« Above is nfore augnst] to judge of Kkings
“ 1 the tribunal met; so sow you know.”
“ Then I presume those gentlenren with wings,”
Said Wilkes, # aré cherubs; and that soul below
¢ Looks much like George the Third; but to my mind
“ Augood deal older—Bless 1pe! is he blind?”

LXIX.

¢ Hetis what you behold him, and ‘his doom
“ Depends upon his deeds,” the Angel said
“If you have onglit to arraign 1 Jum. the tomb
e lem licence to the humblest beggar’s head
«To lift itscké against the lofticst.”—* Some,”
Said Wilkes, & doh’t wait to sec them laid in lead,
¢ For such a liberty—and 1, for onc,
“ Have told them what 1 thought beneath the sun.”
[}

L¥Xe ¢

% Ahove the sun repeat, then, what thou hast
% To urge against him,” said the Archangel. ‘“ Why,”
Replied the Spiris,  since old scores are past,
“ Must J turh evidence? In faith, not 1. . .
¢ Beeides,, I Beat him h at the Jast,
% With all his Lonrds 8 Commons: in the sky
* I don’t like ripping up old starics, since
“ His conduct wag but naural fn a prince. \
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LXXL

¢ Foolish, no doubt, angd wicked, to oppress
“ A poor unlucky devil without a shilling;
¢ But then I blame the wan himselfsmuch less .
“ Than Buge and Grafton, and shall be unwilling
¢ To see himfpunish’d Bere for their excess, ' ., &
“ Since they were both duian’d long ago, and still in
¢ Their place belouz ; for.me, I have forgiven,

¢ And vote his * habeas corpus ipto heaven.”

Y LXXIL

* WilKes,” said the Devilg ¢ I understand all this;

“ You turn’d to half a courtjer ere you died,
‘ And seem to think it WUuld not be amiss

- To ZEOW @ whole one on the ather side

* Of Charon’s ferry; you forget that Ais .

*“ Reign is concluded; whatgoe’er betidc,
¢ He won'’t be sovereign wore: you've lost your labour,
¢ For at the best he will but be your neighbour.

Lx'xﬁi g

< However, 1 knmw:hm to thmk of it,
“'When i beheld you in your jesting way
¢ Flitting and whispering roynd about the spit
“dVhere Belial, upon duty for the day,
‘ With Fox’s ‘lfmvd was basting Willidm Pitt,
“ His pupil; I"knew what to think, I say:
 That fellow. .eyén in hell hi'eeds farther ills;
“ Il have him gag*gm_— twas on@ : of his:own bills.
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LXXIY.

$.Call Junius!” From the erowd a Shadow stall’d,
And at the name there was a general squeeze,
S0 that the very ghostsmo longer walk’d
Tu comfort, at their own aérial case,
But were, all rainm’d, and jamm’d (but to be (alk’d,
As v shall see) and jostled bands and knees,
Like wind compress'd and pent within a bladdcr,
O like a human cholic, which i« sadder.

LXAYV.

The Shadow came! a tall, thin, gray-hajr’d fique,
That look’d as it bad heen 4 shade on earth;
Quick in iw motions, with an air ot vigour,
pﬁt nought to mark its breeding or its birth-
Now it waxgd little, then again grew bigger,
With now ag air of gloom, or savage mirth;
But as you gazed upon it~ features, they
Changed every instant—to what, none could say.

LXXVE.

The more intently the ghosts gazcd, the less
Could they distinguith whose the features were;
The Devil hinsself seem'd fmzzlcd even to guess;
They varied like a*dream-~—now here, now there; *
And several®people swére fram out the press,
They knew him perfectly ; and one could swear
He was his father; upon whick snother
Was sure he wasehis mother’s cousin’s brother:
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| LXXVIE
* Another, that he was a duke, or knight,”~
An orator, a lawyer;’ ot'a priest, h
A nabob, a man-midwife; but the w1§n;
Mysteriousychanged his countenance at leass’
As oft as theyPtheir: minds: though in fall sight
He stood, the puzzié only was lncreascd ‘

The man was a phantasmagoria in
Himsglf—hc was so volatile and thin!

[ ] , .
- LXXVHI.

o , T
The momert that yan had pronounced him one,

Presto! his face changed, and he was another;
And when that change was hardly well put on,

It varied, till I don't think lns own mother
(If that he had a mother) would her son .

Have known; he shifted so fiom one to t'other,
Till guessing from a pleasui®e grew a task, ‘
At this epistolary ¢ iron mask.”

4

LXKIR.

For sometimgs he like Cerberus would seem-—

“ Three gentlemen at once,” (as eagely says
Good Mis. Mu‘laprap ) then-’ymx might deem - -

'Thaf he whs 'nbLeven one; qow mqny rays .
Wele ﬁashmg rowqd Yim; and now a t}nok <tcam

*Hid bim from sightTike foga oﬁ London days :
Now Burke, now g‘ooke, h@gmw to people s fanci
* And certes often Tike 81 Philin Béancid: * ° .

29
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- LXXX.

“1 % an hypothesis—"tis quite my own;
«l neveriet it out till now, for fear
Of doing people harm #ibout the throue,
e And injuring somé minister or pecr
On whoty the stigma might perhaps be blow‘
It is—my gentle ‘public, lend thine ear!
*Tis,#that what Junius we ure wont to call,
Was reqlly, truly, nobody at all.

LXXXI.

1 don't sce whérefore letters showld nog be
Written without hands, since we daily view
"Them w ritten without hends ; and books we rec
e Are ﬁll‘d as well withnut the latter too:
And really*till we fix on somebody
For certain®sure to claim«hem as his due,
Their anthor, like the Niger’s thouth, will bother
The worl'd‘ to <ay if z:ln re be mouth or author.

. LXXXIL

"« And who aud what art thou?” the Archangel said.
% For that, you may consult my title~page,”
Replicd this mighty Shadew of a Shade :
“If I have ke¢pt my secret half an age,
«  scarce shall tell it now.”—* Cankt thou upbraid,”
Consinyed Michael, ¢ George Rex,far allege * |
“ Aught furthep *” huﬁua answer’d,"s* You had better
« First aals him for his ancw ar gopmy-letter
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LXXXIM..

“* My charges upon record will outlast
¢ "The bras of both his epitaph and tomb.”

' 4 Repent’st thou not,” said Michael, ¥ of some pust
“ [xagacratyon ? something which may doem

“"Thyself, 1f faz', as bim'if true ? Thou wast ’
“ Toorbitter—is it not e6? in thy gloot

“ Of passion?” ¢ Passion!” cried the Phantow dim,
* 1 lpved wy country, and T hated hin,

LXXXIV.

« What T have writtey, I hdve written: let
** ‘The rest be on his head ot minc!” So gpoke
Old * Nonuvis Umbra;” and while speaking yet,
Away he melted in eelestia)l smoke,
Then Sathan saud to Michael, “ Don’t forget .

* To call George Washingtonsand John Hofne Tooke,

“ And Franklin:"—Dbut at thid time there was heard
A cry for room, thourh not a phantom stirr'd,

LXXXv?

At length with jostling, elbowing,’and the aid

Of cherubim appeintcd to that post, °
The devil Asmodens to the ciscle inade

His wily, and look'd a- if his journey cont .
Some tréuble: Whep his burden dows he laid, ¢

1at’s this?” cried Michpely ¢ why, “tis not a ghost ?’

“1 hnow it,” quoth the incuusy * but he ‘
* Shall be one, if you-leaye the pffair to me, «

31
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. LXXXVL

% Confound the Renegado! 1 have sprain’d

¢« My left wing, he’s so heavy; one would thiuk
« Some of his works'alout his neck were chain’d.

** But to the point: while hovering o’cr the briuk
« Of Skiddaw (where as usual it still rain’d&;

“ I'saw a tapef, far below me, wink,
« And stooping, cuught this fellow at a libel—
« No |ess on History than the Holy Bible.

Co
(4
c

LXXXVII.

«Phe former is the devils scripture,-and

¢ "The latier yours, good Michael ; so the affair
¢ Belongs to all of us, you understand.
¢ *¢1 spatch’d him up just as you see him there,
« And hrbught bim off for sentence out of hand:

¢ Ive sc:h‘cel}' been terpminutes in the air—
¢ At least a quarter it can harllly be:
1 dare Say that his wife is still at tea,”

(8

LXXXVIIL

Here Sathan said, I know this man of old,.
« And have cxpected him for some time here ;
¢ A sillicr fellow you wil] scarce behold,
“ Or miore concejted in his petty sphere:
* « Bui surely it wis not worth while o, fold
 Such trash below your witig, Asmodeus dear! .
“ We'bad the poor wretch safe (without being bored
% With cu‘rmge) eoming of his own accord,

r v
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LXXXIXA. .

** But since he’s here, let's see what he has done,” °’
¢ Done!” cried Asmodeus, “ he anticipates '
“ The very busincss you are now updfi,,
« And scribljes as if head clerk to the Fates.
“*Who knows %o what hi$ ribaldry may run, .
“ When such an ass as this, like Balauth's, prates ?'
“ Let’s hear,” quoth Michael, ¢ what he h‘ni to say;
* You hnow we're bound to that In every way.”

L 4

XC.

Now lhc-.Bard, glad g get dn audience, which

By no means often was lu-i case below,
Began go cough, and hawk, and hem, and pitch

11is voice into that awful note of woe
T'o all ushappy hearers within reach

Of poets when the tide of rhyme’s in flow;
But stuck fast with his first Bexameter,
Not one of all whose gouty fect would stir.

. . .
xcl. *

But cre the spavin’d dactyls could be spurr’d

Into recitative, in great dismay ,
Both chc.mlnm and seraphim swere heard

To murmur loudly through theu‘ long array PN
And Michael rose cge he could geta word !

Of al}, his founder’d verses under way,
And cried, “ For God’s sake,stop, my friend! ’twere
e Non D)i, non homines—" you know the rest.”,

38
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. .XMI

- % gerferal bustlc spread throughout the throng,
« Which seem’d to hold all verse in detestation ;
The angels had of ceulse noyigh of song
When upon serviog; apd the generation »
Of ghosts had heard too much in life, not lohg
Before, to profit by u new occasion ;
The,Monarch, mute till then, exclaim’d, © What! what!
¢ Pye come again? Nounore—no morc of that!”

-

Ll L
L4

XTHL

The tumult grew, an universal ¢ough .-
Convalsed the shies, as during a debate,
When Castlercagh has been up long enough,
, ¢ [Belore be was first ministcr of state,
I mean—the slaves hear now;) some cried * off, off,” -
As at a farte; till growiequite desperate,
The Bard Saint Peter pray’d td interpose
_ (Himself an author) only for hi~ prose.

©
‘XCIV.

* The varlet was,not an ill-favour'd knave;

A good deal tike a vulure in the face,

With a hook nose pnd & hawk's eye, which gave
A smarg and sharper looking sort of grace

To his‘whole aspect, which, though rather grave,
Was by no means so ugly as his case;

But that indeeg was hopeless ag can be,

Quite a poetic felony * de se.”

< 3
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XCv: ..

Then Michael blew his trump, and still’d the hoise )
With one still greater; as is yet the mode A

On earth besides ; except. some’=gmﬁbling voice, o
Which now gqand then will make a slight inroad

Upon decorou?:ileuce, few will twice ’
Lift wp their lungs when fairly overcrdWwid ;

And now the Bard could pleadshis own bad cause, .

With gl the attitudes of self-applause.

XCVL

He eaid:-(l only giwe the Beads)—be said,
He mecant no harw in scrlhhlmg* ‘twas hls way
Upon all topics; "twas, bemdes, his bread,
Of which he butter’d both sides; ’twould delay
Too long the assembly (he was pleased to dl‘(.«ﬂd) ’
And take up rather more time thun a day,
To name his works-=he wolld but cite a few-—-
Wat Tyler—Rhymes on Blenheim— Waterloo,

\J
XCVIL:

He had written pl.ﬁ&ﬁb of a regicide ;

He had written praises of all kings wlmtever,
He had N ritten for republics.far and wide,

And thc n against them bltteler than ever,
For panmocracy he once had. cried .
Aloud, @ scheme less moral than ’twas (.lever,
Then grew a hearty mtgmqu— -
Had turn’d his wat——and would have turn d lm. skin, -
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+ XCVIIL

““He had sung against all battles, aud again
« In their high prmse and glory; he had call’'d

Reviewing* ¥ the nngem.le eraft,” and then

« Become as base a critic as cre cmwl’d—-— P
Fed, pdid, and pawper ’d by the very men y

By whom his musc and morals had been maul'd.

Hehad written much blank verse, aud blanker pro-e¢,
And nypre of both than any body knows.

e {

<
4

XCIX.

H:; had written Wesley’s life :-—herce, furning round
To Sathan, * Sir, I'm ready to write yours,
¢ In two octavo volumes, nicely bound,
« % With notes and preface, all that most allures
* The pidus purchaser ; and therc’s no ground
“ For feat, for I can chovse my own reviewers:
 So let me have the proper dbcuments,
¢  That I may add you to my other saints.”
. t

-~
1

« C'

Sathan bow’d, and was silent. ¢ Well, if you,

*“ With gmiable modesty, decline
“ My offcr, what says Michacl? There are few

“ Whaee menoirg, could be render’d more divine.
“ Mine is a pen of all work ; not so new

“ Ad it was once, but I would make you shine
% Like your oyn trumpet; byhe way, my own
¢ Has more of brass in it, and is as well blown.

* 8eg « Lafe of H. harke White.”
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t. -

“ But talking about trumpets, here’s my Vmon'

¢ Now you shall Judge,am peoplgs yes, you shall
¢ Judge with my judgment! and by nly decision
. “ Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall!
“1 scttle all these tlnngs by mtuihou, .

“ Times present, past, to come, hca\fen, hell, and &,
“ Like King Alfonso1* When I thus see double -
I save the Deity some worlds of trouble.”

- CIL
Ile ceased, and drew forth an M S.; and no
Persuasion on the part t‘of devds, or saints,
Or au-rc I, now could stop the torrent ; so
He read the first three lines of the contents;
But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show
Had vanish’d, with variety of s¢ents,
Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang,
Like lightning, off from his ¢ melodious twang.”+ -

e .
Y .

CIlIL.

‘

Those grand heroics acted as a spell: »
The angels stopp’d their ears and plied their pinious ;
A " N "

* King Alfonso, spenkjng of the Ptolomean uystem, said, that ¥ had he
been consulted at the creation of the world, hewould have spsn'ed the Maker
some ubsurdities.”

+ 1 See Aubrey’s account of the appanuon which dxf\ppeamd w with a
curious perfume and a melodim twang ;” ! or see the Anu?'uhy, Vol. 1.
: . .
. p
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TheAevils ran howling, doafen’d, down to hell
The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own dominions—
“Tor ’tis not yet decided where they dwell,
« AndT leave every man to his opinions )
Michuel taok refuge in’his trump—but lo!
.His teeth were set on edge, he could not blov!

v

CIv.

0

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known
¢ TFor an‘lppetuous saint, upraised his keys,
And at the fifth line knock’d the Poet down
Who fell like Phacton, but more at easc,
Into his lake, for there he did not drown,
A different web being by the Destinies
Waven for the Laureate’s final wreath, whene’cr
. Reform shall happen either here or there.

-

¢ L)

CV.

.He first spnk to thg bottom—like his works,
But soon rose to the surfacc—like himsclf';
For all corrupted things ai e buoy’d, like corks¥®,
By their own rottenness, light as an elf]
* Or wisp that flits o’er a morass: he lurks,
It may be, still, like dall books on a shclf,
In his own den, to scrawl some ‘ Life” or ¢ Vision,”
As Wellbern sayse—<¢ the devil turn’d precisian.”

* A drowned body lies at the body till fotten ; it then floats, as most people
know. *
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-CVI.. .
As for the rest, to, _come | fao the conclusion
Of this true dream;’ tl{e telescOpe is gone
Which kept my optics free from dfi deluswn, ‘
And show’d me what I in-my turn have shown:'
" All I'saw farther in thé last confusion,
Wes, that ng George shpp’d into heaven for one;
And when the tumult dwindled to 4 calm,
I lefy him practising the hundredth psalm.

-






LETTER TO THE EDITOR OF- . MY
GRANDMOTHER’S REVIEW.#"

TO THE EDITOR OF THE BRITISH REYIEW. |

MY DEAR ROBERTS,

As a believerdn the Church of England-—-to say
nothing of the State—I have been an occasional reader, and
great, admirer of, though not a subscriber to, your Review,
which is rather expensive. But I do not know that any part
of its contents ever gave me much ‘surprise till ghe eleventh
article of your twenty-seventh'number made jts appearance.
You have there most vxgorously refuted & ca.lummoua aceu-
sation of bribery and corruption, the credence of which in
the public mind mlght not orly have damaged your,reputatiqn
as a barrister and an cditor, but, what would have been still
worse, have injured the circulation of your.jdurnal; which,
1 regret to hear, is not so exte.nsive as the “ purity (as you
well observa) of its,” &ec. &c. and the present taste for prd-
priety, would induce us to expect The charge 1tself is of a
solemy nature, and, although ip verse, is coucheﬁ in‘terms ‘
of such circumstantial gravity, as tg induce q,behef little -

: short of‘ that generally accorded to the thlrty-auné amcles,
to which you so frankly subscribed on takl »your degnees
It is a charge the most revoltlng to the heir}: of mart, from its
freguent occurrence ; to the mind of 2 lawyer, from its occa-



42 J.‘.E'rrm"fb THE EDITOR OF
snonal,iruth ’gﬂnd to *!,he soul of an edltm, from its moral
lmPOSSlblhty. You gre chargqé then in the last line of one
octave stanza, an;l tkgrmbole elsht lme o?' the next, viz.
209th a.nd 210th of the ﬁrst canto afﬂnt’“ Pestllent poem,”
Don Juag, wx;;h r&cewm?, and still more foolishly acknow-
ledging the réceipt of, Certain monies, to eulognze the un-
known author, who b.y this account imust be known to you, if *
to nobody else. An ﬁnpeachment of this nature, so seriously
- made, there is but one way of refuting ; and it is my firm
percuagion, that whefher you did, or did not (and I believe
that you 61,1 not) recelve the 8&1(1 momes, of which I wish
‘that he had sPecxﬁedgthe sum, you are quite right in denyin;;
all knowledge of the transactlon If charges of this nefa-
rious<description are to go forth, osanctioned by all the so-
lempity of ‘circumstance, and guamteetf‘by the veracity of
verse (ag Cénnsellor Phillips would say) what is to become
of re;aders hitherto implicitly confident in the not less vera-
mous prose,of our critical Joumals" what i is to become of
the reviews ? Qnd lf the | rev1ews fail, what i8 to become of
the edxt.ors" It is common causg, and you have done well
to sound the alarm I ‘myself, in my humble sphere, will be
aae of yovnechoes. in the words of the tragedian Liston,
“ I love a Tow,” imd you seem justly determined to make
one.
. It is barely possible, t;,ertainly 1mprobable, that the writer
might have ‘been i in jest; But this only aggravates his crime.
A Joke, Ahe proverb snysg * breaks no bones ;” but it may
break a bookseller, or it may be the cause of bones  being
' broken Tbe ‘]w is bqt a bad one pt the best for the author,
u@d mig QQ&V’@})&,@ a still worse one for you, if your copioys
contradictiony dx;.l npt. certify to all whom it may concern your
.owp indignant n%nownge, and tl;,e imipaculate purlty of the
Bntxsh Revxevg. I donot doubt your word my’ dear Roberts,
Q .
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yet I cannot help wishing thal in a case of such vital im-
portance, it had assumed’ the nlore substant:al shape f an
,affidavit sworn before the Lord Mayor.

I am sure, my dear Roberts, that you wilt take these ob-
servations of mine in gQ(sd phrt; they are written il a #pirt
of friendship not less Prire than’ your awh editorial mtegnty
J have always admu-et; you; and not knowing a.ny shapa
which frnends]up and aflmiration cah assume more agreeable
and useful than that of good advice, 1 Whall continue my
lucubrations, mixed with hefe and there a monitory hint as
to what I concelve to be the line you should pursug, in cise
you should ever again be assailed with bribes, or-accused of.
takmg them. By the way, you don’t Ray much about the
poem, gxcept that it is ““flagitious.” This s aplty——you should
have cut it up ; begause, to say the truth, in Hot doing so,
you somewhat assist any notjons. which the shalignant might
cntertain on the score of the anonymous asseveratmn whlch
has made you so angry. t e

You say, no bookseller « was wxlhng to take t!pon hlmself’
“ the publication, though most of them’ dxsgraoe themselves
“ by selling it.” Now, my dear friend, though we all know
that those fellows will do any thing for money, methinks the
disgrace, is more with the purchasers ; hnd some dith, doube-
less, there arc, for there can be po very é‘x*tens.lve selling (as
you will perceive by that of the British Review) without
buying. You then add, # what cah the critic' say?” 1 am
sure I don’t'know; at preuen.t he says very little, and: that
not much to the purpose. Then comes, “ for praise, as far.
“ s régards the poetry, many paua.ges» might be éxhibited;
“ for condemnation, as far’as regafds the mbraljty, alf”
' Sow, my dear goodRobertn, Heel for you and for your repu-
tation’ my heart blwds for boﬂl and %’db -ask you, ‘whether
or not ‘such language doe nof boﬁa,jmhveiy ‘uhder, the
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description of thn ;mﬁ‘ collugwe,!’ for whzch see Sheridan’s
farce/'of * The Cntw” (by t‘ﬁe way, a little more facetious
than your own fwe under the same title) towards the close
of scene aecond, a6t the firsh' g ¢ Y

'~ The poem isyit seemg,. sp1d s the wo’fk of Lord Byron;
but yon i'e%} yoursel “at to suppose it not Lord B.’s
RN compcmhon Why did y@m ever suppose that it was? I
‘approve of your mﬂgmmon-—-l applaud it—I feel as angry as
you. can; but perhaps your virtuous wrath carries you a lit-
tle to6 far, when you say that ¢ no misdemecanour, not even
« fhat. «of sending into the world obscene and blasphemous
o poetry, the product of studious lewdness and laboured im-
“ piety, appears to ‘you in so detestable a light as.the ac-
“ ceptance of a present by the editor of a review, as the
“ conditiop of praising an author” Thedevil it docsn’t !—
Think a little. This is being cmtmal overmuch. In pomt of
Gentile benevolence or Christian chanty, it were surely less
cqmmﬂ to pmme for i bnbe, ﬂmn to abuse a fellow cre'lturt,

......

nqcencg of blasphgny and -obscemty, confronted Wlth an
edltor’ K& a.cceptalme of a presetit,” I shall merely observe,
. that as an edltor you'sdy very well, but as a Christian barris-
fer, 1. wonﬂ& not recothmend you to tmnsplant this sentence
inta’ wbrief. < * -

' And yét you say. “ the miserable man (for miserable he is,-
“ as having 4 wul of wluch Jle cannot get nd”)-—-But here I
egw We have heard of people of «“ little soul ” or of
“ n oul at all ” bu§ never #ill now of  the misery of having

"« g goul ofﬁh‘ich W cannot get Tids” A misery under which

- you,are posslhly ng: gteat sufferer, havt;lg ‘ot rid upparently

of same;gg the in partiof younowu when you penned
thig pretiy pieghof sidduence. & £
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But to continue. You'call ‘won Lord Byron, always sup-
posmo‘ him not the author, £6 dischaim  with all gentlemanly
“ haste,” &e. &c. T am“told thu%"ﬂord ‘B. is 'in a foreign
country, some thousand miles off it. may be; #o that it will be
difficult for him to husrysto your ’w‘ﬂms, ‘In the méan time,
perhaps you youm&lf M get an exampié of rlote haite than

.gentility; but  thelmare ‘haste the worse speed™, v 7

Let jus now look af ‘the charge 1tsetf my dear Roberts ’
which appears to m% to bh in i degree not qunte expli-
citly worded : RN

" a I bnbed my .mzmlmothero }Revww, the Bntlsh w'

"1 recollect hearmg, soon after the pubhcatmn, this subject
discusged at ‘the tea-table of Mr.S, the pbet who' exprgssed
himself, I rememloer, & good deal” surpnsed that you had
never reviewed his epic poem, por any 6f. his ik tmgcdxes
of which, in one instance, the bad’ taste of the pit, imd i all
the rest, the barharous repugnance of the pnnmpal actors,,
prevented the performance, Mrs. and the’ Mlsses S. being
in a corner of the room pén.lsihg the pr&”of dheets of some
new poems on Italy (I WIShg by the by, Mrs. S. would make
the tea a little stronger) the ‘male part of the corwcrsa,.wne
were at liberty to make & few obsetvations on the poem and
passage in question, and’ thare.was a différengo of olnmon
Some thought the allusxon was to the *“British Critic;”
others, that by the exp’resslon, “my%rmd‘ihothm s Review,?
it was mtnmated tha “ my grandmbﬂ!ér” as not the reader
of the review, but actually the Wnter, tlgéreby insinuating,
my dedr Roberts, ﬁat you 'weéte'sn old Wiian | “Bechise, as
people often say,. Jeﬁrey's Review,™ « Qdfon{ s Review,”

*.u lieu of Edinburgh ‘and QuMeﬂy“ %3 iy ‘Gitndmother’s
« Review” ancf Roberts’s mlgﬁmxe«dsb‘%mmmouq. Now,
+ whatever colgur thxs msipun&néﬁ" “might: eﬂve”froiﬂ the, ol
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cuthstance of yoﬁr wearing J gown, as well as from your
time &f life, your general ﬁtyle, ahd various passages of your
A’Wntmgs,—-l will tq:be upon: mytelf to exculpate you from all
suspicion of the kind, and%ﬁrt, without calling Mrs. Ro-
berts in testimony; "tha.tﬁ.g”hver you should be chosen Pope,
youswill. pas throigh all the previous céremonies with as
fnuch cregit as any pontiff sincg ¢he parturition of Joan. It
is very unfair to judgd ¢ of ~sex.from writings, particularly
from those of the British Review. We are all liable to be

: decewed and it is.an mdlsputable fact, that many of the best
articles in your journal, which were attributed to a veteran
“female, wele actually written by you yourself; and yct to this
duy there are people who could never find qut the difference.
But Jet us réturn to the more mlmedmte question, .

I agree with you that it is lmpossl,ble«l‘ord Byron should
be the author, not only because, as a British peer, and a
_British poet, it would be impracticable for him to have re-
puu:tse to such facetious fictign, but for some other reasons
which you have omitted to state, In the first place, his lord-
ship has no. gtandmother. Now the puthor—and we may
believe him in‘this—doth expressly state that the  British”
is his Gniidmother’s Review;” and if, as I think I have
dlstmctly proved this was not a meze figurative allusion to
your supposed iritellectual 883 and sex, my dear friend, it
follows, whether you bg she ‘or no, that there is such an
elderly lady mll extant.  &nd I can the more readlly credit
this, having a sex‘ngemry aun,t of my. own, who perused you,
constantly, il unfortunately falling asleep over the leading.
article of ' your Tast humber, her ﬂ,ppac;qdes fell off ahd were
Broken qykst thn fgnder after a faithful service of*fifteen
years, and'she fhawm» been able to.fit her eyes since; fu
that 1. huml;aen forded, tag | you ajapd to-hers,and this is
indact the wqyzg:quh@ l.becamie agquainted with the sub-
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ject of my present letter, and‘ thus determmed to becoxha
your public correspondent. * "‘ SR

+ In the next place; Pord Bs deg.tmy 'seems in some sort
like that of Herculés of 0ld, who became the:author of all-
unappropriated prédxéiﬂf Lord B.z'hm ‘been supposed the
author of the « Vamplfé;.” of a " Pﬂgﬁmage ta Jerusalem,”
¢ To the Dead Séi,” 66 Death upon the Pale Hprse,” of®
odes to,“ La Valette,” to * Saint Helesin™ to the * Land of :
the Gaul ” and to a sucking child. Now he turned out t¢ have
written none of these things. - Beeudes, you say, he Enows
in wha't a spirit of, &e¢. you criticiée—Are you sure Ire knows
al] this? that he has read you like my - poots dlar aunt? *
They tcll me he is a queer sort of 2 man; and I would not
be too gure, if I"were yog, gither of what he has read or
of what he has wetten. I.thought his. style had been the
serious and terrible. * Ag to his sending you money, this is
the first time that ever 1 heard of his paying his reviewers in
that coin; 1 thought it was rather in their oum, to judge ,
from some of his earlier product!ons - Besides, thongh he
may not be profuse in his expéndlture, I shotild uon.)ectme
that his reviewer’s bill is ‘not 8o long as his tailor’s.

Shall I give you what I think a prudent opinion? Idon’t
mean to insinuate, God forbid !'but if; by any accident, there’
should have been such d correspondence between you and
the unknown author, whoever he may be. send him back his. -
moncy : I dure say he will be very glmdw bave it again : it
can’t be much, considering the value bf the-article and the.
circulatjon of the journitl; ang you avetoomodest to rate your
praise beyond its read worth. ~Dor't be mxgry,-—-f know you
won’t,—at this appramement of yout powers of eulogy, foron
“he other hand, mry dearfriend, depend upont it your- abuse is
worth, not its own weight, d-ghat s'n féwther,- but ymwmght
‘in gold. So don’t spare its-if he has bargam«l for. that,
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give, it handsomely, and t{lpend upon your doing him a
frxe:ully office. .

But I only speak in case of posmbxlxty; for, as I said be«
fore, 1 cannot believe in the first instance, that you would
reccive a bribe to pmse'my persen whatever; and «till less
can I believe that your praise could ever produce such an
‘offer, You are a good creature, my dear Roberts, and «
clevet fellow; else beould almost suspecs that yon had fallen
into the very trep set for you in verse by tlus anonymous
wag, who will certainly be but too happy to sce you saving
him the' trouble of meking you ridiculous. The fact 1,
® that the solcmnlty of your eleventh article does make you
look a little more absurd than you ever yet looked, in all
probability, and at the same 1ime does no good; fo if any
body believed before in the octave stanfiis, they will belicve
still, and you will find it not less difficult to prove yow nc-
getive, than the learned Partridge found it to demohstrate

. bs ‘not being dead, to the satisfaction of the readers of
almanacs.

What the motives of this #riter may have becn for (as you

magnificently translate his quizzing you) * stating, with the
¢ particulgrity which bel(mgs to fact, the forgery of a ground-
C less fiction,” (do pray, my dear R., talk a little less i
« King Cambyses' vein™ ¥ caanot pretend to say; pcrlnps
to laugh at you, but that is no reason for your benevolently
making all the world laugh® also. I apprave of your bemng
angry; 1 tell you I aihy apgry t00; but you should not have
shown it so ouh'ageously , Your solemn “ if somebody per-
“ somtmg t;\e Edltor of the,” &c. &, “ bas received from
« Lord 9B, or from any other person, o remmds me of Ch.uley
Incledon’s ususl exordium when people came into the tavcrn
to hear-hlm Gm(; without pa.ymg their share of the reckonmg

—Ifa maun, or ony maun, or ony other maun,” &c. &c.;
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you have both the same redu\da.nt eloquence But why
should you think any body would personate you? Nobody
would dream of such a prank who ever read your composi-
tions, and perhaps not many who have heard your conversa-,
tion. But I have been inoculated with a little of your pro-
lixity., The fact is, my dear Roberts, that somebody has
tried to make a fool of you, and what he did not succeed i in’
doing, you have done for him and for yourself.

With regard to the poem itself, or the author, whom I
cannot find out (ean you?) I have nothing to say; my bugj-
ness i3 with you. I am sure that you will, upg'll' second
thgughts, he really obliged: to.me for the intention of this
letter, however far short my expressions may have fallen of
the sincure good will, admirgtion, and thorough cstecm, yith
which I am ever, my dear Roberts, *

Most truly yours,
WORTLEY CLUTrERBU‘bK

Sept. —, —.
Lutle Pidlington.

P.S. My letter is too long to revise, and the podt is going. *
I forget whether or not I'asked d you the meaning of your lust
woxds “ the forgery of a groundless fiction.” Now, as all
forgery is fiction, and all fiction a kind of forgery, is not this _
tautological? The sentence would have ended more strongly
with “ forgery;” only it hath an awful Bank of England
sound, and would have endéd like an indictment, besides
sparing ,you several words, and conferring some meaning
yrou the remainder. But this is mere verbal criticism.
Good bye——once more yours truly, y

W.C..
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P 8.2nd.~Is it true thatfthe Saints make up the losses of
the teview It is very handsome n them to be at so great an
expence—Pray pardon my taking up so muoch of your time
,from the bar, and from your clients, who I hear are about the
same number with the seaders of your journal. 1'wice more

yours,
W. C.



THE FLORENTINE L'OVERS.*

At the time when Florence was divided into the tw& fierce
parties of Guelfs and Ghibelines, there was great shostility
Detween two families of the name of Bardi apd?Buondel- *
monti. Tt was seldom that love took place between indivi-
duals of houses so divided; but, when it did, it was propor-
tionately vehementgeither because the individuals themselves
were vehement in all their passions, or because love, falling
upon two gentle hearts, made them the more pity and Jove

one another, to find themselves in so unnatural a situatfon. .

Of this latter kind was an affection that took place be-
tween a young lady of the family of the Bardi, talled Dianora
d’Amerigo, and a youth of the other family, whose name was
Ippolito. The girl was about fifteen, and in the full ﬁower
of her beauty and sweedness. Ippohto was about tﬁree years
older, and looked two or three more, on accom;t of a certain
gravity and deep regard in the upper part of his face. You
might know by his lips that he eoyld love well, and by his
eyes that he ‘could keep the secret. There was a likeness,
as sometimes happens, betwgen t.he two lovers and perhaps
this was no mean help to their pasmon f8r a8 we find- ‘painters
often glvmg their own Taces to t.helr hemes, 5o the more ex-

* The' groundwork of this story is in 4 fate Yialion pubhwtmn.caned the

. Florentine Observer, descriptive of the old bmldmy and othercm:umstances
of loeal interest in the capital of Tuacany
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cusable vanity of lovers del#rhis to find that resemblance in’
one another, which Plato said was only the divorced half of
the original human bemg rushmg into communion with the
other.
Be this as it may {ahd lovers in  those times were not
Jdgnorant of such sptculations) it needed but one sight of
Dianora "d’Amerigo to make Ippolito fall violently in love
with her. It was in‘chirch on a great holiday. In the South
the ckurch has ever been the place where people fall in love.
It'is theyre that the young of both sexes oftenest find them-
» selves inveach other’s company. There the voluptuous that
cannot fix their thoaghts uposi heaven find congenial objec.s,
more carthly, to win their attention; and there, the most
inndeent and devotional spirits, voluptuous also without be-
ing aware of it, and not knowing how to vent the grateful
pleasure of their hearts, discover their tendency to reposc on
bgmrre. that can shew themselves visibly sensible to their joy.
" The paintings, the perfumes, the music, the kind crucifix,
the mixture of aspiration and earthly ceremony, the draperies,
the white vestments of young aad old, the boys’ voices, the
giant candles, typical of the seraphic ministrants about
God’s altal, the meeting of all ages and classes, the echoings
of the msleq, theollghts and shades of th(. pillars and vaulted
roofs, the very struggle of day—hght at the lofty windows, as
if earth were at once presgnt and not present,—aull have a
tendency to confuse the boundaries of this world and the
next, and to' set the hedrt floating in that delicious mix-
ture of elevation andl l‘mﬂlht}? which is ready to sympa-
thize wlth swhatever can Ppreserve to it something like its
sensations, and save it from thg hardness and definite folly
of ordipary life. It was in a church that Boccaccio, not
merely the voluptuous Boccaceid, who is but half-known by
_ the half-witt&d, but Boécaccio, the future painter of the Fa'con
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and the Pot of Basil, first gwh the beautiful face of Jis
Fnammetta In a churoh, Patparch fq& the sweet shadpy fall
on him that darkened his life for gy 'yeats after. , And
the fond gratitude of the Jocal histarian “for & tele of true
love, has left it onl‘waiﬂ- that, it was ip she ehmcﬁ'qf 8t
Chovanni at Florench, snd,on the treat (i;xpf Pardon, which
falls on the 13th of Jan that Fpgolito d¢’ Buondelmonte
hecame enamoured of Dmmq, d’Ainmgﬂ' [How delicious
1t is to repeat these jful Iﬁm«m when they are
not merely names. We ng}m pim?st unconsciously
writing them 1n ¢ betfer hand than the rest; not m’rely for
thessake of the printer, but for the pleasure of hngering upon

the sound.] B
When the people were abbug.mo leave church, Ippohto, in
twmning to speak to an a0q , lost.aight of his unknown

beauty. He made haste & p t himadlf ut the door, telling
s companion that he should likg to see the ladies cofhe
out; for he had not the courage to asy which ladg © Wher
he saw Dianora appear, he chdnged colour, and gaw pothing
(se.  Yet though he beheld,s and Mqld het dxshnctly, 80
as to cany away every fi \m;}xn hegst, it seemed to him
afterwards that he had sesn pﬂyﬂ u@,ﬁ dream. Shie glided .

by him like a thing of % ¥ Ww veil over her
head. As he had not had; MQ tpeak’ of her, he

had still less the courags z%.u thammed
the trouble. ¥ God S phﬂ bl hﬁxlfme!" ;
cried o beggar at'the puble of m

“ one else.”—n" Chtirne m 50’ " -
ance; “ she is one of i ﬂw.l'm eaﬂl
Qoth these qxclamah:l?:; % m%&dﬂible ﬁ\m
sion. Being a lomﬂnf wiﬂ:

the most laberal of ﬁ&&o m mﬁg
(afteswards so famom)s Chrelcopth,” Sppohto,
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though a warm partisan b[mgﬁlf and implicated in a fierce
encounter that had lately taken place between some persons
on horseback, had been saved from the worst feelings at-
tendant on political hostility; and they now appeared to him
odious. He had nohought, it is true, of. forgmng one of
the old Bardi, who hed cut his father downt' from his horse; ;
but he would now have sentenced ithe whole party to a milder
banigshment than Lefore; and to curse a female belonging to
it, and that female Dianora \he differed with -the. stupid
fellow that had done it whenever they met afterwards.

It wag o heavy reflection to Ippolito to think that he could
not see his mistregs in her own house. She had a father.and
mother living as well as himself, and was surrounded with
relations. It was a heavier still that he knew not how to
make her sensible of his passion ; and tfie heaviest of all, thut
being so lovely, she Would ceMainly be carried off by another
husband. What was heto do? He-had no excuse for writing
10 her, apd as to serenading her under her window, unless he
meant to call all the nelghbours to witness his temerity and
lose his life at once in that bgawling age, it was not to be
thought of. He was obliged to content himself with watch-
ing, a8 well as hy cpuld, the windows of her abode, following
her about whenever he saw her leave it, and with pardonable
vanity tryitg to catch her attention by some little action that
sho dgme her 2 good thought of the stranger; such as an-
' ticipiing . hel; in gwmg alms to a beggar. -We must even
regord, that on one occasion he contrived to stumble against
-a dog and tneud ‘on his togs, m order that he might ostenta-
tiously help the pooy beast out ‘of the way. DBut his day of
delight was church-day Not a fast, not a feast_did he miss;
nota Supda,y, nora saints’day. “The devotion of that young
“ gentleman, ”[pwl af old w:dewﬂiady, her aunt, who was in
the hahit of accompanlmg Dienors, “ is indeed: edifying;
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« and yet he is a mighty prett& yonth and maght waste his'
“ time .in sins and vanities with thE g&ym of them.” "And
*the old mdow lady mghed daubtless ot of 2 tender- pnty for
the gay Her recommendation of Ippolito to. her" niece’s
notice would have been little applauded by her family; bllt.
to say the truth, she was not responsnbl& His mancetvres
and constant presence had already gained Dianora’s’ atten-'
tion; and, with all the unaffected inatinet of .an. Italian, she
was not Jong in suapectmg who it was that attracted his
devotions, and in wishing verybesrtily that they might cgn-
tinue.”. She longed to learn who hewas, but felt the same
waut of courage as he himself had expegiencede * Did you ’
“ ohserve,” said the aunt, one day after leaving church,
“ how she poor boy blushed, because he did but-catch my"
“cye? Truly, such modesty is very rare.” . * Dear aunt,”
xep]i(,d Dianora, with o mixtife of real and effected archness,
of pleasure and of gratitude, * I thought you never wighed
““ me to notice the faces of young men.” “ Not of young méh, .
“ niece,” returned the aunt, gmvely, “ not of persons of
“ twenty-eight, or tlmty Qr 50, nor mdeed of youths in
“ general, however young; but then: this youth is. very dif-
“ f«unt and the most innocent of ug ‘may look, once in g,
‘ way or 80, at so very'modest and respectful a young gen-
““ tleman. 1 suy respectful, because when I gave him a slight
“ curtesy of acknowledgment or 80, fo: ma.k:mg way for me
“in the aisle, he bowed to me wngh %0 solemn and thankful
““an air a8 if the favvur had come frbm me, which was ex-
“ tremely polite; and if he is very handsome. poar boy, how
“can he help that? Sainta hgve he@n handsogee in their
« days aye, and woung, or theﬁ' pwmres are not at%ell hke,
* which is 1mpossable, and I om sure St Dominic Bimself,
“ in the wax-work, God forgwe mi¢! hardly Iqoki s swédterand
"« hymbler at the Madosua snd Child; thin he did ot me dnd
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u yoﬂ, a4 we went by ¢ Diar aunt.” rejoined Dianora, “ I
* did not mean to reproach yon, I'm sure; but, sweet aunt,
* we donot knowhim, youknow; and you know~—" “ Know,”

cried the old lady, “ I'm sure I know him as well ‘as if he
“ were my own aunt’s gon, which might not be impossible,
¢ though she is a little younger than myself; and if he weie
“ my own, I should not be ashamed,” ¢ And who then,”
inquired Dianora, acarcely articulating her words, “ who
“ then is he?” “ Who?” said the aunt; “ why the most
“ pdifying young gentlemen in all Florence, that’s who

_“he is;,and it does mot signify what he is elee, mani-

“ festly beirfy o gentleman as he is, and one of the noblest,
I warrant; and I wish you may have no worse husband,
‘ child, when you come to macry, though there‘is time
¢ enough to think of that. Young ladies, now-a-days, are
“ always for knowing who every body is, who he is, and
4 w'h'tt he is, and whether he is this person or that person,
“ and is of the Grand Prior'’s side, or the Archbishop’s side,
* and what ngt; and all this before they will allow him to be
* even handsome, which, I am sure, was not 80 inmy youngest
“ days. It is all right and proper, if matrimony is concerned,

. * or they ere in danger of marrying below their condition, or

“ 3 profane perspn, or one that’s hidéous, or a heietic; but
* to admire #n evident young #aint, and one that never msses
* church, Sunday or eaints-day, or any day for aught that [
* sce, is o thing that, if any thing, shews we may hope for
* the company of young saints hereafter; and if so very cdi-
“ fyihg a young gentlemanis also respectful to the ladies,
“ was notethe bléssed St. Frameis himself of his opinion
“in that matter? And did mot the ¥eraphical St. Teresa
“ admire him the more for it? And d4des not St. Paul, in his
¥ very épistles, send his best respects to the ladies Trypheena
* and Tryphosa? And wes there ever woman in the New
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« Tcstamen\: (with reverence He it spoken, if we may say
“ women of such Dlessed femalee) was there ever woman, I
* say, in the New Testament, not evep.excepting Madonna
“ Magdalen who had been possessed with seven devils (which
“ is not so many by half as some ladies I could mention) nor
“ Madonna, the ‘othet ‘poor lady, whem the unforgiving
* hypocrites wanted to%tone” (and here.the goodsold lady®
wept, eut of a mixture of devotion amd gratitude) “ was
““ there one of all these women, or any other, whom our
« Ble.ssed Lord himsel{” (and here the tears came into the
gentle eyes of Dianora)  did not treat with all tl'ﬁat sweet= ‘
“mess, and kindness, and tenderness, ,and bwotherly love,
“ which like all his other actions, and as the seraphical Fa-
“ ther Antonio said the other day in the pulpit, proved him
* to be not only from heaven, but the truest of all nobles on
* earth, and a natural gentlethan bomn}”

We 'know not how many more reasons the good old Jady
would have given, why all the feelings of poos Dianord’s -
heart, not excepting her very religion, which was truly one
of them, should induce her to encourage her affection for
Ippolito. By the end of this semtence they had arrived at
their home, and the poor youth retumned to his. We say,
* poor” of both the lovérs, for by this time they had both
become sufficiently enamoured to render thefr cheeks the
paler for discovering their respective families, which Dmnom
had now done as well as Ippohto

A circumstance on the Sunday»following had pearly dis-
covered them, not only to one another, ,but to sll the world.
Dianoga had latterly never dared to steal a looksat Ippolito,
for fear of,secing his eyes upon her; and Ippolito, ‘who was
less certain of her regard for him than herself, imagined that
he had somehow vfendednher. A few Sundays béfore she
hed sent him home bounding fm joy, ‘There diad been two
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places empty where he was Wneeling, one near him, and the
other a little farther off. “The aunt and the nicce, Who came
in after him, and found themselves at the spot where he was,
were perplexed which of the two places to chuse; when it
scemed to Ippolito, that by a little movement of her arm,
Dianora decided for the one nearest him. He had also an-
other delight. The old lady, in the course of the service,
turned to her nieces and asked her why ehe did not sing as
usual. Dianora bowed her hend, and in a minute or two af-
tcrwards, Ippolito heard the swectest voice in the world, low
mdccd dlmost to a whisper, but audible to him. Te thought
it trombleki end he trembled also. It seemed to thnll within
his spirit, in the same manner that the organ thrills through
the pody. No such symptom ofepreference occurred after-
wards. The ladics did not come 50 near hum, whatever pais
he took to occupy &0 much roém before they came in, and
then make room when they appeared. However, he was self-
-sausfied ap well as ingenious enough in his reasonings on
the subject, not to lay much stress upon this hehaviour, till
it lasted woek after week, and, till he never apain found
Dianora Jooking even towards the quarter'in which he sat:
for it is ous duty to cpnfess, that if the lovers were two of
the devoutest of the congregation, which is ccrtam, they
were apt als@, at intervals, to’ be the least atientive; and,
furthermore, that they would each pretend to look towards
pPlaces at a littlo d1stance ﬂ'om the desired objgct, in order
that they might take i in, with the sidelong power of the cye,
the presence and logk of ope amother. But for some time
Dianora hag ceased eyen to do this; and though Ippolito
gazed ofi her the more steadfastly, and saw that she was
paler than before, he began to persuade himeelf that it was
not on His acconnt. At length, a sort of desperation urged
hin to get neurer to her, if she would not condescend to



‘THE FLORENTINE, LOVERS, ¢ 59,

come near hxmself ‘and, on the ﬁ;mday in quettlon,. gcarcely,
knowing what he did, or hovf he saw,’ fglt;, or breathed, he
knelt right. down beslde her. There !vgn 8 pxllar next hun
which luckily. kept him gornewhat’ in th/e ahade and. fox a
moment, he leaned hm forehead agamst the cold marble.
which révived ‘him. - Dlanora dld. not“‘knuw he was by her. .
She did not sing; wor did the aunt, ask her. She kept one
unaltered posture, looking upon ‘her n;a.ss~book and he
thought she did this on purpose,. Ip;pohto, who had become
weak with his late strugglea of niind, felt almost suﬂo‘cated
with hts sensations. He was kneelmg side by side v«nth het;
heg idea, her presence, her very dmpery, which waﬁ all that
he dared to feel himself in contact mth * the consclousness .
of kneeling with her in: the presence ‘of hlm whom tender
hearts implore for plty on thelr 1nﬁrm1t1es, all rendered him "
intensely sensible of his sxtuaton. . By a strong effort, he .
cndeavbured to turn his self-pnty mtb 4, feelmg entirely reli-
gious; but when he put his hands tOgether, he felt the tears
ready to gush away so m'epresmbly, that he dxd not dare it.
At last the aunt, who had in fa,ct looked about‘ for him, re~
cognized him with some surpnse, gmi more plensure She
had begun to suspect. his secret; aud though she knew who
he was, a.nd that the m famllm weré at mnance, yeta
great deal of good natyre, a-sympa.thy w&ﬂa pleasures of
which no woman had. taqjaeﬂ ‘more,: “hd some, considerable
disputes she had lately with, nn&ther old lady, her kinswo-.
man, on the subject of p@htm, detemnned ﬂ’ﬁr upon af Jeast.
glvmg the two lovers tha.t 1t off eneantagement, yvhich
arises not g0 much ﬁpm ‘”’W gém&aa: ‘o@&ctwé‘ have in vxew, '
as from.a cemnqme sepse of wavobnqe ‘orxed, with 2
'lurkmg.w;,ih bave gur "qu”% o éo,p&};dmgly, the well-
widow-lod 7s ugﬁp shuel’ %gmdﬁmmn, and
lond enough for v,dzigpg’gd her biece:to,

T,
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‘61et the gentlegna.n, mexths; rea@ in hqr book, as he, seemed
“.18 . have. forgp;}.en Ao ;bqng ﬂm,gm” ‘Dianara, without
Lifting her eyes, and neyer, suspecting ,who it was, movec.

her b00k §;d§vzays. with acourteous. inglination of the head,
“for the gentleman to take .o, He;gid,s0;,  He held it with
ber. He conld, not. h;n;lgr his; hand,, from. shakifg; but
Dmnoraq meﬂectmngmgxe 5O, pccume,dtupqn one.whom sha
little thonght so near ber,, that;she did not perceive it At
length the, book iot}.arpd $0,in his hand, that she could not
but rotice, it. . She tampd {40 see, if the gentleman was ill;"
afid instantly looked back again, . .She. felt that she herself
was too, weak to. loolg at, him, and, wluspermg to her aupt,

“I am very nnweil ” the ladies rose and made their way
out Of the nlmrgh ,:As 500D, a8 she, felt, ‘the freshqan‘ she
fainfed, and was, qarried homie; and. it hapened, at the same

moment, that Ippblito,. 1nma,lale 10 keep hig feelings to him-

self, leaned upon the marble pillar at.which he was kneeling,
and<groaned aloud., He, fancied she had left him. in disdain.

Luckily; for lnm. ) cxrcumsta,noe of ﬂus kind was not unknown
in a place. wkere pemtentsévmuld somatimes be overpowercd
by a sense of their crimes;. and. thgrngh Ippolito was recog-
nized by some, Q;hey qpncludgd he had not been.the, innocent
petson. they. sppposed,, -They niade up their. minds in future
that his retired ﬁ,hd,hgohsh h@blt* apd his late evident suf-
fenng,,wgrg@ke theesnltnf some dark offence; and among
these ,persoms, ‘hi mmtmce‘mho had cursed ,Dianora
when, he Atqt ,bel;elck hex, MBS gM to, be; one -for without

know;%%hng %pnqqme fqrhm, p@h& sher feturn of it, which
was moge, than ¢ ‘,t%::yqpth *15’“’" : »hée elmed lnm

" Tppolite Mm wamm afm endeaWGurmg to
m‘m« Q?Wt '&9&»&'@& ,md to«gatgaa\ far as Dianora’s
}bﬁd&-‘m atteps, b& e, *pg fw Fear of :heing unsble to
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come awayagain-—wms ﬁuﬂy éB’hééd ta &E & his bed.
What a mixturé’'of delight, with wﬁ-ow ‘Would He' have felt,
had he knowni thithis inistiéés waé alrbst in'as bad a’sf&te'
The poor aurit,” wﬁa é’ooﬂ discovered ‘Heir nieee's secmt* now
found herself if'a dreaiiﬁxl flemima; aid the whrst of it was,
that being’ oty the fe:hale Slde of the Iuve, andtd'ld by’ f?mnora.
ot any hody com;écted ’mtfl huﬂ ‘of, indeed, any ‘body at all '
she did not kndw'what steps td take! However, as she beheved
‘that at'least deathi mig‘hf posmhly enﬁde it the’ dear’ yous Tg
people’were riot asstred of each other’s love, and dertam
dig not believetin any such niortality as her nige spoke of,
she was about'to miake her’ Rirwt elei‘:tmn out of two or three
measuras whicli-she was regolved: upon ‘taking,' when Tuckily
for the salvation of Dianora’s feelings, ‘she.wis surpnsed by
a visit from the person,’ whom of all pei'smﬁ in the world ‘she
wished®to see,—lppofito s mdthet. A j' s -
The two ladies soontariie t0°4 mutual uﬁderstan;img, anl
separated with vcdmfoﬂf fot fthenr résfmctlfe patients.” We need
not wait to ‘describé tiow a moth’:er ¢aine'to. the knowledge of
her son’s wishes} nor“mll 1t be- n&essnry to rehtb Yow de-
lighted..the two Tovéts were ta, héar ‘of one" anothér and to be
assured of each othér’s h)ve Buf Ippohto”s illne&s now put
on a new aspect; for tnty of ‘his’ bemg:welcome to
Dianora, and ‘the'§as esa vﬂnch he saw}us mothergive
way to'his mclmatmhs, mdq*ln;ﬁ mpaheut for an interview.’
Dianora was afrald of éncduhtéhng ‘him {tsual in pubhc, :
and he pever ceased urgmg&h‘in mibther; ﬁll she' consented to'
advise with Diantira’s auntiipe rbiat waa ‘th be done.” In-
deed, with the usugl Méak&“%? those, Who* tnkgany steps,s
*however likely to produce future troublé; rdtliet than boptmue
a present uneeﬂmesd ‘she. Eezsalfi‘thqughé 1t.1ngﬂ?&ne to'do"
somethmg fw the paOr boy*“’for th% hauke’ %eg’im t' remsdrk




-

62 . “ THE. FLORENT)’NE Lovms.

on hxs strange condnct. All'his actwns were either too qmck

or 100 slow. .- At one tifie he would start up to perform the
iost trivial office of politeness, as if he were going to stop a
conﬂagratxon at another, the whole world might move before
“him without his oticing.’ He wonld now leap.on his horse,
as if the enemy were at t.he city-gates; and next day, when

‘going to mount it, stop on'a sudden, with the reinsin his

hands, and fall & musing. * 'What is the matter with the
“ boy?” #aid his father, who was impatient at seeing him so
httle his own master; “ has he stolen a box of jewels?” for

‘somebody had spread a repoxt that he gambled, and “it was

observed that he never had any money in his pocket. . The
truth is, he gave it all away to the objects of Dianora’s
boupty, particularly to the man who blessed her at the church
door. One day his father, who loved a ‘bitter joke, made a
young lady, who sat next himat dinner; lay her hand before
him instead of the plate; and upon being asked why'he did

. bt ‘eat, he was very near taking g piece of it for 2 mouthful.
"¢ Oh, the gallant youth!” cried the father, and Ippolito

Dlushed up to the eyes; whith yas taken as a proof that the
irony was well-founded. Bat Ippolito thought of Dianora’s

" hand, how it held the book with hjm when he knelt by her
side; and, nfter a little pause, he tutned and took up that of

the young lady, and begged Her pardon with the best grace
in the world. -* He has the air of a prince,” thought his
father, #'if he would but behave himself like, other young
“ men.” The young fady ﬂxought he had the air of & lover;
and as spon 25 the meal was over, his mother put on ber veil,
and went hpeek 2 d;gtant relation called, 8ignora Veronica.

' Signidra Veronica,was in a singular position with regard to
the twp fmxka of. Bardl and Buondelmanti. . She happened
to be related atpearly equal distatoes to ther both; and she
haidly knew,whether to be. jprouder of the double relationship,-
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or more annoyed with the evil countenances tﬁey shewed her,
if she did not pay great attention to 3ne of them, and no at-
tention to the other. The pride remained uppermost, gs it is
apt to do; and she hazarded all consequences for the pléasure
of inviting now some of ‘the young de’ Bardi, and now some
of the young de’ Buondelmonti; hinting to them when they
went away, that it wouldsbe as well for them not to spy that
they had heard.any thing of the other family’s visiting her.
The young people were not sorry 10 kecp the matter as secret
as posmble, ‘because their wisits to Gossxp Veronica were
always ‘restrained for a’ long time, if anything of the sort
transpired ; and thus a spirit of concealment and intrigue was
sown in their young minds, which might have turned out
worse fom Ippollto aud Dxanora, if their hearts had not bgen
50 good.

But here was a situation for‘Gossxp Vemmca' Dianora’s
avnt had been with her some days, hirting that something
extraordinary, but as she hoped not unpleasant, ould be
proposed to the good Gossip, which for her part had her
grave sanction; and now camg the very mother of the young
Buondclmonte to explain to her what this intimation was, and
to give her an opportunity of having ong of each family in
her house at the same tifhe! There was a great falling off in
the beatitude, when she utéderstood that Ippoltta’- presence
was to be kept a secret from all her vxsntors that day, except
Dianora; but ghe was reconciled on'receiving an intimation
that in future the two ladies would Have no objection to
her inviting whom she p]eased 1o her house, and upon. re-
ceiving g jewel from each of thenf asa p)gdge of their esteem.
Asto keepmg the main sécret, it was necessary for all farties,
Gossip Veronica, for a person in her rank’ of life, waa rich,
and had a pleasant villa at qutwelh about hglf o/ gxle from
the jty. Thither, on a hohday in Septembei?fwhwh was
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kept with greht hilarity by the peasants, came Dianora
erigo de’ Bardi, atended by her aunt Madonna Lucrez1a,
to sec, as her mother observed, that no * improper persons”
were thergy<wand thither, before daylight, let in by Signora
Veronica herkelf, at tige hazard of hey reputation and of the
furious jealousy of o' younp vine-dresser i the neighbow-
hood, who loved her good thinge better than any thing in the
world except hen waiting-maid, came the young .lppolito
Buondelmonte de’ Buondelmonti, looking, as she said, like the
mommg star. v
The mommg—star hupped and was hugged with great good
will by the Kind Gossip, and then twinkled with impationce
fromt a corner of her chamber window till he saw Dianora.
Hoyw hig heart beat when he bekeld her coming upt through
the avenue! Veronica met her near the garden-gate, and
pointed towards the window, us they walked along. Ippohto
fancied she spoke of him, but did not know what to think of
#t, for Dianora did not change countenance, nor do any thing
but smile good~naturedly on her companion, end ask her ap-
puently some common questiop. The truth was, she had no
suspicion he was thera; though the Gossip, with much
smirking and mystery, said she had a little present there for
her, and such as her Jady-mother ajfproved. Dianora, whom,
with all imeginable respect for her, the Gossip had hitherto
trented, from long habit, like a child, thonght it was some
*trifle or other, and forgot it next moment. Evgry step which
Ippolito hoand on the gtair-case he fancied wes her’s, till it
passed the door, and neyer did'morning appear to him at
once so deficions ang so tireome. To be in the same house
with her, whatqay! But to bein the same house with her,
and ngt to be ableto tell her his love directly, and ask her for
her’s, end fold et into his very sow), what impatience and
wmleeryd Twpb or ghree timer there was & knock of .some one
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to be let in; but it was only the Gosmp, comé to inform hind
that he must be patient, and that #he did not know when
Madonna Lucrezia would please to bring Dianora, but most
likely after dinner, when the visitors retired: to sleep alittle.
Of all impertinent. things, ‘dinner- appea:ed to him the most
tiresome and unfit. . Hewondered how ahy thinking beings,
who might take & cake orw cup of wine by the way, apd then .
proceed tp love ome-another, could sit:roupd a great wooden
table, patlently ‘eating of this.and that nicety; and above all;
how they could sit still afterwards for a moment, and ndt do .
any thiflg else in -preferencej—stand on their heads, ‘or toss .
they dishes out of window. .Then the Festivgl) od only
knew how happy the pedsantiy might chuse to be, and how
long they might detain. Djanora: with their compliments,
dances, and songs, * Doubtless, - there must be many lovers
among them and how they could bﬂar to'go jigging about
in this gregariots manner, when they- st all wish to be
walking two by two in the green lanes, was to him, inexplit
cable, However, Ippolito was very gincere in hls gratitude
to Gossip Veronica, and evep did- his best to behave' hand-
somely to her ce.Le and wine; | and aft;er dmner his virtue was
rewarded. - 'ow. 4t o R R S L

It is unnecessary o tell the reader, that he must not judge
of other times and'countriés By his own." ' The veal fault of
those times, as of niost others, lay, not in people’s loves, but
their hostilitieg; and if bﬂthfwere managed ina way some-"
what different from our own; pe!'haps reither the loves were
less innacent, nor the! hostllmas mpre ndlculouss After din~
ner, when the other. vmtom~had sepa.mted here agd there to
slecp, Dlanora, accempanied by her auiit and Veronice, found
herself, Jto her. great astonishmem; tthéysame room with
Ippohto, and in a few minuteg-after their mtroductwn to each
othe;, -and after one had looked this wayy and the other that,
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‘nd one taken*up a book and laid it down again, and both
lobked out of the window, Bnd each blushed, and either
turned pale, and the gentleman adjusted his collar, and the
lady her sleeve, and the elder ladies had whispered one ano-

" ther in a corner, Dianorn, Iess to her astonishment than
before, was left ini the room with him alone. She made a
movement as if to follow them, but Ippolito said something
she knew not what, and she remained. She wept to the
window, looking very serious and pale, and not daring to
glance towards him. He intended instantly to go to her,
and wondered what had become of his fierce impatience ;
but the vegy.delay had now something delicious in it. Oh,
the happiness of those moments! oh, the sweet morning-time
of those feelings! the doubt which is not doubt, andthe hope
which is but the coming of ccrtainty! Oh, recollections
enough to fill faded cyes with tears of renovation, and to
nrake us forget we are no longer young, the next young and
tnnocent. beanty wo behold! Why do not such hours mahe
us as immortal as they are divine? Why are we not caried
away, litcmlly, into some piacq where they can last for ever,
leaving those who miss us to say, “ they were capable of
loving, amd they arg gone to heaven!”

Reader. But, sir, in taking these heuvenly flights of yours,
you have left your two lovers.

Author. Surcly, madam, I need not inform you that lovers

* are fond of being left—at Ycast to themselves.

Reader. But, sir, thay ave Italians ; and I did not think
Italian lovers were of thig bashful description. I imagincd
that the moment your two Florentines beheld oue another,
they would spring into each others arme, sending up aies
of joy, ande—etyd-—

Author, Tumbling over the swo old women by the way.
Itis a very pretty imagination, madam; but Italians pa-tohe
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of all t'hc feclings common to human nature ;: and modesty &
really not confined to the English, aven though they arcal-
ways saying it is.

Reader. But I was not speaking of modesty, sir, I was only

alluding to a sort of,—what shall I say—a kind of irrepressi-

ble energy, that which in the Italian character is called vio-
lence. . s
Authgr, I meant nothing personal, magam, believe me, in
using the word modesty. You are too charitable, and have
too great a regard for my lovers. I wasnot speaking faysclf
of modesty in any particular sense, but of modesty in gerfe-
rab; and all nations, not excepting our belov, afd some-
what dictatorial countrymen, have their modestics and im-
modesties too, from which perhaps their example might
instruct one another, With regard to the violence you speak
of, and which is energy sqmetanes, and the weakest of weak-

[ ) . . TR N
nesses at others, according to the character which exhibits

it, and the occasion that calls it forth, the Italians, whd' live
in an ardent climate, bave undoubtedly shewn more of it
thau most people; but it is pnly where their individual cha-
racter is most irregular, and education and laws at their
worst. In gencral it is nothing but pyre self-will, and be-

longs to the two extiemes of the community—the most

powerful whosc passions have’been indulged, aiad the poorest
whose passions have never bcm.l in'structed. True cnergy
wanifests itself, not in violence, but in strength and inten:
sity; and intensity is by its nature.discerning, and not to he
surpassed in quictuess, where quigtness is becoming. Besides,
in the pge we are writing of, there was as mucly refinement
, in love mygtters with some, as there was outrage arfd bruta-
lity wich others. Allthe faculties of humanity, bad and good,
may be said to have been wmaking their way at that period,
and trying for the mastery ; and if on the ono hand we are

<
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presented with-horrible spectacles of lust, tyranny, and re-
vefige, on the othér we find" iﬁldosophy‘ and even divinity
refining upoh"%e passion of lOVe, and emulatmg ‘the most
beautiful sttitlities of Plato in *rehdermg it a'thing angelical.
> Reader. Yoi havé émmni:e& me, sir; pmy let us proceed.

Authar 'Yo'ur s, madam,, 1s ﬂattermg, I fancy we arc
beholding thé“two lovers"in’ compary. " We are like Don
Cleofas and his’ ghpstly fmenﬂ, in the Devil on Twe' Sticks,
‘when they saW mto the’ pmples houses L, of course, the
devil} 'and 'yl "the yoting éfmient only femmme-—-Donm
‘Creofusia, studying hﬂmamty
* Readir. Well, sir,'as you please; _on]y let us proceed. -

Author. Madam, your sentiments are engagmg to the last
dcgree s so I proceed with pleasure. ! '

We 1éft our two lovers, madam, standmg in Signora Vero-
nica’s bed-chamber, one at the wmdow, the other at a little
distance. They rémained in thls sltuatlon ‘about the same
space of time in which we have beén talkmg' Oh! how
impossible it is to p!‘esent to om*selves two grave and happy
lovers trembling with the apprqach of their mutual confcs-
sions, and not feel 'a graver and happier s sensatlon than levity
resume itssplace iri'cpie’s thoughts!’ “ "

Ippolito went up to Dmnora. She was "still looking out
of the window, her cyes fixed” upon the blue mountains in
the tfiamnbe, but conscious of notbmg outstde the room. She
had a hght green and gold net on her head, which enclosed
her Tuxuriant hair without vmle'nce, and seemed as if it took
it up that he might admire.the whlte neck underneath. She
felt his breash upon it; ‘and beginnmg to expect that his lips
would féllow; ruised her hands to her ln.nd as if the net re-
quired adjusting. This mbvement, vtx};nle it disconcerted him,
presentet] her wmst. ina polnt ‘ofeview so_impossible not to
touch, that takxﬂg‘it gegﬂy i both his hmds e pressed one
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at the same time upon her heart, and eaid, It will forgwe
me, even for doing this.” He had 'reason to say so, for he
felt it beat against his fingers, as if it leaped. Dianora,
blushing and coufused, though feeling abundantly happy,.
made another movement with her hands as if to remove his
own, but he only detained them on either side. ¢ Messer
1 ppolito,” said Dmnom, in a tone as if to remonstrate, though
sutferi’g herself to remain a prisoner, “ I'fear you inust think
me”’—* No, no,” interrupted Ippolito, “you can feur no-
thinghat I think, or that Tdo, 1t isI that have to fear yeur
lovely and fearful beauty, which bas been ever at #he side of
1y sick bed, and I thought looked angi#y™fipon me—upon
me alone of the whole worid " ¢ They told me you had been
ill,” suid Dianora i in a very gentle tone, *and my aant’per-
haps knew that I—thought that I—ave you been very ill?”
And without thinking, she drew her left hand from under
his, and placed it upon it. ¢ Very,” answered Ippolito ;- “ do
not I look so?” and saying this, he raised his other hand,
and venturing to put it roundsto the left side of her little
dimpled chin, turned her face towards him. Dianora did
not think he appeared so ill, by a good deal, as he did in the
church ; but there was cnough in his' face, ill or well, to
make her cyesight swim as she looked at him ;, and the next
moment her head was upon his shoulder, and his lips de-
scended, wclcomc, upon hers.

2

There was a practice in those times, generated, like other
involuntary struggles against wrong, by the absurdities in
authority, of resorting $0 marriages, or rather phghtme;s of
troth,"inade in segret, and in the eye "of heaven. JIt was a
' custom liable to great abuse, as all secrecies arc; but the
harm of i it, as usual, fell clueﬂy on the poor, or where the
condmon of the parties was unequal. Whege the families
were powerful and on an equality, the hazard of violating the
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engagement was, for obvious reasons, very great, and seldom
encountered; the lovers ‘either foregoing their claims on each
other upon better acquaintance, or adhering to their engage-
«ment the closer for the same reason, -or keeping it at the
expense of one or the other’s repentance for fear of the con-
sequences. The troth of Ippolito and Dianora was indeed a
troth. ‘They plighted it on their knees, before a picture of
the Virgin and Child, in Veronica’s bed-room, and over a
mass-book which lay open upon a chair. Ippolito then, for
‘the pleasure of revenging himself of the pangs he snffered
when Diunora knelt with him before, took up the mass-book
and held it Défdrerfier, as she had held it before him, and
looked her entreatingly in the face; and Dianora took and
held it with him as before, trembiing as then, but with a per-
fect pleasure ; and Ippolito kissed her twice and thrice out of
a sweet revenge.—[We find we are in the habit of using
a,great number of ands on these occasions. We do not
affect it, fhough we are conscious of it. It is partly, we be-
lieve, owing ¢o our recollections of the good faith and sim-
plicity in the old-romances, and partly to a certaia sense of
luxury .md continuance which these ands help to link toge-

“ther. Tt is the fault of * the accursed critical spirit,” which

is the bane gf these times, that we are obliged to be con-
scious of the matter atall. But we cannot help not having
been born six hundreg yeais age, and are obliged to be base
and reviewatory like the rest. To affect not t be conscious
of the critical in these tnmes, would itself be a departure from
what is natural ; but we nétice “the gecessity only to express
our hatged‘of it, and ‘hereby psesent the critics (otrselves
included, as far as we belong to them) with our“hearty dis-
commendations,

The thoughtless old la(hes, Donna Lucrezia and the other
(for old age is not always the most considerate thing in ' the
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world, especially the old age of one’s aunts and gossips) had
now returned into the room where they left the two lov ers ;
but not before Dianora had consented to reccive her bride-
groom in her own apartment at home, that same night, by
means of that other old good-natured go-between, yclept a
ladder of ropes. The rest of the afternoon was spent, ac-
dording to laudable custom, iz joining in the diveysions.of
the peasantry. They sung, they danced, sthey eat the grapes
that hung over their heads, they gave and took jokes and
flowers, they flaunted with all their colours in the sun, they
feasted with all their might under the trees. You cpuld not
say which looked the ripest and merriest!wm'pd‘ruit or their
brown faces. In Tuscany they have had from time immec-
morial Mttle rustic songs er stanzas that turn upon flowers.
Onc of these, innocently addressed, to Dianora by way of
farewc]l, put her much eut of countenapce—* Voi siete un
bel fione,” sung a peasant girl, after kissing her hand =

»

Rl
You are a Jovely flower. What flower? The flower
That shuts with the dark hour:—
Would that to keep you'awake were in my power!

Ippolito went singing it all the way home, and ran,up against
a hundred people. ¢
Ippolito had noticed a laddér of ropes whichewas used in
his father’s housc for some domestlc purposes. To say the
truth, it was gn old - servant, and had formerly been much’
in request for the purpose to which it was now about to be
turned by the old gentleman hjmself. He was indeed a
person of a truly orthodox description, having been much
,8iven to infrigue im his younger days, being consigred over
to avarice in his older, and exhibiting great submission to
,every thing established, always. Accordingly, he was con-
sideved as a personage equally respectable for bis virtues, as



72 * THE FLOKENTINE LOVERS.

importaut from"his rank and connexions; and if hundreds
of 1adders could have risen up in judgment against him, they
would only have been considered as what are called in Eng-

Jand “wild oats;”—wild ladders, which it was natural for

every gentleman to plant.
Ippolito’s character, however, being more principled, his

" privilcges were not the saie ; and on every account he was

obliged to take great care. He waited with impaticnce till
midnight, and then letting himself out of his window, and
taking the ropes under his cloak, made the best of his way
toa littlg dark lane which bordered the house of the ‘Bardi.
Oue of the m’!ﬁs of Dianora’s chamber looked into the
lane, the others into the garden. The house stood in a re-
mote part of the city. Ippolito distened to the diminishing
sound of ‘the guitars ang revellers in the distance, and was
proceeding to inforen Dianora of his arrival by throwing up
sorfic pebbles, when he heard a noise coming. It was some

'young men taking a circuit of the more. solitary streets, to

purify them, ps they said, from sobriety. Ippolito slunk into
a corner. He was afraid, as the sound opened upon his ears,
that they would turn down the lane; but the hubbub passed
on. He siepped forth from his corner, and again retreated.
Two young men, loiterers behind the rest, disputed whether
they should go down the lane. One, who seemed intoxicated,
swore he would serenade % the little foe,” as he called her,
if it was only to vex the old one, and “ bring.him out with
his cursed long sword.” ¢ And a lecture twice as long,” said
the other.” “®Ah, there you have me,” quoth the musician ;
“ his sword is—aswoud ; bt his lecture’s the devil : reaches
the other side of the 'rivel’—névéf/stopé till it etrikes one,
sleepy: But I must serenade.” “ No, no,” returned his
friend ;" remefaber’ what the Gand Prior said, and don’t let
us commit owrselves in a petty brawl. We'll have it out of
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their hearts some day.” Ippolito shuddered to hear suth
words, cven from one of his’own party. “ Don’t tell the,”
said the pertinacious drunken man; “ ] remember what the
Grand Prior said. He said, I must serenade; no, he didn’t
.say I must serenade—but I say it; the Grand Prior. said,
says he,—I remember it as if it was yesterday—he said—gen-
tlemen, said he, there are three good things in tlic world, *
love, nyusic, and fighting ; and then he,said a cursed num-
ber of other things by no.means good ; .and.all to prove, phi-
losophically, you rogue, that love was good, and music was
good,’ aud fighting was good, philosophically, and ir a cuf§ed
rgumber of paragrapbs.. So I must serenade,”.,* False logic,
Vamni,” cried the other; “ so come along, or we shall have
the enemy upon us in a bgap, for I hear another party com-
ing, and I am sure they are none of.ours." ‘“ Good again,”
said the musician, “love and fighting, my boy, and music;
so Pll*have my song before they come up,” And the fellow
began roaring out one of the most indecent songs he could |
think of, which made our lover ready to start forth and dash
the guitar in his face; but Jhe ‘repressed himself. In a mi-
nute he heard the other party come up. A clashing of swords
ensued, and to his great relief the drupkard and his compa-
nion were driven on.® In a minute or two all was silent.
Ippolito gave the signal—it’ was acknowledged; the rope
was fixed ; and the lover was about to ascend, when he was
startled witly a strange diminutive faee, smiling at him over
a light. His ncxt sensation was %o sinile at the state of his
own nerves; for it was but.a few minutes before, that he
was regretting he could not put out a lantern that stood
burning upder a little image of the Virgin. He crogsed him-
self, offered up a prayer for the success of his true love, and
again proceeded to moung the ladder. Aust as his hand
reached the window, he thought he heard other steps, "He
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1doked down towards the street. Two figures evidently stood
at the corner of the lane; He would have concluded them
to be the two men retarned, but for their profound silence.
At last one of them said out Ioud, “I am certain I saw a
‘sliadow of somebody by the lantern, and now you find we
have not come back for nothing. Who’s there?”’ added he,
* coming at the same time down the lane with his companion.
Ippolito descended yapidly, intending to hide his face as much
as possible in his hood and escape by dint of fighting, but
his foot slipped in the ropes, and he wafnt the same instant
seized by the strangers. The instinct of alover, who above
all thmge in @\world cared for his mistress’s reputation,
supplied our hero with an artifice as quick as lightning.
“They are all safe,” said he, affeting to tremble wit a co-
wardly terror, “I have not touched onc of them.” ¢ One
of what?” said the others; ““what are all safc?” ¢ The
jewels,” replied Ippolito; letme go for the love of God, and
it'shail be, my last offence, as it was my first. Besides, I
meant to restore them.” “ Restore them!” cried the first
spokesman; “a pretty jest truly, This must be some gen-
tleman gambler by his fine would-be conscienec; and by
this light we will see who he is, if it is only for your sake,
Filippo, eh?”” For bis companion Was a pretty notorious
gambler himwelf, ‘and Ippolito nad kept cringing in the dark.
¢ Curse it,” said Filippo, ¢ never mind the fellow ; he is not
worth our while in these stm'mg times, though I warrant he
has cheated me often' engugh.” To say the truth, Messer
Filippo was not a little afrajd the thief would turn out to be
some inexperienced desperado, whom he had cheated, him-
self, and‘ perhaps driven to this very crime ; but his compa-
nion was resolute, and Ippolito finding it impossible tc avoid
his fate,' came forward into the light. ¢ By all the saints in
the calendar,”. exclaimed the ecnemy, ¢ a Buondelmonte! and
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no less a Buondelmonte than the worthy and very magnificent
Messer Ippolite Buondelmonte! Messer Ippolito, I kiss your
hands; Tam very much your humble servant and thief-taker.
By my faith, this will be fine news for to-morrow.”
To-morrow was indeced a heavy day to all thc Buondel-
monti, and as merry a one to all the® Bardi, except poor
Dianora. She knew noj what had prevented Ippohto from
finishing his ascent up the ladder; some}nterruptxon it must
have been; but of what nature she could not determine, nor
why he had not resﬁ:ed‘his endeavours. It could have been
nothiftg common. Was he known? Was she known ? Was
ityall known? -And the poor girl wlmented“;@mcﬁ' with a
thousand fears. Madonna Lucrezia hasténed to her the first
thing iw the morning, with a full, true, and partlcular ac-
count. Ippolito de’ Buondelmonti had been scized, in commg
down a rope-ladder from, one- of the front windows of the
house, with a great drawn sword in one hand and a box of

jewels in the other. Dianora saw the whol® truthy in & me-

ment, and from excess of sorrow, gratitude, and love, fainted
away. Madonna Lucrezia guelsed the truth‘too, but was
almost afraid to confess it to her own mind, much more to
speak of it aloud ; and had not the news, and the pustle, and
her nicce’s fainting, furthished ber with something to de, she
could have fainted herself very heartily, out of pure conster-
nation. Gossip Veronica was in a worse condition when the
news reached her; and Ippolito’s mother, who guessed but
too truly as well as the others, wgs deized with an 1llness,
which joining with the natural weakness of her constitution,
threw her into 3 stupor, and prevenjed her from attending
to any thing. The next step. of Madonna Lucreﬁa after
seeing, Dianara out of her fainting fit, and giving the house-
hold to understand that the, story of the robber had alarined
hey, was to go to Gossip Veronica and concert measures of
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concealment. . Fhe two women wept very sincerely for .the
poof youth, and admired his hefoism in saving his mistress’s
honour; but with all their good-nature, they agreed that he
was quite in the right, .and that it would be but just to his
‘magnanimity, and to their poor dear Dianora, to keep the
secret as closely. Madonna Lucrezia then returncd home,

«to be near Dianora, and help to baffig enquiry; while Gessip
Veronica kept closc_in doors, too ill to see visitors, and alter-
nately praying to the saint her namesake, and taking reason-
able dfaughts of Montepulciano. .

u those days there were too many wild young men of
desper.x_t‘é‘f nes to render Ippolito’s confession improba-
ble. Besides, he had been observed of late to be always
withgut money; reports of his bejng addicted to gambling
had arisen ; and his father was avaricious. Lastly, his groan-
ing in the church was remembered. under pretence of pity ;
and.the magistrate (who was of the hostile party) concluded,

, with *much sorr;)w, that he must bave more sins to answer
for than they knew of, which in so young a man was deplora-
ble. The old gentleman had too. much reason to know, that
in elder persons it would have been nothing remarkable.

Ippolito,with a grief of heart which ouly scrved to con-
firm the byc-standers in their sense 6f his guilt, waited in
expectation ef his sentence, He thought it would be banish-
ment, and was casting in his mind how he could hope some
day or other to get a sight of his mistress, wheu the word
Death fell on him likc a thuuderbolt. The origin of a sen-
tence so severe was but too plainto every body; but the Bardi
were uppermost that day; and the city, extausted by some
late party excesses, had but too much neee of rcpose.  Still
it was thought a dangerous trial of the public pulse.. The
pity felt~for the tender age of Ippolito was increased by the .
anghish whick he found himself unable to repress. ¢ Good
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* God!” cried he, * must I die so young ? And must I nevér
« sece—must I never sec the ‘ight again, and Florence, hnd
“ my dear friends ?* And he fell into almost abject intreaties
to be spared; for he thought of Dianora. But the bye-
standcrs fancied that ‘he was merely afraid of death; -and by
the help of suggestions from the Bardi®partisans, their pity
almost turned into contempt. Hc,prostl:ated bimself at the
magistrate’s feet; he kissed his knees; hg disgusted his own
father; till finding every thing against him, and smitten at
once with a sense of his cowardly appearance and the ne-
cessity of keeping his mistress’s honour inviolabley he de-
clared his readiness to die like a man, an‘d ‘Qggbe same time
stood wringing his hands, and weeping like an infant. He
was seitenced to die next gday. .

The day came.” The hour came. | The Standard of Jus-
tice was hoisted before the dcor of the ‘tribunal, and the
trumpet blew through the city, announcing the death of a
criminal. Dianora, to whom the news had been gradually
broken, heard it in her chamber, and would have burst forth
and proclaimed the secret but for Madonna I:ucrczia, who
spoke of her father, and mother, and all the Bardi, and the
inutility of attempting to save .oue of the opposite faction,
and the dreadful consequences to every body if the secrct
were betrayed. Dianora heard little about every body; but
the habit of respecting her father and mother, and dreading
their reproaches, kept her, moment aftér moment, from doing’
anything but listen and look pale; and, in the meantime, the
procession began moving towards the scaffold.

Ippalito issue(%forth from the prison, looking pore like a
young martyr that®a criminal. - He was now perfectly quiet,
and a sert of unnatural glow had risen into his cheeks, the re-
sult of the enthusiasm and censcious self-sacrifice intd® which
he had worked himself during the night. He had only
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played, #5a last‘favour, that he mxght be taken through the
strdet in which the house of the Bardi stood; for he had
lived, he said, as every body knew, in great hostility with
that family, and he now felt none any longer, and wished
“to bless the house as he passed it. The magistrate, for more
reasons than one, hdd no objection; the old confessor, with
" tears in his eyes, said that the dear boy would still be au
honour to his family, as surely as he would be a saint in
heaven; and the procession moved on. The main feeling of
the crowd, as usual, was that of curiosity, but there were few,
indeed, ©in whom it. was not mixed with pity; and many
females Tound, the sight so intolerable, that they were se-n
coming away down the streets, weeping bitterly, and unable
to apswer the questions of those they met. e
The procession now began to pass the house of the Bardi.
Ippolito’s face, for an instant,turred of a chalky whiteness,
and then resumed its colour. His lips trembled, his eyes
. filled with tears; and thinking his mistress might possibly be
at the window, taking a last look of the lover that died for
her, he bowed his head gently, eat the same time forcing a
smile, which glittered through his watery eyes. At that
instant the trumpet blew its dreary blast for the second time.
Dianora had already risen on her couch, listening, and asking
what noise i was that approached. Her aunt endeavoured
to quiet her with her excuses; but this last noise aroused
her Beyond controul; ‘and the good old lady, forgetting her-
self in the: écmdition of the two lovers, no longer attempted
to stop her. * Go,” said she, ¢ in God’s name, my child,
¢ and Heayen be with you.” . . 7
Dianbra, her hair streamning, her eye without a tear, her
cheek.on fire, burst, to the astonishment of her kindred, into
the rodtn where they were all standing. She tore them aside
from one of the windows with a preternatural strength, end,
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stretchmg forth her head and hands, dike one* mspired eried
out, “ Stop! stop! it is my Ippolitot my husband!” . And,
so saying, she actually made a movement, »s if- she would
have stepped to him.out of the window;. for every thing but
his image faded from her eyes. ;A mowement.of confosion .
took place among the multitude. Ippolito stood rapt on the :
sudden, trembling, weepiug, and stretching his hands towards
the window, as if praying to his. guardian gngel.r - The kins~
men would have prevented her from doing any thing further;
but, as if all the gentleness of her character was gone; she
broke from them with violence and contempt,. and xyshmg
down stairs into the street, exclaimed, in a fraytic manner,
“ People! Decar God!  Countrymen! I am a Bardi; heis a
¢ Buondelmonte; he loved npe; and that is the whole crime!”
and, at these lust words, they were locked in each other’s
arms. ¥ SRR ALY - o
The populace now broke through all nestrmnt. . They
stopped the procession ; they bore Ippolito back agajn t6"the
seat of the magistracy, can‘ymg Dianora w1th him; they
described in a peremptory mgnner the mistake ; they sent for.
the heads of the two houses; they made them swear'a treaty"
of peace, amity, and unity; and fn half an. hour after the
lover had becn on the rbad to his death, he:set eut upon it
again, the acknowledged br 1deg‘room of the beautiful creature
by his side. - S
Never was guch a sudden revulsion of feehng gwen toa’
whale city. The women who had retredted in anguish, came:
back the gayest of the gay. Every body plucked all the myr-
tles they could fiLY, to putinto the hangs of those yvho made
,the former procession, and who now formed a sitigufar one
for a bridal ; but all the young women fellin with their white
veils; andrinstead of the funeyal dirge, a song of thanksgiving -
wasschaunted. The very excess of their sensations enabled
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the two lovers ¢o hold up. Ippolito’s cheeks, which scemed
tothave fallen away inone night, appeared to have plumped
out again faster; and if he was now pale instead of high
coloured, the paleness of Dianora had given way to radiant
blushes which made up:for it: - He looked, as he ought,—
like the person savéd; she, like the angelic saviour.

Thus the two lovers passed on, as'if in a dream tumultu-
ous but delightful, Neither of them looked on the other;
they gazed hither and thither on the crowd, as if in answer
to the blessings that pourved upon them; but their hands
were l{pcked fast; and they went like one soul in a divided
body.



RHYME AND REASON;

OR A NEW PROPOSAL TO,THE PUBLIC RESPECTING f_’OE’l‘RY
- IN ORDINARY."

a P
A rriEND of ours the other day, taking, ny.the miscella-
ncous poems of Tasso, read the title-page into English as
follows 2—¢¢ The Rhimes of she Lord Twisted Yew, Amorgus,
Bosky, and Maritime.”* The ltaligns exhibit a modesty
worthy, of imitation in calling their Miscellaneous Poems,
Rhimes. Twisted Yew himself, with all his genius, has put
forth an abundance of thesc terminating blossomsewithodt
any fruit bebind them: and his countrymen of the present
day do not scruple to confess, that their living poetry con-
sists of little elsc. The French have a game at verses, called
Rhymed Ends (Bouts Rxmees) which they practise a great
deal more than they are aware; and the English, though
they are a more poetical peoplé, and lay claim to’the charac-
ter of a less vain onc, practise the same game to a very un-
candid extent, without so much as alldwing that the title is
applicable to any part of it. s
YetHow mapgy ¢ Poems” are there amgng all these nations,
of whi¢h we reql‘re no more than the Rhymecs, to be ac-
, quainted with theé whole of them? You know what the
rogues*have done, by the ends they come to. For instance,
* ,r. . . - -
* Dime del Signor Torquato Tasso, Amurose; Boschereceie,, Marittime, &c.
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What more is rlecessary to inform us of all which the follow-
ing gentleman has for sale, than the bell which be tinkles at
the end of his cry? We are as sure of him, as of the muf-

fin-man,
Grove, Heart Kiss
Night, Prove, Blest
Rov'e, Impart, Bliss
Delight. Love. Rest.

Was.there ever per-oration more eloquent? Ever a scries
of catastrophes more explanatory of their previous history?
Did ah; Chinese gentleman ever shew the amount of his
breeding andMeLoiaplishments more completely, by the nails
which he carries at his fingers’ ends? '

The Italian Rimatori are equally comprchensive. We no
sooner see the majorivy of their rhymos, than we long to
saye the modesty of their gencral pretensions so muca trou-
kle in making out their case. Their cores and amores are
not to be disputed. Cursed is he that does not put implicit
reliance upou their fedeltd/-~that makes inquisition why the
possessor pin) superbo va. They may takc the oaths and
their seat at once. For example

Ben mio " Fuggito
* Oh Dio ! Rapito
Da me La fe.
‘And again— '
: JAmata
Sdegnata
Turbata /
Irata
Furore
Dolore ¥

Non so.
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With— ?
" O Cielo
Dal gielo
Tradire
Languire
Morire
Soffrire
Non pud.

Where js the dull and inordinate person that would reqmrq
these rhymes to be filled up? If they are brief as th.. love
of Which they complain, are they not pregnac* & conclusions,
full of a world of things that have past, infinitely retrospec-
tive, cmBracing, and enough? If not * vast,” are they not
¢ voluminous?” >

It is doubtless an instinét of this kind that has made so
many modern Italian poets intersperse their lyrics with those
frequent single words, which are at once line and rhytﬁ'E, aml
which some of our countrymen have in vain endeavoured to
naturalize in the English ofera. Not that they want the
same pregnancy in our language, but because they arc neither
so abundant nor so musigal; and besides; there is sémething
in the rest of our verses, however common—place, which
scems to be laughing at the incursion of ‘thesé vivacious
strangers, as if it were a hop suddenly got up, and unseasonas
bly. We do aot naturally t take to any ’ thing so abrupt and '
saltatory.

Thns_j;pctim—l}owever doel not apply.to the proposal we
are about to make.\ Our rhymers must'rhyme; ard as there
ds 2 great difference between single words thus mmgled with
longer Verses, and the same rhymes in their proper places,
it has struck us, that a world of time and phper might -be
saved to the ingenious rimatore, whether Italian‘or English,
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by foregoing at once all the superfluous part of his verses;
that is to say, all the rest of them; and confining himself,
cntirely, to these very sufficing tcrminations. We subjoin
some specimens in the various kinds of poetry; and inform
the intelligent bogkseller, that we are willing to treat with
him for any quantity at a penny the hundred; which con-
‘siderir.g our characters, and -how much more is obtaincd by
the Laureate, and divers other tinkling old gentlernen about
towp, we trust will not be reckoned presuming.

~, A PASTORAL.
Dawn ~~dTach Fair Me Ray
Plains Spoke Mine Too Heat
dLawn Beech Hir Frec  Play
Swains. Yokes Divine. Woo. Sweet.

' A
Tune Fields Shades Adieun Farewell
Lay3 Bowers Darts Flocks  Cows
Moon ., Yields o Maids Renew  Dell
Gaze. Flowers.  Hearts, Rocks.  Boughs.

Here, without any more ado, we Jiave the wholc history of
a couple of successful rural lovers comparing notes. They
issue forth in the morning; fall into the proper place and
dialogue; rccord the charms and kindness of their respective
mistresses; do justice at the same time to the fields aud
shades; and conclude Uy telling their flocks to wait as usual,
while they renew their addresses unde~ onder boughs.
How eadtly is all this gathered from th/: rhymes! and how
worse than useless would it be in two persous, who have
-suclt mtcrestmg avocations, to waste their precnous time and
the reader’s f a heap of prefatory remarks, falsely callc(.
verses !
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Of I‘ove-songs we have already had sf)écimcns ; and by the,
bye, we did not think it necessary-to give any French ex~
amples of our involuntary predecessors in this species of
writing. The yeusr and daugereux, moi and foi, charmes
and larmes, are two well-known as well as too numerous to
mention. We proceed to lay before the reader a Prologue;
which, if spoken by a pretty actress, with aduc sprinkling of
nods and becks, and a jullicious management of the pauses,
would have an effect equally novel and ¢rinumphant. The
reader is aware that a Prologue is generally made up of some
obscrvations on the drama in general, followed by an appeal
in favour of the new one, some compliments to the »ation,
an@ a.regular climax in honour of the perrons appéaled to.
We scar cdy need observe, .that the rhymes should be read
slowly, ih order to give effect to the truly understood remayks

in the intervals. ; >
" PROLOGUE.
Age " Fashion - ~ Applause.” ”
Stage British Natjon. Virtye’s Cause
Mind 2 . Trust
Mankind Young o Just
Face Tox‘n)gue .. .- Pear
Trace . Bard .. Here
Sigh Reward . . ~ Stands
Tragedy Hiss ... <,. . Hands
Scene . Miss . " True
Spleen _ Dare ORI o You. .
Pil;‘t ,...‘ British,fn:ir‘,. - - .

Here we have some respectable observations on the advan-
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Jages of the drama in every age, on the wideness of its
survey, the different natures of tragedy and comedy, the vicis-
situdes of fashion, and ‘the pcrmanent greatness of the British
empire. Then the young bard, new to the dramatic art, is

introduced. He disclaims any hope of reward for any merit
of his own, except, that which is founded on a proper sense

of the delicacy and beauty of his fair auditors, and his zeal j in
the cayse of virtue. To this, at all events, he is surc his cri-
tics will be just; and though he cannot help feeling'a certain
timidity, standing where he docs, yet upon the whole, as
l¢ccomes an Englishman, he is perfectly willing to gbide by

the d\qmon of his countrymen’s hands, hoping that he shall
he found 'z

L]
——— t0 Scnse, if not to genius, true,
. . ,
® . And trusts his cause to virtue, und — to You.
I

Should the reader, before he ‘comes to tbls explication of the
Prologue, have had any other ideas suggested by it, we will
‘undertake to say, that they will at all events be found to have
a wonderful general sxmlhtgde, and it is to be obscrved, that
this very flexibility of adaptatitn is onc of the happiest and
most useful results of our proposed system of poetry. It

comprelends all the possible common-places in vogue; and
it also-leaves tp the i mgemous reader something to fill up;
which is a’compliment, that has always been held due to him
by the best authorities,

The next specimen is what, in a more superfluous condi-
tion of metre, would have been entitled Lines on Time. It
is much in that genteel didactic taste, whicp is abeynce think-
ing and npn-thinking, and has a certain lz;t and elderly dis-
like ofinnovation in it, greatly to the comfort of the seniors
wha.adorn the circles. .
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ON TIME. .
Time Child ' Race Hold *
Sublime Beguil'd Trace Old
Fraught Boy All Surc
Thought Joy Ball Endure
Power Man Pride’ Death
Devour Span » Deride Breiath
Rust Sire Aim Forgiven
Dust Expire. Same Heaven.
Glass Undo i
Pass So New
Wings Go
Kings.

We ash any impartial reader, whether he could posibly
want a more sufficing account of the frogress of this author’s
gpicce oK n‘e\ﬁq}lh&' uﬁq“ﬁe” There is first the addrgss
to the hoary god, with all his emblems and consequencezbout
him, the scythe excepted; that being an edge-tool to rhymers,
which they judiciously keep, instde the verse, a8 in a sheath.
Then we are carried throngh alfthe stages of human exis-
tence, the caducity of which the writer applies to the world
at large, impressing upen us the inutility of hope and exer-
tion, and suggesting of coursesthe propriety’ of thinking just
as be does upon all subjects, political and moral, past, pre-
scnt, and to come. We really expect the thanks of the blue-
stocking socicties for this new-old picae of ethics, or at least
of one of Mr. Southey’s dcputatwns of old women.
n—-xﬁﬁ?@,‘i‘x utility of our system'would be too obvi-
ous to mention. But in nothing would it be mord felicitous
"than in ma.tters of Satire and Lempoon. Contempt is brief.
Bitternesg and v cnom are thc better for bems concgngrited.
A generous indignation wishes to,save itself trouble”:—a scan-
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dal-monger would save hxmsclf detection and a beating; and
cvéry one would willingly be as safc as possible from the law.
Now what can be briefer and more contemptuous than the
more in question? What a more essential salt or vitriolic
acid, distilling in solitary and biting drops? What Jess ex-
hausting to the ‘writer’s feeling? What more bafiling to
chtmy, becauge able to dispense, with all that constitutes
style and peculiarity? What safer from the law, as far as
any thing can be safe that is not supremely unlawful? Upon
principles equally obvious it will be the same with flattery
aiil panegyric, cpithalamiums, odes on birth-days, &¢. For
instancet—

(™

A PANEGYRICAL ADDRESS TO A CERTAIN HOUSE.

.

What ’ Tools " Backs Seat
Use Host Throne Sell
Rot Fools 7 Tax Comsplete |
. Abuse. Most. ©~ ‘Alone. Hell.
Part . Reform Hire Set
Vocation Withjp ¢ Breath About
“ Start Storm Tire Get
Indignation.” . Begin. Decath. Out.
. A tAT-0’-NINE-TAILS FOR LORD C.
Packing Washy ~ Loathing
Hacking . Splashy Frothing
Racking. « Flashy. Nothing.

ANGOTHER, "WITH KNOTS IN IBa.awily,
Hydrophoby Turn about on o get yout
. Of troops Yourselves, . Self taught
Quoth the looby, Quoth the spout on, Beat your feature,
The Booby. - * The doat on. You creature.
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A SOLILOQUY,’ BY THE SAME.
L]

Folk Say Fate
Zoun’s! Blunder; So

Smoke Nay, Great
Nouns: Dunder! * Low.

Else Hammer Curse 'em

Miragles. Grammar. Disperse ‘em.






A GERMAN APOLOGUE.

TuEe other day Jupiter gave Mercury a remarkable com-
mission. Whether the God had grown older since the times
of Platb and of Horace, or that the tempers of Didna afid
Miperva had not sweetened, or that there, was somc.thing in
the existing state of the world which alarmed him for the
continuance of his authority, we know not; but certain if is,
that great complaints had been made for some time past
against three persons, whqse names will surprise the reader,
in conjunction with such a circumstance; to wit, the Graces.

One body of persons represented, that they werc-Erown
much too philosophic for their taste: another (\V’lnch &eemul'
odd) that they were much teo Vivacious. A third asserted
(which was still more singular, considering they are god-
desses) that they had no religion.  Angther admitted they
might have some little Yeligion, because thg_v arc the same
as the Charities; but that ther® was nothing vitat in it, and
that they had been heard to =peak ill of Pluto. A number
of uld ladies and gentlemen declared that there were no longer
any such tlnm;& as Graces. But the nlost remarkable sight
was to sec all the puritans and debauchees assembled toge-
tl-crﬂ..su'fx‘)mmnmg that the Gmes were no longer modest.

By way of countbr-petition to all this, a numerqifp body of
®persons, dressed in the extremest point of the fashion, de-

clared ghat they knew the Graces very wellathat ey were
the hest good-natured creatures in the workl, and had helped
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‘them to dress that mor:zing We are sorry to say, that this
p€tition was rejected as fnvolous and vexatious. The pre-
sentcrs however did not appear to be disconcerted. They
smiled in a manner which scemed to say that conviction
ought to follow it; and their smile, like that of the whole
assembly, was changed.into a convulsion of laughter by a
poor crazy poet, who half stalking and half tottering forward,
with an old laurel on his head, asserted that he copld settle
the whole matter at once; and being asked in what way,
replied, ¢ 7 am the three Graces.”

** The Graces were then called ipto court, but nobody came.
Again they werg called; but a dead silence prevailed over
the vast assembly: Some old prophecies made Jupiter look
uneasy. After waiting as long ag he well could, he bad them
called, more solemnlyz a third time. Not a Grace was to be
seen. The old ladies and gentlemen could not help chuckling
at this, as a proof of what they had said ; but one of the most
ancitw.of the females coming forward, and swearing she had
scen them, and now saw them, in the likcness of three beau-
tiful women 'of her own age‘; invstomachers and toupecs, the
laugh was turned in favour of the young ones. The laugh
scemed 2 be cchoed at a great distance Dy threc of the
most charming lnughs in the world} which made somebody
cry out, ¢ There are the Grades!” upon which he was fined
in a great passion by Mr. Justice Minos, for interrupting
business. ‘Indeed all:the Judges, but one, seemed to be in
a great passion; which was thought to be owing to a loyal
interest they took in the anxiety of the wa Gods and
‘Men. The one in Question was in so g!fut a pastrow, that
he seem' to be in none 8t all, .He was é6nly con:ndermg all
the wh:le how he should»put the Graces to the torture, if
ever ho\auqh& them.”. . . ) .

At length Jupiter, not knowmg what was to be donc,
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asked the opinion of the great men preseht, particularl)"
of three ordinary looking persons, who though not of the
priesthood, piqued themselves upon being the holiest of his
vice-gerents. Their opinion was (and it was also the unani-
mous opinion of the judges, of the most orthodox of the '
priests, of the female writers on Tartarus, and indeed of every
dne who had a right to give an opinion; that is to @Y who
had a respectable superfluity of possessipn, particularly of
nonscnse) that the, three goddesses, hitherto known by the
name of the Graces, ought to be deprived of their nanie and
offices, and other three ladies, properly deified for thpoc®a-
sien, appointed in their stead. The warragt was acCordingly
drawn up by three commissioners instantly nominated for
that putpose; to wit, the dlispassionate Judge above-men-
tioned, one of the female writers on Tartarus, and an old
Scotcly lord, whose past profligacy of life, and extreme filthi-
ness of conversation, did not hinder him from knowing what
was (uite right and delicate in his old age, and keving®a
becoming zeal for it. The warrant was dm.wn up with a
rapidity proportionate to theszeal. It purported, that whereas
the three very irregular, anti-Tartar, and indecorous perso-
nages, the Charitics, better known by the style and title of
the Three Graces, had ﬁtterly lost, ruined, ur.nd abolished their
reputations, as well by certain*wicked compliances with pre-
tended humanists and philosophers, as by certain other abo-
minable non-gompliances with their right lords, masters, and
mistresses,«—the said Three Graces, cdmmonly so called, are
from this d;ﬂ/- forward, in their own persons and cxistence,
utteny, ﬁoiislxed, done away, va-Viady driven out with up-
lifted bands and &yes, reprobated, non-clected, and altoge-
ther nihili-vili-pilificd,—any apparent lifc, vitality, beanty,
or engi#y of theirs notwithstgnding :—And in the £zdm of the
said Three Graces, cemmonly so called, sthree c[;min other
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Graces, hereafter to be more, especially nominated, are to
prévail and be received with all due worship in their stead,
and to preside in particular over all elegancics, proprietics,
decorums, withdrawing-rooms, female influences, prudes,
* prostitutes (for their better undoing) old generals, nicc dis-
tinctions, in short, all that exquisite anoral order of things
genteel, which, in the midst of every vice, maintains, as it
were, every virtue,and by the mere strength of a close, thick,
and hard-grained integrity in the few, woyld suffice, if neces-
sary, for the utter rottenness of virtue and felicity in all the
rést:~-The said three new Graces to be of equal heights,
bearings' and acgomplishments, like the former ones; orly
to be dressed, instead-of undressed, except when they go to
court; and to be undeniably beautiful, unexccptiontibly or-
thodox, and irreversibly chaste.

For the discovery of thede requisite trinal triplicities,
Mercury was immediately dispatched on his travels. We
Idckily<accd not accompany him, for he sought every where,
like the Squire of Dames; and though he was not in a di-
lemma, so extrcmely one and indivisible, as that in which
the Squire is represented by the courtly poet who has related
his adventures,* yet, he was hampered quite enough. He
could not for the life of him meet with the three ultra-quali-
fied perfections altogether. Many ladics were undeniably
beautiful, but not unexceptionably orthodox. The lovelier
their style of beauty, the more heterodox they,were as Tar-
tars. A great numbel were undeniably beautiful, but by no
means irreversibly chaste. . Some who claimed flie merit of
being ir revcrqlblychastc ad well as uncxceptlonably o‘]‘ponbx
" were a f#reat way off indeed from being ﬁndcmably beauti-
ful,—pot to say truly what thcy were.  In short, theryoung

(M v t

* 'Sec Faerie Quecne, Book 3rd. .
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deity, who carried his scrupulasity of proof sothewhat further,
we suspect, than his cmployers ‘intended, found plenty “of
women who pretended to all the qualifications, but none who
completely stood the test of investigation. - - In direct propor-
tion to their claims in some respects, they were apt to fail in
others; and even when they made no pretensions at all, but
were at once unaffectedly beautiful, virtuous, and, chaste,

Mercury found that in, proportion to the grusting sunphcxtv
of their goodness, the irreversible part of the business' swod
very aukwardly in the way.

At length, to his great joy, he had accounts which hvacoﬂfd
reby on, of three persons who completelyanswered the de-
scription in request. Without further delay, he wrote about
them td Jupiter, and proceeded to the place they lived in to
claim them : when unluckily he had the mortification to
fiud, that they bad been taken away by Pluto the day before,
for the Three Furies. - * . o, .






LETTERS FROM ABROAD.

. Lerrer [L—PISA. o

WE have adopted the present form of communication’with
the realler for these articles, because we found the rse®t
ongs plural privileges inconvenient in trav.elling. AR author
must reverse on these occasions the custom of his legitimate
brother swe’s, und travel cpgnito; otherwlse his personal
experiences will sornetimes have avery ludicrous and incon-
sistent effect.  He will nof beeable to move about with so
much freedom, or give the results of his impressions and
encounters with such vivacity, as if he were unhampered
with a hody corporate. It is not every body, like Cerberus
or a king, who can be ¢ three ;’:entlemen at once,” and at
the same time lose nothing of his loco-motion. Therefore,
be it known once for all, that when we travel, though in
company, we are one, ahd shall use the first person accord-
ingly ; being, nevertheless, at all other times,. more than one,
and ready to prove it beyond a doubt upon the head of any
one else, who shall dispute our miscellaneousness.

Pisa, one of the oldest cities in Kurope, and supposed to
have originated in a colony from its Grecian namesake, was
at ome thic The most flourishing (.:ity in .Tuscnny. But the
sca des.c-rtcc.l it; and with the sea gradually depa;ted all its

“modern importance. What it retained longest, and up to a
late perjagl, was its renown as a place of leagning 2nds edu-

.cat.iqn. But even that has departed now. , It ha,s— (ndeed an
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2unmers;lty, wht)se name is loth to abandon it; and the edu-
chtion, to those who are very much in earnest about it, is
worth procunng, because private tuition, of a very attentive
kind, is to be had for a trifle; and the university lectures
may be attended gratuifously.* The science most in request
is medicitre, or rather surgery.” The name of Professor Vaccd
(2 man'in the prime ‘of life, with an intelligent and pleasing
couutenance) is known all over Europe. There is also an-
other liberality, truiy becoming the study of letters, and
worth the imitation of countries that pique themselves on
theig_advances beyond supemtmon :—men of any ‘sect or
religionl can take all the degrees in the university, ex¢ept
those in dwlmty or canonical law. One of the most inte-
restmg sights no¥ in Pisa is a yenerable Greek Archblshop‘
who takes his walk on the Lungamo every evening. It is
understood that he is supermtendmg the education of some
Greek youths, and that he puts the receipts of his office to
the noble purpose of assisting it. Prince Alexander Mavro-
cordato, who joined his countrymen last year in their great
struggle, an8l to whom Mr.‘Shelley has dedicated his Hellas,
was studying here when his glorious dnty called him off. I
know nat on what errand a rich Russian comes to the same®

~place; but the other evening, in tht cathedral, I saw one of
the sons of the late Marshaﬂ S. His semi-barbarous, fair,
active-looking, and not ill-natured face, formed a curious
contiast with the procesSion of dark southern heads, that
was passing him up ¢he middle of the church: His brother,

whb is 'é‘ai&' t‘o be handsome, is here also. I was told they
N ————
* Thgmﬁer of this article, for some weeks, had the pleasurt of inter-
changing some English and Ttalian reading with the Abate G iuliani, am
elegapt scholar; and there is 2 young man of the name of Gianuetti, who
made a \a’»kmd snd attentive master, to his children, and pr.gises to be,
an excellen mstmcw{ .
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had been in Pisa about a year, and were rscchissimi (very'
rich)—a word which an Italian‘utters with a peculiar gravis.

What renders Pisa mterebtmg now, and will continue to
render it so as long as it exists, is its being left to a compa-
rative solitude, and its containing one of the mast singular,
and many of the most ancient specimens of the arts, in ltaly.
It now stands five miles from the sea, and so completely out
nf the ordmary roads of Communication, that the writers of
cluboratc works upon Italy do not think & incumbent upon
them to notice it. Such however as have a true taste for
their sybject, cannot be well satisfied with themse]\{e.s for
the omission. Let the reader imagine a small white city,
with a tower also white, leaning very disthctly in the dis-
tance at onc end of it, trees on either sido, and blue moun-
tains for the back-ground. °*Such is the first sight of Plsa,
as the traveller sees it in coming from Reghorn. Add to this,
in sumraer-time, fields of torn on all sides, bordered with
hedge-row trees, and the festoons of vines, of which he has
so often read, hanging from tree to tree; and he may judge
of the impression made upon an enthusiastics admirer of
Italy, who is in Tuscany for the first time. It looks like a
.thing you have dreamt of, and answers most completely to
the imagination, o . '

In entering the city, the impgression is ‘bmutifgl. What
looked white in the distance remains as pure and fair on
closer acquaintance. You cross a.bridge, and cast your eye
up the whole extent of the city one way, the river Ao (the
river of Dante, Petraych, gnd Boccactio) winding through the
middle oY it evrder two more blidges ; and fair elegant houses
of good »size bordering the wide paverhent on eithey side.

SLhis is the Iung’arno, or street along the Arno. The moun-
tains, irf which you now discover the look of their marble
weins (Soitit is from these that the marble of Carl‘a‘a comc~)
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tower away be‘;mtifully at the further end, and seem much
nearer than they are. The Amo, which is about as wide
perhaps as the Isis at Oxford is sandy coloured and in the
summer-time shrunken ; but still it is the river of the great
Tuscan writers, the visible possessor of the name we have all
heard a thousand times, and we feel what a true thing is that
which is called ideal.

The first novelty that strikes you, after your dreams and
matter-of-fact have recovered from the surprise of their in-
troduction to one another, is the singular faimess and new
hnk of housés that have been standing hundreds of years.
This 16 ‘owing to the ltalian atmosphere. Antigunity every
where refuses to look ancient ; it insists upon retaining its
youthfulness of aspect. The consequence at first is o mixed
feeling of admiration and disappointment ; for we miss the
venerable. The houses seem as if they ought to have sym-
pathized more with humanity, and were as cold and as hard-
hearted as their materials. But you soon find that Italy
is the land, not of the venerable, but the beautiful; and
cease to look for old age irthe chosen country of the Apollo
and the Venus. The only real antiquities are those in Dante
and the pldest painters, who treat of the Bible in an ancient
style. Among the 'mansions on the Lungarno is one entirely
fronted with mérble, and marhle so purc and smooth that
you can see your face in it. It is in a most graceful style
of architecture, and has ascurious symbol and motto over the
door, which is the second. Pisan mystery. “The symbol is
an actual fetter, attached with great nicety of taste to the
middle stone over' the dvor-way : the motto8lla Giornata
(For the Day, or the Day’s Work). The allision: is sup-
posed to be to some captivity undergone by on® of the Lan-
freducci family, the proprietors : but nobody knows.” Further
up on thy same gide of the way, is the old ducaf palace,
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said to be the scene of the murder of Don'Garcia by his
father, which is the subject of one of Alfieri's tragedies :
and between both, a little before you come to the old palace,
is the mansion still belonging to the family of the Lanfran-
chi, formerly one of the most powerful in Pisa. Part of the
inside is said to have been built by Mi¢hael Angelo. The
anfranchi were among ghe nobles, who conspired ,to pull
down the traitorous ascendancy of Copnt L'orolmo, and
wreaked that more infamous revenge on him and his young
children. 1 ueed not remind the reader of the passake in
Dante $ but perhaps he is not aware, that Chaucer has svert
thijv related the story after him, referring, with hi% usual
modesty, for a more suflicing account, to ¢ the grete poete
“of Itudle.”  See the Mogk’s Tale, part the last, entlt]ed
“ Iugelin of Pise.” Th: tower in which Ugolino was
sarve (l. was afterwards called the Tower of Famine. Chau-
cer, who is suppowd to have heen in Ttaly, says that it stood
“a littel out™ of Pisa; Villani says, in the Piazza of the
Anziani. It is understood to be no longer in existence, and
even its site is disputed. Tt iw clirious to feel ofleself sitting
quietly in one of the old Italian houses, and think of all the
interests and passions that have agitated the heagts of so
many generations of its tenants; all the revels and the quar-
rels that have echoed along its walls; all the guitary that have
tinkled under its windows: all the scuffles that have disputed
its doors. Along the great halls, how many feet have hurried
in alarm! how' many stately bcnutms have drawn their quiet
trains! how many huge torehea have usht red magnificence up
the gtaircasey'! how much blood perlnps been shed! The
ground ‘ﬂunr\ of ]l the great houses in Pisa, a8 ig other
» | talian cmes have iron bars at the windows, evidently
for sec unty in time of trouble. The look |s at first Very
" gloondy and prison-like, but *you get used t0 it. ‘The bars
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also are thin, ‘round, and painted white, and the interstices
ldrge; and if the windows are towards a garden, and bor-
dered with shrubs and ivy, as in the Casa Lanfranchi, the
imagination makes a compromise with their prison-like
appearance, and persuades itself they are guards only in
time of war, but trellises during a peace-establishment All
the floors are made for separate families, it having been the
custoni in Italy fram time immemorial for fathers and
mothers, sons and daughters-in-law, or vice versa, with as
many other relations as might be “ agreeahle,” to live under
the same roof. Spaciousness and utility were the great
objectsewith the bm]der, and a stranger is sometimes sur-
prised with the 166k of the finest houses outside, particularly
that of the ground-floor. The stables used often to be there,
ani their place is now as often 'occnpied by shops. In the
inside of the great ptivate houses there is always a certain
majestic amplitude ; but the entrances of the rooms and th»
staircase on the ground floor are often placed irregularly, so
as to sacrifice everything to convenience. In the details
there is sure to be a noble eye to proportion. You cannot
look at the elevation of the commonest door-way, or the
ceiling of a room appropriated to the humblest purposes,
but you recognize the land of the fine arts. You think Mi-
chael Angelo kas been at the turning of those arches,—

at the harmonizing of those beautiful varicties of shupe,
which by the secret Jprineiples common to all the arts and
sciences, affect the qund like a sort of inaudible inusic. The
very plasterer who is hired to give the bare walls of some
old unused apartment an appearance of ornanssmt, pamts his
door-ways, his pilasters, and his borders of leaves, ia a bold
style of relief and illusion, which would astonish the doubt-
ful hand of many a gentleman “in the h:gher walks of art.”
It must l?e observed however; that this is a piec“uf good
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taste which seems to have survived most others, and 1o haye
been kept up by the objects upon which it works ; for the
arts are at present lying fallow in Italy, waiting for more
strenuous times.

T was so taken up, on my arrival at Pisa, with friends and
their better novelties, that I forgot even to look about me
for the Leaning Tower. ¥ou lose sight of it on eptering
the towm, unless you come in at the Lusca gate. On the
Sunday following however 1 went to see it, and the majestic
spot in which it stunds, with Mr. Shelley. Gaod Gud'
what a’day that was, compared with all that have fo'l!Jh 2d
it!e I had my friend with me, arm-in-arm,.sfter a sepamtmn
of years : he was looking better than I had ever seen him—
we talkeel of a thousand things—we anticipated a thousapd
pPleasures — — — I must plunge again into my writing,
that I may try to farget it., °

The Leaning Tower stands in a solitary quarter of the city,
but in illustrious company. Mr. Forsythe, a late traveller’
of much shrewdness and pith, (thouﬂh a want of ear, and an
affectation of ultra good semse, "render him somctimes ex-
tremely unfit for a critic on Italy,—as where he puts music
and perfumery on a level,) has been bgforchand with the
spot itself’ in putting thi% idea in my head. * Pisa,” says
he. “ while the capital of a republic, was celebrated for its

“ profusion of marble, its patncnan towers, and its grave

mfurniﬁn,euce. It still can boast some marble churches,

‘ a marble p.ll.u,e and a marble.bridge. * Its towers, though

“ no longer a mark of nobility, may be traced in the walls of

mgdelmzed houses. Its nravlty pmyades cvery street;
“ but its magmﬁceme 1> now confined to one sacred corner.

“* There stand the Cathedral, the Baptistery, the Leaning
* Tower, gnd the Campo 8 Santo; all built of thg sanie ma.rble,
¥ all frieties of the same anclnl,u.ture, all vengrdble with
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«.years, and fortunate both in their society and in their soli-
« tude.”—Forsythe’s Italy, 1801.

I know not whether my first scnsation at the sight of the
Leaning Tower, was admiration of its extreme beauty, or its
threatening attitude. I remember being exceedingly struck
with both. Its beauty has never been sufficiently praised.
Its overhanging aspect seems to menace the houses near it
with instant destruction. The inclination is fowmteen fect
out of the perpendicular, and has singularly escaped the
£xaggerations of travellers and pictures. We wonder that
peopicgshould build houses underneath it, till we recolleet
that it has probably stood thus cver since it was built, thut
is to say, for nearly six hundred and fifty years; and that
habit reconciles us to any thing. * The Leaning fower at
* first sight,” says Mr. Matthews, in his Diary of an Invalid,
“ is quite terrific, and exceeds expectation. Therc 3s, | be-
.‘“ licve, no doubt of the real history of this tower. The fonn-
“ dation-ground gave way during the progress of the build-
“ ing, and the architect completed his work in the direction

¢ thus accidentally éivcn toit. Accordingly, we find in the
“ construction of the upper part, that the weight is sup-
“ ported in a way 4o support the equilibrium.” e means,
that something of a curve backwards is given to it. Mr.
Forsythe® seems to ridicule opinions to this effect; but T
can only say, that such was the impression on my own eyes,
before I called to mfind anything that had bgen said about
it. The structure ‘was begun by u German artist, William
of Inspruck, and finisheq by dtalians. Severa] other towers
in Pisa, Qincluding the Observatory, have a very v_';sibl 2 -
clination, owing to the same cause,—the sinking of the soil,
which is light, sandy, and full of springs; and surelv nothing’
1s more probable than an attempt on the part of thy: puilders
of 50 behutiful astructure to counteract the consequen-es of
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.
the foundation’s having given way. The tower'is a campanile
or belfry to the Cathedral. It waxs the custom in Italy to maKe
the belfry a separate building, and the custom was a gond
one; for it afforded variety, and prevented barbarism. The
height of the tower is about 150 feet, but it looks more, on
account of its happy situation and the lowness of the houses
near it. Let the reader jmagine the Monument of London
sheathed, in an open work of eight stbrit-s.ot' little cSlumns,
and leaning in a fine open situation, and he will have some
idea of this noble cylinder of marble. The sheath & its
great beauty, and gives it an extraordinary aspect of richpex$
ung simplicity. d

With regard to the company in which t stands, let the
reader ippose the new square at Westminster Abbey, con-
verted iuto a hroad grass walk, and standing in a much mbore
su]nlary part of the town. Let him suppose at one end of this
walk the Le aning Tower, with some small but clegant houses
on one side of it, looking down the grass plot; the Baptisteryy
a rotunda, standing by itself at the opposite end; the public
hospital, an extremely neat and quiet building, otcupying the
principal length of the road which horders the grass plot on
one side; on the other side, and on the grass itself, the
Cathedral, stretching between the Leaning Tower and the
Baptistery; and lastly, at the back of the*Cathedral, and
visible between the openings at its two ends, the Campo
Santo or Burial Ground, a set of walle(.l marble cloisters full
of the oldest® paintings in Italy. All, these buildings are
detached; they all stand in a free, “open situation; they all
look as if they were built Dut e year ago: they are all of
malblo' the whole, place is kept extremelv deano—tlle very

» grass in a state of greenncss not common to turf in the South’;
and ﬂxere are trees looking upon it over o wall next the Bap-

* tisters: *Let the reader add ® this scene a f&w boys pfaymo'
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abeut all ready to answer your questions in pure Tuscan,—
women occasionally pussing with veils or bare heads, or now
and then a couple of friars; and though finer individual
sights may be found ih the world, it will be difficult to come
upon an assemblage of objects more rich in their communion.

The Baptistery is a large rotunda, richly carved, and ap-
propriated solely to the purpose after which it is christened.
It is in a mixed style, and was built in the twelfth.century.
Mr. Forsythe, who is deep in arches and polvgons, objects
to the crowd of wnneccssary columns; to the * hideous
fts mnrl which conceals the fine swell of the cupola;” and
to the nppmpnatggn of so large an edifice to a christenipg.
The “ tunnel” may deserve his wrath; hut his architectural
learning sometimes behaves as,ill as the tunnel, and ob-
scures his better taste. A christening, in the eyes of a good
Catholic, is at least af;limportant an object as a rotunda; and
there is a religious sentiment in the profusion with which
brnament is heaped upon edifices of this nature. 1t forias a
beauty of itself, and gives even mediocrity a sort of abund-
ance of intention that looks like the wealth of genius. The
materials take leave of their materiality, and crowd together
into a worship of their own. It is no longer, * let every
“ thing,” only, ** that has breath, praise the Lord;” but lct
every thing else praise him; and take a meaning and lifi-
accordingly. Let column obscure column, as in a multitude
of men; let arch strain upon arch, as if to ascend to heaven;
let there be infinite details, conglomerations, mysteries, lights,
darknesses; and let the birth of a new soul be well and wor-
thily celebrated in the midst of all.

e, Cathedral is in the Greek style of .the middle 1ges, a
style which Mr. Forsythe thinks should rather be called the -
Lottihard, * ag it appeared in Im]y first under the Lombard
pnnoes.”; He saxs, that it includes “ whatever was grind or
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“ beautiful in the works of the middle ages;” and that ““ this
* was perhaps the noblest of them all.2 He proceeds to fintl
fault with certain incougruities, mmongst which are some re-
mains of Pagan scalptute left standing in a Christian charch;
but be enthusiastically admires the pillars of oriental granite
that support the roof. The outside of th building consists
of mere heaps of marble, gounting by huge steps to the roof;
but theiresimplicity as well as size gives them a new sort of
grandeur; ond Mr. Forsythe has overlooked the extraordi-
nary sculpture of the bronze dvors, worthy of the same hand
that made those others at Florence, which Michael Anesino®
said were fit 1o he the gates of Paradise. [t is diviatd into
compurtments, the subjects of which are taken from § Serip-
ture: avel if the doors at Flgrence surpass it, they must be
divine indecd. The relief is the most gmceful and mast(\;ly
coneenghle, the perspective asbomshmv as if in a drawing;

and equal justice is done to the sharp monstrosities of the
divd with his bat-wings, and the gentle graces of thee
Naviout.  There is a great number of pictures in the Cathe-
drul, good enough to assist rathdr than spoil the effect, but
not remarkable. 1 have not been present when the church-
service has Leen at its best; but the leader does not seem to
rely much on his singer®, by the noise which he makes in
behalf of time.  His vehement roll of paper, Sounds like the
lashing of a whip. One evening, in August, I saw the whole
inside of the Cathedral lit up with wax in honour of the
Assumption. "The lights were disposed with much taste, but
soon praduced a great heat. There was a gigantic picture
of the Virgin dlspla)(‘d at the upper end, who was to be
supposed sitting in heaven, surrounded with the ceJestial
®ardours ; but she was « dark with excess of bright.” It is
nnpoﬁmblg to see this profusmn of lights, eepeumlly when
‘one kffows their symbolical teaning, wnhout being struck
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with the source from which Dante took his idea of the beati-
fied 'spirits. His heayen, filled with lights, and lights too
arranged in figures, which glow with lustre in proportion to
the beatitude of the souls within they, is clearly a sublima-
tion of a Catholic church. And it is not the worse for it,
that nothing escapes the look of definiteness and mate-
riality like fire. It is so airy, joyous, and divine a thing.
when separated from the idea of pain and an ill purpose, that
the language of fmppiness naturally adopts its terms, and
can tell of nothing more rapturous than burmng bosoms and
spagkling eyes. The Seraph of the Hebrew theology was a
Fire. But then the materials of heaven and hell are the
same? Yes; and a very fine picce of moral theology mi;;rht,
be made out of their sameness, always omitting the brute
injustice of eternal punishment. I it not by our greater or
less cultivation of hehlth angd benevolence, that we all make
out our hells and heavens upon earth? by a turning of the
«ame materials and passions of which we are all composed,
to different accounts? Burning now in the horrors of hell
with fear, hutred, and uncharitableness, and now in the jovx
or at least the happier sympathies of heaven, with good effort,
conrage, gratitude, generosity, love? When Dante was asked
where he found hi hell, he answeged, ** upon earth.” Hec
found his heaven in the samg place; and no disparagement
either to a future state. 1If it is impossible for the mass of
matter to be lost, or even.diminished, it seems equally im-
possible for the masz{ of sensations to be lost; and it is surely
worth while, whatever bur creeds may be, to take as much
care as possible that whatawe have to do with it, may be done
well, aend cendered worth the chance of cgntinuance.*

* See an ingenious article on this subject in Tucker’s Light of Natare,’
which. however is not imagined as highly as it might be, or illustrated with
as much as e could reasonably have deduced from nature. N



, LETTERS FROM ABROAD. 109

The erowning glory of Pisa is the Campo Santo. Ientered
for the first time at twilight, when the indistinct shapas,
colours, and antiquity of the old paintings wonderfully har-
monized with the nature of the place. I chose to go towards
evening, when I saw it again; and though the sunset came
upon e too fast to allow me to see all sthe pictures as mi-
nutely as 1 could have wished, I saw enough to warrant my
giving gn opinion of them; and I again had the pleasure of
standing in the spot at twilight. 1t is an oblong inclosure,
about the size of Stratford Plice, and surrounded, with
cloisters wider and lighter than those of Westminster. _Ad
lepst, such is my impression.  The middle is grassqd earth,
the surfuce of which, for some depth, is*Supposed to have
heen hyought from Palestine at the time of the crusades, and
to possess the virtue of decomposing bodics in the course of
a few hours, The tradition is, that Ulmldo Lanfranchi, Arch-
bishop of Pisa, who comianded the forces contributed by
his countrymen, brought the earth away with him in his
=hipg; but though such a proceeding would not have becn
impossible, the story is now, b believe, regarded as a mere
legend.  The decomposition of the bodies might have been
cflected by other means. Persons are buried both in this
enclosure and in the gloisters, but only persons of rank or
celebrity.  Moxt of the inscriptions for instance (of which
there are some hundreds, all on marble, and Tiixed with
busts and figures) are to the memory of Pisans in the rank
of nobility ;sbut there are several also to artists and men of
letters.  The most interesting grate is that of Benozzo, one
uf the old painters, who liew at ¢he foot of his own works.
1ere ix a handsome monument, with®a profile, {o Algarotii,
crected hy' Frederick of Prussia. Pignotti, the fabiflist, has
anothér; and Fabroni, the late eulogist of eminent Italians
on_lamdsome paper, has a bust so good-namred and- full of
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a certain jolly pusto, that we long to have eat olives with
hifa. In truth, these maodern gettings up of renown, in the
shape of busts and monuments to middling men of talent,
appear misplaced, when you come to notice them. They
look in the way. But the old pictures, which they seem to
contradict and interfere with, reconcile them at last. Any
thing and every thing mortal has.its business here. Thé
pretenstons of megiocrity aré exalted into the claims of the
human being. One blushes to deny the writers of amiable
books’ what one would demand for one’s own common na-
tirpor to think of excluding a man for doing better than
hundred§ of the people there, merely hecause he has 1ot
done so well as some who are not there. Pignotti and Al-
garottl, at last, even harmonize Wlth some sprightly -figures
who play their harps and their love-songs in the pictures,
and who flourished hundreds of years ago, as their readers
flourish now ; and even the bustling and well-fed amenity of
Monsignor Fabroni is but a temporary contradiction, which
will be rendered serious some day by the crumbling away of
his marble cheeks, or the 13ss of some over-lively featurc.
Let him, for God’s sake, live in inscription, and look treats
in stone.

Besides these modern pieces of scalpture, there has been
for some years a‘collection of ancient marbles, chiefly urns
and sarcophagi, together with some fragments of the early
Italian school. It is #o imipossible to pay proper attention
to any large collection of art, without repeated “visits, that I
do not pretend to have gwen it to the old pictures, much
less to the marbles. * The ffrst in impression is not pleasant,—
their orderl§ array, the numerals upon thera, and the names
of the donors upon the walls behind, giving the whole too
much the air of a shew-room or common gallery. The pic-
tures form, part of the sentiment of the place as a blirial
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ground, and would certainly he better by themselves; but
the antiquity of the marbles reconcilés us at last. From the
glance I took at them, many appear to be poor enough, but
several very good. [ noticed in particular one or two sar-
cophagi with reliefs of Bacchus and Ariadne, and a head
supposed to be that of a Roman Empetor, and looking quite
brutal enough. As to the Paganism, I do not quarrel, like
Mr. Fomythe, with the presence of things Pagan in a
Christian edifice; not only because the Pagan and Catholic
religions have much that is in common externally, their dre-
peries, altars, incense, music, winged genii, &c.; but Beuﬁse
frcan a principle which the author of a pew Comment on
Dante has noticed, there is in fact ah identity of interests
and aspirations in all these struggles of mortal man aftgr a
knowledge of things supernatural. *

The paintings on the walls, the great glory of Pisa, are
by Orgagna, Simon Memmi, Giotto, Buffalmacco, Benozzo,
and others,—all more or less reriowned by illustrious pens}
all, with more or less gusto, the true and reverend harbingers
of the greatest painters of Italy. " Simon Memm{ is the ertist
celebrated by Petrarch for his portrait of Laura; Buffal-
macco is the mad wag (grave enough here) who cuts such a
figure in the old Italian’novels; and Giotto, the greatest of
them all, is the friend of Dante, the hander down »f his like-

* See a % (‘ornment on the Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri,” just pub~
lished. It is writlen in th style of one who has been accustomed to speak
another language, and ventures upon some sir'ngularly gratuitous assumptions
n-specting. the doctrine of eternal pnishment: but the poetical reader will
consider i a valuable 'ulditmn to the stock of criticism on Dagte, and wish
tlm the authoremay continue it. It contains some happy local illudtations,
®a cnmploy\ account of the real history of Paulo and Franvesea, n settlement
of the question respecting Beatrice, and a variety of metn.physnco-theqlogml
" remagi in as good and deep a taste as those above-mentioned afe idle.
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ness to posterity, and himself the Dante of his art. Iligh as
this eulogy is, nobody will think it too high who has sccn
his works in the Campo Santo. They are of the same fine
old dreaming character, the same imaginative mixturc of
' things familiar with things unearthly, the same strenuous
and (when they choose) gentle expression—in short, the
same trne discernment of the “ differences of things,” now
crappling with a fiend or a fieree thought, now sympathising
with fear and sorrow, now setting the muscles of grim war-
riors, now dissolving in the looks and flowing tresses of
wosaen; or setting a young gallant in an attitude to which
Raphac might hgve traced his cavalicrs. And this is mgre
or less the character of the very oldest pictures in the Campo
Santo. They have the germs of beauty and greatness, how-
ever obscured and stiffened, the struggle of true pictorial
feeling with the inexperience.of art. As you proceed along
the walls, you see gracefulness and knowledge gradually
helping one another, and legs and arms, lights, shades, and
details of all sorts taking their proper measures and posi-
tions, as if eYery separate thing in the world of painting had
been created with repeated efforts, till it answered the origi-

nal and always fair idea. They are like a succession of

quaint dreams of humanity during the twilight of creation.

I have aJready mentioned that the pictures are painted on
the walls of the four cloisters. They occupy the greater part
of the elevation of these walls, beginning at top and finishing
at a reasonable distarce from the pavement. ' The subjects
are from the Old Testament up to the time of Solomon, from
the legends of the iiddle ‘ages, particularly St. Ranieri (the
patron gairk of Pisa) and from the history of the Crucifixion,
Resurrection, &c. with the Day of Judgment. There is also
a Triumph of Death The colours of some of them,. espe-

-

cially of the sky and ship in the voyage of St, Ramels,, are -
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wonderfully preserved.  The sky looks as intensely blue as
the finest out of doors. But others are much injured by tile
sea air, which blows into Pisa; and it is a pity that the win-
dows of the cloisters in these quarters are not glazed, to pro-
tect. them from further injury. The best idea perhaps which °
1 can give an Englishman of the generil character of the
paintings, is by referring, him o the engravings of, Albert
Duarer, and the serious parts of Chaucer. | There is the rame
want of proper costume—the same intense feeling of the
human being, hoth in body and soul—the same bookish, ro-
manti¢, and retired character—the same evidences, in <hert,
ofeantiquity and commencement, weak (where it is weuk) for
want of a seitled art and language, but strong for that very
rcason &n first impulses, angd in putting down all that is fclt
An old poet however always has the advantage of an *old
paintey, because he is not oblared to'a literal description of
arms, legs, and dttllud(,a, and thus escapes half his quaint-
ness.  But they truly illustrate one another. Chaucer's Dule
Theseus, clothed and behaving accordingly—his yawning
courticrs, who thank king Cambuscan for dishissing them
to bed—his god Janus keeping Christmas with his fire-side
and his dish of brawn, &c.—exhibit the.same fantastic alter-
nations of violated costume and truth of nature. The way
in which he mingles together jfersonages of all times, nations,
and religions, real and fictitious, Samson and Turnus with
Soerates, Ovid with St. Augustin, &a. and his descriptions
of actual pl‘ll‘tr(‘\'in"‘i on a wall,” in which are exhibited at
once, Narcissus, Solomon, Veuus, Croasus, and “ the porter
ldlenoss resemble the manner fn which some of the pain-
ters of the Campe Santo defy all perspective, dhd ,fill one
picture with twenty diflerent solitudes. There is a painting
for instynce devoted to the celebrated anchorites or hérmits
of tife desart. They are ref:resented according to,their seve-
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ral legends—reading, dying, undergoing temptations,assisted
by lions, &c. At first they all lopk like fantastic actors in
the same piece; but you dream, and are reconciled. The
coritempt of every thing like interval, and of all which may
have happened in it, makes the ordinary events of life seem
of as little moment; and the mind is exclusively occupied
with the sacred old men and their solitudes, all at the same
time, atd yet each by himself. The manner in which some
of the hoarymainté in these pictyres pore over their books
and earry their decrepit old age, full of a bent and absorbed
feglleness—the set limbs of the warriors on horseback—the
sidelong unequivocal looks of some of the ladies playing on
harps, and conscious of their ornaments—the people of fa-
shion, seated in raws, with Time coming up unawares to
des'roy them—the other rows of elders and doctors of the
church, forming part ‘of the, array of heaven—the uplifted
hand of Christ denouncing the wicked at the Day of Judg-
ment—the daring satires occasionally introduced against
hypocritical monks and nuns—the profusion of attitudes,
expressions, incidents, broad‘draperies, ornaments of all sorts,
visions, mountgins, ghastly looking cities, fiends, angels,
sybilline old women, dancers, virgin brides, mothers and chil-
dren, princes, patriarchs, dying saints y—it is aninjustice to the
superabundanceand truth of canception inall this multitude of
imagery, not to recognise the real inspirers as well as harhin-
gers of Raphae] and Michael Angelo, instéad of confining the
honour to the Massagjos and Pgruginos. The Massacios and
Peruginos, for all that ‘ever I saw, meritorious as they are,
are no more to be compa,red with them, than the sonnetteers
of Henry the Elghth’s time are to be compared with Chaucer.
Even in the very rudest of the pictures, where the souls of «
the dying are gomg out of their mouths in the shape of little
children, there are passages nét unworthy of Dante ov Mi-
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chacl Angelo,—angels trembling at the blowing of trumpets,
men in vain atlempting to carry theif friends into heaven®;
and saints, who have lived ages of temperance, sitting in
calm air upon hills far above the triumphant progress of
Death, who goes bearing down the great, the luxurious, and
the young. The picture by Titian, in which he has repre-
sented the three great stages of existence, bubble-blowing
childhood, love-making manhood, and death-contemplatmg
old age, is not better conceived, and hardly better made out,
than some of the designs of Orgagna and Giotto. Sinze I
have beleld the Campo Santo, I have enriched my day-dreaps®
and | wy stoc k of the admirable, and am thankful thatel have
nanies by heart, to which I owe homage and gratltude. Ten-
der and poble Orgagna, be thou blessed beyond the happi-
ness of tlunv own heaven! ' Giotto, be thou a name to the
hereafter, of u kindred brev1ty, splidityand stateliness, with
that of thy friend Dante !**

The air of Pisa is soft and balmy to the last degree. VIr .
Forsythe thinks it too moist, and countenance is given to his
opinion by the lowness and flatness of the placey which lies
in a plain full of springs and rivers, between the Apennines
and the sea. The inhabitants alsp have a proverb,—Pisa pesa
a chi posa,—which may he translated, °

Pisa sita ill . ’
On those who sit still.

To me the air secmed as dry as it is soft ; and most people
will feel oppressed every where, if they do not take exer-
cise. Tlie lower rooms of tle houses ave reckoned how-

- » N
® .
. 9,
» *There is a glod descriptian of the pictures in the Caltpo Sauto, written
by Professér Rosini, of Pisa, and enriched with some criticisis by his frjend

the Cavaliere de Rossi. . . .
.
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ever too damp in winter, at least on the Lungarno; though
the winter season is eounted delicious, and the Grand Duke
always comes here to spend two months of it. The noon-day
sun in summer-time is formidable, resembling more the in-
tense heat struck from burning'metal, than any thing we can
conceive of it in England. But a sea-brecze often blows of
an evening, when the inhabitants fake their exercise. A look
out ul;on the Lungarno at noon-day is curious. A. blue sky
is overhead—dazzling stone underneath—the yellow Arno
gliding along, generally with nothing upon it, sometimes a
14y il ; the houses on the opposite side, sleeping with
their green blinds down; and nobody passing but a few la-
bourers, carmen, or countrywomen in their veils and hand-
kerchiefs, hastening with bare feet, but never too fast to
forget a certain air of strut and stateliness. Dante, in one of
his love poems, praises hisemistress for walking like a pea-
*cock, nay even like a crane, strait above herself:—

»

Soave a guisa va di un bel pavone,'
Riritta sopra se, coma una grua.

Sweetly she goes, like the bright peacock ; strait

Above hen:self, like to the lady crane.
This is the common walk of Italian women, rich and poor.
The step of Madame Vestris on the stage resembles it. To
an English eye at first it seems wanting in a certain modesty
and moral grace; hut you see what the grave poet has to say
for it, and it is not associated in an Italian mind with any
such deficiency :* that ifthas‘a beauty of its own is certain.

Sqlitary as Pisa may look at noon-day, it is only by com-

parison with what you find in very populous cities. Its deso
late aspect is much exaggerated. The people, for the most
part, sit iP sfxag!e at their dodrs in the hottest weaher, so
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that it cannot look so solitary as many parts of London at
the same time of the year; and though it is true that grass
grows in some of the streets, it is only in the remotest. The
streets, for the most part, are kept very neat and clean, not
excepting the poorest alleys, a benefit arising not only from
the fine pavement which is every where to be found, but from
the wise use to which ciiminals are put. The punishment
of death is not kept up in Tuscany. Robbers, and even mur-
derers, are made to atonc for the ill they have done by the
goods works of sweeping and keeping clean. A great mur-
derer on the English stage used formerly to have a..'regtflar
suit of brick-dust. In Tuscany, or at leas® in Pisa, robbers
are dressed in ared livery, and murderers in a yellow. A
stranger® looks with a fecling more grave than curiosity at
these saffron-coloured mysteries, quiet)y doing their duty in
the opea streets, and not seeming to avoid observation. But
they look just like other men. They are either too healthy
by temperance and exercise to exhibit a conscience, or think
they make up very well by thejr labour for s¢ trifling un
ebullition of animal spirits.  And they have a good deal to
say for themselves, considering their labour is in chains and
for life. . .

The inhabitants of Pisa in gencral are yot reckoned «
favourable specimen of T uscan looks. You wrd sure to
meet fine faces in any large assembly, but the common run
is certainly had enough. They are’ hard, prematurely
aged, and what cxpression therc is, is worldly. Some of
them have no expression whatever, but are asx destitute of
spetulatjon and fecling as masks. The*bad Haliap face and
the good Ualian fate are the extremes of inscnsibility and

.the reverse. But it is rare that the eyces are not fine,,and
the females have a profusion of good hair. » Lady Mdrgan
has justly remarked the promising countenances of Italian
3
1
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children, compared with what they turn out to be as they
grow older; and adds with equal justice, that it is an evident
affair of government and education. You doubly pity the
corruptions of a people, who besides their natural genius,
preserve in the very midst of their sophistication a frankness
distinct from it, and an entire freedom from affectation. An
Italian annoys you neither with his pride like an Englisli-
man, nor with his vanity like a Frenchman. He' is quiet
and natural, self-possessed without wrapping himself up
§u]kiiy in a corner, and ready for cheerfulness without
griﬁmcéc. His frankness sometimes takes the air of 'a sim-
plicity, at once ¢wingularly misplaced and touching. - A
young man who exhibited a taste for all good and generous
sentiments, and who, according ¢o the representation of his
friends, was a very worthy as well as ingenious person, did
not scruple to tell me one day, as a matter of course, that he
nlade a point of getting acquainted with the rich families,
purcly.to be invited to their houses and partake of their
good things. Many an Englishman would undoubtedly do
this, but he would hardly be so frank about. it to u stranger;
nor would an Englishman of the same tastes in other
respects be casily.found to act so. But it is the old story
of * following a multitude to do evil,” and is no doubt ac-
counted & mere matter of necessity and good sense.

The Pisans claim the merit of speaking as pure Italian,
if not purer, as any people in Tuscany ; and there is a claim
among the poorer orders in this part of Italy, which has
been too hastily gredited by foreigners, of speaking a lan-
guage qujte as pureas the educated classes. 1t is certamly
not tre, whatever may be claimed for their Tuscan as an-
cient or popular Tuscan. The Pisans in general also seem
to huve corrupted their pronunciation, and the I‘lorentmes
too, if réport iscto be believed. They use a soft as,nrate
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instead of the C, as if their language was not genteel and
tender enough already. Casa is 'hasa,—cuoco (a cook)
hoho,— locando, lohando,— cocomero, hohomero,—and even
crazie (a sort of coin) hrazie. But they speak well out, troll-,
ing the words clearly over the tongue. There seems a good
deal of talent for music among them, which does not know
how to make its way. You never hear the poorest .melody,
but somlebody strikes in with what he ¢an muster up of a
harmony. Boys go about of an evening, and parties,sit at
their doors, singing popular airs, and hanging as long
posuble on the last chord. It is not an uncommwepn thing
fo? gentlemen to play their guitars as they go along to a
party. I heard one evening a voice singing past a window,
that woluld not have disgrated an opera; and I once walked
behind a common post—boy,who in dofault of having another
to help him to a harmony, contnvul to make chords of .xll
his notes, by rapidly sounding the second and treble one
after the other. The whole people are bitten with a new
song, and hardly sing any thipg else till the next: there
were two epidemic airs of this kind, when 1 was there, which
had been imported from Florence, and which the inhabitants
sung from morning till night, though tltey were nothing re-
markable. And yet Pisa is said to be the least fond of mu-
sic of any city in Tuscany. :

I must not omit a great curiosity which is in the neigh-
bourhood of Risa, towards the sea ,——n.\mely the existence
of arace of camels, which was brou 'rht from the Eust during
the crusades. 1 have not seen them out. of the city, though
the novglty of the sight in Europe, the $and of tha sez&-shore,
and the vesoels that sometimes combine with the landscape
* in the distance, are said to give it a look singularly Asiatic.
They are used for agricultural purposes, and may be some-

. L]
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times met within the walls. The forest betwecn Pisa and
another part of the sea-shore, is extensive and woody.

Pisa is a tranquil, an imposing, and even now a beautiful
and stately city. It looks like the residence of an univer-
sity : many parts of it seem made up of colleges; and we
feel as if we ought to * walk gowned.” It possesses the
Campo Santo, rich above earthly freasure ; its river is the
river of Tuscan poetry, and furnished Michacl Angelo with
the subject of his cartoon; and it disputes with Florence
the birth of Galileo. Here at all events he studied and he
taught : here his mind was born, and another great impulse
given to the progress of philosophy and Liberal Opinion.’



MAY-DAY NIGHT.

[Tuc following is a translation by Mr. Shelley of the May-day Night
scene in the tragedy of Faust. A few passages were not filled up*in the
manuseript; and one or two others, perhaps of a like nature, have peca
ommed, not out of an idle squeamishness, but that the true spiwt of them
mv-ht not be mistaken for want of being accompanied by the context of the
whole work. The scene is the first specimen, we beheve, of a poetical
Loghsh thanslation of that extraordinary production, to which no miay was
better able to do justice than our lamented friend.  The poetical readel will
feel \\nh what vivacity he has ('ncountoxd the g‘uqﬂy bustle of the revellers,
—with “h'\t apprehensiveness of mct, yet strength of security, he has carrjed
us into the thick of “ the witch clement.” "These are strong terms of praise
for a translation: but Mr. Shelley went to his work in a kindred spurit of
genius, and Gocthe has so completely pade his work a “ork of creation,
it seems a thing so involuntarily growing out of the world he has got into,
like the animated rocks and crags which he speaks of,—that a congenial
tianslator in one’s own language seems to step into his place as the abstract
observer, and to leave but twe images present to one's mind, the work and
himself. In other words, he is the trug representative of his author. This is
the very highest triumph hoth of peetry and translation.

Webster and Middleton would have liked this scene.  Every bady will
like it, who cart fgel at all what the poct feels moat, the sceret analogies that
abound in all things,—the sympathics, of whick difference and even anti-
pathy caunot get rid.  Tlow we pity T'ulst in this play, who refines and har-
des himsell out of hi¢ faith in thmws good, and acquires the necessity of
inordinaté excitement! ITow we congratulate even the Devily who having
got a pitch still fur tlwr, disconers a kind of faith in faithlessness mvlf, and
extracts @ good, wretched as it is, out of his laghing at every thing! And
how delightful, is it not, to see thg blankest scepticisn itself thus brought
round® to poetry and imagmation by the very roadgwhich segmed to lead
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farthest from it, and the misfortune of worldly-mindedness inculcated by the
very charities which the poet finds out in its behalf!

We have sometimes thought of attempting a work, in which beasts and
birds should speak, not as in Esop, but as they might be supposed to
talk, if they could give us ihe result of their own actual perceptions and dif-
ference of organization. Goéthe would handle such a subject to perfection.]



MAY-DAY NIGHT.

SceNE—The Hartz Mountain, a desolate Country.

* FAUST, MEPHISTOPHELES.

Meph. Would you not like a broomstick ? As for me
I wish, I had a good stout ram to ride ;

For we are still far from the appomted place

*Faust. 'This knotted staff is help enough for me,
\Vlulst‘l fecl fresh upon my legs. What good
Is there in making short a pleasant way?

To creep along the labyrinths of the wvales,

And climb those rocks wllere cver-babbling springs
Precipitate themselves in waterfalls,

Is the frue sport that seasons such a path.
Already Spring kindles the birehen spray,
And the hoar pines already feel her breath :
Shall she not work also within our limbs ?

Mecph. Nothing of such an influence do I feel.
My body is all wintry, and I yish .
The flowers upon our path were frost and snow.
But see how melancholy rises now,

Dimly uplifting her belated beam,

The blank unwelcome round of the red moon,
And gives so bad a light, that every step

‘One sttmbles ‘gaipst some crag. With your permission,
I'll call an Ygnis-fatuus to our aid :

I see one yonder burning jollily.

Halleo, my friend! may I réquest that you *



124 : MAY-DAY, NIGHT.

“Would favour us with your bright company ?
Why should you blaze away there to no purpose? .
Pray be so good as light us up this way.
Ignis-f. With reverence be it spoken, I will try
,To overcome the lightness of my nature;
Our course you know is generally zig-zag.
Meph. Ha, ha! your worship thinks you have to deal
With m.n. Go strait on, in the Devil’s name,
Or I will blow your flickering life out.
Ignis-f. Well,
% sge you are the master affthe house;
I will accommodate myself to you.
Only consider, that to-night this mountain
Is all enchanted, and if Jack-a-lantern
Shews you his way, though you should miss your own,
You ought not to be tvo exact with him

( Faust, Mephistopheles, and Ignis-fuluus, in alternate chorus.)

The limits of the sphere of dream,
The bounds of true and false, are past.
Lead us on, thou wandering Gleam,
Lead us onward, far and fast,
To the wide, the desart waste.

But see how swift advance, and shift,
Trees bchind trees, row by row,—
- How, clift by clift, rocks bend and lift <
Their fawning foreheads as we go.
The giant-snouted crags, ho! ho!
How they snort and how they blow!

Through the mossy sods and stones
Stream ana streamlet hurry down —
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A rushing throng! A sound of song
Beneath the vault of Heaven is hlown!
Sweet notes of love, the speaking tones
Of this bright day, sent down to say
That Paradise on Earth is known,
Resound around, beneath, above, *
All we hope and all we love

Fingds a voice in this blithe strain,
Which wakens hill, and wood, and nll
And vibrates far o’er field and vale,
And which echo, like the tale

Of old times, repeats again. .
Toswhoo! to whoo! Ngar, nearer now
The sound of song, the rushing throng!
Are the screech, the lapwing, and the jay,
All awake as if "twere day?

See, with long legs and belly wide,

A salamander in the lake!

Every root is like a snake,’

And along the loose hill side,

With strange contortions through the night,
Curls, to seize or tb affright;

And, animated, strong, anl many,

They dart forth polypus-antennce,

To blister with their poison spume

The wanderer. Through the dazading gloom
The many-coloured micg, that thread

The dewy turf beneath our tread,.

In .troops each others motions cross,
Through the heath and through the moss;
And, in legions intertangled, .

125
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The fire-flies flit, and swarm, and throng,
¢ Till all the mountain depths are spangled.

Tell me, shall we go or stay?

Shall we onward? Come alofig!

Every thing arbund is swept

Forward, onward, far away !

Trees and masses intercept

The sight, and wisps on every side

Are puffed up and multiplied.
..
Meph. Now vigprously seize my skirt, and gain
This pinnacle of isolated crag.
One may observe with wonder fiom this point,
How Mammon glows among the mountains.

Faust. Aye—-
And strangely through the solid depth below
A melancholy light, like the red dawn,
Shoots from the lowest gorge of the abyss
Of mountains, lightning hitherward: there rise
Pillars of smoke, here clouds float gently by;
Here the light burng soft as the enkindled air,
Or the illumined dust of golden flowers ;
And now%t glides like tendet colours spreading,
And now bursts forth in fountains from the earthy;
And now it winds, one torrent of broad light,
Through the far valley with a hundred veins; )
And now once more within that narrow corner
Masses ltself into intznsest splendour.
And néar us, see! sparks spring out of the ground,
Like golden sand scattered upon the darkness;
The pinnacles of that black wall of mountains
That heme us in, nre kindled.
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Meph. Rare, in faith!
Does not Sir Mammon gloriously illuminate
His palace for this festival . . . . itis
A pleasure which you had not known before.
I spy the boisterous guests already.

Fuaust. Now .
The children of the wind rege in the air!
With what fierce strokes they fall upon {lneck!

Meph. Cling tightly to the old ribs of t
Beware! for if with them thou warrest .
In their fierce flight towards the wilderness,
Their breath will sweep thee into dust, anq drag

Thy body to a grave in the abyss.
A cloud thickens the night.

€ crag.

ITark! how the tempest crashes through the forest! '

The owls fly out in strange affilght ;

The columns of the evergreen p.ﬂaces
Are split and shattered;
The roots creak, and stretch, and groan;
And ruinously overthrown, .
The trunks are crushed and shattered
By the fierce blast’s unconquerable stress.
Over each other erack and crash fhey all
In terrible and intertangled fall ; )

And ghrough the ruins of the shaken mountain
£

The airs hiss and howl. "
It is not the voice of the fountain,
Nor the wolf in his mldmght prowl
Dost thou not hear?
Strange accents are ringing
Aloft afar, anear;
The witches are singing!
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The torrent of a raging wizard song
y Streams the whole mountain along.
Chorus of Witches.
The stubble is yellow, the corn is green,
* Now to the Brocken the witches go;
The mighty multitude here may be seen
Gathering, wizard and witch, beloyv.
Sir Urean is sitting aloft in the air ;
Hey over stock ! and hey over stone !
*Twixt witches and incubi, what shall be done?
Tellit who dare! tell it who dare!
. A Voice.
Upon a sow swine, whose farrows were nine,
Old Baubo rideth alone. N
' Chorus.
Honour her to whom honour-is due,
0Old mother Baubo, honor to you!
An able sow, with old Baubo upon her,
Is worthy of glory, and worthy -of honour!
The legion of witches is corning behind,
Darkening the night, and outspeeding the wind.
. A Voice.
Which way comest thou ?
-~ ' A Voice.
Over Ilsenstein ;
The ow! was awake ir the white moon-shine ;
I saw her at rest in ker downy nest, )
And she stared at me with her broad, bright eye.
. Voices.
And yeu may now as well take your course on to Hell,
Since you ride by sd fast on the headlong blast.
. « A Voice.
She dropt poison,upon me as I past.
Here are the wounds :
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Chorus of Witches.
Come away! come aleng!
The way is wide, the way is long,
But what is that for a bedlam throng ?
Stick with the prong, and scratch with the broom.
The child in the cradle lies strangled at home,
And the mother is clapping her hands.

Semi-Chorus of Wizards 1.
We glide in
Like snails, when the women are afl away;
A from a house once given over to sin ,*
Woman has a thousand steps to stray.
* SemiaChorus 11,
A thousand steps must a woman take,
Wherea man but a singlespring will make.
Voices above.
Come with ns, come with us, from Felumece.
Voices bglow.
With what joy would we fly through the upper sky !
We are washed, we are 'nointed, stark naked are we ;
But our toil and our pain is for ever in vain.
Both Chorusses.
The wind is still, the stars are ﬂed
The melancholy moon is dead;
The m.aglc notes, like spark on spark, *
Drizzle, whistling through the dark.
Come away ! .
Voices below.
Stay, oh,’stny!
Voices above.
Out gf the crannies of the racks,
Who calls ?
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Voices below.
Oh, let me join your flocks!
I three hundred years have striven
To catch your skirt and mount to Heaven,—
And still in vain. Oh, might I be
With company akih to me!
Both Chorusses.
Some on a ram, apd some on a prong, .
On poles and on breomsticks we flutter along ;
Forldrn is the wight who can rise not to-night.
RS A Half-witch below.
I have been tripping this many an hour: J
Are the others already so far before ?
No quiet at home, and no peace abroad ! ‘
And less methinks is found by the road.
Chorus* of Witches.
Gome onward, away! aroint thee, aroint!
A witch to be strong must anoint—anoint—
Then every trough will be boat enough ;
With a rag for a sail we can sweep through the sky,
‘Who flies not to-night, when means he to fly?
. DBoth Chorusses.
We cling to the skirt, and we striké on the ground;
Witch legions thicken arount and around ;
Wizard swarms cover the heath all over. .
. ( They descend.)
¢ Mephistopheles.
What thronging, dashing, raging, rustling ;
‘What whispering, babbling, hissing, bustling ;
What glunmermg urting, stinking, butning, .
As Heaven and Earth were overturning.
There is a true«witch element gbout us.
Take hold on me, or we shall be divided.
Where are you? )
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Faust. ( From a distance.)—Here!

Meph. 1 must exert my authority in the house. *
Place for young Voland! pray make way, good people.
Take hold on me, doctor, and with one step
Let us cscape from this unpleasant crowd :

They are too mad for people of my sort.*

Jast there shines a pecubiar kind of light—
Somethirg attracts me in those bushes. Come
This way ; we shall slip down there in a minute.

Faust. Spirit of Contradiction! Well, lead on—
"Twere"a wise feat indeed to wander out
Into the Brocken upon May-day night, .

And then to isolate oneself in scorn,
Disgusted with the humours of the time.

Meph. See yonder, round a many coloured flame
A merry club is huddled all together:

Even with such little people as sit there
One would not be alone.

Fuust. Would that I were
Up yonder in the glow and whin:ling smoke,
Where the blind million rush impetuously
To meet the evil ones; there might I solve
Many a riddle that torments me !

Meph. Yet '

Many a riddle there is tied anew

Inextricably.  Let the great world rage!

We will stay here safe in the quiet dwellings.

*Tis our old custom. Men have ever built

Their own small world in the great world of all.

I sec young, witches naked there, and old ones T
Wisely ,attired with greater decency. .

Be guided now by me, and you shall buy

A potind of pleasure with a dram of trouble. '
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I hear them tune their instruments—one must
Get used to this damned scraping. Come, I’ll lead you
Among them ; and what you there do and see,
As a fresh compact *twixt us two shall be.
How say you now? this space is wide enough—
Look forth, you cannot see the end of it—
An hundred bonfires burn in rows, and they
Who throng around them seem innumerable :
Dancing and drinking, jabbering, making love,
And ‘cooking, are at work. Now tell me, friend,
What i is there better in the world than this?
Faust. In introducing us, do you assume
The character of wizard or of devil?
Meph. In truth, I generally go about
In strict incognito; and yet one likes
To wear one’s orders upon gala days.
I‘have no ribbon at knee; but here
At home the cloven foot is honourable.
See you that snail there ?—she comes creeping up,
And with her feeling eyes has smelt out something.
I could not, if I would, mask myself here.
Come now, we'll go about from fire to fire:
I'll be the pimp, and you shall he the lover.
(T some old women; who are sitiing round a heap of
glimmering coals.)
Old gentlewomen, what do you do out here?
You ought to be with the young rioters
Right in the thickest of the revelry—
But every one is best content at"home.
v © General.
Who dare confile in night or a just clalm"
* So muchk as I had done for them! and now—
With womentand the people ’tis the same,

¢
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Youth will stand foremost ever,—age may go
To the dark grave unhonoured. .
Minister.
Now-a-days
People assert their rights: they go too far;
But as for me, the good old times I praise;
« Then we were all in gll, twas something worth ,
Qne’s while to be in place and wear a star; °
That was indeed the golden age on, earth.
Parvenu.*
We too are active, and we did and do
» What we ought not, perhaps; and yet we now
" will seize, whilst all things are whirled round and round,
A spoke of Forttne’s wheel, and keep our ground.
Author.
Who now can taste a [reatise of ﬂeep sense
And wonderous volume? ’tis impertinence
To write what none will read, therefore will 1
To please the young and thoughtless people try.
Meph. (Who at once appears té have grown verl old.)
I find the people ripe for the last day,
Since I last came up to the wizard mountain;
And as my little cask r#ns turbid now,
So is the world drained to the dregs.
Pedlar-Witch. Look here,
Gentlemen ;*do not hurry on so fast
And lose the ¢hance of a good pennyworth.
I have a pack full of the choicest wares
Of every sort, and yet in all my bundlg *
Is nothihg like what may be found on earth;
) Nothmg that in a moment will make rieh

°
* A sort o.f fundholder.
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Men and the world with fine malicious mischief—
There is no dagger drunk with blood ; no bowl
From which consuming poison may be drained
By innocent and healthy lips; no jewel

- The price of an abandoned maiden’s shame;
No sword which cuis the bond it cannot loose,
Or stabs the wearer’s enemy in the back ;
No——

Meph. Gossip, you know little of these times.
What has been, has been; what is done, is past.
“I'heyv shape themselves into the innovations,
They breed, and innovation drags us with it.

The torrent of the crowd sweeps over us :
You think to impel, and are yourself impelled.

Faust. Who is that yonder?

Meph. Mark her well. It is
Lilith.

* Faust. Who?
Meph. Lilith, the first wife of Adam.
Beware of hér fair hair, for She excels
All women in the magic of her locks;
And when she winds them round a young man’s neck,
She will not ever set him free again.

Faust: "here sit a girl and an old woman—they
Seem to be tired with pleasure and with play.

Meph. There is rest to night for any one:
When one dance ends another is begun;

Come, let us to it! We shall h‘ave rare fun.

( Féust dances and sings with a girl,.and Mephistopheles
with an old woman. )

’ C
Brocto-phantasmist. What is this cursed multitude akout?
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Have we not long since proved to demonstration’

That ghosts move not on ordinary feet?

But these are dancing just like men and women.
The Girl. What does he want then at our ball?
Faust. Oh! he :

Is far above us all in his conceit:

Whilst we enjoy, he reasqns of enjoyment ;

And any.step which in our dance we treag,

If it be left out of his reckoning,

Is not to be considered as a step.

There are few things that scandalize him not:

Ang when you whirl round in the circle naw,

As he went round the wheel in his old mlll

IIc says that you go wrong,in all respects,

Especially if you congratulate him
Upon the strength of the reaembl'mce

DBroct. Fly!
Vanish! Unheard of impudence! What, still there! '
In this enlightened age too, since you have been
Proved not to exist'——But this infernal brood
Will hear no reason and endure no rule.
Are we so wise, and is the pond still haunted?
How long have I been sweeping out this Tubbish
Of superstition, and the world will not
Come clean with all my pains !—it is a case
Unheard of'! N

The Girl. Then leave off teazing us so.

Broct. 1 tell you spirits, to your faces now,
That I should not regret this despotism
Of spirits, but that.mine can wield it not.

» To night I shall make poor work of it,

Yet I will take a round with you, and hope
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Before my last step in the. living dance
To beat the poet and the devil together.
Meph. At last he will sit down in some foul puddle;
That is his way of solacing himself;
" Until some leech, diverted with his gravity,
Cures him of spirits and the spirit together.
. (To Faust, who has seceded. from the dance.)
Why do you let that fair girl pass from you, . .
Who sung so sweetly to you in the dance?
__ Faust. A red mouse in the middle of her singing
§prung from her mouth.
Meph. That waq all right, my friend.
Be it enough that the mouse was not grey.
Do not disturb your hour of happiness
With close consideration of such trifles.
Faust. Then saw I——
‘Meph. What?
" Faust. Seest thou not a pale
Fair girl, standing alone, far, far away?
She drags hérself now forward with slow steps,
And seems as if she moved with shackled feet :
I cannot overcome the thought that she
Is like poor Margaret. '
Mepk: Let it be—pass on—=
No good can come of it—it is not well
To meet it—it is an enchanted phantom,
A lifeless idol; with« numbing look,
It freezes up the blood of man ; and they
Who meet its ghastly stare are turned to stone,
Like those*who saw Medusa. .
Faust. O, too true!
Her eyes are lnke the eyes of a fresh corpse
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Which no beloved hand has closed, alas!

That is the heart which Margaret yielded to me—

Those aré the lovely limbs which I enjoyed!
Meph. 1t is all magic, poor deluded fool!

She looks to every one like his first love.

Faust. Oh, what delight! what woe! I cannot tumn
My looks from her sweed piteous countenance.

How stiangely does a single blood-red lipe,
Not broader than the sharp edge of a knife,
Adorn her lovely neck!

Meph. Aye, she can carry

Her head under her arm upon occasion; .
Perseus has cut it off for her. These pleasures
End in'delusion.—Gain this rising ground,

It is as airy here asin a [ o ]
And if I am not mightily decetved,
I see a theatre—What may this mean?

Attendant. Quite a new piece, the last of seven, for ’tis
The custom now to represent that number.
"Tis written by a Dilettante, and
The actors who perform are Dilettanti;
Excuse me, gentlemen; but I must vanigh.
I am a Dilettante curtain-lifter.






ARIOSTO’S EPISODE OF CLORIDAN,
' MEDORO,, AND ANGELICA. -

I is no great boast to say, that this is perhaps the firat «
time an English reader has had any thing Zlike a specimen
gliven him of the Orlando Furioso. Harridgton, the old trans-
lator, wrote with a crab-stick, and Hoole with a rule. (The
rhyme is lucky for him, ahd perhaps for our gentilities; for
he provokes one of some sort. ) The characteristics of Ari-
osto’s style are great arimal spmts great ease and ﬂow of
versification, and great fondness for natural and stralt-forward
expressions, particularly in scenes of humour and tenderness.
What approaches Harrington makes to these yith his sapless
crutches, or Hoole with his conventional stilts, let those dis-
cover who can. Harrington has perhaps twenty good stanzas
in his whole work ; alld he is to be preferred to Hoole, be-
cause he has at all events an air of greater,rood fa‘,'l.th in what
he does. Hoole is a mere bundle of common-places. He
understood nothing of his author but the story. He some-
times apologizes for the difficulty hé feels in  raising the
style,” and when he comes to a passage more than usually
familiar, thinks that the most * tolerahle” way of rendering
ft is Ry doing away all its movement®and vivagity. “ Most
tolerable”sit is cértainly, and “not to be endured™ Yet a
friend once quoted to us one good linc out of Hoole. * It
wag something,” he said, “ about

“ Neptune's white herds lowing o’er the deep.”
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Hehad mended the version unconsciously. Hoole could hardty,
by any chance, have given a line of such deep and varied in-
tonation, particularly as he was obliged to have rave and wave
in a passage about a storm. His line is—
And Neptune’s white berds low above the wave;

which is very differeat It does justice neither to thé sound
of the original, nor to the idea of extent suggested by the
—word mare, or deep; not to mention that Ariosto says nothing
about Neptune, but leaves you to that indefinite and myste-
rious sense of the tesemblance between roaring white billows
and something animated, which strikes every one who has
been,at sea, and doubtless suggésted the anciemt. popular
superstition to which he may also allude. But it is doing
too much honour to Hoole to find fault with him for a parti-
cular passage. Let the reader, if he has any curiosity, only
dip into his first book, and he may judge of all the rest by a
few of his hea!-ls and smarts,—man, span,—side, spy’d, &c.

.“ The beautiful and pathetic tale of the two friends
“ Medoro and Cloridano,” says Dr. Wharton, speaking of
this episode, * is an.artful and exact copy of -the Nisus and
« Euryalus of Virgil; yet the author hath added some
“ ongmﬂ‘Beautles to it, and in particular hath assigned amore
“ interesting motive for this midnight excursion, than what
“ we find in Virgil; for Medoro and Cloridan venture into
“ the field of battle to nd out among the heaps of slain
“ the body of their Jord. This.perhaps is one of the most
“ excellent passages ta this wild and romantic authqr, whv
“ yet abbundsin various beauties, the merit 6f which ought not
* to he tried by the established rules of classical criticism.”
Postscript to his Virgil, quoted by Hoole. Hoole further
observes on hisowx part (for he sometimes writes a respect-
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able note) that im Virgil  the attempt of exploring -the
“ enemy’s camp is first suggested by Nisus, and that the
*“ young Euryalus takes fire at the proposal; but in Ariesto
“ the youth is the first mover, instigated by love and grati;
* tude to his dead prince, which circymstance greatly ele-
& vates his character and adds to the pathos of the story.”—
Tt may be added, that'Ariosto has contrived to wite the
story of Angelica with that of Medoro %n a manner sirign-
larly new and beautiful, and to reward the youth’s,virtue
with life and love, without depriving the episode of ity—
pathos. The danger also into which Medoro is brought by
réfusing to throw aside his master’s d¢ad body, and save
himself by flight, is a circumstance exquisitely touching.
On the other hand, if thése are great additions, Virgit has
one or two circumstances extremely natural and ‘dramatic,
which Ariosto seems to Have thought it as well for his new
incidents to omit; such as the discovery of Euryalus by
means of the glittering belt he had carried off:—then the
care he tikes to provide for his mother before he sets out on
the adventure, and her introduction after his death, where
she gazes on his exposed head in a state of distraction, are
both in the best style of the pathetic: and in short, if Virgil
had been more improved upon by Ariosto than he Las been,
his merits would have been on a level with him, because he
invented the episode. To say the truth in comparing two
good thingsy we are never very a.nxnous to lean to this side
or that. We are better pleased to relish them both to the
full; and to like what they differ in, as well as what they
have dn common. Our great object is to makeg others sen-
sible of the merits of as many good things as possxf)le
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Ay night, the Saracens, in their battered stations,
Feeling but ill secure, and sore distressed,

Gave way to tears, and groans, and lamentations,
Only as hushed as possible, and suppressed ;
Some for the death ef friends and of relations
Left on the field ; others for want of rest,

Who haé been wounded, and were far from home ;
But most for dread ‘of what was yet to come.
“Among the rest, two Moorish youths were there,
Born of v lowly stock in Ptolemais ;

Whose story furnishes a proof so rare

Of perfect love, that it must find a place.

Their names Medoro and Cloridano were.

They had shewn Dardihel the same true face,
Whatever fortune waited on his lance,

And now had crossed the sea with him to France.

L J

The one, a hunter used to every sky.

Was of the rougher look, but prompt and fleet :
Medoro had a cheek of rosy die,

Fair, and delightful for its youth complete :

Of all that came*to that great «hivalry,

None had a face more lively or more sweet.

Black eyes he had, and sunny curls of hair;

He seemed an angel, pewly from the air. .

These two with others, where the ramparts lay,
Were keeping watch to guard against surprise,
‘What time the night, in middle of its way, '
Wonders at heav&n with its drowsy eyes.
Medoro there, in all he had to sy,

Could not but talk’, in melancholy wise,
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Of Dardinel his master, and complain
That he had won no honour that canrpaign.

Turning at last, he said, “ O Cloridan,
I cannot tell thee how it swells my blood
To think our lord lies left upon the plain
To wolves and crows ; akas, too noble food !
When P reflect how pleasant and humang
He always was to me, I feel I could
Let out this life that he might not be so,
And yet not pay him half the debt I owe.

[ ] U
I will go forth,—I will,—and seek him yet,
That he may want not a grave’s covering:
And God perhaps will please that I ghall get
Even to the quiet camp of the great king.
Do thou remain ; for if my name is set
For death in heav’n, thou mayst relate the thing :
So that if fate cuts short the glorious part,
The world may know, at least, I had the heart.

Struck with amaze was Cloridan to see ,

Such heart, such love,' such nobleness in a.youth;
And laboured (for he loved him tenderly)

To turn a thought so dangerous'to them both ;
But no—a sprrow of that high degree

Is no such thing to comfort or to goothe.

Medoro was disposed, either to die,

©Or give his lord a grave wherein to lie.

Seeing that nothing bent him or could moye,
Cloridan cried, « My road then shall be thine :~

143
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I too will join in such a work of love;

1 too would clasp a death-bed so divine.
Life—pleasure—any thing—what would it behove,
Remaining without thee, Medoro mine!-

Such death with thee would better far become me,
Than die for grief, shouldst thou be taken from me.

Thus both resolv’d, they put into their place
The next on guard, and slip from the redoubt.
They eross the ditéh, and in a little space
“Enter our quarters, looking round about.

So little dream we of a Saracen face,

Our camp is hush’d, and every fire gone out.
"Twixt heaps of arms and carriages they creep,
Up to the very eyes in wine and sleep.

Cloridan stopp’d a while, and said, “ Look here!
We must not lose this opportunity :

Some of the race who cost our lord so dear,

Surely, Medoro, by this arm must die.

Do thou meanwhile keep watch, all eye and ear,
Lest any one should come:—1I’ll push on, I,

And lead the way, and make through ‘bed and board
A blood§ passage for thee with my sword.”

He said; and hushing, push’d directly'through
The tent where Alpheus lay, a learned Mars,
Who had but lately come to court, and knew
Physic, and magic, and a world of stars.

This was a ¢ast they had not help’d him {o:
Indeed their ﬂatte.ries had been all a faice;
For he had found, that after a long life

He was to die, poor tan, beside his wife:
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And now the careful Saracen has put

His sword, as true as lancet, in his weasand.
Four mouths close by are equally well shut,
Before they can find time to ask the reason.
Their names are not in Turpin; and I cut
Their lives as short, not to be out of season.
Next Palidon died, a map of snug resources,
Who had made up his bed between two Porses.

They then arrived, where pillowing his head
Upon < barrel, lay unhappy Grill.

Much vow’d had he, and much believ’d igdeed,
That he, that blessed night, would sleep his fill.
The reckless Moor beheadg him on his bed,
And wastes his blood and wine at the same spill
For he held quarts; and in his drearfis that very
Moment had fill'd, but found his glass miscarry.

Near Grill, a German and a Greek there lay,
Andropono and Conrad, who had pass’d .
Much of the night al fresco, in drink and play;
A single stroke a-piece made it their last.
Happy, if they had theught to play away

Till daylight on their board his eye had cadt! .=

But fate determines all these matters still,

Let us forecast them for her as we wi]l.

Like as a lion in a fold of sheep, )

Whom desperate hunger has made gapnt and spare,
Kllls,'bleeds dexolirs, and mangles in a heap
The feeble flock collected meekly there;

So the fierce Pagan bleeds us in our sleep,

Ard lays about, and butchers every where:
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And now Medo:lo Jjoins the dreadful sport,
Bet scorns to strike among the meaner sort.

Upon a duke he came, Labrett, who slept
Fast in his lady’s arms, embrac’d and fix’d ;
So close they were, so fondly had they kept,
That not the air itself could get betwixt.
O’er both their necks at once the faulchion swept.
O happy death! O cup too sweetly mix’'d!
For as their bosoms and their bodies were,

~Ev’n so, I trust, their souls went clasp’d in air.
Malindo and Ardafico next are slain,
Sons of the prince, of whom the Flemings held :
They had been just made knights by Charlemagne,
And had the lilies added to their shield,
Because, the hardest day of the campaign,
He saw them both turn blood-red in the field.
Lands too he said he’d give; and would have done it.
Had not Medero put his veto'on it.

The wily sword was reaching now the ring,
Which the pavilions ‘of the Paladins «

Made roxnd the kigh pavilion of the King.
They were his guard by turns. The Saracens
Here make a halt, and think it fit to bring
Their slaughter to a clpse, and get them hence;'
Since it appears impossible to make

So wide a circuit, and find none ‘awake.

They mlght have got much booty if they chose,
But save themselv'es, and they'll have done their good.
Cloridan leads as heretofore, and' goes
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Picking the safest way out that he could.

At last they come, where, amidst shields and bows, .
And swords, and spears, in a red plash of blood,
Lie poor and rich, the monarch and the slave,
And men and horses heap’d without a grave.
The horrible mixture of the bodies there,

(For all the field was reek}ng round about)
Would have made vain their melancholy &are
Till day-time, which ’twas best to do without,
Had not the moon, at poor Medoro’s prayer,
Put from a darksome cloud her bright horn out.
Medoro to the beam devoutly raised d

His head, and thus petitioned as he gazed:—

“ O holy queen, who by our ancestors®

Justly wert worshipp’d by 4 triple name; ,
Who shew’st in heav’n, and earth, and hell, thy powers .
And beauteous eye, another and the same;

And who in forests, thy old favourite bowers,

Art the great huntress, following the game;

Shew me, I pray thee, where my sovereign lies,

Who while he lived found favour in thine eyes. ”

.
L]

At this, whether *twas chance or faith, the moon
Parted the cloud, and issued with a stogp,

Fair, as when firat she kissed Endymion,

And to his arms gave herself naked up.

The city, at that light, burst forth and shone,
And both the campg, and all the plain and slope, »
+And the two hills that rose on either quarter,
Far from the walls, Montlery and Montmartrt.
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Most brilliantly of all the lustre showered

Where lay the son of great Almontes, dead.
Medoro, weeping, went to his dear lord,

‘Whom by his shield he knew, part white and red.
The bitter tears bathed all his face, and poured
From either eye, like founts along their bed.

So sweet his ways, so sweet his sorrows were,
They might have stopt the very winds to hear.

Butdow he wept, and scarcely audible;
' Not that he cared what a surprise might cost,
From any dread of dying; for he still
Felt a contempt for life, and wished it lost;
But from the dread, lest ere he could fulfil
His pious business there, it might be crost.
Raised on their shoullers is_the crowned load;
And shared between them thus, they take their road.

With the dear weight they make what speed they may,
Like an escaping mother toa birth;

And now comes he, the lord of life and day,

To-take the stars from heav’n, the shade from earth ;
When the young Scottish prince, who never lay
Sleeping, when-things were to» be done of worth,

After continuing the pursuit all night,

Came to the field with the first morning light.

And with him came, about him and behind,

A troop of knights, whom they could see from far,
All met ugon the road, in the same mind '
To search the field for precious spoils of war.
 Brother,” said Cloridan, “ we must needs, I find,
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“ Lay down our load, and see how fleet we are.
“ It would be hardly wise to have it said,
« We lost two living bodies for a dead.

And off he shook his burden, with that word,
Fancying Medoro would do just the same;

But the poor boy, who batter loved his lord,
Took onis shoulders all the weight thatycame.
The other ran, as if with one accord,

Not guessing what had made his fellow lame.
Had he} he would have dared, not merely one,
Bus heaps of deaths, rather than fled alone

The knights, who were determined that those two
Should cither yicld them prisoners or glie,
Disperse themselves, and withohit more ado
Scize every pass which they might issue by.
The chief himsclf rode on before, and drew
Nearer and nearer with an carnegt eye;

For secing them betray such marks of fear,
He plainly saw that enemics were there.

There was an old forest there in those days, |
Thick with o’ershadowing trees and underwood,
Whicil, like a labyrinth, ran into a maze

Of narrow pnths, and was a Solitude. °

The pagans reckoned on its friendly.ways,

For giving them close covert while pursued:— .
Burt he that loves these chaunts of mine in rthyme,
May chuse to hear the rest another time, *

* Here the 18th Canto gnds, and the 10th Iegins,
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NonEe knows the heart in which he may confide,
As long as he sits high on Fortune’s wheel ;

For friends of all sorts then are by his side,
Who shew him all the self-same face of zeal:
But let the goddess roll him from his pride,

The flattering set are off upon their heel;

And he who loved him in his heart alone

Stands firm, and will, even when life is gone.

If e;res could see the heart as well as face,
Many Aa great man at court who tramples others,
And many an huable one in little grace,
Would change their destiny for one another’s ;
This would mount up into the highest place—
That go and help the scullions and their mothers.
But turn'we to Medoro, good and true,
. Who lov’d his lord, whatever fate could do.

The unhappy youth, now in the thickest way

Of all the wood, would fam have hidden close;

But the dead weight that on his shoulders lay,
Hampers his path, whichever side he goes.

Strange to the country too, he goe; astray,

And turns and tramples 'midst the breaks and boughs.
Meanwhile his friend, less burdened for the race,

Has got in safety 16 a distant place. v

Cloridan came to where he heard no more

The hue.'and cry that sent him like a dart;

But when he turned about and missed Medore,
He seemed to.have deserted his own heart.

“ Good God ¥’ he cried; “ npt to see this before!
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“ How could I be so mad! How could I part
“ With thee,- Medoro, and come driving here,
** And never dream I left thee, when or where!”

So saying, he returns in bitter wise

Into the tangled wood, by the same path,

And keeps it narrowly wish yearning eyes,

And treads with zeal the track of his ownsdeath.
And all the while, horses he hears, and cries,

And threatening voices that take short his breath:
And last of all he hears, and now can see,
Madoro, press’d about with cavalry. s

They are a hundred, and allFround him. He,
While the chief cries to take him prisgner,
Turns like a wheel, and fages valiantly

All that would seize him, leaping here and there,
Now to an eln, an oak, or other tree,

Nor ever parts he with his burdga dear.
See!—he has laid it on the ground at last,
The better to controul and keep it fast.

Like as a bear, whom men in mountains start
In her old stony den, and dare.. and goad,
Stands o'er her children with uncertain heart,
And roars for gage and sorrow in one nlood:
Anger impels her, and her natural part,' '

To use her nails and bathe her lips in blood;
Love melts her, and for all her angry rdur,
Holds her eyes back to look on those she bore.

Cloridan knows not how to gjve his aid,  *®
And et he must, and die too:—that he kiows:

151



152 ARIOSTO'S EPISODE OF

But ere he changes from alive to dead,

He casts about to settle a few foes.

He takes an arrow,—one of his best made,—
And works so well in secret, that it goes
Into a Scotchman’s head, right to the brains,
And jerks his lifeless fingers from the reins.

The horsemen in confusion turn about,

To see by what strange hand their fellow died,
When a new shaft’s in middle of the rout,
And the man tumbles by his fellow’s side.

He was just wondering, and calling out,

And asking questions, fuming as he cried;
The arrow comes, and dashes te his throat,
And cuts him short in middle of his note.
QZerbin, the leader of the troop, could hold
His rage no longer at this new surprise,

But darting on the boy, with eyes that roll’d,
“ You shall repent this insolence,” he cries;
Then twisting with his hand those locks of gold,
He drags him back, to see him as he dies;
But when he set his eyes on that sweet facc,
He could not do it, ’twas so hard a case.

The youth betook him to his prayers, and sa’d,
“ For God’s sake, sir, be not so merciless

“ As to prevent my burying the dead:

“ “Tis a king’s body that’s in this distresy:

¢ Think not I ask, from any other dread;

¢ Life could give me but little happiness.

<« All the life iow which I desire to have,

* Is'just enough to give my lord a grave,
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« If you've a Theban heart, and birds of prey

« Must have their food before your rage can cool,
* Peast then on me; only do let me lay

« His limbs in earth, that has been used to rule.”
So spake the young Medoro, in a way

To turn a rock, it was so beautiful. .

As for the prince, so deeply was he moved,

That allmt once he pardoned and he loved

A ruffian, at this juncture, of the band,

Little testrain’d by what restrain’d the rest,
Thrust with his lance across the suppliangis hand,
And pierc’d his delicate and faithful breast.

The act,—in one too underchis command,—
Displeas’d the princely chief, and much distress’d;
The more so, as the poor poy dropp’ d his head,
And fell so pale, that all believ'd him dead.

Such was his grief, and such was his disdain,
That crying out, * The blood be on his head !” "
He turned in wrath to give the thrust again;
But the false villain, ere the words were said,
Put spurs into his horse and fled amain,
Stooping his rascal shoulders,’as he fled.
Cloridan, when he sees Medoro fall,

Leaps from tRe tvood, and domes defyig all ;

And casts away his bow, and almost mad,

Qoes slashing round among his enemies,

Rather for death, than any hope he had

Of cutting his revenge to its fit size. .

His blood soon coloured many a dripping blade,
And he perceives with pleasure that he dies;
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And so his strength being fairly at an end,
He lets himself fall down beside his friend.

The troop then follow’d where their chief had gone,
Pursuing his stern chase along the trees,

And leave the two companions there alone,

One surely dead, the other scarcely less.

Long time Medoro lay without a groan,

Losing his blood in such large quantities,

That life would surely have gone out at last,

Had not a helping hand been coming past.

a
~

There came, by chance, a damsel passing there,
Drgss’d like a shepherdess in lowly wise,

But of a royal presence, and an air ‘
Noble as handsome, with sweet maiden eyes.
’Tis so long since 1 told you news of her,
Perhaps you know her not in this disguise.
This, you must know then, was Angelica,
Proud daughter of the Khan of great Cathay.

You know the magic ring and her distress ?
‘Well, when she had recovered this same ring,
It so ificreased her pride and haughtiness,
She seem’d too high for any living thing.
She goes alone, desiring nothing less
Than a companion, éven though a king :
She even scorns to recollect the flame

Of one Orlando, or his very name.

- .
.

-
But above all 'she hates to recollect

That she had taken to Rinaldo,s0;
She thinks it thedast want of self-respect,
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Pure degradation, to have looked so low.

¢ Such arrogance,” said Cupid, “ must be checked.”
The little God betook him with his bow,

To where Medoro lay, and standing by,

Held the shaft ready with a lurking eye.

Now when the princess spw the youth all pale,

And found him grieving, with his bitter wound,

Not for what one so young might well bewail,

But that his king should not be laid in ground,

She félt a something, strange and gentle, steal

Into her heart by some new way it found,

Which touched its hardness, and turned all to grace;
And more so, when he told her all his case.

And calling to her mind the listle arfs
Of healing, which she le:;.mt in India,
(For "twas a study valued in those parts,
Even for those who were in sovereign sway,
And yet so easy too, that like the heart’s, .
"Twas more inherited than learnt, they say)
She cast about, with herbs and balmy juices,
To save so fair a life for all its uses.

. .
And thinking of an herb that caught her eye
As she was goming, in a pleasant plain,
(Whether ‘twas panacea, dittany, L
Or some such herb accouutgd sovereign,
For staunching blood, quickly and t¢nderly,
And winning outeall spasm and bad pain)
She found it not far off, and gathering some,

Returned with it to save Medoro’s bloom.:
PY »
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In coming back she met upon the way

A shepherd, who was riding through the wood
To find a heifer, that had gone astray,

And been two days about the solitude.

.She took him with her where Medoro lay,
Still feebler than he. was, with loss of blood :
So much he lost, and drew so hard a breath,
That he ‘was now fast fading to his “death,

Angelica got off her horse in haste,
~ And made the shepherd get as fast from his;
She groend the herbs with stones, and then expressed
With her white hands the balmy milkiness;
Then dropped it in the wound, agd bathed his breast,
His stomach, feet, and all that was amiss:
And of such virtue wad it, thet at length
The blood was stopped, and he looked round with strength.
At last he got upon the shepherd’s horse,
But would net quit the placé till he had seen
Laid in the ground his lord and master’s corse;
And Cloridan lay with it, who had been
Smitten so'fatally with sweet remorse.
He then obeys the will of the fair queen;
And she, for very pity of his lot,
Goes and stays with him at the shepherd’s cot.,
" Nor would she leave him; she esteem’d him so,
Till she had seen him ywell with ler own eye;
So full of pity did her bosom grow, .
Since first she saw him faint and like tg die.
Seeing his mannefs now, and beauty too,
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She felt her heart yearn somehow inwardly;
She felt her heart yearn somehow, till at last
"Tveas all on fire, and burning warm and fast.

The shepherd’s house was good enough, and neat,
A little shady cottage'in a dell : ’

The man had just rebuiltsit all complete,

With rosm to spare, in case more birthsbefell.
There with such knowledge did the lady treat
Her handsome patient, that he soon grew well ;
But ndt before she had, on her own part,
Asecret wound much greater in her heart®

Much greater was the wound, and deeper far,
The invisible arrow made in her hearj-strings ;
"Twas from Medoro’s lovgly eyes and hair;
"Twas from the naked archer witl the wings.
She feels it now ; she feels, and yet can bear
Another’s less than her own sufferings.

She thinks not of herself :; she thinks alone
How to cure him, by whom she is undone.

The more his wound recovers and gets ease,
Her own grows worse, and widens day by day.
The youth gets well ; the lady languishes,
Now warm, npw cold, as fifful fevers play.
His beauty heightens like the flowering trees;
She, miserable creature, melts away
Itike the weak snow, which some wanh sun has found
Fall’n, out of seasdn, on a rising ground. *
. . »
And must she speak at last,rather than die?”?
And must she plead, without angther’s aid ? ’
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She must, she must ;—the vital moments fly—
She lives—she dies, a passion-wasted maid.

At length she bursts all ties of modesty ;

Her tongue explains her eyes; the words are said ;
“And she asks pity underneath that blow,

Which he perhaps that gave it did not know.

O County Orlando! O King Sacripant!

That fame of yours, say, what avails it ye?

. That lofty honour, those great deeds ye vaunt,
Say, what’s their value with the lovely she?
Shew me—recal t& memory (for I can’t)—
Shew me, I beg, one single courtesy

That ever she vouchsafed ye, faror near,

For all you’ve done and have endured for her.

And you, if you could come to life again,

O Agrican, how hard ’twould seem to you,
Whose love was met by nothing but disdain,
And vile repulses, shocking to go through!

O Ferragus! O thousands, who in vain

Did all that loving and great hearts could do,
How would ve feel, to see, wnth all her charms,
This thankless creature in a strlphng s arms !

The young Medoro had the gathering /

Of the world’s rose, the rose untouched before ;
For never, since that garden blush’d with spring,
Had human being daied to touch the door.

To sanction it,—to honestize the thing,*'

The priest was ealled to read the service o’er,
(For without mfirriage what cap come but strife ?)
And the bride-mdiher was the shepherd’s wife.

* Per onestar la cosa.
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All was performed, in short, that could be so

In such a place, to make the nuptialg good ;

Nor did the happy pair think fit to go,

But spent the month and more, within the wood.
The lady to the stripling seemed to grow.

His step her step, his eyes her eyes pul:sued H
Nor did her love lose any of its zest,

Though®she was always hanging on his breast.

In doors and out of doors, by night, by day,

She had the charmer by her side for ever:
Morning and evening they would stroll alay,
Now by some field, or little tufted river;

They chose a cave in middle of the day,
Perhaps not less agrecable or clever,

Than Dido and AEneas found to screen them,
When they had secrets to discuss between them.

And all this while there was nat a smooth tree,
That stood by stream or fountain with glad breath,
Nor stone less hard than stones are apt to be,

But they would find a knife to carve it with ;

And in a thousand places you might see, ,

And on the walls about you and beneath,
ANGELICA AND MEDORO, tied in one,

As many ways as lovers’ knots can run.

And when they thought they had out-spent their time,
Angelica the royal took her way,

She and Medoro,'to the Indian clime,

To crown him king of her fair realm, Cathay.

-~
[ ]
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THE COUNTRY MAIDEN.

FROM POLITIAN.

La pastorella si leva per tempo
e Menando le caprette a pascer fuora 3

Di fuora, fuora, la traditora
Co suoi begli occhi la m’ innamora,

E fa di mezza notte apparir gl?rno. »

Poi se ne giva a spasso a la fontana
Calpestando ’erbette tenerelle,
(O) tenerelle, galanti ¢ belle,
Sermollin fresco, fresche mortelle,

E ’l grembo ha pien di rose e di viole.

Poi si sbraccia e si lava il suo bel viso,
Le man, la gamba, il suo pulito petto,
Pulito petto, con gran diletto,

Con bignco aspetto, ° .

Che ride intorno intorno (o) le campdgne.

h

‘E qualche volta canta una canzona, °
Che e pecore balla e gli agnelletti :

E gli agnelletti fanno i scambietti,
Cosi le capre con li capretti, »
E %tutti fanno a gara (o) le lor danze, * »
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E qualche volta in sur un verde prato
¢ La tesse ghirlandette (o) di bei fiori,
(O) di bei fiori, di bei colori,
Cost le ninfe con li pastori,
.E tutti imparan da la pastorella.

Poi la sera ritorna a la sua stanza
Con la vincastra in man discinta e scalza,
Discinta le scalza
Ride e saltella per agni balza.
Cost la pastorella passa il tempo.
TRANSLATION.
THEF sweet country maiden she gets up betimes,
Taking her kids to feed out on the grass,—
On the grass, on the grass,—ah! the sly little lass,
. Her eyes make me follow with mine as they pass;
I am sure they’d make day in the middle of night.

Then she goes, the first thing, to the fountain hard by,
Treading the turf with her fresh naked feet,—
. Naked feet, naked feet,—O so light and so sweet,
Through the thyme and the myrtles they go so complete,
And she makes up a lap, which she fills full of flowers.

Then she tucks up her sleeve to wash her sweec face,
And her hands; and her legs, and her bosom so white,—
Her bosom so white,—with ¢ gentle delight;
I never heheM such a beautiful sight,

It makes the place smile, wheresoever it turns.

. ’And‘sometimes ihe éings a rustical song,
Which makes the kids dance, and the sheep alsdo—
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The sheep also,~—they hark, and they go ;. ,
The goats with the kids, all so merrily O! .
Yop would think they all tried to see 'who could dance best.

*
And sometimes, upon a green meadow, I’ve seen her
Make little garlands of beautiful flowers,—
. O, most beautiful flowers,~which last her for hours,
And the great ladies make them for their paramours,
But all of them learn from my sweet couhtry lass.

And then in the evening she goes home to bed,
Bare-footed, and loos’ming her laces and things,—
“Her laces and things,—and she laughs+and she sings,
And leaps all the banks with one of her springs;

And thus my sweet maiden she passes her time. "

EPIGRAM OF ALFIERI,

UPON THE TREATMENT OF THE WORD “ CAPTAIN” BY

THE ITALIANS, FRENCH, AND ENGLISH,
]

Capitano & parola . ,
Sonante, intera, e nell’ Italia nata ;
Capitén, gid scqnsola, |
Nasalmente dai Galli smozgicata ;
Keptn poi dentrq gola :

De’ Britanni aspfi sen sta straspolpata.

IMITATED AND ANSWERED.

Poor Italy, one needs must own,
Has the word “ Captain,” and the,word alsne;
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-France had the man, but gave him those

° Whom he had taken for her by the nose;
England had her’s, and has him still,
Who'll cut her own throat for her, if she will

EPIGRAMS ON LORD CASTLEREAGH.

Oh, CasTLEREAGH ! thou art a patriot now;
Cato died for his country, so did’st thou ;

He perish’d rather than see Romé enslav’d,

Thou cut’st thy throat, that Britain may be sav'd.

So CasTLEREAGH has cut his throat '—The worst
Of this is,—that his own was not' the first.

———

So He has cut his throat at last !—He! Who?
The man who cut his country’s long ago.
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Page G, line 6, instead of ¢ a worse king never left a realm undone,” read
< a weaker king ne'er left a realm undone.”
Page 7, line 16, instcad of ¢ a bad ugly woman,” read ¢ an unhandsome
woman.” .
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HEAVEN AND EARTH,
A MYSTERY,

FPUNDED ON THE FOLLOWING PASSAGE IN GENESIS, CIAP. VI.

¢ Aund it came to pass .. .. that the sons of God saw the daughtars of men
thae they were fair; and they took them wives of all which they chose.”

¢ And woman wailing for her demon lover."’—COLERIDGE.

PART I

DRAMATIS PERRONX.

Angels.~—SaMrasA.
AzazirL. »
Rapmicn the Archangel.
Noan and hiy Sons,
Inap.
Women.—ANau.

AHOLIBAMAY.

Chorus of Spirits of the Earth.—~Chorus of Mprtals.

Men.

SCENE L.

A woody and mountainous district near Mount Ararat.—Time,
midunight.— Enter ANAM and AnoLiaMALL

"Anah. Our father sleeps: it is the hour when they
Who love us are accustomed to descend _
Through the deep clouds o’er rocky Ararat 12—

How,my heart beats!
M
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Aho. Let us proceed upon
Gur invocation. '

Anak. But the stars are hidden.
I tremble.’

Aho. So do I, but not with fear
Of aught save their delay
Anah. My sister, though
I love A.aziel more than: oh, too much !
What was I going to say ? my heart grows impious.
Ako. And where is the impiety of loving
" Celestial natures?
Anahs o But, Aholibamah,
. I love our God less since his angel loved me -
-This cannot be of good ; and though I know not
That I do wrong, I feel a thousand fears
‘Which are not ominous’ of right.
Aho. Then wed thee
Ynto some son of clay,,and toil and spin!
There’s Japhet loves thee well, hath loved thee long ;
Marry, and bring forth dust!
Anah. I should havesgloved
Azaziel not less were he mortal; yet
I am glad he is not. I can not outlive him.
And when I thirk that his imraortal wings
‘Will one day hover o’er the sepulchre
Of the poor child of clay which ro adored him,
As he adores the Highest, death becomes
Less terrible ; but yet I pity him;
His grief will be of age¢s, or at least
Mine wouM be such for him, were I the Seraph,
And he the perishable.
Aho. _— Rather say,
That he will smgle ‘forth some other daughter
Of Earth, and love her as he once loved Anah.




* A MYVTERY. . 167
Anah. And if it should be so, and she so loved him,
Better thus than that he should weep for me.
Aho. If I thought thus of Samiasa’s love,
All Seraph as he is, I'd spurn him from me.
But to our invocation ! *Tis the hour.
Anah. Seraph! ,
From thy sphére !
Whatever star contain thy glory ;
In the eternal depths of heaven
Albeit thou watchest with “the seven,”*
Though through space infinite and hoary'
*  Before thy bright wings worlds be driven,
Yet hear!
Oh! think of her who holds thee dear!
And though she nothing is to thee,
Yet think that thou ars all to her.
Thou canst not tell,—and never be
Such pangs decreed to aught save me,—
The bitterness of tears. .
Eterpity is in thine years,
Unborn, mgymo' beauty in thine eyes;
With me thou canst jot sympathize,
Exceptin love, and there, thou must .
Acknowledge that more loving dust
Ne’er wept beneath the skies.
Thou walk’st thy many worlds, thou see’st
The face of him who made thet great
As he hath made me of the least
Of those cast out from Eden’s gate :
Yet, Seraph dear !
Oh hear!

* The Archangels, said to be seven in number.
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« For thou hast loved me, and I would not die
Until I know what I must die in knowing,
That thou forget’st in thine eternity
Her whose heart death could not keep from
o’erflowing
Forrthee, immortal essence as thou art !
Great.is their love who love in sin and fear ;
And such, I feel; are waging in my heart
A, war unworthy : to an Adamite
Forgive, my Seraph! that such thoughts appear,
For sorrow is our element ;
Delight
An Eden kept afar from sight,
¢« Though sometimes with our visions blent.
The hour is near,
_Which tells me we are not abandoned quite.—
« Appear ! Appear!
Seraph!
My own Azaziel! be but here,
And leave the stars to their own lwhh
Aho. Samiasa !
Wheresoe'er v
Thou rulest in the upper air—
Or warring with the spirits who may dare
Dispute with him
Who made all empires, empire ; or recallicg
Some wandering stat, which shoots through the abyss,
Whose tenants dymg,-‘whlle their world is fallmg,
Sbare the dim destiny of clay in this ;
‘Orj joining with the inferior cherublm, '
Thou deignest to partake their hymn—
' Samiasa! -«
I call thee, 1 await thee, and I love thee.
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Many may worship thee, that will I not :
If that thy spirit down to mine may move thee,
Descend and share my lot !
Though I be formed of clay,
And thou of beams '
More bright than those of day"
On Eden's streams,
Thine immortality can not repay
With love more warm than mine
My love. There is a ray
In me, which, though forbidden yet to shine,
» 1 feel was lighted at thy God’s and thine.
It may be hidden long : death and decay
Our mother Eve bequeath’d us—but my heart
Defies it: though this life must pass away,
Is that a cause for thee and me to part?
Thou art immortal—so am I: I feel—
1 feel my immortality o’ersweep
All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and peal
Like the eternal thunders of the deep,
Into my card this truth—< thou liv’st for ever !”
But if it be i in joy
I know not, nor would know ; 3
That secret rests with the Afmighty’ giver '
Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and woe.
But thee and me hé never cart destroy ;
Change us he may, but not o’exwhelm ; we are
Of as eternal essence, and must war
With him if he will war w1th us : Wwith thee
I caneshare 41l things, even immortal SOITOW § ;
For thou hast ventured to share life with-me,

And shall I shrink from, thine eternity ?s

169
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No! though the serpent’s sting should pierce me thorough,
*  And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil
Around me still! and I will smile
And curse thee not ; but hold
Thee in as warm & fold
As —but'descend ; and prove
« A mortal’s love .
For animmortal. If the skies contain
More joy than thou canst give and take, remain !
Anah. Sister! sister! I view them winging
Their bright way through the parted night.
Aho. The clouds from off their pinions flinging
As though they bore to-morrow’s light.
Anah. But if our father see the sight!
Aho. He would but deem it was the moon
Rising unto some sorcerer’s tune
An hour too soon.
Anah. They come! ke comes!—Azaziel !
Aho. Haste
To meet them ! Oh! for w‘ings to bear
My spirit, while they hover there,
To Samiasa’s breast!
Anah. Lo! they have kindled all the west,
Like a returning sumset ;—16 !
On Ararat’s late secret crest
A mild and many-colour’d bow,
The remnant of their flashing path,
Now shines ! and now, behold! it hath
Returned to night,as rippling foam,
Which the leviathan hath lash’d
From his unﬁtthomable home,
When sporting on the face of the calm deep,
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S.ubsides soon after he again hath dash’d
Down, down, to where the ocean’s fountains sleep.
*Aho. They have touch’d carth! Samiasa!
Anah. My Azaziel!
. \ ’ [ Exeunt.

SCENE IL.  *

. Enter InaD and JAPHET.

Jjad. Despond not: wherefore wilt thou,wander thus
To add thy silence to the silent night,
And lift thy tearful eye untq the stars?
They cannot aid thee.

Japh. But they.sooth® me—now
Perhaps she looks upon them as I look.
Methinks a being that is beautiful
Becometh more so as it looks on beauty,

The eternal beauty of undying things. .
Oh, Anah!

Irad. But she loves thee not.

Japh. * Alas!

Irad. And proud Aholibamal spurns me also.
Japh. 1 feel for thee too.
Irad. Let her keep her pride,
Mine hath enabled me to bear her scorns;
It may be, time too will avenge it.

Japh. * Cgnst thou
Find joy in such a ¢hought? ',
1rad. Nor joy, nor sotrow.

I loved her well; I would have loved her bet';er,
I1ad dove been met with love? as ’tis, I leaye her |
To brighter destinies, if so she deéms them.
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Japk. What destinies ?

" Irad. . I have some cause to think
She loves another.
Japh. Anah!
Irad. ‘ No; her sister.
Japh. What other?
Irad. That I know not; but her air,

a

If not her words, tells me she loves another.
Japh. Ay, but not Anah : she but loves her God.
Irad. Whate’er she loveth, so she loves thee not,

‘What can it profit thee?

Japlz‘. . True, nothing ; but
I love.
Jrad. And so did I. .
Japh. And now thou lov’st not,
Or think’st thou lov’st not, art thou happier?
. Irad. Yes.
Japh. 1 pity thee.
Irad. Me! why?
Japh. For being happy,

Deprived of that which makes my misery.

Irad. 1 take thy taunt as part of thy distemper,
And would not feel as thou dost, for more shekels
Than all our father’s herds would bring if weigh’d
Against the metal of the sons of Cain—

The yellow dust they‘try to barfer with us,

As if such useless and discolour’d trash,

The refuse of the earth, could be received

For milk, and wool, #nd flesh, and fruits, and all
Our flozks and wilderness afford.—Go, Japhet,
Sigh to the starg as wolves howl to the moon—

I must back to ay rest. '
Japh. . . And so would I

If I could rest.
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Irad. Thou wilt not to our tents then?
Japh. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose
Mohuth they say opens from the internal world
To let the inner spirits of the earth
Forth when they walk its surface. {

Irad. Wherefore so?
‘What wouldst thou there? .
Japh. * Soothe farther my sad spirit

With gloom ag sad : it is a hopeless spot,
And I am hopeless.
Irad. But ’tis dangerous ;
Strange sounds and sights have peopled iy with terrors.
I must go with thee.
Juph. Iract, no; believe me

I feel no evil thought, and fcar no ev1l

Irad. But evil things will be' thy foe the more
As not being of them: turn thy steps aside,
Or let mine be with thine.

Lo

Juph. No; neither, Irad ;

I must proceed alone. '

Irad. Then peace be with thee!
[Zait TrAD.

Japh. (solus). Peace! I ha\e sought it where it should be
found,

In love—with love too, which perhaps deserved it;
And, in its stead, a heavinebs of heart—
A weakness of the spirit—listless days}
And nights inexorable to sweet sleep—
Mave come upon me. Pe'lce' what peace? the ('alm
Of desolatien, and the stillness of ’
The untrodden forest, only broken by .
The sweeping tempest throygh its groaning,boughs;
Such is the sullen or the fitful state 8 »
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Of my mind overworn. 'The earth’s grown wicked,
Nnd many signs and portents have proclaim’d
A change at hand, and an o’erwhelming doom
To perishable beings. Oh, my Anah!
‘When the dread hour denounced shall open wide
The fountains of the deep, how mightest thou
Have Jain within this bosom, folded from
The elements ; this bosom, which in vain .
Hath beat for thee, and then will beat more vainly,
‘While thine——Oh, God! at least remit to her
Thy wrath! for she is pure amidst the failing
As a stdr in the clouds, which cannot quench,
Although they obscure it for an hour. My Anah!
How would I have adored thee, kut thou wouldst not ;
And still would I redeem thee—see thee live
When Ocean is Earth’s grave, and, unopposed
By rock or shallow, the leviathan,
Lord of the shoreless sea and watery world,
Shall wonder at his boundlessness of realm.

: : ' [Exit JAPHET.

Enter Noan and SneM.

Noah. Where is thy brother Japhet?

Shem. ‘ . He went forth,
According to his wont,; to meet with Irad,
He said ; but, as I fear, to bend his steps
Towards Anah’s tents, round which he hovers nightly
Like a dove round and round its pillaged nest ;
Or else he walks the wild up t6 the cavern
‘Which opens to the heart of Ararat,

Noah." What doth he there? It is an evil spot
Upon an earth ali evil ; for things worse
Than even wickéd men resort thére: he '
Still loves this daulshter of = fated race,
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Although he could not wed her if she loved him,
And that she doth not. Oh, the unhappy hearts
Of gen! that one of my blood, knowing well
The destiny and evil of these days,

And that the hour approacheth, shopld indulge
In such forbidden yearnings! Lead the way;
He must be sought for!

Shem. Go not forward, father:
I will seek Japhet. *
Noah. Do not fear for me:

All cvil ¢hings are powerless on the man
S(_lected by Jehovah—Ilet us on.
Shem. To the tents of the father of the msters ?
Noah, No; to the cavern ¢f the Caucasus.
[Exeunt Noan and SHEM.

SCENE 1IL

The wountains.—A cavern, and the rocks of Caucasus.

Japh. (solus). Ye wilds, that look eternal; and thou cave,

Which seem’st unfathonfable ; and ye mountains,

So varied and so terrible in beattv; *

Here, in your rugged majesty of rocks

And toppling trees that twine their roots with stone

In perpendicula'r places, where the fo?t .

Of man would tremble, could he reach them—ves,
Ye.look eternal ! Yet, in a few days, .

Perhaps even hours; ye will be changed, rent, hurled ,
»Before the mass of waters ; and yon cave,

Which seems to lead into a lower world, .

Shall have its depths search’d by the sweeping wavg,
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And dolphins gambol in- the lion’s den !

And man——Oh, men ! my fellow-beings! Who
Shall weep above your universal grave,

Save I? Who shall be left to weep? My kinsmen,
Alas! what am I better than ye are,

That I faust live beyond ye? Where shall be
The pleasant places where I thought of Anah
While I had hope? or the more savage haunts,
Scarce less belovea, where I despair’d for her?
And can it be!—Shall yon exulting peak,

Whose glittering top is like a distant star,

Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep ?

No more to have the morning sun break forth,
And scatter back the mists in flpating folds
From its tremendous brow? no more to have
Day’s broad orb drop behind its head at even,
Leaving it with a crown of many nues ?

No more to be the beacon of the world,

For angels to alight on, as the spot

Nearest the stars ? And can those words ““ o more’
Be meant for thee, for all things, save for us,
And the predestined creeping things reserved
By my sire to Jehovah’s bidding ? May

He preserve them, and I not kave the power

To snatch the loveliest of earth’s daughters from
A doom which even gome serpent, with his mate,
Shall ’scape to save his kind to be prolong’d,’
To hiss and sting through some emerging world,
Reeking and dank from out tue slime, whose ooze
Shall glumber o’er the wreck of this until

The salt morags subside into a sphere

Beneath the su‘h, and be the monument,

The sole and undistinguish’d sepulchre,

»
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Of yet 'quick myriads of all life? How much

Breath will be still’d at once! All beauteous world !

So yeung, so mark’d out for destruction, I

With a cleft heart look on thee day by day,

And night by night, thy numbered dpys and nights.

I cannot save thee, cannot save even her »

Whose love had made me 19ve thee more ; but as

A portion of thy dust, I cannot think

Upon thy coming doom without a feeling *

Such as—Oh God! and canst thou—— [ He pauses.

A rushing sound from the cavern is heard and shouts of Isughter
° —afterwards a Spirit passes.

Japh. Ve In the name

Of the Most High, what art thou? *
Spirit. (laughs.) . Ma! Ha! Ha!
Japh. By all that earth holds holiest, speak ! .
Spirit. (laughs.) "Ha! Ha!

Japh. By the approaching deluge! by the earth
Which will be strangled by the ocean! by .
The deep which will lay open all her fountains !
The heaven which will convert her clouds to seas,
And the Omnipotent wh® makes and crushes !
Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct, .

Yet awful Thing of Shadows, speak to me!
Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh?

Spirit. ' . Why weep’st thou?
Japh. For earth and all her children.
Spirit. Ha! Ha! Ha,!  [Spirit vanishes.

Japh. How the fiend mocks the tortures of a wolld,
*The coming desolation of an orb, .
On which the sun shall rise and warm no life
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How the earth sleeps! and all that in it is
« Sleep too upon the very eve of death!
Why should they wake to meet it? What is here,
Which look like death in life, and speak like things
Born ere this dying wofld? They come like clouds!
[ Various Spirits pass from the cavern.
Spirit. Rejoice !
*The abhorred race
Which could not keep in Eden their high place,
«  But listen’d to the voice
Of knowledge without power,
¢ Are nigh the hour
Of death!
Not slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow,
Nor years, nor heart-break, nor time’s sapping motion,
Shall they drop off: Behold their last to-morrow!
Earth shall be ocean!
. * And 1o breath,
Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave !
Angels chall tire their wings, but find no spot :
Not even a rock from out the liquid grave
Shall 1ift its point to save,
Or show the place where strong Bespair hath died,
After long looking o’er ¢the ofean wide
For the expected ebb which cometh not :
All shall be void, .
Destroyed !
Another element shall be the lord
Of life, and thg abhorr’d
Children of dust be quench’d; and of.each hue
Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue ;
And of the variegated mountain

4
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* Shall nought remain
Unchanged, or of the level plain ; .
Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain:
All merged within the universal fountain, )
Man, carth, and fire, shall die,
And sea and sky
Look vast and lifcless in the eternal eye.
Upon the foam
Who shall erect 2 home? J

Japh. (coming forward.) My sire !
Rarth's seed shall not expire
Only the evil shall be put away
From day. :
Avaunt! ye exultin.g_; demons of the waste !
Who howl your hideous joy
When God destroys whom you dare not destroy;
Hence ! *haste !
Back to your inner caves !
Until the waves
Shall search you in your secret place,
And drive your sullen race
Forth, to be roll'd upon the tossing winds
In restless wradchedness along all space!
Spivid. Son of the saved! .
When thou and thine have braved
The wide and warring element ;
When the great barrier of the deep is rent,
Shall thou and thine be good of happy '—No!
Thy new world and new race shall be of woe—
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years
Less than the glorious giants, who
Yet walk the world in pride,
. ¢ N
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The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride.
«Thine shall be nothing of the past, save tears.
And art thoi1 not ashamed
Thus to survive,
And eat, and dgink, and wive ?
With a base heart so far subdued and tamed,
As cven to hear this wide destruction named,
Without such grief and courage, ds should rather
Bid thee await the world-dissolving wave, '
Than seek a shelter with thy favour'd futher,
And build thy city o’er the drown’d Earth’s grave?
« Who would outlive their kind,
Except ‘the basc and blind ?
Mine
‘ Hateth thine
As of a different order in l';‘hc sphere,
But not our own.

There is not. one who hath not left a throne
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness lere,
Rather than see his mates endure alone. -
Go, wretch! and give

A life like thine to other wretches—Ilive !
And when the annihilating waters g-oar
Above what they have done,
Envy the Giant Patriarchs then no more,
And scorn thy sire as the surviving one !
T hyscl_f: for being his son ! '

Chorus of Spirits issuing from the cavern.
. Rejoice!
No more the human voice
Shall vex our joys in middle air
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With prayer ;
No more .
Shall they adore ; .
And we, who ne’er for ages have adored
The prayer-exactind Lord,
To whom the omission of a sacrificé
Is vice; .
We, we shall view the deep’s salt sougces pour’d.
U'ntil one clement shall do the work
Of all in chaos; until they,
'The creatures proud of their poor clay,
oShall perish, and their bleached bones $hall lurk”
In caves, indens, in clefts of mountains, where
The Deep shall follow to their latest lair;
Where even the brutes, in the.ir despair,
Shall cease to prey on man @nd on each other,
And the striped tiger shall lie down to die
Beside the lamb, as though he were his brother;
Till all things shall be ag they were,
Nilent and uncreated, save the sky :
While a brief truce
1s made with Death, who shall forbear
The little remnant. of the past creation, .
To generate new nations for his use ;
This remnant, floating o’er the undulation
Of the subsiding deluge, from Its slime,
When the hot sun hath baked the reeking soil
Into a world, shall givg again to Time
'New beings—ycars—discases—sorrdw—crime—
With all eompanionship of hate and toil, ’
Until '
Japh. (interrupting them.) ;The eternal mll
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Shall deign to expound this dream
Of good and evil; and redeem
* Unto himself all times, all things; :
And, gather’d under his almighty wings,
Abolish hellf
And to the expiated Earth
Restore the beauty of her birth,
Her Eden i in an endless paradisc, .
Where man no more can fall as once he {ell,
And even the very demons shall do well!
Spirits, And when shall take effect this wond’rous spell ?
Japh. When the'Redeemer cometh; first in pain, ‘
And then in glory.
"Spirit. Meantime still struggle‘in the mortal chain,
Till earth wax'_hoar_v 3
War with yourselves, and hell, apd heaven, in vain,

Until the clouds look gory
With the blood reeking from each battle plain;
New times, new climes, uew arts, new men; but still
The samc .old tears, old crimes, and oldest 1ll,
Shall be amongst your race in different forms;
But the same moral storms .
Shall oversweep the future, as the waves
In a few hours the glonous Giant’s graves.*

Chorus of Spirits.

Brethren, rejoice!
Mortal, fitrewell !

(S .
* “And there were Giants in those days, and after; mighty men, which
were of old men of rénown.”—Genesis,
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.
Hark! hark ! already we can hear the voice
Of growing ocean’s gloomy swell ;
. The winds, too, plume their piercing wings?
The clouds have nearly filled their springs;
The fountains of the great dce[J shall be broken,
And heaven set wide her windows; while mankind
View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token— -
Stid, as they werce from the beginni.ng, blind. *
We hear the sound they cannot hear,
The mustering thunders of the threatening sphete ;
Yet a few hours their coming is delay’d ;
Their flashing banners, foldeg still on h'igh,
Yet undisplay’d,
Save to the Spirits’ all-petvading eye.
Howl! how!l! oh Larth!
Thy death is nearer thyn thy recent birth:
Tremble, ve mountains, soon to shrink below .
The ocean's overflow!
The wave shall break upon your cliffs; and shells,
The little shells, of ocean’s least things hé
Deposed where now the eagle’s offspring dwells—
How shall he shriek o’er the remorseless sea!
And call his nestlin.gs up with fruitless yell,
Unanswered, save by the encroaching swell ;—
While man shall long in vain for his broad wings,
The wings which could not save!—
Where conld he rest them, while the whole space brings
Nought to his eye beyo;ld the deep, hig grave?
Brethren, rejoice! .
And loudly lift each superhuman voice—
All die, o’
Save the slight remnant of Seth’s seed—s
' The seed of Seth, i .
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Exempt for future Sorrow’s sake from death.
But of the sons of Cain
None shall remain;
And all his goodly daughters
Must lie beneatls the det olating waters;

L]

Or, floating upwand, with their long hair laid
Along the wave, the cruel heaven,upbraid,
Which would not spare ‘
Beings even in death so fair.
' It is decreed,
All dic!
And td the universal human cry
The universal silence shall succeed!
Fly, brethren, fly!
But still rejoice!
We fell'
They fall!
So perish all
These petty focs of Heaven who shrink from TIcll!
[The Spirits disappear, soaring upwards.

v

Japh. (solus.) God hath proclaimed the destiny of Earth:
My father’s ark of safety hath announced it;
The very demons shrick it from their caves;
The scroll* of Enoch prophesied it long
1In silent books, which, in their silence, say
More to the mind than shunder to the ear:
And yet men listen’d not, nor listen; hut
Walk darkling to their doom; which, though so nigh,
Shakes them no more i their dim dishelief,
Than their last cries shall shuke the Almighty purpose,
Or deaf obedient pccan, which fulfils it.

* The Book of Indch, preserved by the Ethiopians, is said by them to
be anterior to ti.e Flood.
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No sign yet hangs its banner in the air; .
Tl.)e clouds are few, and of their wonted texture;
The sun will rise upon the earth’s last day
As on the fourth day of creation,gwhen
God said unto him, * Shine!” and he broke forth
Into the dawn, which lighted not the yet
Unf‘()rm;d forefather of Mankind—Dbut roused
Before the human orison the earlier  ®
Made and far sweeter voices of the birds,
Which in the open firmament of heaven
Have wings like angels, and like them salute
fleaven first each day before the Adamites :
Their matins now draw nigh—the East is kindling—
And they will sing! and day will break! Both near,
So near the awful close! For these gnust drop
Their outworn pinions on the deep; and Day,
After the bright course of a few brief morrows,— .
Av, day will rise; but upon what? A chaos,
Which was cre day; and which, renew’d, makgs timne
Nothine! {for, without life, what arc the hours?
No more {o dust than is eternity
Unto Jehovah, who eseated hoth,
Without him, ¢ven Eternity yvould be .
A void: without man, Time, as made for man,
Dies with man, and is swallow’d in t!mt Deep
Which has mo fountain; as his race will be
Devow’d by that which drowns his infant world.—
What have we here? Shapes of both carth and air?
No—uall of heaven, they are so beautiful. ’
I cannot trace their features; but their forms,
How lovelily they move along the side ®
Of,the gray mountain, scastering its mist!®
And afler the swart savage spirits, whosé
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Infernal Immortality pour’d forth

Their impious hymn of triumph, they shall be
Welcome as Eden. It may be they come

To tell me the reprieve of our young world,
For which I have so often }:ray’d—They come!
Anah! oh, God! and with her

L3

. ®
Inter SAMIASA, J}ZAZIEL, ANAn, and AnoLIBAMAR.

Anah. Japhet!

Sam. Lo!
A son of Adam!

Aza. Whtt doth the earth-born here,
While all his race are slumbering ?

Jagh. " ‘Angel ! what

Dost thou on earth when, thou should’st be on high?
Aza. Know’st thou not, or f'i)rget‘»:t thou, that a part
Of our great function is to guard thine earth?
Japh. But all good angels have forsaken earth,
Which is condemn’d; nay, even the evil fly
The approaching Chaos. Anah! Anah! my
In vain, and long, and still to be beloved!
Why walk’st thou with this Spirit, in thosc hours
When no good spjrit longer lights below?
Anah. Japhet, I cannot answer thee; yet, yct
Forgive me
Japh. May the'Heaven, which soon no more
Will pardon, do so! for thou art greatly tempted.
Alo. Back to thy tents, insulting son of Noah!
We know thge not.
Japh. ' The hour may come when thou
May’st know me ‘Better; and thy sister know
Me still the same ‘which I have ever been. ,
Sam. Son‘of the ¥ atriarch, who hath ever been




* A MYSTERY.' . 187

Upright before his God, whate’er thy griefs,

And thy words seem of sorrow, mix’d with wrath,
How' have Azaziel, or myself, brought on thee
Wrong?

Japh. Wrong! the greatest of a:{ wrongs; but thou
Say’st well, though she be dust, T did not, could not.
Deserve her.  Farewell, Anah! T have said
That word so often! but now say it, ne’er
To be repeated.  Angel! or whate’er
Thou art, or must be soon, hast thou the power
To save this beautiful—these beautiful

Chi®dren of Cain? .
Aza. From what?
Juph. " And is it so,

That ve too know not? Angels! anggls! ye
Have shared man's sin, and, it m;ly be, now must
Partake his punishment; or at the least
My sorrow.

Nam. Sorrow! I ne’er thought till now '.
To hear an Adamite speak riddles to me.

Japh. And hath not the Most High expounded them?
Then ye are lost, as they, are lost.

Aho. . Sobeit!
If they love as they are loved, they will not shrink
More to be mortal, than 1 wou.ld to dare

. . g . [ )
An immortality of agonies

With Samiasa! .
Anah. Sister! sister! speak not

Thus. ' .

, Aza. Fearest thou, my Anah? ’
Anah. Yes, for theo;

I would resign the greater remnant of ’

This little lifc of mine, before one hour : ¢

_ Of thine eternity should know a pang. .
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Japh. It is for him, then! for the Seraph thou
Has left me! That ismothing, if thou hast not
Left thy God too! for unions like to these,
Between a mortal and impmortal, cannot
Be happy or be hallow’d. We are sent
Upon the earth to toil and die; and they
Are made to minister on high untu
The Ilighest; but,if he can save thee, soon
The hour will come in which celestial aid
Alone can do so.

Anah. Ah! he speaks of death.

Sam. Of deatheto us! and those who arc with us!
But that the man scems full of sorrow, 1
Canld smile. e

Japh. I grieve not for myself, nor fear;

I am safc, not for my own deserts, but those
Of a well-doing sire, who hath been found
Righteous enough to save his children.  Would
lis power was greater of redemption! or

That by exchanging my own life for hers,

‘Who could alone hove made mine happy, she,
The last and loveliest of Cain's race, could share
The Ark which shall receive a remmnant of

The seed of Seth!

Alo. And dost thou think that we,
With Cain’s, the eldtst born of Adam’s, blood
Warm in our veins,—strong Cain! who was begotten
In Paradise,—would mingle with Seth’s childrcn ?
Scth, the, last oH'.s'pr:nf_,-' of old Adam’s dotage?

No, ndc to save all earth, were earth in peril !
Our race hath elway dwelt apart from thine
From the begitning, and shall do so cver.



+ A MYSTERY! 189

»

Japh. 1 did not speak to thee, Aholibamah! .
Too much of the forefather, whom thou vauntest,
Has*come down in that haughty blood which spring's
From him who shed the first, and that a brother’s!
But thou, my Anah! et me call thbe mine,

Albeit thou art not; ’tis a word, 1 cannot
Part with, although I must figm thee. My Anah!
Thou who'dost rather make me dream thag Abel
Had left a daughter, whose pure pious race
Rurvived in thee, 5 much unlike thou art
The rest of the stern Cainites, save in heauty,
Fos all of them are fairest in their favour—~—
Aho. Cinterrupting him.) And would’st thou have
her like our father's fo¢ )
In mind, in soul? If J partook thy thought,
And dicam’d that aught of Abel Wwas in her! —
Get thee henee, son of Nozh; thou mak’st strife.

Japh. Olfspring of Cain, thy father did so!

Aho. . But .'
tIe slew not Seth; and what hast thou to do
With other deeds between his God and him!?

Japh. Thou speakest well: his God hath judecd him, and
I had not naed his deed, but that thyself
Didst scem to glory in him, nor to shrink
IFrom what he had done.

1ho. , He was our falhers’ father;
The cldest born of man, the strongesy, bravest,
And most enduring :—Shall 1 b,lush for him,
From whom we had our being? Look upon
Our race; beliold their stature and their heauty, ’
*Their courage, strength, and length of days——
Juph. Thqy are nber'ds——»
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Aho. Be it so! buf while yet their hours endure,
I glory in my brethren and our fathers!
Japh. My sire and race but glory in their God,
Anah! and thou? .
Anah. W‘.’mte’er our God decrees,
The God of Seth as Cain, I must obey,
And will endeavour patiently #0 obey:
But could I dare tp pray in his dread hour
Of universal vengeance (if such should be),
It would not e to live, alone exempt
Of all my house. My sister! Oh, my sister!
‘What were the world, or other worlds, or all
The brightest future without the sweet past—
Thy love—my father’s—all the life, and all
The things which sprpng up with me, like the stars,
Making my dim existence radiant. with
. Soft lights which were not mine? Aholibamah!
Oh! if there should be mercy—scck it, find it:
I abhor death, because that thou must dic.

Aho. What! hath this dreamer, with his father's ark,
The bugbear he hath built to scare the world,
Shaken my sister? Are we not the lgved
Of seraphs? and if we were not, must we
Cling to a son of Noah for our lives?

Rather than thus But the enthusiast dreams
The worst of dreams, the phaniasies engendey’d
By hopeless love and Ireated vigils. Who

Shall shake these solid moungains, this firm earth,
And bid those clouds and waters take a shape
Distintt from that which we and all our sires *
Have seen them wear on their eternal way?

Who shall do this? .
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Jap/)z. He, whose one word produced them.
Aho. Who heard that word? .
Japh. The Universe, which leap’d

To life before it. Ah! smil’st thou still in scorn?
Tuarn to thy seraphs; if they attest 1}. not,
They are none. »
Seaun. Aholihamah, own thy God!
Aho. T have ever hailed Our Maker, Samiasa,
As thine, and mine: a God of love, not SOTTOW.
Japh. Alas! what else is Love but Sorrow? Even
1Te who ‘made earth in love, had soon to grieve
Abgve its first ana best inhabitants. .
Alo. ’Tis said so.
Japh. It is even go.

Enter Noau aqud SimM.

Noah. Japhet! What
Dost thou here with these children of the wicked!?
Dread’st thou not to partake their coming doom*

Juph. Father, it cannot be a sin to seck '
To save an earth-horn being ; and behold,

These are not of the sinful, since theyv have
The fcllowship of angels.

Noah. These are they then,
‘Who leave the throne of God, to take them wives
From out the race of Cain; the sons of Ieaven,
Who seek Earth’s daughters for their beauty !

Aza, Patriarch !
Thou hast said it. -
Noah. Woe, woe, woe to such communjon!

® Has not God made a barrier between earth
And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind?
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Sam. Was not man made in high Jehovah’s image 7
.Digl God not love what he had made? And what
Do we but imitate and emulate :
His love unto created love ?
Noah. ! Imm
But man, and was hot made to judge mankind,
Far less the sons of God; but as pur God
Has deign’d to commune with me, and reveal .
s judgments, 1 reply, that the descent
Of seraphs from their everlasting seat
Unto a perishable and perishing,
Even oh the veryeeve of perishing, world, .
Cannot be good.
Aza. What! tltough it were to save?
Noah. Not ye in all your glory can redeem
What he who made ydu glotious hath condenn’d
Were your immortal mission safety, ’t would
"Be general, not for two, though beautiful,
And beautiful they are, but'not the less
Condemn’d.
Japh. Oh father! say it not.
Noah. Son! son!
If that thou would'st avoid their doom, forget
That they exist; they soon shall cease to be,
‘While thou shalt be the sire of a new world,

And better. . ‘
Japh. Let mg die with this, and them!
Noah. Thou should’st for such a thought, but shalt not ; he

<
Who can, redeems thee.

Samy * And why him and thee,
More than what he, thy son, prefers to both?

Noah. Ask hgm who made thee greater than myself
And mine, but nof. less subject to his own
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AlmigRtiness. Andlo! his mildest gnd
Least to be tempted Messenger appears !

°
Enter RArnAEL the Aichangel.

Raph. Spirits ! . g
Whose scat is ncar the throne, ’
What do ye here?
Is thug a serapl’s duty to be shown
Now that the hour is near
When earth must be alone !
. eturn !
Adore and burn .
™ elorious homage with the elected «“ seven.”
Your place is heayen.
Sam. Raphacl !
The first and fairest of the sons of Gbd,
How long hath this been law,
That earth by angels must be Iefl untrod ?
LEarth! which oft saw
Jehoval's footst: ps not disdain her sod !
The world he loved, and made
For love; and oft have we obey'd
Ilis frequent mission witA delighted pinions.
Adoring him in his least works display’'d ;°
Watching this youngest star of his dominions :
And ax the latest birth ofhis great word,
Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord.
Why is thy brow severe ! '
Anq wherefore speak’st thou of lestructian near?
Raph. Had Samiasa and Azaziel been
o lu their true place, with the angelic choir, .
Written in fire
» They would have seed

193
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Jehovah’s Jpte decree,
" And not enquired their Maker’s breath of me:
«  But ignorance must ever be
A part of sin;
And even the spirits’ knowledge shall grow less
As they wax proud within;
For Blindness is the first-born of Excess.
When all good angels left the world, ve staid, .,
Stung with strange passions, and debased
By mortal feelings for a mortal maid ;
But ye are pardon’d thus far, and replaced
With your pure.equals : Hence! away ! away!
Or stay,
~ And lose cternity by thas delay !
Aza. And Thou! if earth be thus forbidden
In the decvee
To us until this moment hidden,
Dost thou not err as we
In being here?

Raph. 1 came to call ye back to your fit sphere,
In the great name and at the word of God!
Decar, dearest in themselves, and scarce less dear
That which I came to do: till now we trod

Together the eternal space, together

Let us still walk the stars. True, earth must die!
Her race, return’d into her wemb, must wither,

And much which she inherits ; but oh ! why
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroy’d,
Without involving.ever some vast void
In the immortal ranks ? immortal still

In their immeasurable forfeiture.

Our brother $atan fell, his burning will
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Ratiter than longer worship dared endure !
But ye who still are pure !

Seraphs! less mighty than that mlghuest one,
Think how he was undone !

And think if tempting man can ooné)ensate
For heaven desired too late? .

Long have I warred,
, Long must I war

With him who deem’d it hard

To be created, and to acknowledge him

Who midst the cherubim
Made him as suns to a dependent star, »
Le.nvmn- the archangels at his right hand dim.

1 loved him—Dbeautiful hg avas: oh heaven!
Save his who made, what beauty aud what power
Was ever like to Satan’s! Would.the hbur

In which he fell cduld ever be forgiven !

The wish is impious: but oh ye!
Yet undestroyed, be warned ! Eternity .

With him, or with his God, is il your choice: ¢

He hath not tempted you, he cannot tempt
The angels, from his further snares exempt ;

But man hath listen’d %o his voice,
And ye to woman’s—beautiful she is, .
The serpent’s voice less subtle than her kiss,
The snake but vanquish’d dust,; but shewill draw
A second host from heaven, to break heaven s law.
Yet, yet, oh fly!
Ye cannot die, .
But they
. Shall pass away,
While ye shall fill with shrieks the upper sky

Far perishable clay, *

[
(]
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Whose memory in your immortality
Shall long outlast the sun which gave them day.
Think how your essence differeth from theirs
In all but suffering! Why partake
The agony to which thé,}y must be heirs—
Born to be plough’d with years, and sown with cares,
Anad reap’d by Death, lord of the human soil?
fiven had their days been left to toil their path .
Through time to ﬂust, unshorten’d by God’s wrath,
Suill they are Evil’s prey and Sorrow’s spoil.
Aho. Let thewm fly!
I heat the voice: which says that all must die,
Sooner than our white-bearded PPatriarchs died ;
And that on high
An occan is prepared,
‘While' from below
The deep shall rise to meet heaven’s overflow.
Few shall be spared,
It seems ; and, of that few, the race of Cain
Must lift their eyes to Adam’s God in vain.
Sister! since it is so,
And the cternal Lord
In vain would be implored
For the cemission of ohe hour of woe,
Let us resign even what we have adored,
And meet the wave, as we would mcet the sword,
If not unmoved, yet undismay’d,
And wailing less for us than those who shall
Survive in mortal,pr inmortal thrall,
Apd, when the fatal waters are allay’d,
Weep for the myriads who can weep no more.
Fly, Seraphs: ! to your own eternal shore,
Where winds nor howl nor waters roar.
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Our portion is to die,
And yours to live for ever: .
*But which is best, a dead eternity,
Or living, is but known to the great Giver:
Obey him, as we shall bbey;
I would not keep this life of mine in’clay
An hour beyond kis will;
Nor seerye lose a portion of his grace,
For all the mercy which Seth’s race
Find still.
Fly!
4nd as vour pinions bear ye back to heayen,
Think that my love still mounts with thee on high,

Samiasa! .
And if 1 look up with a tearless eye,
"Tis that an angel’s bride, disd4ins to weep—
Farewell ! Now rise, inexorable Deep !
Anah. And must we die?
And must I lose thee too,
Azaziel?
Oh, my heart! my heart!
Thy prophecies were true,
And vet thou wert so happy too !
The blow, though not unlook’d for, falls as new ;.
But yet depart!
Ah, why? . .
Yet let me not retain thee—fly! |
My pangs can be but brief; but thine would be
Eternal, if repulsed from heav, en for me. »
Too much already hast thou deign’d
To one of Adam’s race! .
Our doom is sorrow : not to 1!2 alone, s
But td' the spirits who have not disdained
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To love us, cometh anguish with disgrace.
''The first who taught.us knowledge hath been hurled
From his once archangelic throne
Into some unknown world :
And thou, Azazig]l ! ‘No—
Thou shalt'not suffer woe
Forme. Away! nor weep! _
Thou canst not weep ; but yet
Mayst suffer more, not weeping : then forget

Her, whom the surges of the all-strangling Deep
Can bring no pang like this. Fly! Fly!

Being' gone, ’twill be less difficult to die.

Japh. Oh say not so!
Father! and thou, archangel, thou !
Surely celestial Mercy lurks below

That pure severe serenity of brow :

Let them not meet this sea without a shore,

Save in our ark, or let me be no more !

Noah. Peace, child of passion, peace !

If not within thy heart, yet with thy tongue
Do God no wrong!

Live as he wills it—die, when he ordains,

A righteous death, unlike the seed of Cain’s.
Cease, or be sorrowful in‘silence ; cease

To weary Heaven’s ear with thy selfish plaint.
‘Would’st thou have God commit a sin for thee?

Such would it be
To alter his intent

For a mere mortalssorrow. Be a man !

And \ear what Adam’s race must hear, and can.
Japh. Ay; father! but when they are gone,
And we arg all alone, -

Floating upon the azure desart, and
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The depth beneath us hides our own dear land,
And dearer, silent friends and brethren, all
® Buried in its immeasurable breast,
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Who, who, our tears, our shrieks, shall then command ?

Can we in desolation’s peade have rest?
Oh God! be thou a God, and spdre
Yet while “tis time!
Renew not Adam’s fall :
Mankind were then but twain,
But they are numerous now as are the waves
And the tremendous rain,

Wahose drops shall be less thick than woul their gr:wes,

Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain.

Noah. Silence, vain boy !"ech word of thine’s a crime |

o 3 3 4 1 1 v'i " 1
Angel ! forgive this stripling’s fond (l.espalr.

Raph. Seraphs! these mortals speak in passion: Ye!

Who are, or should be, passionless and pure,
May now return with me.

Sum. It may not be :
We have chosen, and will endure.

Raph. Say'st thou?

Aza. Ile hath said it, and I say, Amen!

Raph. Agai.n !
Then from this hour,
Shorn as ye are of all celestial power,
And aliens from your God, °

Farewell ! .

Japh. Alas! where shall they dwell?
Hark, hark ! Deep sounds, and deeper 3till,

Are howlimg from the mountain’s bosom :
There’s not a breath of wind upon the hill, »’

Yet quivers every leaf, and drops cach blcssom :
Earth groans as if beneath a heavy load. * *
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Noah. Hark, hark ! the sea-birds cry!
) In clouds they overspread the lurid sky
And hover round the mountain, where before !
Never a white wing, wgtted by the wave,
Yet dared to soar,,
Even when the waters waxed too fierce to brave.
Soon 1t shall be their only shore, .
And then, no more ! o
Japh. The sun! the sun!
He'riseth, but his better light is gone;
And a black circle, bound
‘ His glanng disk around,
Proclaims earth’s last of summer days hath shone !
., The clouds return into thé hues of night,
Save where their brazen-coloured edges streak
The verge where t)rightEr morns were wont to break.
. * Noah. And lo! yon flash of light,
The distant thunder’s harbinger, appears !
It cométh! hence, away,
Leave to the elements their evil prey !
Hence to where our all-hallowed ark uprears
Its safe and wreckless sides.
Japh.  Oh, father, stay! )
Leave not my Anah to the swallowing tides !
Noah. Must we not leave all life to such? Begone!

Japh. NotI. « .
Noah. Then die
With them !

How dar’st thou look on that prophetic sky,
And sqek to save what all things now condemn;
In overyhelming unison
With just Jehovah’s wrath?
Japh. €Can rage and justice join in the same path?
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Noah. Blasphemer! dar’st thou murmur even now?
Raph. Patriarch, be still a father! smoothe thy brow : '
Thy son, despite his folly, shall not sink ;’
He knows not what he says, yei shdll not drink
With sobs the salt foam of the swellmg waters ;
But be, when Passion passeth, good as thou,
Nor pexish like Ileaven’s children with Man’s danghters‘
Aho. The Tempest cometh; Heaven ahd Earth unite
For the annihilation of all life.
Uhcqual is the strife
Between our strength and the Eternal Might ! »

Sam. But ours is with thee: we will bear ye far

To some untroubled star, »

‘Where thou and Anah shalt partake our lot: *

And if thou dost not weep far thydost earth,

Our forfeit heaven shall also be forgot.

Anah. Oh! my dear father’s tents, my place of birth ! )
And mountains, land, and woods, when ve are &ot,

Who shall dry up my tears ? .

Aza. Thy Spirit-lord.
Fear not, though we are shut from heaven,

Yet much is ours, whence we can not be driven.

Raph. Rebel! thy words are wicked, as thy deeds
Shall henceforth be but weak : the flaming sword,
Which chased the first-bora out of Paradise,

Still flashes in the angelic hands.

Aza. 1t cannot slay us: threaten dust with death,
*And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds!

What are thy swords in our immortal eyes !

Raph. The moment cometh to approve thy stredfsth;
And learn at length .

How vain to war with wha? thy God commands : 3
Thy former force was in thy faith.
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[ Enter Mortals, flying for refuge.
‘ Chorus of Mortals.
The heavens and earth are mingling—God! oh God!
‘What have we done? Yet spare!
Hark! even the forest beasts howl forth their pray’r!
The dragon crawls from out his den,
To herd in terror innocent with ﬁxen; .
And the birds screatn their agony through air.
Yet, yet, Jehovah! yet withdraw thy rod
Of wrath, and pity thine own world’s despair!
Hear not.Man only but all Nature plead!
Raph. Farewell, thou earth! ye wretched sons of clay,
1 cannot, must not aid you. ’Tis.decreed!
[Erxit RAPHAEL.
Japh. Some clouds sweep on as vultures for their prey,
‘While others, fix’d as rocks, await the word
At 'which their wrathful vials shall be pour’d.
No azure more shall robe the firmament,
Nor spangled stars be glorious: Death hath risen :
In the Sun’s place a pale and ghastly glare
Hath wound itself around the dying air.
Aza. Come, Anah! quit this chaos-founded prison,
To which the elements again repair,
To turn it into 'what it was: beneath
The shelter of these wipgs thou shalt be safe,
As was the eagle’s nestling once within
Its mother’s.—Let the coming chaos chafe
With all its elements! Heed not their din !
A brighter world than this, where thou shalt breathe
Ethereal life, will we explore:
These darken’d cl‘ouds are not the-only skies.
[AZAZIEL and SAM1AsA fly off, and disappear with
ANAH and AHOLIBAMAH,
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Japh. They are gone! They have disappear'd amidst the*
. roar

Of the forsaken world ; and never Imore,

Whether they live, or die with uall‘earth’s life,

Now near its last, can aught restore

Anah unto these eves.

Chorus of Mortals.®
Oh son of Noah! mercy on thy kind! .
What, wilt thou leave us all—all—all behind?
~Vhile safe amidst the elemental strife,
Thou sit’st within thy guarded ark? .
A Mother (offering ker infent to JApnET.) Ohlet this child
embark ! *
I brought him forth in woe,. .
But thoug‘;\t it joy
To sce him to my bosom clinging so.
Why was he born?
What hath he done—
My unwean’d son—
To move Jchovah’s wrath or scorn?
‘What is there in this milk of mine, that Death
Should stir all heaven and edrth up to desttoy
My boy,
And roll the waters o’er his placid breath?
Save him, thou seed of Seth!
Or cursed be—with him who made
*Thee and thy race, for which we are betray’d !
Japh. Beace! ’tis no hour for curses, but for pray’r!

Chorus of Mortals.
For pra;ver 1
And where
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: Shall prayer ascend,
‘When the swoln clouds unto the mountains bend
And burst,

And gushing oceans every: bavrier rend,
Until the very desarts know no thirst?
. Accurst .
Be he, wko made thec and thy sire! .
‘We deem our curses'vain; we must expire;
But as we know the worst,
‘Why should our hymn be raised, our knees be bent
Before the implacable Omnipotent,
Since we must fall the same?
If he hath made earth, let it be kis shame,
To make a world for torture:—Lo! they come
The loathsome waters-in their rage !
And with their roar make wholesome Nature dumb!
The forest’s trees (coeval with the hour
‘When Paradisz upsprung,
Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her dower,
Or Adam his first hymn of slavery sung,)
So massy, vast, yet green in their old age,
Are overtopt, :
Their summer blessoms by the surges lopt,
Which rise, and rise, and rise.-
Vainly we look up to the lowering skies—
They meet the seas,
And shut out God from our beseeching eyes.
Fly, son of Noah, fly. and take thine ease
In thine allotted Ocean-tent; .
And view® all ﬂoating o’er the Element,
The corpses of the‘ world of thy ycrung days:
Then to J ehovah rame
Thy song of prmse!
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A Mortal. Blessed are the dead
Who die in the Lord!

Al though the waters be o’er earth outspread,
Yet, as his word,
Be the decree adored! ‘.,

He gave me life—he taketh but *

The breath which is his,own:

And though these eyes should be for ever shut,
Nor longer this weak voice before his throne
Be heard in supplicating tone,

Sfill blessed be the Lord,
. For what is past, v
For that which is:
For all are his, = °
From first to last—

Time—-—spacc—etemity—l.ife——dcatlr-.—

The vast known and immeasurable unknown.

He made, and can unmake;

And shall I, for a little gasp of breath, °

Blaspheme and groan? *

No; lct me die, as I have lived, in faith,
Nor quiver, though the universe may quake!

Chorus of Mortuls. ',
Where shall we fly?
Not to the mountains high ;®
For now their torrents rush with dogble roar,
To meet the ocean, which, advancing still,
Already grasps each drowning hill, =
Nor leaves an unsearch’d cave.

Ente» a Woman.

.
Woman. Oh, save me, save!

205
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Our valley is no more:
My father and my father’s tent,
My bretliren and my brethren’s herds,
The pleasant trees that o’sr our noonday bent
And sent forth evening scngs from sweetest birds,
The little rivulet which freshen'd all
Our pastures green,
No more are to be seen.
When to the mountain cliff I climb’d this morn,
I'turn’d to bless the spot,
And not a leaf appear’d about to fall ;—
And now they are not!—
Why was I born?
Japh. To die! in Youth to die;
And happier in that doom,
Than to behold the universal tomb.
Which I
Am thus condemn’d to weep above in vain.
Why, when all perish, why must I remain?

[The Waters rise: Men fly in every direction; many are

overtaken by the waves ; the Chorus of Mortals disperses
in search of safety up the Mountains ; Japhet remains
upor a rock, while the Ark floats towards him in
the distance. .

END OF PART FIRST.



THE GIULI TRE.

Our readers would miss one of the gdod things that there
are in this world, or rather three of them, if they weres not
made’ aware of the cxistence of our facctious friends, the

Giuli Tre. The author says, in one of his sonnet, that as
there are Threc Fates, and Three Harpies, and Cerberus
has Three Heads, so Three Giuli contain some fatal mystery
of triplicity hieroglyphical of his troubles. Had he lived
now, he would have added the thre? members of the Holy
Alliance.  On the other haud, we are rather reminded.of
something triple and pleasant; of the three corners of his
own cocked hat, or the Three Graces, or tife threc Miss
Smiths (who were perpetually recurring to a friend of ours),
or ahove all, of the three Mrs. Wigginses who haunt an old
gentleman of that name in the farce. Had our author been
acquainted with those ladies, he would unquestionably have
devoted a sonnet to their mefnory, under the title of the Tre
Vigginise. .

The Giuli Tre (Three Juliuses, so called, we suppose,

from a head of onc of the Popes of that nume) are three
picces of money, answering to about fiftecn-pence of our
*coin, for which the Italian poct, Castiy says he was pestered
from day .to day by an unblushing creditor. ']"hc poct
accordingly bad his revenge on him, and  incarcerated the

‘vermin in immortal ambér, by devoting tp the subject no
les than 200 sonnets, which Le published undar the above
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title. The Abate Casti is known to the English publhe, by
fmeans of Mr. Stewart Rose’s pleasant abridgment, as the
author qf the Animali Parlanti; and he is also known to
what we suppose must be called the English private, as the
writer of a set of tales in verse, which an acquaintance of
ours says ‘ cvery bedy has rcad, and nobody acknowledges
to have read.” The Animali Parlanti is justly cclcbrated
throughcat Europe. The tales have the undenieble merit
which a2 man of genius puts into whatever work he conde-
scends to perform ; but they are a gross mistake in things
amatory, and furnish one of those portentous speciniens of
excess dn the side of indecent writing, which they who
refer every detail of the world to Providence could only
account for by supposing, that some such addition of odd
fuel was nccessary to the ordinary inflammability of the
young and unthinking.’ '

.The work before us, as the Florentine editor observes, is
in every respect unexceptionable. He informs us, that
it is not liable to a charge brought against the Abate’s
other works) of being too careless in point of style, and un-
idiomatic. The Giuli Tre, according to him, speak the
true Italian language; so that the recommendation they
bring with them to foreigners is complete; and we really
think it wou)d' be worth the'while of some bookseller to
print a London edition. It would make a neat pocket-
volume ; and we woukl lend him our copy for the purposc,
if he could not gct one a} home.

We proceed to give some specimens. The fertility of
fancy and learned sllusion, with which the author has
written his 200 sonnets on a man’s coming te him every
day and asking- him for Tre Giuli, is inferior only to what
Butler or Marve]l might have mude of it. The very recur-
rence of the words becomes a good joke. Let statesmen
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say what they will of ¢ the principle of resurrection,” the
principles of imagination and continuation are the intense
things in this our mortal state, As the perpetual gccom'pa-
niment and exaggeration of one image is the worst thing in
sorrow, so it is the merriest,thi:\g in a piece of wit. A
metaphysician once attempted to persyade us, that there
was nothing langhable in Andrew Marvell’s account of the
amphibiqus Dutch and their cousins-german the fishes. We
answercd him by an irrepressible fit of 13ughter at the recol-
lection. We hope nobody will go about to take our Giuli
Tre otit of our pockets, or to persnade us that they are not
three of the pleasantest, readiest, and yet never-to-be-forth-
coming pieces of moncy extant. We are grateful to the
mere sound, to the very, ehink of their names. It has
amply repaid us for our attempt to translate some of it into
English metal, though the reader ma#y lose by the exchange.
The Giuli Tre arc henceforth among our standing jokes,
among our Lares and Penates of pleasantry—

¢ Familiar in our mouths as household words.”

Nobody that we have met with in Italy could resist the
mention of them. The priest did not pretend it. The
ladies were glad they could find something to approve in a
poet of so crroncous a reputation. The man of the world
laughed as merrily as he could. The patriot, was happy to
rclax his mustachios. Even the bookseller, of whom we®
bought them, laughed withh a real "Yugh, evidently not the
mercenary and meretricious grin with which he laughs at
the customer instead of the book, when he has the luck to
‘get rid of some heavy fjcetiosity by a chance sale,—not
‘ the bought smile,

=~ Loveless, joyless, unendeared,:

Casual fruitich,”
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The Giuli Tre are one of those happy thoughts, whieh arc
at once inimitably original and universally intelligible. At
second hand it would be comparatively nothing, howeyer
well done. Nobody can take it up; but every body can
feel it. To poetical readers it will come with a peculiar
grace, from their sympathy with the natural unmonied facul-
ties of poets in general, and the straits to which they render
them liable. Those indeed who love pleasurc pyshed to a
verge of pain, will not fail to discover the kind of fascina-
tion, which such a subject might well have for too many
authors, Casti himsclf has touched upon this point of attrac-
tion ; and for our parts, we feel it so scnsibly, that like him-
self we shall proceed to grasp it at once, and see how well
we can turn our fears to better purpose. We shall notice
all the principal sonnets that struck us throughout the work,
partly that we may give'as much account of it as possible, and
partly because the jest is concerned in shewing to what a
length it is carried. It may be as well to mention, that the
single instead of double rhymecs which the poet uses, and
which render the mecasure exactly similar to that of the
translation, have a ludicrous effect to an Italian ear.

In his third sonnet, the poet requests fables and dreams
to keep their distance :—

Lungi o favole, o sogni, or voi,da me,
Or che la Musa mia tessendo va
La vera istoria delli Giuli Tre.

Ye dreams and fables, lﬂ aloof) I pray,
While this my Muse keeps spinning, as she goes,
he genuine history of the Giuli Tre.
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Sonntt 5.—He complains that after having an ardent
desirc of renown, and of singing about_ arms and warriors,
he is compelled to exchange those heroic commodities for
Giuli Tre.

Son. 8.—His Creditor, he says,.oui,‘:ht not to be astonished
at his always returning the same answer to his demand for
the Giuli Tre, because if a man who plays the organ or,the
hautboy were always to touch the same notes, the same
sounds would always issue forth. ?

, Soxner 10.

Ben cento volte ho replicato a te
Questa istessa infallibil verita,

Che a conto mio,,da'certo tempo in qua,
La razza de’ quattrini si perde.

Tu non ostante vieni intornd a me

Con insoffribile importunita,

L per quei maledetti Giuli Tre

Mi perseguiti senza carita.

Forse in disperazion ridur mi vuo’,

Ond’ io m’appichi, e vuoi vedermi in giu
Pender col laccio al collo?  Oh questo no.
Risolverommi a non pagarti piu,

E in guisa tal te disperar fard,

E vo’ puittosto che ti appichyi, tu.

I’ve said for cver, and again 1 say,

And it’s a truth as plaifi as truth, cen be,
That from a certain period to this day,
Pence are a family quite extinct with me.
And yet you still puisue me, and waylay,
With your insufferabfe importunity,
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And for those d——d infernal Giuli Tre ¢
Haunt me without remorse or decency.

Perhaps you ¢hink that you’ll torment me so,
You'll make me'nang myself? You wish to say
You saw me sus. per coll.—No, Giuli, no.

The fact is, I'll determine not to pay ;

And drjve you, Giuli, to a state so low,

That you shall hang yourself, and I be gay.

Sop. 11.—He says, that if he is in the company of beau-
tiful girls, who delight to be talking with him, or i1 he
picks out some solitary anq H?ict spot to take his walk in,
wherever he is, in short, morning or evening, he cannot
wean his memory {fom the Giuli Tre. The image of his
Creditor comes before him, and haunts him worse than Asmo-
dcus or Beclzcbub.

Son. 12,—Any onc who wishes to mect with the Creditor,
is advisgd to find where the poct is, for he’ll be certain to
sce him there, the Creditor having no other thdught or occu-
pation than the business of the Giuli Tre.

Son. 13.—The poct does not know whether there is a
plurality of, worlds, whether the moon is inhabited, &c.
He is inclined to doubt whether there can be a people who
had not Adam for theu father. But if there is, he longs to
go up there and live among tlem. Never theless, he fears it
would be of no avail, as his Creditor would get Father Da-
niel to show him the way, and come after him.*

* Father Dapiel is author of a work entitled Travels through the World o’
Des Cartes, * .
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So~NNET 15.

a—

Importuno il tafan cosi non &

Nella stagion che son pit caldi i di,
Importuno il moscon non ¢ cosi,
Come importuno ¢ i} c;'edi’tor con me,
Che se fresca dal ciel pioggia cagé,
Ogni moscone, o&rni tafan spari,

Ma non giammai varia stagion fin qui
Tormi &’ intorno il creditor pot2.

E forse come o per la gravita,
Ovvero per centripeta virtu, .
O per attrazione, o per chi sa,
Tendon di sua naturai corpi in giu,
Cosi per natural tua proprietd

A me tendi, o Crisofilo; anche tu.

Never did bectle hum so teazingly
About one’s cars, in walking, when it’s"hot ;
Never did fly return so to one spot, '
As comes my teazing Creditor on me.
Let it but rain, for instance, and youw’ll sce
‘The flies and bectles yanish like a shot;
But never comes the time,—the (h) ie not,—
In which tlfis vermin bere will let me be.

] ]
Perhaps as bodies tend invariably
Tow’rds other bodics,by some force divine,—
Attraction, gravity, or centrip:;thy,
(de knows; I’m little vers’d in your righs line)
So by some natura} horrid property*’
This pretty satellitos tends tow’rds nfe and mine.
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Son. 16.—Tormented by the Tre Giuli as Orestes was by
. the Furies, he spcculates, like him, ypon seeking repose in
some other country.

Son. 17.—The poet, while he is bidding adicu to his dear
friends, brought to that bitter pass by the ¢ fatal debit of the
Giuli Tre,” is accosted by his Creditor, who says he’ll go
with him. He therefore gives up his project in despair.

Son. .19.—The poct is suddefily intoxicated , with joy.
His Creditor is going out of town. Now he sees him put
his boots and spurs on !—Now he mounts on horscback !—
Now his horse is in motion !'—He has gone, and the poet
feels lile a mariper when the storm has clcared away.

Son. 20. —Smce the Creditor has gone, the poet says e
walks about with delight all. gver the city; just as the
mbuse, when the cat’s gone, passes from place to place with

_a certain ardent daring. He hopes that he has gone towards
the coast, and that the Turks will tarry him into slavery. Not
that he wishes him ill: on the contrary, he wishes to God
they would.make him a Vizier or Mufti, so that he might
never sec¢ him again.

Son. 21.—An apostrophe to the clements, cntreating
them to behave in their kindest manner, in order to facili-
tate the Creditor’s voyage. On the other hand, the voyage
being finished; he trusts theywill be extremely furious, so as
to hinder‘hi‘m, like Noal’s crow, from ever returning.

Son. 22.—He fecls like a city no longer besicged.

Son. 23.—A letter by the post! It is from the Creditor,
who tells him to get ready the Giuli Tre, as he shall be in
town by Sunday, oz by Monday at farthest. ¢ Poffarcddio!”
exclaims the poet,— the fellow has found opt a way of
tormefting me at a distance; and though I do not give
him the Tre Gluh, squeezes tht, amount out of me in this
.way"’ .

¢ .
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Son. 24.—He comparecs a letter demanding payment, to
a mode there is said to'be of poisoning by paper. .

Son. 25.—He is like a little boy who plays and dances
when his father is away, but slinks quietly into a corner when
he sces him return. )

Son. 28.—Like a wheel which goes silently when it goes
well, he vented no poctry ‘while he was happy; but liké the
samc wheel which begins creaking and making 3 noise
when something is amiss with it, he was sct crying out in
verse by the Giuli Tre. )

Son. 29.—The unaltcrable stoicism be once boasted is all
overturned by this little debt. Like the’lion, who con-
quered bears and tigers, but was overcome by a gad-fly in
his car. ’ .

Son. 31.—When an act has been vefy often repeated, he
says that the organs perform it of their own accord, without
any attention on the part of the will.  Thus mules go home
to the stable, and parrots bid onc good morning,; and thus,
he says, the Creditor has a habit of asking him foy the Giuli
Tre, and he has a habit of answering ¢ I haven't got ’em.”

SonNNET 35.

Mai I’ vom felice in vita sua non fu. ,
Fanciullo un guardo sol tremar lo fa; *
Quindi trapassa la piu fresca cta
Intento alle bell” arti e alle virtu.

Poi nel ficro bollor di gioventa

Or & amorec or di sdegno ardendo va;
Di qui malanni, e cancheri di l.i,

L3 . . . LAY
E guai cogli anni crescon sempre piu.
.l

’
Alfin vengono i debiti; c allor st *
Che piu speme di ben allor non v*¢,
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E anch’ io la vita mia trassj cosi:
E il debito fatal de’ Giuli Tre
Ora ai malanni che passai fin qui

Solennemente'il compimento da.
t
[ ]

No: none are happy in this best of spheres.

Lq ! when a child, we tremkle at a look :

Our freshest zge is wither’d o’er a book ;

The fine arts bite us, and great characters.

Then we go boiling with our youthful peers

Iy love and hate, in riot and rebuke;

By hook misfortune has us, or by crook, o
And griefs and gouts come thick’ning with onc’s years.

\

In fine, we've debts :—and when we've debts, no ray
Of hope remains to warm us to repose.

Thus has my own life pass’d from day to day;

And now, by way of climax though not close,

The fatal debit of the Giuli Tre

Fills ;p the solemn measure of my woes.

Son. 36.—He congratulates a happy infant on his igno-

rance of the miseries of human life, particularly the Giuli
Tre. . )
Son. 41.—He says, that as the sun with his genial encrgy
strikes into the hcart of the mountains of Golconda and Peru,
and hardens substances there into gold and gems, so the Lot
activity of his Creditor has hardened the poet’s heart, till at
length it has produced that hard, golden, and adamantinc
No! which has rendered the Giuli Tre precious.

Son, 44.—Kc says, that he was never yet bound to the
conjugal yokes—a yoke which \5 as pleasant to those who have
it not, as it is disagreeable to those who have: but that if he
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were Iarried, his children would certainly resemble the
proprietor of the Giuli T're, and that he should see Creditor-
kin®, or little Creditors, all about him ;—Creditorelli, - ’

Son. 50. 5].—When he thinks tg get into a quiet place,
the Echo of his words pursues him‘ and demands the Giuli
Tre. .

Son. 53.—He says that the day on which his Creditor
lent him the Giuli Tre, was to him his Grand Climacteric.

Son. 55.—An invocation to Sleep, reqtncsting the god not
to bring Morpleus the god of dreams with him; but that if
he 11111§t, not to come even himself, lest the Giuli Tre should
he worse to him sleeping than waking.,  » *

Son. 72.—I1f a man has a little twmour or scratch on his
leg or arm, and is always ismpdtiently touching it, the liEtlc
wound will become a great one.  So, he says, it is with his
debt of the Giuli Tre. The debt, he allows, is in itsclf no
very great thing, but the intolerable importunity of his Cre-
ditor,~—

Considerabilissimo lo fa,— .
Makes it a very considerable one. ¢

Son. 78.—As various climates and countrics give rise to
a varicty of characters among maunkind,—as the Assyrian
and Persian has been accounteid lhixurious, the Thracian
fieree, aud the Roman was onte upon a tim¢ bold and mag-
nanimous, so he suspects that the climate in which he lives
must be eminent for producing hard Greditors.,

Son. 79.—He wishes that some logician, who understands
the art of persuading people, would be charitable enough to
suggest to him some syllogisih or other form of argument,
which may enable him to prove to his Creditor the impossi-
bility of paying money when a man has not got it, *

* Son. 89.—Philosophers *maintain, he sgys, that if two
bodies stand apart from edch other, angd are digtinct, it is
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impossible they can both stand in the same place. Other-

* wise one body also might be in scveral places at once. He
th:ereforp wonders how the devil it is, that his Creditor it to
be found here and there and cvery wherc.

Son. 96.—He tells us, thet his Creditor is fond of accost-
ing him on physical subjects, and wants to know the nature
of lightning, of the winds, colours, &e. and whether the system
of Tycho Brahe is better than that of Pythagoras. « The poct
answers him, that it is impossible to get at the secrets of
Naturc; and that all that he knows upon earth is, that a
man is perpetually asking him for Tre Giuli, and he has not
got thefh, . -

SoxNgT: 98.

Non poche volte ho inteso dir da chi
E Galeno ed Ippocrate sfudio

Che vi sono fra 'anno alcuni di,
N¢’ quali cavar sangue non si puo.
Sc Fagione vi sia di far cosi, ’
Sél vedano i Dottori, io non lo so;
E luogo non mi par questo ch’¢ qui
Di dire il mio parer sopra di cio.

So peh che il Creditér de’ Giuli Tre
Fanti riguardi e scrupoli non ka,
Ne¢ osserva queste regelc con me;
Ch’angi ogni giorno procurando va

~Da me trarre il denar, ch’¢ un non so che
Ch’ ha col sangue una qualche affinita.

' Often.and often have I understood
From (3alen’s readers ahd Hippocrates’s,
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That there are certain seasons in diseases

In which thé patient oughtn’t to lose blood.
Whether the reason that they give be goo,
Or doctors square their practice to the thesis,
I know not; nor is tHis the best of places
For arguing on that matter, as'I could.

All that T know is this,~that Giuli Tre

Has no such scruple or regard with me,

Nor liolds the rule himself: for every day
He docs his best, and that most horribly,
To make me lose my cash; which, I must say
Has with onc’s b]oo.d. some strange affinity.

Son. 101.—The poet alludes to the account of words
freczing at the pole; and. says, that if he werc there with
his Creditor, and a thaw were to take place, nothing would
be heard around them but a voice calling for the Giuli Tre.

Son. 104.—I1e bcelieves that if he were to take to Dzeda-
Tus’s wings or Ariosto’s Hippogriff, the Devil would fetch
his Creditor after him, to ask himin the air for his Giuli Tre.

Son. 110.—He says that a comet with it’s terrible splen-
dour does not so frighten the superstitious people, as the
sudden sight of his Creditor shakes him. Besides, Comets
have a certain reguldrity of recurrence, for which aman may
be prepared; but “he of the'Giuli Tre” has no day set down
for his appearance in the calendar.

* SoNNET 113. °*
Si‘mostra il Creditor spesso con me ’
Piacevole ed aﬁhbgle cosi, o0

Come fra amici suo} farsi ogni di, *
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'A poco a poco al guia calando va,

THE GIULI TRE.

E par che pit non pensi a’ Giuli Tre.
Esolo vuol saper, se il Prussé Re

-Liberd Praga, e di Boemia usci;

Se I'armata navel da Brest parti;
Se Annover prege il marescial d’Etre.

[

E poiche da lontano la piglio,

E dice,~* Ebben-quando i Tre Giuli avrd?”
Cosi talor col sorcio il gatto fa,

Ci ruzza, e scherza, e U'intrattiene un po’,

" E Ia fatal graffiata alfin gli da. -

My Creditor seems oftén in a way

Extremely pleasant with me, and polite;;

Just like a fnend :—you’ql fancy, at first sight,
He thought no longer of the Giuli Tre.

All that he wants to know is, what they say

Of Frederick now; whether his guess was right
About the sailing of the French that night;

Or, What’s the news of Hanover and D’Estreés.

But start from whence he may, he comes as truly,
Byfhttle and little, to his ancient pass,

And says, “ Well—when am I to have the Giuli ?”
*Tis the cat’s way, She takes her mouse, alas!
And having purred, and eyed, and tapp’d him duly,
Gives him at length the fatal coup de grace.

SonnNET 122,

*Oh quanto Scloccamente vaneggio,

Chi Avrnaldo, e Lullo, ed il feber segul '
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E lavord nascosto e notte e di,
Ed i metalli trasformar pensd:
E intorno ad un crocciuol folle sudo,
In cui mercurii, e solfi, & sali uni,
Ne finalmente mai ght rinsci
Coll’arte oprar cid che natura opro.
. .
Ma oh! perche si bell’arte in noi non e! '
Perch¢ all’uom d’imitar vietato fu
» I bei lavori che natura fe!
Studiar vorrei la chimica virty,
I fatto il capital d¢’ Giuli Tre,
Rompere il vaso, ¢ jon pensarvi piu.

Oh, with what folly did they toil in vain,

Who thought old Arnald, Lully, or Gabor wisc,
And night and day labour’d with earnest eycs
“To turn their metals into golden grain!

How did their pots and they perspirc again
Over their sulphurs, salts, and mercur‘nes,

And never, after all, could see their prize,

Or do what Naturc does, and with no pain:

Yet oh, good heavens! why, why, dear Nature say,
This lovely art—why must it be despis'd?

Why mayn’t we féllow this thy noblest way?

I'd work myself; and having realiz’d,

Good God! a capital of Giuli Tre,

Break up my tools, content ahd aggrandiz’d.

Son. 123.—The poet compares himself toa plpkm, which
aftcr boiling and fretting oq the fire, can no longer contain
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itself, but boils over. So, hesays, the heat his Creditor puts
‘nim in, and the buhble which the Giuli Tre are always
mszing in his head, work his fancy at last in such a manner,
that it runs over in an effgsion of poetry.

Son. 124.—He supposes that there was no such Creditor
as his in the time of David, because in the imprecations that
are accumulated in the hundred angd cighteenth psalm, there
is no mention of such a person. .

Son. 125.—He relates a horrid dream, in which he fan-
cied, that after death he was sentenced for his sins to the
place from which there is no return, and that his Creditor
was allotted to him for a tormenting devil. -

Son. 127.—His Creditor, he tells us, disputed with him
one day, for argument’s sake, on the immortality of the soul;
and that the great difficulty he started was, Low anything
that had a beginning‘could be without an end.  Upon
which the poet asks him, whether he did not begin one day
asking him for the Giuli Tre, and whether he has left off
ever since,

Son. 128:.—Hc says that as Languedoc is still so called
from the use of the affirmative particle oc in that quarter, as
writers in other parts of France used to be called writers of
oui, and as Italy is denominated the lovely land of si, so his
own language, from his constdnt habit of using the negative

« particle to ¢he Creditor of the Giuli Tre; ought to be called
the language of no. « .

Son. 134.—He informs us, that his Creditor has lately
taken to learning French; and conjectures, that finding he
has hitherto asked him for the'Giuli Tre to no purpose in his
own language, he wishes to try the efficacy of the French
way of dupning,
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Sonner 140.

Armato tutto il Creditor non ‘gia

Di quell’armi che Achillc o Eneu vesti,
Ondec di tanta poi mortal®i

La Frigia I'un, Palttrd I’Stalia empi;
Ne di quelle onde poscia in altra etd
D’estinti corpi Orlando il suol copri:
Ma di durezza e @importuniti,

E d’aspri modi armato ei m’assali.

Ed improvviso in contro mi lancio
. . - . . \d
La richiesta mortal di Giuli Tre;
To mi schermisco, ingi gli scaglio un No
* .. - . -

Sceguia la pugna ed imfieria; ma il pid

& i1 J
Da lui volgendo alfin ratto paen vo:

Ll

E vincitor la fuga sol mi fc’.

My Creditor has no such arms, as he

Whom Homer trumpets, or whom Virgil sings,
Arms which dismiss’d so many souls in strings,
From warlike Ilium and from Italy.

Nor has he those of later memory,

With which Orlandq did such loads of things;
But with hard hints, and cursed bothérings,

And such rough ways,—with these he warrcth me,

And suddenly he launcheth at me, lo!

His terrible demand, the Giuli Tre;

I draw me back, and thrust him with a No!
Then glows the fierce resentment of the fray,
Till turning rounq, I scamper fron! the fde;
The only way, I find, to gain the dhy.
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Son. 142.—The first time the seaman hears the horrible
Lcm‘shing of the tempest, and sees the éierce aud cruel rising
of the sea, he turns pale, and loses both his courage and
his voice; but if he liveg iong enough to grow grey in his
employment, he sits gain a¢ the stern, and sings to the
accompaniment of the winds. So it is with the poct. His
Creditor’s perpetual song of the Giuli Tre used to frighten
him at fitst; but now that his ears have grown useq to it, he
turns it into a musical accompaniment like the billows, and
goes singing to the sound.

Son. 144.—He envies Cicero for the power attributed to
his oratdry, of being able to persuade his Creditors out of
their demands.

Son. 148.—A friend takes Himn.to see the antiquities in the
Capitol, but he is put to flight by the sight of a statue re-
sembling his Creditor. '

Son. 183.—The poet relieves his miseries with wine, and
gets so full of Bacchus, that finding his Creditor coming up,
he asks the God for his thyrsus to knock him down with.

Son. 185+—He marks out to a friend the fatal place where
his Creditor lent him the Giuli Tre, shewing how he drew
out and opened his purse, and how he counted out to him
the Giuli with a coy and shrinking hand. He further shews,
how it was not‘a pace distant from this spot, that the Credi-

* tor began toask him for the Giuli; and finishes with propos-
ing to purify the plao= with lugtral water, and exorcise it’s
evil genius.

Son. 189.—He laments that happy age of the world, in
which there was a community of goods; and says that the
avidity of individuals and the invention of mewm and fuwm
have bréyght ap immense number of evils among mankind,
his part of whlcp he suffers by reason of the Giuli Tre.
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Soa. 200.—Apollo makes his appearance, and rebukes the
poet for wasting his:time, advising him to sing of thing§
that are worthy of immortality. Upon which ,the poet
stops short in a song he was chagntmg upon his usual sub-

ject, and bids good night for ,ever to his Creditor and the
Giuli Tre.

L]
Not a«word of payment.






ON THE SPIRIT ,Of MONARCHY.

b
“ Strip it of its externals, and what is it but a jest?”
»
Charade on the word MaJESTY.

“ As 1or polites, T think poets are Tories by nature, supposing them to be
by nature poets.  The love of an individual person or family, tha, has worn
i crown for many successions, is au inclination greatly adapted to the fanci-
ful trabe.  On the other hand, mathgmaticians, abstract reasoners, of no
minner of attachment to persons, at least to the visible part of them} but
prodigiously devoted to the ideas of virtue, liberty, and so forth, are gene-
rally it'hige. Tt happens agreeably envugh to ‘this maxim, that the Whigs
are frends to that wise, ploddiug,‘nnpceticnl people, the Dutch.”—Skhenstone’s
Letters, 1740,

Tux Spirit of Monarchy then is nothing but tﬂe craving in
the human mind after the Sensible and the One. It is not
so much a matter of state-necessity or policy, as a natural
infirmity, a discase, a false appetite in the popular feeling,
which must be gratified. Man is an individual animal with
narrow faculties, but infinite desires, which he is anxious
to concentrate in sonie one object within the grasp of his
imagination, and where, it he cannot be all that he wishes
himself, he may at least contemplate his own pride, vanity,
and passions, displayed in their most extravagant dimen-
sions in a being no bigger and no better than himsei. Each
individual wéuld (were it in his power) be a king: a God
but as he cannot, the next Qest thing is to ‘Sec this reflex
ilfnag_e of his sclf-love, the «larling passion’ of lﬁis breast,

° 3
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JTealized, cmbodied out of himself in the first object he can
lay-his hands on for-ths purpose. . The slave admires the
tyrant, biecause the last is, what the first would be. He
surveys himself all over in the glass of royalty. The swell-
ing, bloated self-importance f the one is the very counter-
part and ultimate goal of the abject servility of the other.
But Both hate mankind for the.same reason, because a
respect for humanity is a diversion to their inordinate self-
love, and the idea of the general good is a check to the
gross intemperance of passion. The worthlessness of the
object does not diminish but irritate the propcnsnty to
admire. It servés to pamper our imagination equally, and
does not provoke our envy. All we want is to aggrandize
our own vain-glory at second-hand; and the less of real
superiority or excellenge there is in the person we fix upon
as our proxy in this dramatic exhibition, the more easily
can we change places with him, and fancy ourselves as good
as he. Nay, the descent favours the rise; and we heap our
tribute of applause the higher, in proportion as it is a frec
gift. An idol is not the worse for being of coarse materials:
a king should be a common-place man. Otherwise, he is
superior in his own nature, and not dependent on our bounty
or caprice. Man is a poetical animal, aud delights in fiction.
. We like to have scope for the exercise of our mere will.
" We make kmgs of men, and Gods of svocks and stones: we
are not jealous of the creatures'of our own hands. We only
want a peg or loop. to hang our idle fancies on, a puppet
to dress up, a hy-flgure to paint from. It is ¢ THiNG Fer-
dinand, and not K Ferdinand,” as it was wisely and
wittily ebserved. We ask only for the stage éffect; we do
not go behind the. scenes, or it would go hard with many of
our prejudices! We see the sympbols of majesty, we enjoy



ON THE SPIR]T OF MONARCHY. 229

the pomp, we crouch before the power, we walk in the
procession, and maké part of the pageant, and we say iw our
scret hearts, there is nothing hut accident that prevents us
from being at the head of it. There is something in the
mock-sublimity of thrones, wonderfully congenial to the
human mind. Every man fecls that he could sit there;
every man feels that hescould look big there; every man
feels tha? he could bow there; every man feels that he
could play the monarch there. The transition is so easy, and
so delightful ! The imagination keeps pace with royal state,

“ And by the vision splendid o
Is on its way attended.” .

The Madman in Hogarth wh.o. fancies himself a king, isnot
a solitary instance of this species of hallucination. Almost
every true and loyal subject holds such a barren sceptre in
his hand ; and the meanest of the rabble, as he runs by the
monarch’s side, has wit enough to think—* There goes my
royal self!”  From the most absolute despot to the lowest
slave there is but one step (no, not one) in point of reat
merit. As far as truth or reason is concerned, they might
change sitnations to-morrow—nay, they constantly do so
without the smallest loss or bepefit to mankind! Tyranny,
in a word, is a farce got up for the entertainnlent of poor
human naturc; and it might pass very | well, if it did net so
often turn into a tragedy.

We once heard a celebrated and elegant historian and

a hearty Whig declare, he liked a kmg like George III.
better than such a one as Buonaparte, because, in the
.former case, “there was nothing to overawe the imagi~
nation but birth and situation; whereas he “could not so
easily brook the double supexiority of the other, mental as
welt as adventitious, So does the spirit bf independence
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and the levelling pride of intellect join in with the servile
rage of the vulgar! This is the advafitage which an here-
ditary has®over an clective ngonarchy: for there is no end of
the dispute about precedenee whilc merit is supposed todeter-
mine it, each man laying ¢laim to this in his own person;
so that there is no other way to set aside all controversy and
heart-burnings, but by precluding moral and intellectual
qualiﬁcations altogether, and referring the choiee to acci-
dent, and giving the preference to a nonentity. A good
king,” says Swift, ¢ should be, in all other respects, a mere
cypher.” '

It has been remarked, as a peculiarity in modern eriti-
cism, that the courtly and loyal make a point of crying up
Mr: Young, as an actor, and cqually running down Mr. Keun;
and it has been conjectured in consequence that Mr. Kean
was a radical. Truly, he is not a radical politician; but
what is as bad, he is a radical actor. He savours too much
of the reality. He is not a mock-tragedianu, an automaton
player—-he’i's something besides his paraphernalia.  He has
¢ that within which passes shew.” 'There is not a particle
of affinity between him and the patrons of the court-writers,
Mr. Young, on the contrary, is the very thing—all assump-
tion and strut and mcasured powp, full of self-importance,
void of trutlt and naturc, the mask of the characters he takes,
a pasteboard figure, a stifl piece of wax-work. He fills the
throne of tragedy, not like an upstart or usurper, but as a
matter of course, decked out in his plumes of feathers, and
robes of state, stuck into a_posture, and repeating certain
words by rote. Mr. Kean has a heart in his bosom, beating
with human passion (a thing for the great * to fear, not to
delight in!”’) hie is a living man, and not an artificial one. How
should those, “who look to gine surface, and never prove
deeper, endure +him? He is the antithesis of a court-
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actog. It is the object there to suppress and varnish over

the feclings, not to give way to them. His overt manner
ipust shock them, and’be thought a breach of all decotum.
They are in dread of his fiery humours, of coming near his
Voltaic Battery—they chuse rather to be roused gently from
their self-complacent apathy by the application of Metallic
Tractors. They dare not trust their delicate nerves within
the estuary of the passiofts, but would slumber oug their tor-
pid existence in a calin, a Dead Sca—the air of which extin
guishes life and motion ! .
Woeuld it not be hard upon a little girl, who is busy in
dressing up a favourite doll, to pull it in picces hefore her
face in order to shew her the bits of wood, the wool, and
rags it is composed of? e it would be hard upon that
great baby, the world, to take any of its idols to pieces; and
shew that they are nothing but panted wood. Neither of
them would thank you,* but consider the offer as an insult.
The little girl knows as well as you do that her doll is a cheat;
but she shuts her eyes to it, for she finds er account in
keeping up the deception.  Her doll is her pregty little self.
In its glazed eyes, its cherry cheeks, its flaxen locks, its
finery and its baby-house, she has a fairy vision of her own
future charms, her future trinmphs, a thousand hearts led cap-
tive, and an establishment fos life.  Harmless illusion! that
can create <0m¢.thmn' out of nothing, can make that whichis
good for nothing in ; itsclf so fine in agpearance, and clothe a
shapeless picce of deal-boar d with the attributes of a divinity !
But the great world has been doing little else but playing
At make-helieve all its life-time.  For several thousand years
its chicef rage was to paint larger picees of wood and smear
them with r';orc and call them Gods and offer victims to them
—slaughtered hecatombs, ghe fat of goats and oxen, or human
sacyifices—shewing in this its love of =hcw, of cruelty, and
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imposture ; and woe to him who should ¢ peep througl) the

Hanket of the dark to cry, Hold, hold.’’—Great is Diana of
the Ephesians, was the ‘answer in all ages. It was in vain tp
represent to them—* Your Gods have eyes but they see not,
ears but they hear not, neither do they understand”’—the
more stupid, brutish, helpliess,. and contemptible they were,
the more furious, bigotted, and implacable were their votaries
in their behalf* The more absurd the fiction, the louder
was the noise made‘to hide it—the more mischievous its
tendency, the more did it excite all the phrensy of the pas-
sions. Superstition nursed, with peculiar zeal, her ricketty,
deformedy and preposterous offspring. She passed by
the nobler races of animals even, to pay divine honours to
the odious and unclean—she tupk toads and serpents, cats,
rats, 'dogs, crocodiles, goats and monkeys, and hugged them
to her bosom, and dandled them into deities, and set up altars
to them, and drenched the earth with tears and blood in their
defence; and those who did not believe in them were cursed,
and were forbidden the use of bread, of fire, and water, and
to worship them was piety, and their images were held sa-
cred, and their race became Gods in perpetuity and by divine
right. . To touch them, was sacrilege: to kill them, death,
even in your own defence. If they stung you, you must die:
if they infested the land with tkeir numbers and their pollu-
#ions, there. was no remedy. The nuisa'x_\ce was intolerable,
impassive, immortal. Fear, religious horror, disgust, hatred,
heightened the flame of bigotry and intolerance. There was
nothing so odious or contemptible but it found a sanctuary

-

«* ¢ Of whatsoe’er descent his Godhead be,
Stack, stone, or other homely (pedigree,
In his defence his servants arg as bold
Ar if he had been made of beaten gold.”—~DrYDEN.
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in thg more odious and contemptible perversity of human
nature. The barbarqus Gods of antiquity reigned in contemp?
of their worshippers! ~ ) '
This game was carried on throudgh all the first .z\gee of the

world, and is still kept up in many parts of it; and it is im-
possible to describe the wars, mhssacres, horrors, miseries
and crimes, to which it gave colour, sanctity, and sway.
The idea of a God, beneficent and just, the invisible maker
of all things, was abhorrent to their grdss, material notions.
No, they must have Gods of their own making, that 4hey
could sec and handle, that they knew to be nothing in them-
selves but senseless images, and these they daubed ®ver with
the gaudy emblems of their own pride and passions, and
these they lauded to the slles, and grew fierce, obscene,
frantic before them, as the representatives of their sordid
ignorance and barbaric vicese TrUTH, Goop, were idle
names to them, without a meaning. They must have a lie,
a palpable, pernicious lie, to pampcr their crude, unhallowed
conceptions with, and to excrcise the untameable fiercencss
of their wills. The Jews were the only people *of antiquity
who were withheld from running hcadlong into this abomi-
nation; yet so strong was the propensity in them (from
inherent frailty as well as necighbouring example) that it
could only be curbed and kept back by the hapds of Omni-
potence* At length, reason prevailed over imdgination so®
far, that thesc brute idols ard their aktars were overturned :
it was thought too much to set up stocks and stones, Golden
Calves and Brazcen Serpents, as bona fide Gods and Goddesses,
trhich men were to fall down and worship at their peril—

* They would have a king iu spite of the devil. The itage-whrship of the
Papists is a batch of the same leavep. The apishness of man' 's nature would
not I8¢t even the Christian Religion escape. » .
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and Pope long after summed up the merits of the whole my-
thiologic tribe in a handsome distich— ,
+ ¢ Gods partial, changgful, passionate, unjust,
Whose attributes were rage, revenge, or lust.”

It was thought a bold stride to divert the course of our ima-
gination, the overflowings of our enthusiasm, our love of
the mighty and the marvellous, frofn the dead to t}ne living
sulject, and there we stick. We have got living idols,
instcad of dead ones; and wec fancy that they are rcal, and
put faith in them accordingly. Obh, Reason! when will thy
long minority cxpjre? It is not now the fashion to make
Gods of wood and stonc and brass, but we make kings of
common men, and are proud of our own handy-work. We
take'a child from his birth, and we agree, when he grows
up to be a man, to heap the highest honours of the state
upon him, and to pay the most detoted homage to his will.
Is there any thing in the person, “ any mark, any likelihood,”
to warrant this sovereign awe and dread? No: he may be
little better thagp an ideot, little short of a madman, and yet
he is no less qualified for king.* If he can contrive to pass the

# ¢ In fact, the argument drawn from the supposed incapacity of the people
against a representative Government, comes with the worst grace in the world
from the patrops and admirers of hereditary government. Surely, if govern-
ment were a thing requiring the utmost stretch of génius, wisdom, and virtue
to carry it on, the office of‘King would’ never even have been dreamt of as
hereditary, any more than that of poet, painter, or philosopher. It is easy
here ¢ fot the Son to tread in the Sire’s steady steps.” It requires nothing
but the will to do it. Extrpordinary talents are not once looked for. Nay,
a person, who would never have risen by natural abilities to the situation of
churchwarden or parish beadie, succeeds by unquestionable right to the pos-
session of 4 throne, #nd wields the energies of an empire, or decides the fate
of the world with the smallest possible share of human understanding. Thé
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College of Physicians, the Heralds’ College dub him divine.
Can we make any given individual taller or stronger or wiser~
than other men, or difterent in any 1e~pect from what nature
intended him to be? No; but we'can make a kmg of him,
We cannot add a cubit to the stature, or instil a virtue into
the minds of monarchs—but we cédn put,a sceptre into their
hands, a crown upon their heads, we can set them on an
eminence,oWe can surround them with circumstance, we can
aggrandise them with power, we can paniper their appetites,
we can pander to their wills. We can do every thing: to
exalt tliem in external rank and station—nothing to lift them
one step higher in the scale of moral or intellectual exéellence.
Education does not give capacity or temper; and the edu-
cation of kings is not cspecinlly directed to useful know-
ledge or liberal sentiment. What then is the state of the
case? The highest respect of she clinmunity and of every
individual in it is paid and’is due of right there, where per-
haps not an idea can take root, or a single virtue be engrafted.
Is not this to crect a standard of esteem directly opposite to
that of mind and morals? The lawful monareh®may be the
best or the worst man in his dominions, he may be the wisest
or the weakest, the witticst or the stupidest: still he is
cqually entitled to our homage as king, for it is the place
and power we bow to, and not’the man. He may be a sub-
limation of all the vices and discases of the human heart; *
yet we arc not to say so, we dare not even think so. “Fear

line of distinction which separates the yegal purple from the slabbering-bib
is sometimes fine indeed; as we see in the case of the two Ferdinands. Any
one above the rauk of an ideot is supposed capable of exercising the highest
functions of royal state. Yet these are the persons who talk of the People as
aswinish multitude, and taunt therwith their want of ref ement and philo-

sophy”— Yellow Dwarf, p. 84, ’



236 ‘ON THE SPIRIT OF MONARCHY.
/
God, and honour the King,” is equally a maxim at all times
“and seasons, The personal character ¢f the king has nothing
to do with the question. Thus the extrinsic is set up oper
the intrinsic by authoriﬁy': wealth and intercst lend their
countenance to gilded vice and infamy on principle, and out-
ward shew and advantagds become the symbols and the stan-
dard of respect in despite of useful qualities or well-directed
efforts through all ranks and gradations of society. * From
the crown of the head to the sole of the foot there is no
soundness left.” The whole style of moral thinking, feeling,
acting, is in a false tone—is hollow, spurious, meretricious.
Virtue, *says Mautesquieu, is the principle of republics;

honour of a monarchy. But itis ¢ honour dishonourable, .

sin-bred”—it is the honour®of trucking a principle for a
pln'ce, of exchanging our honest convictions for a ribbon or
agarter. The business®f life is a scramble for unmerited pre-
cedence. Is not the highest respect entailed, the highest,sta-
tion filled without any possible proofs or pretensions to public
gpirit or pubkic principle? Shall not the next places to it be
secured by ¢he sacrifice of them ? It is the order of the day,
the understood etiquette of courts and kingdoms. For the
servants of the crown to presume on merit, when the crown
itself is held as an heir-loom by prescription, is a kind of
lése majeste, an indirect attalnder of the title to the succes-
*gion. Are not all eyes turned to the gun of court-favour?
Who would not then reflect its smile by the performance of
any acts which can avail in the eye of the great, and by the
swrender of any virtue, which attracts neither notice nor
applause? The stream of corruption begins at the fountaixi-
head of court-influence. The sympathy of mankind is that
on which afl sfrong feeling and opinion floats ; and this sets
in full in every absolute monarcRBy to the side of tinsel shew
and iron-handed power, in contempt and defiance of tight
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and wrpng. The right and the wrong are of little conse-
quence, compared to the in and the out. The distinction -
betsveen Whig and Tory is merely nominal : neither have
their country one bit at heart. Phaw! we had forgot—Our
British monarchy is a mixed, and the only perfect form of
government; and therefore what ts herg said cannot pro-
perly apply to it. But MicHT BrFORE RichT is the motto
blazoned qp the front of unimpaired and undwxded So-
vereignty !——
A court is the centre of fashion; and no less so, for being
the sink' of luxury and vice—
— Of outward shew . ¢
Flaborate, of inward less exact.” .
The goods of fortune, the baits of power, the indulgences of
vanity, may be accumulated without end, and the taste for
them increases as it is gratified :«the 1dve of virtue, the pur-
suit of truth, grow stale and dull in the dissipation of a court.
Virtue is thought crabbed and morose, knowledge pedantic,
while every scnse is pampered, and cvery folly tolerated.
Every thing tends naturally to personal aggrandifement and
unrestrained sclf-will. It is casier for monarchs as well as
other men ““ to tread the primrose path of dalliance” than
“ to scale the steep and thorny road to heaven.” The vices,
when they have leave from power and authority, go greater
lengths than the virtues; example justifies almost’every ex-
cess, and “ nice customs curtesy to great kings.” What
chance is there that monarchs should not yield to the temp-
tations of gallantry there, where youth and beauty are as wax?
What female heart can indeed withstand +the attractions of a
throne—the smile that melts all hearts, the air that awes re-
*bellion, the frown that kings dread, the hand, tfht, scatters
fatry wealth, that bestows tities, places, honour, power, the
breast on which the star glitters, the head circled with a
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diadem, ‘whose dress dazzles with its richness and i{s taste,
®who has nations at his command, senages at his controul, “in

form and motion so'express and admirable, in action how

like an angel, in apprehenSion how like a God; the beauty

of the world, the parag(;n of animals!” The power of re-

sistance is so much, the 1dss, ‘where fashion extends impunity

to the frail offender, and screens the loss of character.

“ Vice ¢s undone, if she forgets her birth,

And stoops from angels to the dregs of earth;

But 'tis the fall degrades her to a whore :

Let greatness own her, and she’s mean no more. *
Her,birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confess,
Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless.
In golden chains thg willing world she draws,
And hers the Gospel is, and hers the laws.”™

[ %

* A lady of quality abroad, in allusion to the gallantries of the reigning
Prince, being told, “I suppose it will be your turn next?” said, “ No, 1 hope
not; for you know it is impossible to refuse!” What a satire on the court
and fashionables! If this be true, female virtue in the blaze of royalty is no
more than theemoth in the candle, or ice in the sun's ray. What will the
great themselves say to it, in whom at this rate,

. ——*the same luck holds,
They all are subjects, courtiers, and cuckolds!”
Out upon it! We'll not believe it. Alas! poor virtue, what is to become of
the very idea of,it; if we are to be told that every man within the Precinets of
a palace is ax hyPothetical cuckold, or holds his wife's virtue in trust for the
Prince ? We entertain no doubt that many ladics of quality have resisted the
importunities of a throne, and that many more would do so in private life, if
they had the desired opportunity: nay, we have been assured by severa]
that a king would no more be able to prevail with them than any other man!
If however there is any fondation for the above insinuation, it throws no siall
light on the Spirit of Monarchy, which by the supposition jimplies in it the
virtual sdi-r‘en‘r of the whole sex at discretion ; and at the same time accounts
perhaps for the intlifference shewn by sgme monarchs in availing themselyes
of so mechanical a'privilege. 8
v

«

«
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The aiy of a court is not assuredly that which is most favour-
able to the practice of self-denial and Sstrict morality. We =
inerease the temptations of wealth, of power, and, pleasure
a thousand-fold, while we can glve no additional force to
the antagonist principles of reason, disinterested integrity
and goodness of heart. Is it tf) bé wondered at that courts
and palaces have pr oduced so many monsters of avarice, cru-
elty, and last? The adept in voluptuousness is not likely to
be a proportionable proficient in humanify. To feed on plate
or be clothed in purple, is not to feel for the hungry and.the
naked.” Ife who has the greatest power put into his hands,
will only become more impatient of any resgraint in the use of
it. To have the welfare and the lives of millions placed at our
disposal, is a sort of warrant,»% challenge to squander them
without merey.  An arbitrary mounarch sct over the heads of
his fellows does not identify himsclf %vith them, or lcarn to
comprehend their rights or sympathise with their interests,
but looks down upon them as of a different species from
himself, as insects crawling on the face of the earth, that he
may trample on at his pleasure, or if he spares them, it is an
act of royal grace——he is besotted with power, blinded
with prerogative, an alien to his nature, a traitor to his trust,
and iustead of being the organ of public feeling and public
opinion, is an excrescence add an anomalyin the state, a
bloated mass of morbid humours and proud fleshd A cousti»
tutional king, on the other hand, is as servant of the public,
arepresentative of the people’s wants and wishes, dispensing
justice and mercy according to law. Such a monarch is the
King of England! Such was his late, and such is his present
Majesty George the IVth, l——

Let us take the Spirit of Monarchy in its, highgst state of
®xaltation, in the moment 8f its proudest tjumph—a Coro-
nation-day, We now sec 1t in our miud’s eye » the prepa-
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ration of weeks——the expectation of months—the sests, the
prwlleged places, are occupied in the obscurity of night, and
in silence—the day dawns slowly, big with the hope of Ceear
and of Rome—-the golden censers are set in order, the tables
groan with splendour and with luxury—-within the inner
space the rows of peeresses are set, and revealed to the eye
decked out in ostrich feathers and pearls, like beds of lilies
sparkling with a thousand dew-drops—the marsh~ls and the
heralds are in motion—the full organ, majestic, peals forth
the: Coronation Anthem—every thing is ready—and all at
onee the Majesty of kingdoms bursts upon the astonished
sight—his persor. is swelled out with all the gorgeousness
of dress, and swathed in bales of silk and golden tissues—
the bow with which he greéts the assembled multitude,
and the representatives of foreign kings, is the climax of
conscious dignity, bending giacefully on its own bosom, and
instantly thrown back into the siglntiess air, as if asking no re-
cognition in return—the oath of mutual fealty between him
and his people is taken—the fairest flowers of female beanty
precede the Sovereign, scattering roscs; the sons of princes
page his heels, holding up the robes of crimson and ermine
—he staggers and reels under the weight of royal pomp,
and of a nation’s eyes; and thus the pageant is launched
into the open ‘day, dazzling the sun, whose beams seem
‘beaten back by the sun of royalty—there were the warrior,
the statesman, and the mitred head—there was Prince
Leopold, like a panther in its dark glossy pride, and Castle-
reagh, clad in triumphant smiles and snowy satin, unstained
with his own blocd-~the loud trumpet brays, the cannon
roars, the spires are mad with music, the stones in the street
are startied at the presence of a king :—the erowd press on,
the metropolis heaves like a séa in restless motion, the
air is thick-svith lovalty’s quick pants in its monarch’s arms
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—all eyes drink up the sight, all tongues reverberate the

sound— .

. “ A present deity.they shout a.ronmi,

A present deity the vaulted Poofs rebound I”
What does it all amount to? A silew—n theatrical spec-
tacle! What docs it prove? that a king is crowned, that
a king is dead! What is the moral to be drawn from it,
that is likely to sink into the heart of a nation?, That
greatness consists in finery, and that supremé merit is the
dower of birthand fortune! It is a form, a ceremony to which
each successor to the throne is entitled in his turn as a matter
of right. Docs it depend on the inheritance of viitue, on
the acquisition of knowledge in the new monarch, whether
he shall be thus exalted in thes®yes of the people? No :~
to say so is not only an offence in manners, but a violation *of
the laws. The king reigns in contenpt of any such prag-
matieal distinctions. They are set aside, proscribed, treason-
able, as it relates to the august person of the monarch; what
is likely to become of them in the minds of the people? A
Coronation overlays and drowns all such considcrations for a
gencration to come, and so far it serves its purpose well. It
debauches the understandings of the people, and makes them
the slaves of sensc and show. It laughs to scorn and
tramples upon every other clafm to distinction or respect.
Is the chief person in the pageant a tyrant? It does not
lessen, but aggrandise him to the imagination. Is he the
king of a free people? We make up in love and loyalty
what we want in fear. Is he young? He borrows under-
standing and experience from the learning and tried wis-
dom of councils and parliaments. Is he old? He leans
* upon the youth and beauty that attend his tr.iumph.' Is he
weak? Armies support hilu with their myriads, Is he
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diseased? What is health to a staff of physicians®™ Does
he die? The truth is out, and he isdthen—nothing !

"There is a cant among court~sycopha.nts of calling-all
those who are opposed to ‘them, * the rabble,” ¢ fellows,”
 miscreants,” &c. Thxs shews the. grossness of their ideas
of all true merit, and thé false standard of rank and power
by which they mecasure every thing; like footmen, who sup-
pose their masters must be gentiemen, and that the rest of
the world are low people. Whatever is opposed to power,
they think despicable; whatever suffers oppression, they
think deserves it. They are cver ready to side with the
strong,sto insult.and trample on the weak. This is. with us
a pitiful fashion of thinking. They are not of the mind of
Pope, who was so full of the bpposite conviction, that he has
even written a bad couplet to express it :—

% Worth makes the mdn, and want of it the fellow :
The rest is all but leather and prunella.”

Those lmes in Cowper also must sound very puerile or old-
fashioned to courtly ears :—

“ The only amaranthine flower on earth
Is virtue ; the only lasting treasure, truth.”

To this sentiment, however, we subscribe our hearts and
hands. There is nothing trtly liberal but that which post-
pones its.own claims to those of prapricty—or great, but
that which looks out of itself to others. All power is but an
unabated nuisance, a burbarous assumption, an aggravated
injustice, that is not dirccted to the common good : all gran-
deur that has not semething’ corresponding to it in personal
merit and heroic acts, is a deliberate burlesque,aund an insult
on coninjon sense and human nature. That which is truc,
the undcrstan(hng ratifies: that which is good, the heait
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owns : *all other claims dre spurious, vitiated, mischievous,
false—fit only for thofe who are sunk below contempt, ,or
raised above opinion. We hold ip scorn all right-lined pre-
tensions but those of rectitude. I there is offence in this,
we are ready to abide by it. If fhere is shame, we take it to
ourselves : and we hope and hold that the time will come,
when all other idols but ghose which represent pure truth
and real godd, will be looked upon with the same féelings of
pity and wonder that we now look back to the 1mages of
Thor and Woden'!

Really, that men born to a throne (limited or unlimited)
should employ the brief span of their existefice here in doing
all the mischief in their powey, in levying cruel wars and
undermining the liberties of "the world, to prove to them-
selves and others that their pride and passions are of more
consequence than the welfare Jf mankind at large, would
seent a little astonishing, but that the fact is so. It is not
-our business to preach lectures to monarchs, but if we were
at all disposed to attempt the ungracious tasK, we should
do it in the words of an author who often addressed the ear
of monarchs. .

A man may read a sermon,” says Jeremy Taylor, “the
best and most passionate that ever man preached if he shall
but enter into the sepulchres of kings. In the same Escurial
where the Spanish princes live in greatness and power, and °
decree war or peace, they hive wisely placed a cemetery
where their ashes and their glory shall sleep till time shall
b(:, no more : and where our kings have been crowned, their
ancestors lie interred, and they must walk over their grand-
_sire’s head to'take his crown. There is an acre sowpa with
royal seed, the copy of the, greatest change front rich to
naked from ceiled roofs to al;ched coffins, fram living like
Gods to die like men. ‘There is enough te cool the flames

°

3
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_ of lust, to abate the height of pride, to appease the"itch of
covetous desires, to sully and desf out the dissembling
colours ef a lustful, artificial, and imaginary beauty. There
the warlike and the peuceful, the fortunate and the miser-
able, the beloved and the,degnised princes mingle their dust,
and pay down théir symbol of mortality, and tell all the
world, that when we die our ashes shall be equal to kings,
'and our” accounts shall be easier, and our pains for our
crimes shall be less. To my apprehension, it is a sad record
which is left by Athenw®us concerning Ninus, the great
Assynan monarch, whose life and death is summed up in
these words; ¢ Ninus, the Assyrian, had an ocean of gold,
and ‘other riches rmore thag the sand in the Caspian sea;
he never saw the stars, and perhaps he never desired it; he
never stirred up the holy fire among the Magi; nor touched
his God with the sacred rod, according to the laws; he
never offered sacrifice, nor worshipped the Deity, nor*admi-
nistered _]ustxce, nor spake to the people, nor numbered °
them ; but he was most valiant to eat and drink, and having
mingled his wines, he threw the rest upon the stones. This
man is dead ¢ behold his sepulchre, and now hear where
Ninus-is. Sometime I was Ninus, and drew the breath of
@ living man, but now am nqthing but clay. I havenothing

" but what I did eat, und what I served to myself in lust is

all my portion : the wealth with which I was blest, my

enemiss meeting together shall carry away, as the mad

Thyades carry a raw goat. I am gone to Hell ; and when

T went. thither, 1 carried neither gold nor horse, nor a silver

cheriot. I that wore a mitre, am now a little heap of dust!”

~~Tavzor’s HoLy Livine AND DyING, .



THE DQGS.

TO THE ABUSERS OF THE LIBERAL.

“ GENTLEMEN,”

. :

Tais little poem is dedicated to you. ' It is not the wish
of the Liberal to write satire and personal politics;” but if
you insist upon our earning a right to be heard with the
sword, it must be so. Some ersogs, it seems, must either
do this, or consent to be trampled into silence, let them be
as forbearing as they may. That we can forbear, we know
well, and so do you :—that we can make you cry out again
with non-forbearance, we know also :—but we {ight, like the
Greeks and Spaniards, to obtain the right and the tranquil-
lity of speech, and not to trample on every body in turn.
The satire in the first number of the Liberal was produced
by those who attacked us Kefore-hand:—the satire ip the
second is the result of the attacks on the® first. will
be for yourselves to judge how soon we are to feave off this
boy’s-play and cutting of knuckles. The moment we can turn
our swords into ploughshares and our spears into pruning-
hooks, we shall be happy to €ultivate thosé calmer fields of
knowledge, which (with your leave be it spoken) you are
a set of prodigious fools for not knowing how to look to at
once.
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¢ at this time got a poct, being for fatigue, with other four. We were
sent to break biscuit, and make a mess for Lord Wellington’s Hounds. I was
very hungry, and thought it a good job at the time; as we got our own fill,
while we broke the biscuit—a thing I had not got forsome days. When thus
engaged, the Prodigal Sen was never once out of my mind ; and I sighed, as
I fed the Dogs, over my humble situation and my ruined hopes.”—Journal of
# Soldier of the T1st Regt, during the Wd..in Spain.

0

. 1.

I s1NG a matter of some sixty dogs,

That dined in the Peninsula on biscuit.

Under the old regime the French eat frogs;
Under the new some Englishmen would frisk it
If they had any thing besides their fogs.

I’d thank Apollo therefore to touch his kit,
While I strike up a dance, that I’ve a notion
Will set the whole of Puppydom in motion.

e » .“

2‘ [

Atténd then to me, puppies of “all sorts,

All by whom hangs a tile; including you,

The blacker kind, who practise in the courts,

And from the back of whose strange curls hang two:
And you, of whom I hear such bad reports

In these ‘great 'tunes, ye poor inferior crew,:

Ye Men—do you too listeh to my song: :
T mean to shew ybu that your claims are wrong. :
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3.

And you, red-coated dogs, not commonly ‘
So call’d, for ye are men,—buf ye alone,
Who only when the drum sougds fidget ye,
And rise like men; and soon as it i§ done,
Fall to thte earth like proper puppies, que
Ventr:" obedientia sunt, and prone, o .

As Sallust has it,—hear what your Bard says,
And then (I ask no better) go your ways.

4.

And thou, thou other luéky dog, and diner, .
Who from the Frenchman’s blsc;ut-umdmg hand
Munch’d out side faoes of Voltaire, none finer,

' Look from the dog-star down, that rules thy land! ~
"Twas thine to eat, no king’s bitch embonpyint-er,

When good-old-times’-men’s legs could hardly stand:

And then thou bit’st, as someswould say, for snacks,
Men out of countenance behind their backs! (1)

Nor thou, great’ Duke of Wellmrrton, disdain .
To hear about the curs, for they are thine:

Nay, pardon my poor words, my common strain,
‘Disdain thou can’st not, though the strain is mine:
The subject will excuse me for my brain :

To wrife’s but human, but of dogs divine.

I shamefully forgot, gyeat Sir, that when ~ *
+ Dogs are to be consideyed, what are mén?

247



‘948 THE DOGs'

é

Many a jolly dog hes been renown’d,

Especially for eating people’s dinners; -

E’en men have merit when like them they’re found (2)
To hold well out, aind make their mesters winners:

But all the dogs on earth, cur, whelp, and hownd,

To these I speak of, have but been beginners. *
Even the pack recorded by Herodotus

Knuckles before them ; I declare to God it does.

7.

Hetodotus says only that there were

Four villages alloted for their dogs-meat ; (3)

A handsome pension, I allow: but here

Warriors stand by, wanting, like proper rogues, meat,
Bread being even for a few too dear,

While the Duke s hounds to their respective progs meet.
Warriors, mind—hollow squares—without whom, marry! an
Arbiter I could name had now been carrion. (4)

. 8.

Yes « Heav'n be prais’d! Thanks to our lucky stars!
Thanks to otr wounds !” the five fmgued men said,

“ This day, the happiest one of all our wars,

This day, this glorious day, we dine on bread!”

.For why? “ For v_vhy" look at these glorious scars,
This ome, and ‘this, and this upen my head;

To day’s’ our tém, by reason of these wounds,

To break up biseuit for the General’s hounds.” - ,
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9.

™ Good God!” says one, “I fancy the bread here!
I think it’s one o’clook—I thinks it’s two—

I think I see my company appear—

Ah! Jowler, boy—and Towler, how dy’e do?—
And then the biscuit-cqmes—excuse this tear,
But I'n?to break it—oh, if you but knew—-

But never mind—I know, and that’s enough

To make me think no biscuit bad or tough.

10. '

“ A word, Sir, in your ear*~The other day,

I longed to eat a piece of the Duke s horse.

Another time, beside a ditch} there lay

‘Something,—I hate to think of it—but worse :
" All said,—but never mind what people say—

The man who eat of it, felt no remorse. (5) *

Twasn’t, he said, like biscuit; and ’twas true’:

But that was for the dogs—the happy few,

1.

« We are but huntan beings,~—common men;

They are uncommon puppies, real riches;

We do but fight, and fight, and fight again;

They sometimes take surprising leaps o’er ditches
We only are of use to the Duke, whea
Unoccupled with his delightful bitches:

They are his ornaments, his dogs, his dudce, *
More fit to pat than our poor linsey-wookey.
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12

" Again, we only sav’d hns oﬂicers,

They sometimes got them taken by the French;
Our names were always in despatches theirs
Were modest, and kept back like any wench;
In short, we had the impudence, the bears!
(For which our necks I own deserve a wrench)
To save the Duke from Old Mortality :

They, blessed creatures, saved him from ennui.

13.

« Accordingly *twas just tha'c we should fight,

Hack, hew, stick, kick be kick’d, stuck, hack’d and hew’d,
Drown’d aleo, lose dur shoulder-blades and sight,

Our legs, arms, knee-pans, comforts friends, and blood,
And then have nothing, Sir, to eat at night:

And, on the contrary, ’twas right and good

That the* Duke’s puppies, being no such sinners,
Should, like good boys, go in and have their dinners.”

14.

Thus spbke the Soldier from the Frith of Forth,

Who wrote the « Journal” t'sther day; which see;

He did not say it all—he’s * frae the North,”"—

But then his inward man spoke, if not he.
“However, what’s & common soldier worth?

Or fifty thousand such, *twixt you and me? ¢

The man may stuff him with h!s native fogs:

But where, L want to know, where are the dogs?
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15.

*Other great brutes concerned in that campaign .
Are kept before the public: others have

Their lives and deeds record.ed toa sprain,
Their genealogies, and faces brave, *

Their huntings too, and when they’ll hunt again,
And ho¥ in drawing-rooms the dogs behaye: *
I've seen a Paris print of one o’ the brutes
Betwixt two ladies, actually in boots. (6)

16.

Now those I speak of are hot less than they,

Be sure of that: just as great brutes they are:
Have as good coats and faces, have their day,

At least have had, and should have time to spare ;
Live just such lives, now hunting down one’s prey,
Now all agog for their respective fair; *

And above all, though men should want a didner,
The dev’l & bit will they grow any thinner. ,

) 17.

The best of us are proud of being thought

To have the qualities of dogs like these:

The Duke himself, I doubt not, might be caught
Doing things equally well ferm’d to please.

I wouldn’t swear, that if you went ahd bought

A horn, or whistled “ Molly,” or “ Green Pense,”
You wouldn’t see him cqme, through thick and-tlu
Leapmg and panting to ) you, all a-grin. »
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18,
Knng Charles was famous for a breed of puppies,
Which was kept up, and‘is so I've no doubt on't;
Lord Chesterfield most tenderly brought up his,
And would have made his kon one, but he couldn’t:
In Naples a dog’s music beats Ga.luppx 5,
Though music comes next to it, which it shouldn’t;
For next to pomtbrs, guns, and such resources,
Long before anything like men, come horses.

¢ 19.

o Talk " cries a wag, “ of pheting with one’s studs,

In decency to Irish famishings,

At least of lessening’ them! Why. d—n their bloods,
Or rather no bloods, for they’ve no such things,

“Un fact they are but two such precious floods,

In horses’ families, and those of kings) (7)

I’d not have giv’n them What’s-his-name’s ““ quietus,”
And stopt one gilded oat from Incitatus.” (§)

20.

Heliogabalus and his horse’s mentipm .

May render this suBpected—for. 1t’a»pidmg ;

I own it seems some Irishma#d’s invention,
Light in the head pérhaps, for want of feeding :
But then it someltow meets one’s apprehension
In times of human starving and brute breeding :
And amto leumng you would cease to stare
If you took up the Racing C.aflenda:.
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21.

-y

There (not to waste the family-head in books)

A youth may learn much Latin appellation; -

Much French too, and Italian,if bg looks,

Besides the sense, sly supererogation! *

There he may learn, how Dolthead match’d the Duke’s,
And BlacKlegs was thrown out by Acclymatien:
How Olive was own cousin to Old Cupid,

And how Legitimate was got out of Stupid.

2.

But what he'll find, which is the best of all,

Is how completely there the human cgeatures

Are cast in shade, I mean in géneral, :

By ‘the dear horses and their Houhyhnm natures :
The Gullivers obey their proper call,

And wait aloof, and doat upon their features ; ’

By no means the worst thing they do, poor rogues !
And this again reminds me of my dogs. .

23.» .

My dogs! Yes, mind~—every one’s dogs—the nafions,
For were they not ofxjremé use to.it?

Did they not give the Great Lord relaxations,

When taken with his minor slanghtering fit? (9)

And had they not their proper mastications, -

Of which occasional Scotchmen filch’d a bit ?

“ Can such things overcomg us like a summer
‘Ciqud,” and but serve to make us all the dumber!
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24.

-~

I like that patriot in Tiberius’ days,

Who having propos’d to make him absolute,
Apologized for suchepresumptuous ways;

But said, that being a man, it did not suit

With his free soul to dread the court’s dlspra.lse,
And in the commmonwealth’s great cause be mute.
There was another such as bold to Cromwell;
Fellows I much prefer to Kettledrumle. (10)

. 25.

T'll be as free: there’s not a stick at court

Shall beat me in g t.hmg I have to say;

Tailors sha’nt cut me out, nor tongues cut short,

" Envying my very independent way;

Croker hnmself shall cry out “That’s your sort,”
And loads of ““lofty Scotchmen” cry, Huzza! (11)
At least if they do not, 'twill only shew

How far<one’s rivals’ jealousy can go.

K * 26.

"Tis true, the Duke, at my free proposition,

May think fit to be modest, like a woman

May say his brutes are not of that condition

To warrant it, being only more than human;

And that base men might get up a petition :

Ta all which I should humbly answer, “ True, mun;”
‘But’then, though more thay. both, a Prince himself
1s proud t3 be call'd jolly.dog, and Guelph. .
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[ .27

There was a prince in Itgly, call'd Can Grande, *
‘Which means Great Dog, the lord too of Verona,
A mighty petty sovereign, and & dendy, ,

Who in his wit once threw a bard a bone a-
Cross his hjgh board, which made ’em every man die.
The bard agreed "twas princely. (12) I‘haveknown a-
Nother, of whom the people used to say,

A greater puppy never had his day.

28.

I do propose then, that a deputation

First wait upon the dogs and bring tktm out,

To glad the eyes of public’admiration ;

It being a shame that beasts so cared about,

And by such hearts, are not before the nation.
Only conceive the enthusiastic shout

That would be raised at sight of their sweet faces,
In all their pride of jowl, in public places!

29. i

Fancy the beasts, or any one of them, »
At Drury-Lane, or in an Opera-box:
The proper masters have accomplish’ d him,
"Fhe dancing ones I mean, and fuch-like.folks!
He rises, bows, looks mutual esteem ;
The band strikes up; and players and hearts of opks”,
(Save here and there a JacoBinic growler)
Perfo m the national anthem of « Old Tow’ler.” »

» . .
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30..

Then 2’ procession, with the dogs all sedted,

Is what F next propose:; Rouge-Lion first
Prepares the way, lobkirlg extremely heated ;

Sir William Cuartis then, ready to burst

With beef and joy at being so finely treated,

He’s drest in ddg-skin. (13) May the mun be curst
Who does not, as the King does (who’s no fool)
Count him the finest specimen of John Ball.

, 81.

Besides, he’s biscuit-baker. Next the trumpets
Appear, some bloWwing in F sharp and some in E;
And then the bishops, plump as plates of crumpets,
Singing the psalm beginning with “ Cur, Domine :”
A kettle drummer next with many a thump hits
His bruss, to shew, betwixt those Piccolomini

Of the Church Militant, and the state’s féféces,

The delicate connexion there of course is.

o 32.

Then come the soldiers,—but what’s this? How odd
And thin they look, unfit for such a show?

Excuse me: they look just as soldiers should ;
They’ve hiad ne dinners Tor this week or s0

Just to insinuate, by their want of blood,

Ths heroic privilege they have to go

Without their food, and if fequired, be starv’d,’

Till al! thie pappies: in the land are serv'd. ‘
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Last come the dogs, the clamax of the sight,
All in their coaches. all in due decomm,
Al seated, a la  Siffié,” bols upright,
The Master of the Hounds being set before ’em.
They grin, they bow, lodk sidelong and polite;
The ladies at the windows all adore ’em. ° ,
See—there’s the King too bowing—and look ! there js
Her Royal Highness Mrs. Wilmot, Serres. (14)

31, .

After processions, people have a feast :

The brutes of course must have thews at Guildhall ;
There’s precedent : so heralds say, at Tleast.

"Twas merry formerly, when beards wagg’d all;
Now tails proclaim the pleasure of the beast:,

The grace is said, the turtle groweth small, ,
The talk then rises, but let that be sunk;

As usual, after dinner, the King’s drunk.

35.

The glee sugceeds of « Glorious Apollo .
By Messrs. Southey and the Makingfaces ;
* The Duke of York and Army” used to follow,

. But now the soldiers better-know their gwes :
The Duke of Wellington and his View Hollow
Is given, and May heav’n prosper all their graccs !
, Hip—Hip—Guildhall res®unds. through all its logs,
Axd Bread-street echoes buck « The Dogs! the Dogs!”
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36. ~

The puppy in the chair returns his thanks,

Like Doctor Johnson, ¢ in his bow-wow way :”

Then Eldon (cursing, first’of| all, his shanks)

Gets up, and weeps to see this blessed day :

Then his gilt chain the new old Lord Mayor clanks;
Then Mr. Some-one has his blessed say,

In*which he proves that ’tis to save the nation
‘When puppies flourish during men’s starvation.

€

) 7.

I see all England flocking to the sight:

Peers quit their parks, the peasantry the poor-house;
Some drive, some die upon the road : it’s flight -
All Scotland takes, like ““ hairpies coming o’or uz :” (15)
All Wales“puts forth, to see to what a height

Arthur’s great name can go, and join in chorus:

And missiqg England, as they pierce the fogs,

Ask where its gone :—cries Echo, “To the Dogs.”

a 38.
But Eager most, lov! lo! all Ireland comes—
All that is left of it at least,—sharp set
With hungry joy to think upon the crumbs,
And see how the brutes joflify, and get
A snght of their great Duke, who picks hns gums;
And wander if the Absentees have yet
Any sumhtude to human faces,
Seeing them countenanc’d like the canine races.

(]
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39.

All eyes, a moment, even on that day,

Turn at the name of Preland, to ook at

The nation whom a king’s nod made so gay:

Even some certain members cry “ What’s that ?”

“ Only the Irish.”—¢* Qh—the Irish—eh?

What d3 they want? I’d thank ye fgr some fat”

“ The Irish, eh? Send ’em the soldiery

And eighteen-pence. Hock, if you please, for me.”(16)

40.

Such is the way to treat those sorry fellows,

Call’d fellow creatures : one should be above

One’s fellows, as all trye aspirers teH us,

ARd then we rank with dogs, and get the love

Of hearts enough to make a turnspit jealous.

So to return—The next thing that I move, °

Is, that the puppies and their heirs for ever °
Have settlements : for men may want, brutes never.

41.

I say (to use the words of a great poet) T
* That adequate provision “should be made” a7
For all the race to have their biscuit to eat

For ever.—Next, that money should be paid

Into the hands of those here, that cry * go it,”
For kenne;ls,-—palaces I should have said,— .
To be new built (Mem. workmen to be bustled)®
Where every puppy may have his own hohsehold
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42.

’Tis ckeap,—these ways of doing public good,

The world can’t do without ’em, take my word for it;
Besides, if the world cpuld, could isn’t should,

And those who say it is, are a base herd for it.

The Americans, for instance, hrve no food,

No cash, 'no ships. no land (although preferred*for it)
No name ; and all because they want such things
As-puppies with huge pensions, Dukes, and Kings.

43.

Cur dogs then have establishments : tis done:
Recorded too, of course, as others are,

In a new Red-book, which may bind in one
AQalf-gilt) the Sporting and Court Calendar.
Exempli gra :—Establishment of Hun:
Comptroller,—No one ; Baker and Purvey’r,
Sir William Curtis ; Groom, Sir Hudson Lowe ;
Surveyors of the Collars, George and Co.;

44,

Bed-maker, Mrs. Leech; Scratcher Extr’or’nary,
Right Honourable the Earl of Lauderdale ; 3

Breakers of Bones and Biscuits, Men in or’nary ;
Tickler and Tail-bearer, (seme spell it Tale)

J. W. Croker, chiefly when its borne awry ;

Chaplain (Church Dog-Vane, going with the gale)
The Reverend Nero Wilson ; (13) Scavengers,

The Beacons,’Blackwoods, Bulls, and Gazetteers. (19}
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45.

The names of their Canine-nesses—Prince, Jowler,

Jolly, and Folly, Tippler, Fop, and Tough,

Duke, Dunder, Slim, Fang, Whistler, Gamester, Growler,
Standfast, and Steady, Waterloo, Chance, Rough,
Charge, Trooper, Glutton, Hollo-boy, Old Towler,
Blucher, Spot, Shriek, Jump, Victon Old Boy, Puff,
Rascal, Force, Bourbon, Throat, Spite, Promise, V:per,
Maonshine, and Betty, Riot, Rage, and Piper:

46.

Hungry, Old England, Hot, Shot, Scot, and Lot, *°
Old Soldier, (iaunt, and Grim, Seize-him-boy, Eat-"em,
Tally-ho Thief, Fool, ‘Devil, Brute, and Sot.
hy pretty list. Ovid has one (See Metam.
Lib. Ter.) but Ovid’s pack of hounds was not
The moral, order-loving, plump, legitim-
Ate hounds, that these are. These, to run the faster,
Eat but one’s men, but those eat up their naster.

L)

47.

And at the last (;'or oh! i.ndecent fate, 4
And envious! even dogs, like men, must die!)
But at the /ast (for ah ! may it be late,

And every dog have many days, say 1)

Then with huge shouts, I vote that we translate,
Exalt, and raise them to the starry sky! o
Men’s pious notions haVe already glven,

Jo welcome them, much shrute renown to heay’i.



262 THE DOGS.

48,

The Bull, Crab, Serpent, Scorpion, Wolf, are there,
The Lion and Unicorn, énd gloriods Goose ;

Canis the Majof too, by .which it’s clear

That army-rank with dogs is of old use :

Canicula stands next him, little dear!

Nay, things are the-e which absolute blocks produce.
The Altar’s next the Wolf: then, there’s the Chair,
The Cup, the Crown, and a strange Head of Hair.

49.

Bu't what is most remarkable, the book

In which I study my #stronopy

(The new Guide to the Stars by Henry Brooke)
Shew’d me a thing enough to make a stone o’me,
So very much astonish’d did I look.

I saw there, bright as the Duke’s physiognomy,
His dogs, by some divine anticipation,

Shining already in their proper station.

50.

It’s fact. The Dogs, the glorious dogs, are there

In soul at least, right claimants of the sky :

Betwixt his namesake Arthur and the Bear

The whole pack stands— Ganes Venatict:”

And twixt the dogs and the above Head of Hair
Stands,ras it ought to do, “ Cor Caroli:” (20)

That is t6 say, the Heart of Charles the Second :

Were ever souls, bound heav’nzvards, finelier beacon’d ?,
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51.

So here I stop, covering beneath the sight

My fancy’s cowering’eyes, dasi’d with the blaze :

But don’t, I beg of you, ye guns of night,

Ye flaming brutes, ’dont hide your precious ways.

Shine on, shine on, and be a burning light
To help'us onward to our better days; -
And shew us (never to want proof again)

What very different things are brutes and men.

263
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(1) *Men dut of countenance behind their backs.
This :necdote is in Grimm, or some of the other l‘te French Memoirs.

(2) Like them stand fast and make their masters winners,
Vide Waterloo.

. -»

‘ (3) Four villages allotted for their dog’s-meat.
Herodot. Clio. Sect. 192. ‘e
[ §

(4) Arbiter I rould nainc had now been carrion.

See Note 2. ..

, () The man who cat of it fcll no remorsc.

% The short time we remained at Tormes, we were very ill off for provi-
sions. One of our men, Thomas Cadwell, found a piece of meat, near the hos-
pital, on the face of the brae: he brought it home, and cooked it. A good
part of it was eaten, before one of the men, perceiving him, said, “ What is
that you are eating?” Tom said, it was meat he had found. The others
looked, and knew it to be the fore-arm of 2 man: the hand was not at 1t ; it
was only the part from a little below the elbow, and above the wrist. The
man threw it away, but never looked equeamish ; he said it was very swect,
and was never a bit the worse.”—Journal of a ;Solzhcr of the T1st Regiment,
P 158,

(6) Betwirt two ladics, actually in boots.

A French caricature of a Great Personage, in his boots and cocked hat;

shewing how certain animals conduct themselves in drawing-rooms.

(™) Inhorses’ fumalze: and those of kings.

Tt is remarkable that these are the only two races of beingd, whose purity
of descent®has been reckoned of nahonal consequence. Considering the
scrupulous dehcacy ‘with which the procreauon of the former is conducted,
there may be some grounds for concluding their descents legitimate : but
little as it surpesm in s.ntiment tae nicety of royal arrangements, it,’s but
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t0o prothble that the success is not equal i in both instances. Who, in fact,
tl‘at considers the manners®of ceurts, the lives and loves of queens, &c.,&c.
shall say, that there is a single legitimate ?nnce now living, our own of course
excepted? Who shall say, that thrones age not occupied by a set of invo«
luntary Jacobins and usurpers?-—that a Gil Blas or Conde What’s-his-name
does not-reign at Madrid, a Mazarin or La Fleur at Paris, a Koningsmarck
in other countries, and so forth? To be sure, laok character, and other
evidences, say much, especially én extreme cases of countenance: but there
may be enou&h legitimacy for all this, though not enopgh legitimacy itself
and “ all that.”

. (8) To stop onc gilded oat from Incitatus. o
The horse whom Caligula made a consul, and assigned an establishment.

() When tuken with his minor slaughtering fit.
Hunting, they say, is the image of yvar, and therefore the favourite pastime
of kings, and other great persondkes, when they cannot be huntin‘ men;

just as an ogre might keep a picture of a man to gloat over, when he could

not yet the original to eat. ., )

b (10) Fellows I much prefer to Kettledrumic. .
See the Roman historians, Noble’s Memoirs of the House of Cromwell,

and the novel of Old Mortality. -

(11) And loads of lofty Scotchmen cry huzza b

T sce by the Examiner of October 6th, that it is proclaimed in Blackwood's
Magazine, that “ A lofiicr and a wiser people (than thé Scotch) are not to
be found now upon the earth, nor do the records of any such survive.”
See the state of the Scotch Borouglhs, the Beacon and its patrons, and Mr.
Blackwood himself as a crowning specimen. Tory writors tell you, that the
French are a frivolous people ; the Italians a people unfit for a constitutiofl ;
and the Americans, or “ Jonathan,? a vulgar aral insolent people’; but if you
characterise a favourite nation of their own with similar {freedom, they beg
you will make “ no national reflections.” Even this maxim may be made a
cant of. Nobody can admire more than I do some things about Scotland,—
it’s music and poetry, it's Wallaces and other strugglers of old for freedom;
it's present strugglers against it’s infamous Borough system, lnd (for their
talents though not for their poligics) “ the Scotch novels » Bat all this does
not blind any one to the fact, that Scotland as it now {3, notwnhstandmg the
sthait-laced look of its morality ingeneral, has no pretension whatever to the
chalicter of as # pure and lofty” a natioh as any eRisting. The English the
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Americans, the Spaniards, all beat it hollow. How can a nation be called
¢ pere” which has no character for pu’rity of sentiment, or popular clean%-
ness, or conversational cleanliness? How can it be called ¢ lofty,” when it
is at the very feet of the Borough-mongers? How can it be called either pure
or lofty, when the writers of such a magazine as Blackwood’s, a book full of
falsehoods, impurities, and cowardice, can fancy themselves, even for a mo-
ment, its representatives? When Scotland sweeps away all this filth, and
raises its head again in opposition to the slaves in power, it may deserve all
the epithets which tlie adrrirers of its Wallaces and Burnses can wish it.—
With respect to the fact mentioned in the text, it is truly a national stain.
I have .net with otherwise amiable Scotchmen, and with intelligent and
eminent Scotchmen; but I never met with one, who was not more or less
filthy in histalk;—I de not mean merely indecent, much less voluptuous ;
but absolutely filthy, in the style of Swift. It is most probably owing to
certain modes of life; but it is high tiL.e for them to get rid of it, if they
would not render a publication like Blackwood’s as injurious to their cha-
racter by its praises, as it is by it’s abuse of others.

(13) He's drest in dog-skin.
When Sir William Curtis went with the King to Edinburgh, he was ac-
coutred like his Illustrious Friend, ¢ all in the Highland dress.” I think the
Scotch must have felt this.

(14) Her Royal Highness Mrs. Wilmot Serres.

I am far from iasinuating any thing against the pretensions of this lady.
Quite the contrary. They are every way royal, saving and excepting perhaps
that she has a suspicious amount of wit. Iler documents have every right, on
the face of them, to be seriously inquired into.

(15) Al Scotland takes, like * hairpies coming o'or uz.”

That is to say in English, “ like harpies coming o'er us.” I should not
bave made this apparently invidious translation (especially as I am fond
of the Scottish dialect in its proper place) if the Scotch of late had not taken
it into their heads to give their Southern neighbours lessons in writing} This,
I suppose, is a part of the “ purity” which their friend Blackwood speaks
of. The modesty, as usual, is equal to it.

(16) Maghtcen—pem Hock, if you please, for me.
1 do not mean to insinuate that nothing has been done in answer to the
frenzied cries of the Irish for bresd. When hanging and violence pvere
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found td be of no use, even with the addition of all the continued recommen-
dation of those amiable and judisious modes of eure, a subscription certginly
did take place ; and some of the subscribers have a right to think themselves
humane. But I say, that ingpoint of the greal spirit of the whole treatmens
of Ireland, past and present, the description in the text is no caricature,

’ 0
(17) That adeguate provision should be made.
A line, T am sorry to say, of Mr. Wordsworth. The one that follows it, is
. .
® ¢ For the whole prople to be taught and trained.” | o

And there is a third before it in the same style, which T forget. When
Mr. Wordsworth first wrote about Milton and Marvell, and his o‘ther old
republitan fricnds, he did better than when he joined the Straffords and

Parkers of the day. .

.

(18) The Reverend Nero Wilson,

A slly Calvinistic Preacher, who, frightens timid constitutions,’ gets the
good will of callous ones, and matntameth that if Nero were now reiguing,

every one ought to obey him. () the satire of these toad-eaters!
)

L)
(10 The Beacons, Blackwoods, Bulls, and Gazetteers.

A set of Dunciad gentry, one or two of them cleverer than the othtrs, but
all of the same pitch of natural impudence, and sordidness of mind, The
Literary Gazetteers are promoted because they had the htk to be noticed by
Lord Byron, before his Lordship was informed, to his graat mortification,
that nobody clse thought them worth notice. The others have had similar
good fortune in other quarters, or I should certainly ndbt have polluted my
ink with any of them.

(20) Stands, as it ought to do, “ Cor Cayoli.”

See the work menuoned in the text, a guide which had’ long been wanting
to the lovers of the starry heavens. Mr. Brooke does his illystrious duty
with great care and circumspection. We only miss, to complete the work,
an account of the origin of the different games; some of which however,
such as the Arabian, it might be difficult, perhaps impossible, to trace. But
the meanings of the mere words might be found. The rest would exhibit
some curiougmatter; such as the deification, here recorded, of the heart of
Charles the Second!






LETTERS®FROM "ABROAD.

Lerter IL—GENOA® *

"

GeNoA is truly ““ Genoa the Superb.” TIts finest #peet
is from the sea, and from the sea I first beheld it. Imagine
a glorious amphitheatre of white houses, with mountains on
cach side and at the back. , The base is composed ®f the
city with its churches and shipping ; the other housess are
country seats, looking out, one above the other, up the hill.
To the left are the Alps with their snowy tops : to the right,
and idr the back, are the Appennines. This is Genoar It
is situate at the very angle of the pointed gulf, which is
called after its name, and which presents on &ther side, as
you xail up it, white villages, country seats, and 8live groves.
1 sailed up this gulf in summer-time. The lucid Mediter-
rancan sea washed against our vessel, like amber: a sky,
blue indeed, was above our hc.nds: inconveniences and dan-
gers were left behind us; health, hope, and Ita’ly, were bhefore
us. With what cont®nted anxiety did we not ask the names
of the towns and villages, &s we saw them one after the
other, seated on the shore like ladies, to prepare for the
approach of voyagers to the great Queen! How did we not
reconnoitre the great Queen herself with our ship’s glass,
counting th¢ miles as they lessened between us! At length
we see her clearly. Her rqarble pomp opens upomus!. We
Tangy we see the palace of her great son Deria! How truly

does‘she realize our expcctations, noetical g they were! There
[ J
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3
she sat between her mountains, having the sea as of old at

her feet, and “ abating not a t:ttle of her state,” albeit my
countr ymen had forsaken her. :

As Genoa was the firsg city in Ifaly which I beheld, and
as first impressions are not only liveliest, but liveliest in the
order in which they occurred, I will resort to the journal I
kept, and notice objects as they struck me day by day. It
was at tvo o'clock on the 15th of Junc that our vessel en-
tered the harbour. ‘After travelling the great “ world of wa-
ters wide and deep,” it was every way a pleasant thing to feel
one’s-self embraced in the Genoese harbour, which is one of
the most encircling there are. 'We were {ull, at that time, of
heppy thoughts of a dear friend; and we felt as if the coun-
try he was in embraced us for' Lim.

June 15. Our arrival in.the harbour did not diminish our
idea of Genoa: but our notions of the Italian countenance
were formidably startled by the pilot-boat, which campe out
to offer it’s assistance in conducting us by the mole. The
mole had beea injured greatly by the storms of the preced-
ing winter.« The boat contained, I think, as ugly a set of
faces as could well be brought together. It was a very neat
boat, and the pilots were singularly neat and clean in their
persons ; but their faces ! My wife looked at me as much as
to say, “ are these our fine Sbuthern heads.” The children
Jooked at we: we all looked at one another: and what was
very inhospitable, the pilots all looked at us. The sun was
in their eyes ; and there they sat on their oars, grinning up
at us, and bargaining with the Captain. The older ones
were like monkies; the younger like half-withered masks—
hard, stony, and even pale. One young man however was
handsonie both in face and person: he had the fine black
eyes and browq colour we expected to meet with; and lucks

ily, driving a less hard bargaid than the rest (whxch wds to
‘ ' ¢
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be expegted of him), the Captain agreed with him, and he
came on board. His dress and appearance we found might
be taken as a specimen, and by no means an uncommon spe-
cimen, of the better order of boahnen, upon this and the
Tuscan coast: for we soon had the pleasure of being agree-
ably disappointed with regard %o the slovenliness we had
looked for. It was that of a smart English apprentice with
his coat off. sHe had a very "neat black hat on, in themodern
style, good shoes and silk handkerchief, and blue linen pan-
taloons coming up high, and fustened over his shoudders
with braces. Though aware that one style of dress, with
little modification, prevails now-a-days all gver Europe, one
cannot help feeling a kind of disappointment, and evemw sur-
prise, at seeing Italians dressetl like Englishmen. It segns
a disgrace to them, not because they are like us, but because
they look unlike themselves and thelr glimate, and disap-
point«ys of a becoming varlety We thought how well our
pilot would have looked in his cap and cloaL But we were
thankful for his face. I asked him where the Poria palace
stood. “ Behold it!” said he, pointing to the left; and we
looked upon the handsome yet comparatively humble man-
sion, which Andrew Doria built for himself and his descen-
dants, when he was at the height of his power. It is a low
long building, with an arcade, and a garden Before it, and
looks over the harbour which he rendered so eminent. We
were in the Genoese harbour sfor two Wweeks, and it was no
small pleasure to us to have this republican palace always
in sight.

*We had scarcely got rid of our uoly men,*when we were
assailed witlr a much worse sight, a gang of ugly boys.
They were a set of young km‘wes, poking about for wiat they
ceuld lay their hands on; and came loitering and hanging
about the vessel under pretefice of asking charidy. Their
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fathers and mothers, or their fathers and mothers,,or man-
ners and customs ad infinitum, , hadt much to answer for in
contriving such a set of juvenile vagabonds. They clung
about the sides of the vessel, withifaces, and hands too, like
monkies. They had no forcheads, and moved their hands as
if they were paws: Never ‘did we see o more striking look
of something removed from humanity; and the worst of it
was, théy'had no sort of comfort in their faces§ their laugh
was as melancholy yet unfeeling, as their abject and canting
whifte. They looked like impudent squalid old men of the
world, in the shape of boys; and were as pale, and almost
as withered. They were like the sordid imps of Massinger
ot Decker. Sinbad’s old man of the sea would have had
sueh children, only stronger. * Certainly hoth men and boys
might have made a huntsman himself hypochondriacal.
Boats with awnings wer€ rowipg backwards and forwards,
many of them, particularly as the afternoon advanced, con-
taining bathers, who dressed and undressed themselves, as
they went albng, in the most unscrupulous manner. One of
the very cémmonest sights was to see men in their shirts; and
not a very uncommon one, ladies in their company. Peaple
bathed among the shipping at all times of the day, and ladies
would pass them, nothing wondering, inboats. This gross-
ness, which mdecency ltself would diminish, T witnessed
afterwards“ at Leghorn; and I have sken people bathirg in
the Arno in the very middle of Pisa. I am not squeamish ;
and think some of our northern notions as gross as any thing
else; but where there is neither innocence nor even a refined
sensuality, thére is something more than gross in these pub-
lic etposmons of the person; the extreme of formality is
better, inasmych as it approaches nearer to one of the two.
But something, in the progress of such customs, is to be al-
lowed for difference of climate.

/
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The f'irst handsome countenance that came near us, after

the.pilot’s, was that ef a boy who accompanied a custom-
hduse officer, and who was going to bathe. But be had no
modesty in his aspect, gnd the want of it was not bettered
by his ear-rings and the cut of hls hair, which made him
look like a girl. Numbers of lads hac the same look, on
the same accounts; even when apparently seventeen or
eighteen years old. The short, thick custom-houfe officer,
grave, obsequious, and yet indifferent, was like a man made
of dough; and he had the most exaggerated cocked-hat
and worsted epaulets which we had ever beheld out of the
pale of a pantomime. *

The first sight of Italinn women disappointed us #lmost
as much as Italian men, becauise we expected still more of
them. Of course, had we seen them first, they would have
disuppointed us more. But I afterwards found, that as you
ascended among the more educated classes, the faceseim-
proved: and 1 have rcason to believe, that most of the
women whom we saw in boats, deceived us as Yo their rank
in this respect. In Italy, gentlemen do not look so much
like gentlemen as in England, but there are grgater numbers
of women who look like ladies. This is partly owing to
their dress.  In Genoa p'u'tlculal#v the out-of door head-
dress for women of all ranks is a white veil ; end an Eng-
lishman, unaccustomed to see this piece of drhpery upon.
common heads, and observing hesides the stateliness with
which female Italians carry themselves, thinks he is oftener
looking at gentlewomen than he is.

*We had not been long in harbour before we inquired, with
all the eagerness of voyagers, for our fresh provisions. In
ltaly, we also looked for ougheaps of fruit ; apd we hiad shem
--in all the luxury of baskets and vine-leaves, and a cheap-
ness’that made us langh. CGrapeg were not in season ; but
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there were figs, apricotg. fresh almonds, oranges, pears, and
gigantic cherries, as fine as they wereylarge. We also took
leave of. our biscuit for excellent bread; and had mik
brought to us in bottles, which were stopped with vine-
leaves. The mutton turned out to be kid, and lean enough;
but it was a novelty, and 'we eat it upon a principle of
inquiry. An excellent light wine accompanied our repast,
drunk, notsin little cautious glasses, like our * hot intoxi-
cating liquor,” but out of tumblers, It was just three-
pence-English a quart. It had, notwithstanding it’s light-
ness, a real vinous body, and both looked and tasted like a
sort of élaret; but we were sorry to find it was French, and
notItalian. As to the fruit,—to give a specimen in one word,
~—the apricots, very fine ones, were two-pence a gallon.

16. To-day I went on shore. I shall never forget the sen-
sations with which I first set foot in Italy ;—but they will
not do to dwell upon now. The ‘quay is a handsome one,
profuse of good pavement, gate, &c. and the abundance of
stone every where, the whiteness of the houses, and the
blueness of the sky, cast, at first sight, an extraordinary
look of lightness and cleanliness upon cvery thing. Nor
are you disappointed in Genoa, as people are at Lisbon,
between the fairness of th# look outside and the dirt within.
The large wrinkled features of the old women, with their
“uncapped grey hair, strike you at first as singularly plain :
so do the people in-general: but every thing looks clean
and neat, and full of the smart bustle of a commercial city.
What surprises you is the narrowness of the streets. As
soon as you have passed the gate, you think you have
entered upon a lane, remarkably good indeed for a lane,
—a sorl ,of Bpnd-street of an_ alley,—but you have no
conception that it is a street, and of the ordinary dimen-
sions. The shops also, thougn neat, are blind and cpen,
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like Epglish potatoe shops, or at best like some of the
little comb shops new rarely to be, seen in London., I
nfean, they have no wmdows, whether they hawe ooun
ter®or not. After enteging this ‘street, you soon come upon'
the public place, or exchange, which is a very fair one.
You cross over this into the “principalestreet, or street of
Goldsmiths, full of shops in which tripkets are sold, includ-
ing a worM of crosses and other Chnstxan emblems, and
huge ear-rings. It is the custom in several parts of Italy
for girls to carry their marriage-portion about with tiem in’
the shape of gold ear-rings and crosses ; and no maid-ser-
vant thinks herself properly drest on nfass-days®without
announcing, in this way, that she is equally fit for Heaven
and a husband. The gold ls’very thin, but solidity is gade
up for by the length and width of the ornaments ; and the
ear-rings are often heavy enough to *tear through the lobes
of the ears. Imagine a brown, black-eyed girl, with her thick
hair done up in combs, a white veil over it, a coloured, some-
times a white gown, large dangling gold ornaments at her
ears and bosom, and perhaps bare feet or tattered shoes, and
you have the complete portrait of an Italian maid-servant or
peasant-girl, issuing forth to church or a dance. The men of
all classes dress more like the same classes in other countries,
with an exception however, as before noticed, in favour of
the humbler ones. oYet you often sée the old Genoese cap)
evidently the still older Phrygian ; and in Genoa yu.notice
a set of porters from Bergamo, who wear a puckered kilt.
They are a good-looking race, and are esteemed for their
honesty. The burdens.they carry are enormous. The
labourer of Jtaly often shews' his propensity to a piece of
drapery, by hanging his jacket over his shouldew with the
sleeves danglmg, a custom naturally papmpted by the
hedt.

T
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But I forget that I am in Genoe for the first time. In Eng-
land we have delicate names for some oftour streets and alleys.
There isLove-lane, Muden-lane, Garden-court,Green Arbout-
court, &c. but in Italy they beat ushollow. Pisa has %ot
only Love-street and Lily-street, but Beautiful Ladies’-lane,
and the Lane of tke Beautiful Towers. In Genoa, after
passing through Goldsmith-street, and another that leads up
from it, ycu come out by the post-office upop’the Piazza
delln. Fontane Anforose,—the Place of the Amorous Foun-
‘tains. » There is a magnificent mansion in it, Lontaining
baths, and another adorned on the outside with paintings of
festive women. But here all the houses begin to be magni-
ficent emansions, and you again recognize * Genova la Su-
perbg.” From the Piazza delld Fontane Amorose you turn
into the Strada Nuova, which leads round through another
sumptuous street into the Strada Balbi, fit, says Madame
de Btagl, for a.congress of kings. This has become a poor
compliment. Itis fit for a congress of great men. If intellect,
and not childighness, settled the destinies of the world, here
might such spirits meet as the Dorias, the Miltons, the Sid-
neys, the Hopitals, and the Washingtons, and put an end at
once to the tiresome farce of kings being taught to no purpose.
These three streets are literally a succession of palaces on
each side the, way; and these palaces are of costly archi«
tecture, and “ure adotned inside with the works of the Ita-
lian smasters, Marble is lavished every where. It is like
a stzeet raised by Aladdin, to astonish his father-in-law the
Sultan. Yet there is one lamentable deficiency. Even
these streets are narrow. I do not think the Strada Nubva'
is wider thah Bond-street without the pavements “ A

lane!”. you ery.  Yes, a lane of Whitehalls, encrusted- with
the richebt architecture, Tinagine how muth the bmldmgr
lose by thie confinement, and then wonder how it coutd
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have taken place. The alléged reason is, that in a hot
tountry shade is wanted,*and therefdre beanty is sacnﬂted
to utility. But the reason is 2 bad one: for porticos might
have been used, as at B8logna, and the street made 80 wide,
38 to render the disadvantage o the architecture a compara-
tive nothing. The circumstance probnbly originated in some
reasons connected with thte ground, or"the value of jt, and the
pressure of the population within the tlen city-walls Some
other magnificent streets built subsequently, are wider, shough
still a good deal too narrow. The Genoese have found out
before ourselves, the folly of calling a sireet, New Street;
but have not very wisely corrected it by naming one of their
last, Newest Street,—Strada Muovissima. Upon this prin¢i«
ple, they must call the next street they build, Newet-than-all
street, or Extremely-new Street, or New-of-the-very-newest-
description Street. But perhaps they are somewhat ham.
pered'at present with regard to names. .

I had scarcely set foot in Genoa (which wag the first time
I had been in the South) when I encountered,a i'eli,gious
procession. I found chairs brought out in one of the streets,
and well-dressed company seated on each ‘side, as in 2
music-room. In Genoa some of the streets are paved all
over. In the rest, the flat pavement is in the middle, and
used both for traffic and walking. This, I sunpose, origi~
nated in a vile custom which they havg in several eities of
Italy,—the same which Smollet delights to epeak of in
Edinburgh. Accidents. frequently occur in consequenee ;
but any thing is sooner mended than a habit-originating in
idlenesa or moral indifference; and the inhabitants and the
maules go on in their old way. To return to the pt&eslion.
—The reader must imagin® a narrow street'with ‘the com-
pany, as above-mentioned, and an avenue \eft for the passege
21' the spectacle. . The curiosity eXpressed in the company”
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faces was of d'very mild description, the. next thing to in-
différence. The musit is heard a5 a fittle distance, then a
bustling sound of feet, and you see the friars coming up.
Nearly at the head of the procession was a little live Virgin
about four years old, walking, in much state with a silver-
looking crown on her head, and a sceptre in her hand. A
pleased relation helped her along; occesionally righting the
crown and sceptre, vhich she bore with all that royal gra-
vity wlnch children so soon understand. By her side was
another grown person equally pleased, supporting a still
smaller St. John,, dressed in a lamb-skin, and apparently
selected for his office on account of his red little waxen
cheeks and curly flaxen hairt, He did not séem quite as
au f@it itt the matter as the Virgin, but was as grave as need
be, and not a little hea..ed . A string of clergy followed in
their gowns, carrying large lighted wax candles, and each
one ‘assisted by a personage, whose appearance was singu-
larly striking, to a ‘foreigner from a Protestant country.
These coadjutors were neither more nor less than the very
raggedest and dirtiest fellows, old and young, in.all Genoa.
There was ohe to every light. His object was to collect
the wax that fell from the candles, which he did in a piece
of twisted paper; and the candle appeared purposely held
Jow, to oblige him with es much as possible. The wax is
sold by him, as congecrated. I dare say this accompani-
ment of pauperism has a reference to the best doctrines of
the Christian religion ; but it is a singular mistake, and has
a°most unedifying appearance. Poverty. should not he in
this squalid condition, especially by the side of comfortable
clergymen. The faces too of the poor fellows had, for the

most pait, all the signs of bad" ‘education: Now and then
~ there was g hee.d like the beggar who sat for Sir Josbua’s
’ Ugohno.—»a fine hLiead, bit still a beggar. ‘Some wer: of 2
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portenfous raffishness. Ad to the priests and friars (for
there followed a variety) 1, could not help obserwing through-~
out, that with very few, exceptions the countenances grew
indifferent and worldly as they sgrew old. A few of: the
young ones were worthy of the heads in Raphael. One
young man had a saint-like mlenner with him, casting down
his eyes and appearing, absorbed .in meditation; but I
thought, when he did cast them up (w.hich Je Mitantly fol-
lowed by casting them down again) it was in_ approaching
the young ladies. He had certainly a head fit for #h Abe-
lard.—I spoke just now of a bustle of feet. You do not
know at first to what the loudness of it"is owing, but the
secret is explained as a large machine approaches, pteceded
by music. This is a group of wax-work as large as life,
carried on the shoulders of amblipg friars; for they are
obliged to get into that step on account of the weight. It
reprasented, on the present occasion, St. Antonio kneeling
before the Virgin, around whom were little angels fluttering
Iike Cupids. It is impossible not to be remifided of Pagan-
ism by these spectacles. Indeed, as the Jupiter of the
Capitol still sits there under his new name of St. Peter, so
there is no doubt that the ancients, under other names, had
these identical processions. The Cupids remain unaltered
The son of Myrrha himself could not look ‘more lover-like
than St. Antonio, for Venus more polite that the Virgin’;
and the flowers stuck all about (the faYourite emblem of the
Cyprian youth) completed the likeness of an ancient festival
of Adonis. So also would the priests have looked in their
‘ancient gnrments so would have come the music and the
torches (pahpers excepted); and so would the young pnests
"have looked, in passing bythe young ladies. ,To See thc gran-
* deurs of the Catholic !ehgxon, you must consult its rarest and
most serious festivals, its pzctures, and jits poet Do.nte. :
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.must not forget, that emong tife musicel instrumenys were
wioJins. One setof friars wore cowls over their faces, having
holes only to see through, and looking-extremely hideous,—
like .executioners. Among those #hat shewed their faces,
and did not seem at all ashamed of them, was one good-
natured, active personage, ‘whé ran.back, with mnch vivacity,
to. encourage the machine-bearerg. He looked as much as
to say, “‘It is hot enough for you, God knows ;’* and so it
‘was.

Sombody has said, that in the South a.ll the monks look
like soldiers, and all the soldiers like monks, I dare say
this might have been the case before the late spread of liberal
.opinious ; but it is so no longer. In Spain and Portugal it

. canmt be s0; though the Sardinian troops at present quar-
tered in Genoa are for the most part under-grown and poor-
looking men. The. officers however are better. They
‘have: a propensity, common I amh told in the South, to
‘over-grown caps and epaulets; but they have otherwise a
manly aspect,’and look more like gentlemen than any one
else. This indeed is always the case, where there is any
difference ; military habits begetting an air of self-possession.
The Piedmontese soldiery are remarkably well-dressed. They
‘have a bad way of learning their exercise. They.accompany
every motion,—the whole set of men,—with a loud Ho! just
asifa n&ultihde of quick paviours were‘at work. This, be-
mides encoursging noise, must: take away from a ready de-
pendance on the eye.

J went into the churches every day, when I was on shore.
1 liked their quiet, their coolness, and their richness. Be-
sides, I find my own religion in- some part or' other of all
-xmagmwva religions. In one of the churches are pillars of
porphyry, and several are very imposing; byt theyslmak
me upon the vhdonuh;bmng thagmuof:mmnmd
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mtbet‘than e tasteful country, and as being more weighty and
expensive than any shing else. Therp are some good pic-
Yures ; but by far the greater number adorn the houses of the
nobility. In all Cathajic churches, there is an upfortunate
mixture of petty ornaments with great, of dusty artificial
flowers with fine altar-pieces,’ and of wretched little votive
pictures, and silver hearts and legs, stuck up by the side of
the noblest pieces of art. This is another, custdm handed
down from antiquity. I was reminded of Horace’s Ode to
Pyrrha, by a painting of a shipwreek, in which she wind
blew one way, and the sails another. Ifa man has got rid
of a pain in the pericardium, he dedicate a little silver heart
to the saint whose assistance he prayed for. If a ¢oe has
been the complaining party’, he hangs up a toe. The ggneral
feeling is good, but not so the detaxl It is affecting, how-
ever, to think, that many of the hearts hung up (and they
are by far the most numerous) have been owing to pangs of
the spirit. The most interesting thing I met with in the
Genoese churches, next to a picture by Raphael and Giulio
Romano in that of St. Stephen, was a sermorf by a friar on
Weepmg He seemed & popular preacher, and held the
attention of his audience for a good hour. His exordium
was in a gentle and restrained voiee, but he warmed as he
went on, and became as loud and authoritdtive as the ten-
derness of his subject could well allow. He gave us an
account of all sorts of Tears,—of th® tears of j Joy, and the
tears of sorrow, of penitent tears, tears of anger, spite, ill-
temper, -worldly regret, love, Patlence, &c. and from whgt I
‘could coHeet, with an ear umaccustomed to hear Italian
spoken, & Véry trae, as well as full and patticular account, it
was. The style was much morse florid than, in owr northern
* sermons. He spoke of : murmuring rills and warbling night-
mgdu, and admitted all the merits of posticaleluxury 5 but
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in denouncing luxury in general, it was curious to hear a
stoyt, jovial-Jooking friar exhortiny his auditors to value
above all cother enjoyments that of weeping in solitude’
The natives are not likely to be top much softened by in-
junctions of this description.

(I find I have not dated miy journal between the 16th
and 22nd.) The houses in Genog, are very high as well as
large. M#ny of them are painted on the outside} not only
with pictures, but with imitations of architecture ; and what-
ever wesmay think of such a taste, must have looked magni-
ficent when the paintings were first executed. Seme of them
look 80 now, colours in this beautiful climate retaining théir
vividness for centuries out of doors. But in some instances,
the paintings being done upon stucco, the latter has partly
crumbled away; and this gives a shabby, dilapidated appear-
ance to houses otherwise exctllent. Nobody seems to think
of repairing them. It is the same with many of the hauses
unpainted, and with common garden walle; most of which
must have onde made a splendid appearance The mere
spirit of cominerce has long. succeeded to its ancient mixture _
with a better ope; or Genoa would not be what it is in many
respects. But a Genoese must have grand notions of houses,
especially as in this city as well as the rest of Italy, shop-
keepers sometiles occupy the ground floors of the finest
nansions. You shall see & blacksmith er a carpenter look-
ing out.of a window where you chould expect a+dichess.

How I hailed the first sight of the vines and orange-trees!
Neither/Genoa nor even the country about itabounds in either.
It is o splendid sea-port of stone and marble, and the moun-'
tains immediately about it are barren, though' they soen
begin $o bg clothed with olive-treep, But amang the gigan-
tic houses and stane walls you now and then detect a.garden, «

with its statues and.prange-trees'; some of the windows have
f
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vines trailed -over them, not in the scanty-fashion of our
crdepers, but like great luxuriant green hair hanging oyer
the houses’-eyes : and sometimes the very highest stories
have a terrace along thg whole length of the house embow-
ered with them. Calling one day upon a gentleman who
resided in an elevated part Of the suburbs, and to get at
whose abode I had walkgd through a hot sun and a city of
stone, I wall agreeably surprised, when the door opéned, with
a long yellow vista of an arcade of vines, at once basking in
the sun and defending from it. In the suburbs there are
some orchards in all the southern luxuriance of leaves and
fruit. . In one of these I walked among heaps of vines, olives,
cherry, orange and almond f{rees, and had thq pleasure of
plucking fresh lemons from the bough, a merry old kyown
gardener, with a great straw-hat and, bare legs, admiring all
the while my regard for those common-places, and encou-.
raging me with a good-natured paternity to do what I pleased.
The cherries were Brobdignagian, and bursting with juice.
Next the orchard was a wine-garden, answeling to our fea-
gardens, with vine-arbours and seats as with us, %here people
come: to drink wine and play at their gamgs. Returning
through the city, I saw a man in one of the bye streets alter-
nately singing and playing on a pipe, exactly as we conceive

of the ancient shepherds. ) ‘s
One night I wemt to the opera, which was indifferent
enough, but I understand it is a good Yeal better sometimes.
The favourite composer here, and all over Italy, is Rossini ;
for 'which, as well as the utter neglect of Mozart, seme ga-
‘tional feelings may enter into others less pardonable. But
Rossini is wndoubtedly good enough to meke us glad to-see
genius of any sort apprecigted. My northegn faculties were
*scandalized ot seeing men in.the pit with fans!" Effeminacy
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is not slways incompatible with coursge, but it is a very
dapgerous help towards it; end I wondered what Doria
would have said, had he seen a captain of one of his galliés
indulging his cheeks in this manner,

23, To-night the city was illuminated, and bonfires and
rockets put in motion, in honous of St. John the Baptist.
The effect from the harbour wes beautiful; fire, like the
stars, having a brilliancy in this pure atmosphert, of which
we have no conception. The scent of the perfumes employed
in the donfires was very perceptible on board ship.

.24, You learn for the first time in this climnte; what
colours eally aré. No wonder it produces painters. An
English artjpt of any enthusiasm might shed tears of vexa-
tion, to think of the dull medium through which blue and
red come to him in his own atmosphere, compared with this,
.To-day we saw a boat pass s, which instantly reminded us
of Titian, and accounted for him: and yet it contained no~
thing but an old boatman in a red cap, and some women
with him in other colours, one of them in a bright yellow
petticoat. But a red cap in Italy goes by you, not like @
mere cap, much less any thing vulgar or butcher-like, but
like what it is, an intense specimen of the colour of red. It
is like a scarlet bud in the blue atmosphere, The old boat-
man, with hiz‘brown hue, his white shirt, and his red ¢ap,
fonde a cowplete picture; and so dide the women and the
yellow petticoat. I ‘have seen pieces of orange-coloured
silk hanging out against a well at a dyer’s, which gave the
eye 2 pleasure truly sensual. ' Some of these.boptmen are
very fine men. . I was rowed to shore one day by a man the
very imge of Kemble,. He had néthing but kis shirt.on,
and it was really grand to see the, mixed power and gracer
fulness with which all his limbs came into play as he pulled:
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the oars, occasionally turning his heroic profile tg give a
glance behind ‘him sat ofher boats., They generally pow
Standing, and pushing from them. ~ .

The most interesting sight, after all, in Genoa, was the
one we first saw,—the Doria palace. Bonaparte lodged
there when he was in Genoa’; but this, which would have
been one of its greatest praises, had he done all he could
have done®for liberty, is one of its Jeast., Andrew Doria
dwelt there after a long life, which he spent in giving secu~
rity and glory to his country, and which he crownede by his
refusal of sovereign power. ‘I know the value,” said he,
% of the liberty I have earned for my country, and shall I
finish by taking it from her?”) Whensupwards of eighty, he
came forward and took the “command of an armamens in a
rough season. His friends remons}rated, “ Excuse me,”
said he, I have never yet stopped for any thing when my
dutyqwas in the way, and at my time of life one cannet get
rid o} one's old habits.” This is the very perfection of a
speech,—a mixture of warrantable self-estdem, modeuty,
energy, pathos, and pleasantry: for it contaifis them all.
He died upwards of ninety. I asked for Qoria’s deseen-
dants, and was told they were rich. The Pallavicini, with
whom the Cromwell family were connected, are extant. 1
could ascertain nothing more of the others old famxhes,
except that they hetl acquired a considerable (hshke of the
English ; which under all circumstar'ces is in their favour.
1 found one thing however which they did, and I must cor-
rect, in favour of this one thing, what I have said ahout the
"Doria palace; for the sight of it upon the whole gave me
still greate? satisfaction; and having since returned to the
neighbourhood of Genoe to live there awhilg, I hase had par-
*ticular pleasure in going over the ground which it has ren~
dered Lionourable. This is the.overthnpw of the Genoese
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Inquisition. There was a wish the other day to rebuild it;
but this, I am told,- the old families opposéd ; and the last
ruins of it are now being cleared away. It is pleasant to
see the workmen knocking its old marble jaws about.

You must take this as a mere superficial sketch of Genoa,
the result of first impressions.” Bet it is correct as far as it
goes. Since my visit. in the summer, [ have lived in the
neighbourhdpd for spme weeks, and found nothing to al@er.
I have not spoken however of one main thing, the insides of
the great houses. I have hitherto seen but two, and those
slightly; but writers give us magnificent accounts of them,
worthy of the outside. Oneis described as having terraces on
every floor, adorned with orange-trees: and there are paint-
ings *n most from the hands of the great masters. Upon the
character of the nation I feel myself still less warranted to
speak from personal acquaintance; but I may observe gene-
rally,cthat they seem to partake of the usual faults and =apa-
bilities of an active people brought up in habits of money-
getting. In an historical point of view, it is certain that
Genoa has shewn both how much and how little can be done
by mere commerce. A great man here and there in former
times is an exception; and the princely mansions; the founda-
tions of schools and hospitals, and the erection of costly
churches, attest that in similar periods money-getting had
not degeneritbed into miserliness. Butthe Genoese did not
cultwate mind enougH to keep up the breed of patriots; and -
it remained for an indignant spirit to  issue out of a neigh-
bouring arbitrary monarchy and read them lectures on their
absorption in money-getting. Alfieri, in his Satire on Com-
merce, ‘ranks them with their mules. It avails hothing to &
people to e megely acquiring morey, while the rest of _the
world, are acquiving ideas ;—a truth which more pewerful
governments:than the late Genoese will find before long, if
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they’ are traitors, enough to their own reputation to set their
fyces against that nébler *traffic. But this, at the Ppresent
time of day, is surely impossible. It turns out, that Genoa
and its neighbourhood have no pretenslons to Columbus;
which is lucky for her. He wps born at Cuccaro in the pro-
vince of Aqui, not far from Asti,—Alfieri’s birth-place. Chi-
abrera, whq is sometimes talled the Ifalian Pindar, was born
near Genoa, at Savona. I have readelittle’of him; but he
must have merit to be counted an Italian Clasgic: and it says
little for the Genoese, that I could not find a copy of his
works at their principal bookseller’s. Frugopi, their other poet:
was born} I believe, in the same place. He is easy and lively,
but wrote a great deal too mugh, probably for bread. There s
a pleasant petition of his in verse to the Genoese senate, about
some family claims, in which Jhe gives an account of his
debts, that must have startled the faculties of that prudent
and Jpulent body. A few more Frugonis however, and a few
less rich men, would have been better for Gepoa. The-best
production I ever met with from a Genoese pep, is a noble
sonnet by Giambattista Pastorini, a Jesuit; written, I believe,
after the bombardment of the city by the ttoops of Louis
XIV. It begins, “ Genova mia, se con asciutto ciglio.” I
am sorry I have it not by me ¢o copy out. The poet glories
in the resistance made by Genoa, and kisses the ruins caused
by the bombardment with transport. What must have been
his mortification, when he saw the Doge and a number of se-
nators set out for France, to go and apologise to Louis X1Vth,
Jor having been so erroneous as to defend their courtry! ©
There is ja proverb which says of Genoa, that it has a sea
without fish, land without trees, men without faith, and
,vomen without modesty® Ligurian trlckefy is & charge as
*old as Virgil. But M. Millin very properly obssrves ( Voyage
en Savoie, &c.) that accusations Of this description are gene-
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rally made by jealous neighbours, and that the Genoese have
moit likely no more want of good faifh than other Italiaps
who keep shops. I must confess, at the same time, that the
most barefaced trick ever attempted t6 be practised on myself,

was by a Genoese. The sea, it is said, has plenty of fish,

only the duty on it is very high, and the people prefer butchers’

meat. Thjs, is hardly a good reasén why fish is pot eaten at
a sea-port. Peérhaps it is naturally scarce at the extreme
point of a gulf kike that of Genoa. Theland is naked enough,

certamly, in the immediate vicinity, though it soon begins to
be otherwise. As to the women, they have fine eyes and
figures, but by no means appear destitute of modeBty; and
modesty has much to do with *appearance. The charge of
want of modesty is, at all times and in all places, the one
most likely to be made by these who have no modesty them-
selves.



A TALE OF THE PASSIONS.

Arrer the death of Manfred, King of Naples, the Ghibel-
lines lost theit ascendency throughout Italy. The 8xiled
Guelphs retyrned to their native cities ; and not contented
with 1esummg the reins of government, they pr osecuted
their trinmph until the thbcllmes in their turn were obliged
to fly, and to mourn in banishment over the violent party
spirit which had before occasioned thejr bloody victories, and
now their irretrievable defgat. After #n obstinate contest
the Flricntine Ghibellines were forced to quit their native
town ; their estates were confiscated ; their attempts to rein-
state themselves frustrated ; and receding from castle to castle,
they at length took refuge in Lucca, and awaited with i impa-
tience the arrival of Corradino from Germamy, through
whose influence they hoped again to establish the Imperial
supremacy.

The first of May was ever a day of rejoicing and festtvxty ;
at Florence. The youth of both sexes, .of the lughess rank,
paraded the streets, crowned with flowers, and singing the
canzonets of the day. In the evening they asscmbled in the
Piazza del Duomo, and spent the hours in dancing. The Cars
roccio was led through the principal streets, the ringing of
its bell drowned in the peals that rang from every belfry in
® the tity, and in the music of fifes and drums which®made a
patt of the processnon that follgwed it. The triumph of the
reignfng party in Florence caused them 4o celebrate the
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anniversary of the firstof May, '1268 with peculiar splendour.
They had indead hoped that Charles d’Anjou, King ofNaples,
the head of the Guelphs in Italy, and then Picare of their
republic, would have begn’there to adorn the festival by his
presence. .But the expectation of Torradino bad caused the
greater part-of his newly’cor.quered and oppressed kingdom
to revolt, and he bad hastily quitted Tuscany to secure by
his presence those conquests of which his avariceand cruelty
endangered the loss. But although Charles somewhat feared
the approaching contest with Corradino, the Florentine
Guelphs, newly reinstated in their city and possessions, did
not pernit a fear to cloud their triumph. ‘' The principal
families vied with each other in the display of their magnifi-
cenge during the festival. The knights followed the Carroc-
cio on horseback, and the windows were filled with ladies
who leant upon g.ol(‘l-inwoven carpets, while their own
dresses, at once simple and elegant, their only ornaments
flowers, contrasted with the glittering tapestry and tae bril-
liant colours‘of the flags of the various communities. The
whole population of Florence poured into the principal
streets, and none were left at home, except the decrepid and
sick, unless it were some discontented Ghibelline, whose fear,
poverty, or avarice, had caused him to conceal his party,
when it had been banished from the city. '

It “was mot the feeling of discontent which prevented
Monnd Gegia de’ Becari from being among the first of the
revellers; and she losked angrily on what she called her
¢ Ghibelline leg,” which fixed her to her chair on sucha duy
of triumph. The sun shone in all its glory in an uuclouded
sky, and caused the fair Florentines to draw their fazioles
over thieir dafk eyes, and to bereave the youth of those
beams more vivifying than the sun’s rays, The same snn
pouredl ite full light into the lonely apartment of Momna
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Gegia, and almost extinguithed the fire which was lighted
in the middle of the room, over which hung the pot of mi-
nestra, the dinner of the Hame and her husband. . But she
had deserted the fire and was seated by her window, holding
her beads in her hand, while every now and then she peeped
from her lattice (five stories high)*into the natrow lane be-
low,—but no creature passed She looked at the opposite
window ; a,cat slept there*beside a pot of heliotrope, but no
human being was heard or secn;—they had all gone to the
Piazza del Duomo. v
Monna Gegia was an old woman, and her dress of green
calrasio shewed that she belonged to one of, the Artis Minori.
Her head was covered by a red kerchief, which, folded trian-
gularly, hung loosely over it; her grey hairs were combed
back from her high and wrinkled brotv. The qmckness of
her eye spoke the activity of hex miiM, and the slight irrita-
bility that lingered about'the corners of her lips might be
occasbned by the continual war maintrined between her
bodily and mental faculties.— Now, by St. John!” she said,
“I would give my gold cross to make onc of thgm; though
by giving that I should appear on a festa without that which
10 festa yet ever found me wanting.” And as she spoke
she looked with great complacency on a large but thin gold
cross which was tied round her withered neck by a ribbon,
once black, now of a rusty brown. ¢ Methinks this legs
of mine is bewitched; and it may well be that my Ghibelline
husband has used the black art to hinder me from following
the Carrocio with the best of them.” A slight sound as of
footsteps in the street far below Mterrupted the good woman’s
soliloquy.—¢¢ Perbaps it is Monna Lisabetta, or Messer
Giani dei Agli, the weaver, who mounted the bréach first
Jvhen the castle of Pagnbonzn was taken.”—She looked down,
butecould see no one, and was about to relapse ipto her old
. U *
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train of thoughts, when her dttention was again attracted
by the sound of steps ascending the stairs: they were slow
and heavy, but she did not doubt ‘who 'her visitant was when
a key was applied to the hole of the door; the latch was
lifted up, and a moment after, witlf an unassured mien and
downcast cyes, her husband entered.

He was a short stunted man, more than sixty years of
age; his shoulders were broad dnd high; his degs short;
his lank hair, thougl it grew now only on the back of his
head, was still coal-black; his brows were overhanging
and bushy; his eyes black and quick; his-eemprexion
dark ard weather-beaten: his lips fﬁhﬂ were contra-
dicted the sternness of the upper part of his face, for their
gentle curve betokened even dclicacy of sentiment, and his
smile was inexpressibly sweet, although a short, bushy, grey
beard somewhat spoiled the expression of his countenance.
His dress eonsisted of leather trowsers and a kind of short,
coarse, cloth tunic, confined at the waist by a leathern girdle,
He had on a dow-crowned, red, cloth cap, which he drew
over his eyes, and seating himself on a low bench by the fire,
he heaved a deep sigh. He appeared disinclined to enter
into any eonversation, but Monna Gegia, looking on him
with a smile of ineflable contempt, was resolved that he
should not enjoy his melancholy mood uminterrupted.—
¢ Have you been to mass, Cincolo?”’—she asked; beginning
by a quéstion sufficiently removed from the point she longed
to approach.—He shrugged his shoulders uneasily, but did not
reply.—*“You are too early for your dinner,” continued Gegia;
«“Do you mot go out again#”—Cincolo answered, * No!"
in amn accent that denoted his disinclination to further
questionlng. But this very impatience only served to feed
the spirit of confention that was fermenting in the bosom of.
Gegia.~* You are not used,” she said, “to pass your May
days under your ¢nimney.”’—-—No answer,.—‘ Well,” she
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continued, “if you will not&peak, I have done!”’—meaning
that she intended to. begin—* but by that lengthened face
of thine T see that sofne good news is*stirring abroad, am I
bless the Virgin for it, whatever it may be. Come, if thou
be not too curst, tcll ihe what h‘appy tidings make thee so
woe-begone.”— . ®

Cincolo remained sileht for awhile, then turning half
round but,not looking at his wife, he replied,—* What if
old Marzio the lion be dead ?”—Gesia tutned pale at the
idea, but a smile that lurked in the good-natured mouth of
her husband rcassured her. ¢ Nay, St. John defend us!”
she began;—*“ but that is not truc. O]d Marzig’s death
would not drive you within these four walls, except it were to
triumph over your old wife. , By the blessing of St. John, not
one of our lions have died since the eve of the battle of Monte
Aperto; and I doubt not that th®y were poisoned; for
Mari, who fed them that hight, was more than half a Ghibel-
line i\ his heart. Besides, the bells are still ringing, and the
drums still beating, and all would be silentyenough if old
Marzio were to die. On the first of May too! Santa Repa-
rata is too good to us to allow such ill luck;—and she has
more favour, I trust, in the seventh hcaven thhn all the Ghi-
belline saints in your calendar. No, good Cincolo, Marzio
is not dead, nor the Holy Father, nor Messer Carlo of Naples;
but I would bet my,gold cross against the wealth of your
banished men, that Pisa is taken-—or.Cm radino—or—" —
“ And I here! No, Gegia, old as I am, and much as you need
my help (and that last is why I am here at all) Pisa would
not be taken while this old body could stand in the breach ;
or Corradinp die, till this lazy blood were colder on the
ground than it is in my body Ask no more questions, and
o not rouse me: there is no news, no good or ill Yuck, that
I koow, But when I sawethe Neri, the Pulcz, the Buon-
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delmonti, and the rest of themyride like kings through the
streets, whose, very hands are hardly dry from the blood of
my kindred ; when I saw their daughter crowned with
flowers, and thought how the daughter of Arrigo dei Elisei
was mourning for her murdered facher, with ashes on her
head, by the hearth of a strapger—my spirit must be more
dead than it is if such a sight did not make me wish to drive
among them; and methought I could scatter their pomp
with my awl for a sward. But I remembered thee, and am
here unstained with blood.”

¢ That thou wilt never be!” cried Monna Gegia, the
colour rising in her wrinkled cheeks:—*¢ Since the battle of
Monte Aperto, thou hast never been well washed of thatshed
by thee and thy confederates jirand how could ye? for the
Arno' has never since run clear of the blood then spilt.”—
¢ And if the sea were rod with that blood, still while there
is any of the Guelphs’ to spill, I an. ready to spill it, were it
not for thee. Thou dost well to mention Monte Aperts., and
thou wouldst do better to remember over whom its grass
now grows.”—* Peace, Cincolo; a mother’s heart has more
memory in it than thou thinkest; and I well recollect who
spurned me as I knelt, and dragged my only child, but six-
teen years of age, to die in the cause of that misbeliever
Manfred. Letus indeed speak no more. Woe was the day
when | max;r{ed thee! but those were happy times when
there was neither Guelph nor Ghibelline;—they will never
return.”—* Never,~—until, as thou sayest, the Arno run clear
of the blood shed on its banks;—never while I can pierce
the heart of a Guelph;—nerer till both parties are cold
under one bier.”—¢And thou and I, Cincolo?—" ¢ Are
two old fools, and shall be more at peace under ground than
aboveit. ‘Rank Guelph as thou art, I married thee before
I was a Ghibelline; so now I must eat from the same platter
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with the enemy of Manfred, and make shoes for Guelphs,
mstead of following sthe fortunes of Cor radmo, and sending
them, my battle-axe in my hand, to buy their shoes in Bo-
logna.”—¢ Hush! hushd *good min, talk not so loud of thy
party ; hearcst thou not that some,one knocks ?’—

Cincolo went to open the door with the air of a man who
thinks lumsclf ill used at being interrupted in his dnscourse, and
is (llsposed to be angry with the intrudgr, however innocent
he might be of any intention of breaking in upon his eloquent
complaint. The appearance of his visitor calmed hif indig-
nant feclings. He was a youth whosc countenance gnd per-
son shewed that he could not be more than sixteen, but there
was a self-possession in his demeanour and a dignity in his
physiognomy that belonged to a more advanced age. ® His
figure though not tall was slight ; anddis countenance though
of wonderful beauty and .regularity of® feature, was pale as
monuyiental marble; the thick and curling locks of bis ¢hes-
nut hair ; clustered over his brow and round his fair throat ;
his cap was drawn far down on his forchead. Cincolo was
about to usher him with deference into his humble room,
but the youth staid him with his hand, and uttered the words
 Swabia, Cavalieri!” the words by which the Ghibellines
were accustomed to recognize,each other. e continued in
a low and hurried tone : “ Your wife is within ?*—* Sheis.”

—< Enough; although I am a str anger to® you, I corge from
an old friend. Harbour me uhtil mghtfa.ll we will then go
out, and I will explain to you the motives of my intrusion.
Call me Ricciardo de’ Rossini of Milan, travelling to*Romre,
I leave Florence this cvening.”

Having said these words, without giving Cincolo, time to
reply, he motioned that they should enter theeroom® Mbnna
Gegia had fixed her eyes onthe door from the moment he
had opened it with a look of impdtient cyriosity] when she
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saw the youth enter she could not reftain from exclpiming
—f¢Gesu Maria!”—so different was Le from any one she
had expetted to see.—*“ A friend from Milan,” said Cincolo.
— Mare likely from Lucta,” replted his wife, gazing on her
visitant :—* You are doubgless one of the banished men, and
you are more daring than wise to nter this town: however,
if you be not a spy, you are safe with me.”’—Ricciardo smiled
and thanked her in 2 low, sweet voice :— If srou do not
turn me out,” he said, “I shall remain under your roof
nearly 4l the time I remain in Florence, and I leave it soon
after dugk.” i

Gegia again gazed on her guest, nor did Cincolo scrutinize
him with less curiosity. Hisblack cloth tunic reached be-
low liis knees and was confined by a black leather girdle at
the waist. Hec had on irowsers of coarse scarlet stuff, over
which were drawn short boots, suzh as are now scen on the
stagé only : a cloak, of common fox’s fur, unlined, huny, from
his shoulder. But although his dress was thus simple, it was
such as was then worn by the young Florentine nobility. At
that time the Italians were simplein their private habits: the
French army ltd by Charles d’Anjou into Italy first introduced
luxury into the palaces of the Cisalpines. Manfred was a
magnificent prince, but it was his saintly rival who was the
author of th‘a‘t trifling foppery of dress and ornaments, which
degradas a nation, and is a sure pl'ecut:sor of their downfall.
But of Ricciardo—his countenance had all the regularity of
a Grecian head; and his blue eyes, shaded by very long,
durk eyelashes, were soft, yet full of expression: when he
looked up, the heavy lids, as it were, unveiled the gentle
light beaeath, and then again closed over them, as shading
what wids too“brilliant to behold. His lips expressed the
deepest sensibﬂit.y, and somcthing perhaps of timidity,.had
not the placid confideneé of his demeanour forbidden such
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an ideg. His appearance was extraordinary, for he was
young and delicate o$ frame, while the decisién of his map-
ner prevented the fecling of pity from arising in ¢he spec-
tator’s mind : you might, ove himg but he rose above com-
passion.

His host and hostess were’at ﬁrst silent; but he asked
some natural questions abqut the buildings of their city, and
by degrees led them into discourse. When mid=ddy struck,
Cincolo looked towards his pot of minestra, and Ricciardo
following his look, asked if that was not the dinner. «¢ You
must entertain me,” he said, ¢ for T have not caten to-day.”
A table was drawn near the window, and the minestra
poured out into one plate wag placed in the middle of it, a
spoon was given to each, and a jug of wine filled from a
barrel.  Ricciardo looked at the twogold people, and seemed
somewhat to smile at the jdea of cating from the same plate
with jiem; he ate, however, though sparingly, and drank
of the wine, though with still greater moderation. Cincolo,
however, under pretence of serving his gucst, filled his jug
a second time, and was about to rise for the thfrd measure,
when Ricciardo, placing his small white hand on his arm,
said, © Are you a German, my friend, that you cease not
after so many draughts® I hgve heard that you Florentines
were a sober people ‘e

Cincolo was not much pleased with thds reproof but he
felt that it was timely; so, cohceding the point, he sat down
again, and somewhat heated with what he bad already
drank, he asked his guest the news from Germany, and
what hopes _for the good cause? Monna Gegia bridled at
these words, and Ricciardo replied, ¢ Many reports are
abroad, and high hopes éntertained, especially in ¢he North
of dtaly, for the success of our expeditiont Corradino is

amv.ed at Genoa, and it is hopad that,although the ranks
L[]
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of his army were much thinned by the desertion of his Ger-
man troops, that they will be quickly filled by Italians,
braver and truer than those forcigners, who, strangers fo
our soil, could not fight for his cgusc with our ardour.”—
“ And how does he bear himself?”—¢ As beseems one of
the house of Swabia, and the nephew of Manfred. He is
inexperienced and young, even f{o childishness. He is not
more thaa-sixtcen. His mother would hardly consent to
this expedition, butswept with agony at the fear of all he
mightendure: for he has been bred in a palace, nursed in
every luxury, and habituated to all the flattering attentions of
courtiers, and the' tender care of a woman, who, although she
be a princess, has waited on hjm with the anxious solicitude
of a cottager for her ipfant. But Corradino is of good heart;
docile, but courageous ;,obedient to his wiser friends, gentle
to his inferiors, but .noble ‘of soul, the spirit of Manfred
scems to animate his unfolding mind; and surely, if that
glorious prince now cnjoys the reward of his surpassing
virtues, he 16oks down with joy and approbation on him
who is, I trist, destined to fill his throne.”

The enthusiasm with which Ricciardo spoke suffused his
pale countenance with a slight blush, while his eyes swam in
the lustre of the dew that filled them. MonnaGegia was little
pleased with: his haranguc, but curiosity kept her silent,
while her husband proceeded to questioh his guest.  You
scem to be well acquainted with Corradino ?”—¢ I saw him
at Milan, and was closcly connected with his most intimate
friend there. As1 have said, he has arrived at Genoa, and
perhaps has even now landed at D’isa: he will find many
friends ip that town?” ¢ Every man there will be his
friend. Rut during his journey soathward he will have to
contend with odr Florentine army, commanded by the Mar-
shals of thé¢ usurper Charles, and assisted by his troops,
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Charleglnmself has left us, and is gone to Naples to prepare
fgr' this war. But Mt is detested there, as a tyrant and‘a
robber, and Corradino will be received in the Regno as a
saviour: so that if he ence surmount the obstacles which
oppose his entrance, I do not doubt his success, and trust
that he will be crowned Within a month’ at Rome, and the
week after sit on the throne of his ancestors in Naeles.
¢ And who will crown him ?” cnedﬂegna,'unable to con-
tain herself: ¢ Italy contains no heretié base enough to do
such a deed, unless it be a Jew; or he send to Corstanti-
nople for a Greek, or to Egypt for a Mahometan. ,Cursed
may the race of the Frederics cver be! Thrice cursed one
who has affinity to that miscyeant Manfred! And little do
you please me, young man, by holdingsuch discourse it my
house.”  Cincolo looked at Riccjarde®, as if he feared that
so violent a partisan for the house of Swabia would be irri-
tated yt his wife’s attack; but he was looking on the aged
woman with a regard of the most serene benigypity; no con-
tempt even was mingled with the gentle smile that played
round his lips. ¢ I will restrain myself,” he said; and turn-
ing to Cincolo, he conversed on more gentral subjects,
describing the various cities of Italy that he had visited;
discussing their modes of government, and rclatmg anec-
dotes concerning their inhabitants, wnth an au' of expe-.
rience that, contrasted with his youthfu} appearance, greatly
impressed Cincolo, who looked on him at once with admira-
tion and respect. Evening came on. The sound of bells died
away after the fve Maria had ceased toring ; but the Uistaiit
sound of mugic was wafted to them by the night air, and its
quick time indicated that the music was alrcady® begun.
Ricciardo was about to aldress Cincolo, whén a knocking
at the gate interrupted hime It was Buzeccha, the Sara-
gen, a famous chess-player, who was used to parade about
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under the cqlonnades of the Duomo, and challenge the
young nobles to play; and sometime$ much stress was Iaid
on these games, and the gain and loss became the talk of
Florence. Buzeccha was a tall urigainly man, with all that
good-natured consequence ¢of manner, which the fame he
had acquired by his proficiency in so trifling a science, and
the familjarity with which he was permitted to treat those
superior to him in re.k, who were plcased to measure their
forces with him, might well bestow. He was beginning
with, “ Eh, Messere!” when perceiving Ricciardo, he cried,
* Who have we here ?” ¢ A friend to good men,” replied
Ricciardo, smiling. “ Then, by Mahomet, thou art my
fricnd, my stripling.” ¢ Thon shouldst be a Saracen, by
thy 'Qpeech ?” said Ricciardo.  And through the help of the
Prophet, so am I. Ofue who in Manfred’s time——but no
more of that. We won’t talk of Manfred, ch, Monna Gegia?
I am Buzeccha, the chess-player, at your service, M¢sser lo
Forestiere.” . .

- The introduction thus made, they began to talk of the
procession of the day. After a while, Buzeccha introduced
his favourite subject of chess-playing; he recounted some
wonderfully good strokes he had achicved, and related to
Ricciardo how before the Pualagio del Popolo, in the pre-
-sence'of Count Gyido Novello de’ Giugi, then Picare of the
city, h¢ had played an hour at three chess-boards with three
of the best chess-players in Florence, playing two by me-
mory, and one by sight ; and out of three games which made
the board he had won two. This account was wound up
by a proposal to play with his host. ¢ Thou art a hard-
headed ‘fellow, Cincolo, and make better play than the
nobles, I wou_ld swear that thou thinkest of chess only ar
thou cobblest tby shoes; cvery hole of your awl is a square
of the board, every stitch a move, and a finished pair, paid
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for, chegk-mate to your udversary, eh! Cmcolo° Bring
oyt the field of battle, mgn.” Ricciardo mterposed a1
leave Florence in two hours, and before I go, Mester Cin-
colo promised to condust me to the Piazza del Duomo.”
¢ Plenty of time, good youth,”_ crigd Buzeccha, arranging
his men; “ 1 only claim dne game, and my games never
last more th:m a quarter ofsan hour ; and then we wnll both
escort you, .md you shall dance a set jgto the'balgam with
a black-eyed Houri, all Nazarene as thou art. So stand
out of my light, good youth, and shut thc window,%if you
have liceding, that the torch flare not so.”

Ricciardo scemed amused by the authorative tone of the
chess-player; he shut the wijxlow and trimmed the Yorch,
which, stuck against the wall, was the only light they had,
and stood by the table, over-lookiag the game. Monna
Gegia had replaced the pet for supper, and sat somewhat
uncasily, as if she were displcased that her gucst did not
talkk with Ler.  Cincolo and Rpzeccha were deeply intent
on their game, when a knock was heard at th(. door. Cin-
colo was about to rise and open it, but Ricciardo saying,
“ Do not disturb yourself,” opencd it himsclf, with the
manuner of one who docs humble offices as if cnnobling
them, so that no onc action cannbe more lnumblg to them than
another. The usntant was welcomed by Gcgm along, with,
“ Ah! Messer Beppe, this is kind, on May-day enight.”
Ricciardo glanced slightly oh him, and then resumed his
stand by the players. There was little in Messer Beppe to
attract a favourable regard. He was short, thin, aid di;
his face long-drawn and liny; his eyes decp-set and scow-
Kug ; his lips straight, his nose hooked, and his head covered
LY a close scull-cap, his hair cut close all found He sat

down near Gegiu, and began to discoursc in a “;hining, ser-
_vile voice, complimenting her on her gced looks, launching
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forth into praise of the magmﬁcence of certain Guejph Flo-
rentines, and concluded by declaring that he was hungry
and tired.—* Hungry, Beppe ?” said Gegia, that should
have been your first word, friend.,, Cincolo, wilt thou give
thy guest to eat? Cincolo, art thou deaf? Art thou blind ?
Dost thou not hear? Wilt thou mnot see P—Here is Messer
Giuseppe de’ Bosticchi.” o

Cincolo slowly, hij eyes still fixed on the board, was about
to rise. But the name of the visitant seemed to have the
effect+of magic on Ricciardo. “Bosticchi!” he cried—
€ Gmse;ppe Bosticchi! I did not expect to find that man
beneath thy roof, Cincolo, all Guclph as thy wife is—
for she also has eaten of the bread of the Elisci. Fare-
welk! thou wilt find, me in th(, street below; follow me
quickly.,” He was abqut to go, but Bosticchi placed him-
self before the door, taying ina tope whose whine expressed
mingled rage and servility, ‘“In what have I offendgd this
young gent,lefnan? Will h% not tell me my offence ?”’—
¢“Dare not to stop my way,” cried Ricciardo, passing his
hand before his eyes, “nor force me again to look on thee—
Begone!” Cincolo stopt him: “Thou art too hasty, and
far too passionate, my noble guest,” said he : ““ however this
man may have offended thee, thou art too violent.”  “Vio-
lent!” cried Rlelal'dO, almost suffocated by passionate emo-
tlon—“Aye, draw’ thy knife, and shew the blood of Arrigo
dei Elisei with which it is still ‘stained.”

A dead silence followed. Bosticchi slunk out of the room ;
Ri~ciardo hid his face in his hands and wept. But soon he
calmed his passion and said :—‘This is indeed childish.
Pardonme; that man is gone; excuse and fofget my vio-
lence. Resume thy game, Cincole, but conclude it quickly,
for time gains ofr us—Hark! an hour of night sounds from’
the Campatile,” ¢ The game is already concluded,” said
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Buzeccha, sorrowfully, “thy cloak overthrew the best
check-rgate this head ever planned—so God forgive thee !”
‘“L£heck-mate I cried*the indignant Cincolo, Check-mate!
and my queen mowing you down, rank and file!”— Let
us begone,” exclaimed Ricciardo :'¢ Messer Buzeccha, you
will play out your game with Mouna Gezia. Cincolo will
return ere long.” So takihg his host by the arm, he drew
him out of the room, and descended the narrow hl‘gh stairs
with the air of one to whom thoseastairs “tvere not un-
known.

When in the street he slackened his pace, and first®look-
ing round to assure himsclf that none overheard thejr con-
versation, he addressed Cincolo :—‘ Pardon me, my dear
friend; I am hasty, and the ghght of that man made 'every
drop of my blood cry aloud in my veinss But I do not cdme
here to indulge in private sorrows o1® private revenge, and
my design ought alone to engross me. *It is necessary for
me to Yee, speedily and secretly, Messer Guielmo Losten-
dardo, the Neapolitan commandgr. I bear a mgssage to him
from the Countess Elizabeth, the mother of Corl;ad'mo, and
I have some hope that its import may induce him to take at
least a ncutral part during the impending conflict. I have
chosen you, Ciucolo, to aid me in this, for not only you are
of that little note in your town that you may act for me
without attracting observatnon, but you are bmve and true,
and I may confide to your known worth. * Lostendardo re
sides at the Palagio del Governo; when I enter its doors I
am in the hands of my enemies, and its dungeons may alohe
kwow the secret of my destiny. oI hope better things. But
if after two hqurs I do not appear or let you hear of my wel-
fare, carry this packet to Corradino at Pisa: you will then
learn who T am, and if you'feel any indignatién at fhy fate,
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let that feeling attach you stillymore strongly to the cause for
which I live and die.”
* As Ricciardo spoke he still walkell on; and Cmcolo ob-
served, " that without his« guidance he directed his steps
towards the Palagio del Governe. “Ido not understand
this,” said the old man(—¢ by what argument, unless you
bring one from the other world, do you hope to induce
Messer Guielmo to ald Corradinb? He is so bitter an enemy
of Manfred, that altl.sugh that Prince is dead, yet when he
mentions his name he grasps the air as it were a dagger. 1
have heard him with horrible imprecations curse the whole
house ef Swabia.” A tremor shook the frame of Ricciardo,
but he replied, “ Lostendardo was once the firmest support
of that house and the friend'¢f Manfred. Strunge circum-
stances gave birth it his mind to this unnatural hatred, and
he became a traitor. ‘But,perhaps now that Manfred is in
Paradise, the youth, the virtues, znd the inexperience of Cor-
radino may inspire him with more generous feelingsand re-
awaken his ancient faith, At least I must make this last
trial. This, cause is too holy, too sacred, to admit of common
forms of reasoning oruction. The nephew of Manfred must
sit upon the throne of his ancestors; and to achieve that I
will endure what I am about to endure.”
They entered the palace of government. Messer Guielmo
* was carousing in the great hall. ¢ Bear this ring to him,
good €incolo, and szy that I wait. Be speedy, that my cou-
rage, Iy life, do not descrt me at the moment of trial.”—
Cincolo, casting one more inquisitive glance on his extraor-
a'mary ‘companion, obeyed his- orders, while the youth leant
against one of the pillars of the court and’passionatcly cast
up his ‘eyes to the clear firmament. ¢ Oh, ye stars!” he
cried in a smothered voicc, “ ye are eternal ; let my purposc,
my will, bg as constant as ye!” Then, more calm, he folded
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his arms in his cloak, and with strong inward struggle en-
deavourgd to repress his emotion. Scveral gervants ap-
preached him and badé himfollow thenr.  Again he looked
at the sky and said, ¢ Manfred,” and then he walked on with
slow but firm steps. They led him through several halls
and corridors to a large apartmf;nt ‘hung with tapestry, and
well lighted by numerous forches; the marble of the floor
reflected they glare, and the arched roof cchoed the foot-
steps of onc who paced the apartmentess RiccTardo entered.
It was Lostendardo. He made a sign that the servants
should retire ; the heavy door closed behind them, and Ric-
ciardo stood alone with Messer Guielmo; his countenance
pale but composed, his cyes cast down as in expectation,
not in fear ; and but for the coptulsive motion of his lips, you
would have guessed that cvery faculty was almost suspended
by intensc agitation. « °

Lostendardo approached. He was a man in the prime of
life, talivand athletic ; he seemed capable with a single exer-
tion to crush the frail being of Ricciardo. Every feature of
his countenance spoke of the struggle of passions, and the
terrible egotism of onc who would sacrifice even himself to
the cstablishment of his will : his black cyebrows were scat-
tered, his grey cves deep set and scowling, his look at once
stern and haggard. A smile sectmed never to have disturbed
the settled scorn whigh his lips cxpressed ; his Jhigh fore-
head, already becoming bald, was marked by a thousand con-
tradictory lines. His voice was studiously restrained as he
said: ¢ Wherefore do you bring that ring »”—Ricciardo
looked up and met his eye, which glanced fire as he ex=
claimed—“Despl‘nu"’ He seized her hand with a giant’s
grasp :—“1 have prayed for this night and dav, anﬂ thou
@t now here! Nay, do not, sl:ruggle 5 you are mine; S for by
my salvation I swear that thou shralt never again esgape me.”
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Despina replied calmly—“Thou mayst well believe that in
thus placing myself in thy power I do not dread apy injury
thou canst inflict upon me,—or I were not here. I do pot
fear thee, for I do not fear-death. Loosen then thy hold, and
listen to me. I come in the name of those virtues that were
once thine; I come in the name of all noble sentiment, ge-
nerosity, and ancient faith ; and I'trust that in listening to me
your heroic nature will second sy voice, and, that Losten-
dardo wnll no’ longex rank with those whom the good and
great never name but to condemn.”

Lostendardo appeared to attend little to what she said.
He gazed on hep with triumph and malignant pride; and if
he still held her, his motive appeared rather the delight he
felt in displaying his power oyer her, than any fear that she
would escape. You might read in her pale cheek and
glazed eye, that if shevfearpd, it was herself alone that she
mistrusted ; that her design lifted her above mortal dread,
and that she wasas impassive as the marble she resembled to
any event <hat did not either advance or injure the object
for which she came. They were both silent, until Losten-
dardo leading her to a seat, and then standing opposite to
her, his arms folded, every feature dilated by triumph, and
his voice sharpened by agitation, he said: ¢ Well, speak !
What wouldgt thou with me ?”—*[ come to request, that if
you can ngt be induced to assist Prince Corradino in the
present struggle, you will at least stand neutral, and not op-
pose his advance to the kingdom of his ancestors.” Losten-
dardo laughed. The vaulted roof repeated the sound, but
tne harsh echo, though it resrembled the sharp cry of an ani-
mal of prey whose paw is on the heart of its enemy, was
not so discordant and dishuman as the laugh itself. ‘* How,”
he askel, ddst thou pretend to induce mc to comply? Tlns
dagger,” and 'he touched the- bilt of one, that was half con-
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cealed in his vesture, < is y8t stained by the blood of Man-
fred; ere long it will be sheathed in the heart of that foohsh
boy.” .

Despina conquered the feelin}y,of horror these words in-
spired, and replied: “ Will you give me a few minutes’ pa-
tient hearing ?”—*“1 will givesyof a fey minutes’ bearing,
and if I be not so patient as in the Palagio Reale, fair Des-
pina must axcuse me. Forbearance i s not ayirtue to which
I aspire.”—* Yes, it was in thc Palagfo Reale at Naples, the
palace of Manfred, that you first saw me. You weye then
the bosom friend of Manfred, selected by that choice speci-
men of humanity as his confidant and counsellor. Why did
you become a traitor?  Start not at that word : if yoy could
hear the united voice of ]taPy, and even of those whp call
themselves your friends, they would ccho that name. Why
did you thus degrade and belie 'yourself ? You call me .the
cause, yet I am most innocent. You saw me at the gourt
of your master, an attendant on Queen Sibilla, and one who
unknown to herself had already parted with ter heart, her
soul, her will, her entire being, an involuntaryssacrifice at
the shrine of all that is noble and divine in human nature.
My spirit worshipped Manfred as a saint, and my pulses
ceased to beat when his eye fell upon me. 1 felt this, but I
knew it not. You awoke me from my dream. You said
that you loved me, and you reflected in tao faithful a nirrof
my own emotions: I saw myself and®shuddered. But the
profound and eternal nature of my passion saved me, I
loved Manfred. I loved the sun because it enlightened hig;
1 loved the air thut fed him; I deified myself for that my
heart was the temple in which he resided. I devoted myself
to Sibilla, for she was hig wife, and never, in thpught or

«fiream degraded the purity of my affection towards him.
Fof this you hated him. Hé was ignorant of my passion:
o . X
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my heart contained it as a tretsure which you having dis-
covered came to rifle. You could more easily deprive me
of life than my devotion for your kir;g, and therefore you
were a traitor. !

¢ Manfred died, and you thought'that I had then forgotten
him. But love would intleed be a mockery if death were
not the most barefaced cheat. How can he die who is im-
mortalized in my thoughts—my thoughts, that comprehend
the universe, and con¥4in eternity in their graspings? What
though his earthly vesture is thrown as a despised weed be-
side the verde, he lives in my soul as lovely, as noble, as
entire, os when his voice awoke the mute air: nay, his life
is more entire, more truc. For before, that small shrine
that encased his spirit was all"that existed of him ; but now,
he is a part of all thm'é's 5 his spirit surrounds me, interpene-
trates; and divided from hr.n durmg his life, his death has
united me to him for ever.”

The countenande of Lostendardo darkened fearfully.—
When she paused, he looked black as the sea before the hea-
vily ‘charged thunder-clouds that canopy it dissolve them-
selves in rain. The tempest of passion that arose in his
heart seemed too mighty to admit of .swift manifestation;
it came slowly up from the profoundest depths of his soul,
and emotion was piled upon emotion pefore the lightning
uf his anger:sped to its destination. ¢ Your arguments, elo-
quent Despina,” he suid, * are indeed unanswerable. They
work well for your purpose. Corradino is I hear at Pisa:
you have sharpened my dagger; and before the air of another
mght rust it, I may by deells have repaid your insulting
words.”

“How’ fur do you mistake me! And is praise and love of
all heroic excellence insult to you ? Lostendardo, when.-
you first knew me, I was an inexperienced girt; I loved
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but knew not what love wasgand circumscribing my passion
in narrpw bounds, I adored the being of Manfred as 1
rsight love an effigy ‘of stene, which,’ when broken, has no
longer an existence. I am now much altered. "I might
before have treated yow with disdain or anger, but now
these base feelings have expireg] inomy heart. I am animated
but by one feeling—an aSpiration to another life, another
statc of being. All the godd depart fibm this strange earth ;
and I doubt not that when I am suﬁencntlf‘elevated above
human weaknesscs, it will also be my turn to leave this
scene of woe. I prepare myself for that moment alohe; and
in endeavouring to fit myself for a union with all the brave,
gencrous, and wise, that once adorned bumanity, and have
now passed from it, I conscfate myself to the service of
this myost righteous cause. You wrong me, therefore, if
you think there is aught of disdain® in what I say, or that
any degrading feelings @re mingled with my devotion of
spirit when 1 come and voluutarily place mysclf in"your
power. You can imprison me for ever in thg dungeons of
this palace, as a rcturned Ghibelline and spy, and have
me executed as a criminal. But before you do this, pause
for your own sake; reflect on the choice of Zlory or igno-
miny that you are now about to make. Let your old senti-
ments of love for the house off Swabia have pome sway in
your heart; reflect that as you are the despm;d cneny, sq
you may become the chosen friend, of its Inst desaendant,
and receive from cvery heart’ the praise‘of having restored
Corradino to the honours and power to which he was bérn.
* ¢ Compare this prince to the hypocritical, the bloddy #d
mean-spiritegd Charles. When Manfred died, I went to Ger-
many, and have resided at the court of the Countess Eliza-
\Jbeth; T have, thereforc, bfen an hourly witnbss of*the great
and good qualities of Corradino, The bravery of his spiri¢
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makes him rise above the weakness of youth and inexpe-
rience: he pogsesges all the nobility of spirit that belongs to
the family of Swabia, and, in addition; a purity and gentle-
ness that attracts the respect and love of the old and wary
courtiers of Frederic and Conradv You are brave, and
would be generous, did net the fury of your passions, like a
consuming fire, destroy in .theif violence every generous
sentiment: how then 'can you become the tool ,of Charles ?
His scowlmg ®yes and:sneering lips betoken the selfishness
of his mind. Avarice, cruelty, meanness, and artifice, are
the qualities that characterise him, and render him unwor-
thy of the majesty he usurps. Let him return to Provence,
and reign with paltry despotism over the luxurious and
servile French ; the free-born*Jtalians require another Lord.
They are not fit to bow to one whose palace is the change-
house of money-lenders, whose gencrals are usurers, whose
courtiers are milliners or monks, und who basely vows alle-
giance to the enemy of freedom and virtue,Clement, the mur-
derer of Manfred. Their king) like them, should be clothed
in the armour of valour and simplicity ; his ornaments, his
shield and spear; his treasury, the possessions of his subjects;
his army, their unshaken loves. Charles will treat you as a
tool ; Corradino as a friend—Charles will make you the de-
tested tyrant of a groaning prevince ; Corradino the governor
of a prosperous and happy people.

«1 cennot tell by your manner if what I have said has in
any degree altered your determination. I cannot forget the
scenes that passed between us at Naples, I might then
hive been disdainful : I am aot so now. Your execrations
of Manfred excited every angry feeling in my mind ; but, as
I have said, all but the feeling of love expired in my heart
when Ménfred 'died, and methinks that where love is, ex
cellence must be its coipanion. “You said you loved me;
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and though, in other times, fhat love was twin-brother to
hatt: ,—though then, poor prxsonel in your heart, Jealousy,
rage, contempt, and cruelty, were its handmaids,—yet if ‘it
were love, methinks that its dlvxmty must have purified
your heart from bascr feelmg~ and now that I, the bride of
Death, am removed from your spherc, gentler feelings may
awaken in your bosom, and you may incline mildly to my
voice. ® .

¢ If indeed you loved me, will you Tiot now be my friend ?
Shall we not hand in hand pursuc the same career? Return
to your ancicnt faith ; and now that death and religion bave
placed the seal upon the past, let Manfred’s spirit, looking
down, behold his repentant friend the firm ally of hjs suc-
cessor, the best and last sciorf of the houae of Swabia.”,

She ccased; for the glare of savage tuumph “hlch as a
rising fire at night time, enlighténed wijh growing and fear-
ful radiance the face of Lo.stend.n 'do, made her pause ip her
appeal.’ He did not reply; but when she was silent he quit-
ted the attitude in which he had stood lmmoveaLly opposite
to her, and pacing the hall with measurcd steps, his head de-
clined, he seemed to ruminate on some project. Could it
be that he weighed her reasonings ? If he hesitated, the side
of generosity and old fidelity would certainly prevail. Yet
she dared not hope; her heart beat fast; sht would have
knelt, but she fcared to move, lest any motion shtould disturh®
his thoughts, and curb the flaw of godd feeling which she
fondly hoped had arisen within him: she looked up and
prayed silently as she sat. Notwithstanding the glarg of the
torches, the beams of one small star struggled through the
dark window pane; her eye resting on it, her .thoughts
were at once elevated to dhe eternity and space which that
3tar symbolized : it seemet] to her the spirit of Man{red, and
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she inwardly worshipped it, as $he prayed that it would shed
its benign influence on the soul of Lostendardo.  ©
"Some minutes elapsed in this fearful silence, and then fe
approached her. Despél;a, allow me to reflect on your
words; to-morrow I will answer y'ou. You will remain in
this palace until the morning, and then you shall see and
judge of my repentance and returning faith.”—He spoke
with studions gentlcnes: Despma could not scc Lis face, for
the lights shone behind him. When she looked up to reply,
the litt]e star twinkled just above his head, and seemed with
its gentle lustre to reassure her. Our minds, when highly
wrought, are strangely given to superstition, and Despina
lived in a superstitious age. She thought that the star bade
her comply, and assured her of protection from heaven :—
from where else could she expect it? Shc said therefore,
‘I consent. Only let me request that you acquaint the man
.who gave you my rmg thatI am safe, or he will fear for me.’
—*“T will do as you desire.”—¢ And I will confide myself to
your care. i cannot, dare not, fear you. If you would
betrey me, ‘still I trust in the heavenly saints that guard hu-
manity.” .
Her countenznce was so calm,—it beamed with so angelic
4 self-devotion and a belief in gooed, that Lostendardo dared
not look on kér. For one moment—as she, having ceased to
‘speak, gazell upon the star—he felt impelled to throw him-
self at her feet, to contess the diabolical scheme he hiad forged,
and to commit himself body and soul to her gnidance, to obey,
ta_serve, to worship her. The impulse was momentary:
the feeling of revenge returned on him. From the moment
she had rejected him, the fire of rage had burncd in his heart,
consuming all healthy feeling, al' human sympathies and
gentleness of soul. He had sworn never to sleep on a beds "
or to drink aught but water, until his first cup of wine was
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mingled with the blood of Manfred. He had fulfilled this
vow. #A strange alteratnon had worked withjn him from the
fhoment he had drained ‘that unholy cup. The spirit, not
of a man, but of a devil, scemed fo live within him, urging
him to crime, from which his long protracted hope of more
complete revenge had alone deterred him. But Despina was
now in his power, and it seemed to him as if fate had pre-
served him so long only that he might now wyreak his full
rage upon her. When she spoke & love,” he thought how
from that he might extract pain. He formed his plan; and
this slight human weakness now conquered, he bent his
thoughts to its completion. Yet he feared to ssay longer
with her; so he quitted her, saying that hc would send atten-
dants who would shew her ‘an apartment where she might
repose. He left her, and several holirss passed ; but no one
came. The torches burnt low, and the stars of heaven could
now with twinkling beams conquer their feebler light.
One by one these torches went out, and the shadows of the
high windows of the hall, before invisible,® were thrown
upon its marble pavement. Despina looked upon the shade,
at first unconsciously, until she found herself counting,
one, two, three, the shapes of the iron bars that lay so pla-
cidly on the stone. “ Those grates are thick,” she said:
¢ this room would be a large but secure dungcon.” As by
inspiration, she na felt that she was a prisoner. Ne change,
no word, had intervened sjnée she had walked féarlessly in
the room, believing herself free. But now no doubt of her
situation occurred to her mind; heavy chains ~e¢med to fall
around her; the air to feel thick and hcavy as that of a
prison; and the star-beams that had before checred her, be-
came the dreary messengers of fearful danger” to_herself,
and of the utter defeat.of all the hopes she had dared nourish
of success to her beloved tause.
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Cincolo waited, first with impatience, and then with anx-
iety, for the refurn of the youthful stranger. He paced up
and down_before the gates of the palace; hour after hout
passed on ; the stars arose ahd descended, and ever and anon
meteors shot along the sky. They were not more frequent
than they always are_durirg a«clear summer night in Italy;
but they appeared strangely numerous to Cincolo, and por-
tentous of cbange and calamity., Midnight struck, and
at that moment a protession of monks passed, bearing a
corpse agd chaunting a solemn De Profundis. Cincolo felt
a cold tremour shake his limbs when he reflected how ill an
augury this was for the strange adventurer he had guided to
that palace. The sombre cowls of the priests, their hollow
voices, and the dark burthen they carried, augmented his
agitation even to teror: without confessing the cowardice
to himself, he was posst.ésed with fear lest he should be in-
cluded in the evil destiny that evidently awaited his com-
pamon Cincolo wis a brave man; he had often been'fore-
most in a perilous assault: but the most courageous among
us sometimes feel our hearts fail within us at the dread of
unknown and fated danger. He was struck  with panic;—
he looked after the disappearing lights of the procession,
and listened to their fading voices: his knees shook, a cold
perspiration stogd on his brow: until, unable to resist the im-
pulse, he began slowly to withdraw himself from the Palace
of Goveriment, and tv quit the circle of danger which
seemed to hedge him in if he remained on that spot.

He had hardly quitted his post by the gate of the palace,
when he saw lights issue from it, attendant on a company of
men, some of whom were armed, as appeared from the re-
flection théir lances’ heads cast; and some of them carried a
litter hung with oblack and closely. drawn. Cinculo was
rooted to the gpot. He could not render himself any reason
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for his belief, but he felt conVinced that the stranger youth
was these, about to bg carried out to death. * Impelled by
cliriosity and anxiety, he followed the party as they went
towards the Porta Romana they were challenged by the sen-
tinels at the gate; they gave the word and passed. Cincolo
dared not follow, but he was #gitated by fear and compas-
sion. He remembered the packet confided to his care; he
dared not didw it from his bosom, lest t any Gyelph should be
near to overlook aud discover tHat it Sas addressed to Cor-
radino; he could not read, but he wished to look at the arms
of the seal, to see whether they bore the imperial ensigns.
He returned back to the Palagio del Goverho: all there was
dark and silent; he walked up and down before the «gates,
looking up at the windows, bditno sign of life appeareds He
could not tell why he was thus agitaged But he felt as if all
his future peace depended on the'fate of, this stranger youth,

He thought of Gegia, her hclplossneﬂs and age; but he aould
not residt the impulse that impelled him,” and he resolved
that very night to commence his journey to PiSa, to deliver
the packet, to learn who the stranger was, and what hopes
he might entertain for his safety. .

He returned home, that he might inform Gegia of his jour-
ney. This was a painful task, but he could not leave her in
doubt. He ascended his narrow stairs with tre]udatnon At
the head of them a lamp twinklgd beforea picture of the®
Virgin. Evening after evening it bulnt therc, guardmg
through its influence his little household from all earthly .or
supernatural dangers. The mght of it inspired him with
com'age s he said an Ave Maria before it; and then looking
around him to' assure himself that no spy stood on the narrow
landing place, he drew the pagket from his bpsom gnd exa-
‘mined the seal. Al Italiams i in those days were conversant in
hemldry since from ensigns of the shields of the kivights they
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learned, better than from th&ir faces or persons, to what
family and party they belonged. Bug it required fio great
knowledge for Cincolo to decypher these arms; he had
known them from his ehildhood ; ; they were those of the
Elisei, the family to whom he had been attached as a par-
tisan during all these civil tontests. Arrigo de’ Elisei had
been his patron, and his wife had nursed his only daughter,
in those happy, days when there was neither Gutlph nor Ghi-
belline. The sight of these"arms reawakened all his anxiety.
Could ¢his youth belong to that house? The seal shewed that
he really did; and this discovery confirmed his determination
of making every‘exertion to save him, and inspired him with
sufficient courage to cncount,er the remonstrances and fears
of Monna Gegia.

He unlocked his door; the old dame was asleep in her
chair, but awoke as he entered. She had slept only to re-
fresh her curiosity, and she asked a thousand questions in a
breath, to which Cincolo did not reply: he stood Swith his
arms folded Yooking at the fire, irresolute how to break the
subject of *his departure. Mouna Gegia continued to talk :
< After you went, we held a consultationhconceming this hot-
brained youth of this morning; I, Buzeccha, Beppe d¢’
Bosticchi who returned, and Monna Lissa from the Mercato
Nuovo. We all agreed that he must be one of two persons;
and bc it one or'the other, if he have not quitted Florence,
the Stinchi* will be his habitation by sun-rise. Eh! Cincolo,
man! you do not speak; where did you part with your
Prince ?”—* Prince, Gegia! Are you mad ?—what Prince ?”
* Nay, he is either a Prince or a baker; either Corradino
himself, or Ricciardo the son of Messer Tommaiso de’ Manelli;
he thatelived o’th’ Arno, and baked for all that Sesto, when

'

The ame of the common prisen at Florence,
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CountGuidode Giudi was Picgrio. By this token, that Messer
Tolmdso went to Milan yith Ubaldo de’ Gargalandi, apd
Ricciardo, who went with his fafher, must now be sixteen.
He had the fame of kneading with as light a hand as his
father, but he liked better to follow arms with the Garga-
landi : hewas a fair, likelyyouth, they sail; and o, to say the
truth, was our youngster qf this morning. But Monna Lisa
will have it that it must be Co ding himse)fa=’

Cincolo listened as if the gossip of two old women could
unravel his riddle. He even began to doubt whether the
last conjecture, extravagant as it was, had not hit the truth.
Every circumstance forbade such an 1dca, but he thought
of the youth and excceding beauty of the stranger, tnd he
began to doubt. There w:.xs none gmong the Elise? who
answered to his appearance. The flower of their youth had
fallen at Monte Aperto; ,the cldest of the new generahon
was but ten; the other males of that housg were of a mature
age. 'Gegia continued to talk of the anger that Beppe de
Bosticchi evinced at being accused of the murder of Arrigo
dei Elisei. * If he had done that deed,” she cfied, * never
more should hec have stood on my hearth; but he swore his
innocence; and truly, poor man, it would be a sin not to
believe him.” Why, if the ;stranger were not an Elisei,
should he have shewn such horror on vnewmo’ the supposeg
murderer of the h&ad of thas famnlj - Cmcolo turned
from the fire; he examined® whether his knife hung safely
in his girdle, and he cxchanged his sandal-like shoes
for stronger boots of common undressed fur. This st
act attracted the attention of Gegia. ¢ What are you about,
good man?” she cried. “ This is no hour to change your
dress, but to come to be. To-night you mll net speak ;

by to-morrow I hope to'get; it all out from you. What are
youabout?’ ¢ Iam asbout to leave ygu, my dear Gegia;
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and heaven bless and take care ‘of you! Iam going to Pisa.”
Gegia uttered  shriek, and was about to remonstrdte w‘ith
great volubility, while the tears rolled down her aged
cheeks. Tears also filled the eyes of Cincolo, as he said, “ I
do not go for the causc you suspect. I do not go into the
army of Corradino, though my heart will be with it. I go
but to carry a letter, ard will retwrn without delay.” ¢ You
will never returu,” cried the old woman : the Commune
will never let you enter the gates of this town again, if you
set foot in that traitorous Pisa. But you shall not go; I
will raise the neighbours; I will declare you mad—-"—
«“ Gegm, no more of this! Here is all the money I have:
before T go, T will send your cousin 'Nunziata to you. I
mustgo. Itis not the Ghibelline cause, or Corradino, that
obliges me to risk you ease and comforts; but the life of
ond of the Elisei is at stal\e and ,if I can save him, would
‘you Mave me rest, here, and afterwards curse you and the
hour when J was born?” ¢ What! is he——? Butno;
there is none’ among the Elisei so young as he; and none
so lovely, except her whom these arms carried when an
infant—but she is a female. No, no; this is a tale trumped
up to deceive me and gain my consent; but you shall
never have it. Mind that! you will never have it; and I
prophecy that if you do go, your journcy will be the death
of both, of ps.” She wept bitterly. “Cincolo kissed her
aged cheek, and mingled his tears with hers; and then
recommending her to the care of the Virgin and the saints,
he-quitted her, while grief choaked her uttcrance, and the
name of the Elisei had depuved ter of all energy to resist
his purpese.

It was+four in the morning Uefore the gates of Florence
were opened and Cincolo could léave the city. At first he
availed himiself of the carts 'of the contadini to advance on his



4 TALE OF THE.PASSIONS. 319

journey; but as he drew neat Pisa, all modes of conveyance
ceased, and he was obliged to take by-roads, and act cau-
tidusly, not to fall into the hands of the Florentine ont-posts,
or of some fierce Ghibelline, who.might suspect him, and
have him carried before the Podesta of a village; for if once
suspected and scarched, the packet addyessed to Corradino
would convict him, and h(. would pay for his temerity with
his life. Having arrived at Vic Plsano, he Jound a troop
of Pisan horse there on guard: 4:c was known to many of
the soldicrs, and he obtained a conveyance for Pisa 3 but it
was night. before he arrived. He gave the Ghibelline
watch-word, and was admitted within the gates. He asked
for Prince Corradino: he was in the city, at the palace of
the Lanfranchi. He crossed the Arno, and was admitted
into the palace by the soldiers who gyz;rdc'd the door. Cor-
radino had just returned from # successful skirmish in ghe
Lucchese states, and was Treposing; but when Count Ghe-,
rardo Doneratico, his principal attendant, saw the seal of
the packet, he immediately ushered the bearer into a small
room, where the Prince lay on a fox’s skin thrown upon the
pavement. The niind of Cincolo had been so bewildered by
the rapidity of the cvents of the preceding night, by fatigue
and want of sleep, that he had over-wrought himself to
believe that the stranger )outh' was indeed Corradino; and
when he had heard that that Princc was inPisa, by a strange
disorder of ideas, he still mmgmed titt he and Ricciardo
werc the same; that the black litter was a phantom, gnd
his fears ungrounded. The first sight of Corradino, his fijir
hair and round Saxon features, destroyed this idea: it was
replaced by a feeling of deep anguish, when Count Gherardo,
announcing lnim,.said, “ Qne who brings a lgtter tj"om- Ma-
ygonna Despina dei Elisei,swaits upon your Highness.”
The old man sprang forwatd, uncontrolled bysthe respect
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he would otherwise have felt tr one of so high lineage as
Corradino. ¢ From Despinai Did you say from har? Oh!
unsay yeur words! Not from my beloved lost, fostei-
child.” .

Tears rolled down his cheeks. Corradino, a youth of
fascinating gentlengss, but, es Dgspina had said, * young,
even to childishness,” attempted to reassure him. “ Oh!
my gracieuc Lord,” cried mcolo  open thatt packet, and
see if it be from my blested child—if in the disguise of
Ricciarglo I led her to destruction.” He wrung his hands.
Corradino, pale as death with fear for the destiny of his
lovely and adventurous friend, broke the scal. The packet
contained an inner envelope without any direction, and a
lettex, which Corradino read, While horror convulsed every
feature. He gavé it tp Gherardo. It is indeed from her.
She: says, that the bearer can relate all that the world will
«probably know of her fate. And you, old man, who weep
so bitterly, you to whom my best and lovely friend refers
me, tell me what you know of her.” Cincolo told his story
in broken atcents. “ May these eyes be for ever blinded !’
he cried, when he had concluded, ¢ that knew not Despina in
those soft looks and heavenly smiles. Dotard that I am!
When my wife railed at your family and princely self,
and the sainted Manfred, why did I not read her secret in
her forbearance ? - Would ghe have forgiven those words in
any but her who had‘nursed her infancy, and been a mother
to .her when Madonna Pia died? And when she taxed
Basticahi with her father’s death, I, blind fool, did not see
the spirit of the Elisei in her eyes. My Lovd, I have but
one favour to ask you. Let.me hear Ler letter, that I may
Jjudge frgm that what hopes remajn :—but there are none—
none.”  Real it to him, my deer Count,” said the Printe;~
% I will not fear as he feavs. I dare not fear that onc so
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lovely and beloved is sacrifited for my worthless cause.”
Gherardv read the letter, . . .
%< Cincolo de’ Becari, my foster father, will deliwer this
letter into your hands, my.respecte'd'and dear Corradino. The
Countess Elizabeth has urged me to my present undertaking ;
I hope nothing from it—except to labour for your cause,
and perhaps through its eyent to quif somewhat -earlier a
life which i but a grievous ty’al to my ek ‘mind. 1
go to endeavour to arouse the feclings of fidelity and gene-
rosity in the soul of the traitor Lostendardo : I go ta place
myself in his hands, and I do not hope to escape from them
again. Corradino, my last prayer will be for your success.
Mourn not for one who goes home after a long and-weary
exile. Burn the enclosed pac.ket, withput opening it. *The
Mother of God protect thee! s DEspiNA”
Corradino had wept as this epistle was reading, but tHn
starting up, hc said—“To revenge or death! we emay «
yet save her !"v—— . :
A blight had fallen on the house of Swabia, and all their
enterprizes were blasted. Beloved by their subjets, noble,
and with every advantage of right on their «side, except
those the church bestowed, they were defeated in every at-
tempt to defend themselves against a foreigner and a tyrant,
who ruled by force of arms, and those in the hathds of a few,
only, over an extensive and warlike territor'y. The young and
daring Corradino was also fated to perish in this contest.
Having overcome the troops of his adversary in Tuscany, he
advanced towards his kingdom with the highest *hopes.
His arch enemy, Pope Clement IV, had shut himself up in
Viterbo, and was guarded by a numerous garrison. » Corra-
. dino passed in triumph and hope before *he towm,’and
Propdly drew out his troops bgfore it, to disp'ay to the Holy
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Father his forces, and humiliate him by this show of success.
The Cardinals, who beheld the lengthened line end good
order of the army, hastened to the Papal palace. Clement
was in his oratory, praying; the frightened monks, with
pale looks, related how the excommunicated heretic dared
to menace the town where the Holy Father himself resided;
adding, that if the insult were carried to the pitch of an
assault, it 'might prove .dangerous warfare.,® The Pope
smiled contemptuously. ** Do not fear,” he said;  the
projecss of these men will dissipate in smoke.,” He then
went on the ramparts, and saw Corradino and ‘Frederic of
Austria, who defiled the line of knights in the plain below.
He watched them for a time: then turning to his Cardinals,
he soid, * They are victims, who permit themselves to be led
to sacrifice.”
«His words were .a prophecy. Notwithstanding the first
suceesses of Corradino, and the superior numbers of his
army, he was defeated by the artifice of Charles in a’pitched
battle. He escaped from the field, and, with a few friends,
arrived at-a tower called Asturi, which belonged to the
family of Frangipani, of Rome. Here he hired a vessel,
embarked, and put out to sea, directing his course for
Sicily, which, having rebelled against Charles, would, he
hoped, receive him with joy. They were already under
weigl;? when one of the family of the Frangipani secing a
vessel filled with Germans «making all sail from shore,
suspected that they were fugitives from the battle of Tagli-
cozzo,she followed them in other vessels, and took them all
prisoners. The person of Corradino was a rich prey for
him; he delivered him into the hands of his rival, and was
rewarded by the ‘donation of a fief near Benevento,

The dastardly spirit of Charles instigated him to th-
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basest revenge ; and the sarde tragedy was acted on thosc
shores which has been renewed in our days.. A daring and
illustrious Prince was saclificed with the mock Jforms ‘of
justice, at the sanguinary altar 0§ tyranny and hypocrisy.
Corradino was tried. Ohe of his Judges alone, a Provengal,
dared condemn him, and he paid *with his life the forfeit of
his baseness. For scarcely had he, solitary among his fel-
lows, prondunced the sentence gf death against, this Prince,
than Robert of Flanders, the’brofher-inflaw of Charles
himself, struck him on the breast With a staff, crying, It
behoves net thee, wreteh, to condemn to death so noble and
worthy a knight.” The judge fell dead in the presence of -
the king, who dared not avenge his creaturce.

On the 26th of October, €orradino and his fucnds were
ledd out to die in the Mzu ket- pl.xu:. of Naples, by thc sea-
side.  Charles was present with all his court, andyan
immense multitude surrounded the trimmphant king, and
his mare royal adversary, about to suffer an ignominious
death. The funcreal procession approached s destination, -
Corradino, agitated, but controlling his agitation, was
drawn in an open’car. After him came a close litter, hung
with black, with no sign to tell who was within. The
Duke of Austria and several other illustrious victims fol-
lowed. The guard that conducted them to the scaflold was
headed by Lostendardo; a maicious tsiumph laughed ih
his eves, and he rode ncar the litter?looking from®time to -
time, first at it and then at Corradino, with the dark look -
of a tormenting fiend. The proccssion stopped at the foot
of the scaffold, and Corradino looked at the flashing light -
which every'now and then arose from Vesuvius, and threw
its reflection on the sca. ,The sun had not yet w-cp, but the
dralo of its approach illuminated the bay of Naples, its moun-
t;l'ns, and its islands. . The’ summjts of the diggant hills of .

»
» » Y
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Baiee gleamed with its first beams. Corradino thought,
¢ By the time those rays arrive here, and shadows age cast
frorh the persons of these men,—princes and peasants, around
me, my living spirit will {ie'shadowless.” Then he turned
his eyes on the companions of his fate, and for the first time
he saw the silent and dark litter that accompanied them.
At first he thought, * It is my coffin,” But then he recol-
Jected the dispppearance of I}cspinh, and would luve sprung
towards it: his ‘guards stopped him; he looked up, and
his glance met that of Lustendardo, who smiled—a smile
of dread: but the feeling of religion which had before
calmed him again-descended on him; he thought that her
sufferings, as well as his, would' soon be over.

They were already over. Anc the silence of the grave is
upon those events which had occurred since Cincolo beheld
her garried out of Flog'eimce, until now that she was led by
her fierce enemy to behold the deatn of the nephew of Man-
fred. She must have endured much; for when, as Corra-
dino advanced ‘o the front of the scaffold, the litter being
placed opposite to it, Lostendardo ordered the curtains to
be withdrawn, the white hand that hung inanimatc from
the side was thin as a winter leaf, and her fair face, pil-
lowed by the thick knots of her dark hair, was sunken and
ashy pale, while you could see the deep blue of her cyes
sttuggle through the closed eyelids. She was still in the
attire in which she had presented herself at the house of
Cincolo: perbaps her tormentor thought that her appearance
as a youth would attract less compassion than if a lovely
‘woman were thus dragged to so unnatural a scene.

Corradino was kneeling and praying when her form was
thus exposed. He saw her, and saw that she was dead!
About to die himwelf; about, pure aud innocent, to die igno-,
miniously, while his base conqueror, in pomp and glory,
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was spectator of his deathphie did not pity those who were
at peace; his compacswn belongcd to the living alone, and
‘as he rosc from hns priyer he exclaimed, “ My beloved
mother, what profound sorrow 'will the news thou art about
to hear cause thee!” He looked upon the living multitude
around him, and saw thyt the hivd-visaged partisans of the
usurper wept; he heard the sobs of his oppressed and con-
quercd suljccts; so he drew l?is glove frony. his hand and
threw it among the crowd, in toRen that he still held his
causc good, and submitted his hedd to the axe.

During many ycars after those events, Lostendardo enjoyed
wealth, rank, and honour. When suddenly, wldle at the
summit of glory and prosperity, he withdrew from the
world, took the vows of a fevere order in a convent, in one
of the desolate and unhealthy pl.um by the s("lnhorc in
Calabria ; and after havi ing gaﬁncd the character of a gunt
through a life of self-inflicted torture, he died murmuring
the ntames of Corradino, Manfred, and Despina.
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Tucre's a religion in htor')turc as well ceeirf love,—both
of a very Pagan description. '1hev 'lhouud in superstitions.
We gaze upon the portrult of a favmmto mistress gr a favou-
rite authbr, worshipping the memory of her kisses and his
pages, till it becomes downright idolatry. With what ardent
devotion we perform many 3 pilerimage to our Lada—not of’
Loretio! and what a thrill fu our l)o‘soms. and how shankful
are our hearts, wheu we approach, as fowards sonie sainted
shrine, the dwelling of “ one who was great through lﬁortal
davs, and died of fume unschorn!”  Are we not in adblessed
state®when we find ourselves in his own gn{dvu, his own
bed-room, his own parlour? Then if, accofding to a good
custom, everything or something remains thessune as when
he lived there, tl.lcy are precious relics working miracles in
our imagination. That antique chair in Shakespear's house!
A man cannot sit in it five, minutes without fancying his
modern dress is rapidly metamorphosing itsell into ruff,
jerkin, doublet, and hose; and,in this visionarv att'n'e, h?)w
easy to persuade onesclf that Shakespear « lmsjusl? stepped
out, and will be back again immediately !” As for his {omb,
telling me in very plam prose that he is certainly dead and
" buried, I look upon it as an ihsolent piece of matter-of-fact.
A poet canthave no grave, ekcept in the eyes of those he
pereon.mlly loved; and if hey must rear hiny a moqument let

-be an evergreen bo“cf,——:t will last thett time, and is a
more graceful and a more appibpriate memortal than their



328 LES CIIARMETTES AND ROUSSFAU.

cold marble. We know of Milton’s living in too many places,
and want to knbow whick: he liked best., One of his houses
is in the bhands of a man worthy to be its owner;—I
wonder why I did no more than peep in at a window. A
visit to Burns’ cottage should not be missed. Go and be

surrounded by the scenes of Lis youth, his joy, his hope,
when his days were glorious as his imagination. And that
part of Ayrshiez is so beautiful! Go, I say, and ‘e like one
of his own poems, “ with pleasance of the breathing ficlds
yfed.” The worst is, the cottage is not in its original simple
state, being altered and enlarged for the accommodation of
visitors. = Still there is a charm about it; for it was there,
as Keats expresses it in one ,of his unpublished sonnets,
written under the very roof,—

& Where thou didst dream alone on budded bays,
s Happy, and thonghtless of thy day of doom !”

I was asked to go into his house at Dumfries, the abode of
his wretchedness, his despair. I do not exactly understand
such a taste; it seems very Presbyterian. Owing to this
want of tasté for the miserable, I never went into Collins’
house at the covner of the Clvisters of Chichester Cathedral.
How melancholy it looks! There seems contagion in its very
walls and window sashes. Often have I stood before it, and
before Flaxmaﬂ smonument to his memory, with aslittle desire
to passt the threshold, as to enter his gravé. The statu quo po-
sition of all sorts of furniture ir. Garrick’s house at Hampton
Court is too much for Garrick ; besides, it is in obedience
to his last Will and Testament. Dr. Johnson’s bed-room in
Thrale’s villa at Streatham was worth seeing, till an auction
spoiled it.. The bow window looked into the garden; the paper
and curtains, at-his own request, vere of a gay pattern, for
the Doctor could not bear any addition to his own gloom »
and there were the two desks, fixtures on each side of the
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window, on which he wrote’his “ Lives of the Poets.” As
%extremes are sure Yo meet, it is quite a naturatl transition
from the “ great Moralist,” whe .left the world’s morals as he
found them, to the Visionary, as he is called, who really * did
our state some service;” f;om- the Court Pensioner, who
humbly wrote ** The False Alaim,” and “ Taxation no Ty-
rauny,” tes the independent Cltlzml of Geneva who chose
rather to carn a hard livelihodd s a copAer of music, than
receive a favour either from a Louis or a George. Come
with megreader, to Les Charmettes. °

There are many other houses where Rousseau liyed, which
his admirers may visit as they please, but give me this, and
this alone, for here only was he happy. Among these grand
mountains, in this beautiful vallev, ¢he passed that, l:eriod of
his life, when, generally speaking? the character is stgmped
for ever. This was hie school. AS for the extraordinary
finish to his education, which Madame de Warens was pleased
to bestow, that is neither your affair nor miges; nor do I per-
ceive the place is a jot the worse for it. But it was wrong!
Grant it was so; yet are we to consider those six previous
vears he lived under her roof as nothing ! “Then is Bohemia

nothing !” Let the praise that is justly her due be freely
allowed, especially as, in hér after life, neither sex can offer
an apology for her, conduct. Her previous hiytory says mach
in her favour. She was young’, handgome, and accamplished,
beloved by a host of friends, and enjoying an ample fqrtune,
which she used nobly. Yet friends, fortune, and cduntry,
she relinquished for conscience’ sake, and retired to Savoy
on a precagious stipend from the King of Sardinia, It was
then that Rousseau, at the age of sixteen, destittite of every
thing, came recommcnﬁed to her protectiﬁm. She received
=him into her house, clothed him, supplied him with all the
means in her power to obtain masters fos the cultivation of his
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-mind, constantly interested herself in his behalf, and this,
for* six years, before those familiarities commenced whicl.
have given so much offence. He calls her “the best of
women.” Truly she was so to him; and though we may
smile at those passwges n-his Confesstons, where he endea-
vours to persuade us she was never in the wrong, still we
must confess they do hc.nour to his heart. .

About amlle fiom Chrmbcry, up the side of the hill to
the south of the town, cnd through a shady and winding
lane, you' arrive at Les Charmettes. The lane is delightful;
with something like an English hedge on one side, and a
small tumbling brook on the other; and you walk under the
boughs of the walnut, the cheshnt, the vine, the fig, and the
acacia. A little, ragged, bright-eyed boy stared up full in
my face, and cried out, “*Ah, Monsieur, I know where you )
are going !—to Jean Jaques?” Then jumping before me to
léad the way, suddenly he turned round and again accosted
me with—** Was not that Jean Jaques a very famous man?”
This was the only tribute I heard paid to the fame of the
philosopher in Savoy. It was spoken by a poor and reckless
urchin ; others’ were too prudent to hint their opinions be-
fore a stranger. Possibly they were aware that Britain had
produced a Castles, an Oliver,-and an Edwards. The house
had not.that gncient appearance I expected. Itis at present
uninhabited. There ig an ifscription on a stone placed in
the wall, containing some very neat verses, saying just
enough on both sides of thé question.*

o L]

* This inscription, or rather three-foutths of it, is on his house in the Ile
de St. Pierrc. It ig the complimentary part which is omitted ; and, in lieu
of it, we haﬁe a paltyy common-place exclapation. The lines have been
attributed to Madame de Franqueville. In the garden of the Hermitage at
Montmorency, Lvhere he composed his New Floisa, are some verses itt a

. fomplaining mocd, and nnt good of their kind,
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»
Réduit, par Jealt Jaques habité,
Tu®ne ragelles son génie,
Sa solitude; sa ﬁerté\
Fit ses malheurs, et%a folie :
Ala gloir:a, a la vérité,
11 osu consacrgy sa Ve,
Et fut toujours persécuté
Ou par lué-méme, ou par I'envie.

« A la gloire, @ la vérité!” Isenot this ““ truth ” a libel !
‘Why is ot the seditious stone torn from its honé, and sent
to some House of Correction? No; there it stangs by con-
sent of the legitimate authorities; and our loving subjects
con it by heart, and then ryt to catch a peep at the backs of’
his works through that glass case in ghe library pf Cham-
bery, where they are so fearfully pPaced under lock and key:
what an edifying contradiction for thése our loving subjects !
Howgver, I hate politics when something better is 4t hand,
and, thanks to the old woman with the key of the door, I
can now enter the house. In the dining-room are the por-
traits of Rousseau and Madame de Warens, with their ages
ludicrously reversed; she in the first blooih of youth, and
he, an old man in a wig, with & face intended to express a
staid maturity of thought. As you go up stairs, you see the
little chapel with 1ts altar, for which the p001 Baropess paid

-80 dearly. Both' above and beloy some remnagts of its
former furniture are shewn, among which is a trucklg-bed,
said to have belonged to Jead Jaques. So it was here he
passed his happiest days! Here he would lay his music
aside to pursue his favourite study of botany upon the hills;
or close his books, and ramble abroad to gaze upon the face
of nature, in her lovelie.!bt and grandest aspect. «Often have

whis young feet speeded acgoss the lane to the- green on the
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other side,—there, in the orchird—to look upon the Alps.
1 would have given a Louis for permission to read, on thai
very spot, ten pages of any one of his volumes. But my
money could not buy that pleasure. Alas! it is too true,—
any ten of his pages are worth more than any Louis.

It is certain that had not Rousseau given us his Confes-
sions, his fame would thave been greater, as Is character
would have been more xespected. If we knew no more of
him than of one of his contemporaries, how readily the apo-
logy of “*we are however unacquainted with all the particu-
lars,” woald run at the heels of every imputed fault; and
where there was a doubt, the most malignant biographer
must have hesitated. In revealing the whole truth, he
trusted to the sympathy of mankind, forgetting or not be-
lieving two truths respéctirg other men: 1Ist. That few
would sympathise with those delinquencies, which they,
cither from circumstances or education, are ncver tempted
to commit: aad 2d. That others who had committed them,
would be very apt to pretend they had not, and owe him a
grudge for touching their consciences. He has destroyed
the charm thathovers over genius by this stripping of his
humanity ; at least, to me : for he has, doubtless, admirers
who think otherwise. We ste him among the common
crewd of morﬁils, sometimes better and sometimes worse,
but alwavs in the crowd. Were the secret workings of the
hearts of all great men disclosed, the lesson might be use-
ful ; ‘but our veneration would be decreased in proportion as
we saw their nature descend to our level. We would wil-
lingly believe that astonishing minds cannot be connected
with vulger weaknesses. The Confessions ought to make
us more fearful of .ourselves, and more charitable to others.
When they have a contrary effect, the reader alone is &
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blame. Once allow them to%be the true picture of a human
bemq (which is rarely called i in question) anq it is folly or
hypocrlsy that exclaims—* [ am contaminated !”, On the
other hand, there are many who teontend he wrote thh too
great a severity against Himself, and insist on twisting every
thing into some crooked yirtwe. *This, again, does injury,
since it provokes the opposite party to dwell upon his vices,
without a w8rd of his remorse,qand ‘ithout balgncing the
good against the evil. Friends and®*enemiés have had their
best and worst of him. Unfortunately, either side may be
taken without fear of being accused of wilful misre];resenta-
tion. Perhaps there never was an author whom ® was so
difficult to love or to hate by halves. My visit to Les Char-
mettes warmed my heart to*his memory, and I would fain,
sl possible, steer clear between the t\\oettremee lmd the
late work of M. de Musset, with® its store of facts <and
anccdotes, comes aptly to' my assistance.

Rowkseau describes himself, when a *child, timid an&
vielding in his general conduct, but fiery, ptoud, uncon-

” and, when advancgd in life, he

qucrable in his passions;
said, * I am constitutionally bold and of a timid character.”
His life is a running comment upon these two texts ; with
this exception, that sometimes he “could screw his cou-
rage to the sticking-place” ‘even to magnapimity. That
timid and yielding dlspoutxon, together, with<his passions,
were constantly leading him }nto err@rs, and, in hi strug-
gles to extricate himself, he would often plunge im the
deepcr Nature intended him for a hero, but the world
"made him a coward. Thus, while he insisted that every fnan
ought to earn his own livelihood, he was persuaded to ac-
cept a pension from the En«rllsh Government. Itis {rue he
soon perceived his mistake. * What now & seid e, “Am'T

ushed to silence, or am I to be a flatterer ?”  Instantly he
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threw aside the royal pension, and sat in a corner to eat his
crust. At any rate he had the courage to recede. The
drrears ran on, but no considerhtion ‘could ever induce Kim
to touch a penny of them. In the same way, while he
contended that friends should be on the same footing, he
rejected presents becausé he was too poor to make a return;
yet received favours amounting in value to more than any
direct present offered” him. The fact is, they“came accom-
panied with sdch kirfd expressions, and such benevolent
countenances, that hevhad not the heart to refuse. Dut
what was the consequence ? No sooner was he left to his
own reflections, than he perceived they were, no matter
whether intentional or not, nothing less than cajoling him
out of his former professions ; and therefore these mistaken
acts of friendship gbnerally ended in a quarrel. Call it
pride, or what you will, stdl it was acting up to his prin-
ciples. It does not deserve the'name of inconsistency ; it
is consistency at*war with odds, and eventually obtaining
the victory.' That he was eccentric is undoubted, not only
in his opinions but in his dress, which was thought the
greater offence of the two, when a gold-iaced coat was the
acme of gentlemanly existence ; though surely eccentricity
is not a-kin to the deadly sins. Like all enthusiasts, when
he attempted.to put his théories into practice, he became
rdicubous ; and unlike most enthusiasts, there is a practical
good ¢ be found ir. all his theories. Had he never at-
tempted to set an example, his doctrine might have been
mote followed. What had an Armenian cloak, and many
other extravagances, to do with the preceptor of Emilius *
Unhappily at that time, in his latter days, his whole con-
duct betokened a derangement of intellect. Towards the
conclusidn of his Confessions, I think, there is evidence of
this infirmity. If that is doubtful, read his last work—
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“The Walks of a Solitary Man,”—which more properly
ought totbe translated The W'mdermgs ” » Persecution
had done little, for he wus* a stout sufferer; but the belng
betrayed by men on whom he 'relied as friends, was a
shock from which he never recovered; acting, as it pro-
bably did, on some malformation or disorganisation of
the brain, since it appears, by his own account, he was
always subjec? to a mvstonous affaction of the head. From
that time he suspected every one exc(‘pt Theresa, who was
the only one to be suspected, till the ' discovery of her trea-
chery drove him to desperation. In this manner was his old
age haunted and tormented, even to death. *

His worst actions, and the qnly bad ones of any magni-
tude, were the theft of the ribbdn, followed by the accusation
against his innocent fellow-servant, .a;ld %he sendint his
children to the Foundling 1lospital. For the first, sonle
apology may be framed : there was certainly no premedi-
tated crfelty against the girl, since it arose from his sud-
denly acting from the impulse of a timid dlsposmon—a fault
he was often guilty of in instances of less moment ; nor has
he nor any one sufficiently dwelt upon his extreme vouth
when it was committed. Nothing, however, can be said to
palliate the crime of deserting hls offspring. The excuses
which passed through his mind at the time were precisely
the same as are madewse of by all unnatural fathers ‘when"™
they abandon their natural children. But there is thi¥ dif-
ference between him and many others: he bitterly wept -
over his error; his anguish of heart was never at rest; and if )
ever penitence could make manlkind forgive, he ought to be
forgiven. Letthe crime be execrated as you will. It isan"
honest curse ; but let it ngt touch Rousseau, Our‘Found~
“ipg Hospital, it is said, m-stocked with the ehildren of the

&1’ How many thousands ‘are sent to the pgrish!- In
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some parishes, I have heard titc frightful calculation is, that
on}y one in eleven sumves its infancy. There is no coun-
try in the world so mfamous for this erime as England. Yes; 5
let us eurse it, and shutour hands and hearts against those
who have been guilty of it, and who ean dare to mention it,
or hear it mentioned, without remorse. Rousseau was not
one of those.
Now for a pleasanter task. We will talk of s virtues,—
« close at the heels of Nis vices.” As a literary man he had
no envy. While attacked and abused on all sides, he never
forgot his own honour and dignity. Voltaire, hi¢ great rival,
in his ‘histories, his romances, and his poems, was ever
aiming a blow at the Citizen of Geneva, either turning his
opinione or his person into® ridicule. Rousseau always
spoke of his talents w1th respect, and would not be tempted
to fetaliate. On the contrdry when a subscription was on
,foot for a statue to Voltaire during his life, Rousseau cheer-
fully added his name ; which unluckily threw ‘ Philoso-
phy’s Harlequin” into violent antics and contortions ; and
there was no peace in Paris till the offensive name was
erased from the list. In private life, he was never heard to
speak ill of another behind his back. Deception of any
kind was his utter abhorrence. When Madame D’ Epinay
was in her angriest mood at him, she ceuld not forbear
Paying the «compliment of saying—¢ If he gives you his
word, T believe ke may be relied on.” It is strange, if his
writings were insincere, that nothing hike imsincerity could
be dncovered in his conversation. When he believed him-
self treated: with duplicity, his indignaetion was indeed will
and inexorable ; nothing offended him so much. In his ge-
neral, mahners he- was indulgent, gentle, and unessuming.
‘Ne: one gquitteds his company withe & painful sense of infe- ¢
riority, Hjssmile is represented as bhaving been expreséive



LES CHARMETTES AND ROUSSEAU. 387
]

of great sweetness. While ho toiled hard to earn a subsist-
ence, oljserving the strictest eeonomy down tQ the minutest
arlicles, dividing his Jaalymodlcum of émall wine into equbl
portions for dinner and supper, aild compelled to forego the
pleasure of a friend at hi8 table because it was too scantily
supplied, this man—this calupnifted Rousseau—was sup-
porting an aged aunt in Switzerland.  Year after year, for a
long series of years, the renfittanges néver failed, ,A gentle-
man, travelling in her neighbourhood, heard of the circum-
stance and called upon her. “ What, Sir,”—these were her
words,—* and have you seen my Nephew? Is it indéed true
that he has no religion? Our Clergymen tell me he is an
impious man. But how can that be? It is through his kind-
ness that I am now alive. Péor old woman as I am, above
eighty years old, without him I should die, alone and ot 2
soul near me, in a garret, of cold and hunger When this
was repeated to Rousseau,®— It is a debt,” said he; “she

took charge of me when an orphan.” Thanks, M. de Musset,'

for this anecdote! You have planted an imperishable flower
in his laurel. It is a glorious burst of sunshine after all the
thunder we have herd against his name.

I sat down to write of Rousseau in his charaCter as a man,,
not as an author, Yet as some of his opinions, the moral
more than the religious, so staftling to the prejudices of the
world, have brought much odium upon his mamory, I am
willing to step forward in their ‘defense. Nor can lpasa
man myself, omit saying somethmg of his greatest work,.to
which we are all so much indebted.’

*Had he not deserted his children, in all probabi[ity we
should mever,have seen his “ Emdle.” It appears as if, not.
able to endure the pein of bmodmg over his fault,* he had.

.~ appealed to his imaginatiqn for relief; and tere, orce more®

a Tnfther, he cherished and tutored: these his dream-chxldren
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so differently from othérs, that,tshocked at the dissimilarity,
he addressed chis system to parents calling upon ghem to
act as nature not ‘as fashion bade'them. At the commencé-
ment of Emilius is a passdge in allusion to his own case,
which is extremely pathetic. After exhorting fathers to
their duty, he says—“ Nelthar poyerty, nor labour, nor res-
pect for the world, can excuse us from maintaining our
children, ang bringing them up ourselves. Yoh may believe
me, reader, that what I'say istrue. Should a person of real
sensibility neglect this duty, I may venture to predict he will
long bewail his mistake. and nothing can ever console him.” He
has been laughed at for inculcating a duty where he himself
was the greatest delinquent. How blind! Can any of these
laughers imagine a more heroi¢ action than a man proclaim-
ing his crime, not itlly, but to warn his fellow-creatures -
agdinst so miserable an‘ error? Let this production, together
with his sorrows, be received as 4n expiation. Its utility is
practlcally acknowledged by all parties, however the “ Con-
fessions of the Curate of Savoy,” and some other parts, may .
be hated by those who insist on being of a contrary creed.
As soon as it appeared a host of theologians started up, de-
nouncing vengeance against its author, hunting him from
place to place; and at Geneva, his own Geneva, it was burnt.
by the commen hangman. In this persecution the women
#wdded*no small share of irritation; for they would read the
volunses, extolled Rousse;m,. took their infants to their
bosoms, stripped off the horrid swathing clothes, treated.
them llke reasoning bemgs till they became reason-
able, and taught them love nstead of fear. After a foolish
struggle the women triumphed, as they alwayg do, over the
dogmatifms of men,—not to mention priests, who are the.
“first to yleld to suchan opposntlon, What individuals under
thirty or forty can say they may not be beholden to Roti-
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seau? Those who have straaght backs, straight limbs, un-
pinched heads, health and sound minds, ought in gratltude.
néxt to God and the cara’of their parents, to thank Jean
Jacques. Here in Italy (as far s I have seen, where the
light - heath yet shows) %wathes and a score of barbarous
customs are still in use; and ghe tonsequence is, there are
many dwarfs and a wretched crowd of deformed and help-
less creatures. On the cox'ltrary. in France and, in England
these instances are rare. That Rous€eau in’his education of
Emilius puts forth many untenable paradoxes is certain; the
wonder is there are no more. At the time he wrote, Nature
was quite a theory, and a very puzzling one. How difficult it
must have been to give a tolerable guess at what king of an
animal a little boy might turn cut, when released from hisgum-
brous and ridiculous dress, and in the hahdsof asensible tutor.
Imagine him with bag-wig and sword, embroidered coat #nd
waistcoat, knee-breeches aifd a cocked-hat; and pursued all,
day long by a coaxing and cursing nurse; with a rattle in
one hand and a rod in the other. Look at Hogalth’s prints;
or, if you suspect his full-dressed puppets of, caricature,
look at the family pictures of the last century. Yet it was
out of one of these monstrous abortions of folly and finery
that he produced that beautiful picture of Emilius at the
end of the second book. No'one was more sware of the
imperfections in his system than himself., He was conten®
to be right.in the main.. When'a gemtleman told It he
was bringing up his son like anothel Emlllm ~the answerche
received was—* Then, Sir, you do wrong.” One of the
most distinguishing features betaxeen Voltaire and Rousseau
is, that the foymer was a destroyer and nothing else; while
the latter, though he pulled down also, was still cAreful to
vbuild- up. - We may reggtd this work as a goodly and
gPuceful -piece of architecture, though some of, the minor
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parts are a little out of proportion To run this old meta-
phor out of breath, I would say it is silly to condemn the
whole fabric because a window' may have a false positién,
and a chimney-pot a faJde conclusion; or that the cornice
does not run in a true syllogism; ‘or that the pilasters may
cry out with King Lear, “ Hq! here’s three of us are sophis-
ticated!” The man who can point out these defects can
amend them. Let hith doso, ahd be thankfui.

The heaviest® charge against Rousseau’s writings is, that
they contain such descriptions as none but the most gross
mind could suggest. This word gross is often most irreve-
rently misapplied. A Bishop, who bids us fix our affections
solely on the world to come, will call all sublunary things
grosy, except the emoluments of his See and his belly.
Grossnsss is too comfrehensive, and must be reduced to its
simple signification,—pleasure without sentiment. Rous-

_Seau is never guilty of inculcatifig that in any of his works.
He iinveighs with* more than pulpit eloquence against it. I
grant he wids,voluptuous, in the best sense, which means no
more than 2 desire to be loved by all that is good and beau-
tiful. And this desire was so sublimated in his breast, that
every woman became a cruel disappointment to him.  From
youth to age he went sighing through the world, outdoing
the jest of Diogenes and his lanthorn, seeking some unat-
tainable creature—a Julia, a Clara, o a Sophia—and meet-
ing mith none but D’Epinays and D’Houpetots. Madame
Ddoupetot indeed was something; but then M. Saint-Lan-
bert was her St. Preux, and in full possession. Rousseau
cbuld not be satisfied with thinking a woman was an angel,
~—no, she must needs be an angel while he thought her a
wonmant Like his own Pygmalion, he was always forming

<fyultless Galateas, while his imagination, like a deity, amm
mated them to his wishes, +Then his enjoyment was™ “to
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describe their charms, with all the voluptuousness and
all the gelicacy of a_lover.* "« The only actual dlﬁ'erence
bitween the fabulous solftary and the real one was, un-
fortunately, that Pygmalion setms to have been willing
enough to be contented, had he found a mistress that
deserved him; whereas Roussead, whep he was really be-
loved, and even thought himself so, was sure to be made
the ruin of Mis own comfort, pantly By a distrustful morbi-
dity of temperament, and partly ptrhaps’by a fastidious
metaphysical subtlety, which turned his eye with a painful
sharpness upon the defects instead of humanities of his
fellow creatures, and made the individual answer *for the
whole mass.” We may laugh at such a man, or we magy pity
him, but it is impossible to ¢all him a libertine, Surgly he
has been confounded with his namesak® Jean Buptiste Rous~
seau, the writer of the best Fren¢h ly:‘ics, the most licentidus
epigrams, and the most pibus psalms. Had our Rousseau,
been the most gallant of rovers, yet had®Theresa been his
true and lawful wife, he would have passed far*a moderate
sort of a man and the best of husbands. The, world is a
spoiled child, will*have its own way, and likes those whe
dandle and cocker it better than its benéfactors. But his
writings! His “ Julie, ou la nouvelle Heloise !” what are we
to say to that?

Truly, our grave-heads tell ys this same ,povel-of the NeWw
Eloisa is of so immoral a tendency, tha# it ought neve™o be
put into the hands of any one younger than themselves. “ Tis
not good;” quoth Dame Qulckly, “that children should
khow any wickedness: old folke, you know, have discretion,
as they say, sand know the world.” On the other hand,
Anna Seward, like a sensible maiden, recommends & sl‘ould

& This passage ought to have been. mine. “Plague take those who anti-
cipate our articles}”—>Sec Indicators, 31st and 32nd. .,
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be read by all young men. The reason she gives is to this
effect, for [ have forgotten the preclse words: that, beyond any
other work, it proves that the most ardent love, far from
being diminished or chiled by the union of sentiment, is
the more glowing as well as the more exalted ; and therefore
it may be the means of weaning, the gay men of the town
from heartless pleasures This is good ; and Iam glad a
woman, a3 tlmes and ‘Opinions go had the codrage to write
it. Quarrel not with voluptuousness, for he who has none of
it will have something ‘infinitely worse. But here I see a
whole bench of grave-heads shake fearfully at titis doctrine,
thinking themselves in no degree the worse for having, in
their day, been guilty of a little heartlessness. There is
muchr vulgar talk against this hovel, much cant, like a dis-
tillatioh from the“las.t.U Itra review; and it may be divided
(Quarterly) into short-sighttdness, misrepresentation, impu-
.dence, and hypocri%y St. Preux is not, in the ordinary
sense of the word, - the seducer of his pupil. Truth is, he
and Julia very unintentionally seduce one another. Rather
than blame them, you must blame Nature for having formed
two congenial souls that could not be happy apart. The
fault then must lie in the factitious modes of society, which
form what is mistermed “its well being,” and which forbade
the marriage‘of these two low ing hearts; as if it were pre-
posterous for a man of no family to wed the daughter of a
Bardn, however enotmous his perriwig, or however extraor-
diffary his gold-headed cane. Rousseau was deeply im-
‘pressed with the cruclty exercised against those who “ love
not wisely but too well.” He would not let virtue die, is
we kill horses, because she had unluckily made a false step,
.and !broken hey leg. He dared to gssert,—which was much in
his tnme, and fiearly as much in ours,——that what is always
stigmatized as impure, is*sonletimes pure, and that nothing

4
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but depravity could be the rufn of anj one. Julia’s affection
for*St. )Preux was perhaps as holy (with reverence be it
spoken) as any matrimony ‘could make it ; and it is scarcely
possible to read their history witheut imagining she was di-
vorced, not from a lovef, but from a first husband. This
however cannot be said tq furnish’a bad example, for both
of them are unhappy enough, if that will make our virtuous
critics happy. She, amicit the chérishing fondness of a
crowd of friends, and beloved by Wer husband, still looks
tearfully back to the firct hour of htr love, and that without
a wish it should return; and heis for ever wretched. Be
it observed, and this I think very moral, that the®man is
here more severely punished jthan the woman, whigh still
remains a novelty, though it®ought to be otherwise. And I
must notice another point of moraliﬁy’ : We are here®taught
how a Christian and an Atheist may live in harmony nd
peace together, aye, even'as man and wife;—surely this ig
doing the bitter world some service. Besides, in Clara and
Julia, we meet with a fine generous complimenbtz; the women,
which doubtless they deserve, though it is nog often paid
them,—that thcy can love the same man and love one ano-
ther at the same time. But the greatest charm in the work
is the constant endeavour of the author to discover “ a soul
of goodness in things evil ;” as if taught this lesson by his
favourites the bees, sthat can extract hongy from pofkonoﬂs
flowers. A few more such b.oo.ks, artl the race of Misan-
thropes would be at end. Nor has he any faith in such
romantic villains as Lovelace, Blifil, young Thomhill‘, Co.t'mt
Fathom, and the rest of those bugbears of iniquity, who are
every now and then called upon to perform a little gratui-
tous villany, for the sake of heightening the interst. § The
only thing I dislike is, that St. Preux, towa$ds the'end, bes

Omes a mere puppet; and thatJulia arrives aj too high a
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pitch of female excellence. She is too wonderful, too up-
nght too buokramed, too theatrical. I get weary, of her,
and fall in love with Clara. The' hussey ETOWS saucy about
her acquirements and howsehold economy. I long to hear
she has committed another slip; of that one of her servants
has given her warnipg for spegking crossly before breakfast.
Why does not she tear her best gown, or tread her shoes
down at keel? Is it possible she never fails \n metaphy-
sics and the best of rite puddings? Give me something,
some little circumstance‘to her discredit, that I may get rid
of her cloying perfections. Quick—hurry over the leaves,
and let 48 come in at the death. Julia’s death! Ah! there
we love her once more. We fear to rustle the page as we
read ¢f all the minute circurhstances attending the last
hours of one so y!nmg, so beautiful, so beloved.  See!”
say8 the story of Addlson *“in what peace a Christian can
die!” And how? Even no more than our criminals on the
scaffold. But the' Christian Julia not only has peace; she
has so pure a«sense of gratitude to God, that she can be
cheerful to the last. “ Death,” she says, ““is of itself suffi-
ciently painful! Why must it be rendered hideous? The
care which others throw away in endeavouring to prolong
their lives, I will employ in enjoying mine to the last
moment. Shall I make a hospital of my apartment, a scene
of* disgust and trouble, when my last «care ought to be to
assente in it all those who are most dear to me?” So the
curtuins are gracefully looped back she orders fresh flowers

 to be placed on the chimney-piece; her friends and chil-
drén dine and sup at her bed-side; while she, “just as il
full health, calm and resigned, talked with the same good-
sense nd the same spirit; puttmv on, now and then, an air
of serenity appreaching even to spughtlmens.
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Orthodox people,—I meag people of all sorts of ortho-
doxies (except mme) are fond of attributing bad exits to
the heterodox,—-nay, evepof throwing their death-beds *at
the heads of one another. I wWigh they would be content
with copying the smooth decency of departures like this,
and let their animosities die ag well.

CARLONE.
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WHENEVER the Ancients were about to commence any
important undertaking, they were ‘extremely attengive to the
omens which preceded it; and if any disagreeable sight, or
any painful sound, obtruded itself, they desisted from their
attempts, and waited for a more propitious opportusity.

Plutarch tells us, that on one occasion the electiors of the
Consuls at Rome was set aside, bega.use’ some rats fiad .been
heard to squeak during the tinle of pqlling. Now, although
a rat is an odious animal, this seems to be going a little teo
far ; for, if that principle were introduced into our law of
Parliament, and if all returns were to be set side, whenever
a rat had taken a part in the election, it is quite clear that
no Representatives would ever be duly chosgn, and that we
should linger out a wretched state of untaxed existence, ina
most deplorable destitution of distress-warrants, and utterly
abandoned by excisemen and collectors. *e

But happily there is no reason to apprehend that e shall
ever be given up to such a frightful %olitude, this (faicacy
of the Romans being only a piege of religious superstition,
and we are now, as is sufficiently obvious, quite free from
‘superstitions of every kind.

It may be worth while, notwithstanding, to con.sidz‘ how
far the attention paid by the Ancients to omens .is orthy
of imitation, not on swperstitious grouncls, for in this age
‘any revival of superstition ntust *be quite hopejess, but be-
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cause in all things first impressmns are of no small import-
ance: to some ,men they are every thmg, to all men, they
are much. ,

As for example, in the study of Greek who can say that
his zeal is not somewhat abated by the recollection of what
were his feelings when he' wgs first introduced to what is
called a great Grecian? He had been doubtless often told,
that of all ;studies this'is the most important: * Above all
things, Greek!” hud oftet. been inculcated, and he naturally
expected to see in such a character somewhat of the original
bnghtness of what, he had been assured, was above all
things bright.

And what did he see? A great Grecian. A voluminous
wig clofted with powder and pomatum, surmounting a pim-
pled and greasy face, which expressed all that is disgusting
in glossness, sullen in tyrar .ny, and despicable in servile
meanness ; whilst it hung broodixtg over a rusty black coat
and waistcoat, of a more barbarous structure than is com-
monly deemed,consistent even with those barbarian vest-
ments, the apparel of a stomach strutting out with the bold
projection of an Alderman’s, but wanting that generous
sweep of flowing outline;—to say nothing of the wide
buckled shoes, the grey stockmgs, and the breeches be-
grimed with snuff.

And when he tarried with the Grecjan, and found him
vulgamin mind, bruta! in manners; for ever wallowing in
the base sensualities of inordinate eating; always muzzy in
a middle state, with too little temperance to keep sober, and
with too little spirit to get. drunk outright;—when he
found that he was a man, who never touched upon the
substahtia’ beauties of the language but dwelt in the
quantities of doubtful vowels, in thé diversities of unsettled
dialects, and in the various.readings of unimportant words =
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and that even this was not for the parpose of teaching, butin
order to insnare ; that he might at any moment find apretext
{o cut his victim to shrells with the tod, and thys appease
the malignity of his mind and the crudities of his stomach;
—since it is under a Gdvernment so truly paternal that the
first impressions are received, thé wonder is, not that so little
relish for this language in general remains, but that it is ever
any thing else than an objéct of abholrence ;—it aJmost seems
as if it was in revenge for our sufferings’in this branch of
education, that we are so nearly unanimous in endeavourmg
to retain eunder the legitimate sway of the Turks the de-
scendents of the great Grecians, the prototypes ofthose, by
whose hands we smarted in the days of our boyhoog.

Be this as it may, we aretoo apt to forget that wg owe to
Greece the invention of all things ; df all that is great, of all
that is good, of all that is lovely, of ,all that is agreedble;
and, amongst other agreedble things, of novels. .

The first Greek novel was written in the time of Alexan-
der the Great; it has perished, and all we know of it is, that
it was of the marvellous cast. This was followed by several
of what may be talled the French school, of a warm com-
plexion ; they are now no more, and all that remains besides
their names is the tradition that, like some others of that
school, they were a little too"warm. .

Then sprung up g great crop of erotig, or amator;fwnﬁts,
who flourished, as is conJectt.xred in ¢he fifth century=of the
Christian ®ra; of whose works some have been published,
some have been lost, and others still remain in MSS.. in'pub-

*lic libraries. * Seges eroticonum, seculi quinti, partim elita,
partim depepdita, partim e bibliothecis adhuc expromenda.” The
prince of these is Longus, who has deservedly gairled the
title of  Suavissimus,” the sweetest of writkrs ; he is a more
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pure and simple sophistthan anp of the rest, but he is still-a
sophist. -

There are perhaps né hooks in the world of any ment lesﬁ
read, than ““ Longus the Sephist’s four Books of Pastorals
concerning Daphnis and Chloe.” It®would be a humourous,
but by no means a light penange, if the penitent were en-
joined to wander about the land, until he could find some
one to absplve him, who was adquainted with' these four
books. A certain schola., who was, as sometimes happens,
much admired by his owr university in his day, and by no
one else at any other time, upon being asked if he had read
Longus, answered : ““ Longus! O yes, Longus. I know Lon-
gus; he wrote a book in queer, crampt, crabbed Greek. I
know Longus.” The penitent' é@imself, however foot-sore,
could herdly satisfgr ltis conscience with absolution pro-
nounced in this form, at'least if he had read one sentence
of our author. ' e

" A learned man resembles the unlearned in nothing« more
(although the Jikeness is in many respects very striking)
than in his unwillingness to say, I know nothing about the
matter, even when this may be said without at all violating
the truth. )

In order to keep up this resemblance, some learned men
have written that the Pastoralia, which are manifest prose,
aresin verse: and the editors of the Encyglopedia Britannica,
by divading the title af the ‘book, have made it into two
works : they teach us, that « L;mgus is the author of a book
entitled Pemenica, or Pastorals, and a, romance, containing
the ‘loves of Daphnis and Chjoe.” A book-making trick,:
which we should hardly have looked for in the editors of an
Encyc‘)pedm

*In pallition ofjthese, and of many other mistakes, which
might be em:merated it may he alleged that the book is«
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very scarce; that, a]thougk it may be met with in public
hbran?s, it is rarely to be found in private hands. One,
who affected the singulagity of being the possessoy, of a cdpy,
sought for it in vain in the cathlogues of, at least, ten or
twelve of the principal booksellers in London : one of them,
however, it must be owned, had’ the bgok in his catalogue,
although not in his library. An edition, printed at Leipsic
in 1777, wds at last procu'red, whicl} shewed that this dearth
prevailed as well on the Continen® as ir® England; for the
editor, M. B. G. L. Boden, a learned Professor of Poetry,
complains that he had long been desirous to publish this
book himself, but had sought in vain for a copy for that
purpose: he tells us, that hfi formed that wish, because for
a long period of time it had been recommended aggin and
again to the common admiration ‘of smankind by many
learned men, whom he names.s Lzbcr communi admirationt
sat diu a Politianis, Mubretis, Barthm, Scaligeris, flnllergs,
Christiis, Hereliis, etiam atque etiam comntendatus.”

From this scarcity we should hardly have Supposed that
there are nine or ten different editions in existence; but of
some of them a small number of copies were printed ; others
were in an expensive form, and therefore probably their sale
was very limited. A splendid edition published at Paris,
with plates from designs by’the Duke of Orleans, was of
course expensive,, and besndes a few copies only ®ere
struck off. . -

The sight of a dear friend who has been unexpeotedly
rescued from death, is dehqhtful to the eyes, and the narra-
tive of his escape is above allsthings interesting. Where $hall
we find mpre dear, more faithful friends, than the Greek
writers? How many of them have perished misefably, even
in sight of land (like gome of their worshipper® who also

* carried away with them toe lasge a portion 2f that scanty
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remnant of virtue, which as yet remained to our poverty)
and to what fiightful hazards have most of the sufvivors
beeh expoged, before the art of prifting brought salvation td
letters. o

On this account few curiosities afe more agreeable than
the editio princeps of a Gréek,book. The first edition of
Longus is extremely scarce. It is a small thin quarto,
Printed at Elorence, in 1598, ou:,'as it is expréssed in the
title-page, and, ad far a% respects the numerals, somewhat
quaintly, “ Florentie, apud Philippum Junctam M D IIC.”
As is-com.monly the case with these primitive preductions,
its simplicity is uncorrupted by the impurities of a Latin
transla tjon, nd it has only a few notesat the end, and a short
dedicatpry preface by Raphael Columbanius. The prefaces
of first editions muxt aiways be read with interest, as they
contdin a public acknowledgment of that superior excel-
lence in the author, which’ induced some meritorious per-
sons, aiways at a cbnsiderable expense, and too ofter with
a great loss, to secure to us, by means of the press, the per-
petual possesgion of inestimable treasures. It may be worth
while, therefore, to hear what reasons Columbanius has to
offer for saving the life of the sweetest of writers; they are
these: «“ Having myself attentively read the Pastorals of Lon-
gus, and having: also persuaded several learned men to read
thefti, the author seemed so delightful to 91l of us, as well on
accoumof the purity and elegance of his language, as of the
gaiety of his subject, that we could not help thinking we
should be guilty of no small offence, if we did not all in our
power to .prevent such a work remaining any longer in con- '
cealmept : more especially as I well knew that many scho-
lars wete riost anxious that it should be published.”

“ Que dim dilifenter legissem, et cum doctis sand viris lectio=
nem sllam cmm%sm, ita nobis arridere ceepit hic auctor, '
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tum ob sermonis puritatem qtque elegantiam, tum ob materie
fesmctatem, ut prope facinus ‘nos admissuros fyisse duzerimus si
( 9uantum in nobis esset ) Bujusmodi opus diutius in tenebn! de-
litesceret : preser tim, cum sciret yillud a studiosis vehementer
desiderari.” L
Another specimen of the gditions, of which only a limited
number of copies were printed, is a neat little volume in
12mo., eqdally undefiled®by Imtin® or disfigurgd by notes,
the pages of which are ruled with briglt red lines, like a
Prayer-book or Testament. The» benevolent reader is ad-
dressed m a short preface by Lud. Dutens, who ungene-
rously printed at Paris, in 1776, only 200 copies, shut gene-
rously distributed 100 of these to his private friends.
Another of the expensive class is a quarto, begutifully
printed at Parma, in the luscious typewf Bodoni. s
There is an old translation info English, and one *more
modern (London, 1804, 12mo.) by Mr. Le Grice; the old
Freneh translation by Amyot, is much *esteemed ; and there
are two, or three, into Italian. ‘ o’
Some elegant examples from Longus are introduced in
« A Grammar of*the Greek Tongue on a New Plan,” which
Mr. Jones has contrived to make an amusing book, although
a grammar ; and he has also contrived, which is no common
merit in a grammar, to be abused by the Q}narterly Review,
the rule of right, py which we, the pgople of Englant, at
present form our taste and our morals ; together wite some
little assistance from certain Annua,l Journals and Daidy An-
nals ; for by such congruous names these great masfers of
* language designate their oracular volumes. "o
* Of many of the ancients but little is known; of Longus
literally nothing ; even Bayle, who can tell us ®vefy thing
about every body, cap tell us nothing Yebout him. Ris
* highly creditable to the Sephist, that we ﬁnd'nothing about
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himself in his book ; this savours of honest antiquity, when
a man, who undertook to write 6f Daphnis and Chloe, cou'd
keep faith, and actually write of them and of them only;
whereas we moderns discoyrse ‘about ourselves, our wives,
our digestion, our own narrow noticns concerning politics
or religion,—about any thing, iq short, but our subject.

Nor ‘do any of his contemporari'es, if he ever had any,
which is by no means <lear, give us any accouat of him:
from this general cilence {unless we suppose that he inha-
hited the world alone, in which case he could not do any
great misthief) we may infer with tolerable certainty, that
he must have been an excellent man; because we may be
sure that his neighbours would not have proclaimed his vir-
tues, or have been so unneighbourly as to have kept silence
respecti'x‘).g his faults, or even his weaknesses, if he had
any. - T

But commentators must needs comment upon every thing;
they can permit nothing to rest in peace, not even the me
mory of the dead. There is one incredible thing,—more ir
credible than'all that is contained in Pal@phatus, who wrote
a book expressly concerning incredible things,—and that is,
the - indefatigable industry with ‘which these men have
brought together, for the sole purpose of blocking up the paths
to knowledge,-huge masses of rubbish, in comparison with
which the pyramids of Egypt shrink into, insignificanice.

Let.»s hear,in a few words, what Peter Moll, a Doctor of
Laws and a Professor of Greek, narrates at some length in
an edition of Longus, published by himself, in 1660, with
some of these learned notes: gnd it is no very aggravated
instance of. one of the incursions of those barbarians, by
which t?he republic of letters has taken so much detriment.

. dle boas's that,{after much research%he has been so fortu~
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naté as to make the three followmg valuable discoveries :—
First, that Longus is a Latin word, and that the Romans
msed 4o call a man, who hgppened to be taller than hig neigh-
bours, not only Longurio (which Dr. Ainsworth translates
“a long gangrel, a tall, long, sfim fellow,”) but that they
would sometimes even call sych a person Longus. Se-
condly, that one John Funck says, that in the year U. C.
749, there yas at Rome a«consyl naped Longus, and that he,
for any thing that appears to the gontrary, was a very taH
man. Thirdly and lastly, that in the times of Arcadius and
Honorius there lived somewhere in Egypt four bmthers, all
monks, who were severally called Longus, as John Funck
sees no reason to doubt, on account of the unusual procenty
of their bodies. o'

It is easy to imagine, that a truly,learned man pay, with
his wife’s permission, have a gson ,tbut it is not so easy to
believe that a truly learned man can ®ver have a fortune to
leave to that son : let him, however, as ,the next best thiny,
leave him on his death-bed this piece of advace :—* Never,
my dear Boy, never read a note on any pretence what-
ever.’

It would be very desirable to give some idea of the Pasto-
ralia, if it were possible for a curious person to get an idea
of a work of the least meritsor originality in any other way
than by reading it himself. What is this WOrk -Itds &
Pastoral Romance.” What is it like 2—TIt is like the Aminta
of Tasso, the Paul and Virginia of St. Pierre, the tales of
shepherds which Cervantes has scattered about in his Don

. Quixote : but it is different from all these ; it is muchdet-
ter. How is it better ?—The'reader will like it better.

Why we’like one thing better than another, has not yet
been discovered ; let,us therefore read tbe books we like
,best, and do the thingd. we like best; at least for the pre-
sent, until some of our Scotch friends find oub the why and

. AA
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the wherefore, which they assure us they are in a fair way
for doing. ‘

J¢ can never be supposed, that what is called an argu-
ment will give any idea of a book; besides, whenever a
new play makes its appearance, the mewspapers next morn-
ing hang out its skeleton ; if however any one’s taste be so
incurably anatomical, that he is not satiated by the shocking
frequency of these chirurgicel exhibitions, but must have a
dry preparation, let him.instantly repair to Mr. Dunlop’s
History of Fiction, where he will find the story stripped
most carefally of its integuments. .

There can be no great harm in arranging, as in a play.
the names and characters of the several personages who ap-
pear in the course of the novel: it will be much shorter
than an gbstract of the story, which the reader will in some
degree be enabled to make out for himself, and he will find
it a more amusing course than the,rigid mode of drying an
argument. The bilk of the supposed play is as follows :—

DRAMATIS PERSON .

’ TUE MEN. )
Lauoxy, a goatherd, the adoptive father of Daphnis.
Dxranis.
DIkyas; a shepherd, the adoptive father 6f Chloe.
Bomoo, 2 herdsma.lf a suitor of Chloe,
Bmu‘us, an old herdsman.
Bnuxrs, a Methymnzan general
Hmusvs, a Mitylenwman general.
DIONYSOPIIANES, the landlord and master of Lamon, and the real father of’

baphms

Evupronus, a servant of Dionysophanes.
Laxris, a suigor of Chloe. v
AszrLus; son,of Dnon‘sophanes
GNaTio, a parasite, the companion of Aztylm
%zqnc:.ns? the real father of Chloe.
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uu: wonEX,

CuLoE.

»Lycakium, (the yount wife of an old lmslmndm'm) who txka an active

part in the education ofbaphms..
CLEARISTA, the wife of Dlonysophancs, *and mother of Daphnis.
MynraLE, the wife of Larmon.
Ruobr, the wife of Megacles,and aotlier of Chjoe.
Narr, the wife of Dryas.

Pan, the Ny:nphs, Tyrian Pirat.c's, Shdpherds, Suitors of Chloe, and Mithyr

nxzan Youths. bt ’
The Scene is at Mitylene, and in the gdjoining country in the Island of
. Lesbos. . .

The most grave objection that has been brought agaiust
Longus, is that of Peter Dapicl Huet, Bishop of Avranches,
who asserts that this work 1% so indecent, that the manwho can
read it without blushing must of necessRv be a cynit. “ Opus
aliogui tum obscanum est, ut qifi sine rybore legat, eum Cynicum ¢
esse necesse est.” What kind of a cvnic or what kind of a
phildsopher a French bishop may be, it'is not easy to guess:
but bishops in all countries are such an ingenuous, shame-
faced race, that there ure, notwithstanding, mgny good hooks
which they are not much inclined to rend. |

Others of the great and good, or what is precisely the same
thing, of those who are the best paid for londly proclaim-
ing that they belong to those disting ouishtd orders, hzwe

' spoken of it with abhorrence, aud called it fnl’dlv—no doubt

with perfect sincerity ; as a Scotch Pdy once atﬁrme'ﬁ that
she abhorred *“ the filthy practice of smearing the boﬂJ a.ll
over with fresh spring-water.” .

The work being professeddy erotic, and treating soldy of
love, it is,a little umcawonablc to expect from an ancient,
that he should cautiously abstain from uttering a smvle Q‘l-
lable on that subject : *had he been a modetn, the base, to be
® sure, would have becn widdly different.
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The 10th and 11th chapters of the 3rd Book, “ quand il
Sait commettre « Daphnis une infidelit¢ var ignorancc” (to
adopt a happy French expression) many persons will doubt-
less think themselves‘obligéd to censure. But the fault,
after all, lies in the very objectidnabfe mode which Nature
has adopted for continuing the vpecies: had the world been
created in a highly civilized age like the present, we cannot
doubt that ihese things' would have been placgd upon a
much better footing. We should, in that case, be as happy

88 many of ‘the early Chrnstians were, who, in the days of
-the‘.‘“ apologist, Minucius Felix, as he informs us, enjoyed a
perpetua.' “Virginity, « virginitate perpetué fruuntur;” and
shewed tlierein as much good taste as a gentleman con-
nected with the admin'l.istration " exhibited, “ who always
enjoyed a bad state of health,” as the late lamented Lord
Londonderry, in imitation perhaps of this very passage, clas-
sically cbserved. '

Another objection, more difficult to answer, is brdught
by Bayle, who complains that Chloe is too free of her
kisses,  la Be-gere de Longus accorde des baisers trop prompt-
ement.” The ohjection that « there was too much kissing
in it,” was once made to that truly German Pastoral, the
Death of Abel, by an ingenioys young Quaker—(may the

, Socjety of Friends pardon the incautious expression )—by
an ingenious young person, who was at that period of life
when, if he had not been a Quaker, he might without im-
proprLiety have been called young. This undue promptitude
must indeed be exceedingly offensive, if it can displease
even Protestant Dissenters, wuno are uniformly remarkable
for their egotic propensities.

But there is yet another objection made by the same
Huet, which is a greater fault than the former: “ Pgjus
ctiam vitium . est,” says the' Right Reverend Bishop; it is



LONGUS. T 859

much worse than that cypical indecency which made the
good father blush in such 2 distressing manner. What can
this #e? What bt tho perverse and preposterous conduct
of the story, which absurdly begins with the mfancy of the
hero and heroine, and capnot stop at their marriage, but
goes on and on, to tell abouts their children and their old:
age. “ Pejus etiam vitium est perversa et prapostera operis
aconomia. » A Pastorum *cunalulis , ineplé ordityr, et vir in
corum nupliis desinit: ad ebrum usgue libeyps. imo et senectutein
sud narraiione progreditur.” Uppn which Bayle jeeringly
remarks,,* C’est sortir entieremment du vrai carac®re dg cette
espéce d’écrits. 11 les faut finir au jour des noces, et se taire sur
les suites du marriage. Une /:er ine de Roman grosse et actou-
chée est un étrange personnage.”

This is certainly an abomination »buj is it trued Is the
conduct of the story so pervegse &nd preposterous? Does
it begin so absurdly with the cradfes and infancy of the
partigs ?  The author proposes to tells the history of two
foundlings :—is it very unreasonable then tq find them first ?
Is not this rather a very legitimate application of the old
rule, “ first catch your hare?” In two shorf chapters (the
work consists of 98) he despatches the infahcy, he gets rid
of the cradles, which are so odious to the Bishop ; and in
the very last chapter of the work the lovers are married.
Their living to a great age, or having any chnl;iren, is mrerely
mentioned mcldentally That the gccusation of thessupe-
rior indecency of the book ‘is as unfounded as the gyeater
crime of the preposterous cortduct of the story, will be
easily divined after this specimen of ecclesiastical ‘criticism.

It will perhaps be asked, are not the eiotic writers in 2
bad taste?’ Are they not full of-absurdit is? In literature, as
in the arts, there are a few works, perhapsy some Ralf do"en,
» in which there is not any tlpng that we wish to be otherwise
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thad it is ; and we are uniformly delighted and surprised to
find that every part is, not only as 1tought to be, but far bet-
ter tkan we could possibly have imagiped.  The middle class
consists of productnons some passages of which afford us
great pleasure, whilst 6thers displease; although in general
we cannot tell how to remedy what we feel is offensive or
not satisfactory. The ‘lowest class where we find few or no
beauties, and, perpetual fanlts which® we are certain' we could
never have committed, and-could easily remedy, ought to be
forthwith remitted to our friend the trunk-maker.

It iz not pretended that any of the erotic writers, even
Longus himself, are to be placed with the immortols, who
occupy the first rank ; but they certainly all deserve a high
station amon«rst the heroes in the second ; for few books
afford thewreader greater pleasure, and their faults, which it
canno be dissembled are fany, most commonly are such as
we are sensible do exist, but carnot clearly sec how to
rec‘iify. '

‘We must bedr,in mind likewise, that they treat chiefly of
love, which is a delicate subject ; for making love, it should
seem, is not a “mere mechanical operation, like making hay.
The spectator ié rarely satisfied when he sees it made on
the stage, even by those who are estecmed by the best
judges as artists. in their line. It has been conjectured, that
this % because.:every man has a way of his own which he
censiders the most perfect, afid is therefore very intolerant
on thig subject. But is not Longus in a bad taste? Let us
first agree in what kind of tdste this little ode is written:—

% Voi, freschi ventcelli,
Spirate dolcemente ;
Voi, limpidi ruscelli,

{Scorfete soavemente ; .,
Voi, delicati fiori, ,
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Intorno a k.l crescete ;
Voi, ninfe, e voi, pastori,
aciti jf pie movete ;
In questa valle ombrosa
La mja Filli riposa.” -

To give a clear idea, of ¢he’peculigr style of the erotic
writers, wh.lch i8 ')l‘tlﬁcml but yet very agreeable, by any
general description, is m;poss‘ble' to enter mto minutg
details, and to say that the strlicture &f the sentence is
governed by the principle of asdigning this place to the
adjective’and that to the verb, and that a period uBually
consists of so many members, arranged according to such
and such rules, would be igsufferably tedious, asd would
most probably fail of attaining the eud proposed. As pecu-
liarities consist altogether in mapner, they can only be
scized by actual observation. * .

In return for the pleasure derived from works of fancy,
and ifdeed from almost all our amusements, we must make
some pretty liberal concessions: we must bear with a great
deal that is unnatural ; we must tolerate many absurdities,
acquiesce in improbabilities, and sometimes even concede
what is impossible ; we must allow a certain distance to the
juggler, and permit him to be inaccessible on the rear, and
strongly entrenched on the ﬂanks we must,be content to

" view the perspective of a painting from.one point only,
consider a motionless statue ,as a flyific Mercury; to sdPpose
that the hero of an opera is soliloquizing in a perfect soli-
tude, although every word gives preternatural dctmty to
* the elbows of fifty fiddlers pand, in spite of ourselves, to
feel drowsy during the ballet, in sympathy with the heroine,
who, by a fiction of the theatre, sleeps sc:undly h o kem-
pipe.

* If the reader should thuik the demands of Longus rather
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high, he must remember ‘that his fare is good ; and although
some articles mgy at first seem extm\agant when he be-
comes a little accustomed to his ‘ways, he will find that'
on the whole he is not unréasonable.

It has always been usual, in giving aft account of any author
in an unknown tongue, to offe, by, way of specimen, some
translations. Thisis a cruel practice ; but cruel as it is, it must
be complied-with, If th® mdrit of a work is sup[;bsed to be
comprehended in a*thousdhd particulars, nine hundred and
ninety-nine and three quasters of these will always consist
in thé peculiar manner of the writer, which df course
cannot bé translated. What is called a free translation,
when it ,is not a cloak for ignorance, is an attempt to
improve upon the thing translated, and is consequently high
treason dgainst the autﬁor for which the literary reputa-
tion of the translator ought to*be hanged, drawn, and quar-
tered. [Every one who is not harlened in his doings into
English, will, when compelled to translate, throw himself
upon the reader’s mercy, and cry, “I have been literal.”
As a Form of ,Prayer for persons in that unhappy situation
has never been drawn up, the following is submitted to their
consideration at least, until a more approved one is sub-
stituted by authority :—

“ Gentle Reader, I have brougbt this delicate piece of
workmanslup ihto England out of Greece, by long journies
over Bad roads. True it is, that the fmest parts have been
shakeii off, and are altogether lost; that the sharp edges are
worn and broken; that the masterly joinings are gaping
through shocks and joltings; that the colours have faded and
changed; and that the exquisite polish has every “vhere dis-
appesred: ‘this is but too true, as yoy perceive; but such
as it remains, it is ‘the v cry identical piece which I received
at Athens. I have made no judicious alterations ; not one
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1mprovement I have neither ‘pamted, gilded, nor varnished.
Leave me to lament over this 'mvoluntary havoc, and spare
ydur repfroaches.” °* ' o .
The 3d and 4th Chapters of the 2d Book have been se-
lected as the most propey to make an example of : they are
as follows :— . _
Chap. 3—“An old man came to thém, clothed with a
frock, shod with sandals, farnished yith a scrip, and that
scrip an old one. He sat down haside them, and spoke
thus :—“J am, my children, the old man Philetas; I, who
have many.times sung to these nymphs, who hate many
times piped to that Pan, who have led many a herd pf oxen
by my music alone. I come to you, torelate what I have
seen, to tell what I have heaed. 1 have a garden, th.e. work
of my own hands, which I have cultigated ever since I
ceased to tend the flocks on accourft of old age. It pro-
duces, according to each season, whatever the seasons bear:
in spring, roscs, lilies, the hyacinth, and beth the violets ; in’
summer, poppies, pears, and all kinds of apples; now,
grapes, and figs, and pomegranates, and green myrtle-ber-
ries. In this garden flocks of birds assemble in the morning;
some to feed, some to sing; for it is overspreading and
shady, and watered by three fountains: if the hedge were
taken away, it would secem to®be a wood. When I went
into the garden yesterday about noon, I saw a bpy under the
pomegranate-trees and myrtles, ‘carrying pomegranatesand
myrtle-berries; he was fair as milk, and golden-haired as
fire, and fresh as one lately bathell; he was naked, he was
alone, and he was sporting as j{f he had been pluckihg frait
in his own garden. I hastened towards hin: to lay hold of
him, fearmg lest in his rudeness he should break the my.rtles
and-the pomegranate-trcel. But he escaped me lightly antt
ca.sily—-sométinies running yuder the rose-bushes, some-
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times hiding himself under the;poppies, like a young par-.
tridge. ,

¢ Often, have I had much troyble in pursuing sucking
kids, often have I toiled in‘running after new-born calves ;
but this was an ever-varying and unattainable labour. Being
weary, for I am old, andresting, upon my staff (watching
him meanwhile that he might not escape) I enquired to
whom of gy neighbous he belonged, and what he meant
by gathering fruit. in anuther man’s garden? He made no
answer, but, standing beside me, he smiled softly, and pelted
me <with myrtle-berries. I know not how it was, but he
soothed mme so that I could no longer be angry. I implored
him therefore to come within reach, and to fear nothing;
and I gwore by the myrtles, thay T would let him go, that T
would give him apples and pomegranates, and would per-
mit him always to gathel‘ the fruit and pluck the flowers, if
I could obtain from him one single kiss. At this he laughed
heartily, and said in a voice, such as no swallow, no night-
ingale, no swan (a bird as long-lived as myself) could utter—

It is no trouble to me to kiss you, Philetas, for I desire
to be kissed even more than you desire to be young: but
pray consider, would this favour be suitable to your years?
For your old age would be of no avail to deter you from
following me, after you bhad gotten one kiss. I am difficult
to be overtaken by. a hawk, and by an exgle and by any bird
that'is swifter even them these. I am not a child; and al-
though I seem to be a child, yet am I older than Saturn, than
all Tlme itself. I knew you, when in early youth you used
to feed awnde-~preadmg heré in yonder marsh, when you
loved .Amaryllis : but you did not see me, although I used
to stand ¢lose by the girl. However, 1 gave her to you, and
now yout sons are good herdsmen.and good husbandmen.
At present 1 tend Daphnis amd Chloe, and when T have
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brought them together in the, morning, I come into your
garden and please myself with the flowers and 'plnnts, and T

bathe in these fountaink. On this account the flowers ‘and

plants are beautiful, for they are wyatered from my baths.
See now whether any one of your plants is broken, whether

any fruit has been gathered, whether any flower-root has

been trodden down, whether any fountain is troubled. And

I say farcwell o the only one®of men, who in his ol¢ age has .
seen this child”” With these wordsdfe sprang like a young

nightingale upon the myrtles, and passing from branch to

branch, he orept through the leaves up to the top.® I saw

his wings upon his shoulders, and I saw a little bow be-

tween the wings and the shgulders; and then I saw no

longer cither them or him. @ .

¢ Unless I have borne these gray haifs imn vain, and ¥nless
asI grow older I become more foolieh'vou are dedicated fo
Love, and Love has the care of you.”

Chap.*4,—“They were quite delighted, as if they bad
heard a fable, not a history; and they inquirgd, ¢ What is
Love, whether a boy or abird, and what power has he ?’
Philetas answered :* ¢ My Children, Love is a god, young
and beautiful and winged ; he thereforc delights in youth,
follows after beauty, and gives wings to the soul. And he
has more power than Jove. H& governs the alemcnts, he
gdverns the stars; hg governs his peers the Gods. * Yo
have not so much power over the goats and sheep. The flow-
ers arc all the work of Love; the:(, plants are his produc-
tions. Through his influence the rivers flow and the winds
breathe. 1 remember a bull ovgrcome by love, and he bel
lowed as if he had been stung by a gad-fly ; and a he-goat
enamoured of a she-goat, und he followed her everywhere.

¢“<¢Even I have been yopng, and 1 was in 18ve with Ama-
ryllis. I remembered not food, Isought not after drink, I
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took no sleep. My soul grieved ; my heart palpitated ; my
body was chilled. I cried af if beaten; I was silent as if
dead. I thréw myself into the xivers cs if burning.: Icalled
upon Pan to help: me, for he loved Pitys : I blessed the echo
for repeating after me the name of Amaryllis: I broke my
reeds, for they could chgrmm my oxen but could not bring
Amaryllis. : <o

¢ ¢There is no curc for Love, that is either t» be drunken,
or to be §wallow:ed, og to be uitered in incantations, except
only a kiss, an embrace, and unrestrained caresses.’




ON THE SCOTCH CHARACTER.
(4’ Frogment,)

- TaE Scotch nation are a body-corpbrate., They hang to-
gether like a swarm of bees. I domnot know how it may be
among themselves, but with us they are all united’ as ene
man. They are not straggling individuals, but embodied,
formidable abstractions—deterpined personifications of the
land they come from. A Scotchman gets on in the world,
because he is not one, but many. He moves in hinfself a
host, drawn up in battle-arrays and armed at all poirits
against all impugners. He #s a double existence—he stands,
for himstlf and his country. Every Scotciiman is bond and
surety for every other Scotchman—he thinks nething Scotch
foreign to him. If you see a Scotchman in the street, you
may be almost sure’it is another Scotchman he i is arm in arm
with; and what is more, you may be sure they are talking
of Scotchmen. Begin at the Arctlc Circle, and they take
Scotla.nd in their way back. Plant the foot of the compasses
in the meridian, ands they turn it by degzees to Edina’s
darling seat”—true as the needje to the'Pole. If you hapffen
to say it is a high wind, they say there are high winds®in
Edinburgh. Should you mention Hampstead or Highgat.e,
thiey smile at this as a local prejudice, and remind you of the
Calton Hill. , The conversation, wanders and is nmpemnent,
unless it hangs by this loop. It “ runs the great cxrcle,-nd‘
is still at home.” You would think there was no otheér place
if the world but Scotland, bit that they strive fo convince
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you at every turn of its superjority to all other places. No-
thing goes down but Scotch Magazines and Reviews, Scotch
airs, Scotch bravery, Scotch hespitality, Scotch névels, dnd
Scotch lagic. Some onc the ether day at a literary dinner
in Scotland apologized for allvding to the name of Shakespear
80 often, because he was rnot: a Scotcllman What a blessing
that the Duke of Wellmgton was not a Scotchman, or we
should never have heatrd the laSt of him! Even Sir Walter
Seott, I understand, ta'ks of the Scotch Novels in alt com-
panies; and by waving the title of the author, is at hherty
tosepels the subjeet ad infinitum.
. Lisncahagoe in Smollett is a striking and langhable picture
of this national propensity. He maintained with good dis-
cretipn and method that oat-cikes were better than wheaten
hread, and that she ir of the old town of Edinburgh was
sweet and salubrious. ' He-was a favourable specimen of the
_class—acute though pertinaciow, pleasant but wrong.# In
gane;'al, his counirymen only plod on with the national cha~
vacter fasteded behind them, looking round with wary eye
and warning voice to those who would pick aut a single ar-
ticle of their precious charge; and are as drawling and trou-
blasome as if they were hired by the hour to disclaim and
exemplify all the vices of which they stand accused. Is this
repulsive egotism peculiar to them merely in their travelling
cn'paci‘ty,-when they have to make their, way among strangers,
antl are jealous of the honour of the parent-country, on which
they have ungraciously turned their backs? So Lord Ers-
Kine, after -an absence of fifty years, made an appropriate
eulogy on the place of his birth, and having traced the feei-
ing of patriotism in himself to its source in that habitual

* Some persons have aserted that the Seotch have no humour. It is in
wain to set up this ples, sinee Smellett 'was a Scotchman.
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attachment which all wandermg tribes have to their places
.of fixed residence, turned bis horses’ heads towards England
—-mnd furewell sentinfent ! . ’

The Irish and others, wlw come.and stay among us, how-
ever full they may be of the sume prejudice, keep it in a
great measure to themselves, andsdo not vent it in all com-
panies and on all occasions, p.ropel or improper. The na-
tives of the sister-kingdon? in pamﬁular rather cut then'
country like a poor relation, are shy of bping seen in one
anothcr’s company, and try to soften down the brogue into a
natural gengility of expression. A Scotchman, on%he aon-
trary, is never easy but when his favourite subject isetarted,
treats it with unqualified breadth of accent, and seems assured
that every one clse must bees fond of talking of Scotland

and Scotchmen as he is. * . ’

Is it a relic of the ancicent system ot” clcmsln'p And are the
Scotch pitted against all the rest of the world, on the  same,
principle that they formerly herded and banded together under
some chosen leader, and harried the neighboyfing district?
This scems to be the most likely solution. A feelmg of antipa-
thy and partisanship, of offensive and defensive warfare, may
be considered as necessary to the mind of a Scotchman, He
is nothiug in himself but as he is opposed to or in league with
others. He must be for or against somcbody. He must
have a causc to fight for; a point to carry jn argumcm:. Ne
is not an unit, but an aggregate; lie is nwt a link, but a cha#ta,
He belongs to the regiment. I should hardly call a Scoteh-
man conceited, though there is often something that bordcrs
strongly on the appearance of . He has (speakmg in the
lump) no personal or mdmdual prctensions. He is not
proud of hnmsclf but of bemg a Seotchman. He ha8 no.c
istence or excellence except what he desives Yrom sdme ex-
ternal accident, or shares witk some body of men. Heisa
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Brunonmn, a Gaméroman, a Jacobite, a Covenanter; he is
of some party." he espouses s8me creed, he'is great in some
dontroversy, he was bred in somt, University, has attended a
ceértain course of lestures,*understands Gaelic, and upon oc-
casion wears the }fighland dress.« An Englishman is satis-
fied with the character of his country, and proceeds 1o set
up for himself; an Irishman despairs of that of his, and leaves
it to shift for itself; & Scotchmin pretends to ‘respectability
as such, and owes it tohis country to make you hate the
very name by his ceascless importunity and intolerance in
its* behalf, An TIrishman is mostly vain of* his person,
an Englishman of his understanding, a Frenchman of his
politeness—a Scotchman thqnks God for the place of his
birth- The face of a Scotchian is to him accordingly the
face of a friend. It 1s enough for him to let you know that
he speaks the dialect that Wilkie speaks, that he has sat in
 company with the Author of Waverley. He does not endea-
‘'vour to put forward his own notions so much as t6 inform
you of the sehool in politics, in morals, in physic, in which
he is an adept; nor does he attempt to overpower you
by wit, by reason, by eloquence, but to tire you out by
dint of verbal logic; and in common-places it must be con-
fessed that he is invincible. There he is teres et rotundus.
He fortifies himself in these, circumvallation within cn'cum-
vallntnon, till his-strong-hold is impregnable by art and na-
ti¥e. I never knew’a Scotchman give up an argumént but
onée. It was a very learned man, the Editor of an Ency-
clopedja,—not my friend, Mr. Macvey Napier. On some
one’s proposing the question why Greek should not be
pnnted in the Roman type, this gentleman answered; that in
JFat case it worild be unpossnblé to distinguish the two
languages. Everyme stared, and it was asked how at this
rate we distinguished Freneh from English? It was the fi-
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lorn hope. Any one else woﬁld have laughed, and confessed
tite bluader. But the Editpr was a grave ma®—made an ob-
stinate defence (the best Ris situgtion allowed of) ahd yxelded
in the forms and with thg hor.nours.of war,

A Scotchman is generally a depler in staple-propositjons,
and not in rarities and cuffiosilies of the understanding. He
does not like an jdea the werse fgr jts coming to him from a
reputable, well-authenticated sourcé, as 1 concewc he might
feel more respect for a son of Burne than %or Burns himself,
on the same hereditary or gcnealognc.xl principle. Mle swears
(of course) by the Edinburgh Review, and thinks Bl.ackwood
not easily put down. He takes the word of a Professor in
the University-chair in a paitit of philosophy as ke Yormerly
took the Laird’s word in a matter of Jife and death ; and has
the names of the Says, the Bepthatus, the Mills, the Mal-
thuses, in his mouth, instegd of the Mdntroses, the Gordons,
and the Macullamores. He follows in & train; he*cnlists
under some standard; he comes under some.coll.nteral de-
scription, Ile ig of the tribe of Issachar, aud not of J udah.
He stickles for no higher distinction than that 8f his clan, or
vicinage.* In a word, the Scotch are the creatures of
inveterate habit. They pin their faith on example and au-
thority. All their ideas are ¢ast in a previous mould, and
Yivetted to those of others. It is not a single blow, hut ®re-
petition of blows, that leaves aif imprgssion on them. Bhey
are strong only in the stremgh of prejudice and numpers,

" e his may be in part the reason o the blunder they have made in la'ying
0 much stress,on what they call the (‘mckm-_y School in- Poetry—as if the peo-
. ple in London were proud of that dnsunchon, and really thought®it a pagticu-
Jar honour to get their living m'the metropolis, ag the Rcottish “J\emes
Gallowghsses" thiok it a wonderful.step in their progress through life to be
.able to hire a lodging dnd pry scot and lot in the good {owngof Edmburgh
. BB \
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‘The genius of their greatest Jiving writer is the genius of
netional tradition. He has “ damnable iteration in, himy”
but hardly one grain. of shear invention. His mind is turned
instinctively backward on the past—he cannot project it
forward to the future. He has not the faculty of imagining
any thing, either in individual or general truth, different from
what has been handed; down t¢ him for such.’ Give him
costume, dialect, mannegs, popular superstitions, grotesque
characters, supernatural events, and local scencry, and he is
a pmdigy., a man-monster among writers—take these acto-
ally embodied and endless materials from him, and he is a
common man, with as little original power of mind as he
has (unfortundtely) independence or boldness of spirit!——

The Scotch, with all their mechanical, wholesale attach-
ment to numes and parties, «re venal in politics,* and cow-
grdly in friendship. They crouch to power; and would be
more disposed to fall upon and crush, than come forward
to the suppoti,of, a sinking individual. They are not like
La Fleur in the Sentimental Journey, who advanced three
steps forward to his master when the Gens-d’ Armes arrested
him: they arc'like the Maitre d’Hotel, who retired three
paces backwards on the snme occasion. They will support
a generic dcnemination, where they huve numbers to sup-
port théinagain: they make a great gulp, and swallow down
a feadal lord with all ¢he retinue he can muster—the more,
the smerrier—but of a single unprotected straggler they
are shy, jealous, scrupulous in the extremc as to character,
inquisitive as to connections, qurious in all the particulars of
birth, .parentage and education. Setting his prcjudices of

N ‘ '
) % It waénot alwatys so.» But by knocking on the head the Jacobite loy-
allty of the Scotch, their political dntegrity of principle has been destroyea
and dissipated t6-all the winds of Heaven,
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eountry, religion, or part% aside, you have no hold of a
Scotchman but by his self-interest. 1If it is for his eredit or
advantage to stand®by you, he will do it: Jtherwnse, it will
go very much against both bis stomach and his conseience
to do so, and you must e’en shxft for yourself. You may
trust something to the generosn.y or magnammxty of an Eng-
lishman or an Irishman; they.a(.t from an impulse of the bloed
or from a fense of justice? a Seo jman (the exceptions are
splendid indeed) uniformly calcwtes tl}e consequences
himsclf. He is naturally faithful tp a leader, as I said before,
that is, toa powerful head; but his fidelity amouhts tg little
more than servility. He is a bigot to the shadows of power,
and authority, a slave to prejudice and custom, and a coward
in cvery thing clse. 1le has not a particle of megtal cou-
rage. Casar’s wife was not to be suspected ; andvit is the
same with a Scotchman’s friend. 'Jf a word is said aghinst
vour moral character, they shun }ou like a plague-:ppt.
They*are not only afraid of a charge*being proved truc
against you, but they dare not disprove it %est by clearing
you of it they should be supposed a party to what had no
existence or foudation. They thus imbibe abad opinion of
you from hearsay, and conceal the good tlley know of you
both from themselves and the world. If your political or-
thodox\ is called in question, they take tha a.l.um as much
"asif they were apprehensive of being mvolwed in*a charge
of high trcason. One would think sthat the whole country
laboured, as they did Sixry Yn.ms SINCE, under an imputa-
tion of disaffcction, and were exposed to the utmost vigilance
* of the police, so that each person had too little charactdr for
loyalty himself to run any additienal risk by his neighbour’s

bad nume. This is not the case at present: bufthey
then' precautions and ou'cumspecuomm this resplct to such
" an idle and stupid excess, #s can only be accounted for from
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local circumstances and -history-——that is to say, from the
effects of that long system of suspicion, fersecution and sur-
veillance, tp which they were expésed during a century of
ridiculous (at least of unsuecessful) wars and rebellions, in
favour ,of the House of Stuart.. They suffered much for
ng James and the Good Cuus¢; but since that time their
self-love must be excused to look at home. On my once
complaining, to a Scotchry Iin of what I thought a'direliction
of his client’s cause by fir: counsel for the defendant in a
prosecution for libel, I received for answer—That © Mr.—
had defendeéd theaccused as far as he could, consistentlywith
his character,”—though the only character the Learned Gen-
tleman could boast, had been acquired by his skill, if not
his courzge, in resisting prosecutions of this kind,

The ddlicate sensilflity (not to say soreness) of the Scotch
in matters of moral reputatiofi, may in like manner be ac-
covnted for (indirectly) from their domiciliary system of
church-government, ‘of Kirk-assemblies, and Ruling Elders :
and in the unpriacipled assurance with which aspersions of
this sort are thrown out, and the panic-terror which they
strike into the timid or hypocritical, one may see the remain-
ing effects of Penance-Sheets and Cutty-Stools! Poor Burns!
he called up the .ghost of ‘Dr. Hornbook, but did not lay
the spirit of capt and lying in the cunning North! ——

Sometfnng however, it must be confessed, has been done;
a change has been eﬂ"eded Extremes meet; and the Saint
has b_éen (in some instances) merged in the Sinner. The
essential character of the Scotch is determined self-will, the
drivihg at a purpose; so that whatever they undertake, they
make thorough-stltch work, and carry as far as it will go.
Tl,pv.s the case m the pretensions some of their writers have
lately set fip to & contempt for Cutty-Stools, and to all the
freedom of wit and humour, ° They have been so long under
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[
interdict that they break oyt with double violence, and stop
#t nothing. Of alk hlackguards (1 use the term for want
of arly other) a Scotch'blackguard is for this.reason’the
worst. First, the character sit$ il upon him for want of use,
and is sure to be most dutrgeously caricatured. He i Is only
just broke loose from thg shgcklts of regularity and 1estramt
and is forc::d to play s strange anticstobeconvinced that theyare
not still clinging to his heels. Sc\dndl), formality, hypocrj-
sy, and a deference to opinion, afe the ‘§sins that most easily
beset him.” When therefore he bas once made up his mind
to disreghrd appearances, he becomes totally reckless 8f cha-
racter, and ¢ at one bound high overleaps all boudnd” of de-*
cency and common sencse. -Agmn, there is perhape a natural
harduess and want of nervous eensxbllnty about the Scotch,
which renders them (rules aud tly cohsideration of cgnse-
quences apart) not very nice or scrupulous in their proceed- '
ings. If they are not wlthheld by conscience or pwudente,
they Yave no maunvaise honte, no mvoluntary qualms or tre-
mors, toqualify their effrontery and disregard 8f principle. Their
impudence is extreme, their malice is cold-bjooded, covert,
crawling, dcliberate, without the frailty or excuse of passion.
They club their vices and their venality together, and by
the help of both together arginvincible. The choice spirits
_ who have lately figured in a much-talked-of ‘publiegtony with
¢“ old Sylvanus at their head,”+—

¢ Jeaning on c‘ypress stadle stout,”—

in their “ pious orgies”

» herd of Satyrs

resemble a troop of \ahoos, or a

“ And with their horned feef they beat the ground !/’—

°
that is to say, the floo? of Mr. Blagkwodd’s shcp! Thére
» is one other publication, g mafch for this in flagrant impu-
dence and dauntless dulness, which ig the‘hhn Bul]. The
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Editor is supposed, for the horour of Scotland, to be an
Irishmen. What the BEacon mlght havg proved, there is mo
saymg ; but it would have been curious to have seer some
articles of Sir Walter’s undoubted hand proceeding from this
quarter, as it has been always contehded that Blackwood’s
¥Edinburgh Magazine was too low ond scurrilous a publica-
tion for him to have any share in it. The adventure of the
Eeacon has perhaps d'ls;ovexed to Sir Walter’s admirers
and the friends of h-unamty in general, that

¢« Entire affection scorneth nicer hnnda | G

Old Dr. Burney, about the middle of the last century, called
one mox;n;ing on Thomson, the Author of The Seasons, at a
late hour, and on eypressing his surprise at the poet’s not
baving risen sooner, received for answer,—* I had no motive,
young man!” A Scotchman acts glways from a motive, and
on due consideration; and if he does not act right or with
a view to honesf ends, is more dangerous than any one else.
Others may plead the vices of their blood in extenuation of
their errors; but a Scotchman is a machine, and should be
constructed on sound moral, and philosophical principles,
or should be put a stop to -altogether.

_[N. B! 4 Defence of the Scotch, shortly.}
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Iris a i)ity that this arfsi otlfer\.l{ght pieces of Virgil, are
omitted in the ordinary editionm® A great man is worth
listening to, let him say what he will ; and nothing is more
agreeublé than his trifling. It flatters one’s comthon huma-
nity. It also makes us discover, that things trifling are not,
such trifling things, in one gense, as we took them for. To
omit these little evidences f good-humour and fel.lgwship is
not only an injustice even to an epic pset, but helps to con-
firm a certain vulgar instinct4n people which leads théfn to o
draw a line between the sympathy w ith great thmgs and ghe
sympathy with small,—to the great ultimate detriment of
‘both. He is in the healthiest condition gf humanity, and
best prepared to do it good, who has all his facultles ready
for all the perceptions of which it is capable ; who has sense
at his fingers’ ends to touch and feel every possible surface
of life, and understanding to judge of its nature and common
rights. The greatest gemm it has been sald resembles the
trunk of the elephant, which can knock down a* tiger and
pick up a pin. We should, glve sntall things no morevalue
than they are worth; but the emd of the very greatest*things,
what is it but to increase the relish of less? G.reai rivers
send their waters into our houses by means of pipes.' The
mightiest,Jegislation terminptgs in making us all comfortable
in our every day concerps, and affording us leisure'to studyand
be grateful to mighty thmgs in retum. Yhe Zieid relishes
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our tea-tables and our evening wulks. In short, a great ge-
nius encoumges us to attend to Sim by attending to us. It
would, umloubtedly, be injurious to the dommon caus:, if 4
knowledge of a great poet in his hghter moments should do
away a proper sense of him in his grave ones; but this isa
mistake only liable to be thlllen Ento'by those idle men of the
world, who in fact really know nothing at all, great or little,

The Battle of the Fmgs [:m\l Miée has not injuréd the fame
of Homer. We do not ink less of Socrates, when he uses
his grandest arguments for the immortality of the soul, be-
causehe cduld chat pleasantly at other times. Aristophanes,

« ““a gay fellow about town,” might have pretended to do so0;
and the Athenians might have fancied, for a day, that they
agreed with him. But they would only have loved and ho-
noured him the more ufterwards; as they did. When we
see i man, capable of a good-ratured levity, laying so much
stress upon things grave, we feel their gravity in proportion.
‘We think they must'be interesting indeed, and highly impor-
tant to all of us, or he would be content with bis laughing
and seek no furthcr which on the contrary is the very re-
fuge or vain ‘endeavour of despair. Levity should be the
smooth and harmonious buoyancy of things solid, like the
lightness of the planets in the ether. To endeavour to shew
that there are wo things solid, ‘and call that levity, is the
madness of Atlas attempting to disprove his burden.

But, whither arc we 'wanderipg from our poet’s invitation,
—frota mine hostess of the Tiber,—from our ancient, but at
the same time young, Mrs. Quickly, when she lived two
thousand yedrs ago, and was a Ruxom little Syrian landlady,
who kept a ‘place of entertainment out of the gates of Rome,
and danced for the amusement of her customers ? There
are more ’geuealogles than are dreamt of in Rouge-Lion’s
philosophy, and this is one of them. Why, here is Falstaff '

\ .
. / '
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himself (only not witty) in the shape of a fat gentleman, an
acquaintance. of Virgil's, Wwhom, the commentators want to
turn ipto his prototype Silenus. It is as palpable as Sir Wil-
liam Curtis, another ¢ witless Falstaﬁ‘ ” that he was an
extremely fat gentleman from e Via Sacra, who cut heavy
Jokes by riding.on donklec, and otherwise imitatipg the
Silenus whom he resethbléd. Virgil's Hostess, in short, is
a good-humoured panegyric of fhc poet’s upon a sort of
aucient White-Conduit-House oy Phalk-Farm,”not quite so
“ respectable” perhaps in one sense as %hose sub-urbanities
of our heloved metropolis, but® quite enougheso for the
manners of those days, and as good still as people e\rpect in
the South. The bread and wine, the gourds, the grapes,.
vine-leaves, and chesnutg,” are the ordinary futniture of
similar places of cntertainment noy existing in Kaly; and
if the hostesses are not musicg] or bve-makmg by profesmon,
they are generally amateurs, and the*cause of much dancmg
and singing in others. We learn from.ancient writers, that
women of this profession were accustomeq to be Syrians.
They appear to have resembled the modern dancing-girls of
the East. As to the opinion of some that ¥irgil was not
the author of these verses, we do not think it worth our
while to stop and consider it. The verses are good, the
poet was good-natured ; and that is enough for us. We
shall only take this opportunity of observing,, that Virgél was
eminent in his pr’vate charaeter fgr benignity and signpli-
city of manners. ¢ Whiter'sou)s,” quoth Horace, “ do not
exist, than Plotius, Varius, and *Virgil, nor ones with svhom
I feel myself more closely bound.” He proceeds to tell us
how delighted they all were to meet, on his joumey to Brun-
dusium; dnd that there is ndtifing equal, in his opiniog, to a
pleasant friead:— i
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ammae, qualgs neque candidiores
Terra tuht neque queis mesit devinctior alter.
« O qui compiexus! et gaudia quanta“-fuerunt!
Nil ego contulerm jucundo sanus amico.

¢

- -~

From the accounts left us of Virgil, his person, manners,
&c. and even the turn of his genius, with all due allowance
of its superiority, we should' gucss that he had #°good deal
of resemblance to Thomson. He was a heavy-looking man,
of retired habits, very sincere and affectionate, and beloved
by allewho'knew him. .

Copa Syrisca, caput Graia redimita mitella,
Crispum sub crotalo doctz movere latus,
Ebria fumosee seltat lasciva taberna,
Ad cubitum raucos cxeutiens calamos.
~ Quid juvat @®stivo defessum pulvere abesse,
Quam potiubibulo decubuisse toro ?
Sunt cupa calices, cyathi, rosa, tibia, chordse,
Et trichila umbriferis frigida arundinibus.
Est et Menalis quae garrit dulce sub autro,
Rustica pastoris fistula more sonans,
Est et vappa, cado nuper diffusa picato;
Est strepitans rauco mulmure rivus aquee :
Sunt etiam croceo violee de flore corollz;
* Sertaque purpurea lutea mista rosa;
Et quee virgineo libata.Achelois ab amne
Lilia vimineis adtulit in calathis.
' Sunt et caseoli, quos juncea fiscina siccat s
Sunt’autumnali cerea pruna die;
fastaheceque nuces, et suave rubentia mala:
Ew hic miindaLeres; est Amor, est Bromius
Sunt et mora cruenta, et lemtis uva racemis
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Est pendens junco cieruleus cucumis.
Est tuguri custo: armnths falce saligna ;
) Sed non et Vasto est inguine térribili,
Huc, Alibida, veni: fessus jam sudat asellus:
Parce illi; vestrum delicium est asinus.
Nunc cantu ¢rebro gumpurg nrbusta cicadee.
Nunc etiam in gehda sede lacerta-latet.
Si caplc astivo ru,ubans té [tolue vitro;
Seu vis crystallo ferre novos'cahc‘es.
Eia age pampinea fessus requjesce sub umbra 3
Ev¢ gravidum roseo necte caput strophio ;
Cundida formosee decerpes ora puellee :
Abh! pereat, cui sunt,prisca supercilia |
Quid cineri ingrato scfvas bene olentia serta?
Anne coronato vis lapide ist.aolegi ?
Pone merum ct talos. Pereant, qui crastina curanf,
Mors aurem vellers,—* Vivit:*,” ait, ¢ venio,”

Our little Syrian Hostess, the diademn’d, the,fair,

Who crisply to the music moves her side with such an air,

Has dancing at Her house to-day, and looks for' all Ler friends

To sec her shake her castancts, all at her fiigers’ ends.

What man on carth, I wish to know, would chuse to be
away, ’ . *

Instead of going there to drmk on such,a dusty daye ®

Instead of going there to drmk and®lying on a bed, 2

With cups, and cans, and ﬂutes sand flowers, and an arbour
for his head ? P)

There’s one that plays a pag-pipe within a pretty cave,’

Just like g rustic shepherd ;—I wonder what you'd have!

And there’s a very pleasant wme, as neat as it cuh beg

And a proper brook, ashoarse one, to run respectably.;
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And there are garlands for your locks of yellow mixed thh
blue,
Both violets and crocusses, and there ard roses too:
And there are lilies such &s those that drink the virgin
stream,
Whieh mxer-tw:st‘mg nymphs collect in baskets of the same;
Cheeses that come in baskets too—I nearly had forgot’em ;
And prunes and other P'l;ktty méats, which pcofle make in
autumn, LI
Chesnuts of course', and apples, whose cheeks go reddening
o sweetly; '
And bregd and wine, and love besides, to relish all com-
pletely.
1 needn’ tspeak of heaps of grapes, nor mulberrics blood-red
And you may have a.cucumber a hanging by your head.
Take notice—there’s a scarewcrow, just where the thickest
. shade is, ' p
But he’has nothing terrible, to frighten the young ladies.
Come, Alibida, my fat friend, who lovest watering-places,
You and yout donkey, both of you, come rest, and wipe your
. faces. .
The grasshoppers all sing so loud, they burst the bushes,
man, . ¢
And‘thedizards rup and get, you see, in the coldest nooks’
« they can. v
Come, if you're wise, and .gwe 8 loose to laughter and your
" stays®,
A fask or bottle? You knqw best the most genteelest
. ways)
0. . ,
. '® Before éue reader condemns this apparently modern interpolation, let
him consult those who have written, on ¢he fashions of the ancient world,'
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Come rest yourself, and tals; your couch beneath this leafy
E) vine,

And rehovate with roses that heavy head of thine ;

Still better flowers are here to pluck,~a pretty mouth and

kisses;
Ah! perish those who'd b¥ing old frowrs to such a place as
this is. » »

Why should we keep our odorous fiywers to give the thank-
less dead?

Will any tombstone feel for us, for ll its crowned, head ?

The wine! The dice! Tomorrow’s turn is but a chance
dominion ;

‘¢ Live, for I come,” says Dgdth himself ; and I’'m of Death’s
opinion.

Thercader should be acquainted, by 2ll means, with another
minor poem of Virgil, The tubex, and with Spenser’s transia-
tion of it. It contains some of the most delicate specimens in
existence of what may be called (for want of a Better term) the
gentle mock-herpic;—mock-heroic, in which the subject
is trifling but the treatment of it in a certain. mixed style of
pretended solemnity and real tenderness, as if we were hand-

"He will be surprised at t}e classical authority whicksthere'is for most of our

modern habiliments,—breeches perhaps excep¥d, which did not conft up
till the lower empire, unless he chuses to go for them to the Persiamns and
Goths. His pantaloons are undoubtedly Oriental. Boots belong to the he-
Joic ages; and wigs, as Gibbon would say, lose themselves in the clougs of
antiquity. The Goth and Vandal Mrinces on Trajan's :olygn, ?vith wigs
prophetic of the 18th century, look np qlder than the grandfathers of their
worthy descendaats of Austria.and Prussia: but this is nothfng. ,Mong-
ments are brought to light in Bersia, upon which she aftient kingyand heroes
ave as regular formal-curled caxogs as any old stock-jobber or coachman
extant,



s8¢ VIRGIL'S HOSTESS.

ling a butterfiy. The text is mach corrupted, and in some
places very obscure; but this did not hinder Spenser from
making a most beautiful translatlou, which Jortin has criti-
cised like a pedant, snd Heyne like a man of taste. Jortin
is angry that any man bhould think of translating passages
which a critic couldnot make wut: Heyne says, that this is
a happy privilege, and rnyies the poct for being able to
forego the trammels of (he commentator. ¢ Patris sermone,”
says he,  octonis versibus in strophas coéuntibus redditum
est hoc carmen a Spensero, pocta nobili Britano (Virgil's
Gnat), in &us Opp. Nec sine voluptate illud facile perle-
gas. Adeo mihi vel hoc exemplo patuit, quanto expeditius
esset poctam carmine vernaculo reddere, quam verba subtili-
ter intérpretari. Nihil enim vetabat sententias integras
swamatim _effere, cjustz partes in quemcunque placeret
sensum deflectere, aut verba corrupta aptis et idonels per-
mutare.”

What a delpghtful edition, by the bye, is Heyne’s Virgil
altogether, and how cvery gentleman ought to have it!
It is a work of true love on the part of the critic, and hung
with gems and intaglios and all that he could hestow upon
it; and yet he had sens¢ enough to know that Virgil, in
pastoral, was not so good as Theocritus. His own life, more
delightfal thin all, ought to be translated into Latin, and
put at the beginhing_ Heyne rose from a state of the
humblest poverty,—from a boyhood of almost absolute
starvation, and became one of the most learned and ce-
lebrated; as well as most amiable, of men. His extreme
penury, héc:invincible industty and benevolence, his love
of letters, his other love,~are all delicious ‘o read of,
seeing that the il went away and the good remained.
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PREFACE BY THE 'rgANsLATon.

Tue fol.lowing Translation is from a brief but.simpfe and
interesting Narrative of the sufferings and heroic actions of
the Suliote People, the orighnal of which was prétented by
their Chiefs to the Ionian Governme‘nt,.as a testimaQy of the
virtuous conduct and constancy diplayed by their nation,
under the most trying circumstances.»

Thg¢ Narrator, Captain Thristo Perevy, is a Greek, w‘ell
known as the Author of the History of Suli; he sojourned
many years with the Suliotes, and, as appeafs by the present
relation, was an eyc-witness of what he describes.

The original Italian has been tranglated as closely as the
different constructions of the two languages would permit,
and there are several obscure passages, which seem to re-
»quire explanatory notes. These could not ij.c furgisired by
the Translator, wh8 received the m:musc'ript from a frignd,
with arequest that it might (dr reasons which do not require
to be stated in this place) be goteready for publication with-
out any delay. : * .

The authentic account of’the fate of the cebebrated Ali
Pacha, and the immediate cause*'which led to his dgstrl@tion,
will be read with gr'e.at interest, as afferding Q curiows
dusight into the nature of the war now raging in Greece.
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«
A compendious Relution of the Adventures of the Suliotes,
. from the ytar 1820 to the 2rd of Geptember 1822, at
which latter period they quitted the Fortress of Kiafa.
Written at the Lazzaretto of Argostoli in Cefalonia,

the 30th of September, 1822, by Captain Christo Perevo.

HarpeENING to have beer at Suli, I think it-uscful and
fitting (o note down in ¥“succinct manner the operations of
the Suliotes, and afso the events which took place relating
to them, fsom the year 1820 to 1822. ‘

When Ali Pacha had become odious.in the cyes of the
Sultan Mahmout,* and that the latter had begun to take
measures for his destruction, the greatest part of the Suliotes,
with the inhabitants of other towns in the neighbourhood of
Sul, wereliving in the Bland of Corfu, gaining their subsis-
teace by their labour.  They dared not enter into.the service
or submit to the protection of the Pacha, because be had
declared with an oath that he should never die contented
till he had succeeded in reducing the Suliotes to thc same
state as the people of Gardica.t When operations against
the Pacha were commezced by the Sultan, the latter issued
firmans, inviting all those Turks and Greeks, who had in-
curred the displeasure of the former, and were expatriated
on tBat accourt to join him, in order to effect the ruin of
the'Pacha, and to reins:ate themselves in the bosom of their
country, and in the absolute pdssession of their property.

The Suliotes, hearing of sch an order from their sovereign,
and® wishing to obtain precise information concerning it,
sent four Aihbassadors to the Ottoman Vice-Admiral, who

w e

* Mahorleet.
+ Destroyed in a cfuel manner by 4., in revenge for some insult offered
forty years before'w “his mother.
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were favourably received, and obtpineg from him a confir-
mation of the Sultan’s problamation, and'a ;'mewed. invita-
&ion to the same purpos¢, in consequence®f which, about
200 men left Corfu, entolling themselves under ‘the orders
of Ismail Pacha, surngmed Bassobey} to whom they were
well khown, he being a native of Janina and having béen for
above twenty years in the sérvice of Afi Pacha.

These 280 Suliotes, corftinuing' in the royal Jservice and
behaving with activity and subl.h.ission, cntertained the
firn hope of b.eing able to return to *their native home,
according,to the promise of the Pacha and the pfclamsation
of the Sultan. Nevertheless, they were deceived in ¢his hope,
for the bravest and most fait}nﬁil Beys and Agas, those who
were always nearest to Ismail Pacha, being all Albanians,
and feeling envious of the Suliotes, were consmntly.'exciti'ng
him not to allow that people w0 refurn to their native land,
according to the royal order, saying,’ that as soon_as tRe
Suliotes should take possession of their nlitive country, they
would be always against him, as had been Jjbund in times
past. '

The Pacha, both from his own inclination 9nd from the
instigations of the Beys, not only ™fused fo the Suliotes
permission to recover their own country, but formed also
the project of putting them t3 dcath, when an opportunity
offered without the risk of shedding thesbloed of *his own
troops. He thought the easiest way Of effecting his purpose
would be to send them back to Carfu, and thus on the sRores
to put his Ottoman project in exccution. in consgque.nce,
he gave orders to intercept tl;eir passage from the heights,
and to massacre the whole, d|§p(51:§:d as they wﬁgl be here
end there. ' . o M

The Suliotes soon disgovered the insidious projetys, both
«f the Pacha and of the AlbunianTurks. The peril in which
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they found themselves, and their anxiety to return to their
native soil, induced them to forr an alliance with their first
and implacable enemy Ali Pacha,. in which, with no smal:
difficulty, they succceded.

Having then given five hostages into the hands of Ali
Pacha, and taken his grandgon Hussein Pacha in exchange,
they departed in the night for ‘Suli. The Turce Albanians
called Ziulachioti, who ter. inhubited Suli, evacuated the
fortress two days after t£% arrival of the Greek Suliotes; the
commander of the Castle of Kiafa opened the gates, and the
Sulioes entered, according to the orders of Ali Pacha. They
'were afterwards joined by three of Ali Pachd’s commanders,
the Selictar,* Tahir Ambasi, and Ago Muhurdar, having
with tlu;;n a body of nearly seven hundred Albanian Turks.
As soorr'as they had joined the Suliotes, they attacked the
enemy in divers parts! driving them from many strong
pisces.  After a month, however, the Selictar, the first of
the abbve-mentiomed commanders, deserted, taking with
him about three hundred Albanian Turks; the other two
officers remained with the Suliotes.

In the motith of July, 1821, at the time when the town of
Arta was besieged, Taklir Ambasi was sent to Messolongio
and to the Morea to procure warlike instruments. Being
arrived there, and having wittessed the calamities and inju-
ries'infitcted Dy the Grecks upon the Tyrks, he changed his.
opiaion ; and immediately returning to ‘the camp recounted
all those events to his countrymen, exciting them at the
same time, If they were true Mussulmans, to unite them-
selves to the royal troops, and to leave the Suliotes; ¢“For,”
said he, “ Wlese also fight-for their religion and. their liberty,
like ‘heir countrymen of the Morea and of Rom.lia.”

The sword bearer.
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*The words of Tahir Ambasi had the most successful cffect
on the hearts of the Albanian Turksy who* had Joined .the
o Greek Suliotes ; and wnth one will and qcommon® consent
they’ marched to J.mnra, whcre, deceiving Ali"Pacha, they
delivered him alive into the *hands,of his cnemy, who put
him to death. The Greek Sulxotes, being thus left glone in
the camp, returned to defond their country. ’

After the death of AligPacha, the General in Chief of the
Sultan’s army, Hursit Pacha,* began to recruft frésh troops
in order to march against the l’eloponnesus All the Alba-
nian Beys and Agas dissuaded him from such a project,
telling fiim that none of them would march against the
Peloponnesus as long as the Suliotes remained alive in their
own country ; adducing fof a reason, that befor c‘they could
reach the Pcloponncsus, thc Suhotcs would have reduced
their wives and families to sl.wery * -

These words of the Albanian Tusks had such effgct
the intentions of Hursit “Pacha, that wjthout the least dela)
he moved with twenty thousand men agan.lst the Suliotes.
-The inhabitants of the villages in the fieighbourhood of
Suli, much alarmed by the multitude and impetuosity of the
encmy, and by ‘the prospect of thg devastytion which must
take place on their approach, took refuge in Suli, carrying
with them above fifty thougand beasts—sheep, goats, oxen,
and beasts of burthen The people thcxflsclvc;amunted
to ten thousand séuls. o

On the 18th of May, 1822, the Turks appr oachgd Suli,
making the attack on all sidks. The Suliotes, although
they were few. compared with the multitude of the
enemy, opposed them wigh wreat valow: g every side;
but the fpe, aficr a heavy sepulse and much 1gs of blood,

» Calfed also Chourchid Pacha.
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made himself master of the Castle of SantaVencranda, of San
Denando, of thie: Gardelina, of fhe Samonichi, and of the
moyntains of Cumbolo- and Strithgzza, from whence they:
attacked the fortress of Kmfn ,with two mortars.

A few days afterwands the enepy attempted by a strong
effort, ¢o make himself nmstgr also of the,Davarico, from
whence the Suliotes supplied’ tRenftelves with water; but
these Jatter shewing themsclves bokdly to his forcess, opposed
them heroxcally, so that thibattle lasted for twenty-one hours;
and although all tif2 first and bravest commanders among
the Turks were present in the couflict, the Turks turned
(tleir ba(.ks to the Suliotes, retiring with danger to their
camp in the mountains of Strithozza. Of this battle, as well
as of the )il'ecetling, the History'qf Suli will give the most
faithful and precise accoynt.

“The siege which the Turks carricd on against the Suliotes
wag so close, that there‘only 1emamcd to the latter a circum-
ference bf seven miles,—a qtonv, inaccessible, and sterile
position. The poor animals, not finding pasture, were deaf
to the voice of their masters: they went in numbers
towards the ememy, who got possession of above one-third
of them : some afterwagds served for food for the besieged,

‘and the rest perished-with hunger, as did all the beasts of

burthen. The atmosphere consequently became infected,

and # comtagious dx&oulen soon made 1%5 appearance, the
progeess of which was @ rapid, that fromh fiftcen to twenty
persons died each day. The cotntrymen sceing the destruc-.
tion of the cattle, the pestilci')ce among the men, the scarcity
of their accustomed food, and even in seme instances the
total want ef bread,——an(yhloireover, being unable to fix
any limits o the siege, arrived: at sucha height .of absurd
despair, that keeping i in their own lunds the positions com-
mitted to their eare, they treated clandestinely with the
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cnemy, in order to give th&m up to hil.l.l; and, what was still
emore horrid, these same, countrymen, in onder to render, the
Turls favourable to thém, and to prevent their remember-
ing all the evils which they had committed against thén)
whilst they werg united to the Suliotes, promised to give up
those situations atso which Were neat to the fortress, and
finally toecause the Fomtresse 8f Kiafa itself to _be deli-
vered up to themn. They had .it‘."casily in their power fo
fulfil these promises, their numbers ameunting to two thou-
sand, :m(l the Suliotes were scafcely five bumdred, The
Turks, though they had an opportunity so favourable to their,
views, were nevertheless so much impressed with the alarm
caused by the former and ;fle recent hattles, that.ghe_v sup-
posed that impossible which was pgrfegtly easy t@%achieve,
and gave the countrymen to underftand that they would Tot ¢
undertake such an enterprise,—so mech did they dombt Jhe
promjscs of thesce \'illagcrs‘. . °
The Suliotes, penetrating the sentiments pf the country-
men, often assembled them together, 1'epr(':senting to them
that submission tp the Turks could only be rwinous to their
families and to themselves,—and tisg they might judge of
from the massacre of so many other Christians, The Suliotes
furnished them with as mucls» money and proyisions as they
.could, and bcggcdkthem to submit to ghc Siegesfor Jome
months longer, dechiring that if in that time the siegce sheuld
not be raiselk.or some exterim" succour arrive, thaen all
would unanimously demand peace, on the condition, how-
cver, of honourable capitulations. All these exHortations
“and prayers to the countrymin \ere in vaiu;'sg that the
Suliotes, rqpdering them respohsible towards Ged fqr all §
the e\f which might hippen to them thromgh thejr means?
consented fo let them go out, fqre.seeing an intestirfe war if
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they any longer opposed their firh resolutions. Even this,
however, would Mot satisfy the countrymen, who msnstedi
that all, without the least exreptlon, and at the same tlme,
should be given up; But the Suliotes answered them, that
they should much prefer death to submlttmg themselves to
the Turks. ‘ #oec

Being thus foreed to try ‘béth t& escape the danger and to
rénder vain the promisestmade to‘the Turks by the country-
men, the Suliotes ihformed them that they also were desi-
rous of pence, but that'they wished to go to the Ionian
islands; for which purpose it was necessary to obtain the
permission of the British Government.

The Sﬁliotes having thus ng;i'eed with the countrymen,
proposecthis plan to, the Turks, who immediately sent emis-
saTies to the British Con#hl at Prevesa. The consent of the
Sw.iotés to surrcnder, and to emigrate to the lonian islands,
had in View to prolong the time for their surrender, and to
drive away the countrymen, hoping during this dclay for
some succour or some change of circumstances,—also in
order to quiet the enemy, and to lull him; and that with
good rcason, because,Aeing weak in numbers, they could
not guard their respective posts from an invasion on the
part of the enemy. In the mean time, the emissaries could
not ucceed inobtaining their demand, Ybecause the British .
Consul had left Prevesa three days befdre for Zante, therc
to meet the Governor-Generdl of the Ionige’States. The
emissaries therefore went bn to Zante, and there having a
cortference with the Governor on the object of their mission,,
reccived a fttering but A advaffirmative answer.

Frpm the ambiguity of thé General’s‘inswer, the, country-
fnen felt 1l theid€ears renewed, and though they had before
taken tl{e resolution of not separatmg themselves from the
Sulio,tf:s, they,pov §uucndered themselves.
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In consequence, the Tyrks, still nere apimated by the
Jliminution of the troops of the Suliotes since the syrrender
of the countrymen, ang ‘impaticnt at the General’s answer,
changed their sentiments, resolving on the violation of the
treaties. Two days afserwhrds, there.fore, they proposed to
the Suliotes, in an impe:ious’qaanncr, ,that they shoufd sur-
render thg fortress and pass to Suli, to Zieurati, or to Ath-
lanza, with their famnhcs,—; aftcr, however, having g#ven the
guarantee of twenty hostages, avhich =hould be delivered
up to the Turks. Also, that in,one of these places they
should whit for the decisive answer of the Genefal, tewhomr
the Suliotes bad again sent to demand one, and at the same!
time to request the ships noccssary to transport them. The
Suliotes answered them, that, wise and great men as they
were, they ought not to break ghe tonvention: but the
Turks were but little attentite to th¢ words of the Suliotes,
concluding that they aross entirely from fear. .'

Tlie Suliotes, secing the obstinacy of the Turks in de-
manding the fortress in the above manncy® wrote to them
to abide by the treaties already made, or to have recourse
to arms; and that the Lord God, who knows the just and
the unjust, would reward cvery one‘accord'mg to his deeds. .
Moreover, the Suliotes swore unanimously amongst them-
selves, rather to dje with arms in their hangs than to go out
of the fortress at the order of the Turke The sccond day
after takinggthis determmapon, which was on the 14th of
August, thiy\ll received the sacrament, preparing *them-
selves for death., This firm and heroic resolution, "being
made known to t.he Turks jjy Reans of thr ir_spies, intimi-
dated them and copfirmed thefitst conventions,évhich were
as foffows :— ‘

,  lst. That both sidesshould send letters and eiigssaries to
the ComrMander-in-chief of the Ionian Islands, that the Su-
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hotes might know €€ they shozld be received in thosc

islands. , .

2dly. That all provisions and mili'iory stores belongity to
the Suliotes, whether public or private property, should be
paid for by the Turks according to their prige in the neigh-
bourhood. . ,:/ ot

3dly. That the Turks shouJd be answerable at Noli for
the sﬁff)‘s‘ ‘'which were ty, convey.them, but which should
nevertheless be furms,hed with Ionian flags.

4thly. That the Turks should take care to transport the

baggag® of tlle Suhotes their wives and familics.

5thly. That the Turkish troops encamped at Glechi, by
which plac&, the Suliotes would l‘n.we to pass, should retire
farther. ',

«&hly. That the Turks should give to the Suliotes, as hos-
‘ta Ager, th nearcst relaticns of the most notable Pachas, Beys,
and Agas, who were present at thé siege of Kiafa, until the
Suliotes should be all embarked.

7thly. Until tho respective ships should have all arrived
at Athlanza, zmhd until the Suliotes should have rcceived the
hostages, neither men nox.baggage should quit the fortress.

All these conditions were scrupulously respected by botl
sides, until the arrival of the answer of the Most Excellent
Arch Ceneral* and Governor, Adam, whp generously per-
mitted the Suliote$ to take vefuge in the Ioniun Islands,
ang magnanimously acceded to the prayers of psth partics ;
who also, for the complete sgfety of the Suliotes, sent three
ships of war, to secure by their presence.thc embarkation
of the Suliotes, and subseqypintly accompany them to Asso
in Cefaloma' where they are ordered for\.hn'ty-one days, to
abyte their ol)slmam-t- ‘

Y

Arci Generale. ¢ 4 Scontare la contums :ia.
" A
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ALFIERI'S BENED[CTION™

Sra pace ai frati
Turche sfra:a‘.i :

E pace ai gireti,
Ma pochi, ¢ queti :,
Cardinalume .
Non tolga lume :

11 t‘naggio? prete
Torni alla recte :
l.eggi, ¢ non re:
1. Italia c’¢.

Peacr be to the friars,

But in comnnmon attires :

Peacgg priests, to you also,

But f&w, and donét baisl so:
ur cardinals ln‘iglzt

Let ’em leave us odr light :

'The ehief of the sct

Let him take t$ hibget. :

Then Ifws, and no’king ;

And let I6dy sing.
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AN ‘ULTRA LICENESE.

, FROM ALFIERL

APPROVAZIONE

Di Fra Tozzone

Per I’ impressione

Di un itruccione

~Che un autorone
Ai piedi pone
Di un principone

. Con dedicone.
St STAMPI PUR, SI STAUPI:
Qur NoN C'E WULLA, NE RAGION, NE LAMPL.

Tue approbation
* Of Father Stuffation
For the imprimation
Of a pamphliteration
Which a light of the nation
With“all humiliation
Sends a man in great station
With a dedication. *
PRINT IT'BY ALL MEANS, PRINT 1f:

‘ THERE’S NOTHING*RATIONAL, NOT E’EN A HINT, IN'T.
° . . .

FROM THE FRENCH.

Ad E, beaut} and poet, has two little crimes
She makes her own facz, and does not make her rhymes.
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30NG, WRITTEN FOR AN INDIAN £iR. °
. N

I Arise fl'om dPeams of thee
In the first swcct-sl% of night,
When the winds gge bgeathing low,

And the stars aze burning bright.
I arise from drcams of tlfec,

And a spirit in my fect o
Hath led me, Who knows how ?

To thy chamber window, Sweet.

[ ]

The wandcring airS they faint

On the dark, the silent s&?‘cafn,'
The Champak odours*fail .

Lik¢ sweet tho®ghts in a dregm.
The nightingale’s complaint,

It dies upon her heart ;— Z
As.I must on thine,

Beloved as thou art!

O, liff mc‘from the grass!
Idic! I fint! 1 fail!
Let thy lovg in kisses rain
Oy my lips and eyg-lids pale.
My che®k is cold and white, alas!
My heart beats loud and fast ;—
O! press me to thin‘ owq again,
" Where it gvill break a} Mast !
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MARTIAL.—Lis. 1. Erfe. 1.

Hic est, quem legis, :lle, quem requiris,
Toto notus in orbe Martjalis

Argutis Eplgrammdton libellis :

Cui, lector studnose, quod dedisti
Viventi decus’atque senticnti,

Rari pest cinercs babent poete.

He unto whom thou art so partial,

Ol, reader! is the well-known Martial,
The Epigrammatist : awhile living,

Give hirn #he.fame thou wouldst be giving ;
So shall he hear, ard fecl, and know it:
Post-obits rarely reach a poet.  *

A .

NEW DUET.

a
TO THE TUNE OF “ WHY HOW NOW, SAUCY JADE?

“Way how now, saucy T&m,
s (3 you thus must ramb, €5
I will publlsh some .
Remarksgon Mister Camphell.

ANSWER :

Why how itow, ParsoitBowles, , . .
<« Sure the priest is inaudlin!
[To théPudli ic) How can you, d—n your soulg!
Listen 6 his twaddling ? °

Ty
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PORTRAIT OF HIMSELF,

BY A&TIERI.

[ ]
SuBLIME specchioedi veraci deﬁ,
Mostrami in corpo ¢ in an§na qual sono.
Capelli, or radi in Tlontc, e rossi pretti;
Lunga statura, ¢ capo .nwm prano;
Sottibpersona in su dge sgnehi schietti ;
Bianca pelle, occhi aazurri, aspetto buonosg
Giusto naso, bel labro, e dehti elety ;
l‘nlli:lo in wolto, piu che un ra sul trohos

Or duro, acerbo; ora piaghevol, mite;

Irato scmpre, e non myligno mai;

La mente e il cor mceo in perpetua lite;

Per lo piu mesto, e talor lieto assud

Or stimandomi Achille, gd orTersite.

Uom, s¢’an grande, Vil "—Muon, eil eapral/ «

'rnoU lofty mirror, Truth, let me be shewn

Such as I am, in body and in mind.

Hair, plainly red, retreating now behind ;

A stature tall, a stooping head and prone;

A meagre body on two stilts of bone ;e

Fair skin, blue eygs, good lapk, nose well design’d;
. A handsome mouti tecth that ave rare to find,

And pale in face, 1Rore than a king gn throné.

. - Py [}
Now lmrshm crabbed, mild agd plcasant soon ;
Llways iragciblc, no malignant foe ;
* My head and heart and I neve\i} tune ;
Sad for'the most pagt, then sudn a flow
Qb ] fcel now bero, now buffoon ;-
Man, artghou great on Svile ?—Diec, and Cﬂou’lt hnow.\\















